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Hot Wife in Europe - A Husband's Fantasy Fulfilled

by

Zara Lynne

A collection of erotic short stories about hot wives and hotwifing

Hot Wife in Europe is the story of Anne who and how she became a hot wife. After ten years of marriage her husband finally reveals his desires to his wife. Anne fulfils her husband's ultimate fantasy and embraces the life of a hot wife. In various cities throughout Europe, Anne enjoys life and revels in sex and erotic games while living the hot wife lifestyle to the full. 

Look Inside Extracts:

"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 favourite 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 favourite Jimmy Choo's.

"... 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 downstairs' 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.

Extract 2:

Aleix beamed his luscious smile at Anne the moment he stepped through the door and wound his way through the tables to her. She stood up to greet him. He pulled the pashmina off her shoulders, letting it drop on the chair, looked her up and down admiringly, took her face between his hands and kissed her passionately on the lips.

"Please, Anna," he said when they had both sat down and he had pulled his chair to closer to her, "Never cover your breasts, they are magnificent. Your shirt reveals them to me perfectly."

Anne smiled at Aleix. She was wondering whether the sheer blouse had been a mistake, even though Aleix seemed to love it.

He gestured to the waiter who brought over some tapas and a bottle of Catalan red.

"Did you orgasm since we last met?" Aleix asked just as the waiter was setting out the plates and glasses.

Anne reddened. The waiter seemed to be taking rather longer to prepare the table than normal and having a good look at her breasts highlighted through her blouse. The waiter slipped away and Anne replied.

"Erm, once only. Today, in the dressing room."

"Were you totally naked?"

"Yes, apart from my heels." Anne confessed.

"Excellent. Are you wet now?"

At that moment Anne became aware that she was. She nodded.

"Pull up you skirt."

Anne hesitated.

"Come on, nobody will see, the table cloth is in the way."

Anne lifted her bottom slightly off the chair and while checking that no one was looking, eased her skirt up her legs to near the top of her thighs. 'Luckily the skirt is made of stretchy material,' she thought to herself.

Aleix moved his chair even closer to hers. He poured some wine into both glasses, before raising his and toasting her.

"To you Anne, my inspiration."

She clinked glasses and drank a little.
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Part 1: 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 favourite 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 revelled 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 tantalisingly 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 fantasising 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 other's 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 fantasising 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 fantasise 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 organise 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 favourite 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 favourite Jimmy Choo's.

"... 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 downstairs' 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 doorbell 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 realised he probably just wanted to check out her legs and bum and almost instinctively added a slight wiggle to her walk. This made her smile and realised 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 bottom 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 realised 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 finalise 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 realises 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 a 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.

An 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 a 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 realised 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 honourable 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 mesmerising 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 realised 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 savour 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 tantalisingly 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 realised 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.


1-5 Total Exposure

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 realised 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 savoured 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 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 slurped 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 realising 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 bum 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.


1-6 Arise Hot Wife

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.

********


Part 2: Hot Wife Barcelona - Total Submission


1. Arrival

I suppose it began with Aleix making me play with myself in a restaurant on the day we met. 

Anne had never told her husband, Rob, about Aleix during their ten years together.

When Rob and Anne first got together they had shared stories about their past. As lovers do they shared their "number" and revealed intimacies about previous lovers. Anne had been honest about most of her love life in the past as Rob pushed her for more and more details, but for some reason baulked at sharing the story of Aleix that took place while she was at university in Barcelona.

Anne is probably a typical Dutch girl from a village just outside Groningen in the north of the country. Not perhaps as sexually liberated as girls from the city, but definitely more liberated than the norm outside the Netherlands. She lost her virginity at 14 to a friend from school after a quick fumble at an end of year party. Nothing spectacular, but not a total disaster, in Anne's mind. Boyfriends came and went and by the time she was 18, Anne felt she knew her way round a young man's body -- and her own.

Anne had never had a particularly long relationship. Within a few weeks she found herself craving something -- or someone -- new and moved on to her next exploration.

When she was 13, Anne had read a romantically tragic novel about Barcelona in 1936 during the Spanish Civil War and had decided there and then she would live in the city one day. She was fascinated by the Art-Deco architecture, Dali, Catalan cuisine, the long Catalan independence struggle and, in fact, by all things Catalan. At school she studied Spanish and had also learnt to read Catalan, the other official language of Catalonia, on her own.

Despite the misgivings of her parents, she applied to the faculty of history at the University of Barcelona with the intention of doing a full degree in the city she had been dreaming about for so many years. Her friends said she was mad, but most of them claimed to be already planning to spend their long university breaks at Anne's future abode in the city of Gaudí.

On a beautiful September day, with the Mediterranean sun already hot in the early morning, Anne stepped off the night train from Paris onto the platform at Barcelona Sants railway station. She grabbed one of the scarce trolleys and trundled her way to the taxi rank.

A few months previously Anne had managed to organise a room in a shared house in Poble Sec, a wonderful district close to the centre of Barcelona, right near the university, with a great nightlife and just by the hilly park of Mont Juic. Anne was trembling with excitement as the taxi threaded its way through the back streets. The taxi driver interrogated her throughout the drive, because she had spoken Catalan to him. Most foreigners either tried English or occasionally Spanish, rarely did a foreigner speak the local language.

The taxi driver jumped out to help her with her bags and even carried them up to the entrance to her building. He gallantly kissed Anne's hand and wished her the best time possible in his native city, before driving off towards the marina.

Anne was on a narrow street with buildings of two or more storeys on either side. Most of the buildings were in excellent condition, with yellow or pink facades and balconies on the upper floors. Her own building was probably from the late 19th century, not as well maintained as some of the others, but still decent looking.

She found the bell for apartment 7 and pressed several times to make sure. Several minutes passed and just as Anne thought it best to press it again, a muffled voice called something through the speaker on the bell console and the buzzer for the door sounded.

Anne quickly shoved one of her bags to hold open the door and got herself and her bags inside. The lack of lift meant walking up three floors twice, carrying one suitcase at a time. The door to apartment 7 was ajar, so she pushed it open, dragged her cases inside and never looked back. Little did Anne know how much her life as a student in the bustling city of Barcelona would change her life.


2. Wheel of Fortune

For the next few months Anne threw herself into life at the university. Her flatmates, Luisa and Carla, were both from Lleida, just over an hour by train to the west of Barcelona. The three girls became inseparable. Anne's language skills exploded.

Once or twice a week the three of them hit the bars and clubs in the streets around their apartment. They usually swatted the over-attentive Barcelonan men away and danced with each other into the small hours. Once or twice a month the girls took Anne with them to visit their families in Lleida. Anne even spent Christmas in Lleida, much to her parents' annoyance.

Both girls' families took her in like a daughter and made sure she sampled all that Catalonian hospitality and cuisine had to offer. They joked about setting her up with someone young and wealthy from their town, but Anne always smiled sweetly and said that her studies came first and that she would worry about such things when the time was right.

While staying in Lleida, Anne would often go to fetch bread for whichever family she happened to be staying with that weekend from the local bakery. She loved going there, because whenever you purchased anything, they spun a wooden wheel of fortune. Most of the slots merely wished you better luck next time, but there were quite a few that won you an extra loaf, or a choice of pastry from the selection behind the glass counter. There was also one slot with a huge question mark. This slot was very narrow and Anne had never seen anyone spin it.

Early on a Saturday morning in March, Anne was in the bakery. She chatted with the local women in the queue and when it was her turn ordered the copious loaves and pastries the family wanted for the day. Anne then gave the wheel a vigorous spin. The whole shop erupted when the creaky wheel juddered to a stop on the large question mark. Anne felt like she had won the jackpot. Her face was beaming as the baker wiped his floury hands on his apron and stepped into the back of the shop where the ovens were. The women were congratulating Anne on her luck and craning their necks to see what the baker handed over the counter to her in an official looking stiff white envelope. Spinning the question mark meant that Anne's purchases were free that morning, so clutching her bread and pastries and the mystical envelope she weaved her way onto the street through the throng of women lining up for bread.

With her arms full, Anne had to wait until she got back to the family house before she could open the envelope. She dropped everything on the kitchen counter and told the good news about the win to Luisa's mother, who looked amazed. 

"Nobody ever spins the question mark," she said. "I thought the baker had fixed it so that it was impossible. What did you win? Let me see..."

Anne tore open the envelope. Inside there was an invitation printed in embossed gold writing on a fine cream-coloured card.

"What on earth?" Anne exclaimed. "It's an invitation to an exclusive black tie opening night of an art exhibition by the renowned Catalan artist Aleix Ossa at Galeria Giama in Barcelona." 

"Really? That's unbelievable. From our local bakery? Are you sure?" Luisa's mother was incredulous. "Is it a famous art gallery?" she asked.

"Oh, yes, one of the best," Anne said, "It's famous for helping new local artists as well as those from outside Spain. I've often wanted to go to the gallery, but felt a bit intimidated by the place."

"Well now's your chance. When is it?"

"On Monday evening," she said, still staring at the invitation.

"What on earth will I wear?" Anne pondered aloud and then rushed upstairs to tell Luisa her news.


3. Local Exhibition

For most of Sunday and Monday Anne vacillated between tearing up the invitation or even giving it away. Only calm coaxing by Carla and Luisa as well as the promise to let Anne wear Luisa's little red dress that Anne had always coveted persuaded Anne she had to go.

Her flatmates walked with her to the street where the gallery was located only a stone's throw from their apartment. Anne hugged them both and walked the last 100 yards towards the well-lit gallery. 

"You look stunning," they both shouted after her. 

The consensus had been to tie up Anne's blonde hair in a loose bun at the back to show off her long neck. She was wearing her favourite long Greek earrings and a simple gold choker.  The dress had a pleated A-line skirt and a round neck with a row of hooks down the front as far as the belted waist. The shoulders were covered with half sleeves to just above the elbows. The black piping and black belt gave it a Spanish-flamenco look in Anne's mind. The skirt was modestly short and showed off Anne's legs perfectly. She had unbuttoned the hooks to give but a glimpse of any cleavage. The outfit was topped off with a long flowing silk scarf and a pair of comfortable, but elegant and sexy, 3-inch black heels. Under her arm she had a simple black clutch. Carla and Luisa were as excited as Anne.

Walking the last few yards to the gallery entrance, her legs felt like jelly. In front of the door she almost decided to keep on walking and probably would have done so, if a young couple in their late twenties hadn't reached the door at the same time. The man stepped back to let his wife enter first and as he did, he caught Anne up in his gallantry and ushered her inside too.

A top-hatted doorman requested their invitations and waved them into the atrium already buzzing with conversation and the clinking of glasses.

The couple introduced themselves as Sònia and Mateu and took Anne under their wing. Safely in their company she joined the throng. Within seconds the three of them had a glass of champagne in their hand and, like magic, melted into the crowd together.

Anne listened to the conversation around her in several languages, but mainly Spanish and Catalan. She was mesmerised not only by the crowd of Barcelona elite, but also by the stunning artworks that lit up the room with their vibrant colours. At first glance the images appeared to be simple abstracts, but as she looked more closely it was obvious that the artist was a connoisseur of the beauty of the female body. One painting in particular drew Anne into it. She moved away from the group she had been chatting with and stood in front of the painting just imbibing the colours and emotions it evoked.

"How does this work make you feel?" A man's voice whispered into her ear from behind in strongly accented English.

She went to turn toward him... "No, just swim in the colours and tell me."

"Well," she began in Catalan, having decided this man was definitely more likely a local with such an accent, "I feel a longing deep inside."

"What sort of longing?" the stranger continued, switching to Catalan.

"Mm..." The man had taken hold of Anne by the arms, holding her facing the painting. "Longing for release," Anne finally said.

"Excellent. The painting is yours." As he spoke the man turned Anne to face him.

The stranger was slightly taller than Anne, even though she was wearing heels. He was probably in his mid thirties, clean-shaven, wearing an expensive light grey suit with a silk tie. His hair was thick and dark and quite wavy, not trimmed, but not too long. 

Anne went to shake his hand, but the stranger kissed her on both cheeks and then took her hand in his.

"La meva bella xiqueta," he continued, "It is my pleasure to meet you. I am artist Aleix Ossa. And you are Anne, are you not?"

Anne looked at him quizzically, her hand still firmly in his. "How...?"

"Come with me, you must see this." Aleix said, interrupting her question and leading her by the hand through the groups of people now packing the gallery. Some tried to catch Aleix's attention, but he pushed onward dragging Anne after him.

At the other side of the gallery they stopped in front of another of his works.

"Well?" he asked.

Anne was somewhat overwhelmed by his intensity and wasn't sure how to respond, but thought it best to just say what she truly felt.

"It's like the fireworks in your head when you orgasm," she said looking at his face for a reaction.

Aleix beamed a huge smile and kissed her on the lips, much to Anne's surprise. With Aleix it seemed the most natural thing in the world. 

"I knew it, I knew it. You are all I imagined. Let's go do the rounds and then we can have time to ourselves." So saying, he led her by the hand and spent an hour charming the crowd with Anne by his side. Several times he referred to Anne as his inspiration and intoxication. People nodded intelligently and smiled sweetly at her, but it was obvious they only wanted to hear the artist speak.

At one point Aleix dashed across the gallery to the painting he had said he was giving to Anne. Anne had taken his words with a pinch of salt and never actually expected to be gifted the work. The gallery owner was placing a little red sticker by the painting to indicate it was sold. Aleix said something to the owner who seemed to remonstrate, but eventually went back to her table and wrote something in a large book before turning to talk to the couple Anne had entered the gallery with.

Aleix returned to Anne's side and took her hand in his again. "No idea," he said to her, "That stupid Cristina was going to sell your painting to someone."

"No, Aleix, you don't have to give me the painting, I quite understand."

"Of course you will have the painting, it's yours, it's you. No argument."

And with that he led her on to the next group of his admirers.

As the food and drink began to dwindle the gallery became less crowded and very soon there was only Aleix, Anne and Cristina the gallery owner, who shut the door after the last visitor to leave.

"An excellent result, Aleix," she said. "Seventeen sold, plus your gift," she looked at Anne rather pointedly as she said it. "Over the next week we should sell the rest. People love your stuff."

"Great," Aleix grunted and turned to Anne. "Let's go," he said, "See you Cristina," He kissed Cristina on the lips and stepped with Anne into the street. Anne mumbled a quick "Bye" as she followed Aleix out.

In the street away from the heady atmosphere of the gallery, Anne realised she had been holding hands almost constantly with Aleix for the last hour and a half. 

"Give me your panties," Aleix stood in front of her as they reached the street. "Quick," he said, "We don't have much time."

Anne looked at him. 

"Panties? Here? Now?" She said almost choking on her words.

"Yes, now come on."

Anne looked around. They were alone on the street, it seemed. She looked at him deep in the eyes. He had the darkest eyes she had ever seen. She didn't move her gaze and she fumbled under her dress, tenuously holding her clutch in one hand, and quickly pulled off her panties, then scrunching them into her fist.

Aleix held out his hand. She looked defiantly at him. He took her by the wrist, pulled open her fist then took out her panties. He momentarily put them to his nose, inhaling deeply, before pushing them into his inside pocket.

Anne blushed. 'It was as if he was sniffing my pussy in the street,' she thought. 'Why on earth did I take them off?" she cursed herself.

Aleix put his arm round her shoulder and they strolled off in the direction of the marina. Aleix was strangely silent as they walked. 

Anne had the impression that everybody on the street knew she wasn't wearing panties. It felt as if she could feel gusts of air on her pussy as she walked -- not unpleasant and even slightly erotic.

They crossed a few side streets, turned down a street full of bars and restaurants and entered a restaurant that was about half-full. The maître d' showed them to a table in an alcove at the back.

Aleix immediately ordered a bottle of cava. After a few clicks of the maître d's fingers a bucket of ice arrived with the cava and two fluted glasses. He popped off the cork and poured a glass for Aleix and Anne before retreating from their table with a curt bow.

Aleix raised his glass and held it up to make a toast. Anne mirrored his movement and they clinked glasses as Aleix pronounced, "To the many paintings we will make together!"

They both drank. Anne almost drained her glass. She was feeling slightly uncomfortable now. She had the impression Aleix knew her from somewhere, or had confused her with someone else.

"Anne," he pronounced it in the Catalan way with a final vowel, "how many buttons are there on the front of your dress?"

Anne instinctively looked down. "Hooks," she said correcting him.

"Ah, yes, hooks." Aleix leaned across the table and fingered each hook as he counted from the top down to her belt. 

"Four open and twelve fastened," he said. "A total of sixteen, I think we can agree." Anne nodded, wondering where this was going.

"Very soon the waiters will bring some tapas. Let us agree that for each plate of tapas they place on the table you will open a hook on your dress."

Anne's mouth opened in shock.

"You already have four open, so we discount four plates, agreed?"

Anne took an urgent gulp of her cava and poured herself some more.

As she was taken another drink, the waiters arrived and placed nine plates of tapas on the table.

Aleix looked at the plates and then at Anne. "Well...? You owe me five hooks, I calculate"

Anne put down her glass and oh so slowly unfastened the next five hooks on her dress. The round outline of her breasts was now clearly visible as well as some of her black bra as the neck opened on her dress.

She picked up her glass again and looked at Aleix who was unashamedly ogling her exposed cleavage.

"I think you must remove your brassiere," he said, "It spoils the image of your delicious breasts."

"What, here in the restaurant?"

"Of course, where else?" he said matter-of-factly. "You can go to the ladies, if you wish to be discreet, but I prefer to watch you extract your bra through your sleeve. It will please me immensely."

"Look, Aleix," Anne began, but before she could continue, Aleix put his finger on her lips.

"We are going to make great art together. Just do as I say. Deep inside you know it's what you want to do. You know it's right. I wouldn't ask you otherwise." He looked at her sternly and undid two more hooks on her dress. "Much better. Now, take off you bra."

Anne blushed. She could feel her pussy contracting and her nipples were rock hard. She realised in that instant that she would obey. Aleix had an uncanny hold over her.

Anne reached behind her back and undid the clasp through her dress. Looking furtively round the restaurant, she grasped one strap through her left sleeve, then the other through the right, before extracting her favourite black lace bra. She quickly dropped it onto her lap. 

"Give it to me," Aleix said.

Anne tried to pass it discreetly under the table. Aleix took hold of it and lifted it up to examine and feel it. 

"Such a ridiculous garment, don't you think," he mused almost to himself. From now on you will never wear such a thing in my presence, unless I request it. Your breasts are so much more exquisite without it," he said, looking at the bare flesh now visible on her chest.

"I just love the way they curve," he said.  "Stand up a minute and show me your profile."

He took Anne by the hand and pulled her up and next to him. He turned her so he could see the outline of her body from the side. With his other hand he followed the curve of her breast down from the shoulder, across her nipple and round and down onto her stomach.

"Exquisite," he breathed. "Absolutely exquisite."

Anne shivered involuntarily as his hand moved lightly over her rigid nipple. She could feel the familiar tinglings beginning to surge between her legs. She sat down again in a daze as Aleix called out for another bottle of cava and suggested she try some of the exquisite tapas.

For the next half-hour or so they ate and drank. Aleix enjoyed feeding her the occasional tit bit and revelled in her enjoyment of the dishes. He played with her by using as many slang words he could think of, testing her knowledge of the language. Anne was enraptured by his attentions and laughed out loud on several occasions at his jokes and comments. She noticed he enjoyed looking down her cleavage and did her best to give him the best views.

As the tapas plates emptied, the waiter brought four more. 

"That's four more hooks you owe me," Aleix stated matter-of-factly, looking at Anne with a sparkle in his eyes.

"But my dress will be almost open to my navel," she protested.

"And?"

"What will people think? We're in a crowded restaurant."

"Anne, bella xiqueta, little do you realise that no one gives a damn about you, or me. People are very self-centred. If they do notice your bare body, it will titillate them for a moment and they will move on. But if it bothers you too much, I will give you an alternative. I will write it down on a serviette."

Aleix took a fountain pen from his jacket pocket and wrote a few words on a serviette. He then placed the serviette face down on the table.

"Now, it's either four more hooks plus one -- for your disobedience -- making five, or what is written on the serviette. Your choice. Once you've made your decision there's no turning back, you must do it, immediately. Ok?"

"Ok," Anne said. 

She could feel her nipples even more and her pussy was probably already leaving a wet trail on Luisa's dress.

"So, which is it to be?"

"Can't I see what's on the serviette?" She pleaded.

"Absolutely not. Where's the adventure in that? Come on, I need your decision, or it's two extra hooks."

Anne wondered what could be worse than having her breasts hanging out of her dress. And after several glasses of cava, the bubbles were making her braver.

"Go on, then, I'll take the serviette."

"Are you sure? Absolutely sure?"

"I am now, you're trying to make me flash my tits to the world, aren't you?" She laughed.

"Remember, if you fail to do what's on the serviette, you have to undo the hooks and a further forfeit." 

Aleix turned the serviette over slowly and pushed it in front of Anne on the table. Anne read it and her face went pink. 

"You can't mean it?" she said. "Are you mad?"

"It's that or five hooks and a forfeit of my choice."

"No way, I won't."

"Well, you'll never see me again." Aleix got up from his seat.

"Wait," said Anne, "I'm sure..."

"Do it now or I'll leave this instant."

Anne said nothing. She looked around the restaurant to make sure no one was looking, shifted slightly in her seat, spread her legs, put her hand up her dress and slowly began to caress her slit. Her finger slipped easily over her slick pussy lips. She was sopping wet. As her fingers circled her clitoris she watched as Aleix sat down and smiled at her.

She teased herself with her fingers, circling her clitoris and then sliding momentarily deep between the folds of her lips. Her gentle moans became deeper. 

Pressing her clitoris with her palm as her fingers entered her pussy, Anne closed her eyes. The feeling was incredible. The sounds from the restaurant filled her ears as she caressed herself under her dress.

She knew she was totally insane to have obeyed Aleix, yet, she couldn't resist.

She increased the pressure spreading her legs wider and moving her fingers faster over her swollen clit and then sliding them slowly into her sopping wet pussy. She moaned again more loudly this time, biting her bottom lip.

Her entire body was on fire. She delighted in the audacity of what she was doing in public.

As she leaned back in her chair, she felt a hand touch her breast. Aleix was leaning across the table and had slipped his hand inside her dress to cup her breast.  He took her nipple between his thumb and forefinger and squeezed sharply. Anne gasped with pleasure and pain that sent shockwaves between her legs.

Anne began to rub her clitoris in a frenzy. She was openly masturbating in a restaurant as the sounds of the people filled her senses. The idea of what she was doing was so incredible, so amazingly erotic, naughty and delicious that it spurred her on. 

Anne's body tensed. Her gasps and grunts grew louder. Aleix took his hand out of her dress and watched fascinated as Anne's body began to shake and her face contorted in orgasmic bliss.

Slowly Anne's body relaxed and she pulled her hand from under her dress. Aleix immediately took hold of her hand and pressed her fingers to his lips. Anne's eyes opened and she gradually returned to the restaurant. To her surprise everything seemed the same. Nobody seemed to have noticed. Nobody was looking at her. She took her hand from Aleix's hold and smoothed down her dress.

"Thank you, Anne." Aleix said. "I must return immediately to my studio to capture the ecstasy I witnessed on your beautiful face. Here's some money to cover our food and drink." He tossed 5,000 pesetas on the table.

"You may not orgasm again until we next meet." And with that he left the restaurant taking Anne's bra and panties with him.

Anne sat for a while sipping her drink and contemplating the evening she had just spent in the company of an extraordinary person. "Really extraordinary," she said to herself. "What happened to me?"

She left the money on the table, grabbed her clutch and left the restaurant trying not to catch anyone's eye as she did. Her legs were a little wobbly from her body's exertions, but she managed to exit without causing a mishap.

Twenty minutes later she was home. Carla and Luisa were excitedly waiting for her. Anne's edited PG version -- met an artist, walked hand-in-hand to a restaurant, there was chemistry, he had to run -- hardly did justice to one of the most thrilling evenings she had ever had.


4. Challenging artist

Anne knew she was besotted with Aleix. However, it had been three days since the art exhibition and she had heard nothing from him. Anne had walked quickly past the gallery a few times just to see if she could spot him, but the only person that seemed to be there was Cristina the gallery owner and she didn't want to ask her, she had seemed a little stand-offish at the exhibition. 

Anne was also feeling sexually frustrated. Just thinking about Aleix or the restaurant set her nipples throbbing and her clit was unbelievably sensitive, but she was determined to restrain herself as Aleix had requested. Even though she hadn't seen Aleix, Anne had taken to leaving off her panties and bra, just in case she happened to come across him somewhere. Luisa had commented on the lack of bra, but Anne brushed it off by saying she just wanted to see how it felt, as bras were so uncomfortable.

"Nothing to do with the your artist friend, then?" Luisa asked jokingly.

Anne blushed furiously and stuttered total denial.

On day four, Anne decided she had to go ask Cristina for Alexia's number or even the address of his studio. She couldn't concentrate in class and her flatmates had noticed how distracted she had become. However, as the girls were drinking their early morning coffees, the bell rang. Luisa pressed to open the downstairs' door and a few minutes later there was a knock at the door of the apartment. Luisa answered. A deliveryman asked for a signature and handed Luisa a large package addressed to Anne.

"Looks like your artist boyfriend has sent you something," Luisa called from the doorway.

Anne rushed over and began to rip off the protective cardboard. It was the painting Aleix had promised her. Anne was ecstatic. Her flatmates made appreciative comments while Anne ripped open the note attached to the back of the painting.

"La meva bella xiqueta, this work of mine is in appreciation of the power of your beauty to enthral and inspire an artist. Tonight we will meet in our restaurant at 9. Before we do, you must go to El Corte Inglés department store on Plaza Catalunya. Find women's fashions and go into one of the dressing rooms. You will strip completely naked and make yourself orgasm at least once. You may orgasm more than once, but only once in the same dressing room. Until tonight. Jo petó teu cony com a artist" He had signed it with the signature he used on his paintings -- a red capital A in a black circle.

The last words - I kiss your cunt as an artist -- sent ripples of pleasure surging between her legs.

"So?" Her flatmates were waiting for her news.

"Oh, he's asked me on a date tonight." Anne said without elaborating further. They all hugged and Anne took her painting into her room still feeling the effects of the letter on her body. Just looking at the painting sent waves of pleasure through her body.

Her flatmates left for the university, still amazed that Anne said she would miss lectures that day for the first time ever. She had decided to go to El Corte Inglés as soon as it opened. Even though it was the biggest department store chain in Spain, she had only visited once. She decided to treat herself -- and Aleix -  to a sexy new dress and take the opportunity to fulfil Aleix's request. There were still over two hours until it opened at 10, so she decided to take a walk to keep her desires at bay.

Anne slipped on a blue polka dot halter-top mini dress and some comfortable heels. The dress was rather summery and it was still a little chilly out, so she wrapped her favourite pashmina round her shoulders and hoped her legs (and her bare pussy) wouldn't be too cold.

She walked slowly through the narrow streets of Poble-Sec and then northwards towards Barcelona's most famous street, Rambla. Plaza Catalunya is at the city end of Rambla. Anne loved these streets. There were small cafés and curious little boutiques and incongruous workshops all intermingled. People smiled a friendly good morning as she passed and many a man turned to catch an extra glimpse of her sexy young body as she passed by.

As she walked, Anne could feel herself getting wet with a mixture of trepidation and excitement about what she intended to do. She stopped for a coffee in a small café to pass the time. Still 40 minutes until the shop opened.

At 9:50 she was outside the main entrance to the department store. As soon as the doors opened she dashed in and scoured the store guide for women's fashions among the store's 11 floors. She took the escalator to the first floor and tried to calmly select some suitable clothes for herself. Within 10 minutes she had picked out three outfits -- a sheer top with pencil skirt, a maxi dress and a mini dress. She made her way to the dressing rooms and was given a token by the assistant. 

Anne's face was flushed so red that she was sure the assistant knew exactly what she intended to do. Anne entered the dressing room and closed the door.

She hung up the clothes that she had selected on the back of the door. The dressing room was quite large as befitted a store like the one she was in. There was a small bench along one wall and opposite the bench a tall mirror. Anne closed her eyes and began to unbutton her dress at the back slowly, imagining that Aleix was watching her. Once unbuttoned she slipped the dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. The lack of bra and panties meant she was totally nude immediately. It sent a frisson of pleasure through her body. She hadn't yet looked properly in the mirror. Her nipples felt extra hard and sensitive. With her eyes still shut, she took a deep breath and took both her breasts in her hands and felt how hard her nipples were.

She opened her eyes and stared at her naked self in the mirror. Her blonde pubes barely concealed her flushed labia. She sat on the bench and opened her legs wide, imagining Alexia's gaze on her engorged pussy. Her hand moved across her flat belly and through her pubes until she felt the wetness between her legs. Effortlessly two of her fingers slipped inside. She gasped at the sensation and looked at herself in the mirror again. She saw a woman sitting naked and spread-eagled with her fingers buried deep in her cunt. She barely recognised herself. Then, it was as if the three days of sexual frustration took over. She began thrusting her fingers in and out of her deliciously slippery cunt faster and faster. She could hear the noise of people walking by outside the dressing room, but this only made her movements more frenzied imagining someone walking in on her. For some reason she looked over at the door and realised that in her rush to pleasure herself, she had forgotten to lock the door. Thoughts of stopping to lock the door washed over her, but she couldn't stop fingering herself. She began pinching her nipple with her other hand and then roughly began rubbing her clit with her sopping fingers. Suddenly her orgasm surged through her body. As she resisted the urge to scream out, the feelings intensified even more and her fingers feverishly attacked her clitoris. 

Rather than quenching her desire, her orgasm intensified. She kept fingering herself harder and pinching her nipples. She longed for Aleix to be there; watching her, fucking her, plunging into her.

As the intensity subsided she slumped against the wall. At that instant there was a polite knock on the door -- the assistant was asking if she needed any help.

Anne managed to mumble a feeble, "No, no, I'm fine, thank you".

She looked at herself in the mirror and wondered where all this with Aleix would lead. 


5 Date Night

Anne chose to wear her new purchases for the "date": the sheer top and pencil skirt. Because she was braless, the top was sheer enough to reveal her nipples to some extent. Anne toyed with putting on an undershirt, but as she was leaving the apartment, she ran back and removed it. The pashmina was a useful screen. She put on her highest heels, almost 4 inches high. The restaurant was just as full as it had been the first time, but her seat was free, so she decided to sit in the same place as previously. She arrived early in the Dutch way, fully expecting Aleix to be late in the Catalan way. But to Anne's joy he turned up at five to nine. The maître d' and waiters had welcomed Anne like a regular; when Aleix came in they were even more effusive.

Aleix beamed his luscious smile at Anne the moment he stepped through the door and wound his way through the tables to her. She stood up to greet him. He pulled the pashmina off her shoulders, letting it drop on the chair, looked her up and down admiringly, took her face between his hands and kissed her passionately on the lips.

"Please, Anna," he said when they had both sat down and he had pulled his chair to closer to her, "Never cover your breasts, they are magnificent. Your shirt reveals them to me perfectly."

Anne smiled at Aleix. She was wondering whether the sheer blouse had been a mistake, even though Aleix seemed to love it.

He gestured to the waiter who brought over some tapas and a bottle of Catalan red.

"Did you orgasm since we last met?" Aleix asked just as the waiter was setting out the plates and glasses.

Anne reddened. The waiter seemed to be taking rather longer to prepare the table than normal and having a good look at her breasts highlighted through her blouse. The waiter slipped away and Anne replied.

"Erm, once only. Today, in the dressing room."

"Were you totally naked?"

"Yes, apart from my heels." Anne confessed.

"Excellent. Are you wet now?"

At that moment Anne became aware that she was. She nodded.

"Pull up you skirt."

Anne hesitated.

"Come on, nobody will see, the table cloth is in the way."

Anne lifted her bottom slightly off the chair and while checking that no one was looking, eased her skirt up her legs to near the top of her thighs. 'Luckily the skirt is made of stretchy material,' she thought to herself.

Aleix moved his chair even closer to hers. He poured some wine into both glasses, before raising his and toasting her.

"To you Anne, my inspiration."

She clinked glasses and drank a little.

Aleix put his hand on her thigh, pulling her leg towards him so that he could get better entry to her pussy. She parted her legs a little more, longing for his touch. He held his glass in his left hand while two fingers of his right penetrated the slick folds of her pussy. Anne felt her eyes close momentarily and a short moan rise from deep within.

Aleix's fingers moved in and out slowly and tantalisingly, then suddenly her pussy was empty, they were gone. He brought his fingers up to her lips. She could smell her essence strongly as she slowly sucked her juices off his fingers. Aleix removed his fingers from her mouth and leaned over to kiss her juices from her lips. His tongue darted in and out between her lips, seeking every last drop. And suddenly the kiss was over.

"We produced five new works, you and I, over the last three days. They are now in the gallery. You must go see them. I hope you will see your orgasm in them as I see your orgasm in you."

For the next hour or so Anne would like to say that they chatted like a normal couple on a second date. She did her best to make it so. She thanked him for the painting and asked Aleix about himself. Aleix told her the bare minimum -- a self-taught artist, an anarchist of the old school -- 'por un humanidad libre!' But the fact she was sitting with her skirt almost round her waist with no panties and the frequent attentions of the waiters jostling for a glimpse of her tits, Anne decided to live for the moment and enjoy Aleix's company.

"We must leave soon," Aleix suddenly said, "But before we go, I think you must kiss a stranger."

Anne was getting used to his bizarre challenges. "A stranger?" she said, "Which stranger?"

"Any stranger in this restaurant, but she must be female!"

Anne giggled with embarrassment. "Do you mean it?"

"Of course. I am always serious about art," he expounded in earnest.

"You can choose the woman, but you have two minutes only. You must kiss her with tongue. If you fail, you will be punished. Go."

Anne looked round the room while she was pulling down her skirt. At the bar there were two girls about her own age. She stood up and moved between the tables to the bar. The waiters were both watching her movements intently, as her breasts jiggled freely beneath her blouse, offering occasional glimpse of flesh and nipple through the sheer material.

She stood next to one of the girls and excused herself for interrupting their conversation. The girl smiled welcomingly. Anne took her courage in both hands and shyly explained that her boyfriend -- pointing to Aleix as she said it -- had just bet her 10,000 pesetas that she wouldn't approach a girl and kiss her passionately on the lips.

The girl giggled nervously. "So you want to kiss me? Is that right?"

"Well, yes, if I may."

"Why not, 10,000 pesetas is a decent sum of money. You deserve it."

The girl looked pointedly over at Aleix before pressing her rouged lips on Anne's. Her tongue felt soft and smooth as it penetrated Anne's mouth. Anne pulled her closer with her arms round her feeling the softness of her breasts against her own. After what seemed like several minutes their embrace ended. "Nice kiss," the girl thanked Anne and told her to spend the money wisely. Anne thanked her too and went over to the door to wait for Aleix. The waiters were almost too stunned to move and just stared at Anne as she gave a wave to the girl and exited the restaurant. Aleix followed a few minutes later bringing her pashmina and placing it across her shoulders. 

"Your nipples tell me you're cold," he smiled.

"No, I'm just ready for sex," she quipped back. "Where shall we go? I want you."

"Sorry, Anne, tonight is not possible. I have to work. I will contact you soon."

With that, he kissed her on both cheeks, turned and walked off. "Remember, no orgasm without my permission," he called as he walked away.

Anne was too angry to even run after him. She put her pashmina over her arm and set off for home -- angry, frustrated and for some unfathomable reason falling in love with an absolutely infuriating man.


6. The Note

Anne took a very deep breath to steady her nerves. The taxi had left her in front of the address she had shown him on the note. She re-read the piece of paper that had been pushed under the apartment door not an hour ago. 

She glanced at the note again. 'Hopefully the taxi driver hadn't got the address wrong' she thought.

'Well, the number is right, and the street we came along, Career de Sant Mus, is the same as on the paper, so here goes,' she thought to herself.

Nervously she opened the iron gate. The house behind seemed quite modern and the garden was well tended with typical Mediterranean plants. The walls were pink. 'A pink house,' Anne mused, 'how quaint.'

Anne was still wondering what Aleix had planned for her now? Since their second 'date' nearly a week ago, she had thrown herself into her studies. Despite feeling totally frustrated sexually, she had, for some unfathomable reason, refrained from making herself cum. She was angry with herself for submitting to Aleix's control, but pleased with herself for doing his bidding. She felt utterly confused. By the sixth day she had decided to tell him to get lost, if he ever contacted her again and then, to her delight and thrill, the note arrived.

She had never been to this part of Barcelona before. Never been to this street in her life. She had no idea who lived here or why Aleix wanted her here, but the instructions were clear.

"Be at this address on the stroke of 2:00 p.m.

You will wear: your red dress.

Other attire: your highest high heels and seamed stockings. No panties. No bra.

Remember to put on your choker necklace. Tie up your hair - I like it like that.

Bring 2 pairs of panties and 2 bras with you. Do not wear them!

When you arrive, enter the garden. Once at the front door make sure 8 hooks are undone, put on the blindfold hanging below the bell and only then ring the bell.

