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Supplicant Wife

Hotwife Erotica - a husband has wife share fantasies that lead a submissive wife into exhibitionism & hotwife cuckolding

by

Zara Lynne

Supplicant Wife is book four of the Revealing Wife in France series, the 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:

"First test? There's more than one?" I answered somewhat contemptuously thinking all the while what more I could do to prove myself. 

"Oh, yes. You can't expect to be made a member of such an exclusive club after just one short test. Now, jump in and I'll take you for a spin."

"No need, Antoine, I'm only dashing to the boulangerie for a baguette and croissants."

"Oh, but I insist. I have some ideas to help you with the final step."

Antoine jumped out and ran round to open the door for me. "Quite sprightly for an old man," I thought.

I slid into the car as elegantly as I could, flashing only a modicum of thigh in the process. To my pleasure I noticed that Antoine took in a fair helping of my cleavage as he shut the door.

Antoine shot off up the road. Within a couple of minutes we had passed the boulangerie and Aix was in his rear-view mirror.

When I looked at him quizzically, he smiled and said, "I'd like to show you something, my dear Anne; I'll drop you back home soon."

"I'll have to call Matt," I said, "he'll be worried, if he wakes up and I'm not there."

Antoine pulled the car over and took my phone out of my hand. 

"I'll send him a text to make him happy."

Antoine tapped away for a few minutes and then passed me the phone, before hurtling off up the road again. I took a look at the message he had sent to my husband: "Matt, your ravishing wife is spending the day with me. Reply to this message with 'I accept' and I'll keep you updated as our adventure unfolds. Any other calls or messages and it's radio silence."

Antoine's English was flawless, but I was insulted that he had presumed I'd go along with him for the day without asking and was taunting Matt like this.

"I never said I'd spend the day with you," I snapped, "and why would Matt go along with your ridiculous idea?"

"Ah, but you want to come along, I know. Just as I know your husband will relish our adventures today. He will crave every message I send him"

Antoine continued as the phone beeped incoming message, "Just as I know you will show me your delicious tits in half an hour or so."

I turned in my seat to look at him, "That's preposterous, why would I want to do that?"

"Because I will ask you to," he said looking me in the eye.
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1. Outing Anne

Anne's Diary - Saturday

I woke up this morning feeling free and liberated. I couldn't believe how far I had come in less than a week. I couldn't believe that my loving husband was encouraging me to pursue such sexual and erotic pleasures. As Matt had explained, we are in a foreign country, far from home, the sun is shining and we are free to enjoy life to the full and take all the opportunities we are offered.

Matt had talked about "liberating my inner slut". I had always been offended by the word "slut", but last night I had certainly liberated something inside me and reached some erotic peaks I had never before experienced. My pussy and ass felt as if they were still quivering from the poundings I had enjoyed and no doubt my breath reeked of stale spunk.

After a relaxing shower, I put on a short flowery summer dress with a micro thong and my favourite Freya plunge bra that gives me a superb cleavage (or so Matt is always telling me). 

Matt was still asleep when I had finished dressing, so I decided to pop out for some fresh bread and croissants. 

I grabbed my phone and purse, put on my comfortable leopard skin heels and skipped out the front door turning up the hill towards the boulangerie. One of the best things about France for me is the boulangerie and the hot, fresh bread available each morning.

I had only walked a few yards, when someone called out my name. I turned to see Antoine, our neighbor, leaning out the window of a sporty little car. Not exactly what I'd expected him to drive.

"Anne," he said, "So glad I caught you, you're looking ravishing again, this morning, I have some good news for you."

"Good morning," I said, blushing slightly at his compliment, but enjoying it immensely.

"The Supreme Master was pleased with you last night. You have passed the first test and will attend our next meeting."

"First test? There's more than one?" I answered somewhat contemptuously thinking all the while what more I could do to prove myself. 

"Oh, yes. You can't expect to be made a member of such an exclusive club after just one short test. Now, jump in and I'll take you for a spin."

"No need, Antoine, I'm only dashing to the boulangerie for a baguette and croissants."

"Oh, but I insist. I have some ideas to help you with the final step."

Antoine jumped out and ran round to open the door for me. "Quite sprightly for an old man," I thought.

I slid into the car as elegantly as I could, flashing only a modicum of thigh in the process. To my pleasure I noticed that Antoine took in a fair helping of my cleavage as he shut the door.

Antoine shot off up the road. Within a couple of minutes we had passed the boulangerie and Aix was in his rear-view mirror.

When I looked at him quizzically, he smiled and said, "I'd like to show you something, my dear Anne; I'll drop you back home soon."

"I'll have to call Matt," I said, "he'll be worried, if he wakes up and I'm not there."

Antoine pulled the car over and took my phone out of my hand. 

"I'll send him a text to make him happy."

Antoine tapped away for a few minutes and then passed me the phone, before hurtling off up the road again. I took a look at the message he had sent to my husband: "Matt, your ravishing wife is spending the day with me. Reply to this message with 'I accept' and I'll keep you updated as our adventure unfolds. Any other calls or messages and it's radio silence."

Antoine's English was flawless, but I was insulted that he had presumed I'd go along with him for the day without asking and was taunting Matt like this.

"I never said I'd spend the day with you," I snapped, "and why would Matt go along with your ridiculous idea?"

"Ah, but you want to come along, I know. Just as I know your husband will relish our adventures today. He will crave every message I send him"

Antoine continued as the phone beeped incoming message, "Just as I know you will show me your delicious tits in half an hour or so."

I turned in my seat to look at him, "That's preposterous, why would I want to do that?"

"Because I will ask you to," he said looking me in the eye.

"I know you are ready to submit to me as you submitted to the Master yesterday."

My cunt quivered again and I knew he was right despite my protestations.

I checked the message with a little trepidation, I wasn't sure what I wanted or expected Matt to do: "I accept."

As I read it I could feel the wetness between my legs.

