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Wife Voyeur (UK Edition)

Hotwife Erotica - a husband has wife share fantasies that lead a submissive wife 

into exhibitionism & hotwife cuckolding

by

Zara Lynne

Wife Voyeur is book five and the concluding story 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:

A few days ago, to my delight at the time, I had unleashed the power of her "inner slut" (as, in my ignorance, I called it), but I was now struggling to come to terms with my own feelings of inadequacy. It had all happened so fast. We hadn't really had time to talk about anything. I could see that Anne had discovered a power from the pleasures of her own sexy body. Watching my wife offering her naked body to others was so incredibly arousing. Seeing her being taken by another man was so indescribably erotic. So why wasn't I happy for her and for me?

My thoughts were disturbed by Antoine, "Let me show you to the viewing room," he said. "You will love it. There is everything you need to enjoy your wife's adventures."

So saying, he led me off the stage and down a long corridor to what looked like a bedroom. It was rather luxurious. On the wall opposite the king size bed there was one huge screen with eight smaller screens arranged in two rows next to it. On all the screens I could see Anne, wearing what looked like a kimono, in some large bedroom. She seemed to be alone and was moving around the room looking in cupboards and drawers and generally having a good look round.

Antoine told me to make myself comfortable. 

"The hostess will be with you soon to provide absolutely anything you require. The room is yours for the night. Enjoy your wife's adventures, enjoy your hostess."

With that he left, closing the door behind him. I took off my jacket and tie and flung them over the back of a chair. The remote for the screens was on the bedside table. I picked it up and tried out some of the buttons. Quite an impressive system. I was able to swap the camera angle for the big screen, pan with each camera and even zoom. The audio seemed to be working, because I could clearly hear the clunk of cupboards and doors opening, but Anne hadn't yet spoken, so I had no idea how well it would catch speech.

I watched my darling wife lovingly as she moved about the room. She looked stunning in the silk kimono. Sitting here watching her like this I wasn't feeling jealousy or inadequacy; I was feeling lust. 

'It's all a matter of trust,' I said to myself, 'I love her and I know she loves me. I love watching her fucking other men, I love seeing her show her body to other men. But most of all I know she will come home. That's the issue. So instead of moping about, enjoy your beautiful wife and her adventure tonight.'


The Revealing Wife in France (UK Edition) series by Zara Lynne.
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5-1. Wife Voyeur

As my wife was led away by one of the servers, our neighbour Antoine came up to me. 

"Congratulations," he said jovially, "it takes a very special person to be a consort. You must be so proud of your beautiful, sexy wife."

I had to admit in many ways I was proud. I had to also admit that I would never have dreamed a week ago that my obsessive fantasy to reveal my wife to others would bring us here, to a club dedicated to those who revelled in such fantasies and made such fantasies so blindingly real. 

A few days ago, to my delight at the time, I had unleashed the power of her "inner slut" (as, in my ignorance, I called it), but I was now struggling to come to terms with my own feelings of inadequacy. It had all happened so fast. We hadn't really had time to talk about anything. I could see that Anne had discovered a power from the pleasures of her own sexy body. Watching my wife offering her naked body to others was so incredibly arousing. Seeing her being taken by another man was so indescribably erotic. So why wasn't I happy for her and for me?

My thoughts were disturbed by Antoine, "Let me show you to the viewing room," he said. "You will love it. There is everything you need to enjoy your wife's adventures."

So saying, he led me off the stage and down a long corridor to what looked like a bedroom. It was rather luxurious. On the wall opposite the king size bed there was one huge screen with eight smaller screens arranged in two rows next to it. On all the screens I could see Anne, wearing what looked like a kimono, in some large bedroom. She seemed to be alone and was moving around the room looking in cupboards and drawers and generally having a good look round.

Antoine told me to make myself comfortable. 

"The hostess will be with you soon to provide absolutely anything you require. The room is yours for the night. Enjoy your wife's adventures, enjoy your hostess."

With that he left, closing the door behind him. I took off my jacket and tie and flung them over the back of a chair. The remote for the screens was on the bedside table. I picked it up and tried out some of the buttons. Quite an impressive system. I was able to swap the camera angle for the big screen, pan with each camera and even zoom. The audio seemed to be working, because I could clearly hear the clunk of cupboards and doors opening, but Anne hadn't yet spoken, so I had no idea how well it would catch speech.

I watched my darling wife lovingly as she moved about the room. She looked stunning in the silk kimono. Sitting here watching her like this I wasn't feeling jealousy or inadequacy; I was feeling lust. 

'It's all a matter of trust,' I said to myself, 'I love her and I know she loves me. I love watching her fucking other men, I love seeing her show her body to other men. But most of all I know she will come home. That's the issue. So instead of moping about, enjoy your beautiful wife and her adventure tonight.'

My little pep talk to myself boosted my spirits. I shimmied up the bed and made myself comfortable with the trusty remote in hand. 'What could be better than a porn movie starring your own wife,' I chuckled to myself and felt my dick growing hard in my pants.

