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He walked up to me, caught my gaze and then looked me up and down taking his time to look at the swell of my breasts and my legs. He then walked slowly round me and back to his seat on the sofa.

“Have you ever undressed your wife for a stranger?” he asked Matt.

“Not really, no,” Matt replied, probably wondering whether yesterday’s fun counted as such.

“And have you ever seen another man’s cock slip into your wife’s cunt?”

I flinched at the word, but Matt calmly replied, “No, never.”

“Is this what you want to happen? Do you want to strip your wife naked for a stranger? Do you want to watch that stranger fuck your wife’s mouth? Do you really want to watch that stranger take your wife in front of you? Tell me, is that what you really want?”

Matt hesitated and looked at me, but I knew without a doubt what Matt would say and felt a surge of lust through my body.

“Yes, that’s what I want.” He finally said.
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Part I

Submitting to a Stranger





Anne's diary - Preparation




The previous evening we'd both fallen asleep almost immediately, but woke up about three in the morning and talked again about the events over the last few days.

I have to admit, I was still rather surprised by my behaviour. I had always known about Matt's erotic desires to see me flaunt myself and show off my body, but I had never felt such urges to go along with this more than a little. I was also stunned to see the effect that a flash of my naked body had on men in general. I'd always been on the conservative side in my choice of clothes and since being with Matt; I naturally hadn't sought the attention of men.

My flagrant exhibitionism was like a drug. I was high on the leering look in men's eyes as they caught a glimpse of my nipple or pussy. Yesterday I had revelled in my ability to make a couple of young men cum at the sight of my naked body. And last night, not only did I fulfil one of Matt's fantasies by letting a stranger touch my body, but I went further than I'd even gone with Matt, by letting the young man dump his load in my mouth. I was enjoying my newly discovered power and I knew I was willing to experience even more - not just to please my husband and carry out his erotic desires, but for me and my own sexual and erotic pleasure.

At the back of my head I was fearful that Matt might suffer jealousy seeing me suck another man's cock, but he seemed fine and was full of praise for all I had done for him.

We slept late after our exertions of the night before and missed breakfast in the hotel. After a snack in a café in Arles, we didn't get home to the villa in Aix until after two. A letter addressed to Matt was waiting in the letterbox. It had been delivered by hand and was handwritten on exquisite parchment.

Both of us immediately guessed it was from the exclusive club our neighbour Antoine had mentioned.

The letter, to our surprise, was in English.

"This evening at 7 p.m. the Supreme Master will attend at your residence.

The presence of yourself and the supplicant at said time indicates that you wish to proceed with the induction process into The Club.

You will prepare for the induction with care.

	The supplicant will obey all instructions from the Supreme Master without question.

	The supplicant will wear a shelf bra, a micro thong, a one-piece dress of husband's choosing and high heels of at least 4 cm.

	The supplicant will have no body hair.

	Supplicant's make up will be minimal.



The honour of membership in The Club is bestowed only on the most worthy.

Be worthy!"

"Rather pompous," I had said to Matt after reading it through, "They certainly think highly of themselves, let's see whether they are worthy of us."

Matt didn't say much for the next half hour or so. We sat on the veranda and had a bite of lunch.

"So," he finally said, "Are you willing to do this?"

"I am if you are," I had replied. I wanted to show these pompous pricks that we were good enough, if not too good, for their club.

"I'll go get the clothes you need, you can prepare your body. Ok?"

"Ok," I said, "But, Matt, are you really ready to go through with this? Do you really want to join this mysterious club? They could ask us to do anything, anything at all. I'll stop whenever you want. All you have to do is tell me. I love you and will do anything to make you happy, but I don't want you to go through any pain or suffering."

Matt didn't answer. "We've only got a few hours," he said and dashed off into Aix. I took that to mean, "Yes."


Anne's Diary - Submission




Iwas now left alone in the villa to prepare my body. First I had to remove my pussy hair for the first time. The thought was actually making me wet.

At five to seven I was standing in our en suite looking at myself in the mirror. The doorbell rang promptly at seven, but apart from the door opening, I hadn't heard anything, not even any voices.

