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Sheer Control is book one of the Revealing Wife in France series, an erotic hotwife story of how a couple, on an extended trip to the south of France, pursue their erotic desires. Matt soon discovers that his yearning to show off and share his wife Anne is wantonly embraced by his once demure spouse. Matt is, however, unable to quell the jealousy in the pit of his stomach. Will their erotic adventures bring them closer together or tear them apart?

Look Inside Extract:

She submissively did as requested, knowing full well that I had a spectacular view of her pussy lips. She didn’t shave her pubes, merely trimmed them, so the pussy wasn’t as fully displayed as it would be shaved. When I’d taken a few dozen photos from the rear, I went and hugged her from behind. Pulling her to an upright position and grabbing both breasts as I did. She turned her head to kiss me and I knew she was hot and ready for the next step.

I took hold of her skirt and undid the zipper at the back and dropped it down. She obediently stepped out of it.

Now I had her pose with her back to the wall and picked up the camera again.

She did some demure shots trying to cover her breasts and pussy with her hands, but soon she was brazenly posing like a professional. My brain was buzzing. What had I done? Could this be my once demure wife posing like a glamour model?
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Part I

Sheer Control





Stirrings




Jealous, that's what I was, jealous.

We had been in Aix en Provence, a delightful old town in the south of France, for almost a week now. I'd been seconded to a project in Marseilles for six months and I had managed to persuade Anne to come with me on what, for her, would be a six month holiday in the sun.

During our 15 years together, Anne had become accustomed to my long absences and had rarely been able (or even inclined) to tag along. She preferred to pursue her own career and stay close to family and friends while I clocked up the air miles and spent weeks and occasionally months overseeing company projects in far flung places.

This time was different. Anne was in-between jobs, adored France and French culture and was keen to brush up her French. She absolutely jumped at the chance. It was, in fact, her idea to rent a villa just outside Aix (rather than suffer in an apartment in Marseilles), just up the road from the house where Cézanne had once lived and painted many of his masterpieces.

I had trusted her judgement and she had been so right. The setting was incredible. The views over Mont Ste Victoire were stunning and the weather since our arrival the previous week had been perfect.

Something else of note were the changes I had noticed in my wife. They were subtle, but no less stunning. The warm weather was, no doubt, a contributing factor, but we had been like honeymooners for the last week and Anne had taken to going out wearing short skirts, skimpy tops and sexy bras that accented her cleavage. I had often encouraged her to dress like this at home without effect, so this change in my darling wife was a welcome bonus and I was making the most of it.

But suddenly, here I was feeling stabbing pangs of jealousy. We were strolling through the back streets on our way to have a drink at one of the many cafés lining the Cours Mirabeau. Anne had just popped in to a small shop to look at some locally made jewelry. I could see her talking animatedly to the shop assistant, a young Tunisian or Algerian, who was attentively showing her various necklaces and persuading her to try them on. As she leaned over the counter to look more closely, I became aware of the young man's eyes ogling Anne's cleavage. From the angle he was standing, I could only imagine how much of my wife's breasts he could see under her loose-fitting top. From the side, I could see the outline of her breast. It was a mesmerizing sight to me, her husband. I could only imaging what the young man was thinking as he saw both of them in the flesh right before his eyes.

The assistant was quick to pull his eyes away from my wife's cleavage as she looked up to ask something about the necklace. She probably had no idea of the effect she was having on the young lad, or me, for that matter.

The more I watched the young man's eyes stealing lustful helpings of Anne's soft breasts, the more I realized my pangs of jealousy and the apprehension in my stomach were only a precursor to the stirrings of my own lustful thoughts. The realization that I was enjoying his lecherous eyeing of my wife hit me full force as I felt my erection stiffen at the thought.

Anne skipped out of the shop with her purchase round her neck. The chain was quite long and the silver charm hung provocatively above the cleft in her cleavage between her breasts. The attentive assistant had insisted on fastening it round her neck himself and to her delight had given her a huge discount. She was pleased with herself and kissed me passionately on the lips before we set off hand in hand down the street.

I wasn't sure what to think. I was unbelievably aroused by the thought of Anne being ogled, yet in the pit of my stomach, I had feelings of fear and jealousy. I had to admit though, I was looking forward to a similar situation happening again, and soon.

As we walked down the old streets, the jealousy hit me again. What if Anne had shown her breasts on purpose? Was she looking for something she couldn't get from me? I put the thought to the back of my mind and decided to just enjoy my lovely wife who was bubbling with happiness as we strolled in the sun to the café.