As I was having fun zooming in on my wife and trying out all the fancy tricks you could do with the cameras and screens, a rather fetching young girl walked into my room carrying a tray. I jumped up in surprise, feeling as if I'd been caught doing something I shouldn't.

"Monsieur, I am your hostess for the night. I brought you some champagne, but if you prefer there is wine and beer in the fridge over here," she said, pointing to a fridge built into the wall that I hadn't noticed. She placed the tray next to me on the bedside table and proffered a glass of champagne. 

I took the glass and looked at the girl. She was wearing a similar silk kimono to the one my wife had on. Her dark hair was long, reaching down over one shoulder to her breasts. She looked Asian. Her face was exquisite. It was one of those faces you just want to look at because it is so beautiful. 

"My name is Ly," she said in French, "but if you prefer," she continued in English, "we can talk English."

She picked up a glass of champagne from the tray, "If I may?"

"Of course, please do." I said, "I do apologise, I was lost in my thoughts when you came in. And yes, I prefer English, if that's ok."

She looked me in the eyes and clinked glasses.

"To an erotic adventure," she said enigmatically.

"Er, yes, absolutely," I replied, "To an erotic adventure."

We drank in silence for a moment.

"Please, sit," she said. "I want to make you comfortable."

I did as she asked, climbing back onto the bed next to the remote.

"So that beautiful woman is you wife?" Ly asked, pointing to the screen.

"Yes, she is," I said, "And yes, she is very beautiful. So are you," I said.

To my surprise Ly blushed and clinked glasses again. "Thank you."

Ly went over to the door and clicked the lock into place. 

"That will give us a little more privacy," she said. "There are no cameras in this room, only in the members' pleasure rooms. We tell the members they can turn off the camera feed, but they can't, you know. Consorts can have uninterrupted coverage of their wife's erotic adventure."

Ly came back over to the bed and asked if she could sit next to me.

"Do you want me to take off my robe now?" she asked.

I told her there was no need and that I would love her to sit next to me.

She shuffled up close to me -- close enough for me to inhale her lovely scent -- and she linked her arm through mine.

"So what's she up to, this gorgeous wife of yours?" she asked.

"Nothing much really," I replied. "She seems to be checking out the room. I think she's alone, since I can't see anybody else in range of the cameras."

Ly snuggled into my body and looked up at me.

"Don't worry, she'll soon have a companion. I presume that's why you're here."

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

"Please, you don't have to explain. Tonight you can watch the cam for as long as you want. You can turn off the video feed or sound feed, or even both as you wish."

"And you, Ly, will you watch my wife's adventures with me?"

"If that's what you desire, Sir. I am here for you. Whatever you desire, I will provide."

I looked at her intrigued. "Absolutely anything?"

"Of course. We look after our consorts. I am yours until morning."


5-2. Nice Surprise

Anne's Diary continues...

I was rather enjoying my exploration of the Chambre de Sade - the reason for the name had become somewhat obvious within minutes of my arrival -- and I had quite forgotten why I was there.

The discreet knock at the door brought me back to reality.

"Come in, Christophe." I shouted.

I moved towards the door to greet him, I had decided I was going to make this a truly memorable night for him since Christophe, who had already had a brief encounter with my cuntly delights today, was good looking, fit and, more importantly, had an impressive cock. However, what impressed me the most was that he had been willing to bid 100,000€ for me in The Club auction, not 15 minutes ago. He deserved the best and it would definitely last longer than the two minutes of in-out sex we'd had that morning high in the hills above Aix.

"Ciao, cara"

"What the...! How did you get here, Giuliana?" I ran to her and hugged her like a long lost friend.

"Just a minute," she said, "let me put my bag down."

She dropped it at her feet, turned to bolt the door, then turned back to face me. She moved close to me, took my face in her hand and kissed me with intense passion on the lips. Her tongue sought out mine and I couldn't help but respond in kind. 

My kimono came undone as we kissed which allowed Giuliana the chance to run her hands over my body. Her hands felt soft and warm as she caressed my stomach, moving her hands sensually up towards my breasts. She cupped my left breast and ever so slightly tweaked my nipple with her finger and thumb. My knees gave way as she did and we broke off our kiss.

I sat back on the bed and pulled my kimono tight around me and looked at Giuliana.

She was wearing the same clothes as this morning on the mountain: jeans, a loose t-shirt and a pair of black elasticated tai-chi shoes. Her hair was long, dyed blonde (her dark eyebrows gave her away) and tied up haphazardly with a pin at the back leaving a fair amount of hair overflowing over the pin. The hair that flowed over the pin cascaded downwards and bounced as she moved. I loved the look. 

I could see us both on the screen by the door as I looked past Giuliana. As I saw us, I grabbed the remote and made sure I had turned off the remote streaming of both audio and video. I wasn't sure I wanted Matt to hear or see this. For some reason, this felt different. This wasn't part of Matt's sexual fantasy to my mind.

Giuliana fetched her bag from by the door and sat next to me on the bed. She looked into the bag and pulled out a bundle of video camera tapes and DVDs.

"Your movies," she said. "I took the originals and all the copies. They're all here. You can do what you want with them, but I didn't want others to get hold of them."

"How did you do that?" I asked, feeling huge relief at getting control of the movies.

