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      Wife Laid Bare is book two 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. Anne has an erotic encounter on the beach while later, in a hotel in Arles, Matt watches his wife having sex with another man for the first time. Will their erotic adventures bring them closer together or tear them apart?

      

      Look Inside Extract:

      They were now about 5 steps from my wife’s delights. She turned over as they approached. She hadn’t bothered to pull up her bikini bottom. She was so erotic. I could see the top of the pubic hair on her mound. Once again she began spreading the oil on her breasts, massaging them, tugging on her nipples and twisting them. Her breasts were fabulous, full and firm, with tight hard nipples. Her tummy was rising and falling. She pulled her knees up slightly then put them down again. She was so wonderful, so amazing.  She was moaning to herself as if in a trance.

      What happened next made me grab my own dick it was so erotic.

      She slid her fingers slowly down her tummy, digging them into her oily skin, inching their way down to her pussy. She dropped both legs flat on the towel and slid her fingers under her bikini bottom. She was fingering herself in full view of the guys! I wanted to come right then!
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      The last 24 hours had been the most erotic of our married life. After a week in Provence in the south of France, I had begun to enjoy the fantasy of showing off my wife in real life. To my surprise and absolute delight, Anne, my once shy, but sexy wife, pushing 40 and oftentimes unsure about her own body, was blooming.

      We had got back to our villa on the northern periphery of Aix en Provence late last night. The evening had been a first for both of us, when Anne, at my request, had worn a sheer blouse over a black bra and, later in the evening in the restaurant, had removed it to reveal her breasts and big brown areolae to the world. All the way back to our villa, her jiggling breasts were stunningly visible under her blouse. Not only did this arouse me, but Anne was desperate to feel my cock in her pussy the moment we stepped through the door. And then, this morning, we had posted revealing shots of Anne on an amateur site. Within hours Anne had a huge fan club of avid voyeurs.

      It was about 5:30 when we got back to the villa after our trip into Aix that afternoon. Anne had visibly enjoyed titillating the men of the town by going braless with a sheer white blouse.

      The afternoon had been more erotic than I could have ever imagined. I had taken any number of pictures all over Aix of Anne posing. She had no problem letting me take revealing upskirt shots whenever I asked.

      I was enthralled by her tits as they quivered visibly under her blouse as she walked. As to be expected Anne was very popular in the cafés we visited and we always had the most attentive service. Numerous men made comments to her as she passed, whereas some women were not so complimentary. Anne just smiled sweetly. We also paid a visit to her favourite jewelry shop, ostensibly to buy her a gift, but really I just wanted to see the young assistant's eyes when she entered the shop. I wasn't disappointed. The poor boy almost came in his pants when Anne greeted him cheerily and asked about a piece of jewelry in the window. She tried on several necklaces, always asking the boy to fasten them and asking his opinion, so that he had to look at her neck and chest. She was really enjoying the attention. I was more than enjoying it too.

      Unfortunately I couldn't jump straight into bed with her when we got back, because the previous evening Anne had spontaneously chosen to invite our neighbor over for drinks.  We'd told Antoine, the neighbor, to pop by about 6, so we only had half an hour or so to set out some nibbles and tidy up a bit.

      Anne had seemingly forgotten that she had no bra and no panties on as she rushed around tidying and preparing the nibbles. My cunning plan to get back as late as possible had apparently worked.

      Just after 6 the doorbell rang.

      "Can you get it," I shouted from the bathroom, "I'm a bit tied up."

      I heard Anne's heels clacking along the hallway. I followed behind. I didn't want to miss Antoine's face when Anne opened the door.

      I saw Antoine do a double take and then collected himself, "Good evening, Anne, you look ravishing," he said as he stepped through the door and kissed her on the cheek 4 times, as they do in this part of France. He hardly noticed me, as I stood further down the hallway. He and Anne were chatting away. Antoine touched her several times on the arm and as they turned to walk towards me, he put his hand on the small of her back.

      I couldn't help the pangs of jealousy, but I was even more aroused by Antoine's attentions to Anne.

      Antoine and I shook hands and I led the way to the veranda. I directed Antoine to one of the armchairs and motioned Anne to sit on the other one opposite and I went to fetch our aperitifs.

      When I returned they were chatting away like old friends. They hardly noticed as I handed them their glasses. I sat to one side watching them. I just loved the way my darling's breasts swayed and bounced in her blouse as she talked animatedly. Her nipples were poking through the material even more than earlier, so I guessed she was enjoying Antoine's visit. Her long legs were crossed and she was leaning forward listening intently to what our guest had to say.

      Antoine was asking how we liked the villa and Aix. Anne said she found the whole place thrilling and winked at me. We talked about my project and how long we'd be here and Antoine ascertained that Anne would have plenty of free time during the day while I was busy.

      She agreed that she would, but that she had plans and would not be bored.

      "I think," Antoine mused, "a woman of your beauty and style might be interested in a private club I am proud to be a member of, here in Aix."

      "A private club? What kind of club?" Anne shifted forward in her chair and uncrossed and crossed her legs.

