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Sophia:

I opened the door to our suite at the hotel and stood staring in awe. The hotel was nice enough, but what caught my attention was the large window, and the stunning view of Lake Garda that it offered.

"Do you like it, Sophia?" Ben asked as he followed into the room behind me, carrying two large suitcases.

With a squeal, I rushed over to the window, glancing around as I took in the view. The rustic rustic streets, the rush of people below, and most importantly, the way the sun glistened off the surface of the lake.

Happiness filled me, making me feel like I was going to overflow with it. "I love it, Ben! It's so beautiful here. I'm so glad you suggested coming to Italy for our honeymoon."

My new husband walked up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, placing his chin on my shoulder to look out the window with me.

"It is beautiful," he agreed. "Almost as beautiful as you are."

I giggled and squirmed a little as Ben brought a hand up to cup my breast through the thin summer dress I was wearing, brushing his thumb back and forth against my nipple, causing it to tighten and grow hard with the attention. Tingles spread through me, growing more intense the longer he teased that hard little bud.

"I can't believe it's over," I said. "Almost two years spent planning our big day, and it's gone." A sad ache appeared momentarily in my chest, until Ben began kissing along the curve of my neck.

"I know," he replied. "The wedding day did go by so quickly. But now we have some special time just for us. And then when we go back home, we've got the rest of our lives to enjoy together. Besides, we can always renew our vows one day if you start getting wedding fever again."

I laughed and wriggled back against my husband, eager for more of his kisses. Even though we were only twenty-three and too young for marriage according to some peoples' standards, including my mother's, we had been together since we were eighteen, and I'd been in love with him from afar for at least three years before that. We knew each other inside out, and he always knew what to say to make me happy.

"That's true," I said, nodding my head. "It took us two years to organise this wedding, so I guess that means we'd better book the ceremony to renew our vows in two years time."

Ben laughed and nipped roughly at my ear lobe. "You can't just spend your entire life organising one wedding after another, sweetheart. For a start, I don't think my bank balance could handle it."

I let out a dramatic sigh, trying to stop the grin that was threatening at the corners of my lips. "You just have to spoil all my fun, don't you?"

"I'm afraid so, Sophia," he said, affecting the same serious tone I was. "That is my role now that I'm your husband. I must spoil your fun and demand sandwiches. I don't make the rules. I just follow them."

That was enough to open the floodgates for the giggles to escape from within, and I playfully nudged him in the stomach with my elbow. "You can demand all the sandwiches you like, love, but unless you get them yourself, you'll be going hungry."

He laughed, and my heart soared as it always did when I heard that joyful sound. "That's fair. But what about blow jobs? Can I demand those?"

Looking at his reflection in the mirror, I could see the wide grin on his face.

"No, you can't. Because you've got a nice wife who loves your cock and who will happily give you blow jobs."

I turned around to face him, and he pushed me back against the window. His eyes had darkened, and the hungry look on his face made me feel like he might devour me any moment. With any luck, he would.

A wicked grin spread across his face as he placed his hand on my shoulders and pressed gently. That was all the encouragement I needed to lower down onto my knees and begin working on the fastenings of his shorts. I tugged them down, along with his underwear, and I let out a soft moan when his hard cock sprang free.

Ben braced his hands on the windows as he stood over me, looking at me rather than at the beautiful scenery Italy offered.

He pushed his hips forward, pressing the head of his hard cock against my lips. I opened wide for him, instinctively taking him into my mouth to begin sucking on the engorged head. A moan escaped me as the salty taste of his precum filled my senses, and I began lapping my tongue against the slit, seeking out more drops of his essence.

"I love you, Mrs Fraser," he groaned, pushing his hips forward to fill my mouth even more.

I sucked voraciously on his hard meat, moaning around him as I stroked my lips up and down his shaft. After only being married for two days, being called by my married name still caused flutters in both my heart and my pussy.

Ben pushed forward until the back of my head pressed up against the window behind me, so that when he began to slowly thrust in and out of my mouth, it was impossible to move away. Not that I would want to. I loved the feel of his hard cock between my lips, and I was happy to suck him off whenever he wanted.

I gripped onto his thighs with both my hands, long fingernails digging into his skin. The knowledge the somebody might see us from the street flitted through my mind, causing another little ache between my thighs. It was unlikely from up on the third floor, but just the possibility of it had me sucking even harder on his shaft.

Ben and I had always had a fondness for fucking in places where we might be discovered, and it didn't seem that married life was going to change that for us.

His cock was pulsing wildly between my lips, and I licked and sucked desperately, craving a taste of his cum. But it seemed that he had other ideas.

My husband pulled out of my mouth and gently gripped my upper arm, helping me back up to my feet. Then he turned me around to face the window once more.

"Arms up," he growled into my ear from behind, and I quickly did as I'd been told.

Once my arms were in the air, he gripped the hem of my dress and lifted it up over my head with one swift movement before dropping it onto the floor. Next to go was my bra, and then my panties, so that I was stood by the large window completely exposed.

A thrill ran through me, and I moaned when he reached around to my tits, kneading them roughly and pinching my nipples with thumb and forefinger. Each little tug on those sensitive buds had me writhing against Ben. His cock was pressed against my ass cheek, hard and wet with my saliva.

"Touch yourself for me, sweetheart. I need you nice and wet because I want to take my wife hard."

My mind was swimming with lust, making the most basic thoughts seem impossible, but I obeyed without hesitation. I was so fucking aroused by his touch, and by the thought of being fucked here in plain sight if anyone from the street cared to look upwards, that it was impossible to resist.

I reached down with one hand, sliding fingers along my slit a few times to make them wet before focusing my attention on my clit. With slow circle motions, I felt the little bud swell and begin to peek out from its hood, becoming even more sensitive to my touch. I let out a loud moan, starting to move my fingers in faster circles as the tingling sensations grew more intense.

Ben's fingers plucked and tugged at my nipples, adding to the heat that was consuming my body.

"Tell me what you need, Sophia," he groaned in my ear.

I could feel his cock throbbing insistently against the fleshy globes of my ass, and I rocked back against him, forcing a moan from my husband.

"I need you to fuck me, Ben. I need you inside me."

He dipped his head, scraping his teeth against the side of my neck hard enough to hurt a little, then he placed a hand on my back between my shoulder blades and pushed me forwards, until my face and tits were pressed against the window. With his other hand, he gripping one of my hips and pulled my ass back towards him, forcing me to arch my spine to hold the position.

While looking out over the people rushing past on the streets below, I felt the fat head of Ben's cock stroking up and down my soaked pussy lips, parting them and teasing between them, until neither of us could wait any longer, then he thrust forwards, pushing his cock deep into my cunt.

I moaned loudly, feeling brazen and wanton while stood naked in the window. "Fuck me, please," I moaned.

"Don't worry, sweetheart. I'm going to fuck you so hard all the people down on the street will be able to hear you scream when you cum."

Ben pumped his hips hard and fast, slamming his cock into me at a brutal pace. My body rocked with the force of his thrusts, pushing me harder against the window. The glass was cool against my hot skin, bringing welcome relief, although the way my hard nipples scraped across the surface sent ripples of pleasure throughout my body.

He kept one hand on my back, holding me helplessly in place, while the other hand snaked around to my front, pushing my own hand out of the way so he could take over playing with my clit. My husband rubbed hard and fast at the sensitive button, and his touches combined with his cock slamming into my pussy soon had me screaming out as an orgasm rushed over me.

