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As summer rolls around things are getting hot. This multi author series explores the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies this summer and they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy hotwife stories.


FOREWORD


A handsome black lawyer and his beautiful curvy wife indulge their passions with an Italian stud they meet on holiday in Venice.

Leo

I’m an admitted workaholic. I adore my hotwife Isabella but she doesn’t always the attention she deserves, so some days I’m happy to share her with other guys.

My only rule, she lets me reclaim her before we fall asleep together.

Isabella

Leo is the love of my life. I’m so grateful he’s in my life, even if he’s old enough to be my daddy.

My sex drive is higher, but Leo isn’t possessive and loves to watch me having fun.

My only rule, the men I meet, must have Leo’s approval.

In the dimly lit alleyways of Venice, where passion lingers in every shadow, Leo and Izzy can let go their inhibitions.

Their handsome macho tour guide, Dante, is the perfect man to give them a passionate trip to remember.

A contemporary love story of an inter-racial age-gap couple. Billionaire boss and curvy hotwife. Sizzling MF and MFM scenes.

As summer rolls around things are getting hot. This multi author series explores the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies this summer and they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy hotwife stories.

Daizy Dennis Books - Delicious Desires
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ISABELLA


Leo and I had an immediate connection beyond the physical. Seductive and comforting, it was what also what brought us together despite the obvious differences.

He's divorced. I've never married. He's twice my age, sexy as hell. Leo is tall, toned, I'm shorter, rounder, and we definitely moved in different circles.

We first met in a busy airport.

I sat with a coffee, waiting for yet another delayed flight announcement. He wandered up and down the concourse, thinking.

I looked up, no idea why. He did the same. Our eyes met and something drew us together.

It felt natural when he joined me. We chatted about our travel plans, the conversation became more animated, then they called my flight.

He escorted me to the gate. We exchanged numbers, and he sauntered away to think some more.

On my flight all I could think about were his brown eyes hint of hazel, those laughter lines. How I'd almost reached out and stroked a finger across his dark, defined cheek bone. That I craved cupping his head, feeling the roughness of his black, tight-cropped hair on my soft palm. My eyes focussed on his generous lips, lush dark skin, a facial symmetry that almost broke the rules of nature.

I'd studied his powerful hands, neat finger nails when he scribbled his number on my notepad. Knew I would feel them on my naked skin. One day. My nipples tightened at the mere thought of his bare skin on mine.

His rough designer stubble, peppered with grey, triggered sensory overload when he kissed both of my cheeks before walking away. It could have been a moment in time remembered, but opportunity missed. Or life changing.

Fate had brought us together in a moment of planetary synchronicity, helped on the way by happily disrupted airport schedules. By the time my flight landed, I knew I had to take action, he might be too much of a gentleman to make that first move.

I sent him a text, and well, the rest, as they say, is history.

We married. We travelled. He is so rich it's ridiculous. He's also a workaholic. But I love my work too. We just work. Together. As a couple.

The other thing that just clicked was our physical connection. Even though I have a way higher sex drive, he tends to my every whim.

Whilst naked in the hot tub one day, looking out over the expanse of greenery, we started talking about our relationship. We joked that he's the gardener and I'm his flower bed. Some days I'm a high maintenance orchid he needs to pamper and preen. Others a rampant weed who needs a firm hand and ruthless discipline.

We laughed together as a fat bumble-bee landed on the side of the tub. Took a drink, then buzzed on its way. It prompted a chat over the next glass of wine, about how many bees it takes to pollinate a flower bed full of lush scented roses. The hint of the flower metaphor still in both our minds.

I'm still not sure if the idea had already formed in Leo's mind, and I followed the thread like a naïve young wife. Or if we both came up with the idea together.

There's a whole other side of me we, or should I say he, discovered that day. At least the idea of it was born, whilst he stroked my shoulder and I rested my toes on his. When he kissed me, and made a simple statement.

'Izzy. My English rose, the most beautiful flower. You need more than one man to tend to your needs.'

I thumped his arm playfully.

'Who are you calling high maintenance?'

Laughed it off with a kiss, distracted him with my hand on his crotch beneath the steamy hot tub bubbles.

But to continue the gardening metaphor. Leo planted a seed that day and it soon took root and grew.
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LEO


Izzy and I both work at home. Her studio and office on the cooler North side of the house, for the best light. I need the Southern heat.

As always, perfect symmetry in our shared world.

I can see her when I leave my office. If I can't, if her door is closed, it tells me she's in a creative or pensive mood and I rarely intrude. Both workaholics, we often work into the night, and need someone to drag us almost kicking and screaming from our desks. Or often, in Izzy's case, her easel.

When I glance across and see the open door, my gorgeous wife seated at the desk, I know I can share a moment with her between cases.

My heart still aches with pride and passion when I look at her. Her face a mirror reflecting every change of emotion.

How she chews on her bottom lip when she concentrates.

That rebellious lock of hair she has to re-tuck behind her ear.

Her glorious generous tits forming a cleavage I just want to dive into.

I adore her with all my being.

Venice has always been a place I wanted to visit. When I think of the gondoliers and the historic domes and canals, I imagine sharing it all with Izzy. When a random email cropped up on my screen between case notes, I couldn't resist it.

Izzy's schedule usually allows for changes in her schedule. I knew she'd love it. Artists always love Italy. Tapping a few keys, I booked it and sent the confirmation to my outbox.

I wandered to her office, a bottle of wine in hand. Italian, of course. Poured her a glass. Excited like a kid at Christmas, I poured my own, whilst suggesting she might want to check her inbox. The way her face lit up told me I'd made the right choice of hotel, too. Her smile gets me every time. Hits me hard in my heart and my crotch.

I had to take her there and then. Work be damned.
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ISABELLA


Since the pandemic, Leo and I have both worked from home and discovered it works well for us.

We soon installed a second office for me, in what had been Leo's TV room. My desk at an angle in the corner so that I can look not only at the garden, but the expanse of interior luxury.

A large sofa piled high with mismatched cushions. Huge wooden bookcases packed with all my favourite books. I adore my space.

I adore my husband more.

From my desk, through the open door, I have a view down the wide hallway. It allows me to watch my delicious Leo as he goes back and forth. He's a mobile thinker, and loves nothing more than to wander around dictating, listening to lectures or podcasts, or just thinking.

Whilst working on an idea for a new client one afternoon, I looked up, sensed he was close. Studied him as he walked back from the kitchen, a bottle of wine and two glasses in hand. Past his own office door. He looked my way. Eyes met. A smile let him know I was ready for a break, too.

Like a teenager suggesting a secret assignation he nodded towards the ceiling. Suggesting the bedrooms upstairs. I laughed but shook my head, nodded at my computer. I had a deadline and couldn't let my client down. Leo understood as he always does, shrugged, but continued my way. He stepped inside, walked to my desk and poured me a wine.