      "It's an exclusive club, membership is by invitation alone, primarily for gentlemen. However, ladies who pass a stringent entrance test are eligible to be honorary members. We only meet a few times a month, but I think you would thoroughly enjoy our sessions. Naturally, your husband," Antoine looked at me for just about the first time that evening, "would also become an honorary member with you."

      Anne didn't even look my way, as she asked, "so, do you think I would pass the test?"

      "Absolutely," said Antoine, "I have no doubt you would pass with flying colours. If you like, I could arrange a test for this week, shall we say the day after tomorrow?"

      "Well, I suppose so... where does it take place? And who carries out the test?" she enquired enthusiastically.

      I started to say something, but Antoine, interjected before I could go on.

      "The club's supreme master is the only one allowed to perform the test. I will ask him to come here at 7 p.m. on Thursday.  Your husband will receive a note in advance with instructions on how to proceed. I think you will both be very pleased you decided to become honorary members."

      Before we had time to say much else, Antoine was excusing himself and wishing us a good evening. He said we would receive the instructions on Thursday morning and that we should take them very seriously, as there was only one chance. If Anne failed this, she would never have another chance.

      Antoine shook my hand warmly and Anne walked him to the door. As I was carrying the glasses back to the kitchen I saw him kiss Anne goodbye and then whisper something in her ear. As he did so, she stepped back in shock. "Oh, God," she said.

      "I very much appreciated it, my dear," said Antoine, and stepped out closing the door behind him.

      Anne came back into the kitchen looking distraught.

      "Oh, shit no, no. I can't believe it."

      "What is it?" I asked, feeling somewhat concerned.

      "Today, on the veranda. Antoine saw it all. He was watching us, watching me, he saw me touch myself. He saw me orgasm. Oh, God."

      "Well, what did he say to you? I doubt he's complaining. He wouldn't have come here tonight otherwise. He wouldn't have invited us to join his exclusive club, would he? He's probably gone back right now to wank himself to sleep dreaming of your body."

      "Don't say that, Matt. I'm feeling mortified."

      "But, it's true, you know. What do you think all those men on the site were doing today as they looked at your pictures? I bet you most of them made themselves cum at some point during your post. You made a lot of men very happy today - including me. One of them happened to be next door, but he appreciates your body in the way many men do. You are beautiful, sexy and eminently fuckable and I think you're beginning to grasp the effect you have on men as a whole. So stop worrying, and get in the bedroom. I've been saving myself all day for you."
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      It was mid morning in our villa in Aix en Provence. After a simple French breakfast on the veranda, Anne had said she wanted to touch up her tan, so I suggested a day at the beach. She jumped at the idea. It only took her 10 minutes to be ready and waiting for me at the door.

      "Come on slowcoach," she shouted to me in the kitchen. I was still stuffing the picnic cooler with wine and packing the camera in its bag.

      Anne had put on a simple halter-top, no bra and a flared skirt. Just flats today, heels aren't the best footwear for the beach. She kissed me before we pulled out of the driveway and told me how much she loved me.

      Aix en Provence is situated in the hills above Marseille, so the nearest coastline is about 18 miles away, but the nearest beach is a good 25 miles away. But today we were on our way to the Camargue, about 80 miles to the west of Aix. We had been before to some of the stunning beaches. They beaches usually had sand dunes, few people and miles of sand.

      We stopped in Arles for a quick coffee and snack then headed for the coast. My company had provided a Volkswagen Beetle soft-top, so we were enjoying the breeze in our hair as we zipped along the back roads through the Camargue National Park. Anne, as ever, was in a wonderful mood and was thrilled to be the first of us to see some of the famous white horses.

      There are a pick of beaches here, but we chose one just past the salt flats with their eerie mounds of salt because we liked the dunes it offers. In the summer months, there can be a fair amount of people, but at this time of year, they were dotted here and there on the beach and no doubt there were some hidden amongst the dunes.

      We saw a few couples as we tramped through the dunes, but there was plenty of space for everyone to have some privacy. We eventually chose a cosy spot protected from the wind blowing in from the sea and sheltered from other sun worshippers.

      I said nothing when Anne put on her bikini, but was feeling a tad disappointed that she hadn't wanted to go at least topless. She had suddenly become shy again after 2 days of exhibitionism. The only people nearby were a couple beyond the next dune. We had seen them as we walked past. Both were lying on their stomachs totally naked and hardly stirred as we traipsed by.

      I changed into my swimming trunks and then we spread out our towels. Anne proceeded to lie face down. I sat up and chose to read a book on my iPad using one of the inflatable back rests we had brought with us. Before I started reading, I offered Anne some sun cream. She mumbled assent, so I began rubbing it liberally over the back of her legs. When I reached her back I undid the strap of her bikini top and covered her back and shoulders in the oil, making sure she was totally protected.

      As of yet I hadn't reminded Anne that she was still under the 48-hour obligation to do all I required. I decided to see how things progressed.

      After an hour or so, Anne decided to turn over and started to fasten the clasp. I put out my hand to stop her and told her it was time to get some sun on her breasts. She acquiesced with a slight sigh and stuffed the bikini top in her bag, put on her sunglasses and lay back down on the towel on her back.