Plans




While we had been sitting on the café terrace watching the thousands of people milling by, I couldn't help but glance at the woman sitting next to me. I had tried to look at her with a stranger's eyes. What I saw was a woman pushing 40; a sensual, beautiful woman who oozed sex. Her mid-length blonde hair caressed her shoulders and her C-cup breasts were firm and full. Her cleavage was deliciously visible through the open buttons of her top. Her long, tanned legs were firm and well-toned after years of playing various sports. And finally, her blue eyes seemed to be continually smiling, even when her soft lips hinted at a frown.

It's true; I was madly in love with her and endlessly craved her body.

But now, looking through a "stranger's" eyes, I became aware that it wasn't only my love for her that made me desire her. I could see how other men might covet her too. I was rising to the thought of how sensual it was when my darling wife showed her charms to others. Despite the jealous pangs in my gut, I kept returning in my mind to the look of lust in the shop assistant's eyes and latent fantasies about Anne and another man began to surface in my thoughts.

Thinking about all this while walking back to our villa in the hills above Aix, I was totally distracted by my thoughts. So much so, that Anne even asked me if I was feeling ok. I assured her I had never felt better and that I was actually thinking about a stunningly sexy woman and how I wanted to make love to her when we got back to the villa. She even blushed at my words, but stopped and flung her arms around my neck and gave me another passionate kiss. I could feel my desire rising and ran my fingers under her loose top and lightly caressed her nipple through her bra. She kissed me even more forcefully and then took my hand from under her shirt, but instead of scolding me (as she might have done at home) she smiled and told me to hurry up. We almost ran the last stretch of road to the villa and we were quite breathless after coming up the hill.

Once inside, Anne slammed the door behind us, turned to face me, knelt down in front of me and pulled my pants open. She roughly pulled them down and freed my raging hard-on from the confines of my boxers. Less than 60 seconds after entering the villa, her soft lips were around my cock and her tongue was sending me wild. I was desperate to cum, but desperate not to. I wanted to savour this for as long as possible.

I'm not big, but neither am I particularly small. Normally Anne just takes me into her mouth as far as the ridge, but today she was reaching at least half way down the length of my shaft. I was in ecstasy and could feel myself beginning to cum. Like the gentleman I am, I told her I was getting close, expecting her to immediately pull back and finish me off with her hand. But she didn't pull back, she actually intensified her movements. As the first spurts were about to explode into her mouth, I gave her a final warning. Just as the first stream of cum was bursting from my cock she pulled me out of her mouth and directed the warm spurts over her neck and cleavage. At the back of my head I felt a twinge of disappointment that she still hadn't let me cum in her mouth, but I was too overcome by the force of my ejaculation to let it linger.

After she had squeezed the last drops from my cock, I pulled her up and kissed her. She wriggled free, pulled off her top, wiped her neck and chest with it, then dragged me into the bedroom. I pushed her onto the bed and dived between her legs, roughly pushing her panties to one side to reveal her sopping wet pussy. I plunged my tongue in and slurped up her juices. She squirmed as I sucked and licked her labia, occasionally sticking my tongue as far into her as I could. Her breathing told me she was having mini-orgasms and her hands were frantically pulling my head up to her clit. My tongue flicked and teased the little bud for several minutes, before I took the whole of her clitoris into my mouth and clamped down hard on it. She absolutely exploded. I maintained the pressure with my lips and tongue as she bucked and squealed in orgasm. I held on even after her main orgasm had subsided and let the aftershocks cascade through her body. She spasmed and shook as the orgasm subsided. I quickly removed my mouth and clamped my hand on her pussy to maintain the pressure and cause further aftershocks.

It took several minutes for her body to calm down. As she relaxed I scuttled up next to her, put my arms around her and just cuddled her close. We were both hot and sweaty from the exertion. We lay like that in silence for several minutes just enjoying the moment.

"Wow," she said finally, "that was intense. I haven't cum so strongly for years."

I was little taken aback by her words and tried not to take them as a reproach, knowing that all she meant was that today had been even more intense than normal. But coupled with my feelings of jealousy earlier, the young shop assistant's ogling and now this, I was feeling a little vulnerable and moved off the bed and into the bathroom. I splashed some water on my face and had the obligatory post-coital pee. On my way back to the bedroom, I picked up my underwear and pants and pulled them back on.

