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Hot Wife Como - Seduction Games

by

Zara Lynne

Part 3 of the Hot Wife in Europe series - a collection of erotic short stories about hot wives and hotwifing

Hot Wife Como is the story of Anne, a Dutch woman married to an American, living in Amsterdam. Her husband Rob lets her accompany him to Italy, where he is attending a conference, intent on pampering her. Alone in Milan, during her day of pampering, Anne meets a young Brazilian man who is determined to have his way with her on his own terms. Anne is quickly seduced by his physique and charm. Rob becomes a pawn in their erotic games and watches helplessly as Anne becomes a sex toy.

Excerpt:

Tiago looked over at me as he undid probably the fourth or fifth lace and then pulled back the flaps of the corset revealing Anne's big, brown nipples and areolae. He took hold of Anne's breasts and freed them from the corset. Her 38c's hung over the top of the garment framed by his large black hands. He seemed to squeeze her breasts before taking my wife's nipples roughly between his thumb and forefinger. I watched as he pinched and pulled on them He was staring intently at her face as he did it, almost daring her to complain. 

Anne squealed and put her hands on his as if to ease the intensity. As she did he took hold of her hands and put them behind her head and stepped back to admire his prey.

"Beautiful, isn't she. Robert? Face your husband, slut, let him see your naked body."

I had never heard anyone call her a slut before and wondered how she might react. but Anne turned meekly to face me with her hands clasped behind her neck. 


For M - who always seduces me
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Hot Wife Como - Seduction Games


1. Hot Wife in Waiting

I came out as a hot wife a mere two weeks ago today after taking my first lover with my husband's permission. However, I'm still struggling to come to terms with what being a hot wife actually means. For Rob, my devoted husband, it seems to mean I dress provocatively, flirt with men (and women), submit to sexual encounters - preferably when my husband is present - and generally submit to the sexual will of my husband and my lovers. Rob even presented me with a diamond choker to celebrate my status as a hot wife and expects me to wear it as a symbol of my status and my availability.

During these two weeks I have probably had more orgasms than I've had in the last year put together. Rob has been insatiable. Rob is still high from my first extra-marital encounter while he was in Argentina and has a permanent erection when I allude to it. When he's not making love to me, he watches the video taken of me with my lover. He must watch it 10 times a day. He is particularly fond of the scene when there is a close up of my lover's cock penetrating me for the first time and says he gets an instant hard on when he hears my intake of breath and deep guttural moan as my lover's cock is thrust into my willing cunt. Rob wishes he could have been present, but is so grateful that there is visual evidence of me blossoming into a hot wife.

Nowadays I rarely wear a bra and when I do, primarily to enhance my cleavage, I use a quarter bra that leaves my big brown areolae and sensitive nipples uncovered. I occasionally wear panties, but only so I can drive Rob wild by removing them in public places and openly handing them to him. I swear he almost came in his pants the first time I did it.

Rob and I have been so loved up during this fortnight, that I haven't actually had any other sexual encounters. To my surprise I'm rather disappointed I haven't had another lover yet - is that a slut or a hot wife talking?

When Rob finally put his fantasy (or is it a fetish?) into words, I didn't tell him that I had known about it for many months. Rob thinks I made a decision within hours to become his hot wife, when in fact I had been mulling it over for several months since I stumbled upon a site he seemed to frequent quite often. I never mentioned it to him, but the stories about hot wives and their lovers were quite a turn on. Some of the photos on the site made me exceedingly wet. One in particular, with a "hotwife" being penetrated at both ends by two fit young men and the husband just a hazy blur in the background set my juices flowing every time I looked at it.

Despite knowing Rob was frequenting the site often, I never mentioned it and I took this fantasy of his for what it was, a fantasy. I never imagined for one second that he would want to act on it, and even less imagined that the whole idea of frantic, wild sex with a man other than my husband would, in reality, appeal to me (or Rob for that matter). Long gone are my student days in Barcelona, when I would do (and did) almost anything for a man. And what is even more incredible to me is that Rob would actually encourage me to have sex with other men.

Rob is adamant that he is not in the least interested in having sex with other women and has also said on a number of occasions that my pleasure and my fulfilment are what he lusts after: He made me promise to always let him know in advance of any trysts and that he would prefer to be present, because he wants to be there to see the joy and pleasure on my face and watch as I am brought to orgasm by someone other than him. But, he said, it wasn't absolutely obligatory as long as I gave him all the details later.

But the fantastic, frequent sex has been interrupted. Work has intervened and once again I'm at Schiphol airport. This time I am seeing Rob off. He is flying out to Milan for four days to a conference. I made sure I wore my sexiest top with tons of cleavage and a miniskirt that just covered the tops of my stockings. I wanted to make sure Rob left with a huge hard-on. This outfit always makes him wild with lust.

After seeing him off at the airport I took the train home feeling slightly peeved that he hadn't suggested I come with him. I knew he would be in meetings most of the time, but he could at least have offered. Even the fervent looks from some rather dishy guys on the train didn't ease my anguish. However, I couldn't resist giving them a smile and a wiggle when I got off the train.

Back at home, I changed into my sloppy clothes and went to pour myself a glass of my favourite red wine. Propped up on the bottle (was Rob hinting at something by placing it here?) there was an envelope with my name on it. I ripped it open and eagerly read the note. In seconds I went from dejected to ecstatic.

Rob had known I would be disappointed at not going with him and he had tried to get us on the same flight, but all today's flights were full. However, he had found a flight for the next day. His instructions were to take nothing; just a purse or small handbag, everything else would be taken care of in Milan. I was to wear my sexiest clothes and my diamond choker. As an apology for not being able to go on the same flight, I would be going on an extensive pampering and shopping trip for any other clothes and accessories I would need for the trip.

So at ten the next morning wearing one of my sexiest halter-neck summer dresses, no bra and no panties I was already in the air after being picked up at home by a chauffeur driven car.

Less than two hours later I was in sunny Milan, I was swept into a waiting car and driven into the city. At the airport the driver was holding a sign for me. "Hot Wife Anne" and handed me a huge bunch of flowers and a handwritten note from Rob. Rob said he couldn't wait to see me later that day in the hotel on the shores of Lake Como and had given instructions to the driver where to take me. He also suggested I enjoy myself thoroughly and make the most of my freedom as a hot wife. 'What on earth could he mean?' I mused.

He explained that I was going to be chauffeured to various establishments where he had left specific instructions for them to pamper me. Rob told me to follow any advice given and he promised that I would be the highlight of a party we were going to that evening.

"I will see you soon," he wrote, and ended the short note with an enigmatic flourish, "A pampered hot wife is a cuckold's dream" and an outpouring of his love and devotion. I had never thought of Rob as a cuckold, since I wasn't cheating on him, I was cheating for him, and can you call it cheating if your husband wants you to do it?


2. Erotic Pampering

The chauffeur drove through the centre of the city, past the main railway station and several famous buildings I thought I recognized, before driving away from the centre. We stopped outside a classy-looking health spa and massage establishment. I was greeted at the door by an attentive assistant who took me through to the back and into a sumptuous room with a massage table and what looked like equipment for facials, manicures and pedicures. The end of the room was partitioned with a colourful Chinese screen.

The assistant guided me into an adjacent changing room and suggested I prepare for my massage, handing me a robe and slippers.