My body shuddered and my legs trembled as the pleasure filled me, and I was grateful to the window for keeping me upright as my knees nearly buckled beneath me.

Behind me, Ben grunted loudly as he came inside me, pumping me full of his creamy load. He kept thrusting mercilessly until both our needs had been satisfied, then he wrapped his arms around me and held me while we looked out over the beautiful lake as we recovered.

If this was how our honeymoon was going to go, I wasn't sure I'd ever want to leave Italy.
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Ben:

I couldn’t help but laugh as Sophia came rushing out of the bathroom of our hotel suite, stumbling slightly as she pulled her shorts up her long, shapely legs. Her hair was still wet from her quick shower, and I could see a bit of toothpaste on her lower lip.

“I can’t believe we slept in so late!” she said, sounding flustered. “We missed breakfast, and if we don’t hurry, we’re going to end up missing lunch too!”

“Don’t worry about it, sweetheart. We had a long flight yesterday, and we are dealing with jet lag. They are probably used to that.”

Sophia paused, taking a deep breath. “You’re right. Of course you are. And it’s not the end of the world if we miss lunch at the hotel because we’re in Italy. Home of some of the best food in the world!”

“Exactly!” I said, pulling her into my arms. I licked the thumb of one hand and brushed it against her lower lip, knowing how mad she’d be if I let her leave the room with dried toothpaste on her lip. Once it was gone, I turned my attention back to our conversation. “But if you want us to make it to breakfast on time tomorrow, you probably shouldn’t keep me up all night begging me to fuck you.”

I grinned wickedly down at Sophia, and her face flushed an adorable shade of red.

“I did not!” she squealed, slapping me playfully on my arm. “You were already hard, and I just took advantage of that.”

“Fine,” I said, laughing. “So the late night was both our faults. Now, let’s go get some food. I’m starving. I haven’t eaten anything but your pussy in the last twenty-four hours.”

Sophia giggled and flushed a little brighter. “But you said you like eating my pussy. You didn’t seem to be complaining last night.”

I grinned and gripped her ass cheeks hard in my hands, pulling her even closer against me and letting her feel how hard my cock was. She let out a soft moan that had my cock throbbing.

“I do love eating your pussy, Sophia. And after lunch I fully intend to devour you for desert. But we are both going to need our energy for that, so let’s go get some proper food.”

She grinned at me, although the rapid flutter of her pulse was a giveaway that my words had excited her more than she was letting on.

“Fine, so long as you promise I get to enjoy my special desert when we get back to the room, too.”

I laughed and took her hand in mine, pulling her towards the door of our suite.

“That seems like the perfect deal to me.”

We headed down to the restaurant on the ground floor of the hotel and noticed that most of the tables were empty. Only a few late stragglers were left behind, most of them enjoying delicious-looking sweet treats.

A waiter rushed over to us. “Welcome! Let’s get you seated, shall we?”

We both smiled and nodded at the man, and followed him as he led us over to an intimate table hidden away in one corner of the room. Once we were seated, he handed us both a menu.

“My name is Dante, and I will be your waiter today.”

“Hi, Dante. Thank you.” I smiled and took my menu from him. Even though he had a thick Italian accent, he spoke fluent English, so it was easy to understand him.

He turned to me, a wide smile on his face. “And can I congratulate you on finding such a beautiful lady, sir? I can assure you that the rest of mankind is very jealous of your good fortune. Including myself.”

Dante looked over at Sophia and winked at her, causing my wife to burst into a fit of giggles. I watched her, entranced by the way she seemed to be glowing from the compliment, and I was certain I must have been smiling almost as wide as she was.

“I’m sorry, sir,” Dante said to me. “I do not wish to cause any trouble, so I hope I have not offended you or your beautiful new wife in any way.”

“Oh no, you didn’t offend me at all,” Sophia was quick to reassure him.

“It’s fine,” I said, smiling at Dante. “How could I be offended when you just made her as happy as you did?”

Dante chuckled. “It seems you two are a match made in heaven. I will leave you alone for a few minutes to decide what you would like to eat, then I will return to take you order.”

He turned, flashing Sophia another wink before he walked over to clean up one of the other tables.

“Well, someone seems to like you,” I teased quietly, grinning at my wife.

She burst into another fit of giggles, trying to hide her flushed face in her hands. “Of course he doesn’t, silly. He probably says that to all the women, hoping to get a big tip.”

I smirked, unable to believe she’d given me an opening like that. “If he got his hands on you, sweetheart, I’m pretty sure you’d be the one on the receiving end of a big tip.”

Sophia squealed and threw a napkin at me, drawing the attention of Dante for a moment. I noticed the way he let his eyes linger on my wife, his gaze moving over her body in a way that told me he was definitely imagining what she looked like under her clothes.

The weird thing was that I didn’t feel at all jealous. I was the only guy Sophia had ever loved, and I didn’t doubt her devotion to me for even a second. But watching another guy undressing her with his eyes was strangely arousing. And it was a reminder of how lucky I was to be loved by such a hot and beautiful woman.

“You can’t just say things like that,” she hissed, leaning towards me over the table. “What if Dante had heard you?”

I chuckled and leaned forward, resting my elbows on the table. “If he’d heard me, he would probably agree that what I said would be the truth if he was given half a chance with you.”

She laughed and shook her head. “You are such a goofball, Ben. Always teasing me.”

I reached across the table to take her hand in mine, bringing it to my lips so I could brush a kiss across each of her knuckles. “Why on earth would I ever stop teasing you when your giggle sounds so adorable and you turn such a pretty shade of red? You knew what you were getting into when you married me. Too late to back out now.”

She huffed and pulled her hand away from mine, grinning at me. “It’s a good thing I love you, Ben, or we might have been the first couple to ever decide to divorce while still on honeymoon.”

“Oh, give it time,” I said, unable to stop myself from giving her a playful grin. “I’ve still got two weeks left to tease you. In fact, without work to keep me distracted a lot of the time, it’s all I have to do here.”

Sophia laughed and picked up her menu, although she kept glancing sideways towards Dante, watching him as he worked for a brief moment before pulling her attention away.

Rather than look at my own menu, I couldn’t stop studying my new wife. Her eyes were bright, and she was practically glowing with happiness. Even though it may not have looked like it with the way I teased her, I was head over heels in love with her. Like the sappy kind of love in the romantic movies she always made me watch with her.

While it probably should have bothered me she was sneaking quick glances towards another man on the first proper day of our honeymoon, it didn’t. In fact, my dick was rock hard from watching her, throbbing insistently. I tried to will it to go down, but my wife was far too sexy for that to happen any time soon.

I caught a movement out of the corner of my eye and saw Dante walking over to the table. As he approached, Sophia smoothed out her t-shirt and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear before looking over at me, her eyes widening.

“What?” she asked, looking suddenly flustered again.

“Oh, nothing important,” I replied with a grin.

Dante reached our table, and I stopped teasing Sophia long enough for us to order our lunch. But I couldn’t stop thinking about the way the two of them kept looking at each other, and wondering why the hell I found it so hot.
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Sophia:

The constant teasing from my husband, and the attention from Dante, had left me feeling very flustered. So when Ben suggested going for a boat ride on the lake after lunch, I jumped at the chance.