'Izzy, check your email.'

He's the only person I allow to call me Izzy, not Isabella. It started that very first day at the airport and became his thing.

I chinked my glass with his, took a sip, then as suggested tapped into my email. In my inbox sat two tickets to Venice, Italy. I reprimanded him with a smile before jumping to my bare feet. Rushed around the desk and grabbed my sexy ass husband into a tight bear hug.

Butterflies raised around my stomach. I love travel. It's how I met Leo. We have travelled extensively together since that fateful day. We both love meeting people in beautiful destinations. Learning about the history, the culture, the food.

I kissed him on the cheek. Whispered in his ear.

'I love you Leo.'

Chewing on his earlobe, I wrapped my leg around his. He lifted me and I wrapped both legs up around his waist. Excitement and anticipation making me giddy. My deadline forgotten, for a while.

I'd been to Italy, love the culture, but I'd never visited Venice. It's such an iconic, unique destination I couldn't wait to explore. With Leo holding my hand, as always. He soon distracted me from Venetian glass and the spooky theatrical masks. His powerful hands brought me back to the moment.

One tucked under my butt, holding me against him, the other on my back. Leo turned and walked backwards with me until I was above the comfy reading chair. He lowered me to the cushions, dropping to his knees at the same time.

I knew what he had in mind as he unpeeled my legs from his waist, lowered my feet to the floor.

I lay back in the chair closed my eyes. Leo lifted my lightweight summer dress, nestled his face between my legs, and opened my lips like petals on a flower.
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LEO


Izzy had wrapped her arms around my neck as I scooped her up and carried her to her reading nook. The almost sofa-sized chair is her refuge from work stress, perfect for reclining.

I dropped her delicious body into the cushions and fell to my knees. Her dress soon pushed up over her thick pale thighs. Her soft stomach and bare pussy exposed. Izzy rarely wears underwear at home, something I try not to think about whilst at my desk.

My tongue lashed greedily at her gash to stake ownership. She stretched her arms up, lay back like the indulgent Queen of Sheba, and invited me to pamper her. Any way I chose.

The cool sip of wine forgotten, the warmth of her musky pussy overwhelmed my tastebuds. My tongue between her heavy pussy lips, tormenting her nut-hard clit. I circled it with wet slurps of desire. A deep satisfied moan purred up from her gut, escaped her soft, moist lips as she stroked my head and lifted her knees. I pressed them wide as I guzzled into her wetness.

My tongue probed deep. Her clit swelled as I gave it relentless attention. Sucking, chewing, pulling on it with my teeth. Ignoring my arousal, I focussed on pleasing Izzy.

I raised the game.

Tormented and teased her in equal measure. Demanding that she open her legs, wide and welcoming. I love how my black hands silhouette against her pale inner thighs.

Her hand cruelly squeezed and pummelled her bra-less tits. Her other hand pressed my head against her gash.

Her pink pussy, wet, inviting. She moaned when I teased her.

All of her delicious softness made me breathless, and hard as fuck.

I pushed Izzy's legs wider. Nuzzled closer.

Her soft thighs grazed and marked by my fingers and teeth. Her groans as I invade her softness, brutally take what's mine.

I tasted her familiar sweet and sour cream on my tongue. My lips pressed against her smooth velvet inner lips. Soft kisses, teasing licks, strong suckles of her clit. Then I pulled at her clit-hood with my teeth.

She shivered in that lovely abandon she gives me. I settled on my knees and pressed my hand possessively on her mons. My thumb replacing my lips on her swollen clit.

Her body writhed and bucked as I pressed harder. Small circles at first. A long, delicious lap of her gash with my tongue before I rubbed more frenetic circles over her hard bud.

She loves that.

She cried my name. Clawed at my shoulders.

One hand locked over her mons. I thumb-flicked relentlessly at her clit, slid my tongue deeper. Probed, tasted, twirled, drove her closer to that wall of breathless passion she adores so much.

My other hand slid up her thigh. Stroked up from her ass crack. Sweat and saliva eased my way. My fingers easily slid inside her pussy lips. Tight. Irresistible.

My greedy mouth latched onto her swollen clit. My tongue scraping at her as my fingers pushed into her heat. Her soft skin opening, tight muscles pulsing with desire.

I fingered her until sweat shone on her pale skin, along with a pink hue. Her groans less controlled. Breathing now a survival instinct. Pants and gasps between purring for more.

I went in for the kill.

Lashed my tongue around her clit. Two fingers in a hook, rhythmic pressure on her illusive g-spot. My other hand pinning her pussy lips painfully wide so she couldn't wriggle away from the torment.

She bucked. She was almost there. At her breaking point.

I wouldn't stop. Couldn't stop.

I sat back on my haunches.

Fingered her pussy with solid thrusts of my hand. Four fingers, knuckle deep.

Massaging her clit hood in a final frenzy of pressure as I watched her cry out. Her whole beautiful body wracked with the irresistible release of her orgasm.

Her warm cream pumping over my fingers. I watched it leak from her, run down her crack. Bent over her, lapped it up.

I then, finally, clumsily, unzipped.

She lay beneath me, catching her breath, desperate to feel more of me. I scooped out my cock and wiped her wetness onto my swollen tip.

I pulled her half off the chair, her legs hooked over my arms. Pinned her down and rode the waves of her orgasm.

Rammed my ass like a piston, driving my rock-hard dark cock deep into her pussy. Thrusting hard against the flow of her cream.

She cried out in blissful abandon. Her arms high, tits bouncing as I rammed my length as deep as I can go.

I lost myself in her heat and come with a roar of satisfaction and power that takes her to another orgasmic moan of female desire.

We slid into a heap on the floor. Held each other. Unable and unwilling to lose our connection and intimacy.

Lips, limbs, skin in a tangle of love and lust until we connect again.

She rolled over me, squats, her pussy over my cock as she wanked it to a hard rod and takes me again.

This time it was me who couldn't catch my breath.
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ISABELLA


Leo'd been told to avoid Venice at the height of summer. Summer floods, summer heat, summer smells and, of course, crowds. Something we didn't want. We enjoy walking alone.

We wanted to explore, not fight through crowds of people. We wanted intimate corners. Private spaces. To discover and indulge in the ancient, seductive Venice. Not the one packed full of tourists and Instagram shots.

We chose the Italian Autumn months, perfect for wearing my long coat, to hide my underwear, and not much else.

Leo was in charge of the social calendar. I love doing research, studying art and history books so I organised our tourist agenda.

We'd visit galleries, local ones hidden on different islands, behind high walls. I booked for us to go on private tours of towers and artisan workshops. To witness the private areas behind the scenes. Alongside the infamous bridges and iconic walkways packed with tourists.