As I was removing my clothes, I heard someone enter the massage room. I peaked through the door and spotted a rather handsome young man wearing a white t-shirt and shorts pouring some oil from the selection of bottles lining the wall into what looked like a massage oil warmer. A fragrance of jasmine and possibly vanilla wafted across to me. I felt a fluttering between my legs as I dithered about checking my face and hair.

I pulled the soft silk robe over my naked body (leaving my choker on) and quietly returned to the massage room. My masseur turned and greeted me with a warm smile. "My name is Sergio, welcome," he said, with a seductively sexy accent, and suggested I remove my robe and lie face down on the massage table, when I was ready.

He discreetly turned his back as I dropped the robe around my feet. I climbed onto the table and placed my head into the hole and put my arms by my side, feeling very conscious that I was totally nude in front of a total stranger - albeit a professional.

Sergio started to talk in somewhat strained English, so I said he could speak Italian, if he preferred, since my knowledge of Spanish and Catalan meant I could understand the language quite well. He sighed with relief and continued in Italian, explaining to me that he would start with my shoulders and work his way down to my feet. For the next half an hour or so I was in ecstasy as Sergio's capable hands cajoled and eased my muscles to relax. When his hands began kneading my buttocks and the backs of my thighs I could feel my juices flooding from my pussy and the beginnings of a gentle buzz between my legs.

Once Sergio had reached my ankles, he warned me he would now remove his hands from my body for a moment while I turned over, so he could work on my feet and the front of my body. I was rather self-conscious revealing myself like this, with my pussy throbbing and juices flowing freely, but did my best to turn over with aplomb. Sergio came to reset the headrest to make my head comfortable and then unfolded some stirrup attachments from each side of the table. To my utter surprise and astonishment he gently placed my feet and ankles in these so that my legs were raised as if for an internal examination. He moved to stand at the foot of the massage table and pushed a button that seemed to split the lower half of the table in half, so that my legs were automatically spread. My cleanly shaved pussy was now on full display to my masseur and having an effect on him too, judging by the size of the erection now visible in his shorts. This observation only added to my copious juices - 'the table must be absolutely sopping,' I smiled to myself.

Sergio's talented hands now began to work on my feet and legs. I was once more in ecstasy as he tantalized each toe and smoothed the muscles in my legs. He was moving nearer and nearer between my legs to my thighs, smoothing and caressing the muscles on the outer and inner thigh on first one leg and then the other. I closed my eyes to better savour the intense feelings that were cascading through my body. Suddenly his hands were no longer approaching my squelching pussy, but were on my shoulders. He was standing behind my head kneading the underside of my shoulders with his skilled fingertips.

I relaxed once more to his ministrations and revelled in his touch. As his fingers moved onto my chest I'm sure I let out a small groan of pleasure. His fingers moved across and round my breasts, oh so close to my rigid nipples, but never touching. Sergio then proceeded to do sweeping motions from my shoulders around and between my breasts to my abdomen. After he had done this I don't know how many times, instead of going around or between my breasts he fleetingly moved his palms across my nipples and across my abdomen and almost reached my pubic bone. In the moment his palms connected with my nipples I shuddered with an exquisite orgasm. There was no way he couldn't have noticed, but without taking his hands off my body, he moved round the table, down my legs and into the opening of the table between my legs.

Once more he stroked my abdomen, this time going upwards from the pubic bone across my stomach and up across my breasts. His thumbs now flicked each nipple as they passed. I let out another groan each time he did it. After several passes, he took a breast in each hand and began to squeeze and fondle them. I could sense I was going to cum again any moment now. The pressure was building between my legs and at the back of my head. Suddenly I let out a moan of pleasure as Sergio pinched and pulled my nipples. He didn't let go until the spasms had subsided.

His hands now slid calmly towards my pubes and onto my inner thighs. I knew now I had to have him in my pussy and soon.

He slowly caressed my thighs and with his thumbs moved ever closer to my pussy. As it had only been that morning that I had shaved it smooth again, my lips must have been fully visible to him. One of his thumbs now circled my pussy lips, then the other. He massaged the outer labia and then gently pushed a finger or thumb between. I could feel another explosion mounting. As I lay there wondering what he would do next, I realized he had put his head between my legs and was now tongue-fucking me. It was divine. As he probed and pushed with his tongue, he caressed and fingered my breasts. My body began to undulate with the pleasure.

His tongue then moved up to tease my clitoris and one of his hands returned to my pussy. He pushed two oiled fingers into my hole and while nibbling and torturing my little nub, began moving them in and out rhythmically. I was letting out loud whimpers with each thrust and put my hands on his head to pull his tongue and mouth tighter around my clit.

As I bucked my body in time with his thrusts, I knew I was about to explode even more. As I felt myself begin to release my orgasm I was transported to an even higher level of pleasure, when Sergio added the pressure of his thumb to my asshole. The feelings were unbelievably intense. As almost indescribable feelings washed up and through my body and mixed with the throbbing in my head and clitoris, I screamed and shook and spasmed in absolute ecstasy. My shuddering seemed to go on and on for several minutes. Sergio just held his mouth, tongue, fingers and thumb in place until my massive orgasm subsided.

All I could do was lie there in a post orgasmic bliss. In my reverie I vaguely felt Sergio stand up and the movement of the massage table as it was lowered slightly. I presumed Sergio was making it easier for me to alight. My arms were splayed above my head, my feet still in the stirrups. I opened my eyes lazily, just in time to see that my talented masseur was naked. He was between my legs, his rigid cock poised to penetrate my sloppy wet pussy. Before I had time to react, he thrust the bulbous red head deep into my more than willing cunt. I gasped with delight at the thrusting cock. Waves of orgasm began to grow at the back of my head. As his cock penetrated my deepest parts I began to breathe in gasps. Suddenly he withdrew his cock totally out of my cunt and rubbed it along my cunt lips, before slamming it all the way in. My eyes almost popped out of my head; my head was flung back, a guttural scream came from deep within my chest.

Sergio rammed his cock in and out at a rapid pace, then suddenly slowed down, before slamming it in again to its fullest extent, holding it there to give me agonizing pleasure. His breathing began to quicken after a dozen or so quick thrusts and when my body began to shake and shudder with yet another unbelievably violent orgasm that detonated in my head and travelled down to my toes and back up to my head several times, Sergio let rip a long, loud grunt and shot his thick creamy load deep into my married cunt - pumping his cock in and out until he was spent. As my orgasm subsided, he slowly pulled his spent cock from my slick pussy lips and smiled at me. "Molte grazie, bella dama," he said. Almost the only words he had said after greeting me apart from the occasional directions. 'Not the most talkative of lovers,' I thought to myself, 'but who's complaining with skills he has...?"

In my stupor I could hear Sergio pulling on his shorts and t-shirt. After releasing me from the stirrups he gently kissed my forehead and left the room.

I must have dozed off for e few minutes, but awoke abruptly when I sensed someone standing at the foot of the massage table closing and lowering the stirrup section. I opened my eyes slightly to see a woman in a white coat. She introduced herself while helping me on with a robe and then set about working on my feet and hands. The woman let me glow in the after-sex and gave me a relaxing manicure and pedicure - made even more relaxing after the several delicious orgasms I had enjoyed.

I felt totally pampered and it was only a little after four.