The lake itself was beautiful, and I was looking forward to enjoying the sunshine and fresh air while out on the water. At least being away from the hotel would hopefully mean Ben would stop making jokes about the handsome waiter who’d been serving us at lunchtime.

And sure, I did think Dante handsome. But that didn’t mean anything. I was married, not blind, so gorgeous guys weren’t suddenly going to stop catching my attention. I just had no intention of acting on anything. Ben was the only man I loved, and no other guy could compare to him.

My husband had organised a trip with a guy called Nico, who owned his own small motor boat and often took tourists on trips around the lake.

The first thing I noticed about Nico was how gorgeous he was as well, with his dark skin, chocolate brown eyes, and brown hair that was starting to show a little grey at the temples. What was it about Italian men that made them so good-looking? Maybe it was something in the water.

“Hi, Nico,” Ben said as we approached the boat, a big smile on his face. “We’re Ben and Sophia. We organised a ride out on the lake today.”

“Of course!” Nico exclaimed in his deep Italian accent. “Come aboard and let’s get this show on the road. Or on the lake, at least.” He chuckled at his own joke, and I smiled.

Ben stepped onto the boat first, then both men reached out a hand for me to help me aboard. My skin prickled as Nico took my hand in his, as if some kind of spark had passed between us.

I pulled my hand away from his as soon as we were on the boat, moving closer to Ben, who wrapped his arm around me.

Nico smiled at me, although I had no way of knowing if he’d felt the same spark I had. Not that it mattered. I was here with my husband.

Ben looked at me, then at Nico, but shrugged his shoulders and pulled me down onto one of the wooden benches along the side of the boat.

“Relax and enjoy yourselves,” Nico said, that broad smile still on his face. “Let me take care of you this afternoon.”

The Italian man sat down by the steering wheel of the boat, his back to us as he started the engine and took us around the lake. I stared at the scenery, admiring the view of the colourful Mediterranean-style houses and the mountains behind them.

I let out a happy sigh, relaxing back against Ben’s chest as he wrapped his arms around me.

But it wasn’t long before his hands started to wander, distracting me from the sight-seeing I had been planning to do. He cupped my breast in one hand through the thin sleeveless top I was wearing.

“I didn’t get that desert I wanted,” he whispered in my ear, just loud enough for me to hear him over the boat’s engine and the sound of splashing water beneath us.

A moan escaped me and I squirmed as an ache began building between my thighs. “It’s a little late now,” I said, feeling my face grow hot. My eyes darted over to Nico, making sure he wasn’t watching us while Ben palmed my breast, capturing the hardened nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He tugged the little bud just enough to make me gasp as a warmth surged to my core.

“Maybe I could still have a small taste now? Just enough to help me last until I get you alone again.”

“What are you even talking about?” I asked with a laugh. Although that amused sound soon shut off when Bed slid his other hand in the front of my shorts.

“Just a little taste, sweetheart. You wouldn’t mind that, would you?”

As he spoke, his fingers brushed over my folds through my wet panties, and I let out a soft moan. Once again, I glanced over at Nico, who seemed to be focused on the expanse of water in front of him, rather than what we were doing.

So I spread my legs wider for Ben, giving him access to the wet heat between my thighs. He pulled the gusset of my panties aside to run his fingers through my slick folds, coating his fingers with my wetness.

As I surrendered to his touch, writhing and moaning quietly enough that I would not be heard, I kept my gaze fixed on Nico, watching to see if he might be aware of what we were doing right behind him. His closeness while I let Ben slide two fingers inside my cunt was adding to the arousal.

Ben and I had fooled around plenty of times where somebody might have been able to see us, but we’d never done anything so close to somebody that he could turn around and touch me if he wanted to. What would Nico do if he caught us touching each other on his boat? Would he turn around and take us back? Or would he want to watch?

My husband began to slowly pump his fingers in and out of me, the digits sliding easily in the wet mess of my pussy. He dragged the length of his finger against my clit, making me whimper and squirm.

The fear of being caught disappeared slightly as I got closer to the edge. Or maybe that fear only enhanced the tingling sensations between my thighs to make me feel even more wanton. But I no longer cared how close Nico was. I needed to cum for Ben and I didn’t think I’d be able to stop it.

But then Ben slipped his fingers out of me, leaving me holding back a groan of frustration while my pussy quivered in protest at being left unsatisfied. He brought his hand up to his mouth and licked his wet fingers; a growl rumbling through his chest as he tasted my nectar.

“I think you were about to cum then, sweetheart,” he said, and I nodded.

Ben chuckled quietly. “My greedy wife. Wanting to cum for me even when a complete stranger is sitting only a couple of feet away.”

“Oh god, please,” I whimpered. The ache at my core was overwhelming after the teasing. I was desperate to cum. “Nico isn’t even paying attention to us. I doubt he’d even notice so long as I stay quiet.”

My husband growled again. “Fine, Sophia. I will make you cum. Right here. Right now.”

He slid his hand back into my shorts, plunging three fingers deep into my hot, wet cunt that time. Without even giving me time to get used to the extra digit filling me, he began fucking me hard, making sure that his fingers rubbed against my clit as they moved in and out of me.

My back arched and my toes curled as a sudden rush of pleasure bloomed in my centre, the orgasm sweeping me up sooner than expected.

As my mouth opened on a silent moan and my body shuddered with the force of my climax, Nico turned around in his chair. He paused, his eyes growing wide as he took in the image of us. Nico’s gaze instantly dropped to the spot between my thighs, where he could see Ben’s hand moving vigorously inside my shorts.

But it was too late to stop the orgasm as it crashed over me, my body tensing and shuddering with each new wave of pleasure. I was lost to the sensations, aware only of Nico’s eyes on me and of Ben’s fingers as they fucked me hard.

When the climax had faded, I slumped back against Ben, feeling suddenly shy under Nico’s scrutiny.

“I’m sorry,” Ben said to the other man. “Would you like us to stop?”

“You are a happy young couple on your honeymoon. Why on earth would I want to stop you from enjoying one another?” he asked in his thick Italian accent.

“Thank you, my friend. So you won’t mind if I do this?” Ben asked as he gripped the bottom edge of my t-shirt and pulled it up over my head, showing off my breasts in the small bikini top I’d been wearing underneath.

“No,” the other man grunted. “I wouldn’t mind that at all.”

Nico’s eyes dropped down to my cleavage, the arousal in those dark brown orbs clearly evident. My heart was pounding, and it wasn’t just because of the intense orgasm Ben had given me. Arousal coursed through me as my husband slowly stripped off every item of my clothing, making me helpless to stop him. I stood and let him undress me, while Nico devoured my body with his hungry gaze.

Nectar was leaking freely from my pussy, coating my inner thighs. I was certain even Nico could see the wetness decorating my skin as he stared at that spot at my centre.

Ben pulled me back down onto the seat with him, using his strong hands to push my thighs wide. I let out a gasp as I realised just how exposed I was to a complete stranger.

“And what about you, sweetheart?” he asked, his voice close to my ear. “Do you mind me doing this to you?”

I shook my head quickly. The lust surging through my body was too strong for me to want this to stop. In fact, my greedy little pussy tingled and quivered, letting me know she still needed more.

By now, Nico’s shorts were tented at the front, and he was rubbing at the hard bulge through his shorts. I couldn’t pull my eyes away from his large hands, a part of me wondering what his thick fingers would feel like in my cunt.