We landed at Venice airport. I held Leo's hand as we walked through the concourse. I hadn't imagined an efficient modern airport, a relatively new building. Expecting something quaint and ancient, like an old railway station, with stone arches and Romanesque statues.

Escorted through the usual airport chaos and excitement, we arrived at another shock of joy, a water taxi rank. It felt so strange to walk just meters from the huge modern aircraft to an ancient, or at least a reproduction timber boat. A line of them, heavily varnished, glass doors and windows to shield us from the splash of water.

We climbed down onto the small, tactile deck. Sat back in the luxurious cushioned seat, almost underwater, as the boat sank with the weight of four people. Rocking and swaying on the waves of the taxis rushing by.

The water taxi driver, captain, owner or whatever title he preferred spoke little English, a wonderful deep tone to his Italian welcomed us. His quiet, authoritative manner put us instantly at ease on the water. Despite the feeling that we were just inches from sinking to the murky depths.

I felt a hint of disappointment that he wasn't singing, laughing at my stereotyping of Italian men, that they should all be Pavarotti sound-a-likes.

The taxi revved, spun around, and pulled away. We nestled back, hand in hand, as the boat rushed from the modern airport to the beautiful historic canals, buildings, and bridges of Venice.

I gripped Leo's hand. We held our heads up high, taking in the atmosphere, the sunshine. Water spray cooling our skin as the sun burned off an early mist to reveal a deep blue sky.

What a wonderful introduction to our holiday.

I looked up at Leo. We kissed. The scenery almost demanded romance and who were we to defy it?

'Bellisima!'

The driver grinned at Leo.

Leo nodded.

'Mucho bellisima.'

He pulled me close. Kissed me again.

I nuzzled into his shoulder. Gripped his thigh as he slid his hand over my knee, pushing my dress a little higher to caress my naked skin. His own suggestion of possession. I had the feeling Italy might bring out his masculinity, and I'd be the one to benefit.

As we got closer to the city hustle and bustle, we waved up at children and lovers alike on balconies and bridges.

We looked up and down the tiny waterways. Saw the scores of tiny anonymous alleyways that led away into a dimly lit brick-wall lined network of historic architecture. The alleyways too tiny to cope with obstructions like benches, seating or bike racks.

I made a mental note of various alleyways that took my fancy. Noting ones I might like to visit. I pinched Leo's fingers in mine, nodded at a few, with a smile, hoping he'd take the hint for later. When he had other things planned.
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LEO


When I first met Isabella in the airport, I knew. Her presence hit me in the heart. It triggered an almost physical jolt to my world. From that moment, my life changed.

I've built a global law brand and billionaire lifestyle, all at the cost of a marriage. I'd never imagined meeting, let alone marrying another woman, especially one who could shake me to the core in such a primal, fundamental way.

My first marriage one of naïve youthful optimism. A time, a place, and now an old friend. No regrets.

My meeting with Izzy much less youthful, for me anyway. I'm old enough to be her father, as I often remind her. She's beautiful, bright, inspirational and sexy as hell.

We know everyone thinks she's a gold digger, and that I'm an old creep trying to recapture my youth by fucking someone half my age. Until they get to know us. If we let them.

We have a small but precious group of true friends chosen wisely. They all see the total devotion and love we hold for each other.

Soul mates is an overused term, but Izzy and I are precisely that. Our lives inextricably linked from that initial glance across the airport. I instantly wanted to run to her, sweep her off her feet, carry her away. I didn't. Not then, at least, but that passion still hits me every single day.

It's tempered knowing that I have to champion her.

I've always known I couldn't demand exclusivity. I'm not that selfish.

She's one of those people who needs others to thrive. Her free spirit is loving, creative, and selfless. I always knew I'd share her. She took a little convincing that I didn't love her less if I agreed other men could enjoy her, too.

I'd be punishing the world if I didn't let others enjoy her art, witness her inner beauty, indulge her creative heart. And share the love of her delicious body. Izzy has the most blissful curves I've ever had the privilege of putting my hands on. I'm never going to limit her enjoyment, her indulgence, her passion. I demand nothing from her, not even sexual monogamy.

When I first suggested she might need other men in her life, she hit me. Playfully, of course, but the idea made little sense to her. Then.

Later that same month, she whispered in my ear as we made love.

'Imagine someone else is doing what you're doing to me right now.'

It made me horny as hell. She felt the shift in my energy. We fucked like new and enthusiastic young lovers that night. The seed planted. It was no longer just an idea. I could share her, and she might just be willing to let me.

We finally discussed it as a reality in the hot tub, sunset, wine and tentative, then curiously excited words about how it could all work. I made just one request of her. If she has sex with someone else, I reserve the right to watch, and if the mood takes us, join them.

We even shook on it.

How formal, how funny, how fucking horny is that?
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ISABELLA


Leo poured the wine, an empty spare seat at our table. I've never really understood the expression, conspicuous by their absence, until that moment.

The restaurant an exclusive venue with views down the Grand Canal. Leo and I ate, drank, chatted about the world and about nothing.

Our dinner guest due to join us an hour after our booking. I could hardly swallow food, my throat tight with nerves. What food reached my stomach, it battled with butterflies. I felt sick, but in a good way.

My hands trembled as I fiddled with the wineglass stem. Leo placed his firm hand over mine. I looked up, followed his eyes and saw a man approach.

My heart leapt into my throat.

Shorter than Leo, a beautiful Italian man sauntered our way. He fitted my preconceived ideal to perfection. Black sunglasses on his head, holding back wavy black hair, gel giving it a sheen. Dark features, generous lips.

A long black cashmere coat draped over his shoulders, black trousers and, of course, Italian leather loafers, no socks. I imagined his shoemaker on speed dial. Beautifully fitted shirt, tucked into a leather belt with slightly ostentatious gold belt buckle.

Cuffs turned back to expose dark hair on his arms. A gold watch and leather twist bangle on one wrist. A gold ring on his little finger. If I'd wanted a photograph of 'handsome rich Italian man' he'd be it.

I shivered. He had an air of authority about him. Almost a little scary. I hate stereotyping, but he had an undeniable look of a 'connected' man. Someone who knew people, who knew people.

I know Italy still struggles with its old image. Tried to cast off my sub-conscious prejudices, but not before I recognised his apparent power was a massive fucking turn on. I chewed my lip. Sweat cooled the small of my back.

He knew people were watching as he crossed the room. He didn't care, or cared too much. I couldn't tell which.

Leo stood, shook his hand. My tall, black, athletic husband, towering over the stocky Italian. Neither embarrassed nor uncomfortable with the difference in height.

'Leo.'

My heart almost broke at the joyous surprise of the happiest smile you can imagine. I instantly recognised a cheeky inner spirit within the cool, well-dressed man.