3. Fitted out for Pleasure

Our next stop was a little boutique on a narrow back street. It was one of those shops where there were very few garments on display. In the boutique there was an assistant and a man who appeared to be a customer, sitting with a glass of wine in his hand. 

The assistant looked at me as I walked in and with a flourish said. "Welcome to Il Paradiso" in a lovely Italian accent and with a joyous smile, and seemingly measuring me with her eyes as professional sales assistants do. 

"Rob sent me," I said in reply to her greeting.

"Excellent, you are just as he described you. Please take a seat, signora," she said indicating a chair next to her other customer, "Would you like a glass of chilled Lambrusco?"

I said I would love one and sat next to the man who stood up as I approached, took my hand in his and introduced himself as Tiago Veríssimo. He held my hand for several moments longer than necessary while guiding me to my seat.

"Anne," I said with a friendly smile. 

Tiago was probably in his twenties. He was over six feet tall and looked rather fit. He was dressed rather casually in jeans and a pale t-shirt that contrasted very strongly with his dark skin. Judging by his name, I thought he might be Portuguese or Brazilian.

"Are you English?" Tiago asked as he sat back down in his seat.

"Er, no. I'm Dutch actually. And you?"

"I am from Recife in Brazil, but studying sport psychology at the university here."

Tiago's English was excellent with only a hint of an accent.

The assistant returned with my glass of Lambrusco.

"To your health and beauty," Tiago said raising his glass to me.

I thanked him and took a sip.

"I hope you don't mind waiting while I finish selecting the garments Mr Veríssimo wishes to purchase," the assistant said. 

"Of course not," I replied. "I'm in no hurry." 

Tiago turned to me.

"Could you do me an immense favour?"

"If it's in my power," I said.

"Well, you seem to be almost the same size as my sister back home. I promised to send her some clothes from Milan for her birthday and I'm having a really difficult time. Signora Maldini is wonderful, but it would be so much easier if I could see the clothes on someone. Please help me."

What could I say? "If you really think it will help," I said placing my glass on the table next to the chair and rising from my seat.

"Which garment first?"

The signora pulled backed the curtain of the dressing room. Hanging on the wall there were several dresses. 

"In any order you choose," Tiago said. "I really am so grateful."

For the next half hour I tried on numerous dresses, skirts and tops. Most of them were very conservative, as I had expected, but some of the skirts were slightly short. I wondered whether my lack of bra might cause a problem with the fitting, but neither Tiago nor Signora Maldini mentioned anything.

Tiago finally plumped for two beautiful dresses. Not my style, nor colour, but Tiago loved them. He was so excited to have found what he wanted and thanked me profusely.

"I insist on buying you an outfit too, for having been such a godsend," he said to me. I laughed and said there was absolutely no need, but Tiago was absolutely insistent. 

"Please," he said, "I would enjoy helping you select an outfit that suits you. You are a very beautiful woman and I want to show my appreciation."

I told him that I would be honoured if he wished to help me select something, but there was no way I could allow him to pay.

Tiago seemed to accept that and said he knew the exact outfit for me and smiled at the assistant. She seemed to know what Tiago was alluding to and went into the back of the shop.

"Let's try these on," the signora said.

She handed me a black pencil skirt and a black brocade corset with some purple inlay. 

I was a little bemused by the choice, but went to try them on out of politeness. 

The pencil skirt fit as if it was made for me. I was stunned at how well it fit in fact, but I loved it. I had never worn a corset before, so had trouble getting it on. Signora Maldini came to assist me with the fastenings, leaving the curtain to the dressing room wide open. Not that it really mattered, as I was almost fully dressed by that time.

The corset was a lovely fit too. I was amazed how the corset looked like a sleek top and went with the skirt to create a finished looking elegantly sexy outfit. Signor Maldini played with the lacing to push-up my breasts and tighten the waist. My breasts were now pushed out rather beautifully and my waist held in, but not too tight, by the corset. I looked much narrower than normal, I thought, but seemed to have much bigger breasts. I wondered what top she would suggest to go over it. I looked in the mirror and saw that the tops of my areolae were visible over the corset.

She told me to wait a second and went back into the storeroom. Tiago was sipping his drink and eyeing me intently now that the curtain was pulled back. I could see him with a broad grin in the mirror as I looked at my reflection. 

The signora returned with some black pull-up stockings and a pair of dark purple pumps with a huge heel. 

"These will finish the outfit off perfectly," she said. " I know these things. With your choker, you look stunning"

I slipped on the stockings up and under my skirt, feeling my nakedness beneath it and Tiago's eyes on my back. And finally the heels.  I told her, they weren't really me, but she told me to try them anyway. 

I actually rather liked them and was stunned to find they were Jimmy Choos. I already had one pair, but never thought I would own a second pair 

The heels with the stockings certainly made my legs look amazing. I looked in the mirror. 'What a transformation,' I thought to myself.

"And a top?" I asked Signora Maldini.

"Top? You have no need of a top. You are magnificent as you are."

I looked at myself in the mirror again. My breasts had never been displayed so bluntly. But, I had to admit, I did look stunning. I reckoned Rob might like this outfit and by the wide grin on Tiago's face, he liked it too.

I came and stood in front of Tiago and gave him a twirl. "Well? Is that the look you were after," I asked.

He just wolf-whistled his appreciation.

"We'll take it," he said.

"Actually, I'll take it," I said. "I'll just change back and then I will pay."

"No, keep it on," said Tiago. "If you won't let me pay, please let me accompany you back to your hotel. I presume you're just visiting Milan?"

"Deal," I said. "And yes, I am just visiting. We're in a hotel by Lake Como."

"Excellent, a beautiful spot, I know it well. Why don't we go have a drink by the lake before you return, I would be honoured to accompany you in your absolutely stunning outfit." Tiago replied, ignoring my pointed use of 'we'.

I knew that Rob had planned something for me for the next couple of hours, but I had a feeling he would understand why I had decided to accept a rather handsome man's suggestion for an outfit (Rob will love it, I knew) and also the man's invitation to have a drink. I did wonder, however, how people might react in public to my somewhat daring outfit.

We finalized the transactions with Signora Maldini and I thanked her profusely for her assistance. I did enquire whether Rob had actually selected something specific for me, but she told me he had merely wanted something to make me striking. "I think we have achieved that," signora Maldini answered with a broad smile. She placed my "old" dress and shoes in a bag, handing it to me as I stepped into the street with my arm through Tiago's.

My car was waiting close by. When the chauffeur spotted me, he pulled up in front of us. Tiago and I stepped into the back.

"Where were we going next? I asked the driver. "To get you hair done before going on to the hotel, signora," he replied.

"Change of plan," I said, "Could you just drop us off at the hotel. 

"Of course, signora, at your command."

With that he set off driving through the streets of Milan.

I didn't notice much of the streets. As soon as I finished talking to the driver, Tiago took my face in his hands and locked his lips with mine. I feigned token resistance, but my body gave me away. I just melted into his lithe body.

"You don't waste time," I said, when his lips moved from mine and began kissing my neck. I arched my head to give him better access and put my hand on the front of his trousers, squeezing the rather impressive bulge there. 

"And you're a sexy bitch."

"Romantic as well," I said, as I undid his trousers with one hand and with some effort pulled down his fly. To my surprise, his dick was freed instantly, no underpants - he was going commando.