"He accepted, didn't he," Antoine said with a laugh. "I knew he would. He wants the thrill of hearing about what I'm doing to you today. He's probably lying in bed now with his hands fondling his own rock hard erection just in anticipation."

What could I say; I knew Antoine was probably right. So, I settled back to enjoy the ride next to this persuasive French gentleman who had a way of making me comfortable even when I was feeling the deepest discomfort.  

Fifteen minutes later we passed through Les Mattes, a small village near the foot of Mont Ste Victoire. A mile or so further on and Antoine stopped the car close to a footpath leading up the mountain. Antoine jumped out and came to assist me out of the car, no doubt once again enjoying the view of my breasts and thighs. 

The mountain peak looked majestic in the distance and the scent of thyme was quite overpowering. Antoine took a picnic basket that I hadn't noticed, from the back seat and moved towards the trail leading upwards.

"Before we go, we'll text a message. I think it's time to let your darling Matt know what's happening."

I went to hand him the phone, but he refused it and said, "No, you write it, your fingers a more adept than mine. Write what I say: 'Beautiful day. Going for a stroll in the hills. My cunt is already wet and willing. Longing for him to tell me to remove my bra. xxx.'"

I wrote what he said and felt my cunt muscles spasm as I pressed 'send'. 

"Leave your bra in the car," Antoine commanded.

I looked him defiantly in the eye while I removed it from under my dress. The dress had minimal support for my breasts, so after I had dropped my bra onto the front seat, I tied the strap around my neck tighter, to keep them in check. I knew they would bounce as I walked in my heels, but knew that was the effect men, for some reason, loved.

"Excellent, let's go." And with that Antoine set off along the trail.

Walking on a stony, dusty trail through the pine trees in three-inch heels is not the easiest thing to do, but I stumbled onward as best I could. The peak of the mountain is over 3,000 feet high and even a seasoned rambler would need a good four hours to reach it, so I wasn't intending going too far up the slopes.

Antoine kept looking back at me and smiling, whether at my clumsy stumbling or the charms of my body, I couldn't say. After a few hundred yards we came to an opening in the trees. Antoine had already set out a rug when I arrived.

As he set out the bread and cheese I suddenly realized I was famished.

I plonked down on the rug and took a hunk of baguette.

"Not so fast," my lovely, "that piece of bread should be worth at least a glimpse of your tits."

Antoine looked me up and down as if appraising me as he spoke.

"I liked what I saw from my balcony yesterday, but now I want a closer look. Your nipples looked exquisite and I can see you rather like the idea of dropping your top, those hard nipples are an absolute give-away," he laughed.

Antoine was right; my nipples had hardened at his words and my cunt muscles spasmed again. 

"Text Matt while you're thinking, say. 'Enjoying picnic in woods. About to take off my top so Antoine can feast on my rigid nipples.' I'm sure he'll appreciate the ambiguity of 'feast'." 

I wrote the text as ordered all the time knowing I would do as I was told. 

After pressing send, I reached behind my neck and undid the strap. Slowly I pulled down the front of my dress so Antoine had a clear view of my breasts. My nipples were rock hard.

Antoine murmured his approval, "Your tits are even better close up." As he spoke he reached out and brushed my left nipple with his thumb. I moaned with pleasure and felt my cunt getting even wetter.

As he continued to brush my nipple, he said, "Now take a picture of yourself and send it to your husband, then we can eat something."

I took the picture as Antoine wanted and sent it to Matt.  I only hoped Antoine was right and that Matt was enjoying our day out.

For the next quarter of an hour we ate and drank. Antoine had laid on quite a spread, with various cheeses, hams and patés. The rosé was still well chilled and it went well with the meal. Antoine was also a cultivated companion. He talked about Provence and Cézanne. He was an avid fan of the painter and promised to point out all the places Cézanne had frequented in the area during my stay.

I was laughing and giggling at his stories and totally forgot my bare breasts.

When we had finished Antoine packed away the basket and said he wanted to show me another of his and Cézanne's favorite spots a few hundred yards further up the mountain. I stood up and went to fasten my straps back on.

"Oh, no, my lovely. You're now going to take your dress off completely, aren't you?"

"I am? But, what if someone comes?"

"That's highly unlikely at this time of year, but I'm sure anyone that happened to pass would be most appreciative of your charms. So, hand me your dress now and I'll put it in the basket."

I pulled my dress over my head and passed it to him. I felt very vulnerable in just my leopard heels and micro thong. My bare cunt lips were probably visible through the minuscule patch of cloth and my bum cheeks were totally bare.

"Thank you. Now text your husband this: 'Cunt juices flowing even more. Antoine has my dress. Walking along track in thong and heels only. Wish you could see my tits bounce.'" 

I did as he said and we continued along the track. Every so often we came out of the forest into an open area. At first I walked even more tentatively, but Antoine said I should be proud of my body.

Progress was still slow because of my footwear, but Antoine refused my request to walk in bare feet. He said that real women wear heels and that I was a real woman. A few days earlier I would have told him that was sexist crap. I knew that when this fantasy period was over, I would go back to thinking that way.

We had been climbing steadily higher for the last half hour and now had a spectacular view back towards Aix and over the countryside down to Marseille. The airport was visible in the distance as well as the factories near the coastal lakes.

"Text your husband again, write this: 'Antoine wants me to take off my thong. If I do I'm sure he'll want to fuck me. You may answer this text with one word, yes or no. Do I take it off now?'"

I couldn't believe I was writing the message. It must have been a mere 15 seconds after I pressed send that the phone beeped incoming message.

"Yes" was all it said.

"Well," said Antoine, "It's obvious he said yes, so give me your thong."

I pulled the thong down to my feet and stepped out of it. I knew it would be rather wet. Antoine took it from my hand, brought it up to his face and breathed in the aroma of my juices. 

"Heavenly, you smell divine, my lovely." 

Antoine put my thong in his pocket and then placed the picnic basket next to a large flat rock. "Come over here," he said. 