'Dante. It's been too long.'

The Italian stallion turned my way. Lifted my hand, kissed it, then smiled.

'The beautiful Isabella. No wonder Leo has kept you hidden for so long.'

I had kicked off my heels under the table. He wasn't tall, but still taller than me in bare feet. I couldn't miss him looking me up and down. He wanted me to see his rude appreciation.

Arrogant, obvious and horny as fuck. Dante oozed hormones alongside his blissful citrus, classic cologne. His whole body roared sex appeal.

I love Leo with all my being, but this man had something so primal, so obvious. It overwhelmed not only me, but every woman and quite a few men in the room. Ego positively dripped from him.

He pulled back the chair, dropped into it with casual ease. His crotch on blatant animalistic display as he splayed his body out in a wonderfully masculine pose. I glanced down, couldn't help it. Below the statement belt buckle, his bulge surprisingly and deliciously generous for his stature.

After waiting, seemingly to make sure I checked out his tackle, he finally pulled his chair up to the table. Job done. His foot pressed against mine. No accident.

He then turned to Leo, chatted casually about sport and poured himself a wine. Arrogant as shit and so fucking attractive.

Why do bad boys do that to women?

Why do women love them so much?

I had no fucking clue and right then didn't even contemplate thinking about why, or fighting my instincts. I just wanted to soak up Dante's presence. To breathe him in.

Leo ordered another bottle.

I gulped a mouthful of cool nectar as Dante placed his hand on my knee. A gentle squeeze, a stroke of my inner thigh. The teasing intimacy out of sight of Leo. I guessed my ever-attentive husband must realise from my hyper-reactive flushed cheeks.

God, I wanted Dante so much it was almost embarrassing.

I shuffled in my seat. Stared at Leo. Tried to send him my hot unspoken thoughts across the table. He glanced over, smiled and looked back to Dante.

Damn.

Their conversation animated, about strikers, trophies and transfers. I felt excluded, which just raised the competitor in me.

I circled the top of my wineglass with my fingertip. Long painted nails painted in my trademark red. I reclined slightly, straightened my back to make sure my tits looked their glorious, generous best.

My arm outstretched in front of me, I traced my fingers up and down the glass stem. Stroking the crystal. Nothing. Still ignored by both men, other than Dante's hot palm on my thigh.

Changing tactics, I picked up a scrap of bread from my side-plate. Wiped it across the oil on Leo's plate, sopping up the last of the drips, then popped it into my mouth. Deliberately making an oily mess that demanded I dab my lips, lick my fingers, suck the oil from my glossy pout.

Leo got the hint.

Suggested Dante join us for coffee back at our hotel.

Dante pushed his plate towards me, suggesting by his actions that I sop up his oily plate too. A symbolic, seductive move maybe testing the boundaries or Leo's reaction. I leant forward, picked up a scrap of bread from Leo's side plate and circled Dante's plate with the crust.

As I sucked it up and licked my oily lips, he held my eye contact. Eventually looking away at Leo, leaving me horny and abandoned as he focussed on my husband.

He agreed to join us, engaging only with Leo, which I took as a statement of machismo and ego. He was a man's man and I would have to wait to be invited in to their circle. Leo played the game as Dante promised to show him some historic detail along a route less travelled by tourists. It sounded perfect to me.

Leo stood back as Dante helped me on with my coat. A floor length wraparound coat, soft wool tweed lined with silk.

I excused myself, found the ladies' room, and slicked on lipstick. Crimson, glossy, slutty perfection. Laughing to myself like a woman possessed, I peeled off my panties and tucked them in my coat pocket. I had an idea we might do more than look at the sights on the way back through the infamous and hidden alleyways.

Europe always surprises me. Its history, its castles. The lonely lack of people after dark.

I've noticed it in most of mainland Europe. It's apparently because of invasions and historic battles. After dark or mostly after dinner, the old cities seem to close and conceal their secrets behind heavy doors and solid stone walls. It makes for beautiful architecture but a lonely intimidating darkness for those if us used to green open spaces.

Venice is a stark example of the history of invasion over the centuries.

Dark alleyways, closed gates, bolted doors, shuttered windows and dead-ends.

No escape into porches or shop fronts. The perfect stalking ground, with few to no CCTV cameras intruding on or surveilling the historic and iconic buildings.
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LEO


Dante sauntered down the cobbled walkways of Venice as though he owned them. His arrogance and casual machismo oozed from him.

As a black man, I'm used to being judged by looks alone. I tried not to do the same to Dante, but he portrayed almost a walking advert for Italian male pride. Straight-backed, solid shoulders, his walk almost a swagger. Dark hair at the opening to his starched collar. Gold watch that I needed to talk to him about.

It was a true classic. I love watches. Izzy always laughs when I gift myself another. Says it's a man thing. She's probably not wrong.

I dropped back, allowed Dante to drape my wife's coat around her. My cock twitched at the idea of his hands sliding over her bare shoulders, his arms wrapping around her, pulling her into his heat. He played the perfect gentleman. Almost.

He'd been stroking her leg under the table at dinner. She gave that game away, as she always does. Her cheeks flush in arousal. She couldn't know I'd been pressing my palm over my cock, trying but failing to keep my hard-on comfortable.

As we walked, I watched as Izzy linked arms with Dante, leaning in to him. She glanced back at me, smiled. Her beautiful eyes sparkled with excitement and her naughty sense of bravado.

Since we'd invited other men into our sex life, she had a wonderment and wide-eyed disbelief writ large. As if she couldn't quite believe I was still OK with another guy fucking her.

I'd already decided I'd let Dante and his fragile but huge ego take Izzy.

I hadn't yet worked out how I'd reclaim her.

My cock ached as we walked. I knew it wouldn't be long before Dante would make his move. He had pulled her close, his hand possessively over hers on his forearm. As they moved around a narrow corner, made all the more snug by a heavy, worn stone pillar, he let her move in front of him. His arm snuck inside her long coat. He groped her ass with a blatant hard squeeze that she bent forward to encourage.

He looked back at me, that arrogant half smile at her obvious willingness to play his game. A slight wave of doubt washed over me.

Had I chosen the right man for her?

Did he respect her enough?

She leant into his shoulder again as the walkway widened. He kissed her cheek, tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, teased his hand down her decolletage to her cleavage. It had a sensual depth to the gesture that washed away all my doubts in the cool dark water of the canal that flowed silently along the side of the pathway.

We approached a beautiful arched bridge. Tiny, fenced with intricate wrought iron. I hung back. The light from the distant moon playing in shadows, reflections of moving water making the entire scene magical, almost fairy lit.