Back in the bedroom, Anne had already pulled on her silk robe and was coming towards the kitchen. She pecked me on the cheek as she passed and offered me a cold beer from the fridge.

We both went and sat on the patio at the back.

From the patio there was a great view almost to the sea, way in the distance, or so I imagined, and it was a perfect spot for enjoying both sun and shade. Anne had already made good use of it to put on a decent tan since our arrival. The patio was almost totally private. The only spot overlooking our patio was in the adjoining villa, but only from the upstairs balcony. The one person we had seen in the villa was an elderly gentleman. We had greeted him politely as he was coming out of his villa, like you should in France. He had smiled a friendly "bonjour" and raised his hat to us before walking off in the direction of the hills above the town.

We both sipped on our beers and looked into the distant landscape, lost in our own thoughts. Without thinking, I suddenly blurted out, "I was jealous, today".

Anne looked at me, "What!" she exclaimed. "When? Why?"

I felt a bit foolish having said it out loud, but did my best to explain. "Didn't you notice the shop assistant ogling your breasts?" I said. She was incredulous. "Oh, Matt, don't be so ridiculous. He couldn't have been more than 20. Why would he be ogling me? I'm almost 40, for heaven's sake. And why would that make you jealous, anyway? I thought you liked me dressing more sexily."

"Oh, God, Anne, I do, I really do. It's difficult to explain. I was jealous, but I was even more aroused by his attentions." Anne gave me a look of incredulity. "Aroused?"

"Yes Anne, aroused. I was fiercely proud of how beautiful and sexy you are and wanted the young man to be able to enjoy looking at your body. The thought of him getting hard as he stared at your breasts was incredibly arousing. It made me desire you even more than I normally do."

Anne hadn't taken her eyes off me while I poured out my heart to her. Without saying a word, she suddenly got up and went into the villa. I thought I must have upset her, but she soon reappeared with a bottle of Pineau. She poured two glasses of our favourite tipple, a delicious mixture of cognac and fermented grape juice from south-west France, and handed a glass to me.

"So what you're saying is that you get turned on when someone looks at me?"

"Well, if you want to put it like that, yes, I do, very much so."

She looked at me again, then smiled. "I'm very flattered that you think men are looking at me, even young men, but I think you are being deluded by your own fantasies about me."

"Oh, Anne," I said, "You are incredibly sexy. Your breasts are lovely, you have long, toned legs, your bottom is round and firm and I adore your shoulders and neck, your soft, luscious lips, the smile in your eyes..."

"Matt, just stop it. That's your opinion. You have this idealized view of me even after 15 years of marriage. I look in the mirror. I know what I see. I see the real me, wrinkles, saggy breasts, flabby tummy, the works... You don't have to say these things to get me into bed, you know. I will sleep with you."

I was feeling exasperated and took a few sips of my drink, before speaking again.

"Ok, let me prove it to you. Let me prove that other men find you very attractive."

"What, you're going to conduct a survey, are you. Go around asking everyone whether I am sexy? Don't be absurd."

"No," I said, "not a survey as such, but we will find out the truth and you will soon realize that I'm right."

"I still don't understand how this will work," Anne said, "but if it will make you happy."

"It will, it will." I said, with all sorts of images flashing through my mind.

"So what do I do? She said.

Here was my chance. How far could I push this, I wondered.

"Look, we have another 10 days or so until I start the project. Before the project starts I will prove to you that men find you attractive. Not just men my age, but young men, old men, all men."

"Ok," she said, "but how?"

"All you'll have to do is dress as I say and do as I say for the next 10 days and I will set up scenarios that prove absolutely that men are turned on by you."

"And if they're not, what then?"

"If I can't prove it, then I will take you on a 2 week holiday anywhere in the world you want."

"Wow, you must be feeling confident. So, what you're saying is, I dress like you say and do what you say for the next 10 days and you set things up to prove how attractive I am to men. No pressure to do anything I don't want to and I can pull out at any time."

"Hmm," I said, "that would be too easy for you. I'll give you three chances to veto something you don't want to do, but otherwise you have to see it through to the end, come what may. And you know I wouldn't do anything to hurt you."

She poured herself another glass of Pineau and took a drink, before looking me in the eye and said, "I can see you're serious about this. I'm not sure exactly what you have in mind, but we're in France, in the sunshine, we have 10 days to enjoy and I'm feeling particularly reckless today, so I'll do it. When do we start?"