"I do all the video production and editing for this club," she said. "That's why I was on the mountain this morning, Antoine had told us to be there."

"Told you? When?" I looked at her in shock.

"Yesterday evening, when I was editing your session with Pascal."

"But, how did he know I'd accept?"

"You did, didn't you? Antoine can be very persuasive and you'd already been softened by Pascal's smooth control the night before."

"And you edit these movies? Did you install the cameras in our bedroom too?"

"Yes, I did. Sorry. I hadn't met you then, it was just a job. Pascal gave me the instructions a couple of days ago. I had plenty of time when you went out for the day."

"I can't believe it. Do you do this often?"

"Well, not often, once a month probably. It's not my full time job, I'm actually an independent filmmaker; this is just how I pay the bills. I'm really sorry, believe me."

"Giuliana, I really don't mind that you filmed me, not now that I've seen how good you made me look," I laughed and touched her arm, "And now that you're giving me the originals, I couldn't be happier. Won't The Club be upset with you?"

"I don't care," she said defiantly, "I'm not doing this any more. Meeting you made me see sense. I should thank you."

She touched my face lovingly with her hand and leaned over to kiss me on the lips again.

I pulled back, "Wait, just a minute, Giuliana, I'm not lesbian, you know, I'm... I'm... well I'm just not sure."

"Forgive me, I was attracted to you as soon as I saw you when I was editing your movie with Pascal. I wouldn't call myself lesbian either, I go for both boys and girls. Somehow I thought you felt something for me. I felt it in your kiss on the mountain. You definitely felt something, didn't you?"

I was very confused. 

"Yes, I had felt something," I admitted. "I'm feeling something now and I was really pleased to see you when you came in just now. So much has happened in the last few days, that I don't really know what I feel at all."

As I spoke she took my hand and looked into my eyes. I leaned over and kissed her on the lips. She responded passionately and we rolled back onto the bed scattering the tapes and DVDs as we locked lips.

We lay next to each other looking into each other's eyes. I put my hand on Giuliana's cheek and caressed her soft skin. It suddenly occurred to me that Christophe would be appearing soon.

"What about Christophe? He just paid a pile of money to have me for the night. Where is he?"

"Don't worry, cara mia," Giuliana replied soothingly. He made the bid for me. We've got all night and as much time as you want thereafter.

"You paid 100,000€ for a night with me? You must be nuts..."

"Well actually I didn't, I don't have that kind of money, but Christophe does. He's stinking rich and madly in love with me, but he knows we'll never be a couple. It just wouldn't work. I told him that I'd fallen head over heels in love with you and..."

"In love? With me? But..."

"Yes, I know, it's a bit sudden, but for the last day or so I've been watching you intimately and feel I know you rather well. When we met in person, I felt even more for you. But anyhow, Christophe gifted me this night. He's a romantic at heart and would do anything for me, I'm so lucky."

She kissed me again and pulled me close to her. I was in a daze. There was definitely something between us, it's just I'd never even imagined kissing a woman, let alone loving one. But, talking about never imagining, I would never have imagined being fucked in all my holes by a stranger. Even more unimaginable would have been a scene with my husband cheering him on. So what the fuck, I could at least go with the flow. And I really did like Giuliana. And if I was honest, I'd have to say I was attracted to her.

"Look, Anne, there's a massage table here with all sorts of scented oils, let me give you a massage. Then when you're nice and relaxed we can cuddle up in bed, drink some wine and enjoy the food they've laid on. Let's just have a girls' night in. How does that sound?"

"Sounds lovely. When you've done me, I can massage you too, if you like."

"Done. I'll go put on a kimono too and get the oils ready. Why don't you make yourself comfortable on the table?"


5-3. Lust at First Sight

Ly and I sat on the bed and enjoyed the champagne she'd brought. She was a delightful girl. We chatted about France, about Vietnam - she'd left there 10 years ago when she was 14 - and about The Club.

She explained that it was a part-time job, since The Club only met 2-3 times a month at most. But the short working hours and her decent pay from The Club meant she could study as a full-time student at the University in Aix. In another year she'd be a doctor and be able to leave The Club behind.

I was so taken by Ly and her story that I totally forgot about the events in the other room. As Ly went to fetch some more drinks from the fridge, I happened to glance at the screen and saw my wife lying on a bed kissing a woman. It was a quite a passionate kiss, they were definitely more than just friends. 

Ly joined kneeled next to me on the bed with two beers as I reached for the remote to turn up the volume. 

I was stunned. The woman was the one who had paid to spend the night with my wife and was now talking about being in love with Anne. I grabbed a beer off Ly and drank a good half of the bottle.

"Are you okay, Sir?" Ly asked, looking at me with a worried frown.

"No, it's just I've had a bit of a shock. It seems my wife's having an affair with a woman. She never said a word to me. It's been a funny few days, and now this, I'm bewildered."

As I turned towards Ly she kissed me on the lips. I put my arms around her and kissed her back forcefully. Her lips were soft and wet. I was heady from her scent.

I pulled away to put down my bottle and clicked the off button on the remote. "No need for a voyeur fantasy, I thought, "When I have such a stunner right here in my bed."