I moved over next to the rock. As I did so, he spread the picnic rug over the rock. I had a good idea what he had in mind and was looking forward to enjoying a more seasoned lover. Matt's rapid "yes" message had left me in no doubt that he approved. What more could a woman ask for?

When the rug was ready Antoine stood in front of me and took both my breasts in his hands. He squeezed and fondled them for a moment before tweaking my nipples with his thumbs. My legs almost gave way when he did. Standing next to him like this I could see the extent of his hard on and knew how excited I was making him.

His left hand continued to fondle my tits and nipples while his right hand slipped between my legs. Two fingers slipped inside me and I gasped in pleasure. As he pulled his fingers slowly out of my cunt, he ran them up and over my clit. I shivered in ecstasy.

"On the rock." He ordered, "Lie down on your back."

He helped me up and I took up my position on the rock. It was large enough for me to lie at full stretch. 

I put my arms over my head to show off my breasts and spread my legs wide to give Antoine a full view of my sopping wet cunt. At that moment, I totally grasped the meaning the word "slut" in a positive sense. I was enjoying flaunting my body.

Antoine didn't move, he just looked at me. I saw his eyes devour my cunt and then my breasts and back to my cunt. I knew I was the one with the power.

"Touch yourself slowly."

I moved my right hand towards my pussy.

"No, with your left hand. I want to see your wedding ring while you make yourself come for me."

I swapped hands and moved the unfamiliar left hand to my cunt lips and caressed them gently. My eyes closed as I slipped my fingers between my labia and pushed them deeply inside and slowly moved them in and out. For a moment I opened my eyes to look at Antoine. I was shocked to see him filming me with my own phone, but the waves of pleasure building inside, drew me back to my fingers caressing my cunt.

As my cunt muscles began to tremble slightly, my fingers moved from my cunt lips to my clit and circled it gently. With my right hand I was roughly pulling on my breast and nipple. As the first flood of my orgasm hit me I arched my back, flung back my head and screamed in exquisite agony, pulling viciously at my nipple and rubbing my clit in a frenzy.

As the waves of orgasm subsided, my fingers slowed to a gentle caress and my body relaxed back onto the rug. I was quite spent.

Antoine fiddled with the phone for a moment and then looked at me.

"I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did. I'm sure your husband will love your performance."

"What? You've sent it to him?"

"Of course, I didn't want him to miss out. I should think it will keep him occupied for some time."

As he spoke I heard voices coming up the track. I started to get up, but Antoine told me to stay put. 

"It'll be some friends of mine. I told them we'd be here. They all love a beautiful woman. And they particularly like beautiful sluts. And you, my lovely, are one beautiful slut."

I didn't know how to react to that, but before I could say anything two youngish men and a woman came through the trees.

They shouted hello to Antoine and then made appreciative noises about his slut on the rocks. I didn't move, just stared brazenly back at them as they took in my vulnerable body.

"Open your legs wide again, I want them to see your cunt properly," Antoine commanded.

Naturally, I submissively complied.

"You just missed a superb show," Antoine said to the group, "but luckily I have it on her phone. I'll send you copies later."

"Antoine," I said, "I never said you could film me and I certainly don't want copies sent to all and sundry."

"You should be proud that I want to share you. I'm sure your husband will willingly send out the movie of you. We'll let him decide. But, now," he continued, turning to the newcomers, "who wants to try out her cunt first? Or should we let her decide?"

He turned back to look at me. Even though I felt like a lump of meat, my cunt muscles were already quivering in anticipation and I'm sure they could all see how wet I was becoming again.


2. Three's Company

"Well, my beautiful slut. There are four of us here and you have three orifices. You can decide who gets which or do you want us all in one? What's it to be? Or should we let your husband decide? Yes, I like that idea. Text him for me." With that Antoine handed me my phone.

"I think you should say: 'About to have three cocks. Your choice: three different holes or three same. Reply with cunt, mouth, ass or all.'

While I was writing the message the three men were already removing their clothes. Antoine's dick was by far the thickest, but the blonde friend could beat him for length. The girl stayed fully clothed for some reason.

Antoine climbed onto the rock next to me and put his fingers on my cunt lips. Roughly, he pushed a couple of fingers inside. I shuddered. He smirked at my wetness and lifted up his fingers to show the others. She's gagging for us. I'll take her cunt first as she and her husband can't make up their mind.

My phone beeped. A message had arrived from Matt. Just one word: 'cunt' meaning my husband wanted them all to take me in my cunt.

"By the end of this," I thought, "I'll have had more men this week than I've had in 20 years. If that's not slutty, I don't know what is. I hope I'm making my husband happy and proud."

Antoine now knelt between my splayed legs with his thick cock pointing straight at me. His balls were huge and dangled down a long way between his legs. I felt like touching them, they looked so inviting, but as I looked from his dick to his face, he moved on top of me. The man I had thought to be a typical French gentleman was now inches from my cunt. I put my arms behind my head as his face reached my tits.

He grabbed the left breast clumsily with his hand and sucked my nipple between his lips. It felt divine and sent shivers straight to my clit. He did the same to my right nipple and I shuddered involuntarily. This made him smile at me as his lips locked onto mine. His tongue forced its way into my mouth and I moaned with pleasure.

I felt totally wanton as his thick cock moved against my cunt lips. Ever so slowly he pushed his way inside. Deeper and deeper and deeper. I felt utterly full. He then retreated slowly and almost pulled out totally before plunging back into me with a grunt. I squealed in delight. His hands roughly mauled my tits as he picked up speed. It was obvious I was there for his pleasure and he intended to take it. 

Despite having made myself cum only a few minutes earlier, I could feel another orgasm rising in my body. Antoine was now grunting loudly and thrusting forcefully into my cunt. Each time his body hit my mound it sent waves of pleasure into my brain and down to my toes. Suddenly he put his arms under my knees and lifted them up to my shoulders. I could feel his cock reaching deeper and yet deeper. It felt wonderful. There's no other word to describe the intense flood of sensations enveloping my body. 