My reflection was no longer the young woman I'd been twenty years ago, but I wasn't bad for my age, I thought. As requested, or rather demanded, in the letter, I was wearing a new shelf bra that held up my breasts, but teasingly showed my nipples and areolae, Matt had bought me a new micro thong to match the bra. It was so micro that it barely covered by pussy lips. My new heels were dazzlingly high, but certainly showed off my assets. Matt had also decided to buy me a new sundress. It had spaghetti straps, a fitted bustier with four buttons down the front and a full skirt that came to about 10 inches above my knees. Because it was ivory white in colour, I could make out my dark ruby nipples through the material and as I cupped my breasts with both hands, I felt my nipples harden. My breasts aren't huge, a decent C-cup, but I had lusciously large areolae and nipples that were quick to harden at the slightest hint of arousal.

The dress really only came down to just below the top of my legs. I lifted the dress slightly and in the reflection I could see the outline of my newly shaved pussy through the material. I had never shaved my pubes before and was quite taken with the novelty. My legs and armpits were also as smooth as I could get using a razor.

Looking at myself, even though I was quite pleased with my look, I was inclined to call the whole thing off. I had my phone in my bag; I could just call Matt and ask him to show the guest out. What was I thinking, a 38 year old woman dressed like this in front of a stranger.

The wine I had drunk earlier was wearing off, it seemed, so I filled up my glass from the bottle I'd brought into the bathroom and downed a good half glass in one gulp.

I had to admit, though, that the thought of my husband showing me off to the Supreme Master did make my pussy tingle. The fact that he wanted to was exciting in itself. The fact that someone had demanded to see me dressed like this, sent shivers through my body into the very tips of my nipples and down between my legs. The throbbing in my pussy and my hard nipples poking through my dress were revealing how I really felt.

I hadn't really thought about what this induction would entail. Showing me off to a stranger was one thing, but at the back of my mind I knew what could happen, if I let it. But did I want things to go so far, that was the question. We had decided on our secret word, just in case.

I drank down the rest of my glass and looked once more into the mirror. I knew my husband thought I was sexy. Events over the last few days had made me realise that other men also found me attractive. I realised that we had been fulfilling some of Matt's oldest fantasies since we'd come to France. My husband had dreamed about them for years. Oh god, I thought, I'm getting really wet at the thought of this exhibitionism. For that's what it was, pure exhibitionism.

I took a swig from the wine bottle, had one last glance at myself in the mirror and stepped out into the bedroom.

Matt was sitting in the armchair facing our en suite and saw me first. Opposite him was the man I presumed was the Supreme Master who was facing the window, looking away from the bathroom. He didn't turn as I stepped into the room, but continued to sip from his glass. Matt smiled and walked towards me holding out his hand.

"My god you look stunning", he said, "come and meet Master Pascal, the Supreme Master".

He led me by the hand and stood me in front of his chair, a couple of steps away from the surprisingly young man sitting on the bedroom sofa. He was probably mid twenties, well built, but not too much, with wavy hair and a pleasant face. His face betrayed nothing as he looked appraisingly at me. Matt stood by my side holding my hand.

"Turn round," he said in English, "Let me see you from behind".

I was inclined to tell him what he could do with his command, but the way he said it made my pussy tingle again, and I turned as requested.

"Good, now turn back round and step closer to me."

I turned round and took a step closer.

"Put your hands behind you head and spread your legs," he commanded.

The tone of his voice left no doubt that I would obey.

Tentatively I put my hands behind my head and spread my legs, aware that this stranger could see the outline of my nipples clearly through the ivory coloured material and fearful that the wetness in my pussy would betray me. My thong was probably quite wet by now.

Master Pascal put his glass down and stood up. He walked up to me, caught my gaze and then looked me up and down taking his time to look at the swell of my breasts and my legs. He then walked slowly round me and back to his seat on the sofa.

"Have you ever undressed your wife for a stranger?" he asked Matt.

"Not really, no," Matt replied, probably wondering whether yesterday's fun counted as such.

"Have you ever watched your wife sucking another man's cock?" he then asked.

"Er, yes", stammered Matt. Master Pascal didn't react.

"And have you ever seen another man's cock slip into your wife's cunt?"

I flinched at the word, but Matt calmly replied, "No, never."

"Is this what you want to happen? Do you want to strip your wife naked for a stranger? Do you want to watch that stranger fuck your wife's mouth? Do you really want to watch that stranger take your wife in front of you? Tell me, is that what you really want?"

Matt hesitated and looked at me, but I was staring at Master Pascal, knowing without a doubt what Matt would say and feeling a surge of lust through my body.

"Yes, that's what I want." He finally said.