Dante walked with Izzy to the top of the arch, and stopped, turned her to face him, and like lovers in an ancient opera, kissed her. He pulled her close. One hand on her face, holding her jaw in a possessive grip as he crushed her lips with his. He didn't peck at her cheek first, or seduce her. He went in for the kill with a hard crushing statement of passion and ownership.

He gripped her in a tight, intimate embrace. They stood silhouetted against the old stone walls and barred windows. A scene out of Romeo and Juliet couldn't have been better managed.

Izzy's heels, bare ankles, a tempting suggestion of the silk sheath dress, her naked thick thighs beneath.

I slid my hand to my crotch, juggled my balls as I watched my wife returning Dante's kiss with a fury. Her hand inside his coat. I could tell immediately she was pressing her palm on his no doubt rock hard cock.

He stepped into her, his body crushing hers against the railing. I prayed it wouldn't give way as they lost track of the moment and he pulled her hair into a rough ponytail before twisting his hand and pinning her in his grip. His kiss a sign of the passion only just on hold as his other hand ran up her back. Her low cut dress no doubt giving bare flesh to scratch and discover.

As I watched, he opened his coat, enveloped her within it. His thigh between hers, his cock would be hard against her thick thigh.

I eased my cock with a flat palm, needing to relieve the tension, eager not to miss a gesture or a second of my wife's seduction. I doubted my ability not to scoop out my cock and wank it right there and then.

Dante pulled back. Took Izzy by the hand.

Wiped his other brutally over her lips. I guessed to wipe away the smudged lipstick. The darkness hiding her face from me in the shadows. She lifted her chin to him, a gesture of submission, not defiance.

He led her from the bridge and I followed, at a distance, my cock aching for more.
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ISABELLA


Dante knew the Venice well. Leo and I were both grateful for his confidence and familiarity as we walked through deserted anonymous alleyways.

Leo dropped back. Allowed Dante to take his pride of place at my side. He spoke to me for the first time.

Most of our conversations had been me listening to him and Leo indulge in men talk. I guessed it was his way of making it clear he was here to serve me, but it was his rules, his seduction. He wouldn't be a pawn in Leo's game, or mine.

As we walked, Dante told me about the history of certain buildings, his knowledge of Italian history a joy of depth and quirky stories. His love of his country swelled his chest with pride, his voice cracking as he spoke of invasion and suffering of his community. I loved he had depths to his external facing ego and heavy machismo.

At a beautiful bridge that appeared on many Instagram pages, Dante kissed me.

Not a curious first lover's kiss. But a crushing lip-bruising tongue-wrangling kiss. A heavy assault on my senses.

His heavy citrus cologne filled my nostrils, his soft lips soon hard and unforgiving. Teeth clashed. His solid, almost workman-like hands, his muscular thigh, all pinned me as he took my body to a place just short of tearful.

I gasped for air between his kisses and greedy lips.

His hip bone crushing against my mons, tormenting my clit as I wriggled against him. Approval beneath the breath-taking, as I pushed my hand around his hip and groped at his muscular ass. His hard crotch giving me no doubt he had a generous thick cock, and that I wanted it in my fist.

I grabbed at his belt buckle, but he slapped my hand away, clenched my fingers in his fist and pulled back. We met eye to eye. Consent by connection. He straightened my hair over my shoulder and led me away.

Our trust in him tested when he led us down a long thin walkway aside the dark deserted canal. We arrived at a massive wrought-iron gate. Thinking he must have led us the wrong way, fear prickled at my skin. My nipples tightened as a chill threaded its way over my body.

How well did Leo know Dante, did he trust him?

Dante waited for Leo to catch up. Turned, smiled that wonderful heart-breaking smile with those crushing lush lips and pulled on the gate.

It swung open with a groan and Dante led us to a tiny candle lit garden beyond. A table, chairs and large urn pots planted with gnarly olive trees almost filled the compact space.

I reached back for Leo's hand, but before I could touch him, Dante turned and grabbed my arm. Led me to the corner. An overbearing archway filled with an impenetrable timber door. Leo dropped into one of the ancient ironwork chairs, softened with fur throws and worn embroidered cushions. I realised they had set me up. This was no convenient happy accident. The venue pre-selected by one of the two men I would share my night with.

I almost laughed with relief as Dante spun me around. In a move so smooth it wouldn't have been out of place on a competitive ballroom floor, he pulled me into his arms.

Backing me towards the door, his hands slid around my body. One around my waist, inside my coat. The other pressed on my tit. Squeezed, his thumb skilfully flicking across the fabric, sending my nipple into a hard nut. My breath caught in my throat. The gasp immediately crushed from my mouth by those lush, heavy lips.

As Leo watched from his seat, Dante's hand stroked down over my butt. My silk dress easily hitched up, allowing him to cup and squeeze my bare butt cheek. He swore as he caressed my ass, quickly realising I had no underwear on.

Anyone looking on, Leo included, would just see a courting couple. Have no idea the man had a handful of naked ass. The woman unzipping and scooping out her date's cock. Stroking it to a rock hard thick rod.

Dante is a big guy. His cock throbbed in my fist. What he lacked in length compared to Leo, he made up in girth. I doubted I'd be able to suck him without ripping my mouth open. I didn't need to worry about that, not yet anyway, as he groaned against my ear as I wanked him.

He kicked my feet apart. Tore up the rest of my dress. I stroked his wet end against my thick thigh. Chewed on his earlobe. He pinned me back against the wall. I was grateful my coat protected my silk dress from the rough woodwork. My bare shoulders too.

Dante grabbed at my thigh. Lifted my leg to wrap around his butt. I held him tight against me as he yanked his cock from my hand and slid the hard length up and down my gash. He moaned in pleasure as he felt my wetness and warmth. My lips pushed apart by his end.

I stood my ground as he pushed his hips forward. His cock barred from entering my dripping pussy by how thick he was. He swore again.

This time, he gripped my ass. Stretched me open by pulling at my butt whilst ramming his hips forward. He opened me with a brutal thrust of his cock, refusing to be defeated or go slow. He rammed into me. I bit my lip, tore at his back as he pushed past the resistance and with two more hard thrusts filled me.

It hurt until it didn't.

He moved his hand from my tit down to my clit. Rubbing my hard nut as he filled me, each hard thrust banging me hard against the solid, immovable door behind me.

I wrestled my leg higher, hooking him in. Meeting every banging fuck of his hips with a grinding move of my own.

'Dante, fuck me harder. Make me come!'

I whispered in his ear. Loud enough for Leo to hear, quiet enough to not attract anyone in the building close by.

It was all he needed to punish me with the pummelling I needed. His heavy balls slapping as he hit my wall with each solid piston like shift of his hips.

His hand on the wall next to my head now, his bone taking over clit duty from his fingers. His cruel, delicious rhythm meant I soon felt my orgasm pushing me over the edge.