As Antoine let out an enormous moan I exploded into orgasm. My body vibrated with unbelievably powerful shockwaves that made me scream in pure ecstasy. I had never, ever had such an incredible orgasm in my life. The vibrations lasted for several minutes, their intensity diminishing slowly. I hardly noticed when Antoine dropped my legs and collapsed on top of me. His tongue found mine and we kissed passionately as I wound down from the amazing high I had just reached.

As I lay on the rock recovering from my exertions, Antoine pulled his cock out of my cunt with a loud plop. I could feel his cum dribbling down my crack. He had a huge smirk on his face as he knelt over my chest with his limp cock dangling in front of my face. His balls were tickling my chest. From this angle his dick looked massive. The foreskin was still pulled back and the swollen head was covered in Antoine's spunk and my juices.

Without a word Antoine pushed it towards my lips. My tongue automatically licked the tip and as he lowered his cock further I took it into my mouth and sucked on it with more energy than I expected. I sucked and licked and swallowed until his thick tool was clean.

It was only as Antoine jumped down from the rock that I remembered we had an audience. Any embarrassment I might have had had long disappeared as I lay in the sun, depleted after what had been the most memorable fuck of my life.

My legs were splayed and I knew my cunt lips were probably red and swollen from the pounding. Just as I was thinking that my darling husband would probably love to see my well-used cunt, Antoine took a picture of me.

"Just a quick one for her husband, I'm sending it now. I'll mark it 'one down'" Antoine said to his friends with a laugh. 

Only the girl had changed position. She was still fully clothed, but was pointing a video camera at our little group.  The two men seem to have been transfixed by the sight before them. 

Now the blonde guy moved closer to the rock and jumped up to land between my legs. I was quite amused when he proffered his hand. Leaning on my left elbow I shook his hand lightly and he introduced himself as Christophe.   

"I'm Anne," I replied casually, as if we were meeting in a café rather than on a rock high above Aix with me lying naked ready to let him have me.

His cock was pointing straight up to his belly button. He was also uncut, but the foreskin was already pulled back revealing the purple glans. Pre-cum was seeping copiously from his cock.

I lay back down and put my hands once again behind my head and looked blondie in the eye. 

"Fancy some sloppy seconds?" I quipped opening my legs wider as an invitation.

He clambered on top of me. While resting on his elbows and without even a kiss or tit fumble he slipped into my velvety cunt. I gasped with the shock. Putting my head back on the rug I put my hands behind Christophe's head and pulled his lips to mine. My tongue frenziedly sought out his and we kissed passionately while he fucked me.

It couldn't have been more than 10 strokes and less than a minute when he squealed in his own ecstasy and filled me with his thick wad of cum.

Less than 2 minutes after mounting the rock (and me) he was already standing next to Antoine with a smug grin on his face and a spent cock covered in our mingled juices, no doubt with some of Antoine's too.

"Well, Michel," Antoine said to the other friend slapping him on the back. "Go make her scream. She'll be really smooth now after two loads."

Michel hopped onto the rock. I was looking at him defiantly, but he kept his eyes on my tits. His cock wasn't a thick or as long as the other two, but he was circumcised. The glans was really dark and glistening with pre-cum. I felt like taking him in my mouth, but before I could make a move he grabbed me and rolled me over.

He pulled my ass upwards then spread my legs. He now leaned forward and grabbed my tits ready for the ride and began thrusting with his dick in an effort to find my gaping hole.

His cock slid in almost unnoticed. My cunt must have been so slick with all the spent cum.

The slickness didn't seem to affect him, in fact he seemed to grow bigger inside me, and in doggy position he could reach my deepest spots.

As he pumped I rubbed my clitoris in rhythm with him.

My orgasm began to build quite quickly inside. As I rubbed my clit frantically and started my squeals, my third lover of the day let rip. As I felt his spunk hit my cervix, my orgasm intensified and my legs gave way. We both fell in a heap onto the rug.

Michel extricated himself from my body and bent down to place a chaste kiss on my cheek. He whispered a simple "thank you" into my ear, before climbing down from the rock.

I was spent. Utterly and absolutely. I lay on the rug with my eyes closed for a time. I heard talking in the background, but was oblivious to it.

When I sat up, the others were dressed and sitting on the ground in the shade around a bottle of wine. Antoine noticed my movement and called me over to join them.

I stepped gingerly off the rock, still in my heels, and walked as if on a catwalk the 20 or so yards to be with them. I felt rather naked with them all fully dressed, but didn't intend to beg for my clothes.

Antoine passed me a full glass of sparkling rosé and I gulped down half the glass immediately. I also grabbed a piece of bread with a hefty hunk of local cheese and gobbled it down. I was famished.

We all chatted pleasantly for half an hour or so, before Antoine's three friends said they were going to continue up the mountain and bade us goodbye. 

The girl said her first words to me as they were leaving. "Anne, I'll edit the video and send you a copy. You are an extraordinarily sexy woman." As she said this she bent down and kissed me on the mouth. Her tongue darted past my lips for a moment and then the soft kiss was over. "Ciao, I hope we meet again," she breathed at me as she got up to leave.

I didn't know what to say. I'd just been kissed on the lips by a woman for the first time in my life and I didn't even know her name. From her accent I presumed she was Italian. From her kiss, I knew she had had an effect on me.

"Ciao Giuliana," Antoine said waving. 

At least I knew her name now.

Antoine didn't seem to notice my discomfit as he tidied up the glasses and food. He then went to fetch the rug and packed everything in the basket.

When he was done, he took my hand and pulled me up.

"Let's text your husband, before we leave," he said winking, "What would he like to hear? Mm, let's see," he said, handing me the phone, "Write this: 'Cunt full of spunk. Three deposits all for you! Looking forward to sucking off Antoine in the car. Your naughty wife has lost all her clothes too. Home soon'."