"You will obey all and every instruction given during the evening." 

The note was signed once again 'I kiss your cunt as an artist' with his signature.

So here Anne was, ready to obey all and every instruction. She had no idea what to expect -- this made her a little anxious -- but rather excited too. 'And why on earth the panties and bra?' she asked herself.

She re-counted to make sure exactly eight hooks were open on the front of her dress, took hold of the silk blindfold hanging beneath the bell, as promised, and tied it over her eyes.

Anne rang the bell. And waited.

With her eyes bound she felt that she had superhuman hearing. From within the house she could hear faint footsteps approaching. A car was passing by in the distance and the loudest sound of all was the pounding of her heart.

She sensed the door open. Someone was standing in the doorway. She had no idea whether it was her Aleix or even a complete stranger -- not that Aleix was much more than a stranger.

A hand took hold of her arm and pulled her forwards.

Nothing was said as she stepped forwards and into the house. Her heels clicked loudly on the tiled floor and the door closed behind her.

Anne's heart was thundering in her chest and she realised her breathing was heavy. As a game of trust this was the ultimate.

As she was guided forward, she sensed she was entering a different room. It had more furniture in it, she presumed, because the sound from her clacking heels was more muffled, despite the tiles on the floor. The hand left her arm and she felt someone check the blindfold, presumably making sure it was on properly and that she really couldn't see.

Anne stood still, waiting for the person to speak, listening intently to discover if there was anyone else in the room. She sensed the room was quite large with a high ceiling, but in reality had not much idea. She could hear the click of a camera to the front and left every so often, which could mean a second person; she deduced and immediately tensed slightly.

After checking her blindfold the person behind her circled round her a few times, still saying nothing, and making Anne feel even more nervous. Her heart was beating extremely fast knowing that she was only wearing a dress that was open to reveal a fair portion of her breasts, with no bra and no panties.

At the back of her mind she presumed the person was Aleix, since nothing had been said, and Anne would have recognised his voice. 'Or was it a bluff' she mused; saying nothing and making Anne think it must therefore be Aleix. 'But then who was taking photographs?'

'If it wasn't Aleix, then who was it?' She knew some people in Barcelona, but the likelihood was, if it wasn't Aleix, it was probably a stranger.

Her thoughts were disturbed when the person stopped in front of her and began to undo the final hooks on her dress down to the belt. Her breathing intensified. Her heart rate soared. The hands moved slowly from hook to hook from top to bottom. Anne remembered there were sixteen in total and counted as each was undone. Her belt was then unclasped and dropped unceremoniously to the floor.

Then, as she had expected the dress was pulled open to reveal her breasts. Her nipples tensed as the dress was pulled back. The person once more circled Anne several times and stopped behind her. Her dress was now pulled off her shoulders from behind and allowed to slip slowly down her arms. The dress dropped to the floor round her legs with a swishing sound. Anne could feel her nipples tighten even more and went to move her hands up to cover her nakedness, but her hands we grasped, albeit gently, and pulled behind her back. To Anne's shock a second person now came and stood in front of her. She felt very naked and very vulnerable, particularly now that she was definite there were two people in the room.

The person behind now put their arms around Anne's body and grasped her breasts firmly, kneading them quite roughly. Anne whimpered at the pleasure. At that instant she became aware of how wet she was between her legs.

The person in front moved closer. Anne tried to sense a hint of after shave or even perfume. He was probably watching his companion knead her breasts. For some reason she presumed both of them were men. The one in front was, no doubt, taking a good look at her naked body. She was sure her pussy lips were so engorged that they were visible through her blonde pubic hair.

The breast kneading stopped and a voice whispered in her ear to clasp her hands behind her head. Anne did so. She was no longer sure that the person behind her was male. The voice was too soft. 

Now she really felt exposed. Somehow just standing naked was less exposing than standing with your hands behind your head. At least two people, possibly total strangers, were now staring at her naked pussy and very erect nipples and she had no idea what their intentions were. Wearing no more than a choker, pull up stockings and heels, she had never felt more naked in her life.

The feeling of releasing control and being exposed was seriously beginning to turn her on. Her pussy was getting wetter and the tingling sensation between her legs was growing. As she stood in front of these "strangers" she had to resist the urge to place her hand between her legs and touch herself.

More whispered words in her ear from behind ordered her to turn round and face the whisperer and to then spread her legs. She turned as directed by a hand on her arm stepping out of her dress at the same time. A foot between her legs indicated the required distance to spread her legs -- probably a bit wider than shoulder width, Anne thought. The foot was bare, no shoes or socks. That seemed to ease her mind, for some ridiculous reason.

Someone now took hold of her nipples and tweaked them quite roughly. Anne let out a louder whimper. The hands then squeezed her breasts before the left hand moved down her belly caressing her skin softly and slowly slipped across her mound, into her pubes, slightly grazing her clit and probably two fingers slid into her wetness, pushing open her lips and moving in and out a few times.

"Very wet," a girl's voice called out over her shoulder to someone behind Anne. 

Anne's body tensed slightly on discovering that her body was being touched by a female. But the pleasure from the fingers in her pussy was intense and she made gurgling noises in her throat.

The fingers were unceremoniously removed from her sopping pussy and she smelt her own juices before the fingers reached her mouth. The fingers smeared her juices across her lips and were then pushed into Anne's willing mouth. Anne sucked and licked on them and knew she would orgasm very soon.

"Bend over and hold your ankles," the girl in front of her now commanded as she stepped back from Anne, no longer whispering.

Anne hesitated a split second, imagining the view that she would present to anyone behind her, but reached for her ankles anyway as the camera continued to click away.

From further inside the room, unbeknownst to Anne, Aleix was watching. In reality he never expected Anne to get this far, but here she was in a strange house with total strangers, almost completely naked for the world to see. He smiled, noting that she had put on the heels he had requested, pinned up her hair and worn the choker. He knew she was doing all this for him and he liked it. His cock was straining under his silk robe. He could feel the pre-cum leaking out. He wanted to take himself in his hand and stroke his cock while he watched this beautiful girl that he now thought of as his, but he had to control himself.

As she bent down with her legs slightly apart to hold her ankles, Aleix was presented with an exquisite view of Anne's puckered hole and her gaping wet cunt. 'Sònia was right,' he thought to himself, 'She is wet,' adding as an afterthought, 'And very ready'.

Before Anne arrived at the pink house, Aleix had wondered how far she would go, but now he didn't doubt that his Anne would follow all the instructions, just as she had done from the moment they had met.


7. Fulfilment

The girl now took Anne by the arm and told her she was going to be lead to a chair to sit down. Anne followed her lead further into the room and was placed on an easy chair that felt rather high. Anne called it an easy chair because it had arms and immediately felt comfortable, although not necessarily soft. The material was not harsh on her naked body. Her feet only just reached the floor as she stretched her toes.

"Put your legs over the arms of the chair," the girl said. 

Aided by the girl, Anne lifted one leg and then the other over the arms, realising there was a soft attachment at the end of the chair arm that allowed her to rest her leg on. Because of the shape of the chair, she had to shift her position and bring her body forward. This meant her pussy was almost resting on the edge of the cushion, but her neck was still above the back of the chair.

As Anne settled into position, Aleix began to speak from directly in front of her.

"Welcome, la meva bella xiqueta to our house of pleasure."

Anne smiled gratefully in his direction.

Aleix continued. "This evening is in your honour. Tonight I am going to fill each of your delicious holes with my seed."

Anne squirmed in her seat as warm shivers engulfed her pussy and her sphincter puckered in response to his words.

"Cristina will also document your pleasures so you will never forget the pink house. Remember, as always, you must obey all my instructions or the pleasure will cease immediately. Is that understood?"

"Yes, of course," Anne managed to reply. Her clit was throbbing with lust since Aleix had revealed he was actually going to penetrate her. Her pussy craved his cock. She knew, as she had known since their first moments together, that she would do anything for him.

"Mateu will now remove your blindfold."

Anne jumped in surprise to realise there was another man in the room able to enjoy her naked body.

Mateu's fingers unhurriedly undid the blindfold and slipped it from Anne's eyes. The room was in not bright, but still quite illuminated, with slight shadows caused by the discrete placement of lamps in various places around the room. It took some seconds for Anne's eyes to become accustomed to the light. The scene in front of her was not quite what she expected.

Kneeling on the floor totally naked in front of her seat was Sònia, the woman from the gallery. Anne now realised that it must be Mateu her husband who had removed the blindfold. She glanced quickly behind her to confirm this and was met by Mateu's gaze and his rather impressive erection at eye level, as he stood in his naked glory behind her.

She turned back to the front. Standing behind Sònia in a silk robe was Aleix. Obvious beneath the folds of the rather skimpy garment was his erection. This pleased Anne immensely. She recognised how much she craved him inside her.

Cristina was fully clothed behind and to the left of Aleix with a camera in her hand taking pictures as Anne took in the scene.

She still hadn't said a word since the removal of the blindfold. The only thoughts that came into her mind were that she wanted Aleix's cock now and that Sònia's breasts were quite small, but her nipples were huge. This excited and delighted her for some reason.

"Are you ready to orgasm, bella xiqueta," Aleix asked.

"Oh god, yes," Anne groaned throatily in reply.

As she replied Aleix slid his robe off. His body was trimmer and hairier than she had expected. His cock was rigid, pointing upwards at an angle of about 45° from his body. He was uncircumcised and there was pre-cum on the tip, she could see. More juices dribbled from Anne's pussy into her bum crack as he revealed himself to her.

"Mateu, test her mouth."

Mateu now undid a catch on the chair and Anne's body was lowered backwards. Her neck was hanging over the edge and her head hung down naturally. From her angle she could see Mateu's cock approaching. She realised his (and Aleix's) intention and went to say something, but Mateu's cock slipped between her lips before the words came out.

Anne had never experienced a cock in her mouth from this angle and initially found it rather odd and somewhat uncomfortable. Mateu's cock was long, but not too thick, so she had no trouble accommodating it between her lips. The disappointment that it wasn't Aleix's soon gave way to her desire to please Mateu. Initially Mateu probed gently, testing her ability to take his cock deeper and deeper. 

"Push it all the way in now, Mateu." Aleix commanded.

Anne felt her gag reflex and did her best to relax, breathing through her nose. She had tears in her eyes as Mateu pushed deeper.

"Help her Sònia," said Aleix.

Anne wondered what he meant, when suddenly she felt a delicious, soft tongue slip between her labia that then licked upwards over her clit before plunging back down into the folds of her pussy. As the pleasure in her pussy mounted, she realised that Mateu's pubic hair was brushing her lips. His rigid cock was deep in her throat. She felt elated inside and hoped Aleix was proud of her.

Now that Mateu knew she could handle his cock, he was plunging it ever faster into her willing mouth. Mateu was beginning to grunt with pleasure as his climax approached. Anne was also beginning to make noises deep in her throat as Sònia continued the slow administrations to her pussy.

Suddenly Mateu stopped his thrusts and pulled his cock from between Anne's lips. Anne grabbed his cock with her hand to pull it back to her mouth, but Mateu moved away. Simultaneously, Sònia stopped attending to her pussy.

Anne groaned petulantly as Mateu raised up the back of the seat so she was facing Aleix and Sònia again.

"I'm saving your mouth for my seed, Anne. Be patient."

Aleix's words pleased her immensely and she felt bad for Mateu who had seemed so close to climaxing.

But she had little time to reflect as Sònia now stood up and moved closer to Anne, bending over and putting her hands on the arms of the chair behind Anne's legs. Her face was almost touching Anne's. Anne could feel her breath on her own lips.

Sònia now spread her legs wider and Anne saw Aleix approach Sònia from behind. He put his hands on either side of Sònia's hips and thrust into her pussy. Sònia gasped as Aleix's cock entered her and was propelled forward. Her lips brushed Anne's at that moment and her tongue pushed its way into Anne's mouth.

Anne tasted herself on Sònia's soft lips and tongue and returned the kiss. She could feel Aleix's thrusts vibrating through Sònia's body. Sònia's breathing was very laboured, her kissing more frenzied; the thrusts were becoming more frantic. Without warning Aleix let out a throaty wail as he pumped his cum deep into Sònia's cunt. Sònia's shrieks were muted by Anne's mouth, but it was obvious that she too had orgasmed as she felt Aleix's hot cum explode inside her.

Anne was kissing Sònia passionately and only recognised her disappointment that Aleix hadn't come in her when Sònia pulled away from her, caressing Anne's cheek with her hand and mouthing, "Thank you".

Aleix and Sònia stood arm in arm looking at Anne. Aleix's cock was only half erect and she could see a dribble of semen clinging to the tip.

"So, you want to swallow my seed, do you?" Aleix asked Anne.

"Oh god, yes," Anne replied, her insides already churning with pleasure at the thought of his cock.

"Good. I really want to see this. Mateu, take the chair back down."

Mateu did as he was told and lowered Anne back down. She ran her tongue over her lips in anticipation.

To her surprise, it was Sònia who approached her from behind. Sònia made to sit on Anne's chest and then moved slightly forward so her pussy was directly above Anne's face. Anne could see the cream-coloured globules of Aleix's cum on Sònia's labia. 

Mateu and Aleix were both standing behind Anne's head as Sònia slowly lowered her cunt onto Anne's mouth. 'What a sneaky bastard,' was Anne 's final thought as she put her tongue out ready and willing to slurp up the juices leaking from Sònia's cum-filled cunt.

Anne slurped and licked Sònia's pussy. She was even enjoying the taste of Aleix's somewhat bitter cum and the sweeter flavour of Sònia's juices -- or at least that's how she imagined them. As her tongue penetrated deeper into Sònia's cunt, Aleix's thick cum oozed in gooey blobs into her consenting mouth. She swallowed it down with relish.

'Not exactly the way I intended to swallow Aleix's  cum, but very pleasant,' Anne mused as more globules of the thick cream dribbled between her lips. Anne was also squeezing Sònia's massive nipples with her fingers and thumbs. Anne had been desperate to do so since she'd spotted them earlier that evening.

Anne's ministrations were also having an effect on Sònia, who was moaning in pleasure as Anne's tongue lapped at her cunt. She moved her body back and forth so that Anne's tongue and lips not only pleasured her labia, but also her clit. 

"Squeeze it all out into her mouth," Aleix demanded, as he knelt down to get a closer look of Anne's tonguing.

Sònia squeezed her vaginal muscles and two thick blobs of spunk trickled into Anne's mouth. She felt the gooey mess slide down her throat like a fresh oyster.

Just as Anne was sensing her tongue begin to tire, Sònia let out a massive scream of ecstasy and pulled Anne's hands tighter around her breasts. Sònia bucked and bucked on Anne's mouth while she orgasmed and then stepped off Anne's face and into Mateu's arms, her legs buckling with the effort of her second orgasm.

Aleix bent down and kissed Anne on the lips, no doubt tasting his own creamy deposits in the process. His tongue licked off the last of his and Sònia's juices from Anne's face. Anne kissed him back with fervour. Ever more desperate for his dick inside her. She reached out to grab it with her hand, but failed to connect as Aleix moved back to the front of the chair.

"One hole down, two to go," Aleix chirped happily.

"Where next for my seed, Anne? Cunt or arse? Your choice," he said with a devilish grin.

"Please Aleix, I'm desperate to cum and desperate to feel you inside my pussy. Please, please," she pleaded.

"All in good time, bella xiqueta. Has anyone ever fucked your puckered little hole?"

Anne shakes her head. "I tried once, but it hurt too much. Please be gentle with me Aleix, if you want to fuck my virgin ass."

"Mateu hasn't cum yet, have you Mateu?" Aleix looked at Mateu standing next to him now. Anne noticed that Mateu's cock began to grow as Aleix mentioned cumming.

"Would you fancy filling Anne's virgin arse with your seed?"

Mateu nodded, "You bet."

"Aleix, no," said Anne, "I want you to take the virginity of my hole. Please, I'm begging you."

"Here's what we'll do. Mateu swap places with Anne."

Sònia helped Anne rise from the chair and Mateu sat down. 

"Legs over, like Anne," Aleix said. "That's right. Now, Anne you have three minutes to make Mateu cum in your mouth. If he doesn't cum in your mouth within three minutes, he will take your virgin hole. If he does cum, I will."

Before Anne had time to say anything in response, Aleix said, "Time starts now."

Mateu's position meant his dick was easily accessible to Anne's mouth. She knelt down between his legs and began rubbing his now rigid cock vigorously with her right hand and pressed a finger against his arsehole with her left. Mateu moaned with pleasure at her touch. Sònia, standing behind Mateu's chair, undid the catch and lowered Mateu backwards and straddled his mouth with her pussy, this time facing Anne, and moved herself up and down over his mouth and tongue.

Anne then took the bulbous head of Mateu's cock in her mouth and let her saliva dribble down his cock, before frenziedly taking as much of his cock as she could into her mouth while simultaneously rubbing it with her hand.

Within 60 seconds Mateu's moans were gaining in intensity, Anne could feel the early spasms along his cock. As his breath began to sound laboured and his cock began to jerk in her mouth, Anne pushed her finger deep inside Mateu's arsehole. The shock sent him over the top and a thick spurt of cum filled Anne's mouth. She let it hit the back of her throat, swallowing some but also allowing some to dribble onto Mateu's dick as another massive spurt erupted from his cock. By the fifth spurt Mateu was spent and Anne's movements slowed to a halt. As she lifted he mouth from Mateu's rapidly shrinking cock, Sònia leaned forward and kissed Anne full on the mouth, licking Mateu's cum from Anne's lips and swallowing it herself.

Both women giggled when their kiss had ended and looked up at Aleix who was slowly smearing his rock hard dick with lubricant.

Aleix took Anne by the hand and led her to the bed in the far corner of the room. He pushed her facedown onto it, leaving her legs on the floor. With one hand he spread her arse cheeks and squirted a liberal amount of the lubricant onto her hole, then used his fingers to push it inside. First one finger, then two, gradually stretching Anne's anus, ready to take his load.

Sònia came and sat by the bed taking Anne's hand in hers and urging her to relax.

Aleix had moved into position behind Anne and placed the head of his cock ready. Without any more ceremony he pushed. 

His cock head breached her anus and she took a deep breath. A long pause. He began to move slowly, taking just the cock head in and out of her ass. Her breathing got heavier and Aleix could tell she was working through the pressure.

"Are you OK?" Sònia asked her.

"Fine," said Anne, "It's not really painful as such, it's just the tension and pressure."

Aleix continued to thrust with just the head of his cock. Aleix was enjoying the shape of Anne's incredible behind. A minute or two later she began to take in more and more of his hard-on.

"Squeeze my tits and my nipples!" Anne said to him.

Aleix bent forward and rolled her stiff nipples between the tips of his thumbs and index fingers. Anne's hand then reached between her legs and started rubbing her clit while her bum was being fucked by Aleix's cock. Soon, the whole of Aleix's seven inches were disappearing into her rectum and he slowly gathered more speed.

Anne's breathing was becoming ragged and fast. 

"Do you like fucking my virgin ass?" She almost screamed. "Is it tight enough for you?"

"Oh, shit yes, It's so tight. I love your ass, I love fucking it. Does it feel good to have my cock deep in your anus?" Aleix replied.

"Yes, yes, oh god yes. Fill my bum with cum. Come on, do it."

"Soon. Soon bella.

Anne was rubbing her clit vigorously. She was moaning very loudly now with every thrust Aleix made. Aleix's breathing was also rapid and he could feel his balls well up with his cum, ready to erupt and fill the tight virgin ass.

And then it started. Aleix let go of Anne's tits and grabbed her hips tightly, pumping forcefully and deeply into her anus. His cum began to gush from his cock. The tightness of her hole made the feelings even more intense for Aleix as he filled up her tight rectum.

"Oh god, I'm cumming, he screamed. I'm cumming in your ass!"

"Oh shit," she said, her hand frantically rubbing her clit, "I'm cumming tooooo..." she screamed out in ecstasy. 

"Oh god, I'm cumming with your dick in my ass! Oh, fuck me, Aleix! Fuck my ass! Anne shouted. "I can feel your warm cum spurting in my ass."

Despite having cum only an hour earlier, Aleix shot several loads of warm, gooey spunk into Anne's superbly tight asshole that gripped his cock as it filled her up. 

"Oh my god, that was so intense." She said. Sònia leaned over to pull Anne's hair out of her eyes and kissed her forehead. "Well done," she says.

They are both spent. Anne fell forward onto the bed and in doing so Aleix's cock exited her arse with a plop.

"Roll over Anne," Aleix said. "Pull up your legs. 

Anne rolled onto her back and pulled her knees up to her chest. 

"I want to see my seed ooze from your freshly fucked hole," Aleix chuckled.

"Can you see it? Can you see your thick, gooey cum seeping out my ass?" Anne asked.

"I can." Aleix said.

Velvety, gooey cum began to slowly seep from her anus. Anne's hole is quite red and visibly stretched open. More cum began to flow out down her crack and onto the bed. Sònia is amazed at the quantity of semen that Aleix had just deposited into Anne's tight, virgin ass. 

It was only when Cristina approached the bed to take some close ups of Anne's freshly fucked hole, that Anne even remembered that Cristina had been in the room with her camera documenting their erotic exploits.

When it seemed that most of the cum had oozed from her ass, Sònia wiped Anne's crack with a small hand towel. 

Aleix pulled Anne to her feet and gave her another of his passionate kisses. Anne pulled his face closer and kissed him intensely with all of her pent up passion. 

"Fuck me now," she said. "My cunt is yours." Anne rolled back on to the bed and spread her legs presenting her wide-open cunt to Aleix.

"Just a sec," he said. "Get me the razor, Sònia."

Anne didn't move. She guessed this must be another of Aleix's challenges. She was desperate for him to fuck her pussy. She hadn't had a man inside her since she came to Barcelona and she wanted Aleix's cock in her.

Sònia came back a minute later with a bowl of warm water, some shaving cream, a couple of safety razors and some towels on her arm. She placed the bowl on the floor, told Anne to lift up her bum a little and rolled a towel underneath her. Sònia then placed a warm cloth on Anne's pubes. Then another, before brushing shaving cream all over her pubic area. 

Anne had never shaved her pubes. She'd only taken to shaving her armpits since she came to Barcelona, where it seemed all the girls did.

"Keep still," Sònia said to Anne, "I'll try not to nick you."

Sònia first trimmed the hairs with a small pair of scissors and then proceeded to wield the razor like a professional. Within a few minutes Anne's pussy was bald. After pouring some warm water over Anne's pussy to wash away the shaving cream and checking to see she had left no stragglers, Sònia smoothed some Aloe Vera straight from the leaf onto Anne's smooth pussy. Anne felt her pussy with her fingers and couldn't believe how different it felt to have lost her blonde pubes.

"Now that looks delicious," Sònia said, bending down to give Anne's pussy a lick. Aleix won't be able to refuse fucking you now. Will you Aleix?"

While they had been busy with the shaving, Aleix had actually got dressed. He was now in a suit and tie and looked ready to leave.

"No I won't, when Anne has done a few things for me."

Anne groaned. "Oh no, what now? All I want is for you to fuck me."

Anne, bella xiqueta, true art demands time and patience. I will definitely fuck you before morning, if you complete the task. Did you bring some panties and a bra? And a lipstick"

"Of course, they're in my bag I left by the front door."

"Excellent." He then produced the underwear she had removed on their first evening together. 

"Put these on and your dress and then we'll leave. Sònia and Mateu will tidy up here, Cristina will follow us."

Anne felt all the ardour ebb from her body as she put on her black bra and white panties. Aleix threw her dress over to her.

"Let's go," he said and made for the door with Cristina.

Anne hugged Sònia and Mateu then kissed them both on the lips and thanked them for a great afternoon. 

"I'll see you both soon," she said, picked up her bag and followed Aleix and Cristina into the front garden.


8. Cunt Prints

The three of them got in what seemed to be Cristina's car. Anne was in the back. Aleix turned to face her as they drove off.

"Anne, today you are going to create three pieces of unique art. Cristina will immortalise them with her camera."

He waited for her to acknowledge his words. Anne nodded.

"Cristina and I will be close by at all times. You will approach people in the street, men or women, you choose. You will ask them to guess the colour of your bra or panties, you choose which. If they guess correctly you will take said item off there and then and hand it to them. If they are wrong, you will thank them and move on. Ok?"

"I suppose so."

"If they do guess correctly, after gifting the item, you will also show them your breasts or beautiful shaved cunt for a brief moment, depending upon which item they chose. 

Anne was looking at him in absolute shock.

"With one correct answer, you will then ask them to guess the colour of the item that is left. As you have probably guessed, if they are correct, you will remove said item and hand it over. You will also show them your...

"...breasts or shaved cunt," Anne completed his sentence.

"Exactly. If they are wrong, you will move on. At any time if you have removed your bra or panties, you must replace them with those from your bag before asking the next person. Simple eh?"

"But, I don't understand, why?"

"I'm getting to that. Your goals is for one person to get both correct. If they get both correct, not only do they get to keep your underwear and a flash of your breasts and shaved cunt, but you will present them with your bright red lipstick."

Anne was feverishly trying to work out where this was going.

"The lucky person will now paint your cunt lips with the lipstick. Make sure they apply a thick coat. Also try not to get too turned on as they apply the lipstick or it won't stick properly."

"You want a stranger to apply lipstick to my cunt lips in public?"

"Yes, I do. And when they have done it you will produce three pieces of unique art."

"And I'm not supposed to get turned on! But what happens if nobody guesses the colour of both my panties and bra correctly. I might have no underwear left."

"You have ten chances. A guess of no bra, or no panties is also acceptable. If you fail, no fuck from me! Do you understand?"

"Aleix, you're mad. I do understand, but people will probably slap me or something if I'm so brazen."

"Anne, no they will not. They will be desperate to assist you."

As he finished talking Cristina was parking the car in a street Anne didn't recognise. There were numerous bars with seats and table outside. There was also a park on the other side of the road. It was still quite light, so Anne had no chance to hide in the shadows.

They all got out of the car. Anne put her bag on her shoulder and set off in the direction of a large bar with a terrace. She had spied a young man sitting alone.

"Excuse me," Anne said to the young man. "I have to complete a challenge. If you can guess the colour of my bra and panties I will give them to you. If you get both right, you get a special prize."

"The man looked embarrassed.

"Are you serious?"

"Absolutely," said Anne. "What colour do you think my panties are?"

"White?" he said with a smile.

Anne was taken aback. She hadn't expected him to get it right.

"Er, well, in fact you're right." She gave a cursory look round and then quickly put her hands up her dress and pulled her panties down.

"Here you are," she said handing over the still warm panties to the man. "They're yours. And as you were so clever to guess so quickly, I'm going to show you my pussy."

With that Anne lifted the front of her dress and watched as the man went wide-eyed as he saw her smooth cunt with the lips clearly visible.

"Thank you," he stammered. "That was wonderful."

"Just a second," Anne said, "You have to guess the colour of my bra, too."

"Oh, right, well white too, I suppose."

'Shit," Anne thought, I was so sure I had it first time.

"Sorry, no, it's not. So you don't win the special prize."

"Could I see your pussy again as a consolation?"

Anne saw the twinkle in his eye and quickly hoisted her dress up again, so he could have another peek.

"Thank you so much. I almost came in my pants. You are very beautiful. Would you like to have a drink with me?"

"Sorry," said Anne, moving away, "I have to complete my challenge." She blew him a kiss as she walked off.

Anne went behind a parked car and pulled on a pair of black panties. 'To be honest,' she though, 'This is quite fun.'

She tried four different people sitting alone on bar terraces along the street. They all failed miserably. Not one colour right. Only five chances left. She was beginning to think that a fuck from Aleix had better be worth all her efforts and laughed out loud at her little joke.

She then spied an older gentleman sitting alone on a bench in the park. He looked friendly and a bit lonely, so she went over to him and gave him the story. He listened intently and looked her up and down many times. He asked Anne several times whether it was one of those hidden camera shows and Anne crossed her heart that it wasn't. Finally he agreed to take part. 

"Let me see," said the man. "You're wearing a red dress. Your stockings are black. Your shoes are black. Your belt is black. There may even possibly be a hint of black bra showing in your cleavage. Why don't you lean over a little and let me see properly," he said while giving her his cheekiest smile.

Anne decided to help him out and bent slightly towards him while pretending to put her bag on the bench next to him.

The man's eyes opened wide as he spied the young flesh and best of all the black strap of Anne's bra.

"Well," said Anne straightening up.

"So you'll give me your bra, if I guess the colour?"

"Absolutely," said Anne.

"It's black."

Anne smiled at him and began to undo the hooks on her dress. The colour of her bra was now clearly visible. The man hadn't taken his eyes of Anne for a moment. He was beginning to breathe quite heavily as Anne reached round to undo the garment.

As she was about to undo it, she changed her mind and decided to go totally wild. Instead of pulling the bra through her sleeves, she pulled her dress off each shoulder so it hung lever her belt. The man now had a bird's eye view of Anne's lithe upper body. Anne now reached behind her and undid her bra. The man's tongue licked his lips with desire as Anne's first dropped one strap from her shoulder and then the other. Her hands now held her bra to her chest. She looked at the man's eyes as she slowly dropped the bra to reveal her breasts.

The man seemed to squirm in his seat and Anne looked from his eyes to his crotch. His erection was clearly visible.

Anne handed the bra to him and before pulling her dress back up, fondled her breasts with her hands. As the dress once more covered her breasts the man gave a deep sigh, but held the bra to his face as if drawing off Anne's odours and warmth.

Anne left the hooks undone and reminded him that he still had to guess the colour of her panties.

The man seemed to be calling on a higher power as he mumbled to himself. Finally he removed the bra from his face and stuffed it inside his shirt and said with absolute conviction in his answer: "black".

Anne was elated, but held back, determined to make this man's day.

"Let's see." said Anne, "I can't remember, what colour they are."

As she spoke she began lifting up the hem of her dress at the front.

The man's breathing quickened once more and sweat appeared on his brow. When Anne's panties finally came into view and he saw they were black, he leapt off the bench and did a dance of joy. Anne had never felt so giving.

"You're going to give them to me, as well, aren't you," he managed to stammer.

"I am. Right now. Why don't you pull them down for me?" said Anne, smiling wickedly at him.

Holding her dress aloft, she moved closer to him. With trembling hands the man took hold of Anne's panties by the elastic on both sides and slowly pulled them down Anne's legs. His eyes never left her pussy. Anne knew her lips would be puffy and very visible with her lack of pubic hair. 

As the pants reached the ground, she dropped her dress and stepped out of them she then picked the up and handed them over.

Immediately he pulled them up to his nose and sniffed deeply. A satisfied sigh followed and then he began to thank Anne profusely. He explained that he hadn't seen a woman nude for over twenty years and that she had made not only his day, but his year, if not decade. There were tears in his eyes.

Anne then explained that because he had won both garments, there was also a surprise treat, just for him. The man's eyes lit up. 

"Can I touch you?" He asked imploringly.

"That's part one of the treat," Anne said, "You can feel my breasts."

Anne sat down next to him and the man immediately put his hands inside her wide-open dress. His hands were quite rough, but he gently played with Anne's nipples and squeezed her breasts softly. 

The look of gratitude in the man's eyes made Anne quite teary.

After a few minutes, Anne told him that the next part of the treat was even better. Reluctantly the man removed his hands and waited for Anne to explain while she fastened half the hooks on her dress.

When she had done that, she took out the lipstick from her bag, took off the top and gave it to the man. He looked at her inquisitively.

"Kneel in front of me," Anne said. The man didn't need asking twice.

"Now, I want you to paint my pussy lips bright red with the lipstick. The man looked at her.

"Your pussy lips?"

That's right. Anne looked round to see if there was anyone nearby. The only people she could see were Aleix and Cristina. She'd almost forgotten about them.

Anne spread her legs and pulled up her dress. At that moment the man came in his pants. He tried to hide the fact, but Anne was almost certain he had. She waited until he had finished his spontaneous ejaculation, then took his hand with the lipstick and motioned him to begin painting.

He stared intently between her legs and began sliding the bright red lipstick across her labia. Anne was rather wet, so his job wasn't easy. But the fact she was so turned on, made her lips extremely puffy and full.

Several minutes went past while the man dedicated himself to his masterpiece. He seemed to be using an immense amount of lipstick. Finally he confessed that he was done. He looked at his handiwork one last time before Anne smoothed down her dress and stood up.

"Thank you," she said. "You were brilliant," and bent down to give him a kiss on the cheek. He handed her back the lipstick and sat back on the bench. 

"I'm here every day," he said. "If you ever want me to warm your tits or fondle your pussy, I'm the one for you. Thank you, thank you, thank you."

Anne kissed his cheek again and set off walking towards Aleix and Cristina.

"Do I get a fuck now," Anne said as she approached them, lifting her dress up to show her bright red cunt lips.

"Very soon. You are now going to leave your mark three times."

Anne twigged very quickly what Aleix now meant.

"We are going to take a walk and you will kiss three buildings with your cunt. I hope he did a good job, it certainly took him long enough. Let's go."

Anne could feel the slick sensation of her cunt lips as she walked. She even had the inclination to flash her ruby cunt lips to people as they passed. 

Her first artwork was on a light-coloured lamppost in front of the bar she had visited first that afternoon. She hugged the post and squeezed her cunt tightly to it. The impression it left was superb. She could make out the curve of her lips and the outline of her slit. 'Aleix is a genius,' she thought and linked arms with him.

She then hugged a no parking sign. The imprint wasn't as heavy as the first, but had bester delineation because there was less lipstick.

The third and final imprint she did on a column outside an art gallery. This print was, in Anne's mind, the best yet. Her cunt was clearly visible for what it was. She was ecstatic and kissed Aleix passionately on the lips. 

Aleix had made sure that Cristina took photos of all three cunt prints. Now they returned to the car. Aleix got in the driver's seat and motioned Anne to sit with him in the front. 

"Cristina is leaving us now," he said, and drove off without another word to her.

After a few minutes he handed Anne a blindfold. "Put this on," he said.

Anne did as he requested and wondered where it was they were going that was so secret.

They drove several more minutes in silence. Then Aleix told Anne to pull up her dress around her waist.

"Are you wet?" He asked.

Anne didn't need to touch herself to know she was sopping. 

"Start caressing yourself on your rouged lips," Aleix commanded. "Very slowly. You are not to orgasm. 

Aleix drove through traffic for a good ten minutes while Anne played with herself. She realised that while stopped at the traffic lights someone could easily see her, but her time with Aleix had made her a lot less shy.

The car stopped suddenly. Aleix got out of the car and came around to Anne's side. He opened the door and helped her out still blindfolded. Anne's skirt was still up round her waist. Anne thought she could hear waves and presumed they might be on the ocean boulevard or similar, but could hear a lot of traffic, so was a little confused.

Aleix led Anne to the side of the car, told her to lean over and pushed her onto the cold metal and at the same time spread her legs. With Anne's skirt still round her waist, Aleix had a superb view of her delicious behind and ruby red cunt lips. The cool night air was giving Anne goose bumps. 

After contemplating the delectable sight of her bare cunt, Aleix moved behind her and ran his fingers along her lipsticked lips parting them with his fingers. 

"Oh, good you're very wet. I am going to enjoy fucking you, Anne." 

Anne's pussy spasmed as Aleix said the words she had been longing to hear. His fingers continued their intimate investigation of Anne's cunt, penetrating deeply then slowly caressing the outer labia. Anne moaned with pleasure.

Aleix suddenly removed his fingers and stepped back. Anne presumed he was preparing himself to impale her on his cock, but the fact she couldn't hear the rustling of any clothes made her wonder. Aleix was merely enjoying the view of her red cunt lips.

Aleix then pulled down her dress and took her by the arm. They walked some distance and Anne could feel her nipples were rock hard and rubbing against the material of her dress. Aleix told her to lift up her dress and then guided her sit down with her bare skin on something rather cold. Anne had no idea where they were. She could hear voices occasionally, but very few. Aleix whispered in her ear that she was to wait 30 seconds and then spread her legs as wide as she could.

Anne sensed Aleix move away from her and leave her seated on what was probably a bench. After what felt to Anne like thirty seconds she spread her legs as requested, hoping that Aleix might finally take her. She waited and waited. Voices approached, but still no Aleix. As she was beginning to fear that he had just left her, he plonked down on the bench beside her and kissed her on the lips. His fingers plunged between her legs and slipped into her slick wet cunt. She sighed in ecstasy. 

Moments later he took her by the hand and led her onward. Her dress fell back down and she struggled to keep up with him. There was more traffic now. Suddenly he stopped. Aleix unlocked a door and they entered a building. Anne felt the room was quite small. Possibly carpet underfoot. There was a smell of paint or possible turpentine, she thought.

Aleix told Anne to stay where she was while he fetched a chair. She heard him drag the chair along the floor and place it a few feet in front of her.

"Strip for me,"  he commanded.

Anne undid the hooks one by one, then let the dress slide off her shoulders. She was already fully naked except for her heels and stockings.

Aleix now told her to fondle her breasts and nipples. 