As he rammed into me, my coat fell from my shoulders. Pulled off my shoestring dress strap with it. Exposed one tit to Leo. Gave him a view of Dante ramming me into submission. Dante still had his coat on, concealing his body, keeping our adjoining hips in shadow. My tit bouncing, my face lit by candlelight.

I couldn't hold back and as the moon burst from behind a reluctant cloud, lighting my face, I came. I swore, one hand on Dante's head, clawing at his hair. My other on the stone archway. Nails almost tearing at the wall in despair at losing my mind.

My orgasm flowed through me like fuel on a flame, igniting Dante and pushing him over the edge. He pumped his spunk into me as my pussy tightened and cramped around his thick cock. Almost numb, I felt cream sticky and warm on my inner thighs. I chewed on his neck as I lowered my leg. His cock dropping heavy from me.

As I came back to sanity, I looked over Dante's shoulder at Leo. He had fallen to his knees in front of the chair. His thick, long cock hard in his fist. I mouthed the three words he needs to hear, and he instantly shot his load in thick jets of steamy spunk onto the cobbles.

Before I could react, Dante took hold of my chin. Glared passionately into my eyes, then kissed me. A tender pressure on my mouth, a curious tongue on my teeth. A heartbreaking gesture as he whispered against my lips.

'I need to see you naked.'

I tensed slightly. Despite all my bravado, I still get nervous at men seeing me naked, my ample curves and dimples on show.

He sensed my anxiety.

'Venice is where you will embrace your beauty. Trust me Isabella.'
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LEO


Watching Dante expose my wife under the moonlight. Making her cry his name in her orgasmic trance, took me over the edge. On my knees, on hard stone, I shot my load.

From the hammering he gave her, I guessed she'd have bruises on her back, but she wouldn't care. I'd soothe them for her. But first, she needed more of Dante. His kiss as she regained her balance and straightened her clothes told me he needed more, too.

It's a long time since I met Dante, years since we had spent time together, but he hadn't changed. His Italian machismo still on full furious display. Izzy, my stunning, curvy, passionate wife, is more than a match for his energy. I had a good feeling about Venice and her sparkling eyes in the moonlight told me I'd got it right.

'Come. I know somewhere more private, more intimate.'

Dante led Izzy by the hand as she followed. Her trembling fingers trailed reassuringly over my shoulder as she passed.

We walked on for maybe fifteen minutes. Up and over short high bridges, sauntering down single simple paths off the beaten track. Dante paused along the way, kissing Izzy's fingers, stroking her hair from her shoulder, whilst looking at me. Showing us both he was enjoying our company, and would take my wife to that place of unbridled passion again before the night was out.

Along a pathway we passed a couple, equally passionate, giggling and kissing as they passed. The romance of Venice coursing through their veins too.

We passed beneath a high window through which we heard Pavarotti. The scene played out in a magical moonlit scene of historic building and iconic music. Almost comedic but definitely stirring. My cock twitched as Dante slid his arm inside Izzy's coat, pulled her close, kissed her as the Italian opera played out in a distant apartment.

We walked down one last alleyway. Again, a dead end loomed, but Dante stopped and pulled a key from his pocket. He turned to the door, slid in the key and pushed open the ancient panelled timber to reveal a courtyard beyond. I followed them, closing the door behind me.

A stunning open courtyard, plants in pots, stone floors. Large marble sofas and chairs sat on three sides, around a low marble-topped table. The solid furniture piled high with throws and comfy cushions. Venetian glass lanterns defied gravity, hung from ancient and intricate brackets on gnarly stone and painted walls.

The floor sloped to a large grill drain at the centre. Flooding is common in Venice, this courtyard designed to survive anything nature threw at it. I guessed if rains came, someone would quickly retrieve the soft furnishings, the water could run away into the nearby canals unheeded.

A tall exterior heater stood to one side. Music played softly behind the iron-grid covered door.

A covered pillared canopy, a cloister I guess, ran all around the outside wall of the square. Tiny windows lined the square, at least three stories up. A Romanesque villa hidden from the public face of Venice.

A tray of drinks alongside fruits and pastries under heavily embroidered net domes sat at the centre of the table. The space felt ancient but relaxed. Open, exposed, but safe from prying eyes. A seduction of the senses. Sheltered from the breeze that blew along the canal, the space felt warmer, a point proved by Dante and Izzy both slipping off their coats.

I found a seat under the cloister in the semi-dark. Stepped back into the shadows as Dante led Izzy to the generous sofa and they dropped into it to embrace.

He poured wine for her as she draped her arm casually over his shoulder. He held the glass to her lips. She sipped, gazing at him as he wiped a drip from her lips.

Placing the glass down on the low table, he peeled off one of her thin shoulder straps. Then the other. Kissed her naked shoulder. The silk clung for a moment to her bare breasts, her nipples hard against the fabric before it slid to her waist. She pulled her arms free, the fabric hiding her lush curves from the waist down.

Dante moved to sit on the marble table, her legs apart as she faced him.

His hand stroked over her tits, cupped and shook them. Her nipples nut hard, his finger and thumb soon cruelly twisting them as her lips parted, and I heard her sigh with pleasure.

My palm dropped over my cock as Dante shuffled forward. His knees pushing Izzy's legs wider. He took her hand, placed it on his bulging crotch.

She massaged him as he bent forward and suckled on her tit. One, then the other.

I had the perfect viewing point. The angle would give me a full view of my wife as her seduction moved from gentle teasing to a more passionate ravaging. I hoped. No, I knew she wanted this. She deserved the loving, the attention.

Dante pulled on the dress. She lifted her butt, and he slid it from beneath her wide hips. Naked now, he threw the fabric to one side, then sat up and admired her nakedness.

He studied her curves. Pressed his fingers into her soft skin. Seemed fascinated at the marks he could make on her thighs with his thumbs. Her tits with his fingers, then his teeth. He bit her, then sat back, stroking the spot. Pain then pleasure. She loves that. I know.

I unzipped and took my still sticky cock in my fist as Dante allowed Izzy to scoop out his cock and wank him to a thick rod. I hadn't seen his cock before. Now I almost couldn't take my eyes off her long nails stroking over his heavy, throbbing thickness. Wetting him with spit on her palm.

Whilst she wanked, he unbuttoned and peeled off his shirt. Exposing a hairy chest and solid muscular tanned body.

She soon had him rock hard, but he then pushed her away. His cock solid, upright, wet tipped. Thick vein swollen. He stood. Pulled off the rest of his clothes.

Both naked, the moonlight and candle lanterns cast shadows and beams over their skin. I basked in the pleasure of my fist on my cock. My hand on my balls. My wife being seduced by her Italian stallion.

Dante pulled on each of Izzy's nipples, dragging her tits into points before twisting her nipples and letting her tits bang heavily from his grip. He slapped one gently, then the other. Leant forward, kissed one, bit her nipples. Then again.