Tiago's dick was already very hard and felt enormous, I couldn't even get my hand around it, but I had to go on touch alone at the moment, as Tiago was intently focused on my neck and ears and blocking my view, alas. I traced my finger around the tip, feeling the dribbles of pre-cum. I did my best to spread the silky trickles all over the head, but was finding it hard to concentrate. Tiago's hand had begun to undo the lacing on my corset at the top. He didn't need to undo much for my nipples to be freed from their constraints. As my nipples were set free, his lips hungrily sucked on one and then the other, causing me to moan even more loudly and I gripped his cock even harder.

The driver seemed to be taking our antics in his stride, keeping his eyes firmly on the road from what I could make out based on a few glances his way.

Suddenly Tiago pulled away and pushed his cock back into his jeans and zipped himself up again.

"What the...?" I said, looking at him with a mixture of fear and regret: fear that I had done something to hurt him; regret that he had sopped kissing my body.

"You're married, aren't you?" he said, taking my right hand in his and fingering the rings on my ring finger.

"Yes, I am, but my husband approves of me enjoying other men. Is that a problem for you?"

"Not at all. I knew you were married, but I believe - correct me if I'm wrong - that your husband would prefer to watch me seduce you and enjoy seeing me pleasure you from start to finish, no?"

As I took in Tiago's 'gentlemanly' words, I was busy re-lacing my corset.

"I know you're right and I also know that Rob will thank you when he finds out about our 'sacrifice'," I said laughingly. 

He continued fingering my wedding band. "When I enter you inch by inch I want your husband to hear your moans and see the look of utter pleasure and rapture on your face..."

Tiago's words sent a gush of juices flooding between my legs.

And he didn't stop there: "...but your husband will never really know what you're feeling when I have stuffed you full with my long, thick cock. I am sure my dick is longer and thicker than any cock your husband could have imagined would fit inside you. He will suffer such emotions as he watches you climax many times as I ride you."

I was dumbfounded. What could I say? 'Rather full of himself', I was thinking.

"Do you make a habit of fucking other men's wives while they're watching?" I just had to ask almost jokingly.

"Not a habit, but I have performed the service occasionally." Tiago answered in all earnestness. "The wives and husbands I have serviced paid me great compliments. I do not make my claims lightly. Tonight you will understand why..."

Despite his cocky boasting, I was still attracted to him. I had to admit that I almost saw it as a challenge to accommodate his 'massive' appendage. He might be right. Judging by the quick feel I had had, he did seem to be well endowed and I had never really experienced a very large cock. Rob was probably about average size. Most of my boyfriends had been average, with probably a few a little bigger or a little smaller. It had never really been an issue for me.

With that thought, the car pulled into the driveway of a hotel, which meant we were probably in Como. I couldn't spot the lake, nor the town for that matter. The lake was probably hidden from view by the 'liberty style' building that was the hotel. It looked superb.

The driver opened the door for us and we stepped into the atrium of an absolutely splendid hotel. Tiago brought my shopping bag from the boutique and with his arm round my waist we went over to the reception. Within minutes a smart bellboy was escorting us to our suite overlooking Lake Como. 

The hotel was sumptuous, Rob had certainly chosen well. I could see the lake through the massive windows at the rear of reception. There appeared to be a small marina and beach beyond the garden next to a large terrace adjoining a bar or restaurant. 

Tiago still had his arm round my waist and I could see people turn to look at us as we made our way through the atrium to our suite. At the door, Tiago tipped the bellboy and took the key card from him, saying we could handle things from here, and slipped the key card into the slot. There was a slight click and the light panel turned green.


4. Rob's lesson in lust

I glanced at my watch and realized I probably had a good hour before Anne arrived from the pampering I had organized at the boutique and the hairdresser, so I decided to have a shower. I had just stripped off my underpants when I heard the unmistakeable sound of the key card being pushed into the slot on the door. As the door opened I grabbed a towel off the bed and just managed to cover myself as Anne entered the room followed by a rather tall, athletic black man.

"Oh, Rob, sorry, I didn't mean to catch you unawares. I thought you'd still be at the conference." Anne said and came over to kiss me fully on the lips. 

"My god, you look stunning," I said, "What an unbelievably sexy outfit." I blurted out trying to cover my embarrassment and unable to take my gaze off my wife's overpowering breasts as they thrust themselves upwards from the corset.

"You can thank Tiago for that," Anne said, indicating the rather imposing man standing by the door. He moved towards me with his hand outstretched.

"So pleased to meet you," he said shaking my hand firmly, "I am Tiago Veríssimo from Brazil. I happened to meet your beautiful wife at Signora Maldini's boutique and I made a few suggestions concerning her outfit in thanks for assisting me."

"Well, that's..." I stuttered, not sure exactly how to react.

"Anne is aware that I wish to fuck her for your pleasure and for hers. For this reason I am here. Now is probably the perfect time, since you are naked and your wife is dressed to thrill."

I looked at Anne.

"Tiago did something that convinced me it was right to bring him here today. In the car, I would have let him have me there and then, but he said we had to wait. He was adamant that you should be allowed to savour the pleasure he is going to give me."

"Robert, if I might call you Robert," Tiago said, "I think you should sit in this chair." indicating a chair by a desk facing the bed from the side. "You will have a perfect view, no?"

As if in a trance I moved over to the chair and sat down with the towel still covering my modesty. My cock was already twitching and growing from Tiago's words.

"Take the towel, Anne, you should see his excitement."

Anne pulled the towel from my lap and my cock sprung up ready for action.

"I think you're enjoying this, aren't you, my darling," Anne said, smiling at Tiago and then kissing me chastely on the lips. 

She stopped when Tiago called her over to the bed.

"Come here, meu puta gostosa," Tiago commanded her.

Anne smiled at me and patted my erection affectionately. "Enjoy the show!"

I was still in shock at this unexpected intrusion, but my dick was telling me I absolutely wanted to watch my beautiful wife get taken by this athletic hunk of a man. 

Anne went and stood obediently in front of Tiago flashing me a cocky wink as she took her spot. 

"No touching your cock, Robert, not until I say so. Ok?"

He looked pointedly in my direction and I shyly nodded my acquiescence.

He glanced at me once more and then took Anne's face between his big hands and kissed her. I could see his tongue force its way past her soft lips and into her mouth. Anne seemed to merge into Tiago's body as he continued probing her mouth. Her arms were around his torso, pulling him hungrily towards her.  

The kiss seemed to last for several minutes as I watched entranced. And because of the embargo on touching myself, I had to grasp the arms of the chair to resist the temptation. Tiago's command had made my cock incredibly hard. I could feel it ramrod straight between my legs.

Then Tiago pulled his lips and tongue from Anne's face and stepped back. Her arms slipped from his back to her sides. She had her eyes fixed firmly on his face as his hands moved from her own face and began to untie the laces on her voluptuous corset. As I watched him kiss my wife and then saw her corset fall from her breasts. I knew this was really going to happen and that my wife was really enjoying it.

My mouth felt so dry. I licked my lips in anticipation of seeing Anne's breasts naked in front of a stranger. Somehow this felt so different, so much more forbidden and erotic than in a video.

Tiago looked over at me as he undid probably the fourth or fifth lace and then pulled back the flaps of the corset revealing Anne's big, brown nipples and areolae. He took hold of Anne's breasts and freed them from the corset. Her 38c's hung over the top of the garment framed by his large black hands. He seemed to squeeze her breasts before taking my wife's nipples roughly between his thumb and forefinger. I watched as he pinched and pulled on them He was staring intently at her face as he did it, almost daring her to complain. 