I turned back to Ly.

"Shall I take off my kimono, Sir?" she asked, looking at me with a demure smile. 

"Please call me Matt," I said, "But let me help you with the kimono, I want to take it off you slowly."

Ly kneeled in front of me and let me do just that. I kissed her neck and slowly revealed her shoulders. As the silky kimono slid down her arms I took in the beauty of her superb breasts. She had delightful puffy nipples that were stiff and hard. Her breasts had no tan lines and were probably a B or small C cup. "Just perfect," I thought, as I kissed my way down to her left nipple and took it gently into my mouth.

Ly was moaning softly as I played with her nipple. My tongue circled it and I pulled and tweaked it with my teeth. I gently laid Ly back on the bed and continued my exploration of her flawless body. With the kimono off her arms, she was now lying totally naked in front of me.

She looked at me invitingly as I kissed her open lips before moving down past her breasts, across her flat stomach and belly button ring, to her hairy mound. Still no tan lines. Her pubes were dark and thick. I loved them. As my lips moved over her mound she spread her legs to expose her glistening pussy. Despite the pubic hair, I could see her pink pussy lips; they were visibly engorged and ready for my tongue.

Instead of diving straight at her pussy (as Anne often complained I did), I moved down to her feet and massaged them and kissed them. Gradually I worked my way up each leg, kissing and stroking Ly until I reached her inner thighs. I could smell her arousal and gently ran my tongue around her pussy, avoiding the labia and clitoris. I swirled and licked, gradually moving onto her pussy lips. Ly moaned in ecstasy as my tongue caressed them. 

When my tongue penetrated her labia, her wetness flowed onto my tongue. I lapped it up and pushed my tongue in further. Ly's then sat up and pulled my head up to kiss her mouth. 

"No, Matt, I'm here for you, let's get your clothes off, so I can play with you."

Ly began unbuttoning my shirt and pulling it off me. I had to stand up, wobbling on the bed, while we both got rid of my pants and Ly pulled down my boxers.

My cock felt so hard, even though I had cum only an hour or so earlier on stage during my wife's on-screen performance. When Ly licked the end of my cock and put her lips around it, I was close to erupting. 

"You like that, don't you," she said stating the obvious, as she licked up and down my shaft and caressed my balls with her hands. She then placed her hands on my butt cheeks and took my cock into her mouth, using her hands to pump me back and forth all the while keeping her beautiful eyes focused on mine. Each time I watched my cock disappear into her mouth I felt a frisson of pleasure surge along my spine.

The moment was fast approaching and there was no way I could hold back. I put my hand on her head to feel her silky soft black hair. 

"I'll be coming very soon," I said in a rather husky voice. The pleasures ripping through my body were affecting my ability to speak as well.

Ly's movements slowed and she went back to licking my glans softly. I groaned forcefully when her lips pulled away from my cock. She began fondling my balls with one hand and sought out my asshole with the other. As she swallowed my cock once more she jammed a finger into my ass. I jerked in shock as unexpected pleasure bursts radiated from my asshole through my dick and into my head. It was like a mini orgasm. My moans must have been very loud. Ly's eyes faithfully followed me and made the experience even stronger.

She now began fucking my dick with her mouth and lips. She didn't take me far inside her mouth, just enough to stimulate the ridge with her lips. The finger in my backside was now pumping vigorously.

"I'm cuuuu.... mmm.... iiiiing," I screamed as a jet of sperm erupted from my cock into her exquisite mouth. She used one set of fingers like a cock ring and  restrained the flow somehow, causing explosions in my brain as the sperm was held back and released once more to explode in another massive jet. She had also pushed her finger deeply into my ass.

I can't be sure how long my orgasm lasted. Time stopped for me and this wonderful, beautiful, sexy woman who now pulled her finger from my ass, dropped my cock from her mouth and looked up at me with those adorable eyes. She opened her mouth and popped out her tongue. It was covered in my thick gooey spunk. As I bent down to kiss her she put her tongue back in her mouth and swallowed my gift down.

Our lips locked and we fell back onto the bed.

"Ly, you are the most wonderful woman I have ever met," I said in between kisses. I pulled her close and kissed her more. My hands were caressing her delicious puffy nipples that were growing even more as I touched them.

When my hands reached her pussy, my fingers slipped in easily. She was small and tight, but oh so slick with her own juices. 

I began to move down her body, but she stopped me.

"No, Matt, you are my guest. If you want to pleasure me, just lie back and let me do the work."

I looked at her quizzically as she rolled me onto my back. Ly then straddled me around the head. I was looking up into her velvety pussy as she slowly lowered herself onto my eagerly waiting lips and tongue. Her juices were dribbling onto my tongue as I licked and slurped her pussy. Ly balanced herself by putting her hands on the wall above the bed and ground her pussy and clit on my tongue and lips. Her breathing began to quicken and she made small murmurs. The murmurs turned to screams as her grinding became wild and erratic, I had difficulty keeping my tongue in what I presumed was the right place. As her body shuddered and the screams reached a peak she moved her pussy down my body and collapsed onto my chest, kissing me with rapid kisses and saying, "Thank you, thank you, thank you," over and over, before resting her head on my shoulder and falling into a deep sleep.