I sent the message chuckling to myself. "So Antoine wants a blowjob does he. Randy old bugger," I thought to myself. 

We walked slowly down the slope towards the car. I'd actually forgotten I was naked until a couple of hikers happened upon us as we came out of a clump of trees. They were both about 20, looked like students. As they drank in my nudity I checked out the lumps in their trousers. As we passed, Antoine and I both said hello, but didn't stop. They continued to stare after us until we disappeared from view (I couldn't help peaking behind a few times, to make sure they were watching my naked body. how vain I'd become!)

We reached the car in double quick time. I was becoming quite proficient at negotiating the rocky path in my heels. Once in the car, it was only a short drive back to Aix. I felt like we'd been away for days, but it had only been a few hours.

Antoine pulled up outside our villa. He still hadn't given me my clothes. I had found my bra on the seat where I had chucked it, but I had no idea where my dress and thong were now.

"Before you go, my lovely, you have something to take care of." As he said it he opened his trousers and let out his erection. 

I knelt on the seat and bent over the gear stick to take him in my mouth. It wasn't the most comfortable position, but Antoine probably didn't mind.

His moans and groans began almost the moment I wrapped my lips around the tip. I licked off the pre-cum and made a noise of swallowing it, then began to bob up and down along his shaft.

As I did, I counted the strokes. Could I do it in less than fifty, I mused. I wasn't sure how quickly a man of his age could recover. 

I had reached 22 when the first spurt hit the back of my throat. I put up my tongue to catch the next big flood into my mouth and let it dribble out and down his cock. I kept sucking and stroking until he was spunked out. I lifted my face off his cock and looked at him. I put out my tongue, like I'd seen porn stars do, to show the result of my efforts and then swallowed it down for him.

My lips were still covered in thick goo, though.

"Now, get inside and give your husband a creamy kiss," he said, spanking me hard across the bottom. I grabbed my bra, phone and purse then stepped out of the car. 

"Don't forget this," shouted Antoine as I moved towards the villa. He threw my dress at me. "Wear it tonight. Just that and heels for The Club. I'll pick you both up at 8:00."

As I went to open the door, Matt opened it and took me in his arms.

"My God, Anne, what a day. Shit, you're still naked. Look, I'm so sorry, I know, I should have rejected his proposals straight away. Are you all right? God you look so sexy."

As he rambled on he picked me up and carried me into the bedroom, slamming the front door shut behind him with his foot. Once he had placed me carefully on the bed he kissed me gently on the lips and no doubt savoured the last remnants of Antoine's cum.

"Oh, Anne, I love you so much. I was so worried, but so turned on by all your messages. Did you really fuck three men? Really?"

I looked my husband of 15 years in the eyes and said, "Matt, today I had the best fuck I have ever had. I have never cum so strongly. Then two of Antoine's friends had their way with me and filled up my cunt with their spunk. Here, have a look," I said, opening my legs for him to have a good look at my well-worn cunt lips.

He moved back slightly to take in my body. 

"You're tits are covered in red marks and scratches and your pussy, well it looks well used. It's so red and swollen. Let me kiss it for you..."

"Careful," I said, "it's a bit sensitive."

Matt kissed me tenderly on the thighs and round my mound, before moving towards my labia. No doubt he could taste my three lovers, but he said nothing. His kisses were soothing, but I was too exhausted for anything else and told him to come and cuddle up with me.

As he moved up my body to cuddle, I pulled the sheet over us and almost instantly I fell into a deep sleep leaving Matt to ponder on his slut wife.


3. Club Night

I didn't wake up until about 6:00 in the evening. As I rolled onto my back and stretched I saw Matt sitting on the sofa looking at me. Once he saw me open my eyes, he came over to me and kissed me.

For the next half hour he had me recount all that had happened that day in the hills. He wanted every detail. So, I left nothing out - it was his fantasy I was living after all. I sensed his hurt when I once again described my best fuck ever, but when I said it had been filmed those feelings rapidly gave way to voyeuristic lust. 

"Where is the film? Can I see it?" 

"No idea," I said. "A lovely girl called Giuliana was holding the camera. She took it with her up the mountain. That's all I know," I told him.

He looked disappointed.

"Don't worry," I said, "you'll have more memories for your fantasy chest tonight at The Club."

He was incredulous. "Tonight, already? Where, when, what do we have to do?"

I jumped up and moved towards the bathroom. 

"Antoine's coming to get us at eight. Hurry along and make us something to eat while I have a long shower. I want to look my best for later, don't I?"

I spent at least half an hour just enjoying my shower. Besides having a lovely soak, I also touched up my legs and pussy, removing the tiny stubble that had begun to show through. I noticed too that I had caught a touch of sun during the day. My tits were a bit red, so I covered them in aloe vera to reduce the effect of the burn.

Matt, like the good husband he is, had whipped up a pasta carbonara, one of my favourite dishes and had poured me a delicious red to go with it.

I ate in silence, while Matt sat watching me. He was desperate to say something, but just couldn't get it said. 

When I'd finished, I thanked him and went to get dressed. We only had about 30 minutes until Antoine came to pick us up.

A touch of mascara, some light lip-gloss and a quick spray of Sally Hansen on my face and cleavage was all it took. I squirted on a hint of Lolita Lempicka in all the right places, pulled on my floral dress, stepped into my leopard skin heels and I was ready. "Life's a lot easier as a slut," I chuckled to myself.

Matt had put on a suit and tie and looked every inch the respectable businessman.

He didn't say anything when I made my entrance, just looked at his watch and said, "We should be off."

As he was opening the door, he turned to me.

"Anne," he said, "we really don't have to do this you know."

"I know, but I want to," I replied moving past him and out of the door.

At the kerb there was a black limo waiting. As I approached, the chauffeur dashed round to open the door for me. I stepped in.

Antoine greeted me with a four cheek kiss and drew me to sit next to him.