I made no outward reaction, but my thong got much wetter. The use of the word cunt about my own pussy had made me feel so sexy. This was already going way beyond what I had ever imagined. He hadn't even mentioned the club yet, I presumed this was just part of the softening up process.

"What about you supplicant?" He said to me, "Do you want a stranger's cock in your mouth, in your cunt, fucking you to orgasm? Because I'm leaving now unless you can truthfully say you do."

"Yes, I do want it", I said rather too quickly and much to my surprise. And realised that I really did want it, not only to please Matt, but also for me. I felt empowered at the thought of this young man wanting me so carnally.

"Will you give me your body for the next few hours to let me do as I wish?"

"I will", was all I said.

"If you please me and I approve, will you give your body to The Club to let its members' do as they wish?"

I looked at Matt wanting reassurance, but he seemed to be in a daze.

"I will", I finally said, wondering what the hell I was letting myself in for.

"Good", said Master Pascal, "we can proceed."

"Matt, remove the supplicant's dress now."

Matt moved behind me, touched my arms and moved them to my sides. From behind he then undid the four buttons slowly and pulled the straps down my arms. I realised he was doing this from behind so that Master Pascal would get the full effect as he stripped me.

As the dress fell to the floor, my nipples hardened even more as the material slipped over them.

I put my arms back behind my head and spread my legs again almost unconsciously obeying Master Pascal's silent command.

Master Pascal's face betrayed nothing. His piercing eyes took in my areolae and rock hard nipples being served up by the shelf bra. I was also aware that my pussy lips would be fully visible through the semi-transparent mini-thong.

"Pull off the thong so I can see how wet the supplicant's cunt is," he finally barked to Matt.

Matt, still behind me pulled at the flimsy strap of the thong. The thong came off in one pull.

Now, I felt very vulnerable. I could sense how engorged my pussy lips were and my clit was throbbing.

"Give it to me", the Master said to Matt.

Matt handed my thong to the stranger. Master Pascal brought them to his nose and smiled for the first time since I had come into the room.

"Very nice, very wet, you're almost ready for me."

He slipped my thong into his trouser pocket.

Master Pascal looked at Matt, "take off all your clothes and come and sit next to me on the sofa for a better view."

While Matt began taking off his clothes the Master came and stood in front of me and ran his hands over my body. He cupped my breasts, as if feeling the weight, and rubbed his thumbs twice over my hard nipples. I gasped as he did so and felt my juices running down my leg.

The Master's hands continued to knead my breasts and tease my nipples. I was in ecstasy. I hardly noticed Matt move to the sofa and sit there in the nude with a raging hard on, revealing how he felt about the proceedings so far.

Master Pascal moved his hands slowly down my tummy and his left hand continued over my bald mound to my sopping cunt. His middle finger slipped easily inside me. As he pulled it out there was a juicy plop. He brought his finger up to my mouth and without a word spoken I sucked the juices off his finger.

"Good girl", he said. "This is going to work, very well".

"Matt, take off her bra and let me see her totally nude."

Matt got up and I noticed how huge his erection really was. It pleased me immensely. Matt undid my bra and removed it. I was now totally naked in front of a stranger while my husband looked on.

"Very nice, Matt. You have a very sexy wife. We are going to enjoy fucking her".

I felt myself blush at his words and wondered whom he meant by "we", but was past caring. I felt as if I could cum right now.

As if sensing my feelings, the Master then turned to me and said, "Turn round now and touch your toes, but make sure you keep your legs spread."

I hesitated a second, realising that such a stance would really show me truly naked with nothing left to the imagination.

"Are you defying me?" the Master asked.

I turned and bent to touch my toes with my legs apart. I envisaged what I would look like to the two men behind me. I doubted my husband had ever seen me so utterly exposed before. I felt brazen and very sexy being ogled so openly.

Master Pascal came up behind me and without warning stuck two fingers in my cunt. I gasped in surprise and pleasure.

I was sopping wet and moaned as the Master moved his fingers in and out. Once his fingers were covered in my juices, he moved one finger to my asshole. I gasped out in loud pain as his finger slipped in almost unopposed and began to move in and out rapidly.

Just as I began to feel my first orgasm approaching he took out his fingers.

"Now supplicant, you will undress me".

I stood in front of him and began to unbutton his shirt. I then slipped it off his shoulders and arms. I bent down to undo his shoes and slipped them off with his socks. "Can't have him in socks and boxers", I laughed to myself.