But then Ben got down on his knees in front of me, pulling my attention back to him. “I was promised something sweet for desert,” he said, “and I don’t want to have to wait any longer.”

When he leaned in to drag his tongue along the length of my slit, my eyes met Nico’s and I let out a loud moan.
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Ben:

Sophia was so damn wet as I licked along her soft folds that her moisture coated my tongue and her taste filled my senses. I let out a loud moan, not even caring if Nico was watching. Let him see how good my wife tasted. It didn’t bother me if he craved her.

She wriggled against my mouth, and my tongue slipped easily inside her while I pressed my lips against her wet flesh as if French kissing her pretty little cunt. Sophia cried out sharply as I licked and lapped at every sensitive place I could reach, and even more wetness seemed to coat my face.

I pulled back from her pussy so I could catch my breath and glance over at Nico. He was hard and rubbing himself through his shorts, staring at my naked wife as if he would love to devour her, too. That only made my cock throb painfully against the confines of my clothes.

“Don’t stop, love. Please!”

Looking up at my wife, I could see the arousal all over her face, in her flushed cheeks and wild eyes. I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen her look so damn beautiful.

Keeping my eyes on her face as I leaned in, I began flicking my tongue my tongue against her clit, coaxing the little button out from hiding behind its hood.

Sophia was gasping and moaning, reaching down to run her fingers through my hair before curling fingers to tug painfully at my scalp as she tried to pull me closer. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. She tasted too damn good for me to consider stopping before she’d made a mess all over my face.

The whole time, Sophia kept looking over at Nico, and it drove me wild to know he was seeing her in all her raw beauty. It only made me want my wife even more than I already did.

I sealed my lips around her clit, sucking the swollen button into my mouth, gently scraping my teeth against it in the way that always made her eyes roll back in her head. She began moving her hips, grinding frantically, her soft folds rubbing against my chin.

With her moisture coating the lower half of my face, I pulled back again. As expected, Nico was still watching her. Except now he had his cock out of his shorts and in his hand, jerking it hard and fast.

I bet if I told him he could fuck my wife, they would both want to do it, and something about that thought made me so damn hard I had no choice but to free myself from my shorts.

“Play with your tits, sweetheart,” I grunted as I began stroking my cock. “If we’re putting on a show for Nico, we should make it a good one.”

Sophia moaned, but she didn’t try to resist doing as she’d been told. She brought both hands up to her breasts, cupping the voluptuous mounds and squeezing them until the soft flesh appeared between her fingers. Her nipples had tightened into hard little buds, and she teased her fingertips over them as she mauled her own tits for our enjoyment.

“Fuck,” I growled. “You are so fucking beautiful, Sophia. Isn’t that right, Nico?” I asked, turning my head to briefly look at the other man.

“I’m not sure I’ve ever seen a more beautiful woman,” he replied. “Please don’t stop pleasuring her, though. If you’ll allow it, Ben, I’d love to see her as an orgasm takes her breath away.”

I nodded before diving back between my wife’s thighs, sucking and licking at her clit in ways that had her writhing and bucking. But I gripped her ass cheeks hard, pulling her towards me and not allowing her to wriggle away from the intense sensations I was creating between her thighs.

After less than a minute of that intense stimulation, Sophia shattered apart, her body shuddering as she succumbed to her climax. Her wetness flooded my face, along with her sweet scent, and I kept licking and sucking until she had gone limp against the side of the boat and she was gasping for air.

I pulled back, looking at her pretty pink pussy as it leaked, her nectar dripping to the wooden floor of the boat. God, she looked so freaking sexy like that, legs spread wantonly as she recovered from her climax, while another man and her husband could do nothing but stare at her.

After watching her a moment longer, I moved back to the bench to sit next to my wife. Even though I wasn’t stroking my cock anymore, it was still rock hard, standing out proudly from my body as it throbbed.

Sophia slid a hand into my lap, wrapping her fingers around my shaft to stroke it. I let out a long, low groan and leaned towards her to kiss along her neck.

“You are a lucky man, Ben,” Nico said, moving his hand up and down his own cock in time with Sophia’s strokes along my hard flesh.

“I am. I couldn’t be happier, Nico.”

I took one of Sophia’s breasts into my hand, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her gasp. But I wasn’t close enough to her for my liking. I needed to be closer. Close enough that our bodies were melded together as one.

So I released my grip on her breast and pulled her onto my lap, with her back against my chest so she was facing Nico. Her wet cunt rested against my hard rod, and with a slight movement of my hips, I was sinking into her wet sheath.

We both moaned, and with no encouragement from me, Sophia started bouncing on my dick. I leaned back against the side of the boat, enjoying the look on Nico’s face as he stared openly at my wife’s tits while she moved up and down.

God, Sophia’s tight wet pussy felt so good wrapped tight around my dick, and knowing another man was so openly admiring my wife’s naked body just made all the sensations so much more intense.

I gripped her hips and braced my feet on the floor before I started thrusting my hips, slamming up into her soaked pussy and making her bounce even harder on my dick. She cried out, her cunt quivering around me as the hard pounding pushed her towards another orgasm.

“Reach down and rub your clit, Sophia,” I growled through gritted teeth as I felt myself surging towards my own climax. But I had to make sure she came first. I needed to feel her clamping down hard on my dick.

Sophia obeyed quickly, and even though I couldn’t see her hand in front of her body, I could see the rapid movement of her arm as she rubbed frantically at the slick bud.

“That’s it. Good girl, sweetheart. Let’s show Nico how hard you can cum when you’re being fucked hard. Don’t hold back. Show him all you’ve got, Sophia.”

Her cunt squeezed around me and her body tensed as a loud cry emerged from somewhere deep inside Sophia. I thrust harder, pushing deeper inside her as I let go with her, my dick erupting inside her soaked pussy.

We both moved our bodies frantically, our loud moans filling the air. Neither of us cared if someone else on another boat might have been able to see us. We were too wrapped up in our own pleasure, and in the pleasure of being observed so closely.

It wasn’t until we were both fully satisfied and too drained to continue that we finally slowed our movements, and I wrapped my arms around her to pull her close against me.

To my surprise, when I looked over at Nico, I realised he was still hard and stroking his dick, watching us. I’d thought he was going to cum with us, but seeing he still wasn’t satisfied even after we’d finished made me feel bad.

“Sweetheart, how would you feel about going to give Nico a helping hand?”

Sophia gasped. “What... what do you mean?” she asked, even though I knew damn well she was smart enough to work out exactly what I meant.

“I mean, would you like to go and touch Nico’s cock to help him cum too?”

I felt a shiver run down her spine as I held her close, and I had a suspicion she wanted to do that.

“But... you wouldn’t mind?” she asked.

“Oh no, I wouldn’t mind at all. In fact, I think I would enjoy watching that.”

“Oh,” she said, before looking over at Nico. “Would you like me to help you?”

Nico nodded and let go of his throbbing dick. “I couldn’t think of anything I’d like more, beautiful.”

As I watched my wife, she stood up slowly from my lap, letting my dick fall from the heat of her pussy, then walked over to Nico. I was holding my breath, wondering if she was really going to do it. Sophia was sweet and sexy, all wrapped up in a single package, but she did have a tendency to be shy.

She looked over at me, and I nodded at her, hoping to give her any encouragement she might need.