"Do you want me, Anne? Do you want me to fuck your cunt and fill it with my hot seed?

Anne's body shivered with anticipation and she felt the beginnings of an orgasm deep between her legs. She longed even more for his dick to penetrate her.

"Play with your cunt, feel how wet it is, imagine my cock thrusting deep inside you."

Anne's fingers massaged her clit and slid easily between her sopping wet lips. She knew she would come soon. 

"Cum for me Anne, imagine my cock, hard, thrusting deep into your cunt.

Anne let out a huge scream as the waves of orgasm crashed through her body. It seemed to last for several minutes in her mind. Even as the shockwaves subsided her body shuddered every few seconds with the after-waves.

"Kneel," Aleix said.

Anne kneeled and looked in Aleix's direction in anticipation. She sensed his approach and put out her hand to feel him. He took her hand in his and then guided his erection to her lips. Anne let out a deep moan and gobbled his dick into her ready and willing mouth. She was in a frenzy as finally she was able to touch and smell his cock. 

She sucked the pre-cum off the tip and licked up and down the shaft, then plunged it deep into her mouth. He wasn't as long as Mateu, she thought, but much thicker.

Anne could hear Aleix moaning from the pleasure she was giving him and doubled the intensity of her sucking and licking.

But suddenly Aleix pulled his cock free of her mouth. 

"On you back now. And spread your legs. Arms above your head. 

Anne lay prone as Aleix had requested. Her cunt lips were still quite red from the lipstick. They were engorged and her cunt hole was ready and willing to take his cock. Aleix stood looking at her. His erection was rock hard. He wanted to fuck this woman more than any other.

He knelt down between her legs and slowly kissed his way up her leg, by-passing her cunt, across her belly and to her breasts and nipples. He took each nipple in turn and bit hungrily. He pulled and teased them quite roughly. Anne flung back her head with pleasure and delighted in Aleix's touch and the pain he was giving.

Aleix now put his arms under Anne's legs and brought them up to her chest, exposing her cunt even more. Then, without warning he plunged his cock deep into Anne's wet and willing cunt for the first time and waited deep within her. 

Anne gasped in shock at the unexpected intrusion. The lack of movement was making her breathing ragged and fast. Her vaginal muscles began to spasm and she knew she would cum at any moment.

Then, once again without warning, Aleix pulled his dick all the way out of her cunt, before plunging it back in and waited for ten seconds. Anne was now gasping with pleasure. As he withdrew his cock again and plunged it deep, deep within her, she let out a wild scream. 

The first orgasm hit her when he began thrusting into her vigorously with no respite. She let out a hurl and grabbed Aleix's back and pulled him to her, pulling her legs closer to her body so he could penetrate even further. She wanted him deeper and deeper.

After a dozen or so rapid thrusts Aleix too was close to filling Anne with his cum. He slowed down a few times to give Anne chance to recover slightly, then plunged and thrust even faster and harder. As his balls began to tighten and he felt his seed begin to surge through his cock  he too let out a massive cry of lust and joy. His hot cum burst from him and filled Anne's willing cunt. Aleix pumped and pumped and pumped as the spurts continued. 

Anne felt the hot explosion deep within her and as the spurts of cum hit the walls of her cunt, she erupted into another orgasm that convulsed her whole body. 

Aleix fell to the ground beside her and they kissed in their mutual fatigue. Aleix removed her blindfold and Anne recognised the gallery, but minus all the works of art. Both fell asleep within minutes. 

When Anne awoke, naked and shivering, it was still dark outside. She called for Aleix, but there was no answer. 

Anne pulled on her dress and looked for some lights, but failed miserably. Still calling out for Aleix it soon became obvious that he was not there. Anne looked around just in case he had fallen into a deep sleep somewhere, but finally concluded he was no longer there. She picked up her bag. Next to it was a handwritten note, "La meva bella xiqueta, jo petó teu cony com a artist" As usual he had signed it with the signature he used on his paintings - a capital A in a circle.

Anne pushed the note into her bag and left the gallery, pulling the door shut behind her. Twenty minutes later she was in her own bed fast asleep.


9. Total Abandon

Ten days had passed since the events in the pink house on Career de Sant Mus and the gallery. Not a peep from Aleix. Anne was distraught. She visited the gallery, but it seemed to have been closed down. The pink house was seemingly empty and there was no Aleix Ossa in the telephone book. She even went with Carla and Luisa to visit their parents for the weekend so she could ask in the bakery where she won the invitation to the gallery. But they knew nothing. They had been given the ticket by the local Chamber of Commerce and had decided to offer it as a prize, that's all.

While in Lleida, Anne received an urgent call from her mother asking her to come home as soon as possible. Anne's father had been in an accident and things were looking very bad; very bad indeed. Luisa's parents drove her to Barcelona airport and she took the first flight to Amsterdam. By that evening she was at her father's bedside.

It took the best part of three weeks for her father to recover. Anne stayed with her mother throughout the difficult time. Only when her father had returned home and was fully on his way to recovery, did she return to Barcelona to continue her studies. Just over two years later she graduated with distinction. 

Anne had never seen or heard anything from Aleix since he had satiated his lust and finally filled her cunt with his cum in the gallery -- despite his promise that they were united forever. Anne did, however, bump into Sònia on the street about six months afterwards. Sònia seemed embarrassed to meet her, but after kissing Anne tenderly on both cheeks asked if she wanted to go sit in a café. As ever in Barcelona there was a small café just a few steps away. They got their coffees and Anne couldn't help but ask immediately about Aleix. 

"A few days after our afternoon in the pink house, he left for India, I think, or it might have been Indonesia, with his wife," Sònia said.

"Wife? Aleix had a wife?" said Anne with tears welling in her eyes.

"Of course. Didn't you know that he and Cristina..." The look on Anne's face was all the answer she needed. They chatted for a while longer, but Anne was too shocked to listen closely. Sònia kissed Anne affectionately on the lips when they parted and said she really hoped they could meet up some time. Anne was distractedly non-committal. They never did.

Occasionally Anne thinks of the bizarre relationship with Aleix and the efforts she took to submit to his controlling nature. Only now, almost 15 years later, Anne realises that her time with Aleix was her training for becoming a hot wife. She also becomes aware that her submissive side is continually bubbling under the surface. Perhaps, she thought, it was time reveal more about her time in Barcelona to her husband Rob and explain the truth behind the painting in their bedroom.

**********


Part 3: Hot Wife Como - Seduction Games


1. Hot Wife in Waiting

I came out as a hot wife a mere two weeks ago today after taking my first lover with my husband's permission. However, I'm still struggling to come to terms with what being a hot wife actually means. For Rob, my devoted husband, it seems to mean I dress provocatively, flirt with men (and women), submit to sexual encounters -- preferably when my husband is present -- and generally submit to the sexual will of my husband and my lovers. Rob even presented me with a diamond choker to celebrate my status as a hot wife and expects me to wear it as a symbol of my status and my availability.

During these two weeks I have probably had more orgasms than I've had in the last year put together. Rob has been insatiable. Rob is still high from my first extra-marital encounter while he was in Argentina and has a permanent erection when I allude to it. When he's not making love to me, he watches the video taken of me with my lover. He must watch it 10 times a day. He is particularly fond of the scene when there is a close up of my lover's cock penetrating me for the first time and says he gets an instant hard on when he hears my intake of breath and deep guttural moan as my lover's cock is thrust into my willing cunt. Rob wishes he could have been present, but is so grateful that there is visual evidence of me blossoming into a hot wife.

Nowadays I rarely wear a bra and when I do, primarily to enhance my cleavage, I use a quarter bra that leaves my big brown areolae and sensitive nipples uncovered. I occasionally wear panties, but only so I can drive Rob wild by removing them in public places and openly handing them to him. I swear he almost came in his pants the first time I did it.

Rob and I have been so loved up during this fortnight, that I haven't actually had any other sexual encounters. To my surprise I'm rather disappointed I haven't had another lover yet -- is that a slut or a hot wife talking?

When Rob finally put his fantasy (or is it a fetish?) into words, I didn't tell him that I had known about it for many months. Rob thinks I made a decision within hours to become his hot wife, when in fact I had been mulling it over for several months since I stumbled upon a site he seemed to frequent quite often. I never mentioned it to him, but the stories about hot wives and their lovers were quite a turn on. Some of the photos on the site made me exceedingly wet. One in particular, with a "hotwife" being penetrated at both ends by two fit young men and the husband just a hazy blur in the background set my juices flowing every time I looked at it.

Despite knowing Rob was frequenting the site often, I never mentioned it and I took this fantasy of his for what it was, a fantasy. I never imagined for one second that he would want to act on it, and even less imagined that the whole idea of frantic, wild sex with a man other than my husband would, in reality, appeal to me (or Rob for that matter). Long gone are my student days in Barcelona, when I would do (and did) almost anything for a man. And what is even more incredible to me is that Rob would actually encourage me to have sex with other men.

Rob is adamant that he is not in the least interested in having sex with other women and has also said on a number of occasions that my pleasure and my fulfilment are what he lusts after: He made me promise to always let him know in advance of any trysts and that he would prefer to be present, because he wants to be there to see the joy and pleasure on my face and watch as I am brought to orgasm by someone other than him. But, he said, it wasn't absolutely obligatory as long as I gave him all the details later.

But the fantastic, frequent sex has been interrupted. Work has intervened and once again I'm at Schiphol airport. This time I am seeing Rob off. He is flying out to Milan for four days to a conference. I made sure I wore my sexiest top with tons of cleavage and a miniskirt that just covered the tops of my stockings. I wanted to make sure Rob left with a huge hard-on. This outfit always makes him wild with lust.

After seeing him off at the airport I took the train home feeling slightly peeved that he hadn't suggested I come with him. I knew he would be in meetings most of the time, but he could at least have offered. Even the fervent looks from some rather dishy guys on the train didn't ease my anguish. However, I couldn't resist giving them a smile and a wiggle when I got off the train.

Back at home, I changed into my sloppy clothes and went to pour myself a glass of my favourite red wine. Propped up on the bottle (was Rob hinting at something by placing it here?) there was an envelope with my name on it. I ripped it open and eagerly read the note. In seconds I went from dejected to ecstatic.

Rob had known I would be disappointed at not going with him and he had tried to get us on the same flight, but all today's flights were full. However, he had found a flight for the next day. His instructions were to take nothing; just a purse or small handbag, everything else would be taken care of in Milan. I was to wear my sexiest clothes and my diamond choker. As an apology for not being able to go on the same flight, I would be going on an extensive pampering and shopping trip for any other clothes and accessories I would need for the trip.

So at ten the next morning wearing one of my sexiest halter-neck summer dresses, no bra and no panties I was already in the air after being picked up at home by a chauffeur driven car.

Less than two hours later I was in sunny Milan, I was swept into a waiting car and driven into the city. At the airport the driver was holding a sign for me. "Hot Wife Anne" and handed me a huge bunch of flowers and a handwritten note from Rob. Rob said he couldn't wait to see me later that day in the hotel on the shores of Lake Como and had given instructions to the driver where to take me. He also suggested I enjoy myself thoroughly and make the most of my freedom as a hot wife. 'What on earth could he mean?' I mused.

He explained that I was going to be chauffeured to various establishments where he had left specific instructions for them to pamper me. Rob told me to follow any advice given and he promised that I would be the highlight of a party we were going to that evening.

"I will see you soon," he wrote, and ended the short note with an enigmatic flourish, "A pampered hot wife is a cuckold's dream" and an outpouring of his love and devotion. I had never thought of Rob as a cuckold, since I wasn't cheating on him, I was cheating for him, and can you call it cheating if your husband wants you to do it?


2. Erotic Pampering

The chauffeur drove through the centre of the city, past the main railway station and several famous buildings I thought I recognised, before driving away from the centre. We stopped outside a classy-looking health spa and massage establishment. I was greeted at the door by an attentive assistant who took me through to the back and into a sumptuous room with a massage table and what looked like equipment for facials, manicures and pedicures. The end of the room was partitioned with a colourful Chinese screen.

The assistant guided me into an adjacent changing room and suggested I prepare for my massage, handing me a robe and slippers.

As I was removing my clothes, I heard someone enter the massage room. I peaked through the door and spotted a rather handsome young man wearing a white t-shirt and shorts pouring some oil from the selection of bottles lining the wall into what looked like a massage oil warmer. A fragrance of jasmine and possibly vanilla wafted across to me. I felt a fluttering between my legs as I dithered about checking my face and hair.

I pulled the soft silk robe over my naked body (leaving my choker on) and quietly returned to the massage room. My masseur turned and greeted me with a warm smile. "My name is Sergio, welcome," he said, with a seductively sexy accent, and suggested I remove my robe and lie face down on the massage table, when I was ready.

He discreetly turned his back as I dropped the robe around my feet. I climbed onto the table and placed my head into the hole and put my arms by my side, feeling very conscious that I was totally nude in front of a total stranger -- albeit a professional.

Sergio started to talk in somewhat strained English, so I said he could speak Italian, if he preferred, since my knowledge of Spanish and Catalan meant I could understand the language quite well. He sighed with relief and continued in Italian, explaining to me that he would start with my shoulders and work his way down to my feet. For the next half an hour or so I was in ecstasy as Sergio's capable hands cajoled and eased my muscles to relax. When his hands began kneading my buttocks and the backs of my thighs I could feel my juices flooding from my pussy and the beginnings of a gentle buzz between my legs.

Once Sergio had reached my ankles, he warned me he would now remove his hands from my body for a moment while I turned over, so he could work on my feet and the front of my body. I was rather self-conscious revealing myself like this, with my pussy throbbing and juices flowing freely, but did my best to turn over with aplomb. Sergio came to reset the headrest to make my head comfortable and then unfolded some stirrup attachments from each side of the table. To my utter surprise and astonishment he gently placed my feet and ankles in these so that my legs were raised as if for an internal examination. He moved to stand at the foot of the massage table and pushed a button that seemed to split the lower half of the table in half, so that my legs were automatically spread. My cleanly shaved pussy was now on full display to my masseur and having an effect on him too, judging by the size of the erection now visible in his shorts. This observation only added to my copious juices -- 'the table must be absolutely sopping,' I smiled to myself.

Sergio's talented hands now began to work on my feet and legs. I was once more in ecstasy as he tantalised each toe and smoothed the muscles in my legs. He was moving nearer and nearer between my legs to my thighs, smoothing and caressing the muscles on the outer and inner thigh on first one leg and then the other. I closed my eyes to better savour the intense feelings that were cascading through my body. Suddenly his hands were no longer approaching my squelching pussy, but were on my shoulders. He was standing behind my head kneading the underside of my shoulders with his skilled fingertips.

I relaxed once more to his ministrations and revelled in his touch. As his fingers moved onto my chest I'm sure I let out a small groan of pleasure. His fingers moved across and round my breasts, oh so close to my rigid nipples, but never touching. Sergio then proceeded to do sweeping motions from my shoulders around and between my breasts to my abdomen. After he had done this I don't know how many times, instead of going around or between my breasts he fleetingly moved his palms across my nipples and across my abdomen and almost reached my pubic bone. In the moment his palms connected with my nipples I shuddered with an exquisite orgasm. There was no way he couldn't have noticed, but without taking his hands off my body, he moved round the table, down my legs and into the opening of the table between my legs.

Once more he stroked my abdomen, this time going upwards from the pubic bone across my stomach and up across my breasts. His thumbs now flicked each nipple as they passed. I let out another groan each time he did it. After several passes, he took a breast in each hand and began to squeeze and fondle them. I could sense I was going to cum again any moment now. The pressure was building between my legs and at the back of my head. Suddenly I let out a moan of pleasure as Sergio pinched and pulled my nipples. He didn't let go until the spasms had subsided.

His hands now slid calmly towards my pubes and onto my inner thighs. I knew now I had to have him in my pussy and soon.

He slowly caressed my thighs and with his thumbs moved ever closer to my pussy. As it had only been that morning that I had shaved it smooth again, my lips must have been fully visible to him. One of his thumbs now circled my pussy lips, then the other. He massaged the outer labia and then gently pushed a finger or thumb between. I could feel another explosion mounting. As I lay there wondering what he would do next, I realised he had put his head between my legs and was now tongue-fucking me. It was divine. As he probed and pushed with his tongue, he caressed and fingered my breasts. My body began to undulate with the pleasure.

His tongue then moved up to tease my clitoris and one of his hands returned to my pussy. He pushed two oiled fingers into my hole and while nibbling and torturing my little nub, began moving them in and out rhythmically. I was letting out loud whimpers with each thrust and put my hands on his head to pull his tongue and mouth tighter around my clit.

As I bucked my body in time with his thrusts, I knew I was about to explode even more. As I felt myself begin to release my orgasm I was transported to an even higher level of pleasure, when Sergio added the pressure of his thumb to my asshole. The feelings were unbelievably intense. As almost indescribable feelings washed up and through my body and mixed with the throbbing in my head and clitoris, I screamed and shook and spasmed in absolute ecstasy. My shuddering seemed to go on and on for several minutes. Sergio just held his mouth, tongue, fingers and thumb in place until my massive orgasm subsided.

All I could do was lie there in a post orgasmic bliss. In my reverie I vaguely felt Sergio stand up and the movement of the massage table as it was lowered slightly. I presumed Sergio was making it easier for me to alight. My arms were splayed above my head, my feet still in the stirrups. I opened my eyes lazily, just in time to see that my talented masseur was naked. He was between my legs, his rigid cock poised to penetrate my sloppy wet pussy. Before I had time to react, he thrust the bulbous red head deep into my more than willing cunt. I gasped with delight at the thrusting cock. Waves of orgasm began to grow at the back of my head. As his cock penetrated my deepest parts I began to breathe in gasps. Suddenly he withdrew his cock totally out of my cunt and rubbed it along my cunt lips, before slamming it all the way in. My eyes almost popped out of my head; my head was flung back, a guttural scream came from deep within my chest.

Sergio rammed his cock in and out at a rapid pace, then suddenly slowed down, before slamming it in again to its fullest extent, holding it there to give me agonising pleasure. His breathing began to quicken after a dozen or so quick thrusts and when my body began to shake and shudder with yet another unbelievably violent orgasm that detonated in my head and travelled down to my toes and back up to my head several times, Sergio let rip a long, loud grunt and shot his thick creamy load deep into my married cunt -- pumping his cock in and out until he was spent. As my orgasm subsided, he slowly pulled his spent cock from my slick pussy lips and smiled at me. "Molte grazie, bella dama," he said. Almost the only words he had said after greeting me apart from the occasional directions. 'Not the most talkative of lovers,' I thought to myself, 'but who's complaining with skills he has...?'

In my stupor I could hear Sergio pulling on his shorts and t-shirt. After releasing me from the stirrups he gently kissed my forehead and left the room.

I must have dozed off for e few minutes, but awoke abruptly when I sensed someone standing at the foot of the massage table closing and lowering the stirrup section. I opened my eyes slightly to see a woman in a white coat. She introduced herself while helping me on with a robe and then set about working on my feet and hands. The woman let me glow in the after-sex and gave me a relaxing manicure and pedicure -- made even more relaxing after the several delicious orgasms I had enjoyed.

I felt totally pampered and it was only a little after four.


3. Fitted out for Pleasure

Our next stop was a little boutique on a narrow back street. It was one of those shops where there were very few garments on display. In the boutique there was an assistant and a man who appeared to be a customer, sitting with a glass of wine in his hand. 

The assistant looked at me as I walked in and with a flourish said. "Welcome to Il Paradiso" in a lovely Italian accent and with a joyous smile, and seemingly measuring me with her eyes as professional sales assistants do. 

"Rob sent me," I said in reply to her greeting.

"Excellent, you are just as he described you. Please take a seat, signora," she said indicating a chair next to her other customer, "Would you like a glass of chilled Lambrusco?"

I said I would love one and sat next to the man who stood up as I approached, took my hand in his and introduced himself as Tiago Veríssimo. He held my hand for several moments longer than necessary while guiding me to my seat.

"Anne," I said with a friendly smile. 

Tiago was probably in his twenties. He was over six feet tall and looked rather fit. He was dressed rather casually in jeans and a pale t-shirt that contrasted very strongly with his dark skin. Judging by his name, I thought he might be Portuguese or Brazilian.

"Are you English?" Tiago asked as he sat back down in his seat.

"Er, no. I'm Dutch actually. And you?"

"I am from Recife in Brazil, but studying sport psychology at the university here."

Tiago's English was excellent with only a hint of an accent.

The assistant returned with my glass of Lambrusco.

"To your health and beauty," Tiago said raising his glass to me.

I thanked him and took a sip.

"I hope you don't mind waiting while I finish selecting the garments Mr Veríssimo wishes to purchase," the assistant said. 

"Of course not," I replied. "I'm in no hurry." 

Tiago turned to me.

"Could you do me an immense favour?"

"If it's in my power," I said.

"Well, you seem to be almost the same size as my sister back home. I promised to send her some clothes from Milan for her birthday and I'm having a really difficult time. Signora Maldini is wonderful, but it would be so much easier if I could see the clothes on someone. Please help me."

What could I say? "If you really think it will help," I said placing my glass on the table next to the chair and rising from my seat.

"Which garment first?"

The signora pulled backed the curtain of the dressing room. Hanging on the wall there were several dresses. 

"In any order you choose," Tiago said. "I really am so grateful."

For the next half hour I tried on numerous dresses, skirts and tops. Most of them were very conservative, as I had expected, but some of the skirts were slightly short. I wondered whether my lack of bra might cause a problem with the fitting, but neither Tiago nor Signora Maldini mentioned anything.

Tiago finally plumped for two beautiful dresses. Not my style, nor colour, but Tiago loved them. He was so excited to have found what he wanted and thanked me profusely.

"I insist on buying you an outfit too, for having been such a godsend," he said to me. I laughed and said there was absolutely no need, but Tiago was absolutely insistent. 

"Please," he said, "I would enjoy helping you select an outfit that suits you. You are a very beautiful woman and I want to show my appreciation."

I told him that I would be honoured if he wished to help me select something, but there was no way I could allow him to pay.

Tiago seemed to accept that and said he knew the exact outfit for me and smiled at the assistant. She seemed to know what Tiago was alluding to and went into the back of the shop.

"Let's try these on," the signora said.

She handed me a black pencil skirt and a black brocade corset with some purple inlay. 

I was a little bemused by the choice, but went to try them on out of politeness. 

The pencil skirt fit as if it was made for me. I was stunned at how well it fit in fact, but I loved it. I had never worn a corset before, so had trouble getting it on. Signora Maldini came to assist me with the fastenings, leaving the curtain to the dressing room wide open. Not that it really mattered, as I was almost fully dressed by that time.

The corset was a lovely fit too. I was amazed how the corset looked like a sleek top and went with the skirt to create a finished looking elegantly sexy outfit. Signor Maldini played with the lacing to push-up my breasts and tighten the waist. My breasts were now pushed out rather beautifully and my waist held in, but not too tight, by the corset. I looked much narrower than normal, I thought, but seemed to have much bigger breasts. I wondered what top she would suggest to go over it. I looked in the mirror and saw that the tops of my areolae were visible over the corset.

She told me to wait a second and went back into the storeroom. Tiago was sipping his drink and eyeing me intently now that the curtain was pulled back. I could see him with a broad grin in the mirror as I looked at my reflection. 

The signora returned with some black pull-up stockings and a pair of dark purple pumps with a huge heel. 

"These will finish the outfit off perfectly," she said. "I know these things. With your choker, you look stunning"

I slipped on the stockings up and under my skirt, feeling my nakedness beneath it and Tiago's eyes on my back. And finally the heels.  I told her, they weren't really me, but she told me to try them anyway. 

I actually rather liked them and was stunned to find they were Jimmy Choo's. I already had one pair, but never thought I would own a second pair 

The heels with the stockings certainly made my legs look amazing. I looked in the mirror. 'What a transformation,' I thought to myself.

"And a top?" I asked Signora Maldini.

"Top? You have no need of a top. You are magnificent as you are."

I looked at myself in the mirror again. My breasts had never been displayed so bluntly. But, I had to admit, I did look stunning. I reckoned Rob might like this outfit and by the wide grin on Tiago's face, he liked it too.

I came and stood in front of Tiago and gave him a twirl. "Well? Is that the look you were after," I asked.

He just wolf-whistled his appreciation.

"We'll take it," he said.

"Actually, I'll take it," I said. "I'll just change back and then I will pay."

"No, keep it on," said Tiago. "If you won't let me pay, please let me accompany you back to your hotel. I presume you're just visiting Milan?"

"Deal," I said. "And yes, I am just visiting. We're in a hotel by Lake Como."

"Excellent, a beautiful spot, I know it well. Why don't we go have a drink by the lake before you return, I would be honoured to accompany you in your absolutely stunning outfit." Tiago replied, ignoring my pointed use of 'we'.

I knew that Rob had planned something for me for the next couple of hours, but I had a feeling he would understand why I had decided to accept a rather handsome man's suggestion for an outfit (Rob will love it, I knew) and also the man's invitation to have a drink. I did wonder, however, how people might react in public to my somewhat daring outfit.

We finalised the transactions with Signora Maldini and I thanked her profusely for her assistance. I did enquire whether Rob had actually selected something specific for me, but she told me he had merely wanted something to make me striking. "I think we have achieved that," signora Maldini answered with a broad smile. She placed my "old" dress and shoes in a bag, handing it to me as I stepped into the street with my arm through Tiago's.

My car was waiting close by. When the chauffeur spotted me, he pulled up in front of us. Tiago and I stepped into the back.

"Where were we going next? I asked the driver. "To get you hair done before going on to the hotel, signora," he replied.

"Change of plan," I said, "Could you just drop us off at the hotel. 

"Of course, signora, at your command."

With that he set off driving through the streets of Milan.

I didn't notice much of the streets. As soon as I finished talking to the driver, Tiago took my face in his hands and locked his lips with mine. I feigned token resistance, but my body gave me away. I just melted into his lithe body.

"You don't waste time," I said, when his lips moved from mine and began kissing my neck. I arched my head to give him better access and put my hand on the front of his trousers, squeezing the rather impressive bulge there. 

"And you're a sexy bitch."

"Romantic as well," I said, as I undid his trousers with one hand and with some effort pulled down his fly. To my surprise, his dick was freed instantly, no underpants - he was going commando.

Tiago's dick was already very hard and felt enormous, I couldn't even get my hand around it, but I had to go on touch alone at the moment, as Tiago was intently focused on my neck and ears and blocking my view, alas. I traced my finger around the tip, feeling the dribbles of pre-cum. I did my best to spread the silky trickles all over the head, but was finding it hard to concentrate. Tiago's hand had begun to undo the lacing on my corset at the top. He didn't need to undo much for my nipples to be freed from their constraints. As my nipples were set free, his lips hungrily sucked on one and then the other, causing me to moan even more loudly and I gripped his cock even harder.

The driver seemed to be taking our antics in his stride, keeping his eyes firmly on the road from what I could make out based on a few glances his way.

Suddenly Tiago pulled away and pushed his cock back into his jeans and zipped himself up again.

"What the...?" I said, looking at him with a mixture of fear and regret: fear that I had done something to hurt him; regret that he had sopped kissing my body.

"You're married, aren't you?" he said, taking my right hand in his and fingering the rings on my ring finger.

"Yes, I am, but my husband approves of me enjoying other men. Is that a problem for you?"

"Not at all. I knew you were married, but I believe -- correct me if I'm wrong -- that your husband would prefer to watch me seduce you and enjoy seeing me pleasure you from start to finish, no?"

As I took in Tiago's 'gentlemanly' words, I was busy re-lacing my corset.

"I know you're right and I also know that Rob will thank you when he finds out about our 'sacrifice'," I said laughingly. 

He continued fingering my wedding band. "When I enter you inch by inch I want your husband to hear your moans and see the look of utter pleasure and rapture on your face..."

Tiago's words sent a gush of juices flooding between my legs.

And he didn't stop there: "...but your husband will never really know what you're feeling when I have stuffed you full with my long, thick cock. I am sure my dick is longer and thicker than any cock your husband could have imagined would fit inside you. He will suffer such emotions as he watches you climax many times as I ride you."

I was dumbfounded. What could I say? 'Rather full of himself', I was thinking.

"Do you make a habit of fucking other men's wives while they're watching?" I just had to ask almost jokingly.

"Not a habit, but I have performed the service occasionally." Tiago answered in all earnestness. "The wives and husbands I have serviced paid me great compliments. I do not make my claims lightly. Tonight you will understand why..."

Despite his cocky boasting, I was still attracted to him. I had to admit that I almost saw it as a challenge to accommodate his 'massive' appendage. He might be right. Judging by the quick feel I had had, he did seem to be well endowed and I had never really experienced a very large cock. Rob was probably about average size. Most of my boyfriends had been average, with probably a few a little bigger or a little smaller. It had never really been an issue for me.

With that thought, the car pulled into the driveway of a hotel, which meant we were probably in Como. I couldn't spot the lake, nor the town for that matter. The lake was probably hidden from view by the 'liberty style' building that was the hotel. It looked superb.

The driver opened the door for us and we stepped into the atrium of an absolutely splendid hotel. Tiago brought my shopping bag from the boutique and with his arm round my waist we went over to the reception. Within minutes a smart bellboy was escorting us to our suite overlooking Lake Como. 

The hotel was sumptuous, Rob had certainly chosen well. I could see the lake through the massive windows at the rear of reception. There appeared to be a small marina and beach beyond the garden next to a large terrace adjoining a bar or restaurant. 

Tiago still had his arm round my waist and I could see people turn to look at us as we made our way through the atrium to our suite. At the door, Tiago tipped the bellboy and took the key card from him, saying we could handle things from here, and slipped the key card into the slot. There was a slight click and the light panel turned green.


4. Rob's lesson in lust

I glanced at my watch and realised I probably had a good hour before Anne arrived from the pampering I had organised at the boutique and the hairdresser, so I decided to have a shower. I had just stripped off my underpants when I heard the unmistakeable sound of the key card being pushed into the slot on the door. As the door opened I grabbed a towel off the bed and just managed to cover myself as Anne entered the room followed by a rather tall, athletic black man.

"Oh, Rob, sorry, I didn't mean to catch you unawares. I thought you'd still be at the conference." Anne said and came over to kiss me fully on the lips. 

"My god, you look stunning," I said, "What an unbelievably sexy outfit," I blurted out trying to cover my embarrassment and unable to take my gaze off my wife's overpowering breasts as they thrust themselves upwards from the corset.

"You can thank Tiago for that," Anne said, indicating the rather imposing man standing by the door. He moved towards me with his hand outstretched.

"So pleased to meet you," he said shaking my hand firmly, "I am Tiago Veríssimo from Brazil. I happened to meet your beautiful wife at Signora Maldini's boutique and I made a few suggestions concerning her outfit in thanks for assisting me."

"Well, that's..." I stuttered, not sure exactly how to react.

"Anne is aware that I wish to fuck her for your pleasure and for hers. For this reason I am here. Now is probably the perfect time, since you are naked and your wife is dressed to thrill."

I looked at Anne.

"Tiago did something that convinced me it was right to bring him here today. In the car, I would have let him have me there and then, but he said we had to wait. He was adamant that you should be allowed to savour the pleasure he is going to give me."

"Robert, if I might call you Robert," Tiago said, "I think you should sit in this chair," indicating a chair by a desk facing the bed from the side. "You will have a perfect view, no?"

As if in a trance I moved over to the chair and sat down with the towel still covering my modesty. My cock was already twitching and growing from Tiago's words.

"Take the towel, Anne, you should see his excitement."

Anne pulled the towel from my lap and my cock sprung up ready for action.

"I think you're enjoying this, aren't you, my darling," Anne said, smiling at Tiago and then kissing me chastely on the lips. 

She stopped when Tiago called her over to the bed.

"Come here, meu puta gostosa," Tiago commanded her.

Anne smiled at me and patted my erection affectionately. "Enjoy the show!"

I was still in shock at this unexpected intrusion, but my dick was telling me I absolutely wanted to watch my beautiful wife get taken by this athletic hunk of a man. 

Anne went and stood obediently in front of Tiago flashing me a cocky wink as she took her spot. 

"No touching your cock, Robert, not until I say so. Ok?"

He looked pointedly in my direction and I shyly nodded my acquiescence.

He glanced at me once more and then took Anne's face between his big hands and kissed her. I could see his tongue force its way past her soft lips and into her mouth. Anne seemed to merge into Tiago's body as he continued probing her mouth. Her arms were around his torso, pulling him hungrily towards her.  

The kiss seemed to last for several minutes as I watched entranced. And because of the embargo on touching myself, I had to grasp the arms of the chair to resist the temptation. Tiago's command had made my cock incredibly hard. I could feel it ramrod straight between my legs.

Then Tiago pulled his lips and tongue from Anne's face and stepped back. Her arms slipped from his back to her sides. She had her eyes fixed firmly on his face as his hands moved from her own face and began to untie the laces on her voluptuous corset. As I watched him kiss my wife and then saw her corset fall from her breasts. I knew this was really going to happen and that my wife was really enjoying it.

My mouth felt so dry. I licked my lips in anticipation of seeing Anne's breasts naked in front of a stranger. Somehow this felt so different, so much more forbidden and erotic than in a video.

Tiago looked over at me as he undid probably the fourth or fifth lace and then pulled back the flaps of the corset revealing Anne's big, brown nipples and areolae. He took hold of Anne's breasts and freed them from the corset. Her 38c's hung over the top of the garment framed by his large black hands. He seemed to squeeze her breasts before taking my wife's nipples roughly between his thumb and forefinger. I watched as he pinched and pulled on them He was staring intently at her face as he did it, almost daring her to complain. 

Anne squealed and put her hands on his as if to ease the intensity. As she did he took hold of her hands and put them behind her head and stepped back to admire his prey.

"Beautiful, isn't she. Robert? Face your husband, slut, let him see your naked body."

I had never heard anyone call her a slut before and wondered how she might react, but Anne turned meekly to face me with her hands clasped behind her neck.

Tiago was right, she looked stunningly beautiful. Her nipples were thick and hard. Her breasts thrust upwards by the corset. Tiago stood behind her and took a breast in each hand, massaging and squeezing them for my benefit. 

"Does that make your dick throb, Robert?" He looked over at me with a wide grin.

He didn't wait for an answer, he merely began pulling up her skirt tantalising slowly. I watched in anticipation. Anne had her eyes fixed on me. It felt like I was seeing her naked for the first time. As the skirt revealed more and more of her thighs my balls throbbed and my dick would have burst had I touched it. I gripped the chair even more tightly.

As the skirt rose above her hairless pussy, I let out a groan. I tried hard to make it silent, but I was too overcome. At that moment, I knew Tiago was going to have his way with my wife in front of my very willing eyes. It would be the first time I would witness another man fucking her. From where I was sitting now, seeing it on video really had been a poor substitute.

Anne's figure-hugging skirt was tight, but stretchy. Tiago pulled it up at the back as well and left it round Anne's waist. I could see his strong hands kneading and squeezing my wife's buttocks. She was almost purring with lust.

"Bend, slut, and put you hands on the edge of the bed," Tiago barked at Anne. Anne turned to the side and did as commanded. Her breasts hung pendulously slightly covered from my view by her right arm. Her legs looked achingly long due to the heels she was wearing.

"Spread your legs and get ready for me." 

Anne did just that. I had never seen my wife so submissive. Intellectually it felt wrong, but my dick was telling me otherwise.

"Robert, come here," he looked over at me as he called out his order. "You should be at your wife's side for this."

I stood up and took the four steps needed towards the couple by the bed. My cock led the way. I did my best not to show my embarrassment at being naked in front of Tiago.

As I stood up Tiago kicked off his shoes and pulled his t-shirt over his head and flung it to the side. Despite his muscular body, all I could think was, 'He wasn't wearing any socks, no socks?'.

I'm not particularly unfit for my age, but standing next to this Brazilian hunk, I felt puny.

"What a view, eh," Tiago said slapping my wife's buttock with relish. Anne flinched with surprise as his hand connected. "That is a slit that deserves a good fucking, don't you agree?" and ran his finger along her pussy up and along her crack to her anus causing Anne to moan deeply.

"And a good fucking, is what she's going to get, right?" Then slapped her other buttock even harder. I even flinched myself, but Anne groaned deep in her throat.

"Now, Robert, pull my jeans down." He turned to me.

I hesitated for a moment, but knew immediately that I would do his bidding and my raging cock knew it too.

My hands reached for the button on his jeans past his blindingly obvious bulge. The button wasn't a problem, I now had to pull down the zip. I was worried about contact with his large cock inside. I don't think I had ever touched another man's cock and I was doing my best not to have to. As I pulled down the zip it was now evident that the huge bulge was still not erect. Tiago had put his hands behind his head as I tackled his jeans. He was looking down at me with amusement as I struggled to first undo and then remove them without touching his cock..

Once the zip was fully undone, I reached round and began pulling his jeans down at the back, doing my best not to let my dick connect with his body. Lucky for me Anne was facing the other way and didn't see my fumbling about. Once the jeans had cleared the curve of his buttocks I was able to pull them straight down his legs. I tried to avert my eyes, but as I bent down I was magically drawn to Tiago's magnificent cock. It now hung straight down and was immensely thick, not excessively long, but even in its floppy state probably longer than mine when erect.