Anne squealed and put her hands on his as if to ease the intensity. As she did he took hold of her hands and put them behind her head and stepped back to admire his prey.

"Beautiful, isn't she. Robert? Face your husband, slut, let him see your naked body."

I had never heard anyone call her a slut before and wondered how she might react, but Anne turned meekly to face me with her hands clasped behind her neck.

Tiago was right, she looked stunningly beautiful. Her nipples were thick and hard. Her breasts thrust upwards by the corset. Tiago stood behind her and took a breast in each hand, massaging and squeezing them for my benefit. 

"Does that make your dick throb, Robert?" He looked over at me with a wide grin.

He didn't wait for an answer, he merely began pulling up her skirt tantalizing slowly. I watched in anticipation. Anne had her eyes fixed on me. It felt like I was seeing her naked for the first time. As the skirt revealed more and more of her thighs my balls throbbed and my dick would have burst had I touched it. I gripped the chair even more tightly.

As the skirt rose above her hairless pussy, I let out a groan. I tried hard to make it silent, but I was too overcome. At that moment, I knew Tiago was going to have his way with my wife in front of my very willing eyes. It would be the first time I would witness another man fucking her. From where I was sitting now, seeing it on video really had been a poor substitute.

Anne's figure-hugging skirt was tight, but stretchy. Tiago pulled it up at the back as well and left it round Anne's waist. I could see his strong hands kneading and squeezing my wife's buttocks. She was almost purring with lust.

"Bend, slut, and put you hands on the edge of the bed," Tiago barked at Anne. Anne turned to the side and did as commanded. Her breasts hung pendulously slightly covered from my view by her right arm. Her legs looked achingly long due to the heels she was wearing.

"Spread your legs and get ready for me." 

Anne did just that. I had never seen my wife so submissive. Intellectually it felt wrong, but my dick was telling me otherwise.

"Robert, come here," he looked over at me as he called out his order. "You should be at your wife's side for this."

I stood up and took the four steps needed towards the couple by the bed. My cock led the way. I did my best not to show my embarrassment at being naked in front of Tiago.

As I stood up Tiago kicked off his shoes and pulled his t-shirt over his head and flung it to the side. Despite his muscular body, all I could think was, 'He wasn't wearing any socks, no socks?'.

I'm not particularly unfit for my age, but standing next to this Brazilian hunk, I felt puny.

"What a view, eh," Tiago said slapping my wife's buttock with relish. Anne flinched with surprise as his hand connected. "That is a slit that deserves a good fucking, don't you agree?" and ran his finger along her pussy up and along her crack to her anus causing Anne to moan deeply.

"And a good fucking, is what she's going to get, right?" Then slapped her other buttock even harder. I even flinched myself, but Anne groaned deep in her throat.

"Now, Robert, pull my jeans down." He turned to me.

I hesitated for a moment, but knew immediately that I would do his bidding and my raging cock knew it too.

My hands reached for the button on his jeans past his blindingly obvious bulge. The button wasn't a problem, I now had to pull down the zip. I was worried about contact with his large cock inside. I don't think I had ever touched another man's cock and I was doing my best not to have to. As I pulled down the zip it was now evident that the huge bulge was still not erect. Tiago had put his hands behind his head as I tackled his jeans. He was looking down at me with amusement as I struggled to first undo and then remove them without touching his cock..

Once the zip was fully undone, I reached round and began pulling his jeans down at the back, doing my best not to let my dick connect with his body. Lucky for me Anne was facing the other way and didn't see my fumbling about. Once the jeans had cleared the curve of his buttocks I was able to pull them straight down his legs. I tried to avert my eyes, but as I bent down I was magically drawn to Tiago's magnificent cock. It now hung straight down and was immensely thick, not excessively long, but even in its floppy state probably longer than mine when erect.

Tiago stepped out of the jeans. He stood over me as I took the jeans from his feet. As I stood back up I took a step back and tried not to look at the cock that was about to fill up my darling wife.

Tiago now turned towards Anne's waiting body. She hadn't moved during our scene with the jeans.

Tiago slapped her on the buttocks yet again and put his thumb onto her arsehole and pushed in slightly. Anne gasped.

"Ah, you like that, don't you, slut." He slapped her again. Her buttock was becoming quite red from his slaps.

His thumb continued its probing and I watched in awe as Anne's pussy lips seemed to get puffier and redder. Her breathing was already changing pace.

Tiago slapped her again and slid his fingers along her pussy lips causing Anne to draw in a deep breath and moan loudly. As she moaned her breasts jiggled deliciously and I longed to take hold of them.

"She's ready. Guide me in, Robert."

Lost in the moment with my attention on Anne's delicious breasts I hadn't noticed Tiago's erection mushroom. He had put his hands behind his head once more and his massive dick was pointing in the general direction of my wife's wet and waiting pussy.

"Come on, guide me in."

Tentatively my hand moved and I took hold of the big black cock between my thumb and forefinger. I couldn't conceive as to how it would fit into my darling wife. I could see pre-cum dribbling from the tip and resisted a rather odd urge to scoop it up with my finger. To get the head in position I had to move his rigid tool down slightly and place the tip between her wet lips. As his cock touched her labia, Tiago pushed forward a little and entered Anne. I saw her brace herself with her hands ready for the full onslaught of Tiago's massive tool.

I was mesmerized. As my hand moved away from Tiago's impressive erection, my hand involuntarily took hold of my own. Tiago's hand slapped me on the wrist as I did.

"Not until I say, Robert, remember?"

With his cock only half an inch inside her, Tiago took hold of my wife's hips and began to push himself into her inch by inch. He would push in an inch or so, then withdraw a little, then push in a little more. With each slow thrust my wife let out tiny gurgles and squeals. Her breasts jiggled in time with his thrusts and my dick was ready to burst. I was only two feet from a huge black man thrusting his cock into my wife. I was elated. I was jealous. I was in ecstasy. I watched my wife's puffy labia engulf the huge black tip and held my breath as the tip reappeared then plunged back into the folds of her pussy, feeling her sharp intakes of breath as the massive cock penetrated deeper and deeper within her.

Tiago was in no hurry. Slowly, inch-by-inch his cock penetrated her. Slowly, inch by inch, his whole cock disappeared inside my wife's body. And suddenly I came all over the hotel carpet as Tiago's full length disappeared inside my wife's gorgeous body. 

Fortunately Tiago was too involved in fucking my wife to notice and I was too entranced by the spectacle to care. Despite ejaculating, my cock was still hard and I couldn't take my eyes from the moving black cock and my wife's stretched pink pussy.

Tiago was now thrusting with more power and speed. My wife was grunting and moaning much louder: more than I had probably heard her ever.

"Oh god, fuck me, fuck me, Tiago, fuck me harder."

As his speed increased and his thrusts got rougher Anne's breasts began to jiggle wildly. She was grunting almost in pain, it seemed. Tiago  slapped her several times on her buttocks and was calling to her to take all his cock, as he too grunted and growled with pleasure.