Her legs wide, he slid his hand up her thigh whilst tormenting her tits. His fingers possessively gripping her mons. He pulled his hand away, licked his thumb, then pressed it on her clit.

She moaned his name as he rubbed her clit whilst continuing to slap and drag her tits. She bit her lip. Wriggled her ass forward. Gave more of herself.

He didn't need the invitation. Grabbed a cushion and balling it behind her back, he pushed her into a half-recline.

She cupped her generous tits, tweaking her own bullet-hard nipples between her fingers and thumbs, allowing Dante to push her legs wider apart. He studied her gash as his hand scratched her inner thigh. His other had pulled her pussy lips apart. He rubbed her clit, then rubbing his fingers up and down her dripping gash.

I watched him slide one thick finger into her heat.

My heavy hand wanked furiously at my length.

He finger-fucked my wife with two, then three fingers. Stretching and twisting, knuckling her as he rubbed her clit. His half fist pushing rhythmically into her. In, twist, pull out, back in.

Hypnotic. Relentless.

She lifted her feet up onto the table. One foot on each side of his naked thighs. Her nipples raw and swollen. Her lips pink from her teeth. Lipstick long gone. Squirming and writhing in her abandon, Izzy let Dante use her as a hand fucking machine.

His cock hard bouncing against his stomach as he focussed on her pussy.

She looked my way, but the dark meant she wouldn't see me.

'I'm coming!'

She cried out.

I pumped my cock.

'Ooooh, Dante.... Fuuuuck!'

I shot my load as she moaned and came for Dante.

I watched as her pussy soaked Dante's hand. He pulled out his fingers, her pussy still squirting her delicious cream.

He grabbed her hips. Pulled her lush, wobbly body towards him. Rammed his hard cock into her orgasmic tremors.

He rode them out.

I watched as he dropped to his knees and fucked her hard, her whole body in the passionate throes of ecstasy as he demanded she come again.

She clawed at the cushions.

He bit her tits. Thrust his hips. I heard them groan in shared animalistic release.

My wife had come twice.

Her breath still ragged, her tits still glowing with his fingermarks.

I wiped up and sipped on iced water.

Saw her hand outstretched, reaching for him again.

She craved more of Dante, her lover.
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ISABELLA


Dante had bruised my pussy lips. His thick cock, then his hard hand. But I still needed more.

My numbness needing more of his passion, more of his body, more of his domination.

Leo, my beautiful husband, is black, smooth, his body almost hairless except for pitch black coarse pubes. Dante is the opposite.

Tanned, yes, but hirsuit in his heavy masculinity. Pubes dark and thick, his cock thrusting out from the pitch black curls around its root. Chest almost covered in hair. I felt a little on his back and shoulders. It all seemed to emphasise his manliness. His otherness.

There was no doubting, even as I lost my senses in my orgasms, that the man pushing me to delirium wasn't my husband.

My throat parched, I sat up. My sore pussy leaking, sweat on my back as I sipped wine. The glass once again held to my lips by Dante.

Beautiful, seductive Dante.

My body already craving more, trembling from the throes of orgasm but already warming to invite him inside me again.

I half emptied the glass. Dante guzzled the rest before pouring a second. Messily pouring it into my open lips before kissing me and drinking it from my mouth. It ran down my chin, cool, soaking my hard nipples. Cooling my hot, swollen man-handled tits.

He laughed. Poured the rest of the bottle over my body. Licking the nectar from my flesh as I wobbled with pleasure and passion. I knew somewhere in the dark Leo was enjoying the fun. It heightened my pleasure before Dante distracted me again with his harsh teeth and soft lips on my already tight nipples.

I sat up, deliberately moving my body in a way that would emphasise my wobbling curves for him. Impatient for his body on mine.

He stood, pulled me upright. Kissed me, held me tight as his cock, hard again, bounced against my muffin top. I lashed my tongue around his, fisted his cock, teased back his foreskin and lapping noisily at his lips. He tasted of wine.

I purred with desire before he grabbed my wrist and pulled me off balance. Before I fell, he turned me to face the sofa. In a dominating move, he pushed me forward. I almost lost balance, my knees against the furniture, my hips in his hands. Keeping my feet, I complied with his suggestion, climbed up to kneel on the sofa.

My hands on the hard back board. My butt on full display for him as he pulled my legs apart. He stepped forward. Slapped his semi-hard cock on my butt crack and I knew what was coming.

I braced my legs, held my head up high with what pride I had left, and wiggled my ass. If he wanted me, he could have me. Again. Nothing else mattered.

I stuck my ass high, arched my back. And moaned loudly as he slid his thick, now familiar cock into my swollen gash. Tight, sore, swollen, he pushed past my resistance and filled me deeper than before. Painful almost, I had to distract my mind.

My fingers slid to my clit, drawn by nothing more than instinct. I played with my hard button as he rammed me so hard my heavy tits bounced painfully beneath me.

Leo stepped forward from the shadows.

I gazed up at him through heavy lashes and half tears as Dante fucked me so hard I couldn't think.

My fingers left my clit, and I reached out to Leo. He had his cock in his hand. His delicious black rod, I know so well. I licked my lips, and he took it as an invitation. As Dante fucked my pussy, Leo stepped forward to fuck my mouth.

A spit roast was the only thing that, in that moment, made sense.

My body ached and shook as Dante continued his pounding. His heavy, dark balls slapping loudly on my clit as he grunted and cursed with triumphant pleasure at each hit of my wall.

Leo wanked himself into my mouth. His other hand pinning down my wrist so I couldn't control his strokes. I gripped the cool marble, opened my throat as best I could.

Dante grabbed at my other hand.

He pinned it down on my ass, grabbed my middle finger, and pushed it against my tight asshole. I got the hint. I fingered my ass as he fucked my dripping pussy.

I felt like a desired but slutty mess and I loved every moment. All three holes full, I soon lost it, tensed and writhed with a sudden overpowering orgasm. My ass tightened around my finger, my pussy clenched and sent Dante over the top with me.

Watching us bucking and come together made Leo shoot his load, sticky and thick, into my throat. I swallowed and guzzled, but still some of his cream leaked from my lips, dripped down my chin.

Dante's cream ran down my sweaty, thick thighs.

Leo pulled out, stroked his sticky bell-end down my cheek, then slunk back into the shadows. Left me alone with Dante.

I collapsed into the soft cushions, and Dante guided me to lie on my back. My whole being shook and trembled. My tears fell. He lay with me, held me against his chest, teased a lock of my sweat soaked hair between his fingers. His cock already hard against my thigh.

How the hell did this guy keep going?

His fingers on my nipples, his lips on mine. His body ready to claim me again. I heard someone beg for more. Recognised in the mist of desire, my voice, still not satisfied.