Tiago stepped out of the jeans. He stood over me as I took the jeans from his feet. As I stood back up I took a step back and tried not to look at the cock that was about to fill up my darling wife.

Tiago now turned towards Anne's waiting body. She hadn't moved during our scene with the jeans.

Tiago slapped her on the buttocks yet again and put his thumb onto her arsehole and pushed in slightly. Anne gasped.

"Ah, you like that, don't you, slut." He slapped her again. Her buttock was becoming quite red from his slaps.

His thumb continued its probing and I watched in awe as Anne's pussy lips seemed to get puffier and redder. Her breathing was already changing pace.

Tiago slapped her again and slid his fingers along her pussy lips causing Anne to draw in a deep breath and moan loudly. As she moaned her breasts jiggled deliciously and I longed to take hold of them.

"She's ready. Guide me in, Robert."

Lost in the moment with my attention on Anne's delicious breasts I hadn't noticed Tiago's erection mushroom. He had put his hands behind his head once more and his massive dick was pointing in the general direction of my wife's wet and waiting pussy.

"Come on, guide me in."

Tentatively my hand moved and I took hold of the big black cock between my thumb and forefinger. I couldn't conceive as to how it would fit into my darling wife. I could see pre-cum dribbling from the tip and resisted a rather odd urge to scoop it up with my finger. To get the head in position I had to move his rigid tool down slightly and place the tip between her wet lips. As his cock touched her labia, Tiago pushed forward a little and entered Anne. I saw her brace herself with her hands ready for the full onslaught of Tiago's massive tool.

I was mesmerised. As my hand moved away from Tiago's impressive erection, my hand involuntarily took hold of my own. Tiago's hand slapped me on the wrist as I did.

"Not until I say, Robert, remember?"

With his cock only half an inch inside her, Tiago took hold of my wife's hips and began to push himself into her inch by inch. He would push in an inch or so, then withdraw a little, then push in a little more. With each slow thrust my wife let out tiny gurgles and squeals. Her breasts jiggled in time with his thrusts and my dick was ready to burst. I was only two feet from a huge black man thrusting his cock into my wife. I was elated. I was jealous. I was in ecstasy. I watched my wife's puffy labia engulf the huge black tip and held my breath as the tip reappeared then plunged back into the folds of her pussy, feeling her sharp intakes of breath as the massive cock penetrated deeper and deeper within her.

Tiago was in no hurry. Slowly, inch-by-inch his cock penetrated her. Slowly, inch by inch, his whole cock disappeared inside my wife's body. And suddenly I came all over the hotel carpet as Tiago's full length disappeared inside my wife's gorgeous body. 

Fortunately Tiago was too involved in fucking my wife to notice and I was too entranced by the spectacle to care. Despite ejaculating, my cock was still hard and I couldn't take my eyes from the moving black cock and my wife's stretched pink pussy.

Tiago was now thrusting with more power and speed. My wife was grunting and moaning much louder: more than I had probably heard her ever.

"Oh god, fuck me, fuck me, Tiago, fuck me harder."

As his speed increased and his thrusts got rougher Anne's breasts began to jiggle wildly. She was grunting almost in pain, it seemed. Tiago  slapped her several times on her buttocks and was calling to her to take all his cock, as he too grunted and growled with pleasure.

I felt my body move in unison with Tiago's thrusts as if it was my cock plunging into Anne. Anne suddenly began to scream as her body convulsed with what looked and sounded like a massive orgasm. As her scream subsided I saw Tiago's thrusts quicken and his grip on my wife's hips get tighter. A wild gurgle rose up from inside him and he let out an intense wail as he plunged his pulsing cock deep into her body. His hot cum must have hit my wife deep inside and she let out another ear-piercing shriek and I saw her body spasm for several seconds as she came again while cum was spurting into her body. Tiago seemed to cum with seven or eight spurts and with each spurt he groaned with pleasure, pushing his cock as deeply as he could into my wife's pussy.

As my wife's second orgasm calmed and Tiago's ejaculation ended, he slowly pulled his spent dick out of her body. As he did, I could see their thick juices coated along his dick. The tip of his dick plopped out of her pussy and thick globule of sperm dribbled down her pussy lips.

My wife's pussy was a gaping hole. I could see Tiago's spunk trail between her labia and coating the walls of her vagina.

Anne went to collapse on the bed, but Tiago stopped her. 

"Not yet, my little slut, someone else wants a taste of your cunt, don't you Robert?"

I quickly took his place behind my wife and stuffed my erect dick into her gaping hole. It was wet and slippery and felt wonderful. I only thrust three times before cumming in her with a mild grunt, mixing my spunk with Tiago's. My first sloppy seconds. I was already addicted and I knew that Tiago knew.

Anne seemed to barely notice me cumming and after I pulled out, she finally fell forward onto the bed. She looked incredible. Her buttocks were red from Tiago's slaps and between her legs there was a puddle forming from our combined juices.

Tiago was already pulling on his clothes. "What time's the do, Robert?"

Tiago's question reminded me that we had a reception to attend. 

"Another thirty minutes. We have time."

"I'll nip downstairs and get a suit from the hotel tailors. You two get ready. Anne, keep the same outfit on. And no washing between your legs. I want you to feel my spunk all evening. Understood?"

Tiago then left the room.

I collapsed on the bed next to Anne and kissed her.

"Oh, Rob, I feel such a slut. Do you still love me after seeing me react like that with another man's cock inside me?" 

I couldn't help but smile.

"Why are you smiling? My god, your cock is still hard."

She kissed me and got off the bed. As she stood up she pulled down her skirt. 

"Tiago must have pumped litres into me. I can feel it dribbling down my leg already. I'll just do my hair and I'll be ready."

She stepped into the bathroom and shut the door.

I looked at my erect cock and knew that our lives would never be the same.


5 Cuckolded in Como

It seemed only natural that Tiago would accompany us to the reception in the hotel ballroom overlooking the lake. Attending were dignitaries from the local area as well as company directors and other company representatives from the region. The consulting company I did freelance work for had organised it as a PR exercise.

Tiago returned to the room fully fit out with a dark suit and tie. His dark wavy hair had been combed and I swear it looked as if he had trimmed his stubble too. It was now a fashionable five o'clock shadow. If I had been a woman I would have fancied him.

Anne appeared from the bathroom. She had given her hair the tousled look, put on some light make-up and, to my surprise, rouged her lips bright red. Her corset was laced up, but I could see the tops of her areolae peaking out. Her skirt was skintight and, in my mind, it was obvious she wasn't wearing panties. She looked absolutely stunning. Whether she was dressed appropriately for the function had absolutely slipped my mind. My dick loved her. 

She looked to both of us for approval, receiving it in bucketfuls and making her blush all across her magnificent cleavage.

Tiago took her by the waist and led her out of the door. I followed behind, admiring the delicious wiggle of her bottom in her skin-tight skirt. I had never loved my wife more.

The next few hours were a blur. Initially the three of us were in the same group. Anne chatted and laughed with gusto. She looked incredible on Tiago's arm and drew lustful glances from numerous men during the evening. There were rarely any other women in our group, as men jostled to be close and get a full view of Anne's expansive cleavage and hint of areolae. Tiago seemed to revel in introducing Anne as my wife with her firmly nestled under his arm. Anne hardly noticed as far as I could see. 

After a couple of hours of chat and business card swapping, I suddenly realised I had lost them in the throng. There were only about two hundred people in the ballroom and on the terrace overlooking the lake, but it was easy to become separated.

I did a quick tour inside and out, but failed to find them anywhere. I stood looking over the wall on the terrace towards the lake. Although we were on the ground floor of the hotel, the terrace was about 12 feet higher than the gardens below. In the dark, about 100 or so yards away towards the lake I could make out a small group of men near a clump of bushes or small trees. All at once my heart started racing and I feared for Anne's safety.

I dashed down the steps from the terrace and hurried towards the men. As I got closer I could hear the sound of a man grunting sexually. As I pushed my way into the group, one of the men told me to back off and wait my turn.

On her knees in the trees I could see my wife in the glow of several camera phones recording every second. Her corset was open to her navel and her breasts were hanging free, swinging quite forcefully as she sucked on someone's dick. I could see a ring of lipstick around the dick, which eased my mind for some reason, that he might be the first.

Anne was slurping and licking the dick in a frenzy. Behind her stood Tiago. When he saw me, he smiled and beckoned me over.

I eased my way past the four or five men in the group and went to stand next to Tiago behind Anne. Anne was too intent on sucking the dick to notice me.

"What a woman, your wife." He said to me, patting me on the back. "Guys, this is her husband." He shouted to the group. "Isn't he a lucky bastard?"

The men looked at me and nodded with knowing smirks, but were more intent on watching my wife giving a blowjob and seeing her tits bounce up and down.

It was then that the man with his dick in my wife's mouth must have cum. His face contorted into a grimace and he let out a few grunts while pumping his sperm past my wife's lips. When he had finished Anne turned and looked at Tiago. She stuck out her tongue and showed him her mouth full of cum. As she did, she spotted me and stood up. She took a step towards me. I thought she was going to say something, but she grabbed my head and kissed me full on the lips, pushing her cum-filled tongue deep into my mouth. She tasted musky and slightly bitter. I was too surprised to react and ended up swallowing several large dollops of a stranger's cum. The men cheered as I was forced into tasting and swallowing another man's cum, but were soon distracted when my wife, pulling away from our kiss, patted my groin and turned to face the men. "Who's next?"

Another suited gent moved in front of her. She knelt in front of him and willingly received his dick in her mouth. This one didn't last long and within a minute had squirted his jizz into Anne's mouth. Yet again, as he pulled his dick from between her lips she turned and looked at Tiago opening her mouth wide to show all the cum.

"Robert," Tiago said looking at me. "Your wife needs you."

I knew what he meant and helped my wife stand. She gave me another creamy kiss on the lips and filled my mouth with the new man's offering. Obediently I swallowed his cum down and stepped back sheepishly.

"I think that's enough for tonight..." Tiago said. 

The three men who hadn't filled my wife's mouth with their cum groaned. "But she's gagging for it," one of them said in English.

"...in the mouth. Anybody fancy filling her juicy cunt?" Tiago continued.

The men cheered. I groaned and looked at Anne, mouthing, "Do you want to do this?" But she looked away and starred hitching up her skirt. 'I really don't know my wife,' I thought. 

One of the men gallantly put his jacket on the ground. Anne took up her position on her back and spread her legs wide in my direction. I had a delicious view of her - I was going to say pussy -- but somehow 'cunt' seemed more appropriate. There was enough light for me to see that she was wet and ready and that her cunt was still quite wide and open.

The gallant man with the jacket knelt between her legs and pulled down his trousers. His dick sprang up ready for action. Tiago pulled me towards him so I could have a better view.

Anne took hold of the man's dick and pulled it towards her. The man fell forward onto her and grabbed her tits as he reached her body. I could see his hands squeezing them and mauling them with lust. My wife guided his dick to her hole then put her hands on his backside and pulled. With one thrust he rammed his dick fully inside her and continued to thrust quite savagely into her warm, receptive slit. As the man's bum rose and fell with his thrusting Anne grabbed his head and kissed him passionately. My heart did a somersault in my chest. A kiss seemed so personal, so erotic, so loving, that it hurt inside. The thrusting dick did not have the same effect on me.

As she kissed him, his thrusts became faster and his grunts exploded into an orgasm. He pushed into her several more times, before getting up and pulling up his pants. 

"What a great fuck," she is, he said looking in my direction.

Another man took his place. His trousers were already round his ankles as he knelt between my wife's spread-eagled legs. As he was pushing his cock inside, the slickness and warmth of her cunt must have been too much. He came immediately, spilling his thick cum all over her pussy. The others in the group cheered again and one of them patted him on the back with fake congratulations as he rather self-consciously pulled up his pants.

"Robert," Tiago said, "You should go clean that up, before the next."

I looked at him quizzically. "Clean it up?"

"Absolutely. That's what tongues are for," and pushed me downwards between my wife's legs.

Anne had put her hands out to welcome me down was looking intently at me as I kneeled fully clothed between her legs. I looked at her cunt covered in thick white cum. My dick was rock hard. I bent forward and diffidently put out my tongue. Anne grabbed my head and pulled it forcefully towards her sticky lips.

I licked and sucked the spunk from her pussy. She moaned as my tongue flashed across her labia and pulled my head closer. I stuck my tongue inside and released a flood of sperm onto my tongue and face. Anne began to thrash around and screamed in orgasm as my tongue fucked her feverishly.

As her orgasm subsided I rose from between her legs and looked lovingly at her. She smiled at me and wiped her thumb across my face, removing several globs of cum. She then stuck her cream-covered thumb into my mouth and let me lick her clean. My humiliation was almost complete.

The final dick to have her took my place immediately. He settled his bulky weight on top of her and thrust. By now she was so wet and gaping that she probably couldn't feel anything. The man mauled her tits and nipples with his hands and then took a nipple between his teeth and seemed to bite quite hard. Anne squealed and the man let go and shoved his tongue into her mouth, as if to silence her. As he did he grunted and thrust deep inside. 

The show was over. Or so I hoped. 

I helped Anne up. She went to pull her skirt down, but Tiago stopped her.

"Not yet, meu puta gostosa. I promised to show the guys how well you take a real cock."

"Oh, Tiago, no, not here. I'm tired and my pussy is feeling a little sore."

"Robert, tell your wife to get on her knees, I am going to have her now."

I looked at Anne with her breasts thrust over her corset and her skirt around her waist. Her hair was more tousled than ever. She still looked stunning. I was filled with lust for her. The thought of this black Brazilian fucking her here in front of these total strangers was unbelievably arousing. 

"Please, Anne. For me. One more fuck and then we'll go back to the room."

Anne looked at me in disgust, or so I presumed. But she slowly got down onto her knees, put her head on the ground and presented herself to Tiago. With her fingers she reached round and pulled her buttocks wide to show her little puckered anus.

"Why not take me in the bum and give the lads a real thrill!" Anne said with more than a hint of irony in her voice.

Tiago pulled his dick free from his trousers, rubbing one hand up and down its long shaft. "What a great idea, Anne. Your ass looks divine."

Anne hadn't moved. Her fingers were still presenting her hole to Tiago and the other men that had moved round to get a good view. Some were still filming with their phones. No doubt zooming in on my wife's almost virgin anus.

"Robert, get me ready."

"Oh, no Tiago, not here." I looked at him imploringly. 

"On your knees and get me hard."

He pushed me downwards towards his still floppy dick until I was kneeling in front of him next to my wife's bare ass.

I wasn't exactly sure what he meant. I had presumed he wanted me to guide him in, but this seemed altogether more threatening. As I was wondering what he meant exactly he thrust the end of his dick against my lips. Without thinking my mouth opened and I felt an inch or so of his dick penetrate past my lips.

"Suck, Robert, suck!"

And suck I did. What more could I do. His dick was so large I had real difficulty getting it between my lips, but Tiago's continuous thrusting resolved that problem with force. Now I had to contend with length and its expanding girth. I took hold of it with my hand to help contain Tiago's thrusting and licked up and down the shaft, like Anne did for me. I even grabbed his balls with my other hand just like Anne. Tiago seemed to be making the right noises and his cock was growing harder by the second. By the time I had run my tongue up and down four or five times, it was rock hard. As I approached the tip I could see a globule of pre-cum about to drip off the end. With my tongue I lapped it up and swallowed it down.

As I did, I noticed that my wife was no longer kneeling prone, but had turned to watch as I pleasured Tiago. I blushed bright red, but continued licking and sucking. Now Tiago was hard I looked up at him and asked if he was ready to take my wife's ass.

He looked at me for a moment and said, "No, keep going, I have other plans."

I went back to licking and sucking, but Tiago was impatient to put his thick cock inside my mouth again. I had come to the conclusion that my mouth may save Anne's anus, but I wasn't sure I was going to be pleased about it.

Tiago now began to take charge of the process. I was no longer able to control his thrusting. He was fucking my mouth for real. I could only take a small portion of his length, but it didn't seem to matter to him. Occasionally his thrusts hit the back of my throat, but I managed to relax sufficiently most of the time.

As Tiago's breathing became more rapid, I could feel his balls tighten in my hand. At that moment Anne joined me and started kissing the tip of Tiago's dick and entangling her tongue with mine. She licked under the tip and I sucked the end while rubbing my hand up and down the length. As I felt a pulse under my hand on the shaft, Tiago thrust his dick into my mouth forcefully and his groan announced the arrival of his orgasm. He pumped his dick deeper into my mouth as the thick creamy goo spurted down my throat. The first two spurts were comparatively small, it seemed, and then suddenly I was hit by a massive surge of his cum, followed by another. I couldn't cope and had to take my mouth off his dick in panic. Anne took up the slack and let him pump two or three more loads into her willing mouth.

As he came, he was shouting, "Fuck yeah, fuck yeah."

As Tiago's orgasm ceased, Anne removed him from her mouth and kissed me with her creamy lips. We kissed passionately for what seemed like several minutes oblivious to anyone around us. Tiago roused us from our reverie by suggesting we return to our room to clean up.

Anne smoothed down her skirt, but Tiago told her to leave her breasts hanging free. So that's how we walked back to our room, through the grounds and entered the room via the lakeside balcony.

When we got into the room, Anne said she was going to have a shower. Tiago just followed her into the bathroom. A few minutes later I heard the sound of the shower and some muffled talking, before the familiar sounds of my wife's orgasm cries reached me along with sounds of bodies in motion. I tried the door to the bathroom. It was unlocked, so I opened it slightly so as to watch Tiago have his way with Anne yet again. 

Anne's breasts were slapping against the door of the shower and Tiago was pumping into her from behind. Anne's face was pressed against the glass and I could see the ecstasy in her eyes. She loved Tiago's cock. After a few more thrusts Tiago came with a grunt and as he pulled his massive cock out of her, Anne turned to kiss him under the streaming water. I shut the door quietly and went and took a couple of cognacs from the minibar, knocking them back in two seconds. I could hear the lovers giggling in the bathroom and decided to undress and get into bed, feigning sleep when they came into the room.

To my surprise Anne got into bed next to me and snuggled into my back, kissing me tenderly on the head. I could feel her warm breasts caressing my bare skin.

A few minutes later Tiago got into the bed next to her and Anne turned away from me, no doubt to face him.

I listened to them kissing and whispering, full of jealousy and feeling a deep loathing for myself. But the cognac had done its job and I fell asleep within minutes to the sensation of the bed rocking as Tiago took my wife yet again, right next to me, in our bed.


6. Love in a Warm climate

I awoke some time later. There was one bedside light still lit. I turned to see Tiago sleeping with his arm across my wife's naked breasts. Anne was on her back with one arm under Tiago's neck. His dick was lying seductively on her leg. I looked at them for a moment then got up to go to the bathroom.

I closed and locked the door behind me, then sat down on the toilet with my head in my hands. I was too ashamed to look at myself in the mirrors that surrounded me. I must have sat there for some time, I may even have nodded off. I felt so tired. I had a pee and then washed my face. As I went to unlock the bathroom door, I could hear the familiar sounds of sex, yet again. 'He's insatiable,' I though to myself. 

Opening the door quietly, I peaked across at the bed through a small opening, not wanting to disturb the lovers at play. They were kissing again and Anne had hold of Tiago's huge cock in her hands. Her hands looked so tiny and white as they grasped Tiago. Tiago kissed her again and whispered something in her ear before getting off the bed and coming towards the bathroom. I had nowhere to hide and my erection would probably give away my voyeurism. 

I stepped smartly into the room as Tiago approached. 

"Oh, there you are, we were just talking about you. Go join your wife on the bed and I'll be with you soon." With that he stepped into the bathroom and seemed to be rummaging around for something.

I looked over at Anne. She smiled at me and asked if everything was ok. 

"Of course," I said. "I was so tired when we got back and I probably fell asleep in a few minutes. And you?"

"Feeling a bit sore from all the attention. Why don't you come back to bed, Tiago's gone to get something to act as lubricant, I said he has to fuck me in the ass if he wants another session, as my cunt is too sore."

I winced at her use of the word cunt, but my prick edged upwards and gave away my excitement at the thought of seeing Tiago's dick in my wife's anus.

I got back on the bed next to her and kissed her. She responded very passionately. I could tell she was ready for more sex. I put my hand on her pussy, but she pushed it away. "Sorry, Rob, but I really am too sore."

Tiago came into the room as she pushed my hand away. "Rob, hands off, unless I give you permission. Your wife is mine this week." 

He had a bottle of conditioner in his hand. "This will do," he said. "Show me your ass, you sexy slut," he said to Anne. She rolled onto her knees and proffered her asshole to him, once more pulling her buttocks wide to reveal her anus. She looked at me sitting on the bed in front of her with my erection pointing skyward and smiled. "Hey, Tiago, while you're fucking my ass, can Rob cum in my mouth?"

"Of course he can, if it will make you happy, my little cumslut." 

"Come on, sexy, ram that thing down my throat," Anne said looking at me.

I knelt up on the bed and approached her with my dick pointing straight at her. As I approached Tiago was rubbing conditioner over his dick and pouring it liberally on my wife's asshole. She giggled and squealed as the liquid hit her body, but jumped slightly when Tiago rammed a finger into her anus. As he did I pushed my dick into her mouth, rather roughly, for me, and began fucking it. Her lips felt soft and wet. I wanted her to pleasure me like she had the men in the hotel garden.

As I pumped my dick in and out of her mouth, probing with each thrust to determine how far I could go, Tiago was beginning to feed his dick into her anus. From my position I could see the head disappear into her backside. He was being gentle and going slowly. I was being far from gentle and pumped my dick ever faster and deeper into her mouth. 

Tiago pushed half an inch more, waited and then continued. Within a minute or so, he had penetrated about six inches into my wife's rectum. Her breathing was now very heavy, whether from my pounding or Tiago's anal assault, I couldn't be sure.

Tiago seemed to have decided that six inches was sufficient and was now pumping Anne's arsehole rather vigorously. I watched his dick plunging in and out of her cherry for some time, while my own dick did the same in her mouth, but I knew that I would shoot my load very, very soon. Anne was making stifled grunts and moans, but Tiago and I seemed past caring as our orgasms approached.

Tiago began to slap her hard on the backside with both hands and was grunting very loudly calling out to his gods in Portuguese. I was oblivious to Anne and thrust my dick hard. As Tiago's thrusting became frenzied and his grunts became ever more urgent I pumped what felt like a huge load of cum into my wife's throat. I pumped and pumped, feeling it shoot several times into her mouth and throat. At the same time Tiago let out a roar and came into my wife's asshole; pumping his dick crazily into her hole. As his pumping intensified I finished my orgasm and pulled my dick from my wife's lips. A trail of thick white goo dribbled from her mouth as she let out a hysterical scream as Tiago filled her asshole with his sperm and collapsed onto the bed. Tiago's dick plopped out with a trail of cum attached. Anne pulled herself onto the bed and curled up into a ball next to me. I lay down and spooned her. Tiago climbed in on her other side. 

I think we must have all fallen asleep within seconds.

I awoke with the sun streaming through the window. Anne was next to me, Tiago was missing. I rose slowly and looked in the bathroom and on the balcony. No Tiago. It was then I spotted a note on the desk.

"Robert, Just popped into Milan for a few things. I'll be back about 2. Look after her for me. Tiago"

I checked my watch, almost ten. I decided to act. I took a shower, got dressed and went to reception to make a few phone calls avoiding the eye of any male I saw.

From the café in the lobby I bought some coffees and croissant to take back to the room, I woke Anne with a kiss and a coffee. Her naked body looked as beautiful as ever, despite the last 24 hours.

I told her she had to be up and dressed by 12, in 70 minutes from now.

"Where's Tiago," she finally asked. 

"Gone," I said. "He told me to kiss you and hoped we'd meet again in Brazil or somewhere."

She said nothing and went into the shower. Twenty minutes later she was ready with tousled hair, bright red lipstick, choker, sun dress and her new heels.

"So, what are our plans for today?" She asked excitedly.

"We are going to drive, drive and drive some more," I said enigmatically, "Until we find a quiet hotel where I can make you feel like a princess."

"Sounds good. What about your conference?"

"Fuck the conference. I discovered yesterday how much I love you and I want you to know it too."

We walked hand in hand to reception. I settled the bill and we picked up the rental car I had ordered and drove along the lakeshore road towards Bellagio. Any direction but Milan, was in my mind.

After a few miles of silence while we stared at the beautiful scenery around Lake Como, Anne turned to me.

"Am I still a hot wife?" She asked.

"What a strange question, of course you are, you'll always be my hot wife."

"Or am I just a slut?"

I pulled over, took her in my arms and kissed her. I felt her melt into my arms and kissed even more passionately.

"Have you been to Croatia?" I asked.

"Why?"

"They have tons of nudist beaches. I think we should spend a few days naked in the sun just the two of us. What do you reckon?"

"I'd love that. But before then, let's find a hotel and make love slowly and softly," she said snuggling into my arm as I pulled onto the road.

**********


Part 4: Hot Wife Dubrovnik - Masterful Control


1. Escape to Krk

We'd been driving for over six hours through three countries. Anne had slept most of the journey, except when we stopped for a coffee and a bite to eat on the Italian-Slovenian border. After that, Slovenia was just one quick blink and then we were in Croatia. Originally we had intended to drive directly down to Dubrovnik, but decided to break the journey in a little place I knew on the island of Krk, off the coast of Rijeka. At the height of summer the island is teeming with Germans, Dutch and other western Europeans who mainly come for the nudist beaches.

Now in early June it would be less crowded, but still warm enough to enjoy the sun and the outdoors in our birthday suits.

Anne and I hadn't talked about the previous day yet; she hadn't even mentioned Tiago - her hunky black lover. However, our Como adventure had made me realise how much Anne seemed to love a sexually aggressive man; how much she seemed to want to be used and abused sexually; how she thrilled at being treated exactly like a slut. I was beginning to think that perhaps deep down she truly enjoyed it. Even as I was thinking this I felt my cock stiffen although I was still feeling something like guilt for the events in Como. I wasn't really sure why, since I had experienced Anne at her most erotically liberated and if I am true to myself, that is exactly what I had been wanting. So why the horrible feeling in the pit of my stomach? And why had I made sure we were as far away from Milan and Tiago in as short a time as possible? 

Our night in Como had confirmed in my mind that there is a special emotional and erotic pleasure in being in the same room watching another man bring the love of your life to an intense, pulsating orgasm. I could experience this over and over - I was addicted -- and I really hoped we could enjoy the excitement together again soon. But deep down, I was also disgusted with myself for submitting so completely to another man; for allowing him to not only control my actions, but also allowing him be in a position to jeopardise Anne's safety.

Anne woke up as we drove over the bridge onto the island. The hotel I remembered was just past Malinska right on the beach, only about 10 or so miles from the bridge. Anne looked up and must have realised where we were from the very distinctive bridge almost a mile long connecting the mainland to the island. 

"We're almost there, aren't we," she smiled sleepily at me and put her hand on mine on the gear stick.

"Not long," I said, "About 10 miles to the hotel. It'll be dark in a couple of hours, but we can watch the sun set from the hotel terrace over a cold drink."

Anne squeezed my hand and looked out of the window at the great vistas on both sides of the bridge -- looking north back to Italy and south along the rugged coast of Croatia.

Thirty-five minutes later we were unlocking the door to our room. Unfortunately they didn't have a sea view left, but we did have a large balcony and the room was great. Anne jumped in the shower immediately while I booked a table for dinner on the terrace. As she showered, I could hear Anne singing the annoying song that had been playing in reception. 

Anne came back into the room with a towel round her body and a towel on her head, beaming with happiness. "I'm ravenous," she said. "Did you book a table? Well get a move on then," she said looking at me and indicating the bathroom with her hand. "We'll never get anything to eat at this rate."

The shower was deliciously hot. I shaved in the shower and even contemplated a bit of body shaving like Tiago, but decided to ask Anne's opinion first.

When I re-emerged from the steamy bathroom, Anne was waiting for me in her pencil skirt, corset and heels. "It's all I've got," she said. "We'll have to go into town tomorrow and get me some clothes. I can't wear these all week and my other dress is filthy. Lucky I don't have to worry about change of underwear," she giggled, kissing me on cheek as she slipped past me into the bathroom to do her hair and make-up.

The terrace was surprisingly full of diners, many of them dressed rather formally. When we told the waiter our name, he found us in his book, but asked if we minded sharing a table with another couple as the restaurant was absolutely full that evening. We looked at each other and shrugged as if to say why not and followed the waiter to an empty table almost on the beach itself. We were both famished after a day on the road and were pleased to see they had lots of local dishes. We ordered some prsut (prosciutto ham, olives and cheese) to start and a traditional Croatian peka stew for main, knowing that it would fill us up.

As our starter arrived with our local wine, a couple, probably in their late twenties, were led to our table. I knew immediately they were English - there's something about the English that just makes them so obvious - and we both smiled warmly at them as the waiter showed them to their seats.

The man was a little overweight with a slight belly under his collared shirt, probably a little less than 6 feet tall. He was also wearing shorts and sandals, but, to my surprise, no socks. He looked like a genial schoolteacher. His wife was quite short, a good four or five inches shorter than Anne who stands at 5'7". Her light brown hair was tied into a loose ponytail and she was wearing a flower-patterned summery mini-dress with a halter neck and showing a delicious cleavage. Her breasts were probably a little bigger than Anne's, a good 38 with a D or even DD cup, but because of her size, they looked enormous. Together, she and Anne were definitely the centre of attention for all the men in the room. I had great difficulty not staring at the English woman's cleavage too long.

The couple sat down in the spare seats at our table apologising profusely for having to disturb our evening. I noticed that as the man sat next to Anne, opposite me, he had difficulty not staring at my wife's rather obvious breasts. Anne smiled at them both and we offered them some of our prsut and poured some wine into the empty glasses set for the couple.

Within minutes, to my surprise, we were talking and laughing like old friends. The couple were from England, near Bristol, if I understood correctly. The man, Nick, wasn't a teacher, but a lecturer at university specialising in French and Spanish literature. His wife, Gaby, had trained as a nurse, but was now working full-time writing. She didn't explain exactly what she wrote.

As we drank more wine, Gaby particularly, became more talkative. It was the couple's first time in Croatia. They had decided to stay on Krk for a few days, so they could sample the "special" beaches they had heard so much about. Anne asked whether she meant the nudist beaches. Gaby blushed and looked at her husband as she answered Anne. 

"Well, yes. Although, I thought it might be best to try topless first. You see I've never actually been topless on a beach. I'm a bit nervous."

"I'm sure you'll love it," said Anne, "And with a body like yours," Anne indicated Gaby's voluptuous breasts, "You will be very popular. I hope you're not a jealous type," Anne continued, turning to look at Nick.

"No, he's definitely not," said Gaby on his behalf. "In fact, it's Nick that has been pestering me for years to go topless. I promised him I would before I'm thirty. Well there's only a few weeks to go until my thirtieth birthday, so it's time to flash the girls on the beach." Gaby drank down a large gulp of wine and took her husband's hand in hers. 

"Will you be here tomorrow, Anne?"

"Of course. Would you like me to come to the beach with you? I can give you moral support. I'm sure Rob too, would love to help out." Anne looked at me with a rather saucy grin.

"That would be lovely," said Gaby. "I feel less nervous already. I suppose you've been topless many times, haven't you, Anne?"

"Well, yes I have. And fully nude too. Rob loves it when I show off my body to other men -- on and off the beach." Anne said, winking at Gaby, who burst out laughing.

"That's just like Nick. He's always buying me sexy tops and miniskirts. Men are odd, aren't they?" She said and leant across to kiss her husband as she said it. 

"I think this calls for rakija all round," Rob said. Within minutes the waiters had cleared the table and left us with a bottle of rakija and four glasses. I filled everyone's glass and raised my glass. "A toast to Gaby going topless!" I said and clinked my glass first with Gaby's and then Nick's and Anne's. Everyone repeated the toast, making Gaby blush beetroot red, and knocked back the strong brandy-like liquid. I refilled everyone's glass and this time Anne made a toast: "May Nick's wishes come true!" And smiled at Nick as she clinked his glass. 

When the bottle was empty, we decided to take a walk on the beach. Even though it was almost midnight, it was still very warm. The terrace was still buzzing with activity and the waiters were scurrying like ants to fulfil everyone's orders. Despite Nick's protestations I paid the bill and put my arm round Anne as we walked as two couples to the sandy beach next to the hotel.

"Aren't they sweet," said Anne, "Just like we were all those year ago -- shy and clueless."

"I don't think you've ever been clueless," I said, "And as for shy, I remember you stripping off your bikini top within minutes of meeting me."

"You know what I mean," Anne retorted, "we need to help them in their journey. I reckon Nick might have some of your tendencies," and as she said it she put her arms round my neck and gave me a hot kiss that sent blood coursing straight to my loins. When she pulled away she hitched up her skirt and ran down to the sea's edge, urging me to follow.

I looked ahead and saw that Nick and Gaby had also stopped for a kiss. Quite a hot one too, it seemed, based on the length and Nick's hand action on Gaby's backside.

When they finished kissing, Gaby must have spotted Anne, because she kicked off her sandals and sprinted after her, her tits bouncing juicily as she ran. I walked up to Nick and we both sat on the sand watching our wives in the distance.

"Anne is very beautiful," Nick suddenly said to me. "Have you been married long?"

"Oh yes, over ten years now. And you?"

"About the same, we married very young. We knew each other at school and we've been together ever since."

"So, were you Gaby's first boyfriend?" I asked incredulously.

"No, I think she had one date when she was 14, but only me after that."

"Wow," was all I could say. "That's incredible. Haven't you ever wanted to sow some wild oats?"

"Well, not really. I've always found Gaby to be all I want."

"But aren't you curious what it would be like with another woman?"

"Of course, but I'd never do anything about it." Nick said with conviction.

Just then we heard the girls shriek. Anne had kicked off her shoes and was pulling off her skirt. She seemed to be having trouble with her corset and Gaby was helping her undo the laces. When the corset came off, she chucked it onto the beach with her other clothes and ran into the sea.

Nick's eyeballs were straining to see as much as he could as Anne's bottom disappeared under the waves.

Gaby was still standing at the edge of the water. I could hear Anne calling to her.

"Come on in, Gaby, it's really warm."

Gaby seems to ponder a while then reached behind her neck to undo the straps and dropped her dress on the beach next to Anne's clothes. She kept on her white panties and holding her breasts with one hand ran into the sea to join Anne. 

Nick and I silently watched as our wives splashed in the waves. They were giggling and screaming and seemed to be having a riotous time. From where we were sitting, we could only make out their outlines. I thought about moving closer to get a good look at Gaby's naked body, but was waiting for Nick to make the first move. Being an English gentleman, he was probably keeping his distance, I thought.

"Should we go and make sure their clothes are okay?" I asked.

Nick was up and moving down the beach before I could utter the last syllable.

We picked up our respective wife's clothes and looked out to sea where they were frolicking. Anne began to move our way calling Gaby behind her. Totally naked and with no attempt to cover herself, Anne emerged from the waves. Her nipples were stiff and erect from the cold of the water. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Nick looking keenly at her naked body.

Anne turned to urge Gaby on. Gaby rose from the water and came towards us with her hands over her breasts. I could see the dark outline of her pubic hair through her white panties. Anne grabbed Gaby's dress from Nick and helped Gaby put it on her wet body. The wet material showed the delicious outline of her breasts and her thick stiff nipples beautifully. When she had her dress on Nick went over to her and gave her a hug to help warm her up.

Anne pulled on her skirt up over her breasts. It was just long enough to hang below her buttocks. I thought she looked really cute and told her. Anne took hold of Gaby's hand when Nick finished hugging her and they ran off together towards the hotel. Nick and I could see Anne's buttocks every so often as her "dress" rode up.

Nick and I walked slowly along the beach. 

"That was hot," he said. "I never thought my wife would ever go skinny dipping like that. And I must say, your wife is really sexy. I hope you don't mind me saying..."

"Not at all," I said, "I enjoy men ogling her and so does she." Nick stopped walking for a moment. "And I can assure you," I continued, as he caught up with me again, "Anne will be a good influence. If you want to see Gaby naked on the beach, I'm sure Anne will make it happen."

Nick chuckled and said he was really looking forward to the morning for more reasons than one.

"The night's still young," I said. "Our wives seem to have disappeared into the hotel."


2. Do you dare?

We walked through the hotel bar and into the reception area, but there was no sign of our wives, so we made our way to our rooms. To our surprise we were in adjoining rooms on the first floor. We could hear our wives giggling as we approached Nick and Gaby's room. Nick knocked politely on the door, before inserting the key and opening the door.

As I entered the room behind Nick, I could see the two women sitting at a table. Anne must have borrowed a sarong from Gaby as she was wearing one tied above her breasts. Gaby had changed into a top and a skirt. On the table there was a bottle of rakija, four glasses and a wooden box. The room was bigger than ours and had two double beds, a huge balcony with the same view as our own looking inland and a huge bathroom that seemed to have not only a shower, but also a bath and two washbasins -- as far as I could see through the half-open door.