With that, Sophia crouched down in front of Nico and reached out to tentatively take hold of his pulsing erection. The other man let out a loud moan.

“God, that feels so good,” the other man groaned, looking down at my wife with an undeniable lust in his eyes.

She held his gaze as she pumped her hand up and down his length, and I couldn’t help but moan. Some sane and rational part of my brain told me I should hate this, but I couldn’t. Not when Sophia looked so damn beautiful. I leaned forward, watching my wife’s every movement. It was impossible to look away.

All too soon, Nico lost control of himself and ropes of cum spurted from the tip of his cock to spray over Sophia’s bare tits. I groaned as I watched, my eyes following the drops of his creamy load as they covered her skin. My wife’s skin.

When every drop had been drained, I squeezed my eyes shut and groaned. Watching that had opened something up inside of me, and I knew I needed more.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Five
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Sophia:

It was difficult to focus on the menu at dinner time with the way Ben kept staring at me from across the table. He looked like he might pounce on me and ravage me at any moment. But just because I’d let him fuck me that afternoon in front of some random stranger didn’t mean I was just going to let him bend me over the table in the restaurant at our hotel.

Although I had enjoyed the time out on the boat with Ben and Nico, I thought to myself with a grin on my face.

“Can you please stop looking at me like that?” I said to Ben in a stage whisper.

“Like what?” he replied, the corners of his lips turning up into a sly smile.

“Like you’re about to start doing wicked things to me at any moment.”

He chuckled. “I’m sorry, sweetheart. That’s a very difficult thing to do when all I can think of right now are all the downright filthy things I want to do to you.”

I let out a soft groan and started squirming in my seat. “Well, maybe you could at least wait until we are alone before you start actually doing those things to me.”

Ben’s chuckle morphed into a full laugh. “But why? I thought you enjoyed having an audience earlier today?”

I narrowed my eyes as I fixed him with a steely glare, trying to make it seem like I wasn’t about to burst out laughing.

“I just enjoyed what you were doing to me. It was you who liked having an audience, I think.”

“Oh, I won’t deny that,” he said with a wicked grin on his face. “Something about all the attention you’ve been getting from other men here has been doing something to me.”

“You don’t say,” I replied with a chuckle, while barely suppressing an eye roll. “You’ve been having trouble keeping your hands off me ever since we got here.”

“Hey now! That’s not fair! I’ve had trouble keeping my hands off you ever since we got together.” He chuckled and winked at me, causing a flutter of arousal in the pit of my stomach. “But knowing other men desire my wife is just plain hot.”

Ben glanced over to where Dante was serving a family on the other side of the room, then turned his attention back to me. “I bet he’d love to witness what Nico saw today. Even when he’s working, he can’t stop glancing over at you. I’ve seen it.”

I looked over at Dante to catch him looking at me, and we both quickly glanced away.

“What’s got into you, Ben? I don’t understand why you keep bringing up other guys. And why you asked me to do that thing with Nico on the boat earlier?”

As soon as I thought back to touching the gorgeous older man earlier today, I felt my face start to burn. I couldn’t deny that it had been intensely arousing. But I had obviously just got caught up in the sensuality of the moment after having been fucked by my new husband in front of a stranger. That’s all it was.

Ben glanced down at the table for a moment, fiddling with a napkin, and I watched him curiously. It wasn’t like him to be shy. My husband was one of the most confident men I’d ever known.

“Have you ever thought about doing things with other men, sweetheart?” he asked quietly, glancing around at the nearby tables to make sure nobody else was listening. “You know, more than just touching like today.”

“No!” I screeched loudly, before getting control of myself. I lowered my voice and leaned across the table. “Is this because I touched Nico today? I swear I only did it because you asked me to. It wouldn’t even have entered my mind to do it if you hadn’t said anything.”

Ben nodded, his gaze still lowered, and for the first time since I’d known him, I noticed a flush of colour appear on his cheeks.

When he remained quiet, I started to panic. Was he going to accuse me of cheating on him because of what had happened? This was our honeymoon. A supposedly happy time for us. I didn’t want us to fight.

Taking a deep breath, I reached across the table to take his hand in mine. “Ben, I would never cheat on you. And I’m sorry if it was wrong of me to touch Nico earlier. Maybe I shouldn’t have done. But I was so excited after you’d fucked me and I guess I wasn’t thinking straight. I promise I won’t do anything like that again.”

Ben finally looked up at me, a small smile on his face as he gave my hand a squeeze. “I don’t think you understand what I’m trying to say, sweetheart. I’m not at all mad about what happened on the boat. I thought it was so hot, and every time I think about it, I start getting hard.”

“Oh,” I gasped, not sure what else to say and trying to work out where he was going with this.

“It’s just that I think it would be fun to watch you with either Nico or Dante, if you wanted that, Sophia.”

I stared at him for a moment as I waited for my brain to catch up with that surprising turn of events, and he smiled at me sheepishly.

“You... you want me to have sex with another man on our honeymoon?” I asked, unable to believe I was actually saying such a thing.

“Like I said, only if you want to. If you don’t, there’s no pressure. I just think it would be fun, sweetheart. Something new and exciting to try. Just because we’re married doesn’t mean we can’t still have fun, right?”

At that moment, Dante came over to our table. “Are you ready to order?” he asked, giving me his most charming smile.

The way he looked at me made my stomach fill with a fluttering sensation, and given the conversation Ben and I had just been having, it was difficult to work out if those flutters were caused by nerves or excitement. Perhaps it was both.

“Not yet, Dante,” Ben replied. “Please, could we have a few more minutes?”

“Of course!” Dante replied with his characteristic enthusiasm. “Just get your beautiful wife to catch my attention when you’re ready. That shouldn’t be difficult.”

The waiter smiled over at me and winked, before disappearing to another table. The attention had my face burning, and when I looked over at Ben, his eyes were dark with lust. I gasped softly, shocked by the intensity I saw on his face.

“You really want this, don’t you?” I asked, my voice coming out as a small whisper.

“I do. It’s all I’ve been able to think about since the boat trip this afternoon. But again, I only want it to happen if you want it, too.”

I took a deep breath, trying to stop my racing thoughts. It didn’t help much, though.

“I... I just don’t know, Ben. This is huge. What if you change your mind and you get mad at me for doing that? What if it ruins our marriage before it’s barely even begun?”

Ben squeezed my hand tighter. “It won’t ruin our marriage, Sophia. I can promise you that. We love each other too much for anybody to come between us, and I genuinely believe that.”

With a sigh, I nodded my head. It was true that we had a strong bond, although that didn’t take away the fear that something would go wrong.

“And if I do change my mind at any point,” he continued, “I wouldn’t blame you for that or be mad about it. It just means we chalk it up as a bad experiment and we move on together.”

I looked at Ben across the table, seeing nothing but absolute sincerity on his face.

“Can I have some time to think about this?” I asked. “This is big, and I don’t want to rush into anything.”

“Of course, sweetheart. Take all the time you want.” He brought my hand up to his lips and kissed the inside of my wrist, where my pulse fluttered just beneath the skin. That brush of his lips was enough to coax a small whimper from my lips. “How about we order dinner and enjoy the rest of our night?”

I smiled and nodded. “That sounds like the perfect idea.”

“Good. Now why don’t you see what you can do to catch Dante’s attention?” he said, flashing me a teasing wink.