A few minutes later Matt followed me into the limo and the driver shut the door after him. Matt nodded to Antoine and sat opposite us with his back to the driver.

As we pulled away, Antoine opened a bottle of champagne and poured three glasses handing one to Matt and me.

"Anne," Antoine began, "I admire you and desire you. Once again you look absolutely gorgeous. You are a very lucky man, Matt. So let's drink to Matt, for sharing such beauty."

"To Matt," I said, clinking glasses with them both.

Matt smiled weakly and emptied his glass.

To my surprise we actually drove away from Aix towards Pertuis and then turned off onto a small road about 10 miles from the town.

Antoine was the perfect host during the drive. He chatted amiably, filled our glasses, opened a second bottle and flirted with me incessantly. His hand was constantly on my thigh when he wasn't busy with the champagne. Matt had noticed, of course, but said nothing.

After about 5 minutes on a small country road, we turned through some majestic gates onto a driveway. The gates closed automatically behind us and in the distance we could see the lights of a large country house.

The limo pulled up ay the front door and someone from the house stepped out to open the door for us.

"Good Evening, Master Antoine," he said formally as Antoine stepped out. 

Antoine held out his hand for me and I stepped out of the limo followed by Matt.

The house was a typical Provencal Bastide, we'd probably call it a mansion. It was on a slight hill, so no doubt there would be great views across Provence during the daytime.

Antoine led me by the arm through the open door.

"This is so immaculately decorated," I thought.

I turned and motioned to Matt to catch up. When he was next to me, I took both my husband's and Antoine's arms and walked between into a large room full of rather elegantly dressed men and women. The men were mainly in suits, the women in cocktail dresses or, in some cases, long flowing evening dresses. My little floral number seemed a little understated.

From across the room I could see Master Pascal, my lover from last night, approaching us. He shook Matt's hand warmly, nodded to Antoine, then kissed me twice on each cheek like an old friend. 

"This way my darling," he said to me. "Look after her husband, Antoine," he continued as he grabbed my hand and led me across the room leaving Antoine and Matt behind. 

"You look just perfect for our little soirée. Let me get you some champagne and then the evening can begin."

A server handed me a glass of bubbly and I took a sip. I looked around the room. Everybody looked rather normal. I wasn't sure what I was expecting, but at the moment I felt like I was at a business convention.

"So what happens this evening?" I enquired of my host.

"Hasn't Antoine told you? Most remiss of him. Well, as a supplicant, you will be presented and inspected, then our members will review your application."

"Inspected?" I looked at him puzzled.

"Yes, my dear, all the members will inspect you and decide if you are worthy of membership. And then, if you pass the inspection and your review is satisfactory, you will be granted honorary membership and be eligible to spend the night in one of our pleasure rooms. You will..."

I cut him off, "And Matt, my husband, will he be inspected?"

"Oh no, my dear, we only inspect the lady members. Should you be accepted, your husband will automatically become a consort member."

"Lucky him," I said with a straight face.

"Indeed," Master Pascal replied, totally missing my sarcasm.

"And will my husband be able to enjoy the pleasure rooms?"

"Absolutely not, unless he has an invitation from one of our members. Consorts are here merely to witness the pleasures of their wives. Consorts are held in the highest esteem. Any man who savours the spectacle of other men giving their wife pleasure is truly special."

"You can say that again," I said, knocking back yet another glass of bubbly. 

"It is for that reason the club's official name is 'The Consort Club'."

I look at him incredulously. Until a few days ago I had been amazed that my husband fantasized about me dressing in sexy clothes and showing me off to other men. Now, I was being introduced to a club where men willingly donated their wives so that other men could enjoy them both visually and physically. Now I knew why we had been selected, Matt was the ideal husband. Although, he didn't look too happy when I spied him across the room talking to Antoine and someone who looked like Christophe - blondie from the rock with the long cock. "They should have called it The Cuckold Club," I chuckled to myself. The champagne was making me tipsy. 

Master Pascal took me by the arm and led me to a small stage at the end of the room. It was about four feet high and meant we were both visible to the whole room when we stood on it. It also meant I could get a better look at the members and consorts. I was wondering how to distinguish a consort from a member. The men were all dressed in suits and they didn't seem to have any badges or similar. I wondered if I could tell from the women they were with...

I was awoken from my reverie by Master Pascal's loud exhortation for everyone to approach the stage. Within seconds of speaking the room fell silent and all eyes fell on me and Master Pascal. I looked over at my husband and gave him a wink and a smile. He smiled weakly in reply and took a nervous sip of his champagne.

"Honoured members, consorts and supplicant," he began, "Tonight we are delighted to have a new supplicant," he continued looking at me, "as you can see she has all the attributes we demand of our supplicants. I should now like to invite her husband to join us on the stage. Please show your appreciation for Matt."

The crowd applauded and waited for Matt to go up on the stage. Antoine led my husband to the steps and urged him up. Matt was looking a little shy. His French was good, but I'm not sure he knew exactly what was happening.

As he stepped onto the stage the crowd's applause intensified. Matt walked self-consciously across to where I was standing with Master Pascal. Master Pascal took Matt's glass and place it to the side. He then shook his hand and congratulated him on having such a delightful wife and for choosing to join The Club. 

Master Pascal now spoke to the audience again and explained what was going to happen, so that Matt wouldn't be left in the dark. 

"So, Matt," Master Pascal said turning to my husband, "would you please prepare your wife for the inspection."

Matt and I looked at him mystified.

Master Pascal went on, "the husband will now remove his wife's apparel and in doing so confirm that he wishes to be a Consort of The Club."

Matt looked at me, "Do you really want this?" he whispered. 

I knew at that moment I could have just left with Matt and we could have continued our lives, probably not quite as before, but along similar lines. I also knew that I had come too far in the last few days not to do this. Originally I had been doing it for Matt, now I was doing it for me. I couldn't explain exactly why, I just knew I had to do it.