5-4. Escape to Reality

Anne's Diary continues...

Giuliana returned from the ensuite wearing a kimono like my own, carrying some oils in a basket. She pressed a button on the seat at the end of the bed. After a few whirrs and clicks, it magically turned into a massage table. 

"Jump on," Giuliana said as she put the oil basket on the shelf built under the table.

I stood up and moved round the bed next to Giuliana ready to climb on the massage table. Giuliana kissed me again when I reached her and slipped my kimono of my shoulders. For some reason I was feeling embarrassed being naked in front of her.

We were still kissing as the kimono hit the floor. I now reached up to slide Giuliana's kimono from her body and stepped back to watch as it slipped down her body.

She was slightly shorter than me. Her breasts were bigger with enormous areolae. Probably because of their size they were slightly more pendulous than mine. Her tummy was flatter than mine though and, to my surprise, she had copious, dark pubic hair. I looked her up and down appreciatively. 

"You are beautiful," I said. "Quite beautiful." 

She kissed me again and said, "Thank you. You are too, I adore your body."

I climbed onto the massage table and took my place on my stomach, putting my face through the hole and placing my arms by my side. I already felt very relaxed.

"I'll start with your shoulders and move down your back to your buttocks and then the back of your legs. Okay?" she asked.

"Absolutely any way you want," I said. "I am in your hands."

Giuliana poured some oil on my back. It was warm, I wasn't sure how she'd managed that, and smelled of Jasmine and another scent I couldn't place. She spread the oil over my back and then began massaging my shoulders.

Her touch was gentle, soft, but really effective. As she moved down my back I felt myself drifting off into pleasure land. When she reached my buttocks, she jumped down to my feet and began to work her way up my legs. She lifted each leg in turn, and after pouring on some oil she worked my calf muscle, before placing my leg softly back on to the table. Her fingers on the back of my thighs felt lovely. And as Giuliana moved from my thighs up to my buttocks my pussy was already responding to the sensations.

When she'd finished kneading my buttocks, Giuliana tapped me lightly on the bum and told me it was time to roll over. 

I hesitated a second, but realised that embarrassment now was futile. Giuliana had watched me taking five cocks in various holes over the last couple of days and had seen me more naked than almost anyone I knew.

So, I flipped over. She adjusted the headrest to make me comfortable and poured some oil liberally on my breasts and stomach. It dribbled down my sides, into my belly button and down my crack -- unimpeded by pubic hair.

Giuliana kissed me again with a quick flick of the tongue into my mouth and started on my stomach. She was a skilled masseuse. I was loving every minute of the massage. Her hands moved across my stomach and up to my breasts, just touching them a little. She did this movement several times, before moving up and round my breasts to my shoulders. She did this several times too, up to my shoulders around the outside of my breasts, just brushing them a little, then back down to my stomach between my breasts.

After a dozen or so similar strokes, I was longing for her to touch my breasts properly. She continued the light touching for a few more movements before taking both breasts into her hands from the underside. She squeezed them gently moving her fingers across them. Such ecstasy. I was now desperate for her to touch my nipples.

She squeezed a few more times then brushed her palms lightly across my rigid nipples. And then back again. I uttered a small moan when she touched them for the first time. She lightly stroked them several times before focusing on my left breast with both hands. She squeezed the breast from all sides with her hands and pulled her hands upwards until she was squeezing my nipples. As she reached the top, my breasts flopped back and I could start breathing again.

A dozen times like that on both breasts was sending me wild. And when she finally grabbed both my nipples forcefully between thumb and forefinger I squealed with pleasure. At that moment I was sure I could have a breast orgasm if she continued.

She kissed me softly after my squeal of pleasure and moved down to my legs. She lifted a couple of stirrups at the end of the table and placed my ankles in them. She then divided the bottom half of the massage table somehow and my legs were wide open.

Giuliana stepped between my legs and focused on my left leg. She oiled my foot, shin and thigh then massaged it all the way up, stopping excruciatingly close to my pussy.

She then did the same with my right leg. When she reached the top of the thigh she grabbed the oil and poured it onto my mound. I could feel the oil dribbling along my crack and over my labia. 

From her position between my legs Giuliana was able to massage the tops of my thighs and my mound in comfort. Teasingly she rubbed me all over my mound without touching my pussy lips or clitoris. Slowly, slowly she pushed her thumbs up and over my outer lips. She did this several times. 

My pussy was probably leaking profusely by now, my juices mixing in with the massage oil. As my pussy opened to her touch I could feel her touching my inner lips. Slowly, little by little she was penetrating my sopping wet pussy.

Giuliana now moved from between my legs. I let out a little cry in fear that she was stopping, but her fingers found me again from the side. She used her left hand to move her fingers up and down my crack. Her right hand she used to press down on my mound.

The sensations were unbelievable.

Suddenly she pushed he fingers into my willing pussy. I shrieked and made Giuliana laugh. She smiled at me and bent down to give me a chaste kiss on the nipple, before returning to her massage.