      "What about the sun screen?" I asked. "Do you want me to put some on you?"

      "No, it's ok, I'll do it," she said, and proceeded to slop the thick cream on her legs, stomach and then over her breasts, before dabbing some on her face.

      I watched entranced as ever. There's nothing sexier than a woman rubbing sun oil onto her own body.

      As the sun hit its zenith, it was very hot. Lying on the towel on her back, Anne's body was glistening from the sun. Every once in a while she would shift her legs or run her fingers along the edge of her string bikini to wipe away some of the perspiration that gathered there.

      At one point a couple of young guys of about 19 or 20 walked past us on the way to the beach. They nodded to me and took a keen interest in my wife's assets - much to my pleasure. They were both totally naked and I was quick to notice that one of them had a sizeable dick, even as it hung limply.

      About 5 minutes later the same two went back in the other direction and lingered a good while to have a good look at my wife. I pretended to be absorbed in my book and only watched them out of the corner of my eye. They made some comments about her nipples, I think, but they spoke too softly for me to hear properly.

      Instead of continuing across the next sand dune, the two sat down about 15 yards from Anne and me looking in our direction.

      I whispered to Anne, all the while pretending to be absorbed in my book, "There are a couple of young men watching you. They seem fascinated by your body. Don't move yet."

      Her eyes widened under her sunglasses. I know she had begun to enjoy men ogling her after yesterday, so I hoped she would rise to the challenge today as well. Until two days ago, although she has a lovely body, but she had still felt very shy about being exposed or vulnerable. I felt she had a body of a woman 10 years younger than her age. It amazed me how often men followed her with their eyes when she walked down the street. 

      "What you're going to do," I said, "is just take some of your tanning oil and apply it to your body, nice and slowly. Sexily."

      She looked at me as if I was crazy, then smiled shaking her head, and leaned over on her elbow to get the tanning oil from her bag. She pulled the back support behind her and sat up without looking directly in the direction of the two men. I put on my dark sunglasses too, so I could follow what was happening surreptitiously, and continued as if reading my book.

      There was no question they were intently watching my sexy wife.

      As I looked to the side, I could see her applying the tanning oil slowly and seductively, just like I wanted. She poured some oil into her palm, then reached down to her ankles and slowly massaged it in, moving inch by inch up her legs. Her breasts were jiggling sexily as she moved forwards and back. She bent her legs to apply oil to her inner thigh. First one, then the other.

      When her legs were done, she poured a line of oil along her arms and spread it over her shoulders. She now dribbled some oil onto each breast, She massaged the oil lovingly into her soft breasts, but also treating them quite roughly it seemed, pushing her fingers into them. Then she lay back and spread more of the oil on her stomach.

      As I watched her, my hard-on grew. At this point I looked up, and saw that neither young man was soft any more. Their hard-ons were clearly visible even from this distance. I whispered to Anne that she was having an obvious effect on the two young men and that one of them had a very impressive cock.

      "They're both totally naked," and quickly added, "But, don't look yet."

      She was still sliding the oil down across her stomach, past her pretty navel and down to the edge of her small bikini bottoms.

      I looked up and was quite amazed to see that both young men were openly caressing their cocks.

      I knelt down beside her. I was rock hard, seeing my wife applying the oil and seeing the young men so aroused only 15 yards away. I knew I would find it exciting, but this was unbelievable.

      Anne moved her head and looked at me.

      "How was that?" she said.

      I picked up the bottle of tanning oil. "Turn over, my darling. They both have big hard-ons and they are watching your every move. How do you feel?"

      "Weird."

      "You look so hot."

      She smiled. "I feel hot."

      Her bikini bottom was a thong that left absolutely nothing to the imagination.

      "You have a delicious bottom," I said as she hesitated.

      When she was once more lying on her tummy, I poured some oil onto her back and rubbed it in gently. She put her head on her hands and seemed to relax a little.

      "How does it feel having me spread oil on your body while two men are watching you? You realize they are touching themselves now?"

      Anne just purred and said and nothing else.

      I was finding this so erotic that I was little peeved she didn't say more.

      "They're still there. They love your oiled body. You've really make them hard, how does that make you feel?"

      She just purred in her throat again, a little deeper and a little longer this time.

      I now moved down to her legs applying the oil along her toned calves, then her thighs, right up to the cheeks of her delicious bottom. I poured more oil onto her cheeks and kneaded it in.

      "Mmm," she sighed and opened her legs just a little. I slid my hands back down to her knees and then up along the inside of her thighs. As I reached her thong I spotted the wetness in the crotch of her thin bikini bottom. She was very aroused! I kept rubbing on the oil.

      "Yes, they're still watching, they've actually moved closer. They are both stroking their dicks openly now, looking at you and stroking."

      My sexy wife spread her legs a little wider and I could see the swell of her pussy lips outlined through the stretched bikini bottom.

      "I'm sure they enjoyed watching your fingers caressing your soft skin, touching your breasts, caressing your stomach. I bet you could almost feel their eyes on you."

      "Mmmm yes," she murmured as she started to shift her hips slightly, lifting them almost imperceptibly.