"Right now, of course." I said. "We're going to have an amazing 10 days. Why don't you go and have a shower and I'll pick out something for you to wear. We could go into town and try out the Moroccan restaurant we saw yesterday."

Anne finished her drink, leant over to kiss me and scuttled off into the villa. "This is going to be interesting," she said as a parting shot.

Little did either of us yet realize, how interesting it would be.


Proof




After Anne had gone for a shower, I quickly downed my drink and went back into our bedroom to decide what she should wear. Ready for her on the bed I laid out my favourite white blouse, the short skirt she'd been wearing that day, a black thong, a black semi-transparent balcony bra, black pull ups and a pair of heels. I now sat in the corner waiting for her to finish in the shower.

She came into the room in her robe and immediately saw that I had placed some clothes on the bed.

"So, we're really going to do this, are we?" she said, smiling in my direction. She came over to me and sat on my lap. She then gave me a very hot kiss on the lips.

"Just to put you in the mood," she said and went over to the bed.

"A black bra," she said, looking at me, "With this blouse? Are you sure?"

"Absolutely," I said. "Everything you need is on the bed"

"If you're sure, but in that top, the bra will be clearly visible. The blouse is quite sheer. And the bra's quite transparent too, so in certain lights my nipples could be on display"

"I certainly hope so," I quipped. "I love the way the sheer blouse shows off the contrasting bra. And you have the most delicious nipples and areolae, so hopefully you'll be in the right light and I'll get to see them!"

"Well, if you're absolutely sure that's what you want," she giggled, "Because it won't only be you that will get to see them," and dropped her robe as she started putting on the clothes I'd prepared.

I was surprised. I had been expecting more resistance.

I sat and watched her in silence. I could never resist watching her dressing or undressing. I find it intensely erotic watching clothes go on and come off. Even better is when I'm the one undressing her - that really excites me.

After she had dressed she went and put on some light make-up and did her hair. I had asked her to tie it up so that I could see her gorgeous neck.

When she appeared again, I asked her to do a quick spin and just had to complement her. The bra definitely showed through her blouse, but I couldn't see her nipples - at least in this light. Her skirt was short, but came down to at least 4 inches below the tops of her pull-ups. The whole ensemble was topped off by her favourite heels. Not very high, about 2 inches, making her about 5 feet 10, but they really made her long legs look even longer, even more toned.

She really was stunning. I would have no problem proving my case.

The evening was quite warm for April, even in the south of France, but Anne asked if she could possibly put on a jacket or a shawl, just in case.

I knew she wanted it purely as a prop to help ease her fears about the sheer blouse and black bra, so I allowed it.

I got ready in a typical manly way. I threw on a clean polo shirt, grabbed my wallet and we were ready.

As we stepped out of the front garden we bumped into our neighbour. Once again he smiled, raised his hat and gave us a cheery "bonsoir". This time, however, he didn't just walk on by he stopped for a chat. His French was clear and moderately slow, so even I could make out what he was saying. Once he realized that Anne was the linguist of the two of us, his attention turned very much to her. He was exceedingly charming; probably about 60 years old, and even complimented Anne on how beautiful she looked. She blushed profusely, pulling her Pashmina more tightly about her, and seemed to feel the need to invite him over for drinks the following evening.

After more pleasantries and reconfirmation about drinks, we took our leave and strolled arm in arm towards the town like young lovers. Anne was

particularly excited and chatted animatedly all the way to the restaurant about everything and nothing.

The restaurant was quite busy as always, but they managed to fit us onto a table for two in a quiet alcove near the back. The decor was authentic Moroccan with rugs and artefacts on the walls. Although the restaurant itself was quite large, with the clever use of pillars and alcoves, it offered privacy to a large proportion of the diners. Only the tables in the centre of the space were in full view of everyone.

Our waiter was young and very attentive. He offered to take Anne's Pashmina, but she said she'd hang on to it for the moment, but I said I thought she might be a little hot and gave her a stern look.

She took the hint and handed over her safety prop to the waiter, who hurried off to hang it up and return with our rosé. Even in the diminished light of the alcove, Anne's sheer blouse was working its magic and I couldn't help but notice the waiter taking a few tentative looks at Anne's cleavage and bra visible through the material.

The rosé was beautifully chilled and we ordered a second bottle when the waiter brought our couscous and tagine. He lingered at my side (directly opposite my wife!) for several minutes to make sure we were happy with our dishes.