She now had two or three fingers plunging into me at speed. He right hand, on my mound, was pushing down and every so often she would flick my clitoris with her thumb. 

The noises I was making in my throat were indescribable. The sensations in my pussy totally out of this world. I felt as if I was cumming, but not cumming. The sensations were too intense.

Suddenly she began pushing her fingers even more vigorously into me, and then she stopped all of a sudden. My body went into shock, I needed those fingers in me.

"Please, please..." I entreated.

She smiled at me and plunged her fingers into me again. Her breasts jiggled as she forcefully moved her fingers in and out, before stopping again and removing them.

I shrieked again.

My body was beginning to shake uncontrollably. She plunged those divine fingers in again and with one thrust I came more forcefully than I could have imagined. My body was shaking and shuddering, my pussy muscles were in overdrive and suddenly a huge spurt of liquid gushed from between my legs. I'd squirted. I had never ever squirted. In fact, I didn't believe it possible to squirt. 

But Giuliana didn't stop. She let the spasms and shuddering calm slightly, then plunged her fingers in again and moved them rapidly in and out. I could feel the shuddering begin to build again, then she stopped. She waited, looking at me. Without warning she started again vigorously and bang, I shuddered uncontrollably and once again I squirted. "The floor must be sopping wet," flashed through my mind, but I was shaking so much, I couldn't concentrate. 

When Giuliana then shoved her fingers in again and did her rapid movements, I was begging for mercy, but within seconds the shuddering had started and I couldn't speak.

Giuliana held my pussy softly with her left hand and with her right hand she brushed the sweat and hair from my brow.

I was still feeling the aftershocks. My body was still jerking slightly, but I was calmer. As the final shudders ceased, Giuliana went and pulled back the covers of the bed, then came and picked me up off the massage table and carried me to the bed. She put me down gently and covered me with a sheet as she snuggled in beside me. I was still shaking slightly and I could still feel the orgasm all over my body. "How did she do that?" was all I could think, "What a woman!"

I managed to whisper a simple thank you to my unbelievable lover. She kissed me gently on the lips and cuddled me close. I kissed her back with the little energy I had, but soon my eyes closed and I drifted off in my lover's arms.


5-5. Final Fantasy

At about 10 a.m. the next morning, Ly and I emerged from the viewing room. I had just spent the hottest night ever with a woman. She was insatiable and could make me hard and ready over and over again. I felt like a young stud in her arms.

We had slept on and off in each other's arms during the night. I often woke up to find Ly caressing or fondling me back to life.

I was besotted with this incredible woman. She brought us both breakfast in bed and after we had enjoyed the fresh croissants and jam with a steaming café au lait, I took her for the fifth time that night. 

As we left the room, it occurred to me that I hadn't turned on the screens once since I'd blanked them after Ly's arrival. If truth be told, I hadn't once thought about my wife during my night of passion with Ly. The thought that Anne was cheating on me with a woman still wrangled. The irony of the situation did strike me -- how I had pushed her into having sex with several men, yet was feeling hurt and upset because she had taken a female lover without my knowledge. "It was different," I argued to myself, "she was doing it behind my back, without telling me."

I walked hand in hand with Ly through the corridors back to the front of the house. One of the servers from last night opened the front doors and indicated the car waiting for us. 

"Is my wife coming?" I asked the server.

"Madame has already left, Sir," he responded and opened the car door.

I stepped into the back seat and slid across to make room for Ly.

"Good bye, Matt," she said, "thank you for a lovely night."

"But Ly, I thought you'd come with me and we could talk about 'us' and the future." I looked at her imploringly.

"That's very sweet Matt, but I have to go home and get on with my studies."

"Well, let me give you a lift somewhere," I was desperately clutching at straws. I couldn't leave her now.

"There's no need Matt. But thank you for offering." She leaned into the car and kissed me softly on the lips. "Bye, Matt".

She turned and walked back to the house with the server who shut the door as the car pulled away. 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I said slamming my fist on the seat in front of me.

"Sir?" the driver looked back at me.

"Sorry," I said, "I'm feeling a little emotional. It's been a long week."

"Very well, Sir. Home, Sir?"

"I suppose so," I said, "Unless you happen to know where Ly lives..."

"I'm sorry, Sir, I don't."

And with that he was silent the rest of our short journey.

Tears were welling in my eyes as I stared blindly out of the window. "I have to find her, I have to. She's meant for me."

Suddenly I felt elation. I knew where she studied, I knew her first name. I knew she was from Vietnam. "There can't be that many Vietnamese studying medicine at the local University," it occurred to me.

"I will find her and make her mine," I said defiantly out loud as we pulled up to my door.

"Yes, Sir," the driver replied.


5-6. Future Shock

Anne's Diary continues...

I woke up a couple of hours after my earth-shattering orgasm to find Giuliana watching me sleep. We were still in the position I'd fallen asleep in.

"Hi, sleepy head," she said and kissed me lovingly.

My first words to her were "My God, Giuliana, you are an unbelievable lover. How did you do that?"

"Easy really," she said, "I'm in love and I want to give you everything I can."