I laughed and gently tapped his ankle under the table with my foot, then waved over to Dante, who came rushing over to take our order.
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Chapter Six
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Sophia:

“So, what are we doing here?” Ben asked me, a confused smile on his lips.

“We’ve come to visit Lake Garda, my love. Isn’t it natural for us to spend time out on the actual lake?”

I glanced over at Nico on his boat and wiggled my fingers at him in a little wave.

“That’s not what I mean, and you know it, Sophia. Is this because of our conversation last night?”

I took a deep breath, not entirely sure myself why I’d surprised my husband with another boat ride with Nico today.

“Maybe that conversation did play a part in this. I’m curious about what you suggested, and so I thought we could go out on the boat with Nico and just see what happens.”

Ben nodded his head slowly, watching my face. “Did that conversation excite you, sweetheart?”

I felt my face start to burn as I tried to work out how to answer that question. In the end, I decided to go with honesty. After all, Ben had been brave enough to open up about his feelings yesterday, so he deserved the same in return.

“Yes,” I whispered softly. “It did excite me. I can’t promise anything will happen, Ben. But I’m intrigued enough to come out on a boat ride to see how comfortable I feel with the things you suggested.”

My husband smiled down at me and pulled me into his arms, whispering into my ear. “Thank you, Sophia. And everything can move at your pace, including deciding whether anything happens at all. But just know that if you do feel comfortable enough to let something happen with him, you absolutely have my blessing. Okay?”

I nodded, my cheek rubbing against his chest as I did so. “Okay,” I whispered. “Thank you.”

With a smile on my face, I pulled back from his embrace and took hold of Ben’s hand, pulling him towards the boat. He followed, and we both boarded the boat.

Today, Nico greeted me with a hug and a kiss on each cheek. The scent of his cologne enveloped me along with the heat of his body, and I felt a definite flutter between my thighs. And when I pulled back, I knew I must be blushing, judging by the heat I felt emanating from my face.

“It’s good to see you both again,” he said in his deep, thick Italian accent. Even though he’d addressed us both, his attention was firmly on me, and I suddenly found it hard to take a breath.

Then Ben was by my side, his arm wrapping around my waist to give me a gentle squeeze, offering his support. “It’s good to see you, too, Nico,” Ben replied with his usual confidence, holding out his hand to the other man.

Something about his casual confidence soothed me. He was completely comfortable in this situation, with no fears at all about what might happen. If he could be that sure about our love for one another, then so could I.

I smiled at Nico, holding his gaze for the longest time. My heart was pounding and my mouth had gone dry. In that instant, I knew it was useless trying to deny I felt an attraction towards him. It didn’t come close to the soul deep connection I felt with Ben. But it was a primal, physical attraction.

“Let’s get going, shall we?” Nico asked, and I simply nodded my head, unable to speak.

Ben pulled me over to the bench we’d sat on yesterday when we had fucked right in front of Nico, and I cuddled against his side. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the Italian man as my mind raced, wondering what I should do.

But then I felt Ben’s hand on my thigh, his thumb gently stroking back and forth against my bare skin. “Relax,” he whispered in my ear. “I can hear your panicked thoughts from here. Do you need me to help you relax?”

Even though I wasn’t sure what he had in mind, I nodded my head, trusting him to take care of me.

He smiled at me and ran his hand higher up my leg, sliding my skirt up so he could brush his fingers against the front of my panties. I gasped softly as his touch created an intense tingling sensation at my core.

Despite the fact there was no way Nico could have heard from his spot at the front of the boat, he turned his head as soon as the gasp had escaped me. His eyes met mine for a brief moment before his gaze travelled downward to where Ben’s hand was hidden by my skirt.

He turned off the engine of the boat, leaving us to drift out in the middle of the lake, and he walked towards us, sitting on the bench on the other side of me.

“May I?” he asked, reaching out but leaving his hand hovering just above my other leg without actually touching me.

I looked at Ben, feeling as if I still needed his permission, and he smiled at me.

“Sweetheart, if you want it, say yes. If you don’t, then that’s okay, too. There is no pressure here.” He turned his attention towards the other man before continuing. “Is there, Nico?”

“No, no, no,” Nico said, shaking his head emphatically. “No pressure at all. If you would enjoy it, I would love to spend time exploring your beautiful body. But I would never want you to feel as if you can’t say no to me.”

With one man either side of me, both of them being so tender and caring, something melted inside of me. I did want this, and I trusted them both.

I gave them both a shy smile before taking hold of Nico’s hand and guiding it down to my thigh. A growl rumbled through him as he curled his fingertips slightly to grip the firm flesh of my leg. It felt oddly possessive; but then he released his grip and began gently caressing my thigh.

Ben continued to tease my pussy with his fingers, my lace panties growing more damp as I relaxed into the attention of both of men.

Nico traced his hand gently up my body until he was cupping one breast in his hand, squeezing it gently. At the same time, Ben found the swollen bud of my clit with his exploring fingertips.

A moan escaped me and I writhed helplessly as I tried to arch into the touches all over my body. Nico brushed his thumb back and forth against my nipple, causing it to harden and send pleasurable sensations down to my clit, where Ben’s touch already had me trying to grind myself against his hand.

When my entire body was thrumming with arousal, it was hard to remember why I’d been nervous about this. Having both of them touch me at the same time was heavenly.

Nico pulled his hand away from my tit, leaving me missing the warmth of his touch. But he took hold of the thin strap of my dress and pulled it down my arm, baring my breast to him.

“Mmm,” he moaned. “So beautiful.” He cupped my aching flesh once more, tracing the pad of his thumb in a circle around my nipple without ever touching it, making that little button grow painfully hard.

I arched my back, trying to guide his touch to my aching nipple, but he moved with me. A soft groan of frustration escaped me, but then I felt Ben tug my panties to one side so he could slide a finger into my wet sheath, distracting me from the torment of Nico’s teasing.

“God,” he groaned. “She’s so wet, Nico. I think she’s enjoying this.”

The Italian man chuckled. “I should hope she is enjoying it. I know I am, too.”

Nico lowered his head, flicking his tongue against my hard nipple to send jolts of pleasure racing through my body. Then he sucked that sensitive bud into his mouth, suckling on it while occasionally grazing his teeth against it. My moans were flowing freely now while they both showered my body with attention.

Ben fucked me slowly with his finger, making my pussy quiver around him with its need for pleasure. I rolled my hips, working myself against that digit, while Nico continued to lavish my nipple with licks and nibbles.

My entire body was on fire with lust, and feeling more confident now, I reached out to either side of me, running my hands over the bulges they were both displaying in the front of their shorts. The sounds of their moans were perhaps the sexiest sounds I’d ever heard as I caressed their hard flesh through their clothing.

I could feel them throbbing, and my craving to please them both suddenly became overwhelming.

“There... there’s something I need,” I whimpered.

“What is it, Sophia?” Nico growled softly in my ear. “Tell us what you need.”

Despite the arousal moving through me, I couldn’t find the courage to say it out loud, so I would have to show them. I slipped down onto my knees in front of Nico, looking up at him as I unfastened his shorts.

Ben moaned and reached out to stroke my hair gently. “You look so beautiful on your knees for him like that, Sophia. You want to suck his cock, don’t you?”

I moaned softly and nodded my head, while reaching into Nico’s shorts to gently pull his cock free.