The food was delicious. We swapped and shared the two dishes and chatted and giggled our way through the second bottle of rosé. The waiter returned every so often to check on us, paying particular attention to Anne, of course.

Neither of us could face dessert, so we decided we'd pop into a café on the way home for an espresso and cognac.

Anne said she had to pay a visit to the ladies before we left and started to get up. As she rose from her seat I took her by the hand and said, "when you come back, make sure your bra is in your bag."

She immediately sat back down. "What?"

"You heard," I said, "make sure your bra is in your bag. Or, if you prefer, just bring it to me and I'll put it in my pocket." I retorted with a smile.

I could sense the confusion in her mind and was beginning to think she might already veto my request, when she just got up without a word and marched through the restaurant to the ladies hidden behind a draped curtain.

Our waiter was even too slow to catch her as she rushed past, but he stationed himself by the entrance in anticipation of her return, I presumed.

After 10 minutes I was beginning to get anxious, the waiter too had decided to return to his duties and left his post by the curtained entrance. I thought I ought to go check on her and got up to do just that, when I saw her appear through the curtain.

Without hesitation my eyes were drawn to her breasts. "Would I, or wouldn't I see them?" I thought.

I needn't have doubted her. Even across the restaurant I could see the outline of her nipples through the material. Anne walked proudly back to our table and quickly sat down. Her arms automatically moved into position to conceal herself from view.

"Satisfied?"

"Darling," I said, "I am so proud of you. You are unbelievable. Are you ready to go?"

As I said it, I called the waiter over to ask for the bill. He directed us to pay at the cashier and went to fetch Anne's Pashmina. As he was fetching it, ever the gentleman, I helped Anne out of her chair and walked behind her towards the cashier's desk.

As our waiter started to hand over the Pashmina, I intervened and said I would carry it for her and draped it over my arm. I then walked towards the door leaving Anne to pay for our meal, knowing full well she would have to lower her arms to reach for her money or credit card.

I stopped by the door and looked back. She was glaring at me, fully aware of my plan. She seemed to acquiesce quite quickly and gave up any attempts to cover herself. After paying, she brazenly strode towards the door with her arms by her side. I could see her breasts jiggling provocatively under her blouse. Our waiter was running after her, begging her to be sure to come again and to make sure she sat at his table.

Anne turned, gave the waiter an eyeful of her breasts and nipples and said that she would definitely be back, before grabbing my hand and pulling me through the door.

Our waiter stood watching and calling to us at the door until we turned the corner a good 200 yards down the street. As soon as we turned into the side street, Anne pushed me against the wall, stuck her tongue in my mouth and kissed me more passionately than she'd ever kissed me before - or so it seemed.

When she came up for breath, she huskily whispered, "Home. Now!" and set off walking, almost jogging, in the direction of the villa, her heels clicking sexily on the cobbles.

I followed on behind, keeping my distance, so I could watch the reactions from people strolling in the street. Anne kept looking back and urging me to get a move on.

I caught up with her as were about to reach the ring road that marks the end of the old town. I stopped her, kissed her again and then led her towards a small café.

"No," she said, "I really need to get back, I want you in me."

"Ok," I said, "but this means for two days you are not allowed to use a veto. You must do absolutely anything I say. Is that clear?"

She looked at me for a moment. "Anything? Absolutely anything?"

"That's right," I said, "that will be your punishment for disobeying me today."

I looked away from her eyes and down at her breasts and could clearly see her lovely brown areolae through her blouse. I wanted her now, as well.

"If that's what it takes, I agree, but let's go back now, please."

As a conciliatory gesture, I went to wrap the Pashmina around her, but she refused it.

"There's no need," she said, "I rather enjoy being ogled."
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We eventually fell asleep in the early hours after a torrid and passionate few hours. As we fell asleep Anne told me how shocked she had been by how aroused she had become after removing her bra and flaunting her C-cup breasts under her blouse.

I had reiterated how proud I had been of her and how sexy and beautiful she was. Neither of us mentioned that she had promised to do anything I commanded the following day, after I had allowed her to return home earlier than I had originally planned. She probably hoped I would forget about her promise.

I woke early the next morning, full of anticipation for the day. I left Anne sleeping naked in our bed. I started the coffee then popped out to the local boulangerie to pick up a couple of fresh baguettes and 4 hot croissants. When I got back the coffee was ready. I put the jam on the table and we now had everything we needed for a typical French breakfast on the veranda.