      I now slid my hands up inside her thigh and let my finger caress her pussy softly. My dick was leaking pre-cum copiously.

      I continued to knead her bare bottom some more and smiled as she spread her legs wider. The two guys were getting quite a show.

      "Yes," I whispered, "they have come closer. They are standing now with their dicks in their hands, rubbing furiously. I bet they want to grab hold of your lovely breasts and bite your nipples and tug on them with their teeth. What would that feel like with two of them playing with your tits at once?

      "Oh God!" she said. She raised her bottom slightly and began moving it around. I slid my hand along her bum crack, tracing the material of her thong.  I felt like ramming my dick into her pussy there and then.

      "You know, I bet the one with the huge dick wants to slide his hand over your ass and pull down your bikini bottom." As I spoke I pulled down her thong just to the bottom of her buttocks: "So he can slide his dick across your lovely bum cheeks before sliding it along your hot, wet slit."

      This time she groaned and she lifted lift her ass even more. Her eyes were closed and she was biting her lip. I leaned over and whispered to her.

      "Now, my darling, turn over. When you turn over, put some more oil on your breasts and tease your nipples. That will send them right over the edge."

      She opened her eyes. "Okay," was all she said. He breathing was heavy and her skin was glowing with the oil. She was very aroused.

      I sat back on my towel and looked at the young men. The one with the huge dick was stroking slowly. His dick bent upwards and the head of his dick was red and very bulbous. The other one had a smaller dick and was rubbing quite fast. They were moving cautiously forward. They were now about 5 steps from my wife's delights.

      She turned over as they approached. She hadn't bothered to pull up her bikini bottom. She was so erotic. I could see the top of the pubic hair on her mound. Once again she began spreading the oil on her breasts, massaging them, tugging on her nipples and twisting them. Her breasts were fabulous, full and firm, with tight hard nipples. Her tummy was rising and falling. She pulled her knees up slightly then put them down again. She was so wonderful, so amazing.  She was moaning to herself as if in a trance.

      What happened next made me grab my own dick it was so erotic.

      She slid her fingers slowly down her tummy, digging them into her oily skin, inching their way down to her pussy. She dropped both legs flat on the towel and slid her fingers under her bikini bottom. She was fingering herself in full view of the guys! I wanted to come right then!

      Then she opened her legs and slipped her bikini bottom out of the way. Even from the side I could clearly see the wet pink folds of her pussy lips.

      Suddenly, with all eyes on her pussy lips, she took off her sunglasses and looked directly at the young men stroking themselves. She smiled and motioned to them to move forward. The men initially stopped in their tracks, but when they saw her hand beckoning them closer, they slowly moved forward coming to the edge of Anne's towel staring down at her luscious pussy. Both dicks looked thick and bulbous from so close.

      I was rooted to the spot, sitting on my towel, mesmerized by the two strange dicks. By now my wife's fingers were moving up and down her slit, sinking into her pussy and sliding up over her clit.

      As the men resumed their stroking she moaned out loud. Her hips were bucking as she smiled up at them, moving her fingers over and around her clit, and using her other hand to massage her breast and pull her nipple hard.

      Then it happened. The young man with the smaller dick uttered a very brief moan and then he came. He shot long arcs of sperm onto Anne's legs and towel. Long white threads of cum fell onto her. As the spunk hit her legs she began thrashing about. She was screaming now as she bucked against her glistening fingers. The second young man had moved even closer and he now shot thick wads of cum that landed on Anne's leg, hand and tummy. As the warm spunk hit her body and the young man grunted in orgasm Anne shuddered with her own shuddering orgasm. She was rubbing her fingers rapidly over her clit until finally she slowed and just let her fingers slip along her slit.

      I just stared in amazement at her for at least thirty more seconds. Then we both looked up at the young men, but they were already retreating over the dune.

      She looked at me as I stood up and released my own dick from my trunks, thick, ripe and ready. "Oh God," she said, and started to finger herself again. This was too much for me. In a few seconds I shot my load. Beautiful globs of thick cum splashed onto my wife. At the same time, she came again, thrashing, twisting: a long and intense orgasm.

      I sunk onto my knees next to her and kissed her soft lips. She pulled me fiercely to her and ravaged my tongue with hers. When the kiss was over she pulled away and smiled.

      "Was that hot or what?" she said. "Have you noticed my hand, leg and belly are covered in cum?"

      As she said it she scooped up a dollop with her index finger. She studied it for a moment and then stuck her finger in her mouth and sucked it clean.

      "Mmm," she cooed, "what about a creamy kiss?" She pulled me too her and stuck her tongue in my mouth. I could taste the salty spunk on her tongue. Too my surprise I was getting aroused again. The thought of tasting another man's thick cum was unbelievably sexy. I kissed her avidly and dipped my own fingers in the white goo on her tummy. She licked it from my fingers seductively and I locked lips with her again.

      She pulled away and said abruptly, "I think we should start to head back, so we can relive today lying in our own bed. What do you reckon?"