Then I unclasped his trousers and pulled them down. He lifted each foot in turn to help me. The Master was now standing in his boxers. It was more than obvious that he was ready for action.

I knelt in front of him making sure I was side on to the sofa. "I want Matt to have the best view as I suck the Master's cock," brazenly ran through my mind as I did it.

I realized this was the point of absolute no return. I looked at Matt as I knelt down and he smiled lovingly at me. His cock still told me all I needed to know.

I was eye height with the Master's cock as I pulled his boxers over the bulge. I didn't immediately look at it, but concentrated on getting the boxers completely off. But once that was done I returned to my kneeling position and had my first close-up view of the Master's thick, veiny dick.

The Master wasn't huge, but he seemed bigger than Matt, at least in terms of girth. He was totally shaved, making him seem bigger, I thought. I had never seen a man fully shaved. "It looks good", flashed through my mind.

"Well?" the Master said.

I knew what he meant. I looked quickly at Matt who was pumping his own dick, and then licked the pre-cum off the end of the Master's cock. He moaned as I did it and then moaned even louder as I wrapped my lips around the end of his cock and began to move up and down.

I used all my blowjob skills on Master Pascal. I licked him up and down the shaft, took his balls in my mouth, teased the ribbed part at the end and took him as far into my mouth as I could. The sounds the Master was making encouraged my to keep on going.

"Matt, come and kneel next to your wife", the Master suddenly said.

Matt didn't hesitate and knelt next to his naked wife in front of Pascal. His hard on was begging for relief, but I knew he would want to keep it for as long as possible.

"Kiss her on the mouth", the Master said.

Matt eagerly began to kiss me on the lips. I tasted of another man's pre-cum and it excited him even more as he locked tongues with me in a frenzied passionate kiss.

Master Pascal stopped our passion by placing his dick between us and guiding it into my mouth again.

"No hands, now", he commanded, and began moving in and out of my mouth inches from Matt's face. His movements became faster and faster. He was truly fucking my mouth. Matt was probably wondering how I was managing not to gag as the Master plunged it ever deeper past my lips.

The Master's hand was on the back of my head now, pulling me closer to him. I was making gagging noises as the rigid cock moved towards the back of my throat, but he continued regardless, fucking my mouth mercilessly.

Suddenly I gagged quite strongly and began to cough. The Master pulled out his cock and spoke angrily to me, "Relax, you can take it, I'm going to come in your mouth and then you are going to kiss your husband and let him enjoy my cum too. Any more disobedience and I will have to punish you. Understood?"

I had never let Matt cum in my mouth and now for the second time in two days a stranger was going to deposit his cum in my throat. Despite my urge to gag I was determined to prove myself to this arrogant man and nodded my understanding. Once again I opened my mouth wide. The Master shoved his dick in my mouth roughly and began fucking my mouth even more vigorously. Within 5 or 6 thrusts it was obvious he was beginning to cum. His hand held my head firmly and pulled my mouth over his cock.

The Master began to grunt loudly and I felt the first spurts of cum, small spurts at first, then suddenly my mouth was full of the salty liquid. Pride wouldn't let me gag. I swallowed some of the hot cum, but used the rest to glide my lips and tongue across the engorged cock.

The Master's rhythm slowed and he pulled his spent dick out of my mouth. Cum was running down my chin and onto my breast as I pulled Matt to my and kissed him passionately. I was proud of myself and wanted to show Matt how much cum I had taken for him. Matt devoured my spunky kiss and even licked the globs off my chin and breast.

I looked at Matt after our kiss. He had Master Pascal's spunk on his lips and there was a large dollop of pre-cum trailing from his cock.

I had never felt so turned on and was now desperate to come. I hoped the Master would let me soon.

The Master grabbed me roughly by the hand and pulled me to the bed.

"On your back with your knees bent", he said to me. "Matt, come over here so you can watch closely as I penetrate your wife's cunt".

Matt walked to the bed and stood next to the Master.

He and Matt were now at the foot of the bed. I was on my back on the bed. My knees were up and together. I was relieved that neither man could yet see how wet my pussy was.

"Matt," said the Master, "I am now going to fuck your wife's cunt" - I squirmed in anticipation as he said it - "and I am going to deposit my cum deep inside my. I expect you to clean me off afterwards and prepare me to take her again. Understood?