I tiptoed into the bedroom and snuggled next to my darling wife, kissing her on the neck. She stirred and turned to me offering a big smile.

"Breakfast on the veranda is ready," I said, jumping up. "No need to get dressed, come as you are."

Anne looked at me. "I'm totally naked, what will the neighbours think?"

"Darling," I said, "for a start the neighbour can only see our veranda from his upstairs balcony, so I doubt whether that will happen at this time of day, and secondly, you have to do everything I say today without question, so I want your naked body on the veranda, now!"

"Yes, sir," she quipped jokingly and followed me onto the veranda, looking sheepishly up at the neighbour's balcony. Seeing no one there, she sat at the table.

It's strange how the fact she was naked outside made it so much more erotic than naked in the bedroom. I couldn't believe how turned on I was getting sitting opposite my naked wife. I was also hoping our neighbour might pop his head over the balcony, but that would have just been a bonus on this lovely, sunny day.

Seeing Anne in the sunlight her tan lines were quite stark. She had never been one for topless tanning even on holiday, so her breasts and bottom were rather white compared to the rest of her body. Although I find tan lines a turn on, I thought I should make time over the next 9 days (before my project started) for Anne to get an all over tan. But today we had other things to do to help prove to her that men find her attractive.

We lingered on the veranda sipping our coffees. I was in no rush to go back inside, because I wanted her to become more accustomed to being naked outside, even if it was only in our own backyard.

Eventually we went back into the bedroom and while Anne was in the shower, I picked out clothes for her to wear and got the camera ready. I also logged on to one of my favourite websites for sharing wife photos. I'd lurked on this site occasionally over the years, but I'd never mentioned the site to Anne, nor ever uploaded any photos of her. I was hoping to change this today.

Anne came out of the bathroom with her hair ready and a touch of make up with just a towel tied round her chest. She was a bit surprised when she saw the clothes, as they were the same as she had worn the previous evening. But she gave me a quick kiss then proceeded to dress. I had included the black balcony bra for starters. I'd soon be ditching it.

"Right," she said, turning to me. "All ready. Where are we going?"

"Onto the veranda," I said, "That's all for the moment. Follow me."

We walked onto the veranda where I had set up a sun lounger in the shade ready as a prop for my photo-shoot.

"This morning, you are my model. I am going to take some hot and sexy pictures of you. All you have to do is be yourself."

I saw her look tentatively up at the neighbouring balcony: still nobody there.

"Ok," she said, "Where do you want me?"

I directed her first to stand by the wall and take some sexy poses. I wanted to capture her long legs, the curve of her breasts, the delightful swell of her cleavage and, if I could, the hint of nipple through the transparent bra and sheer blouse. I also took some shots from the rear to show of her lovely bum. I had her lean against the wall with her hands high, as if she was being frisked, and got a superb shot of the tops of her stocking peeping beneath her skirt. She then sat on the lounger and I took shots from above to beautifully capture her cleavage. She opened a couple of buttons more on her blouse to make her cleavage even more deep and enticing.

"Done for the moment," I said. "Come on in and relax, grab a drink and we'll continue in a little while."

"That was fun," Anne said. "Hopefully the pictures are worthwhile."

"Oh, they will be," I replied, "They definitely will be."

Anne went to the kitchen to fetch some drinks for us both. I went over to the computer I had put on the veranda table and started uploading the images from the camera. To my surprise I'd taken over 50 photos. As Anne returned with the drinks, I'd just loaded them into iPhoto so we could choose our favourites.

Anne sat next to me and gave me a peck on the cheek, as I started to scroll through the images of her. I'm not the world's best photographer, but even I was amazed at how sexy she looked. I'd failed miserably with some pictures, but there were a good dozen that were just what I was looking for - subtly sexy. Wow, what a woman I'd married.

Together we selected our top 10. Even Anne liked some of them and didn't make her normal derogatory comments about herself. "Progress," I thought, "real progress." Any of those that showed her face I cropped to make the picture anonymous.

"What are you doing?" she asked. "You can't tell it's me."

"Exactly," I said. "Now we can post them anonymously."

"Post them? Where?" she looked at me in panic.

"Don't worry. You said yourself, no one will know you. Today we're going to get the first tangible proof that other men find you hot." As I spoke I opened the website I'd selected and showed her how it worked. I opened some of the posts showing wives and girlfriends in various states of undress followed by comments from other members.