      How could I refuse? My mind was already full of vivid images of bulbous cocks, thick white spunk, soft wet pussy lips and the taste of another man's cum. I would relive it eternally.
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      As we were driving into Arles, Anne saw a sign for a dance party that evening in the town. Anne loves dancing and rarely gets the chance, as I feel so inadequate on the dance floor.

      "Please..." she pleaded. "We could stay over in a hotel and make a night of it. What do you think?"

      I looked a bit sceptical at the idea.

      "I won't wear any panties all night, if we can stay. Or bra, for that matter, as I don't have one with me."

      How could I refuse? Also, the thought of watching my pantyless wife dancing with some hunky locals had my brain go into overdrive.

      Within minutes we found out where the dance venue was and were pleased to discover it was next door to a decent-looking 4 star hotel.

      "Are you sure about this?" I asked.

      "Are you? Do you want to let your sexy wife loose on the local studs?"

      That settled it, we parked the car and with our beach bag and picnic basket checked in to the best room they had.

      The dance didn't start for a couple of hours, so I suggested we hit the town, get Anne a new party dress and have a bite to eat and take a look at the roman amphitheatre while we were here. Anne readily agreed and we strolled into the town centre. The first shop we saw was a decent-looking boutique with some sexy dresses in the window. We went in and Anne started to comb through the racks.

      I was more intrigued by the lingerie department. While Anne went to try on some dresses she'd found, I quickly purchased her a delightfully daring sheer babydoll with matching panties. The package was miniscule, so it fit easily into my pocket.

      Anne appeared from the cubicle in a midi-length flowery number. It didn't do anything for me, or her figure. After about 10 dresses, I was becoming exasperated, so she told me to go to the bar across the street and she would follow me soon, when she had decided herself.

      Not one to argue, I went and sat at a table on the terrace and ordered a beer.

      45 minutes and 2 beers later my darling wife appeared by my side. She was carrying a large carrier bag in one hand, so I knew she had found something. She wouldn't let me look; it was to be a surprise.

      Time was running short for the amphitheatre, so we decided to give it a miss this time and ordered the meal of the day from the bar I'd been in for almost an hour.

      As ever a quick meal in France took about an hour and a half, but we reckoned we'd arrive at the dance as it was getting warmed up.

      Back at the hotel Anne grabbed the bathroom and spent a good while preparing herself.

      When she came out I realised it had been time well spent. She looked stunning. The dress was lilac in colour with a deep v-neckline almost to her navel with cross straps over the bust to hold it in place. The main dress came down to just below her buttocks from where a flowing sheer skirt came down to her ankles. Her breasts were on display and when she danced the skirt would fly in all directions revealing her thighs and much more. She had made a superb choice.

      As I admired her she turned, spread her legs and bent at the waist. She had kept her promise and the sight of her hairy pussy made me rock hard in a second.

      We got to the dance about an hour after it had started. The place was empty. The music was dire.  We got a couple of drinks and chose one of the numerous empty tables close to the almost empty dance floor. The youngest "stud" in the place would have been 60 and all the men we saw were dancing with wives of a similar age. Anne was heartbroken. The excitement of the day was rapidly evaporating.

      I told her to drink up and grabbed her hand. I walked her back to the hotel and into the lift, when she finally spoke.

      "What are you doing?"

      "Plan B," I said, "We are going to have a night to remember."

      She looked at me quizzically, but said nothing.

      Back in the room, I kissed her gently and handed her the gift I had bought in the shop.

      "Go put this on," I said, "And trust me, tonight will be special."

      She came out of the bathroom in the babydoll and matching panties a few minutes later.

      "Will I do?" she whispered huskily.

      I was speechless. There's something about sheer material that drives me wild. The babydoll was a very pale pink, tied at the front with a ribbon. The shoulder straps could be worn off-shoulder, just like Anne had them now. She knows her bare shoulders drive me wild. The folds of the babydoll came down to just over the sheer panties. I could make out her breasts through the sheer material, but they weren't clearly on display.

      "Tantalisingly erotic," was my first thought, "I want to give this woman more pleasure than she's ever had," was my second.

      "Come here," I said.

      She moved closer. I put my arms up and instead of hugging her as she expected, I tied a blindfold over her eyes. She gulped in shock, but was laughing as I guided her to lie down on the bed.

      I began moving my fingers lightly over her thighs, up across her tummy and breasts to her neck and shoulders. Then I massaged her left arm gently and as I reached the wrist, much to her surprise tied a soft rope around it. I then did the same to her right wrist and tied her to the bed. She smiled as I kissed her on the lips and I then massaged my way down to her feet. She probably expected me to tie her feet too, but for the moment I left them free.

      She was now firmly tied to the bed by her wrists. With her knees up and legs slightly apart I could just make out her pussy lips swelling through her delicious blonde bush under her panties. Under her babydoll, her areolae were big and brown and her nipples were enlarged and ready for my tongue and mouth. As yet she had only said three words since we came back into the room. She just smiled in my direction as I moved up to her face. I kissed her on the lips and pushed my tongue deep inside her inviting mouth. 

      "So," I said, "now it's time to go further with a fantasy thats been bubbling inside me for a while. "You looked so sexy tonight and I was ready to explode when you did as I asked and wore your panties. You really are special". 