"Yes", said Matt, his cock twitching with desire.

"Your wife is now going to slowly spread her legs and reveal her sopping wet fuck-hole to me. You will then guide my prick into her cunt and watch as her cunt lips swallow my dick."

Matt was looking at the Master's rock hard prick and I knew he had to do as he said. After all our fantasy talk, I knew how much he longed to see that dick enter my cunt.

Matt was watching in awe as I slowly parted my legs revealing my engorged cunt lips. I'm sure he could see my juices running down my crack. (Afterwards he told me that he had never seen me looking sexier than at this moment and longed to come in me right then).

When my legs were as wide as they could go the Master climbed on to the bed and positioned himself to enter me. His cock was at the ready and I realised I wanted it inside me now.

I suddenly realised that the Master hadn't even kissed me yet. As the thought flashed through my mind he suddenly bent over me and shoved his tongue deep in my mouth. Our lips were locked as I kissed him feverishly.

The Master's left hand was roughly squeezing my breast and his dick was rubbing my pussy lips.

"Matt, guide me in", the Master said as he pulled free of our kiss.

Much to my surprise Matt didn't hesitate, he moved up to the Master's side and lightly took hold of his cock and placed it in position at the entrance to my sopping wet cunt. I saw his hand shaking; he was so excited.

The Master wasted no time thrusting slowly into me. Matt was watching in a trance as, for the first time, he saw another man penetrate me. I gasped and threw back my head as the Master's cock reached its full length and then began to slowly retreat from my cunt.

After several slow strokes he began to speed up. I was gasping and screaming as he slammed into my cunt. My hands grasped hold of the Master's ass and pulled him back and forth into me.

After a few minutes I screamed out loudly as my first orgasm hit me. My body shook as he continued to pummel my cunt. He slowed down his thrusts and in a frenzy I grabbed his face and kissed him deeply begging him to speed up.

The Master continued to tease and suddenly pulled his cock out of my cunt. I was now in a total frenzy begging him to fuck me. I don't think Matt had ever heard such language from his normally demure wife.

The Master now turned me onto my stomach and pulled my ass into the air, spread my legs and thrust into me doggy style.

I screamed in orgasmic ecstasy again. I began panting heavily and grunted with every inward thrust. In this position his cock felt absolutely huge and I couldn't get enough. I just wanted the Master to fill me.

Once more the Master slowed down his thrusting and with his fingers rubbed my cunt juices over my asshole. Then, without warning, he thrust a finger quite roughly into my virgin ass. I whimpered in pain and lust and began panting even more, before exploding with another massive orgasm. He didn't let up, his finger thrust ever deeper into my ass.

I was in ecstasy, sweating profusely and grunting wildly again.

The Master stopped thrusting and stayed still with his cock deep in my cunt. I began to buck and thrust back onto him. As I did, he slowly withdrew his rigid cock, no doubt glistening with my juices.

The Master just spread my legs and thrust his cock into my puffy cunt. I gasped in shock. And the heavy panting started again. He was mauling my tits wildly and pulling my nipples as he rode my, slamming his cock against my cunt lips.

My breathing was becoming louder and louder, my pants were becoming loud grunts and suddenly I let out a piercing orgasmic scream as I felt the Master's jism spurt into my gaping cunt. He pumped and pumped until he was dry, then pulled his limp cock from my drained body. I just lay on the bed with my legs sprawled. I could feel the warm spunk dribbling from my cunt.

I looked at the man who had just fucked me as he stood up at the end of the bed. His cock was no longer rigid, but semi-erect, covered in our juices. Matt was standing next to him. Matt's cock was still rock hard and no doubt ready for action. I could see dribbles of pre-cum on the head.

As I looked away from Matt's cock, I remembered the Master's words about cleaning him after he had fucked my cunt.

The Master turned to face my husband.

"Get to work, I need to be clean before I fuck the supplicant's ass."

I'm not sure what Matt was thinking at that moment. When the Master said he was going to fuck my ass, I felt an involuntary spasm in my asshole and couldn't help but put my fingers over my still pulsating clitoris.

Slowly Matt knelt in front of the Master. He glanced at me for a second before the Master took his flaccid cock and pushed it between Matt's lips. As the cock disappeared into my husband's mouth, my fingers slipped into my slippery cunt and I began to move them slowly in and out. Watching my husband lick and suck the Master's cock was unbelievably erotic.