"You're just in time," cheeped Gaby. "We picked up a bottle at the bar, changed out of our wet clothes and Anne and I have decided we should play liar dice -- we normally play for drinks, but Anne suggested truth or dare might be better. Come and sit down, boys."

"Liar dice?" I looked at Anne and Gaby.

"That's right. I always have a box of liar dice with me. They're great fun in a pub. Haven't you ever played, Rob?"

"No," I said. "But, I'll try anything once." So saying I sat between Gaby and Anne at the table. Nick sat opposite me and looked wildly happy.

Gaby poured us all a drink and explained the concept. Basically, if you lost, the winner of the round could give you a truth question or a dare, loser's choice.

Gaby threw first into the box without letting anyone see and said, "Four sixes." She then passed the box to me. "Liar," I said, thinking it unlikely that she had thrown four sixes on her first throw with only five dice. I opened the box and groaned; Gaby had won.

"Truth or dare, Rob? Which is it to be," Gaby said excitedly.

"Truth." I said, looking first at Anne and turning to face Gaby.

"Mm, what can I ask you? Remember, you have to answer truthfully. No cheating."

"Of course," I said. "Anne always knows if I'm lying anyway.

"Right," said Gaby smiling at me as she downed another glass of rakija, "Do you like it when other men ogle your wife's body? Truthfully, now."

"Well," I said. "Utterly and absolutely, yes. I love it when men appreciate how beautiful and sexy Anne is."

"Thank you for you honesty, Rob. I really wasn't expecting that answer. Don't you...?" I cut her off, "Only one question per turn, methinks," I said looking around the table and threw the dice into the box.

"A pair of threes," I said passing the box to Nick. He accepted it and rolled some dice.

"Full house, threes and fives," he said with a grin and passed the box to Anne.

"Absolute crap, there's no way."

"Are you saying I'm a liar, Anne?" Nick asked with a smirk.

"You definitely are, you can't stop smirking."

Nick opened the box and showed us all the full house. Gaby clapped with delight. "Truth or dare, Anne? You lost."

"I can't believe that. Dare, I suppose."

Nick didn't hesitate. "I dare you to remove your sarong," he said with his eyes firmly on Anne.

I looked at Gaby who was taking another drink, but watching Anne intently.

"Well, if that's what you want," Anne said, and stood up. Slowly she undid the knot above her breasts and dropped the sarong at her feet and did a quick twirl, before sitting down, totally naked except for her black heels.

Anne took the box and threw the dice. "A low straight," she said and looked sheepishly downwards as she handed the box to Gaby.

Gaby accepted the box and opened it. She threw a die, possibly two and passed the box to me.

"A high straight."

"Sorry, Gaby, you're lying I said.

"Shit," said Gaby. "Anne played that well, I didn't think she would bluff so soon."

"Well, truth or dare, what's it to be?" I asked in my calmest voice.

Gaby looked at Nick for inspiration, but Nick was too busy enjoying Anne's breasts.

"Dare. But be nice," Gaby said.

"I dare you to take off your panties and give them to me." I said, looking Gaby in the eye and then turning to see Nick's broad grin.

"That's easy," said Anne. "You're too nice," she said to me, "I'd have asked her to take off her top."

Gaby stood up and put her hands under her skirt. I could hear the rustle of her panties as she pulled them down and stepped out of them. She then handed them to me with a triumphant smile on her face. I looked at Nick and then Gaby and brought the panties up to my nose and inhaled deeply, then put the panties in my pocket.

Nick smiled. Gaby looked a little taken aback.

"Don't worry, Gaby, it's a man thing," said Anne, with a raised eyebrow.

Gaby laughed and sat down again. I noticed she put her hand on Nick's and gave it a squeeze. Nick smiled at her and I saw him mouth, "I love you."

"Whose turn?" I asked. 

"Yours, of course." Anne said.

For the next few rounds Nick and I seemed to lose every time. Nick was down to his boxers and I only had my trousers and underpants on. Nick had also had to reveal that his biggest turn on would be to see his wife totally naked on the beach. 

Finally Gaby lost a round, this time to Anne. She chose dare.

Much to my surprise, Anne didn't ask Gaby to remove her top, but sent her to fetch another bottle of rakija from the bar wearing no panties under her miniskirt and no bra under her top.

I could see that Nick was getting very excited and imagined he might have an erection, but the table was blocking my view. Gaby stood up and undid her bra, then slipped it through her sleeve. The curve of her breasts looked magnificent under her top. Her nipples were slightly visible. Anne stood up (much to Nick's delight) and gave Gaby a hug before she left. 

Nick went for a toilet break while Gaby was gone. I stood up and took Anne in my arms.

"I love you, my angel," I said, and kissed her. Anne responded and pulled me closer to her body. Now I was the one with the erection problem.

We both sat down before Nick came out of the bathroom and we were all seated at the table when Gaby returned. She was panting and looked flushed.

"That was such a turn on," she said. "It was as if everyone in the bar was looking at me and could tell I had no panties and no bra on. I felt so sexy. Thank you, Anne. I enjoyed that."

"Do you want to continue, or should we call it a night, Anne asked. "It's getting a little late."

"No, no," said Gaby, "let's go on a little longer. I'm sure the next dares are going to be even more exciting than the one I just did."

Anne threw the dice and passed on the box to Nick. The box made several rounds before Nick finally lost to Gaby. Gaby laughed and dared Nick to lose his boxers. Nick surreptitiously slid his boxers off under the table. Gaby was furious. 

"That's not right, you have to let us all see," she said.

"No, no I don't, you only said to 'take them off', not 'take them off so everyone can see'", and proceeded to throw the dice.

Gaby wasn't happy and played the next round with a pout, but cheered up when she won and Anne lost.

Gaby laughed nervously and said to Anne: "I dare you to let my husband rub your tits for a minute. He's been ogling them since you took off the sarong, so I reckon it's what he wants. But you have to stand in the middle of the room where we can all see." She now poked her tongue out at Nick. I have a feeling, that Nick had fewer reservations about revealing his tackle when he was able to fondle my wife's tits.

"Okay," said Anne, "as long as you don't mind, Gaby."

Anne went and stood in the middle of the room, where we could all have a good view. Nick followed with his erection swaying in front of him. He stood in front of Anne, who took a peek at his dick and smiled at Gaby. Gaby said, "Go," and Nick took hold of my wife's delicious breasts and began kneading them.

I wasn't sure who was enjoying it more. Anne looked to be in ecstasy and Nick was watching his hands in utter disbelief.

"Stop!" Gaby said when the minute was up. Nick let go and thanked Anne. Anne said that the pleasure was all hers and they both came and sat down looking very happy and raised their glasses simultaneously to have a drink.

"Rob," Gaby said, looking at me, "Would you like to see my tits?"

"Of course, I would," I said. "I'd love to."

"Would you like to do to my tits, what Nick just did to your wife's?"

"Well..."

Without waiting for an answer Gaby whipped off her top to reveal her breasts. I thought Nick was going to come there and then, as he stared in awe at his wife.

I looked shamelessly at her big rosy nipples and licked my lips at the thought of feeling her soft tits.

"You don't have to do this, Gaby," said Anne. 

"But, I want to. I want Rob to fondle my breasts and then I'm going to go and make love to my husband, if you don't mind Anne."

"Feel free, I'm sure Rob is keen to do some fondling by the look on his face."

Gaby stood next to me and pulled my hands on to her tits. I was surprised how much bigger they felt than Anne's. The nipples were smaller and the areolae not as brown, but they were deliciously soft and warm. I squeezed and kneaded them vigorously. Gaby moaned in appreciation and grabbed my hands to make me fondle her more roughly. 

It was more like five minutes than one minute, but nobody seemed to be keeping time. When I took my hands away, I looked at Nick and recognised the look in his eye. His cock was probably rock hard under the table. 

I took Anne by the hand and began to lead her to the door. "No need," she said, and showed me the connecting door to our room. "Neat eh? And handy."

She broke free from my hand and gave Gaby a hug. The two pairs of breasts melting into each other sent my dick into overdrive. I patted Nick on the back, thanking him for the superb evening. He hardly seemed to notice, he was just staring at his wife's bare breasts. As we closed the connecting door behind us I could hear the two of them kissing. 

As soon as we were in our room, Anne flung herself onto the bed.

"Come and make love to me, now -- slowly, sensuously, lovingly," she purred seductively holding out her arms to me. I pulled off my trousers and underpants and fell into her arms. How could I resist with the feel of Gaby's tits still on my hands.

"Looks like giving Gaby a bit of tit massage has made you amorous, eh?" Anne laughed, pulling my lips to hers and kissing me hotly.

"Go gently, I'm still a bit sore from Como," she whispered into my ear as I eased my dick into her slick and welcoming pussy.


3. Amorous Shopping

I put on my sundress, even though it was a little grubby, and went down to meet Gaby for breakfast at 8. We left the boys asleep preferring to go into Rijeka on our own to shop for clothes. Men just get in the way and Gaby and I had a lot to talk about.

Gaby had already found a table when I came into the breakfast room and waved cheerfully to me as I came through the door.

"Morning, Anne, you're looking very summery this morning and rather sexy in your heels. I only put on my old sandals."

We kissed and hugged.

"I've only got heels with me and this is my only outfit apart from my corset and skirt. Hopefully I can stock up my wardrobe in Rijeka."

"Look, I'm sorry about last night, I was a little drunk," said Gaby. "I was a bit naughty asking Rob to fondle my tits like that."

"Gaby, don't be so silly, Rob loved it. How was Nick? Men can act strangely sometimes. They often say they like other men to ogle and stuff, but get really jealous when it actually happens."

"Oh no, Nick absolutely loved it. I've never seen him so turned on. He couldn't stop talking about Rob's hands all over my boobs. And, you know, he must have cum at least three times last night." Gaby half whispered across the table, touching my hand and giggling with pleasure as she confided in me about these secret little titbits.

After breakfast we jumped in our car and I drove us into Rijeka, a lovely city only half an hour or so from our hotel. We parked on the sea front and set off for the shops.

Gaby told me in the car that Rob was the only man besides her husband and her doctor to ever see or touch her breasts. I realised from this how innocent she really was and what a huge step she had taken to show her tits to Rob, let alone allow him to fondle them.

A couple of streets back from the seafront, we found a row of clothes shops and a large department store. We plumped for the department store first. Croatian women seemed to favour very stylish clothes. The women's fashion department was full of flowing summary dresses and lovely tops and skirts.  I suggested to Gaby, that she select some outfits for me, and I would select some for her. Gaby thought that would be fun and dashed off to look through the clothes on offer.

For the next half hour we both searched through the racks. I selected a number of dresses, tops and skirts as well as some very daring lingerie. Gaby too seemed to have found a number of items for me. I shouted over to her that I was going to the fitting rooms and would meet her there.

Gaby followed me in almost immediately. Luckily there was a large fitting room empty at the far end of the row and we both went in like two giggly schoolgirls.

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."

For the next hour Gaby and I had terrific fun trying on sun dresses, cocktail dresses, miniskirts, maxi skirts, tops of all shapes and necklines, occasionally popping back into the shop to change a size or colour and finally the lingerie I had chosen. I told Gaby I was going to buy all the clothes I had chosen for her and that she could wear them for Nick during their holiday in Croatia, even if she didn't want to take them back to England. I picked up the pile we had chosen to purchase and handed the other pile back to the assistant for rehanging and waltzed off to the cashier. I couldn't believe how cheap the clothes were; Croatia was still way cheaper than Italy or even Holland.

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."

Arm in arm we walked back onto the street to check out some more shops, buying some make-up and a few other odds and ends. Gaby wanted to change into the skirt and tank top outfit, so we popped into a little bar so she could change in the ladies room. I ordered a couple of gemist -- white wine and sparkling water -- and sat at the bar waiting for her. 

Gaby made her entrance a few minutes later. She had chosen the modest tank top under the blouse look, but with no bra. Her legs looked so much longer in heels and a short skirt. She had put on some of the red lipstick we had bought. She looked absolutely stunning. I gave her a wolf whistle and laughed. She burst out laughing too and came and sat next to me. I took my turn in the toilets and changed into a white boho skirt with a pastel spaghetti top and matched Gaby's lipstick.

When I came out a rather good-looking man was standing chatting to Gaby. From the look on her face she seemed to be enjoying the attention. I re-joined her at the bar in time to hear Gaby say, "Sorry, but I'm married."

The man took his leave almost immediately, but Gaby was feeling giddy from his approach. "I could get used to being chatted up by handsome young studs," she said. "It makes me feel ten years younger."

"Gaby, you talk as if you're ancient; you're not even thirty. I really have to show you a good time. Come on, drink up your gemist and we'll see if there's a beauty parlour here."

We strolled arm in arm back towards the sea front and our car. I had seen the tourist information office when we parked. Croatian men are not shy about showing their appreciation and we garnered several whistles and whispered compliments as we sauntered along the streets.

At the tourist office I found what I was looking for and we jumped into the car. Ten minutes later we were at a hotel-spa resort. Gaby was a little taken aback when I explained that we were both going for a waxing. 

A good hour later our bodies were both hairless. Gaby had never shaved her pubes, but to my surprise was keen to try out the full Brazilian, even though the beauty assistant offered other less drastic alternatives. I made sure Gaby bought a good supply of Aloe Vera gel and some Neosporin cream. I also suggested that it was best to go pantyless for at least the next 24 hours. The assistant agreed with me, saying it would prevent rubbing. She also suggested avoiding swimming for 24 hours too.

As we got back in the car, Gaby was bursting with excitement. "Nick won't recognise me when we get back. I think he'll have a heart attack. He asked me to shave down there once, a few years back, but I never did. What will he say when he finds out?"

"He'll have the biggest erection and give you the best fuck you've ever had," I said.

Gaby blushed at my words. "You're probably right, even if I wouldn't have put it exactly like that," she said with a laugh. "In fact, sitting here pantyless makes me feel very sexy, I'll probably jump on Nick when I see him.

"I reckon he'll jump on you first," I said looking at Gaby. "You really do look amazingly sexy," and squeezed her leg affectionately. She put her hand on mine and we drove like that for several minutes.

"Don't you really ever wear panties?" Gaby asked me. "Rarely now. If I do, it's only to be able to take them off in public so I can excite Rob. It never fails. You should try it..."

As we left the outskirts of Rijeka, Gaby began to get nervous. "Look, just text Nick to go find Rob," I said, "and tell them to meet us in the hotel restaurant in twenty minutes. I'm really hungry and you can make your entrance and see the astounded look on Nick's face when he sees what a hot wife he has."

So Gaby texted Nick and we chatted happily for the rest of the journey about what we could do that afternoon and in the evening. We drove south along the coast for about 10 miles and then over the bridge back onto the island, before winding our way back along the small roads to the hotel.

We decided to leave the bags in the car and go straight to the restaurant. Arm in arm we walked up the steps to the hotel entrance and then turned left into the bar. We could see our husbands sitting on the terrace with a glass of beer in front of them. Still like two giggly schoolgirls we made our way onto the terrace. The two men were so busy laughing and joking about something that they only noticed us as we neared their table. Both men jumped to their feet and pulled a chair out for their own wife. Gaby sat primly on the chair and said, "I'd love a beer, wouldn't you, Anne?"

Our husbands sat down and looked at us both in amazement, but more particularly Gaby. Nick couldn't take his eyes off his wife and Rob was definitely not unaware of her charms, as he seemed to be mesmerised by her chest.  "Bloody hell," said Nick, "you look unbelievable."

"Thank you, darling," Gaby replied with a smile. "I have a little present for you," and pulled from her handbag the panties she had removed at the beauty clinic and handed them to Nick. As she did so the waiter Rob had called over arrived to take our order and saw the panties in Nick's hand. He smiled lewdly at Nick and gave Gaby and me the once over, seemingly appreciating what he saw. 

Nick ordered four beers and asked for the menu.

This gave Nick time to compose himself and push his wife's panties into his trouser pocket.

"Aren't you...? You know..."

"No I'm not. And after lunch you'll see how naked I really am under my skirt," she said enigmatically, giving me a wink. Nick adjusted himself in his seat and moved his chair to get closer to his wife, putting his hand on her bare leg.

"Wow, you are amazing," he said looking adoringly at her.

"I can see your morning with Anne has had a rather positive influence," quipped Rob. "Your top is lovely, Gaby. It really shows off your superb tits," if you don't mind me saying.

"Thank you, Rob, not at all. Now that you've massaged my breasts, I think you have the right to compliment them, don't you Nick."

"Well, of course," said Nick, still not able to tear his eyes away from Gaby.


4. Cat Walk Climax

After we had eaten a good lunch and drunk a few more beers, Gaby suggested we go up to their room so the boys could see what other clothes we had bought that morning. Nick and Rob loved the idea and accompanied us to the car to fetch our bags before we went up to Gaby and Nick's room. 

Gaby and I were going to slip into their rather extensive bathroom and told the boys to get comfortable on the balcony while we changed into other outfits, but the boys said first they wanted to see us parade in the ones we had on. So, we just put our bags ready and tidied up our makeup, making sure our lips were bright red and our eyes smoky and exotic. Both of us were really excited, Gaby was almost shaking with anticipation.

The boys opened the balcony doors wide and created space for us to use as a catwalk from the bathroom to the balcony. They grabbed some beers from the fridge and sat side by side, comrades in voyeurdom, ready for the show.

I gave Gaby a hug and did my best catwalk strut towards the boys. I knew my boho skirt would be quite see-through and my tits jiggled as I did my walk. Both boys clapped and cheered as I stood in front of them, did a few turns, then marched back to the bathroom. 

Gaby smoothed down her skirt and made her entrance. Her skirt flounced as she walked with one hand on her waist. The boys cheered and clapped even more loudly this time. When Gaby did a twirl her skirt flew up and both boys got a quick glimpse of her bum. Gaby didn't seem to notice, but resisted calls to twirl again.

Back in the bathroom I had changed into a slinky vintage-style, black and rose coloured one-shoulder cocktail dress that Gaby had selected for me. It had a very short ruffled skirt and was tight at the waist. The bare shoulder made it very sexy. I sashayed towards the two voyeurs, twirled and came back to the bathroom with their cheers in my ears.

Gaby was still deciding what to wear. I said she should wear the miniskirt and sheer blouse, without the tank top. She gave a nervous laugh, but followed my advice.

As she stepped out of the bathroom and approached the waiting husbands, I saw Nick's mouth drop open. Rob licked his lips in anticipation. Gaby's breasts jiggled beautifully under the sheer material and were no doubt driving Nick - and my husband -- wild with lust. Gaby stood arms akimbo in front of them both, taunting them with her breasts. She then turned and walked proudly back to the bathroom. 

"My god that was exciting," she said, when she got back. "I just loved the look in their eyes. I'm all wet down there now."

"Why don't you put on your baby doll and really get them going?" I asked.

Gaby looked at me. "You really mean it, don't you? In front of your husband too?"

"Why not, he thinks you're very sexy and would love to see more of you. I'll put on the corset and thong with the stockings, if you wear the baby doll and thong."

"Oh god, I can't believe I'm doing this. You're such a bad influence. I love it."

Gaby hugged me and pulled off her clothes, before putting on the bay doll, thong and heels. The thong was almost totally sheer, so it was obvious she had a bald pussy. I put on the corset with Gaby's help and pulled on the pull-ups. My thong wasn't so sheer, but was tiny, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. 

"You go first," Gaby said. "I need some time to get up the courage."

I opened the bathroom door and stepped out. Immediately the two men began to wolf whistle and cheer. I walked towards them and did a twirl. I then turned my back to them and bent to touch my toes. They loved it. I went and sat on the bed and called to Gaby that it was her turn.

Tentatively she opened the door of the bathroom. When she stepped out, there was silence. Nick and Rob looked at her in amazement. The baby doll hung off her breasts beautifully, emphasising their shape and came down to just about mid crotch level. As she walked you could see her thong and her bare pussy. She walked up to the two men on the balcony and stood unashamedly in front of them, letting them feast on her near-naked body. 

Nick couldn't speak; he was absolutely dumbfounded. Rob looked at Gaby and said, "You are one of the sexiest women I have ever seen, thank you."

Gaby turned to look at me and blushed. "I think they like the babydoll you chose, Anne." 

"Oh, Gaby, I am so proud of you," said Nick. "Are you going to hand me your panties again, like you did in the bar?"

Gaby looked at me again. "Only if Anne does as well," she said with a giggle.

I came and stood next to her. "Why not?" And pulled my minuscule thong down and handed it to Nick. I spread my legs slightly, then turned round and bent to touch my toes again. I could hear both men gasp. I held my pose for a good twenty seconds, so they could see everything, then moved to the side to let Gaby have space.

Gaby hesitated and then moved towards Nick. She put her hands on her head and proffered her body. "You take them off," she said.

Nick looked at his wife, but didn't hesitate. He slipped his thumbs under the straps at the side and slid the flimsy article down her legs; she stepped out of them and moved back a pace.

"Oh, my god, you're absolutely bald. Oh, Gaby, you're everything a man could want. I just want to kiss your pussy, Come here."

He put out his hand, but Gaby stepped back. "Be patient, there's time. Rob, what do you think?" As she asked, she turned to face my husband so he could see her bald pussy and protruding labia.

"Stunning, absolutely stunning." Rob said with conviction.

"Do you prefer my boobs or my pussy, Rob?" She asked pulling her baby doll over her head and standing totally naked in her heels in front of my husband.

"Erm, well..." Rob stammered, "You are just very beautiful all over. Nick is a very lucky man."

I got up off the bed and walked over to Rob. "Come on, let's leave these lovebirds. Gaby wants Nick to give her a good fucking. Don't you Gaby."

"Oh god, yes I do."

She took hold of Nick's hand and pulled him up and across to the bed.

"Fuck me, Nick, fuck me, now," she said lying back on the bed and pulling Nick on top.

Rob and I slipped quietly back to our room. "I'll get my clothes later," I whispered, to nobody in particular and shut the connecting door quietly behind us.


5. Beach Beauties

It was eleven o'clock the next morning. Rob and I had taken some breakfast on our balcony and talked about our plans. I had also teased Rob about his crush on Gaby and particularly her tits. He didn't and couldn't deny it, but said he would never act upon it - unless I wanted him to. That amused me so much, but before I could make a retort, there was a polite knock on the connecting door and Gaby poked her head round.

"Anyone home?" She asked.

"Hiya, Gaby. How are you," I chirped and rushed over to give her a kiss and a hug.

"Unbelievably happy, Anne."

"So he fucked your brains out did he, then?" I asked with a little wink.

"I'm still sore. He was like a man possessed. I don't think he's ever wanted me so much in one night. I'm surprised I can still walk. He spent most of the night kissing me down below too. He said he loves how smooth it is. You're a genius Anne, how can I ever thank you."

I smiled and took her to sit next to me on the bed. 

"Look, Anne, I'm not sure what your plans are or whether I'm even making sense, but Nick and I have rented a villa for a week next month in Portugal near Estoril. Originally, I was supposed to go with Nick of course, but quite unexpectedly Nick has to do a bloody summer school and, well I wondered... What I'm trying to say is, that I would love you to come there with me. There should be plenty of room. It's near some lovely beaches, I hear. It has a pool and I'd love to spend more time with you. Please say you'll come. Please."

"If you're sure about it, I'd love to come. Rob will be working then anyway, so if you're really sure, I wouldn't want to cramp your style, if you know what I mean?"

"Oh, Anne, without you I wouldn't have any style. I'll give you all the details before Nick and I leave tomorrow. We only came to Croatia because Nick couldn't make it to Portugal with me. This trip was one of those last minute bookings. Really cheap it was. Now having met you, it was cheap at double the price. So saying Gaby hugged me and handed me my shopping bag from the day before.

"I brought you your clothes, I thought you might need them." I thanked her and said; yes I was a bit short on things to wear.

"How about you and I spend some time on the beach today. I think I should at least do some tanning before I return to rainy England. Shall I come and get you in about half an hour?

"Sounds good. I'll be ready."

Gaby slipped back into her own room and I went to tell Rob our plans. As I expected, he seemed rather pleased. I told him too, that Gaby and I were going to spend some time on the beach. That seemed to please him, but he said he would only pop down later as he had promised to go into Rijeka with Nick to look at some computer museum that was supposed to be unique. 

The beach just along from the hotel beach was an allocated nudist beach -- lucky for me since I didn't have any kind of swimming costume. When Gaby came for me, I tied a sarong I had bought in Rijeka above my tits, grabbed a towel and some suntan oil and was ready. 

The sun was high in the sky when Gaby and I walked to the beach. Gaby had also tied a sarong around herself. Gaby spotted some sun loungers on the hotel beach, but I told her there was a much better beach only a few of hundred yards further along round the point.

The day was extremely warm and by the time we found a spot we were very hot. It was only after Gaby had spread out her towel and sat down that she noticed we were on a nudist beach. 

"Anne, you devil, this is a nudist beach. I thought the women were just topless, but I just saw a man's cock."

"Well we had to come here," I said, pulling off my sarong and plonking myself down next to her, "This is my only costume."

Gaby laughed and undid her sarong too. She was wearing a fetching pink bikini, not too skimpy, but skimpy enough to attract attention, with ties at the sides on the bikini bottoms. She folded the sarong and put it down for a pillow and lay back on her back to enjoy the sun. She was rather pale, so I suggested I put some sun cream on her for protection. 

"Roll over," I said, I'll do your back first.

Gaby rolled over and I poured some cream on the small of her back. She jumped as the cold liquid hit her warm skin. I then started smoothing the cream across her back. 

"Undo the straps, so I don't get stains on your bikini," I said.

Gaby stretched round and undid her straps and pulled them off her shoulders slightly. I then continued to rub the cream up and over her shoulders and neck. With her back done I moved to her legs and smoothed cream into both, starting at her ankles and then working my way upward, being careful not to get any on her bikini bottoms.

"Roll over," I said, I'll do your front. Gaby went to retie her top, but I told her there was no need, she could do that when I had finished.

Gaby accepted my words and turned over, holding her bikini top over her breasts as she did.

I now smoothed the sun cream on both her feet and then up her legs and over her thighs, massaging her gently. When I had done both legs up to her bikini line, I poured some cream liberally over her tummy.

"Oh, that's cold," she squealed.

I now rubbed the cream into her stomach and down the sides of her body. I poured on some more cream and began moving up to her chest. I now had one hand under each breast.

"Lift up your top a second so I can finish you off." I tried to make it nothing special.

"Gaby hesitated a few moments and turned to see if anyone was looking, but we were quite a way from the nearest couple. "Do I really need any?" I gave her a look and so she lifted off her bikini top, pulling the strap off one arm to make it easier. Her luxurious breasts were now ready for the sun cream. 

Gaby lay back with her eyes closed as my hands moved in unison over her breasts, first at the sides and then up and over her nipples, spreading the sun cream as I went. With my first pass over her nipples she let out a slight whimper and sighed deeply.

I poured some cream directly onto her nipples making her jump in shock again and smoothed it in slowly, letting my hands enjoy her soft boobs. When I had totally covered her breasts in sun cream, I continued up her chest to her neck and then down one arm to her hand rubbing and massaging as I went. I then casually pulled the bikini strap from her other arm without resistance and rubbed cream into that arm and hand too. When I had finished, I stuffed her bikini top in my bag and sat down next to her.

Gaby rose slightly looking for her top.

"Where is it? You really are awful."

"Gaby, everyone's naked here and you're probably one of those with the most desirable body, so you don't need it. Why don't you take off the bikini bottoms too?"

"One step at a time, I think. I'm still not sure about my top, but let's see how we go."

She lay back down on her towel and shut her eyes. I leaned over and gave her a kiss on the cheek. "Thank you," I said. 

"For what," Gaby asked, opening her eyes to look at me.

"For being my friend and for inviting me to Portugal." I said simply, "And for letting me rub sun cream on you."

Gaby smiled at me and took my hand in hers, "Anne, I hope you don't mind me asking. I mean, it doesn't matter to me, but I just wondered. Are you secretly gay?"

I tried to keep a straight face, but had to laugh. "No, Gaby, I'm not gay. I could possibly be slightly bi-sexual, but I'm not sure. If you're referring to the sun cream, I have to admit I enjoyed rubbing it on you and will do it again any time you want, but it doesn't make me gay. I love men, but I do look at beautiful, sexy women like you and get certain urges. One day I might act on one of my urges."

"So, you find me sexy, do you?"

"Of course, you are very sexy. Does it bother you?"

"No, I'm very flattered. I've just never known anyone who is so open about nudity, sex and stuff and I'm feeling a bit overwhelmed. Nick is always trying to make me do things and until now I've always been very reluctant."

"Like what?" I asked, moving slightly closer to her.

"Well, the pube-shaving, for one. Now I've done it, I don't understand why I refused for so long. And he wants me to dress sluttily, showing off my body to other men. His biggest fantasy, oh I shouldn't tell you this, it's embarrassing,"

"I'm sure it's not as bad as Rob's fantasies. Go on, I won't tell."

"Well, he wants me to go dogging."

"Dogging? Is that where you make out with strangers in secluded car parks?"

"That's it. It doesn't appeal to me at all. But Nick wants to see me fondled and ravaged by a total stranger, it seems. Men are really odd, aren't they?"

"Would you sleep with another man?"

"I've only ever been with Nick, so of course I'm curious. But, the thought of a stranger leaves me cold."

"What about Rob?"

"Your Rob? I wouldn't do that, he's your husband."

"What if I said it was fine with me."

"But..."

"Gaby, listen, I'm only interested in your pleasure. I can see you're curious about pushing your sexual boundaries and I can see you love Nick and would like to please him. I also know that Rob finds you very attractive and no doubt would do anything to get into your pants and get his hands on your tits again." Gaby giggled, no doubt thinking back to the previous evening.

I went on, "Nick wants to see you do it with someone else. So we have a perfect fit. You find out what sex is like with someone else. Nick gets off on it. I make my friend and my husband very happy."

"That sounds easy on paper, but won't it cause a rift between us. You might not feel the same when I've been to bed with your husband."

"Well, I'll go to bed with yours too and then we're both even. How's that?" 

"I'm sure Nick would jump at the chance. He can't keep his eyes off your body. You know, the thought doesn't even make me feel jealous. I kind of feel I am in control, do you know what I mean?"

"Gaby, we are in control. Our husbands think we are fulfilling their desires and fetishes, when in fact we are merely taking our pleasures where we desire them most."

"Are we really going to swap husbands for a night?"

"Only if you're comfortable with it."

"I have to say, I'm getting rather hot between the legs at the thought of this."

"Me too," I said, "feel." I took hold of Gaby's hand and pushed it between my legs where my lips were no doubt slick and wet.

"Oh god, Anne, I've never felt another woman before. You are so wet."

Gaby kept her hand between my legs for several seconds, moving her finger softly against my labia. When she removed her hand, I took her fingers in my mouth and sucked them. Gaby moaned deep in her chest as I did it.

"Anne, you certainly know how to arouse me. I have a flood between my legs."

"Take off your bikini bottoms and let me see." I said. I'll sit between your legs so no one can see except me.

She pulled her knees up I went and sat between her legs and undid the ties. Gaby looked around again to make sure, but let me pull the bikini bottoms off her pussy. With her legs slightly apart because of my presence, I could see how juicy and wet her labia were. Her pussy lips were meaty and brown, protruding quite visibly, unlike mine that were almost hidden inside. Gaby watched me admiring her pussy.

"I'm wet aren't I? Now that I'm bare down there you can easily tell." Gaby laughed. "I should probably put sun cream there too and on my bum." So saying she handed me the bottle, smiling at me.

I was quite surprised at her words, but very happy to oblige. I poured some of the cream on my hand and began to smooth it in to her very white groin area. My hand touched the folds of her labia several times as I massaged the sun cream in, causing Gaby's breathing to accelerate.

"Over you go," I said when I had made several passes across her mound and puffy lips. Gaby flipped onto her front and I proceeded to rub cream into her white bottom, kneading and massaging at the same time.

"That feels wonderful. Thank you. Could you tie up my bikini bottom again, I thought I could do it, but I'm not quite ready for full public nudity. Is that all right? I promise I'll get there one day."

"Anything's all right. You're in charge."

Gaby rolled back onto her back and I tied up the strings.

When I sat back down on my towel, Gaby took hold of my hand. "If I make love with Rob, will you be in the room too?"

"Do you want me there?"

"Well, I was thinking, we have two beds in our room; you and Nick could be in one and Rob and I in the other. That might make it feel less like cheating -- yes I know, I'm still a prude, but you know what I mean."

"Do you really want to do this?" I looked her in the eye.

"I'd like to see what it's like to have another man and I like Rob. I'll also make Nick so very happy. So yes, let's do it tonight. Can we?"

I told her I would engineer things to make it look natural and that she should go with the flow. I also said that at any time she was uncomfortable or wanted to stop, she had to say so immediately as the last thing I wanted to do was hurt her.

"Come on, let's go have a dip, we need to cool down." I said.

I pulled her up and we ran hand-in-hand into the rather cold sea. It was only when we were in the sea that Gaby remembered she was topless and ducked down in the water to cover up her tits. 

"Oh my god, people could see my boobs as we ran down the beach."

"Mine too," I said. "Nobody cares. Look I said, pointing to the beach, everyone's totally naked. Even the men are flopping about."

Gaby laughed. "Especially him over there," she said pointing out a sun-tanned Scandinavian, "he's huge."

After cooling down we headed back up the beach and decided to get back to the hotel and have a late lunch sent up to the room. 


6. Who's Who?

We sat on Gaby's balcony, sipped our wine and enjoyed the several plates of Croatian starters we had ordered. Gaby changed into her skirt and tank top, I just kept my sarong on.

The boys didn't get back until well after six. Apparently the computer museum was brilliant and so was a bar they'd discovered in the old town where they'd eaten a massive meal and sampled several different Croatian beers. They were both in a jovial mood and both men kissed the two of us as they joined us on the balcony.

"Gaby, why don't you go with Rob to the bar and pick up another couple of bottles of this stuff," I said pointing at the bottle. "It'll be much quicker than ordering it through room service."

Gaby stood up and took Rob by the hand. "Be good," she said and led him out of the door.

"Nick," I said, "I'll get straight to the point before they get back," he looked at me questioningly. "I understand you want to see another man fuck Gaby."

"Erm, well..." 

"It's not a problem, Rob has the same fantasy."

"He does?"

"Yes, he does. So, would you like it to happen today?"

"Today? How?"

"We will play a little game and if things go as planned, your fantasy will come true, with Rob. Would that be okay?"

"That would be wonderful. I'd always thought it would be a stranger, but Rob is great. I doubt Gaby will go for it. 

"Nick, she let him feel her boobs yesterday. I think she may me more open to this than you imagine."

"You're right, you know. If you can make it happen, I would be in ecstasy. But wouldn't you mind?"

"Don't worry about me. Rob and I have a very fluid relationship."

At that moment Gaby and Rob stepped back into the room. 

"You were quick," I laughed, "You didn't give Nick and me time to even get undressed."

Nick blushed and Gaby gave me a wink.

We sat round the table and drank a few glasses of wine, before I suggested we play a little game.

"What sort of game," they all asked almost simultaneously.

"A guessing game." I said, enigmatically. "Gaby go lie on one of the beds and put on this sleeping mask as a blindfold." I said, handing her a sleeping mask from the bedside table.

"Either bed?"

"Either one, it doesn't matter."

Gaby kicked off her sandals and lay on the bed nearest the balcony.

"Now boys, here's how it will work. Gaby will have to guess from touch and sound alone, which one of us is which. If she gets all three right she wins the round; if she gets any wrong she has to pay a forfeit. We'll play the best of ten rounds."

"What do I win," Gaby asked, "if I win?"

"The boys and I will treat you to a day at the best spa we can find.

"Sounds good. But the forfeits won't be difficult will they?"

"I promise, nothing you won't like." I said.

"Is everything clear?"

"I suppose so," said Rob, "I'm sure we'll get the hang of it very quickly."

"I'm sure you will," I said, "And remember, if at any time anyone wants to stop, we'll all respect that and stop, agreed?" Everyone agreed so it was time to start.

"Round one," I proclaimed, "Striking a glass means start, the second strike means stop. Using only one hand Gaby has to recognise each of us by touching one finger. Thirty seconds per finger."

Everyone laughed. 

"That shouldn't be too difficult," said Gaby, "Let's get started."

I put my finger to my lips to indicate to the men to keep quiet and motioned to Nick to put his finger in Gaby's hand.

I struck the glass. Gaby felt up and down Nick's finger. 'Ching' and Nick pulled away his finger. I then put my finger in her hand. Finally she felt Rob's finger.

"Okay Gaby, did you recognise us?"

"I think so, but it was harder than I expected. Anne number two and I'd have to say Rob first, Nick last."

Nick and Rob burst out laughing. "I don't believe it," said Nick, "Wrong!"

"What?" said Gaby. "No way."

"Yep," I said, "Nick first, Rob last. Forfeit time. You have to take off a piece of clothing."