Nico grinned down at me. “Good girl. I can’t wait to feel your mouth on my cock.”

A shiver ran down my spine when he called me a good girl. Perhaps because he was older than both Ben and I, by about twenty years, if I had to guess, there was an eagerness to please him, and to earn his approval. The praise sent a rush of warmth straight down between my thighs.

As if he saw the effect his words had on me, Nico’s brown eyes darkened and he nodded his head, giving me permission to please him in the way I desired.
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Chapter Seven
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Ben:

Sophia leaned closer between Nico’s leg, with her hand wrapped gently around the base of his shaft. Both Nico and I groaned when she flicked her tongue against the engorged head of his cock, as if to take an experimental taste. Judging by the whimpers she made, she liked the result of that experiment.

I leaned back against the side of the boat, enjoying the sight of her on her knees for another man. My dick was throbbing, but I left it ignored in my shorts, preferring to focus on my wife for a while longer.

Sophia looked up at Nico for the longest time, and I had to wonder if she was having second thoughts. I know that if I were him, I would have had trouble waiting so long to feel that mouth on my cock. The man must have the patience of a saint, as far as I was concerned.

Finally, my wife leaned forward and took the head of Nico’s cock into her mouth, suckling gently on that swollen tip for a few seconds before sliding her lips further down his length. Nico let out a long, low moan, and my dick twitched as I watched, wanting some of that same attention. 

“That feels so damn good, Sophia,” Nico groaned, as he reached out to her, tangling his fingers into her hair to pull her further down onto his cock. She moaned loudly around him, and I knew she was enjoying the way he took control.

I reached down to slide a hand in the front of my shorts, casually stroking my erection as I continued to watch.

Sophia turned her head slightly, meeting my gaze even as she stroked her lips up and down Nico’s hard cock.

“You’re doing such a good job, sweetheart,” I moaned. “You look so fucking sexy with his dick in your mouth. I know I’m not going to be able to stop thinking about this for a very long time.”

I watched as her eyelids fluttered closed and she began sucking more vigorously on his hard rod, taking him deeper into her mouth with each downward stroke of her lips. Apparently, Nico wasn’t able to hold back any longer, and he began lifting his hips up from the bench, gently fucking her mouth while he kept his grip on her hair. His moans were growing louder, and his dick was throbbing as it moved in and out of my wife’s mouth. 

“Touch yourself for me, beautiful,” Nico commanded, and Sophia quickly obeyed, lifting her skirt with one hand while she rubbed at her pussy through her panties with the other.

Even from here, I could see the wet patch on her panties as she rubbed eagerly over her clit, and I had to hold back a moan of my own.

Unable to resist any longer, I unfastened my shorts and pulled out my cock, jerking it roughly as I let myself get swept up in the sexy scene happening right in front of me. Sophia was sucking almost desperately now, occasionally making herself gag as she tried taking him too deep too quickly.

Just when I thought Nico was about to feed her with his cum, he pulled her up off his cock and leaned down to brush his lips against hers for a brief moment.

“Is your sweet little cunt wet for me, Sophia?” he asked, his voice a low growl. And when she nodded, he let out a moan. “Good girl. And do you want me to fill that wet pussy of yours?”

Sophia looked over at me again, and I leaned down to press a kiss to her forehead. “Remember, sweetheart, if you want this, you have my blessing. One hundred per cent.”

She whimpered and nodded, then looked up at Nico once more. “I do,” she said, the words coming out on a soft moan. “I want you to fill me, Nico.”

He growled softly and reached down to grab the bottom hem of her dress before pulling the garment off over her head. Now she was kneeling only in her little lace panties, her bare breasts heaving as she breathed heavily.

Then Nico stood for a moment, stepping out of his shorts before laying on his back on the floor and pulling Sophia closer. She straddled his waist, and I could see his cock throbbing insistently against her cunt; except there was still a layer of lace protecting that wet hole.

“Slide down onto me,” he growled as he tugged her panties to the side.

I moved off the bench too, choosing to sit close to Nico’s head so I would have the perfect view of my wife as she took another man deep inside of her for the first time. Sophia lowered herself down slowly, letting out a moan as she did so, and I could see her pretty pink folds stretching wide around him.

A groan escaped me, and I jerked my cock faster, feeling the pleasure building up inside me as she began moving on his cock, slowly at first, then building up the pace until she was slamming down hard onto him.

“Yes,” I moaned. “That’s it, sweetheart. Ride him hard. Make yourself cum for us.”

“Fuck, yes,” Nico grunted. “I want you cumming on my cock, Sophia. Let me feel you cum.”

He gripped her hips hard, pulling her down mercilessly onto his cock over and over, driving his hips up from the floor to meet her thrusts. It wasn’t long before she was crying out with an orgasm, her body convulsing with the force of her pleasure. Each thrust created wet sounds as her pussy flooded with the evidence of her climax.

But Nico didn’t even stop then. He kept fucking her hard, slamming up into her pussy hard enough to make her bounce on his dick. Sophia kept her eyes on me, and I felt the connection between us even as Nico groaned and began filling her with cum. His thrusts became even more forceful as he took what he needed and pushed Sophia over the edge into another orgasm.

Their loud cries filled the air, along with the sound of flesh slapping together at a frantic pace. I could only watch as my wife let go completely with another man, surrendering completely to the pleasure he gave her so willingly.

My cock was throbbing in my hand as I stroked it, trying to keep pace with their thrusts. Precum was leaking, making my entire shaft slippery, and I could feel my own orgasm getting closer. Before I could reach it, though, Sophia leaned over to me, placing one hand on Nico’s chest while wrapping the other one around my shaft to stroke me.

The feel of her soft, warm hand around my throbbing dick was enough to make my cock erupt, with rope after rope of cum shooting from the tip to cover the wooden floor of the boat. I moaned loudly, pumping my hips to work myself into her hand, thrusting until I was completely spent.

Sophia smiled at me before pressing her lips against mine briefly. When she pulled back, she lowered her head to give Nico a gentle kiss too.

I let out a deep breath and realised I was trembling all over. That was one of the most intensely erotic scenes I’d ever witnessed, and I had a feeling I would be wanting more of it soon.
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Chapter Eight
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Sophia:

I was grateful once we got back to our hotel so I could have some alone time with my husband. While I’d really enjoyed the time with Nico on the boat, I now felt needy for my husband’s attention. Not necessarily in a sexual way, but I needed to know he wasn’t mad at me. I guess the feeling that was niggling away in my chest was guilt, and I hoped he would make that go away.

Ben took me into his arms and held me close, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead, and I felt a heavy breath rush out of me.

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” he whispered against my hair.

I nodded my head, wrapping my arms around his waist to hold on tightly to him. “I am. But I feel a bit guilty about what I did. Is that silly?”

Ben gently tugged me onto the bed with him, pulling me into his embrace once we were laid down. I rested my head on his chest, letting the steady rhythm of his heart settle my nerves.

“No, I don’t think that’s silly at all, Sophia,” he said. “Not that you have any reason to feel guilty at all. It’s not like you were sneaking off to cheat with someone behind my back. I was there with you, wanting you to enjoy yourself while I watched. Everything that happened was with my blessing. You didn’t do anything wrong, sweetheart.”

I squeezed my arms tighter around his waist, clinging to him like a lifeline. “So, did you really enjoy watching it, Ben?” I asked. “Please be honest.”