"Do it," I said and handed my glass to Pascal. "Stuff the master crap," I thought, he's just a lecherous young man who likes fucking other men's wives.

Matt came and stood in front of me and went to undo the straps around my neck.

"Not like that, do it properly from behind," I scolded him, "make a show of it, do it slowly and seductively."

Matt stepped behind me and I looked down at the sea of eyes staring up at me. With the straps undone Matt slowly pulled down the front of my dress. As my nipples came into view I heard a few mutterings from the crowd, no doubt remarking how pointed and stiff they were. I was wondering now whether Matt would drop my dress to my feet or pull it off over my head. Men seemed to always go the feet route. 

Surprise, surprise, slowly Matt lifted the skirt portion of the dress upwards. Very soon my bald cunt would be visible to everyone. I was hot and wet at the thought. My nipples were so hard.

As my cunt lips were revealed the crowd clapped and Matt pulled my dress completely off over my head.

I was now standing on a stage in nothing but my favourite heels in front of thirty or so strangers.

Pascal now took me by the hand to the back of the stage. On the wall were some restraints. He lifted my left arm over my head and wrapped one round my wrist followed by my right. Now he pulled my left leg to the side and strapped me to the wall by the ankle. He then did the same to the right ankle. I was now spread-eagled upright on the stage. A spotlight was turned on to highlight me against the dark backdrop. Matt was being led to a chair at the edge of the stage. I tried to look him in the eye, but he was looking at the floor.

"Members, your supplicant is ready for inspection." Pascal motioned the members to come onto the stage.

"At least I'll know who the consorts are," sprang to mind.

The members, both male and female formed an orderly line and approached me singly and occasionally in pairs.

Many of them nodded a friendly "bonsoir" and just passed on by, after looking me up and down. But some were bolder and took hold of my breasts and fondled my nipples or ran their hands up and down my legs, across my cunt lips and over my upper body. One man kissed me on the lips and stuck his tongue roughly into my mouth. At the same time he pushed two fingers unceremoniously into my sopping cunt. He then lifted his fingers to his nose, took in my aroma and then popped them into his mouth, savouring the flavour like a good wine. A couple of others also invaded my cunt; some fingered my clit. Most of the women merely kissed me on the cheek and congratulated me. I wasn't sure for what, but thanked them anyway.

Antoine was the last member to approach me with Christophe at his side. They both kissed me chastely and congratulated me.

With all the clit rubbing and cunt fondling I was well on my way to orgasm and wondered if that would be part of the show.

Pascal came to undo me and walked me to the edge of the stage. 

"Congratulations to the supplicant," he said, "She has passed the inspection."


4. Member's Benefits

Pascal now took me to sit next to my husband, who hadn't moved during the inspection ordeal.

As I sat down, I leaned over and kissed him on the lips. He kissed me back and took me by surprise when he said, "Thank you, you are incredible."

I didn't have time to reply as Pascal now called the crowd to order and announced the commencement of the review.

The lights dimmed and a large screen dropped down at the back of the stage. I looked at Matt. He was staring intently at the screen. I looked up and realized why. On the screen was our bedroom. Pascal was sitting on the sofa and Matt was moving towards the en suite door as I appeared through it.

"How on earth? They filmed us at home."

Matt was entranced by the scene unfolding on the screen, although he already knew what was going to happen.

Very soon it became obvious that the sound quality was excellent and that there had been three cameras in the room. Someone had done a great job of editing.

I had rarely seen myself on the screen and I had definitely never seen myself being fucked.

As a porno film it wasn't bad. Quite arousing, I thought. I noticed that I was now rubbing myself between my legs as Pascal thrust his cock in my mouth on the screen. 

The crowd cheered when Pascal filled my mouth with his cum.

I took hold of Matt's hand when Pascal began fucking me on the bed, in anticipation of seeing my husband clean off another man's prick. I was getting very aroused watching it. It was almost impossible to associate the lustful images on the screen with me and Matt.

The crowd cheered even louder when Matt took a mouthful of Pascal's spunk.

Then, when Pascal made me present my gaping asshole to him and took me in the ass there was a ripple of pleasure through our audience. I felt more than a tingle as he penetrated me. Seeing myself presenting my willing hole was sending me over the edge.

I let go of Matt's hand and felt how hard he had become. Despite his demeanour, he was enjoying our performance.

The movie faded to a close as we cuddled in bed. "How romantic," I thought, "Very unpornolike." 

I was relieved it was over and wondered whether my review had passed muster. 

But, the movie hadn't ended. Cut to a mountainside. 

"Oh, shit, no..., that's why they filmed it today," I said out loud to no one in particular. But Matt heard and grasped my hand again. Now he'd get to see my best fuck ever.

"Is this, you know, you, today...?" he asked.

"I reckon so," I said. "Now you'll get to witness my best ever fuck. Well, at least it's been preserved for posterity, we'll have something to show our grandchildren."

My attempt at levity fell on deaf ears, as Matt was riveted to the screen and the erotic view of his wife with legs splayed lying naked on a rock.

It was obvious the video camera was hand-held, but the quality was no less good than the earlier part of the movie.  Giuliana had done a great job. I looked quite stunning, even though I said so myself. Just before Antoine started to fuck me, she had zoomed in on my obviously wet cunt and panned up to show my face as Antoine knelt between my legs with his dick ready to plunge into me.

As Antoine thrust his thick cock into my ready and willing cunt, I was captivated. The audience was silent, watching every move. Out of the corner of my eye I spotted my husband playing with his dick. He had released it from his trousers and was now openly rubbing it. I suppose I should take it as a compliment that my own husband found me sufficiently erotic to want to wank himself off to images of me on the screen.