Nick and Rob looked at each other and smiled. Gaby gulped and said, "Really? Don't my sandals count that I just took off?"

"Sorry, Gaby, no. Nick, why don't you help her off with her skirt."

Gaby lifted herself off the bed and undid the skirt allowing Nick to pull it off her legs. Gaby's white panties were opaque, but her labia were obvious beneath the flimsy cotton.

"Round two," I said. "Using only one finger, Gaby has to recognise each of us from our lips. Thirty second limit. Hold up your finger, Gaby."

Gaby held out her forefinger of her right hand. I clinked the glass, licked my lips and leant forward to let her feel my lips. After thirty seconds Nick made the sound and took my place followed by Rob.

"Now I'm beginning to get nervous. That seemed easy, but so did the first round. Anyway, I reckon, Anne, Nick, Rob."

"Spot on," I said. "One round each." To a background of disappointed groans from the two men.

"Round three," I said, moving on quickly. "Using only your lips and tongue Gaby, you have to recognise each of us from our forefinger. Thirty second limit. Here comes the first finger, Gaby." The glass sounded and Rob put his finger in Gaby's mouth.

Gaby sucked on it and felt along it with her tongue. Rob had difficulty in keeping quiet.

Nick then put his forefinger in Gaby's mouth. She sucked and licked once again. And finally I put my finger in her mouth. Her lips were soft as they enveloped my finger. Her tongue flicked delicately along its length finger and then the chime sounded and I pulled my finger out.

"That was really difficult. I'm really not sure."

"We need your answer, Gaby," Nick said almost jumping with excitement.

"Rob, Anne, Nick, I think, no hang on, Rob, Nick, Anne. No, no, Rob, Anne, Nick."

"Is that your answer, Rob, Anne, Nick?" I asked.

"Yes, yes that's my answer."

The cheers from our husbands gave away how wrong she was.

"Another piece of clothing, Gaby, please."

Gaby sat up. "I'll help you," her husband said and pulled her tank top up and over her head releasing her braless tits.

Gaby lay back down and put her arms by her side. Both men had their eyes transfixed on Gaby's bare breasts.

"Ready for round four, Gaby," I asked. "Make it easy she said, I've only got my panties left".

"So, round four. You can sit on the edge of the bed for this Gaby." I said and helped her to shuffle to the edge. She put her feet on the floor and looked in my direction.

"Using only one hand, Gaby, you have to recognise each of us from our bottom. 30 second limit. Hold up the hand you want to use, Gaby." 

Gaby put out her right hand. I motioned to Rob to drop his trousers and underpants. He had them off in 10 seconds and was pointing his bare buttocks at Gaby as I chinked the glass.

Gaby squeezed and rubbed her hand over both of Rob's buttocks. She then did the same with Nick's and then mine. She couldn't keep the smile off her face as she fondled each of us.

"That was fun," she said, when it was over. Very easy, I reckon. "Rob, Nick, Anne. Nick is much hairier than Rob, it seems."

"Are you sure that wasn't me?" I laughed. "Yes, you are absolutely right. Two rounds each."

"Round five, Gaby. Stay where you are. This is similar to round four, but this time, using both your hands you have to recognise each of us from our chest. Thirty second limit. Hold up the hands, Gaby." 

"I know I'll get one right," she chuckled.

Rob and Nick slipped off their shirts and now stood totally naked in front of Gaby. Nick knelt in front of her and at the sound of the glass Gaby fondled his chest. Rob took his place and finally, I dropped my sarong and knelt in front of her. My nipples hardened at the first touch of her hands and I could feel my pussy getting wet as she squeezed my tits gently. Regretfully I had to move away when Rob sounded the glass.

"That was really nice," Gaby said, even more fun than the last round, and even easier. "Nick, Rob, Anne. Rob has hardly any hair on his chest. Do you shave it off Rob?" 

"Sometimes," Rob said, but I've never been very hirsute.

"So, Gaby leads three rounds to two at the half-way stage. Round six. This round is slightly different. We are going to touch you, Gaby, and you have to guess who of us it is." 

Gaby let out an 'oh' of surprise and the men looked at each other. 

"Lie back down on the bed Gaby, so we can get closer to you, and put your hands behind your head." I ordered.

Gaby shuffled back and put her head on the pillow with her hands behind it.

"Now, each of us in turn will kiss and suck one of your nipples for one minute. As always, at the end you have to guess the order. Ready Gaby?"

"Oh, wow, I'm already feeling butterflies for this one."

Rob chinked the glass and I took her left nipple between my lips. Gaby gasped in shock at my first touch. I flicked and sucked on her delicious nipple in the way I like it done to me, biting it gently at times. The glass sounded and I had to stop. 

"Oh god, that was wonderful, I didn't want you to stop."

The glass sounded and Nick went to work on the right nipple. Gaby gasped again at the first touch and made gurgling sounds as Nick licked, sucked and pulled on Gaby's erect nipple. Once more the glass sounded and Gaby groaned. Rob got into position and at the sound of the bell sucked a large mouthful of Gaby's breast into his mouth and seemed to be flicking the nipple with his tongue. Gaby was arching her back and moaning openly now.

At the sound of the glass, Rob dropped Gaby's nipple with a plop and Gaby sighed deeply.

"That was wonderful. Absolutely wonderful. I didn't want you to stop, any of you. I have absolutely no idea who was who. I'll say Rob, Nick, Anne. Am I right?"

"Sorry, Gaby. It was Anne, Nick, Rob. Who would like to pull off Gaby's panties?" I enquired teasingly of the two naked men standing next to me.

"You do it, Rob," said Nick, "I've always wanted to watch a man take off Gaby's panties."

Rob didn't need asking twice. He put a hand on either side of Gaby's hips and pulled her panties down and off. Her meaty labia were puffy and red for all of us to see, even though her legs were close together. She said nothing as we gazed at her body.

"You are so sexy," Rob said. "Really beautiful," I said. "I love you, my darling," said Nick and bent down to kiss her on the mouth.

"Time to sit up again, Gaby."

She sat up and shuffled to the end of the bed again.

"With the score three all, there is everything to play for.  For round seven, using your hands you have to recognise each of us from our genitals. Thirty second limit."

"Oh god," said Gaby. "Really?" 

"Yes," I said, "Hold up your hands, here's the first" and as the glass clinked Nick put his now erect dick between her hands.

Gaby jumped a little with the first touch, but then began running her hands along the shaft, feeling Nick's balls and rubbing her finger around the glans catching the pre-cum on her fingertips.

"This is so erotic," Gaby said. "My pussy is aching."

The sound of the glass came too soon for Nick who stepped back to allow Rob space. Nick watched intently as his wife's hands ran along the shaft of Rob's erection. 'Both men are similar in size, so Gaby could have problems,' I thought.

Rob was trying not to make a sound as Gaby cupped his balls and rubbed the pre-cum into the glans as she had done for Nick. I sounded the glass and took my place.

"I wonder who this is," Gaby said, running her finger along my rather wet slit. I shuddered slightly when she came into contact with my clit and gasped when she pushed a finger - or possibly two - deep into me. I was also disappointed when the glass sounded. Gaby looked in my direction and put the two fingers that she had pushed into me into her mouth and sucked my juices off.

"You are such a tease, I said. I bent down and kissed her on the lips and said, "Thank you."

"Well," Gaby said. "A very enjoyable round, but I think I win again. Nick, Rob, Anne. I'm right aren't I?"

"Indeed you are," I said, "And you lead four-three with three rounds left."

"Lie back on the bed again, Gaby, this is another round where we touch you."

Gaby shuffled back, put her head on the pillow with her hands behind her head again, and her legs out straight.

I decided to make the explanation quick and get the action started. "For this round, each of us in turn will kiss and suck your pussy for one minute. As always at the end you have to guess the order. Open your legs wide Gaby, here's number one" 

Nick and Rob's faces were a picture, when I explained the round. Gaby didn't even hesitate to open her legs. I sounded the glass and Nick dived in.

Nick sucked and slurped the pussy he knew so well with total relish. Gaby seemed to be in ecstasy. She was making loud moaning sounds and saying, "Yes, oh, yes, yes, oh god yes."

The chink of the glass meant Nick had to move aside. Reluctantly he rose from the bed, his mouth all wet from Gaby's juices. I saw his dick twitch as he watched Rob place his tongue on his wife's wet cunt.

Rob seemed to be licking and sucking Gaby slowly and teasingly. She was now arching her back and still crying out in pleasure. When Rob had to pull away, Gaby cried out, "No, no, I was about to cum, you are so cruel. Next, please, next."

Nick hit the glass and I plunged between Gaby's thighs. Knowing that she was about to cum I poked my tongue into her folds then circled round her clit, before sucking her clit into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue. Gaby shuddered and screamed in orgasm as the Nick hit the glass. 

Even after I had pulled away, Gaby's body continued to shudder on the bed as her breathing began to return to normal.

The three of us watched her beautiful body enjoy the orgasm, but none of us broke the rules of the game, even though the game was almost irrelevant now.

"Oh my god, that was wonderful, thank you so much."

"And the order?"

"Haven't a clue and really couldn't care less, but probably, Nick, Rob, Anne."

"You're right again. We have to win the last two or the spa day is yours. Are you ready for more?"

"If it's anything like the last, you bet I am."

Gaby was still lying splayed on the bed. Her pussy lips were bright red and puffy from the orgasm. Rob and Nick, even me; we couldn't take our eyes off her wet, red, slit.

"Sorry, Gaby, you have to sit up again," I said.

Obediently she pulled herself to the edge of the bed, ready for round nine.

"Round nine, Gaby. This is similar a previous round, but this time using only your lips and tongue you have to recognise each of us from our genitals. Sixty second limit. Ready Gaby?"  

The glass sounded and without giving Gaby a chance to reply a very willing Rob slipped his dick between Gaby's soft lips.

Gaby reacted well and took the end of Rob's dick into her mouth and moved in and out, before deciding to lick up and down the shaft. She then took the head back into her mouth and tried to take as much as she could of Rob's cock, before pulling away again. As she plunged along his cock again the glass sounded and Rob obediently and silently pulled away.

This was the first time I had ever watched Rob with another woman. I didn't feel jealous, but there were little insecurities at the back of my mind. I focused on the moment and watched as Nick began to take pleasure from his wife's mouth.

Surprisingly, Nick was more aggressive than Rob. He exerted more control and face-fucked Gaby for the full minute. I even though he might cum, but he held off and the glass sounded.

"Anne," Gaby said, "This is a wicked game, I've haven't had so much fun for years. Come on, your turn. Let me suck your 'dick'." She chuckled.

I moved in front of her. As our position was difficult, Gaby slipped off the bed and knelt between my legs and was able to reach my more-than-willing cunt. She pulled my bare pussy lips close to her, licked me and pushed her tongue inside me and sucked on my clit in a frenzied sixty seconds that went by in a flash. The sound of the glass came much to quickly.

"Nick, Rob, Anne," Gaby said confidently as she shuffled back onto the bed.

"Really? Well, we won that round. Final round, five -- four to you, Gaby.

"But Nick never goes so roughly. I was sure it must be Rob. Oh well. What has your devious mind got in store for us now?"

"On your knees on the bed, Gaby, facing away from us." 

Gaby complied and I put my hand on her back and pushed her face towards the bed. She quickly realised what I was doing and presented her ass to our husbands.

"Rob's going to fuck me, isn't he?" She stated. "You know, I'd rather be on my back without a blindfold, if I may. I want to make the most of it. Please Anne." 

"Is that okay, Nick?" I asked rather inanely. 

"Oh shit, yes," Nick said, moving to the side of the bed for a ringside seat.

Gaby pulled off the blindfold, rolled over, shimmied up the bed a little and spread her legs wide showing Rob and me her eager cunt. She looked at her husband kneeling next to the bed and smiled at him, then looked up at me, before putting out her arms to welcome Rob between her legs.

Rob looked at me as if for permission.

"You know you want to," I said, "And Nick wants you to, don't you Nick?" 

"Oh god, yes," said Nick.

"And Gaby can't wait to feel your hot cum spurting inside her, so go for it." I looked at Gaby and saw the lust on her face as she looked towards Rob's rampant erection.

Rob moved onto the bed and was drawn into Gaby's consenting arms. She pulled Rob to her and they kissed passionately. I moved next to Nick as Rob and Gaby were lost in their lust. Nick had his hand on his dick and was pumping it slowly. His eyes were glued to his wife's face, it seemed, and watching how her tongue was darting into Rob's mouth.

Rob's hands moved up to grab Gaby's ample breasts. As he kneaded and pulled at them Gaby moaned deep within her body. Gaby's right hand went between her legs and felt for Rob's cock. When she found it, she moved it into position by her wet and willing hole. They continued to kiss and Rob was still manhandling her tits when suddenly he slammed his dick deep into Gaby's cunt. 

Gaby screamed loudly in surprise and ecstasy. I caught my breath in shock and then felt Nick's hot cum spurt over my leg. Seeing another man enter his wife had been too much. I leaned over to him and kissed him on the mouth, taking his spent dick in my hand and pumping out the last drops of spunk. Nick kissed me back eagerly and grabbed one of my tits with his hand. 

I broke off the kiss and turned my attention back to my husband plunging in and out of Gaby. Rob was still grabbing her tits roughly, but their kiss had ended and Rob was using his full weight to thrust his dick forcefully into her. Both of them were grunting loudly. I recognised Rob's pre-orgasm sounds and could see that Gaby was very near to her own orgasm and was pulling Rob's bottom to make him go deeper into her.

Gaby's scream of ecstasy began deep in her abdomen below her breasts and I felt it rise and crescendo before she flung back her head and yelled out "yes" at least a dozen times, as Rob thrust deep into her and grunted wildly with pleasure, emptying his balls into a woman in front of me for the first time. Rob's thrusts slowed and eventually he collapsed onto Gaby who took his face into her hands and kissed him, saying, "Thank you, thank you, thank you," over and over. 

Nick and I were speechless. I still had his cock in my hand -- it had become erect again -- and he was still mauling my tit, but our focus was on the sweaty couple on the bed. Gaby looked at Nick and mouthed "I love you," and then looked at me and mouthed the same, followed by "Thank you."

I stood up and Nick stood up with me. I kissed him on the lips and said, "I need your cock in me now," and led him to the other bed.

We fell on the bed and Nick's cock was in me immediately. I was so excited I knew it would only be seconds before I came. Nick thrust madly into me and I could feel my orgasm begin to surge from my pussy, up my spine and into my head. When the first spurt of cum hit my uterus I let out a huge orgasmic scream and thrashed about in sheer pleasure. Nick hung on for dear life and I could feel his thrusts deep inside me as he grunted and growled with his climax filling up my cunt.

When Nick rolled off, I looked over to see Gaby and Rob smiling at us, happy in our pleasure. Rob got off the bed and came and stood at the foot of the bed. I opened my legs wide so he could see Nick's creamy deposit trickling from my cunt.

"Does that look good, Rob?" I asked coyly. 

"God, yes," he said. "I love watching another man's cum dribbling out of you. Nick, go and look at Gaby's cunt, then you'll understand what I mean."

Nick went and stood between Gaby's splayed legs. "Fuck me, that is awesome," he said looking at Rob and then at Gaby. no doubt seeing Rob's spunk dribbling down Gaby's crack.

"Can I?" Rob asked me.

I knew what he wanted and moved over so he could lie down on the bed with his feet at the pillow end. When he was ready, with both Gaby and Nick looking on in amazement, I straddled his face so that his tongue and lips could enjoy my cunt and the thick juices it contained. Rob began slurping and swallowing Nick's cum with relish.

I looked over at Gaby. "You'll love it," I said. "Nick, get on the bed like Rob."

Almost reluctantly, Nick lay down like Rob. As his wife straddled him, I saw him look up at her cunt lips as they approached his mouth. Gaby was looking at me as her labia made contact and Nick's lips and tongue must have got the first taste of another man's spunk. 

I worked myself up and down Rob's mouth, showing Gaby what to do, and bringing myself close to another orgasm. Gaby was doing the same making her tits bounce erotically. Nick wasn't complaining as Gaby flexed her cunt muscles and deposited globules of Rob's cum into her husband's mouth. As our husbands swallowed and licked, Gaby and I both began to breathe heavily. My movements became more hurried as did Gaby's. Gaby grabbed hold of her nipples and pulled hard, Within seconds of each other, we howled our climaxes; frantically rubbing our slits and clits along the mouth and tongue of the man between our legs.

We both stepped off our husband and fell into each other arms laughing. The men were both drained, lying prone on the beds. Their faces were covered in spunk and cunt juice. I kissed Gaby on the lips and told her she was magnificent. We hugged affectionately. 

"Why don't we get ready and go down to the bar for a bit of fun, while these two sleep off their exertions?" I suggested. 

Gaby's eyes lit up. "I'd love to."

"Will you wear your sheer blouse without a tank top for me?" I asked.

"Only if you wear your corset and pencil skirt that I first saw you wearing."

"It's a deal. See you downstairs in, what? 15 minutes? Twenty? Okay then, half an hour."

I pulled the duvet over Rob and Gaby did the same for Nick. They were both snoring already.


7. Croatian Night Life

Thirty minutes later I was standing in the hotel lobby waiting for Gaby. I had put on the corset and pencil skirt as she had requested as well as my three-inch heels and bright red lipstick with the smoky eye look again. My breasts were bursting out of the top of my corset and my skirt was like a second skin. I had already had several leery looks from various men -- but then wearing clothes like these, what more could I expect.

Gaby emerged from the staircase in her pleated miniskirt, sheer blouse and heels higher than mine. She had also gone for bright red lipstick, but used less kohl on the eyes. Her hair was in a loose bun. She looked absolutely gorgeous. Her breasts jiggled seductively beneath the sheer blouse, giving a subtle hint of areolae and form. I whistled as she approached.

"You don't look too bad yourself," she said, giving me an air kiss and a tight hug. "And you'll never guess what?" she leaned close to whisper in my ear, "I'm not wearing anything under my skirt," and giggled with pleasure.

"I'm really a bad influence, aren't I?" I replied, "I am absolutely thrilled you did that and hugged her again. Are you hungry? Or should we just hit the bar? It sounds like there's a dance on tonight too."

"Let's have a drink and see how we feel," she said. "Oh, and they were both fast asleep when I left. Poor luvvies must have had a busy day," she said making a comic face.

When we had fetched a drink at the bar, we went and sat in a little alcove just along from the terrace where we could see the dance floor. We took a few sips of our cocktails and burst into laughter as we looked at each other.

"I'm sure everyone knows I just let another man cum in me." Gaby said sotto voce to me as she held on to my hand. "It felt absolutely unbelievable. I can't believe I've waited all this time to experience such an intense orgasm. And, Anne, when you told me to sit on Nick's face, I almost died, but it felt so good. The idea of another man's cum dribbling into my husband's mouth would have been disgusting yesterday, but now I've done it, I just want to do it again."

I smiled at her and squeezed her hand. I had an urge to lean over and kiss her, she was so sweet and cute. So I told her.

"Gaby, I have a tremendous urge to kiss you. I don't mean a chaste friendship kiss, I mean a full-blown passionate kiss with tongues."

She looked at me and moved her face towards me. Before we could make contact, two men slipped into our alcove and sat down.

"Dobra večer, lijepe dame," one of them said. 

"Dobra večer," I replied, not understudying the other two words, but recognising 'Good Evening'.

"Sorry lads, we don't speak the local lingo," Gaby said.

"Not a problem," he said, "we love to practice our English. Let me get you another drink," and within half a minute a waiter had brought us another cocktail each.

They were both in their early twenties and studied in Rijeka, but lived in a local village. For the next couple of hours they made us laugh, danced with us in turn and kept plying us with drinks and small plates of nibbles. They were very polite and gentlemanly, but did enjoy holding our bottoms and pulling us close when we danced. Gaby was loving the attention.

"Did you feel the size of Nadan's you-know-what?" Gaby whispered to me. "When he pulled me close in that last dance, I almost fainted."

"Petar's is quite a size too," I whispered back, laughing. 

The boys laughed along with us, even though they hadn't heard our conversation. Suddenly the lights flashed three times and a slow dance began.

"Last dance," Nadan said, grabbing Gaby's hand and pulling her to the dance floor. Petar grabbed mine and I followed behind.

We danced next to Gaby and Nadan. Nadan had pulled Gaby very close and had one hand on her bottom and his other was moving up her back. As it reached her head he pulled her lips close to his and kissed her. Gaby kissed him back.

Petar wasn't so brash, so I asked him if he wanted to kiss me. Not waiting for his answer, I kissed him. His tongue forced its way into my mouth and I could feel his erection grow in his trousers. I put my hand on his balls and ran my fingers up his shaft through his trousers. His kiss intensified and he pulled me closer.

When the music ended, the boys led us both onto the terrace and suggested a walk on the beach.

The night was quite warm, so Gaby looked at me and said, "Why not?"

Nadan put his arm round Gaby and they led the way.

We walked for about ten minutes until we came to an area with sand dunes. Gaby and Nadan were about fifty yards in front and disappeared behind one of the dunes. Petar and I followed after them.

As we rounded the dune and Gaby and Nadan came into view, I could see that Gaby was already on her knees with Nadan's cock in her mouth. Petar stopped when he saw them and turned to look at me, as if to say, "Will you do the same for me?"

I grabbed his hand and ran over to near where Gaby and Nadan were having their fun. I pulled up my skirt and lay back in the sand.

"Come here, Petar," I said, "I want to take back a creamy present for my husband. Come and fuck me"

Gaby heard me and immediately came and lay down next to me pulling up her skirt to reveal her bare cunt. "Me too, Nadan, come and fuck me."

The boys must have thought all their Christmases had come at once. Petar pulled off his trousers and dived between my legs. Nadan's trousers were already round his ankles, so he waddled over to Gaby and almost fell on top of her. Both boys went at their task with great energy and gusto. 

Almost as soon as Petar put his cock in me he began to grunt and squeal. Within sixty seconds he had filled my cunt with copious amounts of hot, thick cum. I could feel it spurt against my cunt walls and it just kept on spurting and spurting. When Petar pulled out, I put my hand over my slit to make sure I kept as much in as possible and sat up to better see Gaby.

Nadan lasted longer than Petar, but not much. I watched as he thrust into Gaby's compliant body. He was mauling her tits under her blouse and calling out words in Croatian. When he came the spurts of cum must have set Gaby off, because she climaxed a little after when his thrusts began to lessen. I watched with pleasure as Gaby's face contorted as she had another orgasm. 

When I turned back to see where Petar was, having been lost in Gaby's pleasures, he was standing behind me with his erect dick at head level, right in front of my mouth. His intentions were obvious. I closed my lips around his dick. I tasted myself and his cum and let him fuck my mouth. I knew he wouldn't last long, even after ejaculating so recently. I could already feel his ball tightening in my hands.

As Petar realised I was quite willing to let him use my mouth like a cunt, he pushed his dick deeper and faster as far as he could. His grunts were getting more rapid and louder and, then, I felt the first spray of semen on the back of my throat, followed soon after by another bigger load. I braced myself for the next massive spurt and I wasn't mistaken. My mouth was flooded. I swallowed what I could, but Petar kept on pumping his dick and more of his thick cum spurted into my mouth. He must have ejaculated six or seven times. Semen was running down my chin and I was still swallowing what I could. Petar pulled his dick from my mouth. It was covered in cum. I looked up at Petar's face and saw he was in heaven as he looked down at me and my cum-filled face. I scraped some of his spunk off my face and put it in my mouth. He looked as if he was going to faint. I stood up and kissed him on the lips. To my surprise he didn't pull away, as most men would, and even put his tongue in my mouth.

I wiped the rest of the cum on Petar's shirt and pulled down my skirt. Behind me I could hear Nadan begin to grunt again. He had copied Petar and was now face-fucking Gaby. She was coping quite well, but I could hear her gag on a few occasions, when Nadan's enthusiasm sent his dick too deep. 

I move slowly over to them so I could watch Nadan ejaculate in her mouth, if she would let him. Gaby squeezed Nadan's balls one last time and the boy let out a huge guttural scream that they must have heard in the hotel. In the moonlight, I could see his cock throbbing and semen pulsing the length of his cock. I knew where it was going and felt Gaby brace for impact. 

Gaby swallowed and swallowed what she could, but still cum was streaming down her chin. As Nadan's orgasm died down he pulled out his cock from her mouth, stepped back and pulled up his trousers. 

Gaby looked at me with a huge grin. He lips and chin were covered in thick, white, gooey cum. She looked adorable. I moved over to her and kissed her on the lips; tasting the salty goo deposited by Nadan. We kissed for some minutes. As I pulled away, I stroked her hair and told her how beautiful she was. She smiled and wiped the rest of Nadan's cum off her chin and wiped her hand in the sand.

The boys had disappeared.

"Oh well, they got what they wanted, and we got what we wanted -- a pussy full of cum to take back for our husbands." I said with a cheery laugh as we set off walking arm-in-arm back to the hotel.

"Do you really intend making you husband eat you out, now?" Gaby asked.

"Of course, that's what a hot wife does. She brings home a cunt full of spunk and lets her husband feast on it. Why do you ask?"

"Well," said Gaby. "I wondered whether we could swap again for our last night here. You know, you take Nick and I'll have Rob, if that's all right. Before I return to normality and England tomorrow."

"Really? You want to spend the night with Rob?"

"Only if you don't mind and if Rob will have me."

"Oh, he'll have you all right. He's fascinated by your body and would no doubt love to play with it again."

We both laughed and walked into the hotel probably looking an absolute mess.

Upstairs, we listened outside both doors, but couldn't hear anything. We decided to enter through my room and then the connecting door. Rob's and my room was empty. We quietly opened the connecting door, both men were still almost in the same position that we had left them. We turned on the bedside lamps. As we did they stirred.

Gaby pulled off her clothes and jumped into bed next to Nick, I pulled off mine and snuggled in next to Rob. I could hear Gaby kissing her husband and from the noises guessed he was awake. Rob too woke up at my first touch. 

We had decided to give each husband his creamy surprise and then a double surprise by switching beds.

"Rob and Nick, I said, "We've both brought you back a creamy surprise. Show us your appreciation and we'll let you spend the night with the other wife."

Rob kissed me and spotted the musky smell. "Have you just..?" He asked. "Yep. We both have." He kissed his way down between my legs and stared in amazement at my cunt. I bet it did look a mess. 

"You are full of cum," he said. "I can see it still dribbling from you cunt down your crack. "Well get to it," I said, "It's all for you."

As Rob began slurping, I looked over at Gaby. Nick was licking the sticky mess from her pussy. Her face was a picture of contentment. Nick didn't seem too unhappy either. 

Gaby climaxed in a few minutes and she told Nick to go over and help out Rob. Nick joined us in the bed and began kissed and biting my nipples. I came within seconds and told Rob to go and please Gaby.

Nick was rock hard and slipped into my sperm-filled cunt. "My first sloppy-seconds." he said. "I can't believe it's with you." As he slowly pumped his dick in and out he kissed me passionately. I kissed him back.

Occasionally during the night I heard whispering in the next bed and then Gaby's attempts not to make a sound when she came. It must have been about four a.m. when I heard Gaby call out to me.

"Anne, are you awake?"

"Yes, why?"

"Can we go cuddle in your room before morning comes?"

We both slipped naked from the sheets and quietly went next door. 

"I just wanted to cuddle you and kiss you and tell you how much I have enjoyed my time here with you, Anne."

She kissed me on the lips and I kissed her back. One of my hands squeezed her delicious tits while my other slipped between her legs. Her pussy was slick and wet from all the sperm that had been deposited. 

"Make me cum," she said. 

I slowly slipped my finger in and out and caressed her juicy lips. As I did she moaned with pleasure and kissed me even more passionately. My fingers circled her clitoris and then slowly entered her. I used two fingers to massage her inside and felt her breathing quicken. I kissed her and put my tongue deep in her mouth, greedily drinking her in. Her breathing was now very heavy and I could feel her body tensing. I was massaging her roughly now and she was responding by grabbing my tits and fighting my tongue with hers. She came with a massive spasm through her body, almost silently, making noises deep in her throat and biting her lip in pleasure. My hand slowed down and I gently eased my fingers from her cunt lips - cupping her clitoris with my hand to intensify the spasms.

Minutes later she had fallen asleep in my arms. We woke up next to each other a few hours later and kissed each other good morning.

"What a night!" Gaby said.

"What a day too," I laughed.

"Well I'd better go get ready, we have to leave in two hours for the airport. You will come to Portugal won't you?" she said with emotion.

"I promise, I will. Email me the details when you get back and I'll meet you in Lisbon."

She kissed me and went back naked into her room. I watched her voluptuous body move through the doorway.

She popped her head back round the door a second later. "They're still snoring, what a pair."

Later that day Rob and I booked a flight for Amsterdam for that evening. 

"Well, we didn't get as far as Dubrovnik, but I'm so pleased we stopped off here." I confessed.

In the plane I told him I was going to Portugal in a few weeks with Gaby. I also told him that we should put our hot wife agreement on paper and sign it.

He looked at me in surprise. 

"Why? What good would that do?"

"Rob," I said, "I know you want me to be a hot wife, but I also know that you were very uncomfortable in Como. I want to set out in black and white what being a hot wife means. Before I leave for Portugal we will both sign it. Okay?"

"If that's what you want. You're right, I did suffer in Como and I hope we can talk about it when I've come to terms with what happened. You know that I love you and that you are the most important thing in my life; that's my contract."

"I love you too, Rob, and you know I'll do anything to make you happy. And I mean that, anything."

As we came into land at Schiphol, Rob kissed me like I was the only woman in the world for him. As always I just melted in his arms and couldn't wait to get home and feel him inside me.

**********


Part 5: Hot Wife  Estoril - Final Fantasy


1. Villa in the Sun

My plane arrived a good hour before Gaby's, so I sat in a café at Lisbon airport drinking coffee. The airport was packed now that it was the height of summer with numerous blonde tourists pushing and shoving through the throngs waiting at the barrier to get to their tour buses and rental cars. They were usually waylaid as soon as they looked even slightly perplexed by shifty looking characters touting taxis into the city and beyond.

I texted Gaby that I was in the arrivals hall and texted my husband, as I had promised, to let him know I had arrived. Since our trip to Italy and Croatia, Rob had been rather subdued. Our finances were back in order after the sale of our house in Amsterdam and with Rob's on going consulting projects, so I knew his issues were with us -- or rather me -- and the events in Como, but Rob still refused to talk about it.

As I was leaving that morning he had handed me a sealed envelope. "Not to be opened until you and Gaby are enjoying a glass of wine in your villa this evening," he stipulated. 

I felt for the letter in my handbag and tried to see if I could see through it by holding it up to the sunlight streaming through the high glass frontage of the airport, but the envelope was too opaque.

"What on earth are you doing?" Gaby's familiar voice said.

"Where did you come from? I just checked and your plane's not landing for another twenty minutes." I smiled shoving the envelope back in my bag and jumping up to give Gaby a hug.

She pulled me tightly to her and we held the hug for a good while.

"I've missed you," Gaby said.

"Me too," I said pulling away from our embrace.

"I didn't know whether to kiss you or not, you know," she said, looking at my face for a response.

"Do you want to?" I asked looking her in the eyes.

She didn't answer, but just put her red lips to mine and kissed me. I kissed her back and pulled her close, enjoying the smell of her perfume and remembering our last few hours together in Croatia.

"Taxi?" I said, when we ended our long, passionate kiss.

We grabbed our suitcases and handbags and set of for the exit.

Half an hour later we were in Estoril and heading for the villa. Neither of us stopped talking in the taxi. Even though we had chatted on Facebook almost daily for the last month or so, we had so much to tell each other.

We could feel the sea breeze when we stepped out of the taxi and retrieved our suitcases. Quite a relief, since it was absolutely stiflingly hot with the temperature in the mid thirties.

The key had been left for us behind a rock under the jasmine bush. Gaby unlocked the door and we tumbled into a rather clean-looking modern villa. There were two bedrooms, a decent open-plan living area merging into the kitchen, a balcony leading from one bedroom overlooking a decent sized pool. The beach was only a 10-minute walk; there was a supermarket 5 minutes up the road (we'd spotted it from the text) and there were several restaurants and bars all within shouting distance. Cascais, and Estoril with its casino, were both only a few kilometres distant in opposite directions. 

"As long as the villa has a comfortable big bed and air-conditioning we are in paradise," I said, plonking myself down on the sofa.

"Two big beds and air-conditioning," Gaby replied, and sat down next to me taking my hand in hers.

"A couple of things," she said, "before we jump in the pool. Nick sends his love. He gave me a letter to open this evening over our first bottle of wine."

"That's weird, Rob gave me one with the same instructions. Are they in cahoots? That's what I was looking at when you arrived in the airport. I was trying to make out what was inside."

"And Thursday is my birthday," Gaby said excitedly, and I want to do something really exciting and different as I'm turning the big three-oh."

"Well, I have an invite for Thursday as a VIP guest to an exclusive club in Estoril. Rob organised it when he heard I was coming to Portugal. The club is owned by Dieke, the man who bought our house recently and who -- like I told you -- helped me on my path to becoming a hot wife. He's really lovely and owns a string of high-class establishments around the world. He has connections all over, it seems."

"Establishments? Do you mean brothels or something?"

"Not really, more like gentlemen's clubs. I'm not sure exactly what they do there. We'll find out on Thursday, I suppose, if you'd like to come. My invitation is for two ladies only. And I understand from Rob that we will be wined, dined and pampered all evening.

"Of course I'll come. It sounds divine. And it also sounds like a great excuse for a new cocktail dress -- although any excuse will do for me!" She quipped laughing.

"So, let's pop to that supermarket we saw to stock up on essentials, then we can open a bottle of wine, read our letters and enjoy our evening," Gaby said, as I dragged my case into the main bedroom.

"Which bed do you want?" I asked with a cheeky smile.

"The one with you in, of course," Gaby replied wheeling her bag into the same bedroom.


2. Evening in

Three hours later, hot but happy, we had stocked the cupboards and fridge, unpacked our bags and were ready to have a dip before eating something. I went off to set the table in the shade by the pool and put out some cheese, cured meats, olives, salad and such, along with a bottle of wine we had brought from the supermarket chiller.

As I was putting the wine in an ice bucket, Gaby walked into the back garden wearing a pale blue bikini. She looked as beautiful as ever.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

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

"This," I said, walking over to her and pulling the ties on her bikini bottoms undone. "You don't need a bikini. There's just you and me and possibly a nosy neighbour with a ladder," I smiled.

Gaby let the bikini bottoms drop to her ankles and undid her top looking tentatively around the garden; probably just checking to see there was no nosy neighbour.

"Sorry, Anne, force of habit. I'm still not used to all this nudity."

She now stood in front of me magnificently naked. 

"You've been waxing, I see."

"Oh, absolutely. Nick was adamant I keep my bits all smooth. He loves it like that," Gaby said.

I threw off my top and skirt and plunged into the water shouting, "Last one in washes the dishes."

Gaby jumped in after me.

"Totally unfair, you didn't give me a chance," she said and splashed water over me.

I jumped at her and we began to wrestle in the water. Gaby is amazingly strong for her size, so I had difficulty pinning her against the pool wall. She managed to free her hand and began tickling me, so we both fell under the water laughing and spluttering.

"Truce, truce," I said, "But I'll get my revenge later," I chuckled.

We both hopped out of the pool and grabbed a towel to dry off, before sitting in our naked splendour at the table. I poured us some wine and we both pounced on the fresh bread -- piling the various offerings on top to make delicious open sandwiches. There was silence for several minutes as we munched our way through almost a loaf of Portuguese bread.

"I think we were hungry," I laughed, taking a slurp of the white wine and leaning back in my chair.

"I certainly was," said Gaby, "but I'm feeling quite full now. I just love the bread and the meats. I think I'll eat this every day while I'm here."

"What else do you want to do while we're here? Have you any plans for us? I asked.

"Well, Thursday evening's booked at your fella's club. I'd love to check out Estoril casino. We have to spend some time on the beach. And, I'd like to see what's on offer in the shops. Oh, we have to see some of Lisbon too. Apart from that, nothing planned," Gaby explained and slurped some wine.

"But I'm dying to see what our devious husbands have been planning," Gaby continued, "Shall we open our letters?" She jumped up and went into the villa to fetch her letter. I followed her, enjoying the movements of her curvy bottom as she danced her way to the bedroom.

Back at the table we examined the envelopes. They were both very similar. A handwritten name and instructions for opening. 

"I'll go first," Gaby said, and ripped hers open. 

I watched her chest and face redden slightly and her nipples visibly grew in front of my eyes as she took in the contents of the letter.

"Well," I said, "what's it say? 

Gaby was still reading.

"Come on. Don't keep me on tenterhooks."

Gaby looked up.

"It must be good, your nipples are sticking out like ramrods!" I laughed.

"Well, I'm a little taken aback. I reckon Nick has definitely been talking with your husband," Gaby finally said.

"They've set us some tasks to make our holiday more interesting," she said, "as if we needed their help!"