I felt my body move in unison with Tiago's thrusts as if it was my cock plunging into Anne. Anne suddenly began to scream as her body convulsed with what looked and sounded like a massive orgasm. As her scream subsided I saw Tiago's thrusts quicken and his grip on my wife's hips get tighter. A wild gurgle rose up from inside him and he let out an intense wail as he plunged his pulsing cock deep into her body. His hot cum must have hit my wife deep inside and she let out another ear-piercing shriek and I saw her body spasm for several seconds as she came again while cum was spurting into her body. Tiago seemed to cum with seven or eight spurts and with each spurt he groaned with pleasure, pushing his cock as deeply as he could into my wife's pussy.

As my wife's second orgasm calmed and Tiago's ejaculation ended, he slowly pulled his spent dick out of her body. As he did, I could see their thick juices coated along his dick. The tip of his dick plopped out of her pussy and thick globule of sperm dribbled down her pussy lips.

My wife's pussy was a gaping hole. I could see Tiago's spunk trail between her labia and coating the walls of her vagina.

Anne went to collapse on the bed, but Tiago stopped her. 

"Not yet, my little slut, someone else wants a taste of your cunt, don't you Robert?"

I quickly took his place behind my wife and stuffed my erect dick into her gaping hole. It was wet and slippery and felt wonderful. I only thrust three times before cumming in her with a mild grunt, mixing my spunk with Tiago's. My first sloppy seconds. I was already addicted and I knew that Tiago knew.

Anne seemed to barely notice me cumming and after I pulled out, she finally fell forward onto the bed. She looked incredible. Her buttocks were red from Tiago's slaps and between her legs there was a puddle forming from our combined juices.

Tiago was already pulling on his clothes. "What time's the do, Robert?"

Tiago's question reminded me that we had a reception to attend. 

"Another thirty minutes. We have time."

"I'll nip downstairs and get a suit from the hotel tailors. You two get ready. Anne, keep the same outfit on. And no washing between your legs. I want you to feel my spunk all evening. Understood?"

Tiago then left the room.

I collapsed on the bed next to Anne and kissed her.

"Oh, Rob, I feel such a slut. Do you still love me after seeing me react like that with another man's cock inside me?" 

I couldn't help but smile.

"Why are you smiling? My god, your cock is still hard."

She kissed me and got off the bed. As she stood up she pulled down her skirt. 

"Tiago must have pumped litres into me. I can feel it dribbling down my leg already. I'll just do my hair and I'll be ready."

She stepped into the bathroom and shut the door.

I looked at my erect cock and knew that our lives would never be the same.


5 Cuckolded in Como

It seemed only natural that Tiago would accompany us to the reception in the hotel ballroom overlooking the lake. Attending were dignitaries from the local area as well as company directors and other company representatives from the region. The consulting company I did freelance work for had organized it as a PR exercise.

Tiago returned to the room fully fit out with a dark suit and tie. His dark wavy hair had been combed and I swear it looked as if he had trimmed his stubble too. It was now a fashionable five o'clock shadow. If I had been a woman I would have fancied him.

Anne appeared from the bathroom. She had given her hair the tousled look, put on some light make-up and, to my surprise, rouged her lips bright red. Her corset was laced up, but I could see the tops of her areolae peaking out. Her skirt was skintight and, in my mind, it was obvious she wasn't wearing panties. She looked absolutely stunning. Whether she was dressed appropriately for the function had absolutely slipped my mind. My dick loved her. 

She looked to both of us for approval, receiving it in bucketfuls and making her blush all across her magnificent cleavage.

Tiago took her by the waist and led her out of the door. I followed behind, admiring the delicious wiggle of her bottom in her skin-tight skirt. I had never loved my wife more.

The next few hours were a blur. Initially the three of us were in the same group. Anne chatted and laughed with gusto. She looked incredible on Tiago's arm and drew lustful glances from numerous men during the evening. There were rarely any other women in our group, as men jostled to be close and get a full view of Anne's expansive cleavage and hint of areolae. Tiago seemed to revel in introducing Anne as my wife with her firmly nestled under his arm. Anne hardly noticed as far as I could see. 

After a couple of hours of chat and business card swapping, I suddenly realized I had lost them in the throng. There were only about two hundred people in the ballroom and on the terrace overlooking the lake, but it was easy to become separated.

I did a quick tour inside and out, but failed to find them anywhere. I stood looking over the wall on the terrace towards the lake. Although we were on the ground floor of the hotel, the terrace was about 12 feet higher than the gardens below. In the dark, about 100 or so yards away towards the lake I could make out a small group of men near a clump of bushes or small trees. All at once my heart started racing and I feared for Anne's safety.

I dashed down the steps from the terrace and hurried towards the men. As I got closer I could hear the sound of a man grunting sexually. As I pushed my way into the group, one of the men told me to back off and wait my turn.

On her knees in the trees I could see my wife in the glow of several camera phones recording every second. Her corset was open to her navel and her breasts were hanging free, swinging quite forcefully as she sucked on someone's dick. I could see a ring of lipstick around the dick, which eased my mind for some reason, that he might be the first.

Anne was slurping and licking the dick in a frenzy. Behind her stood Tiago. When he saw me, he smiled and beckoned me over.

I eased my way past the four or five men in the group and went to stand next to Tiago behind Anne. Anne was too intent on sucking the dick to notice me.

"What a woman, your wife." He said to me, patting me on the back. "Guys, this is her husband." He shouted to the group. "Isn't he a lucky bastard?"

The men looked at me and nodded with knowing smirks, but were more intent on watching my wife giving a blowjob and seeing her tits bounce up and down.

It was then that the man with his dick in my wife's mouth must have cum. His face contorted into a grimace and he let out a few grunts while pumping his sperm past my wife's lips. When he had finished Anne turned and looked at Tiago. She stuck out her tongue and showed him her mouth full of cum. As she did, she spotted me and stood up. She took a step towards me. I thought she was going to say something, but she grabbed my head and kissed me full on the lips, pushing her cum-filled tongue deep into my mouth. She tasted musky and slightly bitter. I was too surprised to react and ended up swallowing several large dollops of a stranger's cum. The men cheered as I was forced into tasting and swallowing another man's cum, but were soon distracted when my wife, pulling away from our kiss, patted my groin and turned to face the men. "Who's next?"

Another suited gent moved in front of her. She knelt in front of him and willingly received his dick in her mouth. This one didn't last long and within a minute had squirted his jizz into Anne's mouth. Yet again, as he pulled his dick from between her lips she turned and looked at Tiago opening her mouth wide to show all the cum.

"Robert," Tiago said looking at me. "Your wife needs you."

I knew what he meant and helped my wife stand. She gave me another creamy kiss on the lips and filled my mouth with the new man's offering. Obediently I swallowed his cum down and stepped back sheepishly.

"I think that's enough for tonight..." Tiago said. 

The three men who hadn't filled my wife's mouth with their cum groaned. "But she's gagging for it," one of them said in English.

"...in the mouth. Anybody fancy filling her juicy cunt?" Tiago continued.

The men cheered. I groaned and looked at Anne, mouthing, "Do you want to do this?" But she looked away and starred hitching up her skirt. 'I really don't know my wife,' I thought. 

One of the men gallantly put his jacket on the ground. Anne took up her position on her back and spread her legs wide in my direction. I had a delicious view of her - I was going to say pussy - but somehow 'cunt' seemed more appropriate. There was enough light for me to see that she was wet and ready and that her cunt was still quite wide and open.

The gallant man with the jacket knelt between her legs and pulled down his trousers. His dick sprang up ready for action. Tiago pulled me towards him so I could have a better view.