As Antoine and I reached our climax in the movie, Matt's throaty grunts told me he was close to coming, so I knelt down in front of him and took his cock in my mouth. He sighed with pleasure as my lips enfolded him. My orgasmic cries on the screen were reaching their crescendo so I speeded up my movement and brought my husband to a screaming orgasm just as Antoine deposited his cum in me on film. No doubt Matt expected me to pull away at the last moment as I had always done before, but his Anne was no longer the Anne of old. I savoured his thick jets of cum and swallowed them down as he ejaculated in my mouth.

When he was done, I licked him clean and gave him a passionate kiss on the mouth, just as Christian entered me on the rock.

I sat back down and continued to hold Matt's partially limp dick. Christophe and Michel cumming in me brought Matt's dick to life again, but the movie now came to an end and the lights came on again and the audience were clapping and cheering.

Matt turned away from the crowd and stuffed his cock back in his trousers. He needn't have been embarrassed, I spotted a few others doing the same in the audience.

Pascal came to front of the stage and beckoned me over to him. I'd forgotten I was still naked, but strode over to him with a haughty air.

"Congratulations, Anne, you are now an honorary member of The Club." The audience cheered and clapped at the news. 

"In honour of your admission to our ranks you will be given the Chambe de Sade pleasure room tonight. It is the best we have to offer. Your consort," he looked across at Matt, "will have full audio and video access for his own voyeuristic enjoyment, should you allow it. The control buttons are in the headboard of the bed."

Pascal called Matt over to stand next to me.

"Members," Pascal continued, "What are you bid for the first night with our newest member? Who wishes to induct her into the delights of the Chambre de Sade?"

"You mean they're going to pay to fuck me?" I looked at Pascal.

"Not exactly, they're going to pay to enjoy you for the next 12 hours or so in a pleasure room. Whether you fuck or not is irrelevant."

"10,000," came a shout from the floor.

"And who gets this money," I asked.

"It goes to local children's charities, Pascal replied. We are major sponsors of children's charities in the area.

"15,000."

"20,000"

"25,000"

I was in shock, someone was willing to pay 25,000 euros to fuck me, are they nuts?

Then a voice I recognized shouted from the back, "100,000 euros." 

There was a rumble of surprise in the crowd as heads turned to see who had made the bid. "Well fuck me," I thought, "it was Christophe, my fuck-buddy from this morning. Why does he want to pay so much to have me again? He only lasted 2 minutes this morning."

Pascal declared the bidding closed when no further bids were forthcoming. One of the servers stepped out from the back of the stage and indicated he wanted me to follow him. Pascal kissed me on both cheeks, congratulated me again and wished me an erotic evening. I turned to look at Matt, but Pascal quickly said, "Not to worry, my darling, we will show your consort the way." Matt smiled at me and gave a small wave. I waved back and blew him a kiss.

The crowd clapped and cheered as I left the stage and followed the server into the depths of the house.

We went down several sumptuously decorated corridors before arriving at double oak doors. The servant opened both doors ceremoniously and let me in to a beautiful spacious bedroom. As I entered he bade me good evening and closed the doors behind me.

The bed was round and huge. It could have fit at least 10 people sleeping side by side. The ceiling and walls were replete with mirrors. I opened the doors that led off on each side of the bed. One led to a massive ensuite with hot tub, bath, showers, massage tables and all sorts of other contraptions I had never seen before and a huge shelf full of make-up, perfumes, powders, gels and oils.

The other door led to a walk-in closet filled with male and female costumes, lingerie, sex toys, ropes and chains, and umpteen other drawers and cupboard full of all sorts.

I picked out a satin kimono and put it on. I already felt more comfortable wearing something, even alone.

Still no sign of Christophe. I was feeling good about myself in the knowledge that a young man was willing to pay obscene money to spend a night with me, particularly as he had already had the pleasure of me once. 

"He must have enjoyed himself," I said out loud to myself chuckling.

Back in the main room, I checked out the cameras in each corner of the ceiling and also in the walls at eye level. A total of eight cameras in all. As Pascal had said there was a control panel in the headboard. I was able to stream the feed externally or stream it internally. or turn it off completely. It was already off, so I turned it to stream internally. Within about 10 seconds of flicking the switch a panel in the wall by the door opened to reveal 8 screens - one for each camera I rapidly determined, for there I was duplicated 8 times from different angles. I pulled the remote from the headboard panel and pressed a few switches. 

"Very impressive," I thought, I could set all eight screens to act as one from any of the cameras I selected. I could pan and zoom. This was perfect for making a porno movie. I hadn't yet decided whether I wanted to turn on external streaming tonight. Perhaps I should go for just audio and give Matt a tantalizing night as he tries to imagine what's happening to me.

As I put the remote down on the bed, I spotted a door hidden in left-hand wall. Behind it was a fridge stocked with a large selection of drinks, hors d'oeuvres, fruit and other delicacies. Next to the fridge was a cupboard full of snacks, chocolates, nuts and the like.

The furniture dotted here and there around the room was made up of standard armchairs, a couple of sofas and various other strange looking love seats, benches and other peculiarly shaped objects. Most of the pieces had hooks and stuff for constraining and as I looked more closely I realized that there were hooks and chains in various places around the room.

Before I had time to explore further there was a discreet knock at the door. 

"Come in, Christophe." I shouted.

I stood up and moved towards the door to greet him; I had decided I was going to make this a truly memorable night for him. 

Christophe was good looking, fit and, more importantly, had an impressive cock. But most of all, anyone willing to pay 100,000€ for me deserved the best and it would definitely last longer than the two minutes we'd had on the rock. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"So what's this dare, then?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Erm, here and now, my panties?"

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

"Understood," Caroline repeated without thinking. 

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

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

"Don't you just love the scent of an aroused woman?" he said out loud, but probably more for himself than Caroline. "I'll see you on Wednesday about ten. Remember, red panties for me tomorrow."

Five Hot Wives Let Loose is now available on Amazon.

An excerpt from Hot Wife in Europe - A Husband's Fantasy Fulfilled 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No way, I'll look ridiculous."

"Just try it, for me, please."

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

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

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

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

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

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