      I kissed her again, knowing full well that she was probably feeling a little apprehensive about what this fantasy of mine might be. Over the years we'd revealed so many sexy and erotic thoughts to each other, this could be one of many options.

      "Comfortable?" I asked. She nodded and lifted her head to kiss me once more on the lips. I looked at her beautiful body as I picked up the phone and called room service: "a bottle of chilled sweet white wine," I said into the phone. 

      I kissed my darling again and then to surprise her poured some massage oil onto one foot and then the other. She jumped in surprise at the first drops, but moaned with pleasure as I began spreading the oil liberally over her feet and legs. As I moved up her left leg, I poured more oil over her thigh and began gently rubbing it over her skin, careful not to touch her pussy. 

      As I massaged the oil into her thigh she let out a soft moan, but tensed as there was a knock at the door and we heard a voice say, "Room service".

      "Shall I continue?" I asked. "Yes," she whispered in reply.

      "Come in," I called. 

      A few seconds later the young waiter we'd seen in the hotel earlier in the day opened the door and stepped into the room holding a silver tray with a bottle of my darling's favourite wine and two wine glasses. He first saw me sitting on the bed and then did a double take as he realized there was a half-naked woman also on the bed. His eyes fell immediately upon her breasts, then pussy and no doubt he saw the outline of her pussy lips pink and pouting through her transparent panties.

      "Just put it on the bedside table," I said nonchalantly, pointing to the table by the bed, all the time my heart beating like a steam-hammer in my chest. I continued to smooth the oil into my Anne's thigh as the young man walked in a trance to the bedside table and put down the tray. My wife hadn't moved since he came into the room, but I could see a slight flush on her chest and face. 

      "She's beautiful, isn't she?" I said, looking at the young man, who quickly looked away as I looked over at him. "Yes, yes, she is," he stammered.

      "Would you like to watch while I give her a massage? Just sit on that chair," I said, pointing to the chair I had placed ready at the side of the bed with a perfect view of my Anne's pussy, not really giving him an excuse to say no.

      I noticed the bulge in his pants as he sat down and begin more boldly to take in my wife's body. I watched as his gaze moved up from her pussy to her breasts and her stiff nipples partly visible through her babydoll.

      His eyes followed my hands as I moved down her leg and poured oil over her feet and began massaging it in. I splashed the oil liberally over her calves and made her legs glisten as I rubbed and smoothed each leg in turn. The young man watched intently as I moved my hands up over the knee on one leg and started massaging oil into my wife's thigh. She let out an occasional moan as I stroked her inner thigh and approached her swollen pussy. 

      I handed the oil bottle to the young man and pointed to the thigh on his side of the bed. He looked at me for a second, but quickly took the bottle and poured oil onto my wife's skin and began tentatively rubbing her thigh.

      At the moment my wife had no idea that it wasn't me massaging her leg. I had gone slightly further more quickly than I had anticipated, but revealing my sexy wife to a stranger had made me feel so desirous of the beautiful woman lying so serenely on the bed. I wanted her to get extra pleasure for having fulfilled this fantasy of mine and I thought that a four-handed massage would make her feel even more special.

      The young man was vigorously rubbing my wife's leg. He moved down to her foot and then back up above the knee and over her thigh. He stopped just short of her pussy, but I watched his eyes lingering on her partly visible wet pussy lips. I longed to touch them and see how wet they were (as he probably did too), but decided to wait just a little longer. I indicated the other leg to the young man and he proceeded to massage it from foot to thigh, just like before, lingering at the top of her thigh. My wife was lying quite still, but gentle sighs and moans were coming from her every so often.

      I asked her if everything was ok, and she just sighed with pleasure.

      When the young man had reached the top of the thigh once more I motioned him to sit down again. I kissed my wife on the lips and said, "Shall we take a look at your beautiful breasts?" She just moaned again softly and I looked across at the young man. "Would you like to have a look?", I said. 

      He managed to stammer out a yes and wriggled in the chair to accommodate his erection.

      I was shaking as I asked if he'd like to undo the ribbon holding the top of the babydoll. He needed no encouragement. He moved closer to the bed quickly undid it. Once open, he pulled back the babydoll from both breasts, allowing himself to get a proper look. I watched his eyes widen as the soft material fell to the side to reveal her 36C breasts. 

      Her nipples were even bigger than usual. I picked up the oil bottle and began pouring oil over her nipples. It trickled down her breasts and onto her tummy. The young man looked at me imploringly and I just nodded. He placed a hand on both sides of her tummy before slipping through the oil up and over her breasts and nipples. The gasp of delight from my wife was deep and sexy. Her head went back and she moaned again. The young man was now intently playing with both nipples. I was watching entranced wondering just how far this would go. 

      I moved up the bed and kissed my wife on the lips. She responded hungrily and our tongues locked. All the time the nipple massage continued. I'm not sure if she had an inkling yet that they weren't my hands making her moan in pleasure; but I don't think she really cared.

      As I pulled away, I said I thought it was time to free her pussy from her panties. The young man looked at me and stopped massaging my wife's delicious nipples. I told him to stand at the foot of the bed, so he could get the best view. "Would you like to remove her panties?" I asked. I saw my wife stiffen at my words, so I moved up to give her another passionate kiss and told our guest to pull her panties off.