Anne took hold of the man's dick and pulled it towards her. The man fell forward onto her and grabbed her tits as he reached her body. I could see his hands squeezing them and mauling them with lust. My wife guided his dick to her hole then put her hands on his backside and pulled. With one thrust he rammed his dick fully inside her and continued to thrust quite savagely into her warm, receptive slit. As the man's ass rose and fell with his thrusting Anne grabbed his head and kissed him passionately. My heart did a somersault in my chest. A kiss seemed so personal, so erotic, so loving, that it hurt inside. The thrusting dick did not have the same effect on me.

As she kissed him, his thrusts became faster and his grunts exploded into an orgasm. He pushed into her several more times, before getting up and pulling up his pants. 

"What a great fuck," she is, he said looking in my direction.

Another man took his place. his trousers were already round his ankles as he knelt between my wife's spread-eagled legs. As he was pushing his cock inside, the slickness and warmth of her cunt must have been too much. He came immediately, spilling his thick cum all over her pussy. The others in the group cheered again and one of them patted him on the back with fake congratulations as he rather self-consciously pulled up his pants.

"Robert," Tiago said, "You should go clean that up, before the next."

I looked at him quizzically. "Clean it up?"

"Absolutely. That's what tongues are for," and pushed me downwards between my wife's legs.

Anne had put her hands out to welcome me down was looking intently at me as I kneeled fully clothed between her legs. I looked at her cunt covered in thick white cum. My dick was rock hard. I bent forward and diffidently put out my tongue. Anne grabbed my head and pulled it forcefully towards her sticky lips.

I licked and sucked the spunk from her pussy. She moaned as my tongue flashed across her labia and pulled my head closer. I stuck my tongue inside and released a flood of sperm onto my tongue and face. Anne began to thrash around and screamed in orgasm as my tongue fucked her feverishly.

As her orgasm subsided I rose from between her legs and looked lovingly at her. She smiled at me and wiped her thumb across my face, removing several globs of cum. She then stuck her cream-covered thumb into my mouth and let me lick her clean. My humiliation was almost complete.

The final dick to have her took my place immediately. He settled his bulky weight on top of her and thrust. By now she was so wet and gaping that she probably couldn't feel anything. The man mauled her tits and nipples with his hands and then took a nipple between his teeth and seemed to bite quite hard. Anne squealed and the man let go and shoved his tongue into her mouth, as if to silence her. As he did he grunted and thrust deep inside. 

The show was over. Or so I hoped. 

I helped Anne up. She went to pull her skirt down, but Tiago stopped her.

"Not yet, meu puta gostosa. I promised to show the guys how well you take a real cock."

"Oh, Tiago, no, not here. I'm tired and my pussy is feeling a little sore."

"Robert, tell your wife to get on her knees, I am going to have her now."

I looked at Anne with her breasts thrust over her corset and her skirt around her waist. Her hair was more tousled than ever. She still looked stunning. I was filled with lust for her. The thought of this black Brazilian fucking her here in front of these total strangers was unbelievably arousing. 

"Please, Anne. For me. One more fuck and then we'll go back to the room."

Anne looked at me in disgust, or so I presumed. But she slowly got down onto her knees, put her head on the ground and presented herself to Tiago. With her fingers she reached round and pulled her buttocks wide to show her little puckered anus.

"Why not take me in the ass and give the lads a real thrill!" Anne said with more than a hint of irony in her voice.

Tiago pulled his dick free from his trousers, rubbing one hand up and down its long shaft. "What a great idea, Anne. Your ass looks divine."

Anne hadn't moved. Her fingers were still presenting her hole to Tiago and the other men that had moved round to get a good view. Some were still filming with their phones. No doubt zooming in on my wife's almost virgin anus.

"Robert, get me ready."

"Oh, no Tiago, not here." I looked at him imploringly. 

"On your knees and get me hard."

He pushed me downwards towards his still floppy dick until I was kneeling in front of him next to my wife's bare ass.

I wasn't exactly sure what he meant. I had presumed he wanted me to guide him in, but this seemed altogether more threatening. As I was wondering what he meant exactly he thrust the end of his dick against my lips. Without thinking my mouth opened and I felt an inch or so of his dick penetrate past my lips.

"Suck, Robert, suck!"

And suck I did. What more could I do. His dick was so large I had real difficulty getting it between my lips, but Tiago's continuous thrusting resolved that problem with force. Now I had to contend with length and its expanding girth. I took hold of it with my hand to help contain Tiago's thrusting and licked up and down the shaft, like Anne did for me. I even grabbed his balls with my other hand just like Anne. Tiago seemed to be making the right noises and his cock was growing harder by the second. By the time I had run my tongue up and down four or five times, it was rock hard. As I approached the tip I could see a globule of pre-cum about to drip off the end. With my tongue I lapped it up and swallowed it down.

As I did, I noticed that my wife was no longer kneeling prone, but had turned to watch as I pleasured Tiago. I blushed bright red, but continued licking and sucking. Now Tiago was hard I looked up at him and asked if he was ready to take my wife's ass.

He looked at me for a moment and said, "No, keep going, I have other plans."

I went back to licking and sucking, but Tiago was impatient to put his thick cock inside my mouth again. I had come to the conclusion that my mouth may save Anne's anus, but I wasn't sure I was going to be pleased about it.

Tiago now began to take charge of the process. I was no longer able to control his thrusting. He was fucking my mouth for real. I could only take a small portion of his length, but it didn't seem to matter to him. Occasionally his thrusts hit the back of my throat, but I managed to relax sufficiently most of the time.

As Tiago's breathing became more rapid, I could feel his balls tighten in my hand. At that moment Anne joined me and started kissing the tip of Tiago's dick and entangling her tongue with mine. She licked under the tip and I sucked the end while rubbing my hand up and down the length. As I felt a pulse under my hand on the shaft, Tiago thrust his dick into my mouth forcefully and his groan announced the arrival of his orgasm. He pumped his dick deeper into my mouth as the thick creamy goo spurted down my throat. The first two spurts were comparatively small, it seemed, and then suddenly I was hit by a massive surge of his cum, followed by another. I couldn't cope and had to take my mouth off his dick in panic. Anne took up the slack and let him pump two or three more loads into her willing mouth.

As he came, he was shouting, "Fuck yeah, fuck yeah."

As Tiago's orgasm ceased, Anne removed him from her mouth and kissed me with her creamy lips. We kissed passionately for what seemed like several minutes oblivious to anyone around us. Tiago roused us from our reverie by suggesting we return to our room to clean up.

Anne smoothed down her skirt, but Tiago told her to leave her breasts hanging free. So that's how we walked back to our room, through the grounds and entered the room via the lakeside balcony.

When we got into the room, Anne said she was going to have a shower. Tiago just followed her into the bathroom. A few minutes later I heard the sound of the shower and some muffled talking, before the familiar sounds of my wife's orgasm cries reached me along with sounds of bodies in motion. I tried the door to the bathroom. It was unlocked, so I opened it slightly so as to watch Tiago have his way with Anne yet again. 

Anne's breasts were slapping against the door of the shower and Tiago was pumping into her from behind. Anne's face was pressed against the glass and I could see the ecstasy in her eyes. She loved Tiago's cock. After a few more thrusts Tiago came with a grunt and as he pulled his massive cock out of her, Anne turned to kiss him under the streaming water. I shut the door quietly and went and took a couple of cognacs from the minibar, knocking them back in two seconds. I could hear the lovers giggling in the bathroom and decided to undress and get into bed, feigning sleep when they came into the room.