Gaby was concentrating on re-reading her letter. "What sort of tasks?" I asked impatiently.

"Well, as soon as we have both finished reading the letters, I am to be your slave for 24 hours."

"Slave?"

"That's what to says. I have to do absolutely anything you command."

"Sounds good to me," I said with a cheeky smirk.

"Then on Thursday there's a big surprise."

"I'll open mine and see what Rob has planned for me."

I ripped open the envelope and read Rob's letter. It was almost identical to Gaby's. 

"They are in cahoots. The little bastards."

"Why, what does Rob say?" Gaby asked, leaning over to look at my letter. "So, I'm not the only slave. You're going to be mine from tomorrow evening, that'll be fun." 

"Oh, and you've got a surprise coming too. What are they planning?"

"No idea, slave. We've read the letters, so that means you have to obey my every command for the next 24 hours," I said with an evil laugh. 

"I suppose I do, but remember, be kind, otherwise you'll be in for a rough 24 hours when it's my turn!"

"Do you want to do it?" I asked in a serious voice.

"I really do. I've never done it and even a month ago would probably have turned my nose up at the idea."

"Let me add a couple of rules before we start. The slave can put an end to the game at any time by saying 'loganberry'. Okay?"

"Loganberry! Odd choice, but okay."

"It just popped into my head, not sure why. But it's unlikely you'd ever use it, so it's a perfect word." I explained and continued, "Rule 2, the slave has two vetoes, so can refuse to do something, but only twice during the 24 hours. How does that sound?"

"It sounds like you've done this before..." Gaby said. "I'm sure it'll be fine. I trust you enough to know you won't make me do horrendous things. Will you?"

"Of course not. This is supposed to be fun. So, the time is 6.45, tomorrow evening at 6.45 we will swap roles. Now you are all mine. Follow me."

I stood up and walked into the living area followed by Gaby. "Onto the bed," I said, pointing to the bedroom. I followed her into the bedroom and while she made herself comfortable on the bed I dug out a blindfold, some Velcro straps and soft rope from my suitcase. Gaby had pulled the covers off and was lying on the bed looking intrigued.

"You thought of something rather quickly," she said, "had you already planned this?"

I didn't reply and put the blindfold over her eyes.

"Put out you hands," I commanded.

Gaby held her hands in front of her and I quickly fastened the Velcro straps onto her wrists and pulled her arms over her head to attach each wrist to a bedpost.

"This is really naughty," she laughed.

"I'm now going to tie your legs to the bedposts, just relax."

The bed was probably a king, so by pulling the cords tight her legs were forced open wide leaving her pussy ready for my attentions.

"You look absolutely delicious," I said. "I'll just set up a few things.

"Don't be long, I'm feeling a little vulnerable here. I hope nobody walks in on us," Gaby laughed nervously.

"Oh no, you've rumbled my plan," I replied with a grin she couldn't, of course, see.

I set up my MacBook Pro and an external webcam on a desk facing Gaby's feet and turned on the webcam. Rob had set up a streaming cam account before I left so that he and Nick could enjoy some of Gaby's and my time in Portugal visually. I logged into the account and started streaming -- adjusting the camera position slightly so that Gaby was centred on the screen and her pussy and upper body were visible. Even if Nick and Rob didn't see the live feed they could catch up on the recorded version later.

"What are you doing?" Gaby asked, lifting her head from the pillow and looking pointedly in my direction. "You're being so quiet, I'm getting worried..."

"I'm just getting ready to give you the biggest orgasm you have ever experienced," I said, and moved over to the bed. "Are you ready?"

"Oh, yes, even if still a little scared."

I leant forward and kissed her on the lips. Gaby jumped slightly at the first touch, but responded warmly and her tongue sought out mine. As I kissed her I put my hands on her breasts and squeezed them. Despite their size, probably a 38, or even a 40, D or DD, they were quite firm. Her nipples were now rock hard and she moaned as I squeezed each one in turn.

I pulled away from our kiss and picked up a remote-controlled egg and slowly squeezed it into Gaby's wet cunt.

"What...? What are you doing? Oh, that feels big... oh, oh, oh that's good..."

I set the egg to vibrate on the lowest setting of the 10 available to send tiny vibrations through Gaby's pussy into her body. I didn't have a massage oil warmer, so I poured as much as possible from the bottle into my right hand and warmed it between my hands, before rubbing it onto Gaby's stomach. She squealed and tensed when the oil hit her skin, but relaxed as I spread it liberally up and over her breasts to her shoulders. I poured some more on her directly from the bottle making her jump and continued to smooth it all over her upper body and then down her thighs and legs. Finally I poured a large amount onto her mound and smoothed it all over her pussy and between her legs. The aroma from the oil was a touch of almond with ylang-ylang and possibly jasmine. Gaby looked good and smelt great too.

I knelt on the bed between Gaby's thighs. My hands now started to work over Gaby's oily body -- long strokes from her mound up and across her breasts to her shoulders -- smoothing and caressing as I enjoyed her contours. Gaby said nothing, but was making soft sounds in her throat and occasionally she would sexily lick her lips with her tongue, particularly when my palms moved across her nipples. Each time I passed over her breasts I squeezed a little more, kneading and stroking the soft tissues. After about 20 full strokes I concentrated my hands on one breast, squeezing it on both sides, letting my hands slip upwards over the oil. The nipple was hard and extended already. I took it between my thumb and forefinger and massage it. Gaby's body tensed and her little tongue poked through her lips as she enjoyed the pleasure. I continued to massage the breast and nipple for several minutes. After each movement I made sure to squeeze and pull the nipple more roughly, testing Gaby's threshold for pain. When I had finished with the left, I did the same for the right, making sure Gaby's nipples were becoming super-sensitive.

As I took my hands off her body after the breasts massage, Gaby groaned, "No!"

I jumped from between her legs and went to kiss her on the lips again, thrusting my tongue into her mouth.

"Patience, Gaby, patience."

I increased the vibrations in the egg to two and then took a length of silk rope. As I began to wrap the rope around one breast Gaby inhaled deeply.

"Oh, god, Anne, what are you doing. Oh that feels so tight. Oh, shit."

I pulled it moderately tight and then did the same with the other knowing this would make her tits and nipples ultra-sensitive.

Gaby's nipples were now even harder, just ready for the nipple clamps. But before I attached them I ran my finger along Gaby's slit to test her wetness.

"Oh, you like this, don't you?" I stated, more than asked. "You cunt lips are big and red and you are even more dripping wet than you were just now."

Gaby just whimpered at my touch.

"Have you ever tried nipple clamps, my darling?" I asked.

"No, oh no, never," Gaby replied, already seemingly feeling the effects in her pussy of the ropes and the increased vibrations.

I adjusted the clamps to not make them too tight, but tight enough to give Gaby the sensation I was after. "Well you will do soon," I said with relish and put the clamps on her stomach ready for use later. Before moving down to massage her thighs, I tweaked her nipples roughly. Gaby let out a cry and shuddered through her body.

"Oh, god, Anne, that feels so good,"

"What? This?" I said teasingly and tweaked her nipples roughly a second time.

Gaby shuddered again.

My hands began rubbing her thighs moving upwards along the soft inner thigh to close to her pussy lips. After several passes I let my thumbs roll up over her labia and clitoris, before starting back at her knees again. I did this several times, enjoying the increase in intensity of Gaby's breathing after each pass.

I moved from between her thighs again and thrust my tongue into her mouth once more as I tweaked her nipples again. This time Gaby shuddered even more and shook for several seconds with a mini orgasm. 

"I think you're ready."

I pulled the right nipple hard and clamped it. Gaby let out a cry -- probably more in surprise than pain. I then clamped the left. The clamps were attached by a chain that I left on her stomach ready to be pulled at my whim.

Gaby's body was tensing with every touch of my hand now and her tongue sexily licked her lips several times a minute. I poured more oil onto her mound and watched it dribble down her slit. I knelt on the bed on Gaby's right and with my right hand I began playing with Gaby's labia. I loved the way her cunt lips extended outwards. They are much meatier than mine and I was able to pull and caress them. They were slippery with oil and her own juices. As my fingers enjoyed her labia, Gaby was whimpering softly and biting her lip. 

I pulled the vibrating egg out and turned it off at the remote. Two of my fingers slipped inside her and I began to massage her g-spot while my thumb slid up and down her slit and massaged her clitoris gently. My left hand took hold of the nipple clamp chain by the little finger and I pressed down on her mound with the other fingers.

Gaby couldn't move much because of the straps, but was beginning to squirm quite strongly under my touch and the gentle pulling of the nipple clamps. Her head was thrown back and her breathing was very intense.

I massaged her g-spot for several minutes, but refrained from touching her clit. My fingers moved in and out of her cunt and pulled upwards. Gaby began to shake as the orgasm built up inside her. I pulled my fingers out of her slit and also undid the clamps on her nipples, knowing that soon she would be in a frenzy as the blood returned. Gaby began to thrash about, longing for my fingers.

So, once again I plunged two fingers into her and pushed down with my left hand on her mound. Gaby was now making sexy noises in her throat and whimpering intensely. Her body began to shake again. As my fingers moved in and out, I moved my left hand over her clit and pressed gently. Gaby let out a massive scream and her body jerked in a frenzy. I had to hold my left hand firmly on her to be able to continue moving my fingers in and out. Gaby seemed to quieten down slightly and then suddenly her body began to shake again and she let rip another massive scream. As she did, she ejaculated an unbelievable amount of female cum all over my arm and the bed in two big bursts. I pulled my hand out of her cunt in surprise at the first spray and just watched in awe as her body continued to shake and shudder as the stream of cum spewed out of her body. 

Rapidly I undid the straps on her arms and legs and pulled off the blindfold, before undoing the ropes on her breasts. All the time Gaby was still shuddering, albeit less than previously. I caressed her sweaty forehead and kissed her gently on the lips. Gaby just rolled onto her side and seemed to fall asleep immediately. I turned off the computer and then got into the bed and spooned her, quietly pulling the sheet over us as I breathed in the odour of her skin. I fell asleep to the rhythm of her breathing as it slowed from the intensity of her orgasm.


3. A New Day

To my surprise I didn't wake up until 7:30 the next morning. Gaby was lying on her back still asleep next to me and my arm was across her tummy. I carefully lifted my arm off her and stood up.

I popped on a sarong and took a look through Gaby's clothes in the wardrobe; I had a sneaky idea to start the day. I selected the shortest skirt I could find and her red heels, but there was no buttoned blouse like I wanted, so I used one of mine. I put these ready for her when she woke up and went to prepare some coffee.

Gabby woke soon after I clattered a few things by accident in the kitchen. I came back into the bedroom to see her smiling at me. 

"That was the most incredible orgasm I have ever experienced," she said, "and I have heard about women ejaculating, but I didn't know I could do it. You are incredible, thank you," and she beckoned me to her.

I moved over to the bed and she pulled me on top of her and kissed me. I couldn't resist her and kissed her passionately.  Gaby rolled me over and was now on top, with our mouths still locked. She then put her hand between my legs.

"I knew you'd be wet. Let me take care of it," and she moved down past my breasts, tugging with her teeth on my nipples on the way down and began licking my slit.

"You are so wet, girl, I'm drowning down here," she laughed, and continued licking and sucking. I watched her head bobbing up and down between my legs and felt the familiar sensations welling up in my head and down my spine. My body began to shake and I let out a cry as Gaby's tongue drove my clit crazy with pleasure. Gaby pressed her tongue hard on my clit as I shook, refusing to let go, and intensified my orgasm even more. As I came down from the high Gaby moved back up my body and kissed me with her face full of my juices.

"Thank you," I said, "Just what I love in the morning," and kissed her again.

"Now, slave, time to fetch the bread," I said with a laugh.

Gaby made to get up.

"Not so fast. A few rules... You will wear the clothes I have selected. You will walk to the bakery in the village. Every time you see a man you must undo one button on your blouse as soon as you see him."

"What?"

"One button for each man. That's it. Easy eh? And immediately you see the man. No waiting. And no holding the blouse closed."

"I hope there aren't many men around at this time in the morning. You have a devious mind, but I will beat you for deviousness when my turn comes..."

Gaby showered and did her make-up and hair before putting on the clothes I had selected. The blouse was as I had imagined, slightly too small for Gaby's voluptuous tits and so exaggerating her curves. Even with only one button open, she looked stunning.

"I'm off," she said and took some euros from the table. I watched her leave from the doorway admiring her shape from behind, much like our neighbour was doing. 

"That's one button already," I shouted after her. 

"I did it already," she shouted and turned to show me.

"Good girl. See you soon."

I waved to the neighbour and said "Good morning". He was probably in his fifties, but still quite fit, with only a small beer belly hanging over his shorts.

He waved back and watched Gaby walk sexily down the road.

Twenty minutes later Gaby came through the door. All the buttons on the blouse were undone. 

"This place is teeming with middle-aged British and Portuguese men, I had all my buttons undone before I reached the bakery. Yes, yes, I followed your rules. I let the blouse hang open. I got a few stares, I can tell you. The men didn't seem to mind though."

She put the bread on the table.

"Can I fasten it up again now?

"Nope, stay like that, it's sexy. We're going to have breakfast by the pool.

During our breakfast, Gaby told me about her first dogging experience back in England. Her husband had been begging her to go dogging for years, but it was only after Croatia that she agreed to his make it happen. 


4. Dirty Dogging

Gaby explained that they drove at twilight to a wooded area with a car park just outside Bristol that was notorious for dogging. When they arrived they saw several cars parked. One of them, with the interior light on, was surrounded by a group of men; the others were in darkness. Nick parked the car about fifty yards away from the other cars.

Nick began kissing Gaby and while doing so eased the elasticated top of her dress down and over her breasts. Gaby looked anxiously out of the car window but realised that no one could see them in the dark. As Nick played with her breasts and kissed her, she was feeling quite excited. 

"Are you ready?" Nick asked and without waiting for an answer turned on the interior light. 

He explained to Gaby that it meant they were willing for people to come and watch. Within minutes there was a man standing at Gaby's window. He wasn't doing anything, just standing there looking in at Gaby's naked torso. Nick continued to fondle Gaby's tits and nipples. Gaby noticed that there were now several men by her window. Two of them had taken out their dicks and were rubbing them.

Nick kissed her on the mouth again and began pulling up her dress over her thighs. Gaby spread her legs as best she could to give him access to her bare pussy and shifted forward in her seat. Nick now wound Gaby's window down. Gaby wasn't sure what this meant in dogging language, but one of the men with his dick out, moved near to the window and looked in. 

"May I?" he asked Nick.

Nick nodded and a large hand took hold of one of Gaby's tits and began squeezing it. Gaby said she just sat back in her seat and let him go for it. 

"Can I cum on your tits, love?" the man asked.

"Go on," said Nick, "let him".

"If you want," Gaby said to the man and watched him bring his dick up to the window and aim at her breasts.

"Oh god, yes," he cried as a thick spurt of jism shot from his dick and across Gaby's breasts. A second and third spurt soon followed.

"Thank you, love," the man said through the window, "you're a real beauty."

He moved away sticking his dick back in his pants and made way for another.

Nick was massaging the cum into Gaby's tits. 

"That was amazing, Gaby. Here, taste." And Nick scooped a finger full of cum from her breast and offered it to her. She hesitated before sucking the goo from Nick's fingers and then pulled him close to kiss him full on the lips and pushed the cum into Nick's mouth.

When Gaby turned back to the window there was another dick in front of her face. The owner was rubbing it slowly up and down the shaft.

"Why don't you do it for him?" Nick whispered.

Gaby put her hand round the shaft and began the required motion. She could see pre-cum on the end of the dick. Nick noticed it too. 

"Go on, lick it." 

Gaby watched as the globule of pre-cum grew bigger and then she stuck out her tongue and licked it off. The owner of the dick grunted happily. 

Gaby tentatively licked the end of the dick again, and then looked at Nick. 

"Is this what you want?"

He nodded and pushed her head towards the dick.

She took it into her mouth.

"Oh, god, she's a sucker this one," the man called out, probably to the others crowding round.

Gaby sucked and licked the dick. It was quite small, so it fit snugly in her mouth. Covered in her saliva it slipped easily in and out past her lips. The owner was grunting and thrusting surrounded by an eager gang of men watching the lucky devil with his dick in a woman's mouth.

As the man reached the point of no return, Gaby took him out of her mouth and directed the streams of cum onto her breasts, pumping the man dry. She watched as the white streams hit her skin and dribbled down her tits. The man moved away without a word and once again Nick began to massage the cum into her skin.

"Lick it off," Gaby said.

"What?"

"You heard me. Lick it off. If you want me to continue, you have to lick it off."

Gabby turned her breasts to face Nick who looked at the cum dribbling down her soft skin. Slowly he began to lick the goo. As he licked Gaby could hear him slurping and swallowing.

"You missed a bit," she pointed out, when he lifted his mouth from her breast.

Nick licked it up and swallowed.

While Nick had been on cleaning duty, a further two dicks had appeared at the window.

"Why don't we step outside, so things would be easier?" Nick suggested.

"How do you mean easier?"

"Well, they could come over your bum too. I'd love to see that."

"Will you clean it up with you tongue?" Gaby asked.

"If that's what you want, yes."

Gaby opened the door and stepped out. The men by the door were mesmerised by her bare tits and moved back. Nick got out of the other door and came round to Gaby's side of the car.

"Put your hands face down on the car and lift up your dress," he said to Gaby.

Gaby did as Nick had commanded. She spread her legs, put her hands on the side of the car and pulled up her skirt with her desirable tits swinging below.

Nick rubbed his fingers along her exposed slit.

"My god, you're so wet. I'm going to put my dick in you, I can't resist."

"But, Nick..."

Despite Gaby's weak protestation, Nick pulled out his rigid dick and slipped it into Gaby's slick slit moaning in ecstasy as he began to pump in and out. Several men were crowded round watching the show with their dicks in their hands.

"Can I have a fuck too?" one of them said to Nick. Nick looked at the size of the guy's dick and nodded. Nick pulled his cock from his wife's cunt and made way for the other man. Gaby only realised what had happened when she felt the size of the much bigger dick penetrating her. 

Nick watched in fascination as the other man's dick pushed past the meaty folds of his wife's cunt and disappeared inside. The sight made Nick's dick even harder and he began to rub his member like the other men around his wife were doing to their own. The man's motions were making his wife's tits swing tantalisingly. The man fucking his wife was hitting her on the buttocks and calling out to her. "You like that, don't you bitch? Oh what a tight cunt you've got. I'm going to fill you up with hot spunk. Are you ready for it, slut? Take my hot spunk, take it, take it..." and pumped his load deep into Gaby's cunt. Nick watched as the man pulled out his dick and wiped it across his wife's buttocks, before slipping it back into his trousers. His wife's cunt looked well fucked and gaping, with white goo dribbling over her clit. 

"My turn now," a big black man said and slid his dick into Gaby. "Oh man, she's got a slick cunt. It's so full of cum I can hardly feel my dick. I bet her arsehole feels tight."

"No, not in her bottom," Nick said.

The man didn't react, just began pumping faster and faster. Gaby's cunt made slurping sounds and her breathing was now becoming very rapid.

"That's right slut, cum for me when I fuck you, cum now slut."

As he shot his load into Nick's wife, he squeezed her hips tightly and pulled them towards him to get as deep as he could, crying out with the ecstasy of dumping his load in a freshly fucked cunt.

"She's a great fuck," he said to Nick as he pulled out his dick covered in the juices several people. "Thanks mate. See you again, I hope."

Gaby made to get up, but Nick put his hand on her back. "Let me cum in you. I so want to cum in your slick cunt."

Without waiting for an answer he slipped his dick inside his wife. It felt so good to him. He only need to thrust three times before he exploded into her calling out her name many times at the peak of passion. 

"Oh, Gaby, that was amazing," he said as his dick flopped out of her cunt. As he stuffed it back into his trousers, Gaby stood up and pushed past him to get in the car and slammed the door.

Nick went to his side of the car and got in.

"Are you all right?" He asked.

"What do you think? Letting two strangers stick their dirty cocks up my hole without a by your leave. When we get home I'm going to sit on your face and you're going to make me cum. Now drive."


5. Pool Beauties

"So did you sit on his face with all that cum in you?" I asked when Gaby had finished telling her story.

"You bet I did. I was livid with him. I'm happy to be a hot wife, like you explained to me, but that was not right, I have to be an equal partner in the equation. I made sure he got several mouthfuls of sticky cum and made myself cum on his tongue. I think he learned a good lesson."

I had to agree with Gaby, there's a fine line between a happy hot wife and disrespect. Our husbands had to be aware of it.

I touched Gaby on the arm. "You must tell me if I ever step over the mark in our little games too."

"You won't, Anne. No matter what you make me do, I know you will look after me." She leaned over and kissed me on the lips. "I'm so pleased to have met you," she continued and smiled at me. Her breasts broke free of her blouse and I laughed as she went to cover them up.

"Time for your next task, I think, before my 24 hours are up."

"I'm ready for anything, particularly if it means an orgasm like yesterday's. I get all shivery thinking about it."

"Right, this one's easy. I bought you a micro bikini for the beach. I want you to go put it on now -- it's on our bed. Then put your sarong over the top, put on your sunglasses and come out here to enjoy the sunshine. You will lie on this sunbed," I said pointing to the sunbed I had placed next to the pool, "And you must do nothing until I give you an instruction. That's it. Capisce?"

"Capisce."

"Of you go, while I just pop out for a second."

I left Gaby to change into her new micro bikini and popped next door to talk to our neighbour, who so appreciated Gaby's curves that morning. I knocked on his door.

"Hello," I said, "we met this morning on the doorstep, when my friend was leaving for the shops."

"Ah, yes," he said, looking at me inquisitively.

"Well, I realised that your upper balcony overlooks our pool and I didn't want to cause any problems. Would it be a problem if Gaby and I sunbathed or swam naked in the pool. I know it's technically our garden, but because you could potentially see us, I really wanted to avoid embarrassing you or your wife."

"Oh, look, absolutely no problem. And there's no wife, I'm here on my own. Feel free to disrobe in your own backyard, I promise not to interfere."

"You are so kind, thank you. Please pop round later for a drink, if you like. About three, shall we say?"

"Oh, that would be lovely, I'd love to. I'll see you then."

With my plan in motion, I returned to our villa. Gaby was just tying the sarong above her breasts.

"That is the tiniest bikini I have ever seen. I might as well be wearing nothing."

"But, the thing is you are wearing something, and that's what makes it so sexy. Now get out on the sunbed."

I followed Gaby out and took my spot on the other sunbed. From my position I could see the neighbour's balcony, but my sunglasses would hide my spying on our neighbour. Gaby's sunbed was in the prime spot for a bit of voyeurism.

We sat quietly for a few minutes just enjoying the sun. At this time in the morning it was still hot, but not stiflingly so. There was a pleasant breeze too, blowing in from the Atlantic.

And then, bang on schedule, an inquisitive neighbour appeared on his balcony.

"Time to put on some sun cream," I said to Gaby, passing her the bottle. "Start with your legs and smooth it on really slowly and seductively. I want you to drive me wild with desire." 

Gaby laughed as she took the bottle. "You're nuts, you know."

She began to rub the sun cream on her feet, taking care to cover every inch of her skin. Occasionally she would look at me for a reaction, but I sat back on my sunbed with one eye on her and one eye on our neighbour. He seemed to have set up a stool by the edge of the balcony and was looking down on us through the gap between the balcony wall and a metal bar that ran along the top. He would have been almost impossible to spot, if I hadn't been looking out for him. 

"When you get to your thighs, I want you to first stand up and slowly untie your sarong. You will let it drop to your feet before getting back on the sunbed to continue smoothing on your sun cream slowly and seductively.

Gaby did as she was told. I almost gasped as she dropped her sarong. The lime green micro bikini definitely lived up to its name. The thong was a sliver of material that barely covered Gaby's meaty labia. The top had spaghetti ties with two-minute triangles of cloth covering her areolae.

When Gaby sat back down and resumed putting the sun cream on herself, as she spread her thighs to pour on the lotion, she was proffering a magnificent view of her cunt lips. Her ministrations were making me wet. I imagined that our neighbour would have a tent in his shorts by now.

Gaby reached her stomach and smiled at me as she poured more sun cream over her skin and massaged it in with languorous strokes. I was biting my lip in anticipation of the next step.

But suddenly, Gaby stopped and looked at me with a pout. 

"Would you untie my top, please? I really don't want to get sun cream on it."

How could I resist? I manoeuvred myself behind Gaby so that she was facing the neighbour and undid her top. Gaby slipped it from her body revealing her delicious areolae and nipples. She sat back down and began to anoint her generous breasts with sun cream. Slowly, leisurely, her hands caressed her own breasts, moving across her nipples several times.

I glanced in the neighbour's direction again. From what I could gather he was now pointing a camera lens in our direction. He must have been enjoying Gaby's show.

Gaby's loving of her breasts unfortunately ended as she smoothed cream onto her shoulders and then onto her face and she set the bottle down by the sunbed.

"Happy?" she asked, settling back onto the lounger.

"Exceedingly. That was very sexy. In a few minutes I want you to stand up. Face away from me, bend over and pull down your thong. Then get back on the sunbed."

"That's it?"

"Yep, but nice and seductively again."

"Are you filming this or something?"

"Not me, no. I wish I was."

We lay back for a while and enjoyed the sun. Gaby put her arms above her head, making her breasts stick out. I was sure the camera would be clicking continuously on the neighbour's balcony. I strained my ears, but couldn't hear anything except the hum of the air filter in the pool.

When Gaby stood up and removed her thong, I thought I was going to cum. As she bent forward and pulled it down to her feet, I could see some juices on her prominent labia between her legs. Once the thong was round her ankles she stood up straight, stretched her arms in the air and then turned to face me, and the neighbour, before sitting back down and putting her arms over her head again.

"Quite a show for a shy little girl from Bristol," I said with a laugh.

Gaby turned her head slightly in my direction and smiled at me. "Just for you."

"Spread your legs now. As wide as you can. I want to see your delicious pussy lips."

Gaby looked at me from behind her sunglasses and smiled as she raised her knees, then spread them wide to reveal her labia.

"Wide enough?"

"I could dive in there right now, but I'm going to hold off. I want you to keep that position for 5 or 10 minutes. Just relax in the sun."

And that's what she did, driving me, and probably our neighbour, wild with lust. I imagined him clicking away with his camera, focused on her fleshy cunt lips and ample breasts while rubbing his erection through his shorts.

I thought she had fallen asleep, but a quarter of an hour later Gaby disturbed my thoughts about her body.

"Is that it? Can I go for a swim now?"

"Very soon, but first I want you to make love to your body."

"What?"

"Make love to your body. You know what I mean -- fondle your breasts, tweak your nipples, caress your pussy -- all that stuff. But do it really slowly. I want to see you ooze erotic. And then I want you to cum loudly."

"Loudly?"

"Yep, loudly. I want all the neighbours to know you came."

Gaby lay back on her sunbed and appeared to fall asleep. I thought she night have decided to ignore my request. Then her hand began to gently massage her left breast, squeezing and fondling it lovingly. 

I took a quick peek to make sure our voyeur was still in place. Sure enough the lens was still poking through the gap.

For the next twenty minutes Gaby made intimate love with her body. Once she had fondled, massaged and tweaked her nipples, her right hand inched its way to between her legs. Once there, her fingers played with her cunt lips, pulling and massaging them. I could hear her juices slurping as she pulled her slit open. As the lips became more and more engorged her pussy opened up and she slipped a finger inside. She pushed it in and out catching her clit with her palm as she did so. Her head rolled to the side as her breathing increased tempo and her finger was joined by a second and she moved them more frantically in and out between her labia.

To my surprise she suddenly pulled her fingers out of her cunt and brought them up to her mouth. She put them between her lips and sucked on them with relish, making slurping noises as she did, and then she put her hand back between her legs and began rubbing her clit forcefully. Her left hand was pulling hard on her nipple and twisting it. Her two fingers on her right hand were attacking her clitoris with vigour. As her orgasm approached, her body involuntarily rose slightly from the sunbed. She was breathing hard and fast, beginning to make tiny squealing noises, before calling out, softly at first and then increasing in volume, "yes, yes, yes, oh god yes, yes..." 

When her orgasm hit, my hand moved to between my own legs and I held my pussy tight. I imagined our neighbour spilling his seed into his shorts, if not all over the balcony.

Gaby's finger movements slowed and her hand rested softly over her pussy. Her left hand slipped back to her side and she let out a huge sigh.

"Oh god, that felt good. I don't usually cum so well when I do it myself."

"More practice needed," I laughed. "That was such a turn on watching you. It took a lot of willpower to stop myself from joining in."

"Oh, you should have. I'd have cum even more then."

"Plenty of time for that. Let's have a swim and some lunch. Our neighbour is popping round at three for a drink. He looks rather nice."

"Okay. I didn't know you'd spoken to him." 

"Yes, this morning. I saw him when you were off fetching the bread."

"Come on, in the pool," Gaby grabbed my arm and pulled me up. I dropped my sarong and dived in after her feeling the neighbour's camera on my bare body.


6. Tea for three

Jeff our neighbour knocked on the door at five to three. He was dressed in a t-shirt and shorts with boating shoes on his feet. He had a rather conspicuous camera bag on his shoulder and a huge bunch of beautiful flowers in his hands.

"For you two gorgeous ladies," he said handing the flowers to Gaby as she opened the door. We had both put on our sarongs with our matching micro-bikinis underneath.

They introduced themselves and Jeff came into our living area and called out his greetings to me in the kitchen area.

"It's so nice to have such delightful neighbours here. Usually we have to put up with noisy kids squabbling and drunken parties by the pool every other week during the summer."

"So you live here permanently, do you?" Gaby asked, handing me the flowers to put in a vase.

"For most of the year. Occasionally I go back to England to see my ex-wife and my grown-up children, but they often come to visit, so I spend less time away from here nowadays."

"Why don't you take Jeff out by the pool Gaby and I'll bring the drinks in a moment?"

Gaby and Jeff disappeared into the pool area and I finished adding fruit to the Sangria. I then followed them out carrying a tray.

Jeff was really pleasant and a great conversationalist. He had travelled widely as a management consultant and was a lot more international than many of the expat Brits in Portugal. Surprisingly, he even knew a decent amount of Portuguese. 

After our third sangria each, I suggested we have a dip in the pool. Jeff's eyes betrayed his delight, but he tried to keep his feelings in check. 

"Do you mind if I just watch you both? If you like I could take some photos of you while you swim."

"Are you sure you don't mind missing out on the cool water?"

"No problem at all. I really enjoy photography and it would be a pleasure to take photos of you ladies."

I stood up and dropped my sarong. Jeff's eyes took in my body in a quick sweep and he grabbed for his camera. I dived in to the pool. When I surfaced, Gaby had also stood up and dropped her sarong. Jeff was taking photos immediately.

Gaby and I swam around for a while, frolicking about and playing up for the camera. Jeff must have shot off a hundred photos within minutes.

"Come and join us, Jeff. It's lovely in the water." I shouted.

"I don't have any trunks with me," he said.

"You don't need any, we'll take off our bikinis if it makes you feel better."

I climbed out of the pool and pulled off my top and mini thong. 

"There," I said, "Now we can both be naked." And I dived back in.

"Come on Gaby, don't embarrass Jeff, off with your bikini."

Gaby gave me a look as if to say, 'what are you playing at?' But clambered out of the pool and dropped her bikini next to mine.

Jeff fired off a few shots of us naked and then put his camera on the table. We both watched as he pulled his t-shirt over his head. I could tell that he had a bit of an erection and wondered how he was going to react, but he just calmly dropped his shorts and underpants and dived in.

The three of us splashed about and threw a ball around for a while before I suggested we grab some more sangria. I jumped out of the pool followed by Gaby and Jeff. 

"Just sit on the sun beds I said and let the sun dry you, I'll bring you some drinks in a jiffy."

When I returned Gaby was reclined on the sunbed and Jeff, totally naked, was taking photos of her as she raised her arms and pushed out her tits. 

"My god you are beautiful," Jeff was saying. "I could photograph you all day."

"Feel free," Gaby replied, "as long as I can have copies."

"Of course you can," Jeff said without taking his eye from the camera eyepiece.

I almost dropped the tray when Gaby took hold of both her breasts and squeezed them.

"Which do you prefer, Jeff, my tits, or my pussy?"

As she asked the question, she spread her legs wide and looked directly at the camera. Jeff's dick sprang to life immediately, but it didn't stop the flow of photos. He continued taking photos of Gaby's lovely body.

"Oh, er, I love both. Your breasts are unbelievable. And your pussy looks absolutely delicious."

"I can tell you like what you're seeing," Gaby said, "A man can hardly disguise it."

"Drinks, guys," I said, "but I don't want to interrupt."

"No problem," Jeff stammered, "can we continue later, Gaby?"

"If you want, you're making me quite hot pointing your camera at me."

Jeff excused himself to go to the bathroom, no doubt needing a quick respite.

"My god, Gaby. I said you had to flirt with him. Anyone would think you wanted to fuck his brains out."

"Well, he's rather nice and I'm determined to have ten men before I'm thirty -- and I've only got 2 days left. I bet Jeff's an experienced lover and I'd like a dick in me. I'm sure he'd jump at the chance of a threesome. Are you up for it?"

"A threesome, really? Is that what you want? I have a feeling he won't put up much resistance."

"Anne, are you jealous? You know, I'm not a lesbian, I'm probably bi and I love what we have, but I need men too."

"No, I'm not jealous, just worried about you. Your dogging story has made me over-protective of you, perhaps. I just want you to be happy. And if fucking Jeff makes you happy, I'll help you all I can."

At that moment, Jeff came back into the garden. His dick was no longer erect, but he looked quite flushed.

He took another glass of sangria and sipped it while standing next to Gaby. His eyes continually glanced at her naked body and then over at mine.

"More photos, Jeff?" Gaby asked.

"I'd love to," he answered grabbing his camera.

"Let's move inside, so Anne and I can pose on the bed. That'll be much more comfortable, won't it Anne?"

I drained my glass and moved towards the patio doors. "Last one on the bed's a smelly poo," I giggled, and ran inside.

Gaby followed me in and we both jumped on the bed, pushing the duvet to one side.

Jeff was five seconds behind us, camera at the ready.

"How do you want us? Gaby asked in a little girly voice. "You haven't taken pictures of my bum yet. How's this?" Gaby spread her knees on the bed and stuck her bum in the air, offering a superb view of her anus and cunt lips to Jeff's lens. 

His camera clicked as he zoomed in on the puckered little hole and her juicy slit. 

"Come on Anne, show him your bits," Gaby giggled and pulled me down next to her. I copied her pose and revealed my treasures to Jeff. 

Gaby and I posed for a good fifteen minutes in every pose possible. Jeff's dick was now permanently erect. 

"Sorry girls," he said, I have to change my memory card and dashed to fetch his camera bag from the terrace.

I looked at Gaby lying next to me on the bed. "You are definitely going to fuck him, aren't you?"

"Yes, I am. And I'm going to enjoy it and make sure he does to. Wouldn't you like to as well? Now kiss me before he gets back."

Jeff walked in to see Gaby and me in a passionate embrace. My hand was caressing her pussy and she was squeezing my tits.

"Oh sorry," he said. "I didn't mean to interrupt."

"You're not interrupting," Gaby said breaking off our kiss, "we were just warming up for when you got back. Come here..."

Gaby slid across the bed and pulled Jeff by the hand towards her. His dick was pointing straight out in front. Gaby took it into her mouth and began to move up and down the shaft. Jeff stood immobile and looked down at her head bobbing along his dick. Suddenly she stopped and moved back up the bed. She spread her legs wide and said to Jeff; "I want your dick in me now. Come and fuck me."

Jeff dropped his camera and clambered onto the bed between Gaby's legs. His put his hands either side of Gaby on the bed and his dick slid easily into her welcoming slit. They both began to groan and moan as they took their pleasure.

I jumped up and grabbed the camera and watched Gaby's body move in sync with Jeff's through the lens. I fired off a stream of photos. Gaby had flung her arms behind her head and was urging Jeff to fuck her harder. Jeff was watching Gaby's tits as they jiggled wildly from his exertions. I moved to get better shots of Gaby's face and tits and tried to capture Jeff's dick sliding in and out of her wet cunt.

To my surprise it was Gaby who began to orgasm first. I recognised the signs that she was close and knew she would explode soon. I had the camera ready to capture her orgasm face. As she began to shudder and shake from her orgasm, her face contorted and she let out her orgasm scream that I enjoyed so much. This pushed Jeff over the edge and he pumped his load into Gaby's cunt, thrusting wildly as he too squealed with pleasure. 

Gaby was sweating heavily and I could see droplets of sweat on Jeff's back. Once he had cum, he pulled his dick out and stood up. I took some photos of Gaby's freshly fucked cunt with thick white globules of Jeff's spunk dribbling down to her anus.

"That was amazing," Jeff said, managing to state the obvious, as his breathing returned to near normal. "You are a superbly beautiful and sexy woman, Gaby. Thank you."

Gaby smiled at him. "I hope you'll come back tomorrow and fuck Anne."