Matt copied what I normally did to him and was looking up into the Master's eyes as he vigorously sucked and licked the Master's cum and my juices from the Master's thick cock.

Matt seemed to be satisfied it was clean and he started to stand up, but the Master pressed his hand onto Matt's head and continued to move his cock in and out of Matt's mouth. Matt didn't take his eyes from the Master's gaze, but appeared surprised at this turn in events. He was probably as shocked and amazed as I was that the Master's cock was once more getting hard.

Matt's eyes were still fixed on the Master's as the cock was once more full size.

The Master was definitely fully erect again and began thrusting into Matt's mouth with force. His hand held Matt in place and Matt had guessed what would happen soon. I just hoped he knew how to relax his throat muscles to stop himself gagging. Matt's eye's looked to the side for a moment and no doubt saw me watching him have his mouth fucked. Matt's cock oozing pre-cum as he saw me watching him taking a big cock in the mouth.

Matt had no time for finesse. This was the Master fucking his mouth, no more, no less. The Master's breathing was gaining pace and he was starting to make the little grunting noises that preceded his orgasms. Matt seemed to brace himself. He jolted as a little spurt of cum hit the back of his throat. Suddenly the Master let out another grunt and a second, much bigger spurt of hot cum filled Matt's mouth, followed by another smaller one and finally another. He swallowed some of the hot cum and some of it dribbled out of his mouth and down his chin. The Master kept pumping until the last drops had spilled from his cock.

"Swallow it", the Master commanded, "and then lick me clean".

Matt did as he was told and swallowed everything he had in his mouth.

As he swallowed I came to him and began to lick the drops off his chin and kissed him passionately. "That was so hot," I said.

"Ok, Matt, now it's your turn," the Master said. "I want to watch you fill your wife's cunt with spunk. You cock looks like it's ready to blow."

"Lie on the bed and she will ride you".

Matt lay back on the bed his dick ramrod stiff in anticipation. I climbed on top of him and took a deep breath as his cock slipped slickly into my stretched, velvety cunt. I knew he wouldn't last very long even in my gaping cunt. I felt so smooth, wet and big. The Master knelt between Matt's legs and pawed my breasts and nipples as I rode my husband. He pulled back my head and stuck his tongue down my throat as I moaned in lust.

I was too far gone to notice much but I did feel Matt start to make his orgasm noises, then felt the cum surging up his dick. Matt kept cumming and cumming. I'd never felt him shoot so much cum in his life, probably because he was watching his wife locking lips with this strange man while she fondled his erection.

As I lifted myself off his spent cock, my cunt lips plopped and spunk began running down my leg.

"Go sit on Matt's mouth and let him clean you out. If he does a good job, I'll let him clean you out again when I come again. If you come before he's finished and I find any spunk left on your cunt lips, ass or legs Matt will be taking it in the ass."

I moved up to place my swollen pussy over Matt's face. His tongue began lapping up his spunk mixed in with my cunt juices. As he slurped and swallowed I began squirming and panting, ready for another orgasm. Matt tried desperately not to lick my clit and his tongue searched my asshole and the tops of my legs for any last globs of his spunk. Matt's face was covered in our juices, but he was past caring. Suddenly my orgasm sent a shudder through my body. I fell back off Matt and onto the bed. I was shattered.

"On your knees, supplicant, I'm going to inspect you."

Matt sat on the edge of the bed with spunk and juices still plastered across his face. I rolled on to my front and raised my ass in the air with my legs spread. I could feel the Master roughly pawing my thighs and cunt lips. He then told me to grab both of my ass cheeks and show him my asshole.

I did as he commanded.

"Good job, Matt, she's clean."

I went to let go of my cheeks.

"Not yet, supplicant. Keep your hole wide open."

I tensed, sensing what the Master intended to do.

"Make me hard, Matt."

Once again Matt began to lick and suck the Master's cock while I lay prostrate on the bed with my asshole wide open.

In seconds the Master's dick began to grow. He was insatiable.

The Master now told Matt to guide his cock into my ass. I felt Matt's hesitation for a second, but the Master just said, "Yes, Matt, I am going to come in her ass and you're going to help, do it!"

Matt knew I was an ass virgin and worried that I might not want to lose it to a stranger. He was probably also a little jealous, as he wasn't the one to take me first in the ass.