Anne was intrigued and wanted to see more. One photo posted showed a woman in the nude with her legs wide open. Anne recoiled with panic.

"No way," she said, "there's no way you're posting a picture of me like that."

"Calm down," I said, "who said anything about photos like that? We're going to put up some of the photos we took just now and see the reaction. If our audience want more we'll show something a little more daring. Ok?"

Even before she could respond I had started a new thread and uploaded her first photo. Within seconds there was a comment: "Great start, let's see more."

"Let me see," Anne said, "What did he say".

Over the next 10 minutes or so I added half a dozen photos and Anne devoured all the comments. They were all extremely complimentary and most of them were asking to see more, just as I had anticipated.

"Come on" I said, "let's keep your fan club happy."

We went over to the wall where I'd taken the previous shots. This time I had her face the wall and bend to the waist and spread her legs. I love upskirt shots, and these were stunning. She then sat on the sun lounger and leaned forward with her knees spread. Delicious. You could see her cleavage almost to her nipples and her black thong and stocking tops. I was in raptures.

She didn't even demure when I told her to open her blouse and eventually she completely took it off. I took photos of her in her bra from various angles in various poses. The shots were tantalizing because her nipples were rock hard and partially visible through the transparent fabric of the bra. But I wanted more. I told her to get ready for the next shots while I uploaded some more photos. I wanted her in the blouse with no bra.

I gave her a sultry kiss then went over to the computer to select and upload some more photos. Comments had been pouring in while we were away and some were worried we had stopped posting because of the delay.

It only took me a few minutes to upload and I was back to capture even more sexy photos of my lovely wife. As she leaned back against the wall in her sheer blouse, short skirt and heels I was rock hard. Her nipples were poking through the material and you could clearly see her dark brown areolae. I took a pile of photos from all angles and had her undo the buttons on the blouse one by one until it hung open revealing the inner curves of her breasts.

As she bent forward the blouse parted to reveal the whole of her breasts. Anne had been surprisingly silent during the shoot and said nothing even as I took these last shots showing all her breasts. I moved across to her and kissed her on the lips. As I did so, I tweaked her nipples. She moaned with lust.

I slipped her blouse from her shoulders and down her arms. She was now totally topless. I had her resume the bent pose with her hands against the wall and then put my hands up her skirt and pulled her thong off and dropped it behind me. I took several photos with her legs together. From the slight angle I was standing at, one swinging breast was beautifully visible, as was a peek of her pussy.

"Spread your legs", I said.

She submissively did as requested, knowing full well that I had a spectacular view of her pussy lips. She didn't shave her pubes, merely trimmed them, so the pussy wasn't as fully displayed as it would be shaved. When I'd taken a few dozen photos from the rear, I went and hugged her from behind. Pulling her to an upright position and grabbing both breasts as I did. She turned her head to kiss me and I knew she was hot and ready for the next step.

I took hold of her skirt and undid the zipper at the back and dropped it down. She obediently stepped out of it.

Now I had her pose with her back to the wall and picked up the camera again.

She did some demure shots trying to cover her breasts and pussy with her hands, but soon she was brazenly posing like a professional. My brain was buzzing. What had I done? Could this be my once demure wife posing like a glamour model?

My cock was loving it. My brain was in overdrive.

After I've no idea how many photos, I led her to the sun lounger. The back of the lounger was slightly raised, so she was sitting partially upright when she leaned back. She put her arms behind her head and pulled her knees up. Her breasts were perfect. Her nipples were pointing directly at the camera.

I now opened her legs slightly with my hand and took some more shots. Her pussy was still hidden in the shadows of her thighs. I pushed them open some more, then more and eventually with her legs bent her knees were pointing outwards and her sopping wet pussy was invitingly and brazenly wide open for everyone to see. My hands were trembling as I took photo after photo. I had Anne put a finger in her mouth, tweak her nipples and when I saw how excited she was becoming, told her in a firm voice to bring herself to orgasm and carried on taking photos as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

Without saying a word, her hand moved slowly down her stomach and finally her middle finger slipped sloppily between her pussy lips. Her eyes were glazed and her finger moved smoothly in and out. Low moans were coming from her throat. I kept forgetting to take any photos; I was so enraptured. As her orgasm neared, her fingers moved over her clitoris more and more. The nearer her orgasm came, the more frenzied her movements. As her orgasm shuddered through her body, I made sure I got full body pictures, close ups of her pussy and fingers and shots of her orgasmic face. This was so intense I was close to cumming myself. My boxers were probably soaked in pre-cum.