      He didn't hesitate. Her knees were up and her legs slightly closed, so he leaned over her knees and took hold of both sides of the panties and pulled them slowly up to her knees then down to her feet and off. He immediately sniffed them and then to my surprise stuffed the panties in his pocket. 

      At the moment my wife's pussy was temptingly hidden in the shadows of her thighs. Now came for me one of the most erotic things I have ever witnessed. I told my darling to slowly open her legs. In that moment, I looked down at her with her arms tied to the bed, her beautiful breasts and dark brown nipples glistening with massage oil and then looked over to the young man who was standing transfixed at the foot of the bed. His bulge was impressive. I looked at my wife and could see tufts of blonde pubes between her legs and watched in awe as she slowly spread her thighs to reveal her engorged, pink, wet pussy lips to this stranger. The waiter and I were both entranced. I moved next to him at the foot of the bed and took in the superb view he had of my wife's luscious pussy, fully exposed with her thighs splayed wide.

      "So," I said to my darling, my voice trembling with desire and lust, "would you like me to begin by sucking your nipples or caressing your pussy?" 

      "My nipples, my nipples", she replied with a moan.

      "I think that's exactly what our new friend wanted too," I said, "that means he gets to caress your pussy."

      My wife gasped as I said this and her legs involuntarily closed, but I took hold of her knees and pulled them apart. The young man knelt between them on the bed, looked at me and, as I nodded, he put a hand on each of her thighs. She tensed, but as he moved his hands towards her pussy, her soft moans began once more. As his fingers slipped across her pussy lips she gasped loudly. 

      The young man took his hands off her pussy for a moment, but she immediately said, "No, don't stop, please". He didn't need an excuse to continue and soon she was moaning like she does as an orgasm begins to build deep within.

      He slowly pushed two fingers deep into her wet pussy and moved them in and out vigorously. With his other hand he began softly stroking her clitoris. I now managed to drag myself away from watching and took an engorged nipple in my mouth and sucked hard. My wife was writhing on the bed just about ready to come.

      As I finished sucking the other nipple I slid my hand down to her pussy as a message to our friend to stop.

      My wife let out a deep "no" as his hands pulled away.

      "We'll let you come very soon," I said, "but I think you should know that our guest has a huge bulge in his trousers caused by you, so I think it's only fair that you help him out a little. What do you think?" 

      "You mean...?" she said.

       "I looked at the young man and said, would you like her to help you with that bulge?" "Oh, god yes" he replied in an instant.

      "So, it's settled then".

      "Why don't you take off you clothes?" I said to the waiter, "Ready to take your pleasure".

      As I was talking, I casually brushed my fingers across her pussy lips.

      As the young man began to strip, I relayed details about her new lover to my wife lying prone, blindfold and naked on the bed. I described how our guest had an impressive erection, that his cock was circumcised; rather thick with a luscious bulbous end and that she was definitely going to enjoy him. He looked huge, but he was probably about average. The heat of the moment made his dick look massive.

      When he was naked I suggested to our guest that he go and suck her nipples again while I got undressed.

      My darling's moans once more began in earnest as her nipples were sucked into an eager mouth. As he slurped over her very puffy nipples and squeezed her tits, I knelt down by her head and kissed her passionately. Her tongue eagerly sought out mine and I could feel her urgency.

      All this time our guest was still sucking her engorged nipples and she was letting out soft moans I was removing my clothes.

      When I was naked with my dick harder than I had ever felt it, I asked our guest if he would like to taste her pussy. He didn't answer, just dived between her legs and started licking her copious juices.

      My wife's moans were now very loud.

      "Oh, god," she moaned in ecstasy. "Let me come soon...".

      "Guest first," I said.

      The waiter stood at the foot of the bed. His mouth and face were covered in my wife's pussy juices. His dick was rigidly pointing upwards and he was looking at the naked woman on the bed with greedy eyes.

      "May I...? He looked at me imploringly.

      "One moment," I said moving to untie her wrists.

      When she was loose, I took off her blindfold so she could see our young friend.

      "Is that what you want," I asked, pointing to the waiter's engorged dick.

      "Oh, God, yeeees, please... now..." She almost screamed and lunged forward on the bed.

      The lust in her eyes was intense. I had never seen her so aroused and she was focused on one thing.

      To my surprise instead of pulling the waiter towards her onto the bed, she pushed him backwards and knelt down in front of him on the floor. She grabbed his thick cock with her right hand and took the bulbous, cut cock into her mouth. The waiter moaned as Anne's soft lips encircled the glans.

      Anne was in a frenzy. She was now cupping his balls with one hand and grabbing and squeezing his butt cheek with the other; all the while moving up and down his thick cock with her mouth. She was looking intently up at him as she mouth-fucked him.

      I hadn't moved an inch. I was entranced by the sight of my wife's lips encircling another man's cock and her fingers caressing and fondling his balls.