Dante purred a promise to take me again. To fill the one place he hadn't been. To make sure I remembered Venice. Where passion is the key to life itself.

Where my husband watched as a Roman lover took his wife.
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LEO


Isat down, my cock soft and sticky on my thigh. I downed a glass of iced water, poured one of the wine, and watched my wife collapsed in Dante's arms. Sated, so I thought I tucked in. Ready to walk away and take Izzy home to the hotel.

To bathe and soothe her before making love to her in our bed overlooking the grand canal.

Then I saw Dante roll her over. He hadn't finished and from the arch in her back, she wanted more of him too.

I watched.

My cock lay still, my body still recovering from the memory of shooting in her throat as Dante had filled her with his seed. The images permanently etched in my brain. The total loss of anything but bliss on Izzy's beautiful face, captured by the love I hold for her. Her happiness is my inspiration.

As I sipped the cool white wine, sweet and refreshing, I watched as Dante lay over my wife. She lay on the daybed, her back arched in semi-shadow.

I moved my chair to a better viewing point. One where I could see Dante's bare ass in the moonlight as he stood up, his cock at ninety degrees, heavy but hard. My beautiful post-orgasmic naked, sweaty wife lay with her back arched. Her face towards Dante, lips apart, her lips moist, gagging for more. It was obvious she was waiting for him to take him anyway he chose.

So was I.

I pressed my palm on my crotch, an ache of desire rising in me as I gulped down the wine. It didn't cool me. Nothing could while my young, beloved wife looked so fucking desirable. Horny as a bitch on heat.

I struggled to hold back, wanted to join them, but I already had my agreed share. I got to fill her throat. Dante allowed me that. I couldn't have more until he'd done with her. Until she told him to stop. I knew from her face, her lips, her body position that was far from her mind.

She reminded me of a classic Italian painting. A curvy, wobbly, dimply woman, tits overflowing from Dante's hands. He lifted her to her feet. Cupped her tits and suckled greedily on one then the other like a babe needing nourishment. Her hand settled on his neck as he licked and slurped, as if drinking her milk. Her head held high, eyes closed in blissful submission. Looking the most powerful I've ever seen her.

After a few moments, in which I scooped out my cock again, Dante turned Izzy. He held her from behind. Her tits in his cupped hands, he clawed at her hard nipples. Shook her tits painfully as he ground his hips against her fat butt. She arched her back in eager response.

He moved a hand to her stomach and held her tight against his muscular body. His hand sliding over her sweaty muffin top to her mons. He held it in a possessive grip before fingering her clit. I saw her body writhe with his rhythm and murmur his name as he stroked her, then rubbed at her with a frenzied lust that made her part her legs and give him more of herself.

He took her to a place where she couldn't catch her breath. I wanted to see her come, but wanted her to be given more than that. As if reading my mind, Dante pushed her forwards, whilst holding her mons tight in his fist. He leant over her, pushing her to reach out, his chest weight on her as she leant out and propped herself, both hands splayed out on the day bed. Her ass on full display as Dante continued to rub her clit, his hand busy, tucked snugly under her muffin top.

She moaned. Looked my way, although I knew she couldn't see me in the darkness. Her eyes sparkling, she chewed her lip as Dante pulled his hand away. She wiggled her ass, legs wide now.

He stroked his hard cock up and down her crack. Then stopped, reached out to the food table and grab at something in the candlelight.

I strained to see.

He shook the olive oil bottle over his hands and her ass. Put the bottle back down and stroked and slid his hands over her generously oiled skin. Her butt glistened as he rubbed in the oil. Stroked it down her crack. Up again. His fingers lubricating her whole messy ass and gash. Slurps of wetness sounded as he lashed his hand over and over her oily ass, and up and down her gaping wet gash.

He slid oil over her clit. I watched her writhe as he pressed her again, raising her heat. Her knuckles over the marble as she reacted to the sensuous pleasure of his massage.

He fisted his cock in oil. Slippery and wet, he whacked it loudly on her ass.

He slid his hips forward, back, rocking as he tipped into her pussy. Wetting his end, her pussy gaping for him, she lowered her head to her hands.

Her tits hanging loose and heavy. I almost stepped up to squeeze, but instead, I ragged at my balls. I wouldn't last long. Not with my wife's oily ass on display. The handsome Italian brutally seducing my wife in the romantic Venetian moonlight.

Dante stood still, just for a moment, wiped his cock up and down her crack, then held it still, took a breath. Focussed his gaze and slowly rocked his hips. His end touching, then intruding into her tight asshole. A moan of deep pleasure or was it pain escaped Izzy's mouth as he rocked back, then forward again. A little deeper.

All the while, he stroked the oil over her ass, over his cock, smoothing his way into her darkness. He held his ground, rocked, pushing deeper. Slowly opening her, getting her ready to take him, allow him to fill her with his thickness. Izzy reached her hand up to her clit. Her other hand tucked under her forehead. Her tits shook as she rubbed herself.

Dante pushed his greasy cock further into her ass. I watched, almost forgetting to stroke my length as he took my wife, inch by hard-earned, breath-taking inch. Forcing the last inch with a grunt, he filled her to his root. He stood tall, proud, caught his breath, then as she rubbed her clit he fucked her. Stroke after deep stroke.

I wanked again in time with his moves.

Izzy brought herself to the edge with Dante's cock buried in her tight ass. Oil slid between them as he thudded his balls against her, losing control. He held her hips.

She cried his name. I watched her cream pulse from her pussy, run down her thighs, over her fingers.

I watched Dante look to the sky and cry for his god, pull out and shot his thick strings over Izzy's slick, oily ass. Stroking his seed into my wife's skin in adoring circles of lush gratitude.

He waited for her to catch her breath before stepping back and wiping himself on a discarded serviette. Grabbed the water bottle, guzzled a mouthful, offered her the same.

She lay back on the daybed. We both watched as Dante dressed. He helped her into her coat. Folded her underwear inside her dress and pushed the slim roll of fabric into her luckily generous coat pocket. I knew the party was over. I tucked in, with difficulty, dressed and stepped out of the shadows.

'Tomorrow I will show you the islands. We will watch them blow Murano glass, we will swim in the sea, maybe sleep on the beach.'

He kissed Izzy. On the lips, full, passionate. A parting kiss of a generous, demanding lover.

She kissed him in return whilst reaching her hand out to take mine.

As he held open the door for us to leave, Izzy kissed me. The same full on tongues and crushing lips Dante had just pressed on her.

'Until tomorrow.'

The door closed. I tied the belt of Izzy's coat tight around her and we headed back the way we'd come.

Dawn threatened the horizon and my wife needed to rest, ready for our day out in Venice. With her lover.
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