As Anne's orgasm subsided I put the camera down and took her in my arms. I couldn't believe what she had done this morning. I held her tightly and told her how much I loved her.

I asked her if she wanted a robe, but she refused it, choosing to stay naked as we both sat down at the computer.

In just over an hour I had taken almost 300 explicit photos of my wanton wife. I was in ecstasy and tremblingly loaded all the latest shots onto the computer. Comments had been piling up about our earlier postings. Anne fetched her iPad and logged on to the site to read the comments more closely.

She began to type furiously and I guessed she was answering her fans personally.

I selected my favourite photos from the latest batch and cropped them suitably before posting them teasingly one by one on Anne's thread. Purposely, I didn't ask Anne which she preferred - I wanted to make sure she didn't stop me posting some of the later more explicit shots. Even though she seemed to be experiencing a real high at the moment, the realization that explicit shots were being uploaded for the entire world to see, even anonymously, might bring her out of her euphoria.

As of yet, Anne had only shown her cleavage and stocking tops in her posts. The next shot I uploaded was of her without a bra. The fullness of her breasts and her nipples were clearly visible.

The response on the site was immediate. Anne actually blushed at one man's comment and began typing furiously again.

For the next hour I uploaded Anne's photos every 3-4 minutes or so. Each photo was more daring than the next. Anne was intrigued by the number of men who wanted to chat on cam, but so far she had refused them all. Other men (and to Anne's surprise, women too) were making requests for particular types of photo: tits hanging, shaved, full frontal, full face and the like. Anne was taking it all very calmly sitting naked on our veranda. She said she felt safe behind her anonymity in the photos and wasn't sure if she could ever do this with her face revealed. The more photos I put and the more Anne added her responses to comments, the more comments seemed to appear.

Finally, after numerous requests, I posted a full frontal. Anne gasped when she saw it. The positive comments soon kept her busy. The upskirt with no panties was very popular, and even more so the upskirt, no panties with legs spread. Anne's popularity was confirmed when her post was labelled the "hot post of the day".

When the photo of Anne sitting naked on the sun lounger with her knees up appeared, I could feel the tension in Anne. She knew what was coming. So far, she hadn't made one remark to me about any of the images; she was so intent on the comments.

I waited a few minutes before posting the next with her pussy hiding in the shadows of her thighs. I loved the shot, an absolute tease.

Her fans were clamouring for her to open her legs wide. I couldn't deny them and with my cock straining to be released, I posted Anne totally naked with her legs spread. Her pussy lips were glistening with wetness, her arms were folded behind her head and she was looking defiantly at the camera.

"Oh, shit!" I thought, "I forgot to crop the photo." There was no way I could stop it being posted now.

I waited for Anne to react. When she put down her iPad and turned to me, I was ready for the worse.

"Are you going to fuck me today?" she asked spreading her legs over the arms of the chair so I could see how wet and ready she was. I had never heard her use such language.

I said nothing, I just knelt down in front of her and began to lick and finger fuck her pussy. She exploded within a minute.

"Now put on your skirt, blouse and heels, we're going for a late lunch and a drink in town." I said in my most commanding voice.

As she went to collect her clothes, I saw what her last comment had been: "Thank you for all your lovely comments. I'll post again soon. Now my pussy's on fire and I'm going to fuck my man xxxxx."

All I could do was smile. What an exhibitionist I had created. "I have to enjoy this while it lasts", I thought to myself.

Anne came back out dressed. Her bra was missing as requested, her breasts jiggling seductively and her nipples fully visible under the white blouse.

"Turn round and bend over," I commanded trying to hold back my smile, "with your legs spread."

She bent slowly at the waist, looking back at me as she did.

Bingo. Her hairy pussy was in full view. She smirked at me as I discovered she had followed my instructions.

"See anything you like?" she quipped as she stood back up and smoothed down her skirt.

"More than you can imagine, my darling," I answered, wondering how long I could deny myself.

"Let's go," I said, "we have to be back in time for our neighbour. Remember? You invited him over for drinks."

"Should we go put him off?" she asked.

"No, I don't think we should. I'm sure he'll enjoy his visit," I said with a saucy wink.

Anne laughed and we set off for the town. I picked up my trusty camera on the way out and rearranged my trousers to make it easier to walk.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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