"Your camera," I said ignoring Gaby's remark. "Please bring us copies of all the photos. Also ones from this morning too! And make sure they are only for your personal use, eh?"

Jeff turned bright red. "Of course, absolutely. This morning, yes," he stammered, "Never share, no, I will treasure them. But I'd better be going..." Jeff went to retrieve his clothes from the terrace. He came back dressed and bent down to kiss Gaby on the forehead. "Thank you, again." He came round the bed and kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you, thank you for the invite. I had an unbelievably good time. If ever... you know." He left the statement hanging and with that he left.

I lay down next to Gaby and felt the heat from her body. 

"Do you know, I've had nearly 10 times more men since I met you, than I had had my entire life," Gaby said. "And I love you for it."

She turned and kissed me. "I like Jeff. A gentleman. Polite. Didn't overstay his welcome and his dick felt good. Just what I needed."

I kissed her back.

"You know you've only got an hour of freedom left, don't you?" She said to me with a twinkle in her eye. And tomorrow, Jeff's going to come back and fuck your brains out. I can promise you that."

"Oh really?" I said.

"Yep. And I'm going to take photos of you two as well."

"Shall we go into the village for dinner tonight," I asked. "The traditional restaurant on the hill looks great. I heard there's no menu, they just bring dishes and you eat what you fancy."

"Sounds great. Let's have a swim so I can wash out the spunk and then get dolled up for a night on the town -- or village." With that Gaby jumped up and ran onto the terrace.


7. Village Vibrations

By the time we had swum, showered and dressed the time had slipped into Gaby's day to control me. She took to her role instantly and decided I should wear my tight blouse and the pencil skirt she had so loved on me in Croatia. She checked that the blouse was suitably unbuttoned to reveal some decent cleavage. She also wanted me to have bright red lips - so I did.

Gaby put on a simple sundress that showed off her luscious tits and curves. I felt over-dressed, but Gaby was in charge. Just as we were about to leave, Gaby handed me the vibrating egg and my only pair of panties that I carried for 'emergencies'.

"You know what I want you to do with that," she laughed evilly.

"Oh no, not that, I'll do anything."

"Sorry, you're using the egg. Do you want me to slip it in for you?"

I hitched up my skirt and spread my legs so Gaby could insert the hard object into my cunt. I pulled on the skimpy panties to help hold it in place. The thought of the egg had made me slightly wet, so it went in with only a little effort. It felt huge as I smoothed down my skirt and I would probably have to be careful how I walked. Luckily the pencil skirt was tight and would keep my movements in check.

"Just a minute, I want to test it."

Gaby turned it on, probably to about medium speed and I jumped in surprise.

"Oh, that's fun. What sort of range does it have? I'll test it on the way."

"About 10 metres I think." I said as we stepped into the street and pulled the door shut behind us.

We walked side-by-side, our heels clacking on the road. I was expecting to see Jeff, but his villa seemed deserted.

Suddenly I felt a strong vibration between my legs and almost jumped in shock.

"So it works, then," Gaby laughed. "Keep walking and I'll see when I can no longer control it."

I walked about twenty metros up the road. The vibrations between my legs suddenly intensified.

"It's working still," I said in a stage whispered shout,  "please turn it down, I'll come soon, if you don't."

"That's the idea, oh slave of mine." But she turned it down to a tiny buzz. I could still feel my pussy throbbing.

As most Portuguese don't eat until about ten o'clock in the evening, the restaurant had only just opened when we arrived at nine and was empty. As we stepped inside, four waiters almost fought for the right to show us to a table. We chose a rather dishy young guy and let him show us the way. 

He gallantly undid the serviettes and spread them over our laps, set out the cutlery and glasses in front of us and explained the menu to us in accented, but understandable English. We told him to bring what he recommended and a decent bottle of rosé as we were feeling thirsty. He dashed off with a swagger past his colleagues and into the kitchen, returning minutes later with a lovely cold bottle of rosé from northern Portugal. 

Just as he set it down on the table, Gaby turned up the intensity between my legs and I jumped in surprise, letting out a little squeal. The waiter glanced in my direction, but continued to pour the wine into the glasses.

"You little..." I said.

"It's only on level 4 and it seems to be having an effect already. Let's try five." 

I felt the vibrations increase and clenched my legs together to help restrain them.

"Cheers, my darling," Gaby said raising her glass. "To my beautiful slave girl!"

I took a long cold drink of the wine. It tasted so fresh and deliciously fruity. 

The waiter reappeared with several plates. He explained in very rapid English what each of them was, but it was difficult to catch all he said. He placed them on the table and wished us, "Good appetite" while staring unashamedly down my cleavage.

For the next thirty minutes Gaby and I ate and drank. A fresh bottle of wine appeared as soon as we finished the first and any plate that was emptied disappeared within seconds. To our surprise we were still the only customers in the place and it was past nine thirty.

I had to pop to the toilet and stood up to go. The waiter was by my side immediately and directing me to the rear of the restaurant. As he followed me through the restaurant Gaby must have turned up the intensity to maximum. I squealed in surprise and almost lost my balance. The waiter caught hold of my arm and asked if everything was okay. I assured him I was fine, giving Gaby a nasty look. 

My pussy was in turmoil as I sat on the toilet. I couldn't decide whether to whip out the egg or bring myself to climax. In the end I did neither and returned to our table, albeit careful and slowly. Gaby turned down the egg as I approached.

"That was so cruel," I said with a smile, "the poor waiter thought I'd had a seizure."

"He might give you the kiss of life next time," Gaby roared with laughter.

"You are so witty," I laughed.

"I'm going to call for the bill now. Before I do open another button on your blouse. I want the waiter to get a bigger eyeful."

I did as she said, knowing full well that the waiter would see most of my tits if I moved too much.

Gaby signalled for the bill and our waiter brought it over after a few minutes. He placed it on the table and stood waiting, eagerly looking straight down my shirt. Gaby said she wanted to pay and was counting out cash from her purse. 

"Anne, my darling. I am now going to turn up the egg to full intensity unless you hand over your panties to our waiter," she said without even looking up.

"Pardon, madam," the waiter enquired.

"No, nothing, my friend wants to give you something, don't you Anne?"

The waiter looked at me quizzically. Even more so as I wriggled in my seat to pull my skirt up. I then put my hand up my skirt and managed to pull the panties off my bum and down my legs. Gaby was trying to keep a straight face. The waiter hadn't a clue what was happening.

Gaby put the money on the plate just as I got the panties off my feet. By now the waiter must have been totally confused as to why I was leaning over, almost below the table giving him an even better view of my tits. I now sat up with my panties hidden in my hand.

"Put them with the money on the plate," Gaby said.

I did as she asked, dropping them discreetly from my hand and blushing bright red as I looked at waiter. The waiter now grasped what I had been doing for the last few minutes. He scooped up my panties and stuffed them in his pocket and picked up the saucer of money. 

"Thank you very much, thank you. Please come again," he said as he retreated.

Gaby and I rose from the table and made for the door. Our waiter and most of his colleagues accompanied us out. I tried to maintain a certain amount of decorum, but no doubt all the waiters now knew I had handed over my panties.

"Welcome again, please," our waiter said, "thank you."

He watched us walked down the hill back towards the villa, no doubt noticing me jump in surprise as Gaby turned the egg up to full when we were only about 20 years away.

"Oh god, Gaby, I'll cum any minute if you continue."

I was having difficulty walking, not only from the vibrations but also in trying to keep the egg inside. At that moment I stopped and grabbed hold of Gaby's shoulder as my body began to shake with a full-blown orgasm. I did what I could to keep down the noise, but I couldn't help whimpering to some extent. Gaby watched as the waves of pleasure surged through my body and I almost doubled over with the intensity of them. Gaby turned off the egg as the orgasm subsided and I managed to get my breath back.

"Oh no, the waiter's still watching us," I groaned. "Quick let's get away." I started to walk as quickly as I could down the hill.

"You really are turning into a devious sex fiend, aren't you?" I said laughing.

"You have just made that young waiter's evening, if not week or month," Gaby said. "He'll live off the story of a beautiful foreigner giving him her panties as a tip for years. He'll tell his grandchildren about it."

"I'm not sure he'll tell his grandchildren, but I bet he'll tell all his mates."

"He was quite nice looking too, perhaps I should have invited him back to give you a massage," Gaby said with one of her devilish smiles.

We were soon back at the villa. 

"You can give me the egg back now," Gaby said. 

"Here? Why not inside?"

"Yes, here. Now," she replied looking at me with a mock stern face.

I fished up my skirt and fished the egg out into my hand and handed it to her.

"It's a bit wet," I said.

Gaby took it and opened the door, but told me to wait outside. I looked at her wondering why, particularly when she shut the door after her. Thirty seconds later a piece of paper dropped through the letterbox in the door onto the ground. Naturally I bent to pick it up.

I read the note in disbelief. She really was an erotically evil devil. I was to take off my skirt and blouse and put them through the letterbox. I would then have to fulfil a task to gain entry.

There was no one in the quiet cul de sac where our villa was located, so I slipped off my skirt and blouse and posted them as requested.

Seconds later another note dropped onto the ground. I stared at it in disbelief. I called to Gaby through the letterbox. "I can't believe how devilish you've become," I called to her. "Where on earth did you get this idea?" But Gaby only said, "Come back when the task is complete."

I read the note again, hoping I had misunderstood it. 

'Darling Slave, you may return to the villa only when one of these tasks is complete:

1. Your pussy is full of fresh cum.

2. Two men masturbate for you and you have a video to prove it.

3. The time is 7 a.m.

Love

Your Mistress'

I called through the letterbox again.

"Gaby, please, I'm naked and you're cruel. Please let me in."

There was no sound from the villa. I thought about getting in through the garden, but that would mean going through other gardens and climbing a high fence. I banged on the door and called out to Gaby again, but still no answer.

"Are you all right?"

I turned to see Jeff on his doorstep.

"Yes, fine, we're just playing one of our silly games." I blurted out in my embarrassment. Even though he had taken intimate photos of me earlier in the day, I still felt slightly embarrassed being naked in front of him.

"Hang on, let me get you a robe," he said and disappeared into his villa. I walked over to his door and moments later he handed me a silk robe. I slipped it over my nakedness and thanked him profusely.

"Why don't you come inside and explain what's going on?" he said genially. So I did.

Over a glass of port I explained our game. I even explained about being hot wives and how our husbands find it erotic to see us have sex with other men.

"And what do you think? Is it erotic to have sex with other men?"

"Most of the time, yes," I said. "I enjoy sex, I love men, but I like to be selective about who I have sex with."

"So you and Gaby aren't a couple, because I thought perhaps..."

"No, not at all. We enjoy each other's company and, yes, we have sex, but we are not a couple as such. Does that sound odd?"

"Not really. In my time I've seen lots of odder arrangements. I did live through the sixties and seventies, you know."

Jeff and I talked for over an hour listening to music from the seventies and we drank several glasses of port. As Gaby had described him, he was polite, intelligent and extremely nice. When one of my favourite romantic songs came on we began to dance. He held me close and I put my head on his shoulder. By the end of the song we were kissing and I was enjoying it immensely.

Jeff began to kiss my neck and very soon my robe slipped from my shoulders and I stood naked again. One of his hands was gently caressing my nipples while the other pulled my bottom towards his very erect cock.

"Shall we get comfortable? I asked.

He took my hand and led me to his bedroom. He threw off the top cover on the bed and slipped off his t-shirt and shorts. I pulled him close and kissed him again, probing his mouth with my tongue. 

We fell onto the bed and continued our passionate kissing. His hands were caressing and touching my body. I opened my legs so he could use his soft fingers on my pussy. As he pushed two fingers into me I kissed him more strongly, pulling him tightly towards me and guiding his body on top of my own. I was sopping wet and eagerly guided his cock into me, gasping at his first thrust. 

He looked down at me as his dick moved in and out of my body and smiled. I pulled him to me and kissed him again, feeling waves and waves of warm sensations surging through my body. Jeff was a gentle, kind lover. He teased me with his cock plunging deep inside and holding still, before suddenly pulling out and almost making me beg him to come back inside. And when he did plunge into me again, delicious warm ripples of bliss filled my body.

I felt Jeff's orgasm begin to rise. I squeezed my vaginal muscles around his dick and milked him. His groans intensified and his kissing became torrid, I crushed him with my lips and milked and milked. He let out a huge scream as he pumped his seed into me. I kept on milking and squeezing, wanting to intensify my lover's pleasure. Spent, he almost collapsed on me, kissing me on the lips and neck, thanking me over and over, for an unbelievable orgasm. He moved to pull out, but I held him inside, wanting to enjoy his presence in me. I held him close to me and kissed him again. Although I hadn't cum, it had been very satisfying.

We must have dozed off, but were woken up by a loud banging on the door.

"Anne, are you there? It's Gaby. Please..."

Jeff got up and went to open the door. 

"Hi Gaby," he said, standing naked in front of her. "She's here, don't worry. We were drinking some port and dancing to my favourite songs."

"Oh thank god. I was so worried. I suddenly realised how stupid I had been."

"Come in. Would you like some port?" Jeff asked, ever the gentleman, even naked.

Gaby stepped inside and seeing me on the bed now had the full picture.

"I didn't mean to disturb you, sorry," she said.

"Not a problem," I said. "Why don't you come and join us Gaby? There's plenty of room and Jeff is a wonderful lover."

Gaby came over to the bed where I was sitting and put her arms round me. "I'm so sorry, Anne, that was such a silly idea. I got carried away and wanted to be wild like you."

"It's not a problem. I have had a wonderful time with Jeff. The night's still young and at midnight you turn thirty, so let's celebrate. Let's go skinny-dipping, and then Jeff can make love with you and then with me again. What do you reckon, Jeff?"

"Well there's no harm in trying, but don't expect miracles."

Gaby kissed me and then went over and kissed Jeff making his cock rise again. We never actually made it to the pool, as Gaby pulled him onto the bed and devoured him. She sat on his stomach while she pulled off her dress. Jeff's hands immediately grabbed her tits and his dick was ready for action. As Jeff enjoyed Gaby's tits, I kissed her and made sure she knew I wasn't upset. While we were kissing Gaby lifted herself up and guided Jeff into her. I move back and watched as the two of them enjoyed each other.

All in all, Jeff managed to cum five times that night -- twice in me, once in Gaby and the last twice in Gaby's mouth and my mouth. The smile on his face in the morning told more than words ever could. He woke up between us. As his eyes opened, I leant across and kissed him.

"Thank you," I said.

"Good heavens, I'm the one that has to do the thanking. I've never had such a night. You are both unbelievable women. I hope your husbands realise that and appreciate you."

"I'm sure they do," I said.

Gaby woke a few minutes later. She and I declined Jeff's offer of breakfast and headed back to our villa.

"The game's over," Gaby said as we left Jeff's villa. "It was fun, but I just want a quiet day on the beach with you before we go to the VIP party tonight. It looks like my goal of ten by thirty is not going to happen, unless three blokes proposition me on the beach today," she laughed.

I kissed her and told her that she had her whole life to enjoy sex, men... and women. There was no rush. 

"I know," she said, "but reaching 30 seems such a milestone. I feel I am no longer young and free. I missed out on my twenties because I met Nick so young."

"No, you didn't miss out, you just had a different time. I was the same. It's only in the last year that I've been a hot wife."

"But you had men before your husband, I didn't."

"What matters, is that you are happy. Don't think of it as notches on the bedpost, just enjoy the moment."

True to our word we spent the whole day on the beach. We decided against the micro bikinis, but both of us went topless since a lot of women do in Portugal. And not just the foreigners. Lots of locals too.

We had lunch at a snack bar by the beach and at about four; we strolled back to our villa, tired, but happy.


8. Surprise, Surprise

As promised on our invitation a limousine arrived to collect us at 7 p.m.

Gaby and I had spent a good two hours preparing ourselves and deciding what to wear. We both decided on a little black dress with heels. Gaby wore red heels; I was more subdued with nude. Gaby's was an off-the-shoulder dress that showed off her magnificent cleavage to great effect. My dress had a halter neck so that I had a lot of side boob and a good helping of cleavage too. Like good little hot wives we dispensed with underwear, despite the short dresses. Smoky eyes and bright red lips had become our obligatory look and that's what we went for this evening. Gaby put her long hair up in a loose but elegant bun. With much shorter hair I went for the tousled just-got-up-look. Gaby said it looked great, so I was happy. 

Before we left, as we had totally forgotten about it for almost two days, we both did a quick parade in front of the webcam so our husbands could get an eyeful of what they were missing. Giggling and laughing we also made sure they were both aware we were not wearing panties. We blew the webcam kisses and grabbed our clutches as we heard the limo arrive.

From what I had understood, the club was near Estoril Casino and that was the direction were taken. Within a quarter of an hour we pulled up outside an impressive old building set in its own grounds. The driver opened the door for us and we regally walked up the steps into the building.

We were met in the foyer by a handsome young man in a dark suit, who requested our invitations and led us into what looked like a private bar, empty of people except for a barman in a waistcoat and bow tie.  The decor was very art nouveau, elegant and well appointed. Not what I had been expecting.

"Please make yourselves comfortable here until the other ladies arrive," the young man said and disappeared back into the foyer pulling the door shut behind him.

Gaby and I gave each other a look and sat down in one of the comfortable chairs dotted around the small room. Within seconds the barman appeared and placed two tall drinks on the table without a word and returned behind the bar.

We both took and sip. Vodka and lime, I presumed. Nice anyway.

Before we had a chance to make a comment, the door opened and three more women were led in by the man from the foyer. The women were elegantly dressed and made up, probably in their thirties. The young man brought them over to our table and introduced us to the women in Portuguese before leaving again.

The women shook our hands in turn and sat down with us and received a similar drink like we had. They were all Portuguese, but their English was very good. This was the first time at the club for two of them, but one had been here before several times.

"You will love it," she said, "the men are gentlemen and treat you very well. I was the members' favourite on my last visit."

I had a myriad of questions to ask, but the handsome young man reappeared and requested we accompany him. We were led onto what looked like backstage. He told us to line up facing him. Gaby and I gave each other another look of incomprehension.

"You will walk in turn along the catwalk. At the end of the catwalk you will wait 30 seconds and return to here. Each of you will walk three times. Once in your own outfit, the second time in the lingerie I will give you, the third time naked." 

Gaby and I gasped. "Are you serious? I thought this was a cocktail party."

"Yes, madam, it is. You are our esteemed guests and will join the party after your show. One of you will be selected as the members' favourite and receive special treatment."

"Are we actually going to do this?" I whispered to Gaby. 

"Well, I said I wanted to do something different for my birthday and I do love a competition. With your body, Anne, you'll win easily."

"So you want to do it?"

"Yes, I do. It wasn't what I was expecting, but life with you never is."

As we were talking the first Portuguese girl had started her parade. From backstage we couldn't really see into the room with the catwalk, but we could hear men's voices and clapping.

A couple of minutes later the first girl returned and a second left for the catwalk. Then I was tapped on the shoulder. I straightened my dress, touched Gaby's hand and walked into the lights. The lights along the catwalk made it almost impossible to see the audience. I did my best fashion strut to the end of the catwalk. Posed in various positions then strutted back.

The adrenalin was pumping when I got back. I felt quite exhilarated. There was no time to say anything to Gaby as she was motioned onto the catwalk just as I returned. I saw her sexy silhouette disappear into the lights.

The first Portuguese woman had already changed into a basque, stockings and thong. I was handed a mid-length bay doll with a ruffled bust and straps. 

Gaby came off the stage as I was handed the garment.

"Oh, Anne, that was unbelievably exciting. I feel really pumped. I have no idea who's in the audience, couldn't see anything because of the lights. Could you?"

"Not at all. I..."

The young man handed Gaby a suspender belt, stockings, thong and two pasties with little tassels.

"Whew," Gaby said, "not much to play with. What did you get?"

I showed her my baby doll. 

"Better get changed quickly," she said and began stripping off her dress.

I took off my dress and pulled on the bay-doll. It was white, with an asymmetrical hemline, but no thong. 

"How do I look?" I asked Gaby as I gave a twirl. She looked up and smiled, "You are stunning. Told you you'd win."

I helped Gaby put on the pasties over her nipples and fastened her suspenders. Before I had time to tell her how beautiful she looked, I was directed onto the catwalk.

Yet again I strutted proudly to the end and did several poses, fully aware that anyone who hadn't seen my pussy the first time, would definitely see it this time. I vaguely heard clapping and cheers, but the adrenalin takes over and blocks out the exterior for me.

As I reached backstage Gaby smiled as she passed me. Her tits jiggled seductively as she walked. The clapping grew louder and I could hear cheers.

Backstage I took off the baby-doll ready for the nude strut. Normally I have no problem with nudity, but this was so unexpected and I had so little control over the situation that I was feeling a little anxious and embarrassed.

Gaby was once more at my side beaming with happiness. 

"I now understand why girls want to be models," she said. "This is so exhilarating. I'm loving it."

"Are you okay going out nude?" I asked, as I watched her strip off the few items she was wearing.

"I'm a little apprehensive, but really looking forward to it. Because of you, I have become proud of my body." 

The young man tapped me on the shoulder. As I was leaving for the catwalk, Gaby kissed me on the lips and whispered, "I love you, Anne."

I made my entrance, stopping momentarily as I hit the catwalk before strutting to the end. I did several poses again and strutted back. For the first time that evening I noticed that my pussy was sopping wet. 

Gaby passed me as I reached the backstage. I smiled at her and mouthed, "I love you too."

I went to fetch my dress, but found that it had been removed along with the lingerie. The three Portuguese were all standing naked next to me when Gaby returned. She had received raucous applause and the cheering was very loud for her parade. The last Portuguese girl left for the catwalk.

Gaby hugged me. She was excited, but relieved, she said. "I am so wet between my legs," she whispered in my ear. "I would love to feel something in my pussy right now," she giggled.

Our handsome host appeared once more when the last girl returned and ushered us all onto the catwalk. "Go stand at the end of the catwalk on the podium," he said. "We will announce the winner soon."

I walked hand-in-hand with Gaby behind the Portuguese women to the platform at the end of the catwalk. We were still blinded by the lights. The handsome host followed us. Once we reached the end, the women spread out into a semi-circle. 

"Gentlemen," the host's voice boomed out from behind us. "You have selected your favourite. Tonight's favourite is... number 4, Gaby."

There was a loud cheer and clapping from the crowd below us. I turned to Gaby and gave her a hug, the Portuguese women too. They seemed rather disappointed with the result. The host now approached us, "Gaby, you will come with me, you others may now join the members. Just descend the stairs here." He pointed to some stairs leading off the platform into the room that I hadn't previously noticed.

As he led Gaby along the catwalk, the lights were dimmed and I could see the crowd as I descended the steps with the Portuguese women. The room was not that big, much smaller than I had presumed. There were probably only about 20 men in the room, all dressed in dark suits. Most of them seemed to be middle-aged, but I spotted a couple in their thirties as I negotiated the steps in my high heels.

At the bottom of the steps the women were handed glasses of champagne and we were soon surrounded by men eager to get a closer look at our naked bodies.

One man came up behind me and put his arm round my waist. "Anne, this way," and directed me into the shadow of the corner of the room.

I turned to see what this pushy man looked like. 

"Oh, fuck, Aleix," I said. "What are you doing here?" I said in Catalan, automatically switching back to our language from almost twenty years ago.

"Sash, I'm James, now," he said in English with a strong American accent.

I slapped him hard round the face. All the anger I had felt in Barcelona when Aleix disappeared leaving no message, bubbled to the surface. Then I slapped him again, even harder.

"You fucking bastard. How dare you even talk to me? Do you know how much I suffered because of you? You..."

"Look, Anne, I am so dreadfully sorry. I didn't want to leave like I did, but I was forced to. I have been hidden by the Americans since that night. I have a new identity, a new life and I was not allowed to contact anyone from my old life."

"Am I supposed to believe this? How come your wife Cristina disappeared too? Did they hide her as well?"

"Yes, they did. They had too. We were in danger. I hope you believe me and will forgive what I had to do. You were my passion, my total inspiration. You know that."

"I believed it when we were together, but the years have weakened that belief. And what the fuck are you doing here?"

"It's a long story, but I really want to tell you about it. Can I see you tomorrow somewhere? Please, I owe you an explanation and my apologies."

I felt somewhat ridiculous standing naked in my heels in front of a man I had loved so passionately all those years ago and for whom I would have done anything - and often did. Before I had chance to reply, the host called for our attention from the platform. All eyes in the room turned to look and listen. The lights on the platform were turned on again and the host spoke. "Gentlemen, and our beautiful naked ladies, the moment you have all been waiting for. I would like to present the members' favourite for your pleasure."

Behind him, along the catwalk, Gaby was walking naked to join him. She was trying to see the crowd past the lights as she walked slightly apprehensively. When she reached the host, I noticed they had placed a type of massage table on the platform. The host took Gaby by the hand and helped her onto the table. She willingly put her legs into stirrups that were raised and then separated, so that her legs were spread wide revealing her glistening cunt lips to the audience. Some of the men clapped. Gaby's head was on a small pillow section that was lowered slightly, so that her head hung down a little. Her nipples were visibly rigid.

When she was in position, the host said, "Gentlemen, your favourite is ready, use her as you will," and stepped off the platform.

I had moved closer to the platform and went to go up the steps, but was stopped by the host. 

"Members only, I'm afraid," he said, holding me back.

A couple of suited gents passed us to go up the steps as he spoke to me.

I went round to the side of the platform so I could talk to Gaby. I called out to her. "Gaby, can you hear me? Are you all right with this?"

She turned her head towards me. "Don't worry, Anne. I'm fine. I've never had a gang-bang. Now's my chance."

Before she could say anything else a dick was unceremoniously thrust into her mouth while its owner mauled her fulsome tits. A second man pulled out his dick while standing between her legs and aimed it at her hole. She must have been very wet, because he seemed to slip inside her cunt with ease. He put his arms round her legs and plunged into her, grunting with pleasure making Gaby's body jerk with each thrust. To my amazement, he came within 10 thrusts, no doubt filling Gaby with his sticky spunk as he grunted and grunted, slowing his thrusting as he squeezed the final drops from his dick.

I was so entranced with the dick in her cunt, that I only realised the other man was cumming in her mouth when he screamed out, "Yes, yes, yes," and pumped even more vigorously. Gaby must have managed to take most of the cum into her throat as very little poured from her mouth when he removed his spent dick.

Both men just hitched up their trousers and re-joined the other men in the room. Gaby lay still on the table and looked in my direction. There was cum on her lips that she licked off while smiling at me. She looked so adorable; I just wanted to go cuddle her. As we smiled at each other, her body jerked again as another man shoved his dick into her cunt. Gaby began breathing heavily as the man pumped in and out. He seemed to have a bit more finesse than the first and was teasing Gaby. As he thrust, Gaby's tits bounced. Her face was contorted in pleasure.

All too soon the man screwed up his face with gratification and ejaculated his load deep into Gaby. Gaby moaned, but didn't orgasm. I could hear her sigh of disappointment as he pulled out his dick from her cunt, leaving a trail of white cum dribbling down her crack.

Over the next hour I counted thirteen strange men in total who deposited their cum in Gaby's cunt, arse or mouth or over her bouncing tits. Gaby orgasmed three times to my knowledge and had a smile on her face throughout. When the host announced that the entertainment was over, I jumped onto the platform and helped Gaby off the table. She was rather wobbly on her legs and she was covered in cum residue on her tits, face and between her legs. The men in the room clapped and cheered as we walked backstage.

"You must be incredibly sore," I said. "I'm surprised you can walk."

"I'm fine. It made me think of one of Nick's fantasies. I wonder if it would have lived up to his expectations?"

"It certainly did," said a voice from behind us. 

"Nick? What are you doing here?" Gaby asked. 

"Happy birthday, darling," he said and took her in his arms. "You were incredible. I never imagined you'd be able to take on so many men."

"You bastard, why didn't you tell me you were coming? Did you organise this whole thing?"

"I wanted to surprise you."

"Me too," said another voice and Rob put his arms round me.

"So, you're here too. Quite the men of surprises aren't we."

"Get dressed and we can go celebrate," said Nick. 

"I think, I just want to go home and soak in a shower," said Gaby.

"Okay, let's go home and we'll decide what to do after your shower," Nick said.

Our clothes were folded neatly on a chair now. We both pulled on our dresses and picked up our clutches. Nick and Rob led the way out of the club. In the foyer we met Dieke.

"Anne, my darling, so nice to see you again. And you my dear," he said, turning to Gaby, "I so enjoyed your delicious cunt, I must thank your husband for the chance."

"I didn't notice you, Dieke," I said in surprise.

"I was the first to take my pleasure and a real pleasure it was." He kissed Gaby's hand. "I hope I can have the pleasure again more privately."

Gaby seemed slightly taken aback to meet one of her 'lovers' face-to-face and only mumbled a few words, before we moved towards the door.

Dieke took me to one side. "Why don't you come back tomorrow and you could be the members' favourite?"

"I don't think so, Dieke, I like to choose my lovers," and walked out the door after Gaby and our husbands to the waiting limo.

Sitting in the limo I realised I had forgotten about Aleix in the heat of Gaby's moment. 'In fact,' I thought to myself, 'he should just stay forgotten'. At least I now knew he was alive. Over the years I had envisaged all sorts of scenarios. Whether he had told me the truth about his disappearance I'd never know.

Nick and Rob talked incessantly on the way back to the villa about Gaby's performance and how they had watched when I made Gaby ejaculate dozens of times they said. 

"And probably wanked off to it dozens of times too," I said laughing.

At the villa, Gaby went for a shower alone, despite Nick's protestations. I got out some nibbles and drinks for us all. I went to sit on the terrace with the men while we waited for Gaby.

"Why don't you strip off and go for a quick dip while we're waiting," I suggested.

They both looked at each other, stripped naked and dived into the pool laughing happily.

I heard Gaby come out of the shower and went inside  the villa to join her.

When the men emerged from the pool I chucked them a towel each and told them to come and stand by the table as Gaby and I had something we wanted to give them.

Our husbands came over and stood by the table in anticipation with their towels round them. 

"We decided to play a little game," I said. "First we need to fit something on your dicks."

I pulled off Rob's towel and quickly slipped a cage onto his dick before it had time to become erect. I wrapped the ring around his balls and locked it in place with a padlock. While I was fitting Rob's device, Gaby did the same to Nick.

"What are these?" the men looked at each other and then at us.

"Cock cages. Haven't you heard of them? Hot wives fit them on their husbands so that their husbands get even more pleasure from hotwifing."

"But, it's locked," said Nick plaintively. "How do we get them off? How do we get an erection?"

"When we say so," Gaby chuckled. "From now on, we call the shots. We are hot wives and we make the rules. Any problem with that?"

"Well, I suppose, none at all," said Nick.

"And you Rob?" Gaby asked.

"Absolutely none at all."

Gaby leaned over and we kissed passionately knowing full well our husbands' cocks would be straining in their cages and would drive them wild. 

"We are going to have fun with these." I said, "Aren't we Gaby?" 

*****END*****

The paperback edition of the series - Hot Wife in Europe - is now available from Amazon.co.uk.


Excerpts from Zara Lynne's other erotic books and short stories you may like:

An excerpt from Five Hot Wives Let Loose

(part one of Hot Wife Tales - Lust & Love)

...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 favour."

"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 colour 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."

Five Hot Wives Let Loose is now available on Amazon.

An excerpt from Revealing Wife in France

I kissed my darling again and then to surprise her poured some massage oil onto one foot and then the other. She jumped in surprise at the first drops, but moaned with pleasure as I began spreading the oil liberally over her feet and legs. As I moved up her left leg, I poured more oil over her thigh and began gently rubbing it over her skin, careful not to touch her pussy. 

As I massaged the oil into her thigh she let out a soft moan, but tensed as there was a knock at the door and we heard a voice say, "Room service".

"Shall I continue?" I asked. "Yes," she whispered in reply.

"Come in," I called. 

A few seconds later the young waiter we'd seen in the hotel earlier in the day opened the door and stepped into the room holding a silver tray with a bottle of my darling's favourite wine and two wine glasses. He first saw me sitting on the bed and then did a double take as he realised there was a half-naked woman also on the bed. His eyes fell immediately upon her breasts, then pussy and no doubt he saw the outline of her pussy lips pink and pouting through her transparent panties.

"Just put it on the bedside table," I said nonchalantly, pointing to the table by the bed, all the time my heart beating like a steam-hammer in my chest. I continued to smooth the oil into my Anne's thigh as the young man walked in a trance to the bedside table and put down the tray. My wife hadn't moved since he came into the room, but I could see a slight flush on her chest and face. 

"She's beautiful, isn't she?" I said, looking at the young man, who quickly looked away as I looked over at him. "Yes, yes, she is," he stammered.

"Would you like to watch while I give her a massage? Just sit on that chair," I said, pointing to the chair I had placed ready at the side of the bed with a perfect view of my Anne's pussy, not really giving him an excuse to say no.

I noticed the bulge in his pants as he sat down and begin more boldly to take in my wife's body. I watched as his gaze moved up from her pussy to her breasts and her stiff nipples partly visible through her babydoll.

His eyes followed my hands as I moved down her leg and poured oil over her feet and began massaging it in. I splashed the oil liberally over her calves and made her legs glisten as I rubbed and smoothed each leg in turn. The young man watched intently as I moved my hands up over the knee on one leg and started massaging oil into my wife's thigh. She let out an occasional moan as I stroked her inner thigh and approached her swollen pussy. 

I handed the oil bottle to the young man and pointed to the thigh on his side of the bed. He looked at me for a second, but quickly took the bottle and poured oil onto my wife's skin and began tentatively rubbing her thigh.

At the moment my wife had no idea that it wasn't me massaging her leg. I had gone slightly further more quickly than I had anticipated, but revealing my sexy wife to a stranger had made me feel so desirous of the beautiful woman lying so serenely on the bed. I wanted her to get extra pleasure for having fulfilled this fantasy of mine and I thought that a four-handed massage would make her feel even more special.

The young man was vigorously rubbing my wife's leg. He moved down to her foot and then back up above the knee and over her thigh. He stopped just short of her pussy, but I watched his eyes lingering on her partly visible wet pussy lips. I longed to touch them and see how wet they were (as he probably did too), but decided to wait just a little longer. I indicated the other leg to the young man and he proceeded to massage it from foot to thigh, just like before, lingering at the top of her thigh. My wife was lying quite still, but gentle sighs and moans were coming from her every so often.

I asked her if everything was ok, and she just sighed with pleasure.

When the young man had reached the top of the thigh once more I motioned him to sit down again. I kissed my wife on the lips and said, "Shall we take a look at your beautiful breasts?" She just moaned again softly and I looked across at the young man. "Would you like to have a look?", I said. 

He managed to stammer out a yes and wriggled in the chair to accommodate his erection.

I was shaking as I asked if he'd like to undo the ribbon holding the top of the babydoll. He needed no encouragement. He moved closer to the bed quickly undid it. Once open, he pulled back the babydoll from both breasts, allowing himself to get a proper look. I watched his eyes widen as the soft material fell to the side to reveal her 36C breasts. 

Her nipples were even bigger than usual. I picked up the oil bottle and began pouring oil over her nipples. It trickled down her breasts and onto her tummy. The young man looked at me imploringly and I just nodded. He placed a hand on both sides of her tummy before slipping through the oil up and over her breasts and nipples. The gasp of delight from my wife was deep and sexy. Her head went back and she moaned again. The young man was now intently playing with both nipples. I was watching entranced wondering just how far this would go. 

I moved up the bed and kissed my wife on the lips. She responded hungrily and our tongues locked. All the time the nipple massage continued. I'm not sure if she had an inkling yet that they weren't my hands making her moan in pleasure; but I don't think she really cared.

As I pulled away, I said I thought it was time to free her pussy from her panties. The young man looked at me and stopped massaging my wife's delicious nipples. I told him to stand at the foot of the bed, so he could get the best view. "Would you like to remove her panties?" I asked. I saw my wife stiffen at my words, so I moved up to give her another passionate kiss and told our guest to pull her panties off.

He didn't hesitate. Her knees were up and her legs slightly closed, so he leaned over her knees and took hold of both sides of the panties and pulled them slowly up to her knees then down to her feet and off. He immediately sniffed them and then to my surprise stuffed the panties in his pocket. 

At the moment my wife's pussy was temptingly hidden in the shadows of her thighs. Now came for me one of the most erotic things I have ever witnessed. I told my darling to slowly open her legs. In that moment, I looked down at her with her arms tied to the bed, her beautiful breasts and dark brown nipples glistening with massage oil and then looked over to the young man who was standing transfixed at the foot of the bed. His bulge was impressive. I looked at my wife and could see tufts of blonde pubes between her legs and watched in awe as she slowly spread her thighs to reveal her engorged, pink, wet pussy lips to this stranger. The waiter and I were both entranced. I moved next to him at the foot of the bed and took in the superb view he had of my wife's luscious pussy, fully exposed with her thighs splayed wide.

Revealing Wife in France (UK Edition)

is now available on Amazon UK 
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