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YOUR HOTWIFE
IS HOME AGAIN






I dressed her. I
dressed my wife and sent her off to get fucked by another man. That
was the alarming realisation that remained with me as our front
door softly clicked shut. I listened, over the thumping sound of my
own heart beat, as the dull hum of the taxi’s diesel engine
disappeared off up the street. We’d talked about it. We’d planned
it. And now we - or rather, both of us - had gone through with it.
Now that it had finally happened I felt so many emotions
simultaneously that the only thing I could do was head to our
marital bedroom and lay down.

The lights were still
on. Soft lighting. Bedroom lighting. Helen’s wine glass remained
unfinished next to her vanity mirror. Lipstick, as red as the
Merlot within, stained the rim of her expensive crystalware wine
glass. One part of a set. Engraved. A wedding gift. The air was
heavy with her perfume, Coco Mademoiselle, the large pink bottle
two thirds full of such a divine scent. Her scent.

I’d chosen her dress.
I’d picked it out. Sexy, certainly. Classy, a blue off the shoulder
number. Expensive. Reassuringly so, she liked to remind me. Both of
us used to the finer things in life. I’d worked damned hard to give
her everything. And now I could treat her to something most wives
could never have, no matter how much money, power, or fame they, or
their husbands, acquire.

The pleasure of another
lover. With consent from a loving, and let’s be honest, horny
husband.

Picking the perfect
dress had been hugely enjoyable. I loved dressing Helen. I prized
myself on accentuating her very best features. I loved to show off
her ample curves, her unctuous 34D cleavage, her thin waist, and
plump bottom. The perfect shape, in my eyes of course. And judging
by the glances - and often unashamed stares - perfect in the eyes
of many other men, too.

I’d chosen her
lingerie, naturally. Whilst the dress was sexy without being
overtly slutty, I’d gone to town with what lay underneath. I truly
believe men know exactly what men want. And men, truth be told,
want a woman to look like a slut. But I don’t use the term in a
negative, or derogatory fashion. After all, Helen is my wife, the
woman I adore. However, in the bedroom, once the lights are dimmed
and the inhibitions are lost, men want a woman who is confident and
let’s be honest, filthy as fuck.

And so with that in
mind, that’s how I’d dressed Helen. Of course, she’d approved my
choices. I’d picked out a flirty and inviting plunge bra. It lifted
her full bust for maximum impact, perfect under the dress and even
better once fully exposed. I loved the simple front opening silver
heart clasp, and the way the lace masked, but didn’t fully obscure
her lightly browned nipples. It got my heart racing, and my cock
growing to think of her stood in front of another man, exposing her
ample assets for his delight. To know that another man’s hands
would be exploring her curves gave me the most incredible
orgasms.

You’re probably
wondering about my wife’s pussy. What would a deviant such as I
deem a suitable choice of under garment for another man’s
enjoyment? There are so many fine choices, and if you’re a kinky
bastard such as I then you’ll likely know most of them all too
well. However, in this instance I’d opted for a simple, but rather
skimpy lace panty that cinched her waist. There was a hint of
muffin top, which I found delectable. Between her legs sat a
pristine, see-through mesh which exposed her shaven mound beneath.
Lightly patterned with flowers, I admired the subtle hint at the
bountiful garden hidden inside. I’d imagined more than once the
days after her affair that I’d lie with her knickers pressed to my
nose, deeply inhaling her scent, knowing full well that she’d been
wet and willing for another guy.

I’d watched her dress.
I’d waited until her knickers and bra were just so, before helping
her into a pair of very slutty hold up stockings. Once covered by
her dress you’d never know that the tops held their own surprise. A
double satin strap, each one perfectly adjusted by my own hand,
held tight to her plump thighs with tiny golden clasps. I’d spent a
good few minutes on my knees in front of her. My Goddess.
Perfecting her look. Making sure she was her utmost presentable for
her knight ahead. Whilst on my knees, my hands playing with her
stocking tops, feeling her soft skin, smoothing the fabric, making
everything just so, I couldn’t but help smelling her sex. She was
already up for this. We both were. I had a raging hard on beneath
my trousers. I wanted nothing more than to pull the fabric of her
panties aside and push my tongue deep into her likely already
dripping cunt lips.

But I had to refrain.
Tonight was her night. Their night. I’d get my pleasure in the
morning. I hoped. When she returned.

I took one last look at
my hot wife’s body before she slipped her blue dress over her head,
covering most of what lay beneath. It was obvious stockings were
being worn, but not too obvious exactly what kind. That was a
secret that only I, and tonight’s lover would get to share.
Finally, her feet slipped into a brand new pair of Louboutins. The
way her feet arched when wearing such a beautiful heel made her
body look as though it were already experiencing the pleasures of a
toe curlingly good orgasm. These were new on. Not her first pair,
admittedly.