I kissed her and pulled her close to me. I so wanted to reciprocate, but wasn't sure I could live up to her skills. But how hard could it be to make love to a woman. I know where all the bits are, it's just a bit strange finding them on your lover.

As we kissed I felt my passion surge again. To tell the truth, I could have an orgasm like that any time. I could still feel the aftershock, I was sure.

My hands began roaming over Giuliana's body. I caressed her soft fleshy breasts and pulled and tweaked her nipples in the way I liked. It seemed to work, because her tongue began to probe more deeply into my willing mouth.

I pulled away from her kiss and pulled the sheet off her to take in her body.

My fingers played with her nipples as I looked at her. They were so beautifully rigid. I had to take them in my mouth. I fell on them with my lips, tongue and teeth. As I lovingly teased each one in turn, Giuliana squirmed and moaned.

While my mouth concentrated on her divine breasts, my fingers moved down to the soft, warm, soft warm bushy spot between her legs. She was wet and open and my fingers slipped in with ease. I moved in and out gently, then brought my fingers up to my nose and sniffed the Giuliana's aroma, before slipping them into my mouth and sucking them dry.

Giuliana sat up and kissed me with passion, slipping her tongue in my mouth so she could taste herself. 

I gave her nipples one last suck before moving my head down between her legs. I put a pillow under her buttocks and knelt between her legs. My fingers caressed her wet pussy lips and gently flicked her clitoris. I smiled at her and she looked at me lovingly. 

Over the years I had often fantasised about kissing a woman's pussy. I had never acted on it, nor told anyone about it. I had also enjoyed checking out women that I found attractive, but I had never considered myself bi, let alone lesbian. As I stared down at Giuliana's pussy and looked into her eyes, I was feeling so passionate about her. There was even a feeling of love in my heart. I wanted to make this woman feel like she had made me feel earlier. I wanted to give her my passion.

Instead of diving in like a man, I kissed her gently on the thigh, little fairy kisses moving closer and closer to the prize. I did the same on the other leg. I kissed the hair around her pussy, licking the space between her thighs and her body and moving inward towards her lips, but stopping before I got there. As I moved down her pussy I pushed my tongue into the crack of her bum making her giggle and wriggle as I did. From there I ran my tongue slowly upwards over her outer lips up and over her clitoris. Very lightly, very slowly.  I did this several times.

The aroma from her pussy was arousing me. She smelt sweet, yet musky. As I teased her pussy lips I could feel them opening slightly. The next time I moved slowly upwards, my tongue slipped slightly inside and liberated some of her juices. I tasted the dribbles on my tongue and knew I would be doing this often.

I decided to go back and tease her nipples again and to let Giuliana taste herself again on my lips and tongue. She kissed me greedily and moaned when I kissed and sucked on her nipples again. I kissed around her areolae and licked and sucked on her breasts, teasing her unapologetically.

It aroused me knowing that she also had sensitive nipples like mine. I found myself thinking that one day I would definitely make her come by only touching her breasts. 

"So, I would be seeing Giuliana, again," I thought. I felt happy inside at such an idea.

Slowly, slowly I adored her breasts with my lips and tongue, before kissing and sucking my way south again.

I circled her labia several times and then pushed my tongue into her. She shrieked in delight and pulled my head closer to her pussy. I sucked her labia and bit and pulled on them before plunging my tongue back inside her. With each thrust she spasmed slightly. 

As I moved up her pussy and licked her clitoris, she pulled my head again forcefully against her clit. I licked it and twirled it then sucked on it. Giuliana squealed and pulled my head closer. She seemed to love the sucking, so that's what I did. At one point I pushed a couple of fingers into her pussy and moved them in and out. 

The combination of sucking on her clit, swirling my tongue over it and moving my fingers in and out had her squirming and squealing. Suddenly, she let out a massive scream and pulled my head hard towards her clit, before pushing me back and shuddering to a huge orgasm. I pressed my tongue hard on her clitoris and stopped moving my fingers. She continued to shudder for several seconds, before relaxing backwards onto the bed. As she fell back she pulled me up to her and kissed me passionately on the lips. I was covered in her juices, but she didn't seem to mind.

I lay on top of her and we both fell asleep in each other's arms wondering how I was going to introduce Giuliana to Matt.

"Oh, God, Matt," I thought, "He's probably wondering why I'm not letting him see the feed. He'll be imagining Christophe rogering me in every hole."

But somehow I felt soothed by Giuliana's soft breathing and a glow of love passed through me as I looked at the woman in my arms.


5-7. Burning Bridges

"Anne," I'm home, I shouted as I stepped through the door.

No answer. 

"Fuck that," I said, "where the fuck is she?"

"Anne," I shouted more loudly, walking through the house. I stepped into our bedroom. There she was busy stuffing clothes into a suitcase.

"Hi Matt, I was hoping you'd get here soon" Anne said, as I walked in the bedroom.

"Why didn't you answer? I shouted twice."

"Sorry, I didn't hear you, I was a bit preoccupied and I'm in a hurry."

"What the fuck are you doing? Has this got something to do with that bitch you were kissing last night?" 

"Kissing? You saw that?"