      The waiter's eyes were locked onto my wife's. He was grunting and moaning at each thrust into her willing mouth. His thrusts were becoming more forceful and soon Anne was taking a huge length of thick cock, it must have been penetrating deep into her throat.

      Normally with me she kept her fingers firmly on my cock so I couldn't go too deeply into her mouth. Not today though. She was letting her young lover totally fuck her mouth. She made some gagging noises, but didn't let up.

      As the waiter's grunts became more intense and more rapid. And as he began to thrust more forcefully into her mouth, I expected her to grab his cock with her hand and finish him off. But what she did was put both hands on his butt cheeks and drive his cock faster and faster over her soft lips and into her hungry mouth.

      Then it happened. I could see the young man's balls tighten. As they did he let out an almighty grunt and deep scream from his throat and thrust his cock madly in and out of my wife's waiting mouth.

      The waiter closed his eyes as the first spurts hit the back of Anne's throat, but my wife's eyes were glued to the pained expression on his face. She was letting him fuck her mouth and drinking in the thick white cum.

      I could see the spunk pulsing along his dick before it shot forcefully into my wife's more than willing fuck hole. White streams of spunk were seeping out the corners of her mouth and down her chin. She was still pulling him back and forth with both hands.

      As the frenzied pumping slowed down and the young man's grunts calmed, Anne pulled her mouth lovingly off the spent dick and licked the last white globules dripping from the end.

      The young man hadn't yet kissed her and while I stood wondering if he would, transfixed by spunk dribbling down my wife's beaming face, she stood up and placed her lips on my mouth. I felt her tongue go deep in my mouth thrusting a thick load of spunk onto my tongue. I swallowed it greedily and groans of satisfaction start to well in her throat.

      I was still feeling surges of jealousy that she had done to a stranger what she had never, ever done to me, but the eroticism of the moment pushed such feelings to one side.

      As we kissed passionately, we fell back on the bed. My throbbing dick reached her engorged pussy lips and I pushed it hungrily into my wife's slippery hole. We both let out a moan as my dick plunged in to her dripping wet pussy.

      I began to slam my dick faster and faster into her and grabbed hold of her tits and nipples roughly as I pounded her. She was moaning and calling out, urging me to come.

      I pulled her legs up to her waist and slowed down my thrusts, easing my dick slowly out, then slamming it back in. With each thrust she screamed in pleasure. When my dick reached her outer pussy lips, I could feel her release of breath and her exquisite agony, as she had to wait for the next thrust.

      But I couldn't hold on, my thrusts were speeding up again, she was squealing in pleasure. I was grunting with each thrust. Soon my grunts became faster and faster as I released a stream of hot cum into my wife. As I did so, she orgasmed and thrashed about on the bed as I continued to pound her pussy.

      My spurting thrusts seem to go on for ever and I was imagining how much cum I was leaving in her pussy. As my movements slowed down, I licked the rest of the waiter's cum from her lips and chin, whispered thank you and slowly pulled out of her well-used pussy.

      Our waiter must have picked up his clothes and slipped out of the room in a rush, because neither of us seemed to notice him leave. 

      I was in awe at the sight of my wife's soft lips and mouth that had just received a full load of warm spunk from a stranger.

      Anne was breathing heavily and sweating in the after glow of orgasm. I kissed her forcefully on the lips again and told her how sexy she looked. But, to my surprise she whispered in my ear that I still had a job to do.

      I moved down between her legs and looked at her pussy lips. They were puffy and dark red. Beautifully engorged. As she lay there with her legs wide open I could see globules of my sperm dribbling from her pussy lips.

      "Well?" she said, "I'm waiting".

      I had often talked about doing this to her, but it never felt right after cumming. This time, however, I took one last look and dived between her legs. My tongue caressed her labia softly. She had a very musky smell that made my dick throb. My tongue lapped up the first drops of my sperm mixed in with her juices. I was in ecstasy. I swallowed down all the cum dribbling from her pussy as she pulled my mouth tighter onto her pussy lips.

      I could feel another orgasm starting in her body. She pushed me away suddenly and told me to lie on the bed. As I did, she swung herself on top of me and lowered her pussy onto my waiting tongue and mouth.

      As her pussy came nearer to my face I could see huge globules of cum ready to drop into my open mouth. My tongue pushed into her pussy and I felt her pussy muscles bear down to expel my cum. To my surprise it gushed over my waiting lips. Copious amounts of pussy juices and cum filled me. I swallowed it all, even enjoying the taste. I sucked and licked and swallowed until suddenly my wife let out a huge scream in orgasm as my tongue finished cleaning out her pussy.

      
        *****END*****
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        4. Hot Wife Dubrovnik - Masterful Control

        5. Hot Wife Estoril - Final Fantasy

      

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

        Hot Wife in Europe - A Husband's Fantasy Fulfilled

        

        As well as in paperback from your local Amazon.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A new short story by Zara Lynne:

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Hotwife’s Surprise Panty Party

        

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

        

        Excerpt:

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

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

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

        

        Kindle version now available from Amazon

        

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

        Get Five Hot Wives Let Loose on Amazon.
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        The Virtual Cuckold and his Hotwife - A Wife Watching Obsession

        Available on Amazon in July 2017

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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