Cutting my admiration
of her stunning figure cruelly short, the door buzzer went. I ran
to answer it. “Taxi’, came the curt ethnic voice. “She’ll be right
down,” I replied. I turned to look at her one last time. She took a
large swig from her glass of Merlot before plonking it on the
table, the clatter revealing either her nerves, or her already
semi-excessive intake of booze. I knew her inhibitions were
sufficiently lowered. We both needed a steady nerve. Tonight was
the night. No backing out now. Helen sauntered over to
me.

“Are you sure you want
to do this?” She asked, looking at me square in the eyes. Drunk,
tipsy, or sober, I knew she was entirely sincere. If I’d have said
no, she would have stayed. She’d have been disappointed, but our
marriage was worth more than any one night stand. Sure, we may be
kinky, but we love each other thoroughly. “Absolutely,” I replied,
“have a great time.” We smiled at each other, then kissed. A deep,
long kiss, full of passion. I felt my dick immediately swell. Then
her hand found my cock through my trousers and only made my
predicament worse. “I think you’re as keen as I am,” she said with
a wicked grin. I could taste the wine on my lips. I wanted to stop
her, turn her around, bend her over and lick her cunt and arse hole
until I exploded. But before I could tell her this, she was out of
the door.

*****



The Next
Morning

“Would you like me to
tell you what happened?”, she asked.

Of course I wanted her
too. I wanted to know every single detail. I wanted to know his
cock size, how he took her, had they done things we hadn’t, or that
she normally wouldn’t do with me?

But the words wouldn’t
come out.

A wicked glint was in
her eye. She bit her bottom lip and pushed me backwards onto the
bed. Running her hands down my pants, I could already feel myself
growing rapidly - though perhaps not to the size, or girth of a
lover she’d enjoyed just hours, or maybe even still minutes
earlier.

Her hands worked
expertly at my belt, unhooking and loosening in one deft motion.
Popping the button of my jeans, she tugged down to reveal my now
tight and slightly bulging white briefs. Pulling my trousers down
my thighs, one hand expertly cupped my neat package, pressing the
cotton fabric tight, making me look more impressive than both of us
knew I really was. I thought how likely she’d have needed two hands
to achieve the same for last night’s love affair. God, I bet he had
the kind of big hard cock that a woman like my wife so desperately
needs.

“First, we went to
Marios on Queen Street”, she started. I knew the bar well. It
wasn’t somewhere I’d been in for a good long while, but when Helen
and I were younger, it was one of her favourite bars. Usually it
was full of good looking guys in tight fitting clothing, all
muscles and machismo. Typically I’d find myself squashed into a
corner whilst Helen tottered to the bar in her heels. She would get
served so much quicker than I ever could. I remembered back to that
one time I’d watched from afar as two massive hunks, bodybuilder
types, both dressed in tight white muscle fit t-shirts had flirted
with her at the bar. I don’t know if she thought I couldn’t see, or
if she didn’t care if I could, but my mind fast-forwarded to the
point where the more attractive of the two had his hand under her
skirt, only briefly, feeling her shapely arse cheek - and maybe
even the heat between her legs. I never mentioned it to her when
she’d returned with our drinks, and she hadn’t thought to share it
with me either. We’d fucked that night, her with more energy than
usual.

“God, he was good
looking.” She mentioned this as her hands explored my now almost
fully erect cock. Her pawing motions were only strengthening the
rush of blood to my head. Both my heads, actually. “He smelled
good, too.” Helen pulled my briefs over the tip of my cock, smiling
at me at the sight of my erection as she told me about being with
another lover.

“He asked me about you.
What you did, how we’d met…” Her voice trailed off as she lowered
her head down to my dick. “Did you know that your wife was out with
another guy?” As she finished her sentence, her lips touched my now
bulging cock. Locking around the head as though she were sucking a
lolly pop. Then, she engulfed the entire head. I let out an
involuntary grunt and sunk back into the pillow.

“You remember Marios,
don’t you? It hasn’t changed much. Still a bunch of horny guys
trying it on with any girl that passes by. Though I hadn’t quite as
much attention last night - maybe it’s ‘cus I’m older now”, she
said with a wink. Her hand slowly began to work up and down my
shaft. Gentle. Teasing. “Or maybe it was because they saw Daniel at
my side.” I knew what she meant. I knew exactly. With me, other
guys felt they stood a chance. But with him, Daniel as I now knew
his name, there was clearly much less of a chance. A girl like
Helen on the arm of a fellow ripped stud would be seen as a claimed
prize. And how right they were.

“Daniel bought a bottle
of wine. The waiter who brought it over couldn’t keep his eyes of
him. I know, right? Even the guys couldn’t keep their eyes off
him.” Helen laughed, two tiny dimples appearing in each cheek
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