"Yes, I did. And I heard her tell you she loved you."

"You saw everything last night?"

"I saw enough before I turned it off."

"So you'd have been happy to watch me being mauled and fucked by some stud, but you couldn't face me being kissed by a woman, is that it?"

"No that's not it, it's totally different. A meaningless fuck for pleasure and nothing else is so very different."

"Really? For the last few days I have played out your fantasy. I've taken it further than even you had imagined. I've done things I've would never have even contemplated a week ago. And now you're pissed off because I kissed a friend and want to spend a week with her."

"It looks like she's a fucking lot more than a friend. Do you love her?"

"Oh, Matt, what a question. Yes, I'm attracted to her and after all that happened this week I just wanted to get away."

"How long has this been going on?"

"What do you mean, 'going on', there's nothing going on. We met yesterday and now I'm going to her parents' house near Carrara for a week's holiday."

"The fuck you are."

"Matt, After all I've done for you this week I deserve this. I'll be back next week. I need the time to think about all that's happened. 

"But, you can't just run off..."

"I'm not running off. Giuliana asked me to come with her. I thought it would be fun to see Italy. You start your project in a few days, so I'll hardly see you anyway."

"So fucking Giuliana, who you've known for 24 hours, is going to whisk you off on a romantic trip to Italy."

"Matt, are you jealous? Why weren't you jealous when Pascal fucked my cunt and backside red raw; when Antoine stuffed his thick prick in my cunt; when the crowd last night fondled me all over as I stood naked in front of them? I don't get it."

"Look Anne, I was jealous of Pascal and Antoine."

"You were? Why?

"I was jealous because I was worried I'd lose you. The fantasy of seeing you expose yourself and seeing you being fucked by another man is so erotic. Seeing it happen, or even hearing about it happen, makes me so hard. But at the back of my mind I couldn't get rid of the feeling that you'd prefer your new lover. And when you said Antoine had given you the best fuck ever, I was a mess."

"Why didn't you say something?" Anne said, putting her hand on my shoulder.

"There just wasn't time, everything happened so quickly, and you were so high on the sex and stuff. I felt you were having the time of your life."

Anne took me in her arms.

"But, the reason it felt like the best sex ever was purely because of the situation. It was part of your fantasy. I was living your dream and got totally carried away in the moment. Other than for your pleasure and mine it was meaningless."

"Deep down, I know that," I said, "but I can't help the fears. And then when I heard that this Italian woman loves you, I freaked."

"Matt, listen. Grant me this week. I need the time to recover. I also need the time to work out my feelings. Living out your fantasy was challenging, but I have to admit I enjoyed it. I uncovered a submissive side that I found rather erotic, and I discovered -- because of you -- that my body gives me power over men, and women too. I rather enjoy that side of things."

"So you're not leaving me?"

"No, I'm not. Do you think after fifteen years of marriage I'd just up and go on a whim, and what's more with a woman? Give me some credit, at least."

The doorbell rang.

That'll be Giuliana. Anne clicked her case shut. She turned to me and kissed me full on the lips. I put my arms around her and could feel the tears welling up.

"I'll be back in a week," she said, "and I'll call you every day."

I watched as she wheeled her suitcase click-clacking on her heels through the house to the front door. She looked so sexy. She was wearing a flared skirt and simple V-neck t-shirt and of course she had her favourite heels on. 

I stood at the end of the corridor. I wasn't keen on meeting this Giuliana. I might say something I'd regret.

Anne opened the door.

"Hello," said Ly, "you must be Matt's wife," and held out her hand.

Anne didn't take it and looked over her shoulder at me.

"And you are?" Anne bristled visibly.

I ran quickly to Anne's side.

"Hello Ly, this is Ly," I said to Anne, "we met last night at The Club."

"Oh did you, is she one of the perks?"

Anne pushed past Ly with her case.

"I'll call you, have a lovely week. You too, Ly."

Ly and I watched her walk down the hill. A car pulled up beside her after a couple of minutes and the Italian woman from last night jumped out and helped Anne put her suitcase in the back. The woman kissed my wife on the lips and embraced her. Laughing together they got into the car and it raced off up the hill. Anne was talking avidly with the Italian when the car passed us. She didn't look our way.

Ly turned to me when the car had gone past.

"Sorry, Matt, I hope I didn't cause any problems."

"Not at all, come in," I said, "I'm really so very happy to see you."

I shut the door and looked at her. Her delicious puffy nipples were highlighted by the tank top she was wearing and her shapely legs looked stunning against her short pastel skirt. 

Ly put her arms round my neck and kissed me. Her tongue on my lips made me instantly hard. I eagerly wrapped my arms around her and kissed her back.

"Matt," she said, "I've been thinking about what you said, I think we should sit and talk about us and about our future".

Suddenly the next week looked so much better.

*****END*****


Excerpts from Zara Lynne's other erotic books and short stories you may like:

An excerpt from Five Hot Wives Let Loose

(part one of Hot Wife Tales - Lust & Love)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"So what's this dare, then?"

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

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

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

"What 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."

Hot Wife in Europe - A Husband's Fantasy Fulfilled 

is now available on Amazon UK 
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