"Please, Master Pascal," I said as subserviently as possible, could you please use a little oil"

"Get some oil," he barked at Matt, who disappeared into the bathroom for a second.

Matt came back with some oil and poured it over my asshole.

"On my cock too," the Master said.

When the Master's cock was well lubed, Matt took hold of the thick cock and placed it by my puckered asshole. The Master slowly pushed. I squealed at first with the pain, but tried to relax my ass muscles. As I got used to the feeling of being stuffed in the ass, I soon began to pant heavily again as my ass swallowed the Master bit by bit until it felt like most of his cock was buried deep inside my rear.

I had my third massive orgasm and began to pant heavily again.

The Master must have noticed Matt's cock was hard again, because he pushed me towards the edge of the bed and told Matt to fill my mouth. Matt moved in front of me and I saw how hard he was once more. I smiled up at him and willingly took him deep in my mouth. I tried to keep my eyes on his, but the Master's thrusts were becoming frantic and I couldn't concentrate. Matt was also pumping his dick into my mouth in a frenzy. It occurred to me that I had never allowed him to shoot his load into my mouth.

The Master had now begun to grunt forcefully. His cock thrusts became more urgent and just as I screamed with another orgasm he made his deepest thrust yet and filled my virgin ass with his creamy spunk. The Master thrust and thrust and grunted in pleasure as he filled me up.

My screams were muffled by my husband's rough thrusting in my mouth - the polite Matt had gone, replaced by a man intent on his own pleasure. As the Master pumped his load into my ass, Matt deposited a massive load of cum in my throat. I felt the spurts hit the back of my throat and I swallowed as quickly as I could to stop myself gagging.

Both men pulled their wasted cocks from my body and I flopped exhausted onto the bed. Spunk was dripping from my now deflowered hole; my lips still had dollops of Matt's spunk stuck to them.

Matt kissed me and we fell onto the bed next to each other. Locked together we fell into a post orgasmic sleep in seconds.

We didn't even notice when Master Pascal left.

We woke up the next morning with the sun streaming through the window. We kissed lovingly and as Matt's cock grew we began to make long slow love. "I love you," said Matt, "you are the sexiest woman alive. Thank you for fulfilling so many of my fantasies."

"I love you too", I said. "Thank you for letting me experience such pleasure. Do you think we got into The Club?"

*****END*****
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To be informed when new titles are published please subscribe to Zara's mailing list.

For more information on this and other stories, visit Zara's blog.

You can also visit Zara Lynne’s author page on Amazon.

Thank you for choosing to read my book. I would very much appreciate a review of this book on Amazon.


Other titles by Zara Lynne:





Hot Wife in Europe - A Husband's Fantasy Fulfilled series

The series consists of:

1. Hot Wife Amsterdam - Time to Reveal All

2. Hot Wife Barcelona - Total Submission

3. Hot Wife Como - Seduction Games

4. Hot Wife Dubrovnik - Masterful Control

5. Hot Wife Estoril - Final Fantasy

Also available in the box set with all five books in the series:

Hot Wife in Europe - A Husband's Fantasy Fulfilled

As well as in paperback from your local Amazon.


A new short story by Zara Lynne:





Hotwife’s Surprise Panty Party

My husband has been secretly selling my panties at work and now I find he’s using them as poker chips. I think it’s time to make him pay… and have some sexy fun doing it.

Excerpt:

“…have you bought a pair of my panties from my husband Dave?" I asked with a look at Dave. This was to let him know that he'd suffer for this later and to keep quiet now, if he knew what was best for him. It’s amazing what you can say with one glance.

"Er, well, erm, yes I did once,” Alan replied, “They were really lovely.”

“What did you do with them?” I asked, genuinely interested to know what a man would do with my dirty underwear.

Kindle version now available from Amazon

Also available in paperback from Amazon.


Another Erotic Story from Zara:



Five Hot Wives Let Loose

Five women, one enigmatic gardener. Will each women submit to his sexual dominance? Each of the women will learn about their inner desires. Each of the women will follow their own path to happiness. Little did Caroline know what was in store when she joined the girls on that first coffee morning.

Get Five Hot Wives Let Loose on Amazon.


Extract - soon to be published on Amazon



The Virtual Cuckold and his Hotwife - A Wife Watching Obsession

Available on Amazon in July 2017

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.

To be informed new titles are published please subscribe to

Zara's mailing list

or follow Zara on her Amazon author page:

Zara’s author page
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