To my surprise Anne got into bed next to me and snuggled into my back, kissing me tenderly on the head. I could feel her warm breasts caressing my bare skin.

A few minutes later Tiago got into the bed next to her and Anne turned away from me, no doubt to face him.

I listened to them kissing and whispering, full of jealousy and feeling a deep loathing for myself. But the cognac had done its job and I fell asleep within minutes to the sensation of the bed rocking as Tiago took my wife yet again, right next to me, in our bed.


6. Love in a Warm climate

I awoke some time later. There was one bedside light still lit. I turned to see Tiago sleeping with his arm across my wife's naked breasts. Anne was on her back with one arm under Tiago's neck. His dick was lying seductively on her leg. I looked at them for a moment then got up to go to the bathroom.

I closed and locked the door behind me, then sat down on the toilet with my head in my hands. I was too ashamed to look at myself in the mirrors that surrounded me. I must have sat there for some time, I may even have nodded off. I felt so tired. I had a pee and then washed my face. As I went to unlock the bathroom door, I could hear the familiar sounds of sex, yet again. 'He's insatiable,' I though to myself. 

Opening the door quietly, I peaked across at the bed through a small opening, not wanting to disturb the lovers at play. They were kissing again and Anne had hold of Tiago's huge cock in her hands. Her hands looked so tiny and white as they grasped Tiago. Tiago kissed her again and whispered something in her ear before getting off the bed and coming towards the bathroom. I had nowhere to hide and my erection would probably give away my voyeurism. 

I stepped smartly into the room as Tiago approached. 

"Oh, there you are, we were just talking about you. Go join your wife on the bed and I'll be with you soon." With that he stepped into the bathroom and seemed to be rummaging around for something.

I looked over at Anne. She smiled at me and asked if everything was ok. 

"Of course," I said. "I was so tired when we got back and I probably fell asleep in a few minutes. And you?"

"Feeling a bit sore from all the attention. Why don't you come back to bed, Tiago's gone to get something to act as lubricant, I said he has to fuck me in the ass if he wants another session, as my cunt is too sore."

I winced at her use of the word cunt, but my prick edged upwards and gave away my excitement at the thought of seeing Tiago's dick in my wife's anus.

I got back on the bed next to her and kissed her. She responded very passionately. I could tell she was ready for more sex. I put my hand on her pussy, but she pushed it away. "Sorry, Rob, but I really am too sore."

Tiago came into the room as she pushed my hand away. "Rob, hands off, unless I give you permission. Your wife is mine this week." 

He had a bottle of conditioner in his hand. "This will do." he said. "Show me your ass, you sexy slut," he said to Anne. She rolled onto her knees and proffered her asshole to him, once more pulling her buttocks wide to reveal her anus. She looked at me sitting on the bed in front of her with my erection pointing skyward and smiled. "Hey, Tiago, while you're fucking my ass, can Rob cum in my mouth?"

"Of course he can, if it will make you happy, my little cumslut." 

"Come on, sexy, ram that thing down my throat," Anne said looking at me.

I knelt up on the bed and approached her with my dick pointing straight at her. As I approached Tiago was rubbing conditioner over his dick and pouring it liberally on my wife's asshole. She giggled and squealed as the liquid hit her body, but jumped slightly when Tiago rammed a finger into her anus. As he did I pushed my dick into her mouth, rather roughly. for me, and began fucking it. Her lips felt soft and wet. I wanted her to pleasure me like she had the men in the hotel garden.

As I pumped my dick in and out of her mouth, probing with each thrust to determine how far I could go, Tiago was beginning to feed his dick into her anus. From my position I could see the head disappear into her backside. He was being gentle and going slowly. I was being far from gentle and pumped my dick ever faster and deeper into her mouth. 

Tiago pushed half an inch more, waited and then continued. Within a minute or so, he had penetrated about six inches into my wife's rectum. Her breathing was now very heavy, whether from my pounding or Tiago's anal assault, I couldn't be sure.

Tiago seemed to have decided that six inches was sufficient and was now pumping Anne's ass rather vigorously. I watched his dick plunging in and out of her cherry for some time, while my own dick did the same in her mouth, but I knew that I would shoot my load very, very soon. Anne was making stifled grunts and moans, but Tiago and I seemed past caring as our orgasms approached.

Tiago began to slap her hard on the ass with both hands and was grunting very loudly calling out to his gods in Portuguese. I was oblivious to Anne and thrust my dick hard. As Tiago's thrusting became frenzied and his grunts became ever more urgent I pumped what felt like a huge load of cum into my wife's throat. I pumped and pumped, feeling it shoot several times into her mouth and throat. At the same time Tiago let out a roar and came into my wife's asshole; pumping his dick crazily into her hole. As his pumping intensified I finished my orgasm and pulled my dick from my wife's lips. A trail of thick white goo dribbled from her mouth as she let out a hysterical scream as Tiago filled her asshole with his sperm and collapsed onto the bed. Tiago's dick plopped out with a trail of cum attached. Anne pulled herself onto the bed and curled up into a ball next to me. I lay down and spooned her. Tiago climbed in on her other side. 

I think we must have all fallen asleep within seconds.

I awoke with the sun streaming through the window. Anne was next to me, Tiago was missing. I rose slowly and looked in the bathroom and on the balcony. No Tiago. It was then I spotted a note on the desk.

"Robert, Just popped into Milan for a few things. I'll be back about 2. Look after her for me. Tiago"

I checked my watch, almost ten. I decided to act. I took a shower, got dressed and went to reception to make a few phone calls avoiding the eye of any male I saw.

From the café in the lobby I bought some coffees and croissant to take back to the room, I woke Anne with a kiss and a coffee. Her naked body looked as beautiful as ever, despite the last 24 hours.

I told her she had to be up and dressed by 12, in 70 minutes from now.

"Where's Tiago," she finally asked. 

"Gone," I said. "He told me to kiss you and hoped we'd meet again in Brazil or somewhere."

She said nothing and went into the shower. Twenty minutes later she was ready with tousled hair, bright red lipstick, choker, sun dress and her new heels.

"So, what are our plans for today?" She asked excitedly.

"We are going to drive, drive and drive some more," I said enigmatically, "Until we find a quiet hotel where I can make you feel like a princess."

"Sounds good. What about your conference?"

"Fuck the conference. I discovered yesterday how much I love you and I want you to know it too."

We walked hand in hand to reception. I settled the bill and we picked up the rental car I had ordered and drove along the lakeshore road towards Bellagio. Any direction but Milan, was in my mind.

After a few miles of silence while we stared at the beautiful scenery around Lake Como, Anne turned to me.

"Am I still a hot wife?" She asked.

"What a strange question, of course you are, you'll always be my hot wife."

"Or am I just a slut?"

I pulled over, took her in my arms and kissed her. I felt her melt into my arms and kissed even more passionately.

"Have you been to Croatia?" I asked.

"Why?"

"They have tons of nudist beaches. I think we should spend a few days naked in the sun just the two of us. What do you reckon?"

"I'd love that. But before then, let's find a hotel and make love slowly and softly," she said snuggling into my arm as I pulled onto the road.

*****END*****
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