Ben smiled and reached up to brush my hair out of my face, then looked deep into my eyes. “I didn’t just enjoy it, sweetheart. I absolutely loved it. It was the most sensual thing I have ever witnessed in my life. And this is coming from a guy who has watched a lot of porn.” He grinned playfully at me, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

We both went quiet for a few minutes, just holding each other as we got lost in our thoughts.

“So you’re not mad at me for what I did, Ben?” I finally asked. Sure, he said that he’d enjoyed it, but there was a part of me that needed a direct answer to that question. And I figured the only way to get that was to ask.

“Not even a little bit, Sophia. I love you, and everything about today was perfect. But what about you, sweetheart? Did you enjoy it?” I felt my face turn hot, and Ben chuckled. “Okay then, I’m just going to assume that blush of yours means you enjoyed it but are too shy to say it. Please do correct me if I’m wrong.”

He grinned at me, and when I didn’t say anything after a few moments, he laughed. “But that’s good, Sophia. I wanted you to enjoy it. Do you have any idea how much I would have hated for you to feel forced into doing something you didn’t want to do, just because I’d said it was something that turned me on? I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself. So don’t be shy about the fact you enjoyed it, sweetheart, because I need to know that you did.”

His words shocked me a bit. I hadn’t really considered that maybe he’d feel like he was forcing me into anything. The idea that he’d be mad at me for cheating had stopped me from realising that he might be dealing with other feelings about what had happened.

I pressed my lips gently to his. “I didn’t feel forced at all, Ben,” I said. “In fact, the way you were both so patient with me was one of the things that made me feel comfortable. I wanted it to happen, but only because you were there with me. If I’d been on my own, I think the guilt would have been too much, but having you with me made it exciting. Because I could see you were enjoying it, too.”

Ben’s lips curled up into a grin. “I wouldn’t have missed it for the world, Sophia. Watching you cum as hard as you did for another man was wild. I’ve always known I had an exhibitionist streak, but I guess over the last couple of days, I’ve come to realise I have voyeuristic tendencies too.”

He stroked my cheek gently, before trailing his hand down my side, brushing against the side of my breast for the briefest moment before carrying on down to my hip.

“Watching you with him made me want you even more than I already did, Sophia,” he said, his voice gruff and deep with emotion.

The way he said those words created a flutter of arousal deep in the pit of my stomach, and I squeezed my thighs together in an attempt to quell the sudden ache that had appeared between them. As if he could see what I was doing, Ben slipped his hand between my thighs to cup my mound. I let out a moan and pushed my hips forward, pressing myself more firmly against his palm.

“God, your panties are so wet, sweetheart.”

For the second time during the conversation, I felt my face burn, and I watched as realisation dawned on him.

“It’s Nico’s cum, isn’t it? It’s leaking out to soak your panties?”

I whimpered and nodded, squirming even more against his hand when he let out a deep moan. He pushed my panties down and slid a finger into my soaked pussy, and I spread my legs even wider for him.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “It’s so hot knowing there’s still a part of him inside you, Sophia.”

“But what about you?” I whispered. “I need you inside me, too.”

Ben pulled his finger out of me and grabbed my hand, guiding it towards his crotch. He was rock hard, throbbing in his shorts, and I moaned softly.

“Is that what you want, sweetheart?” he growled softly against my ear as he pushed me onto my back and rolled on top of me.

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned. My hand was still trapped between our bodies, my hand on his cock.

He reached down between us, unfastening his shorts while I continued to caress his cock. I craved it too much to let go of it for long. As soon as he’d worked open the button and zip, I reached inside his shorts, wrapping my hand around his hot, hard flesh to gently pull it free of his clothes.

I couldn’t wait any longer for him, so I guided the head of his cock to my slick entrance, and moaned as he pushed inside me, stretching me with his hard cock. His lips found mine, and I kissed him with both tenderness and passion.

After my time with Nico, I was more desperate for my husband than I’d ever been. But not just in the physical way. I needed to know that he still loved me and wanted me after what I’d done.

Ben rocked his hips, pushing deep into my body with each thrust, his movements speaking of a gentle urgency of his own. I moaned as my pussy stretched to take him easily within me, and I wrapped my legs around him to keep him close.

“I love you, Ben,” I whimpered against his lips.

As if he could sense how badly I needed him, he gripped my wrists and held them down against the pillows, while pinning me with the weight of his body. A shiver of longing ran down my spine, feeling him above me and so deep inside me.

“I love you too, sweetheart. I love you with all my heart and nothing could ever change that.”

Ben began thrusting harder and deeper, making me cry out each time he filled me with his entire length. And soon enough, I was spiralling into a haze of lust that consumed me, keeping me focused on nothing but the way my husband made me feel with every thrust and every kiss.

The pleasure built up inside me until I couldn’t contain it any longer, and I gripped him even more tightly with my legs as an intense climax rocked my body. I shuddered and moaned, while my pussy squeezed around his cock so the swollen head rubbed against every pleasure centre in that tight channel.

At the same time, Ben moaned and tensed above me, and I could feel his cock pulsing wildly inside me as he filled me with his cum. Our bodies moved together perfectly in synch until our needs were fully sated, and then he rolled off me and pulled me close once more.

“Thank you for letting me have the time with Nico today, love,” I whispered against his chest. “It was fun and special, and I’m glad we took the chance to try it.”

Ben kissed my forehead tenderly. “Does that mean you want to do it again, Sophia?” he asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe. I guess.”

He chuckled and held me tighter. “Try not to sound too enthusiastic about it, sweetheart. I might get jealous.”

I laughed and rolled my eyes. “Well, that is exactly the thing I’m worried about, love.”

“Well, you don’t need to be. I would happily share you with anyone who caught your eye, so long as I get to watch you.”

I smiled softly and felt another blush heat my face. “Then maybe it would be fun to do something like that again. Maybe with Nico.” I paused, unsure whether I should say the next part. But I took a deep breath to gather my courage and said it, anyway. “Or maybe with Dante.”

Ben’s eyes widened momentarily in surprise, then a wide grin spread across his face. “Oh, I’m fairly certain I could talk Dante into it, seeing as he seems smitten with you. Leave it with me, sweetheart, and I’ll fix something up for you.”
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Chapter Nine
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Ben:

Later that night, Sophia and I were sitting outside a bar, sipping glasses of cold sparkling water while we looked out over the lake. She seemed deep in thought, and I took her hand in mine.

“Are you okay?” I asked, giving her hand a gentle squeeze.

Sophia stayed quiet for a moment, looking out over the lake that sparkled with the reflections of light coming from the buildings all around it. “I am,” she finally answered. “It’s just that life has been a bit of a whirlwind recently, you know? The last couple of weeks before the wedding were stressful, with all the preparation that needed to be done. Then the actual wedding. And travelling for the honeymoon. And now this, on top of everything else. Don’t get me wrong, I’m happier than I’ve ever been. But it’s been a lot to process, both mentally and emotionally.”

I nodded my head. “I know how you feel. It has been an intense couple of weeks, sweetheart. But at least you are happy.”

She turned to look at me, a radiant smile on her face. “I really am.”

“What a surprise!” came a familiar voice. “Imagine seeing you here!”

I grinned as I turned and saw Dante approaching our table, while Sophia squeaked and squeezed my hand.

“Hey Dante. Want to come join us for a drink?” I asked, enjoying Sophia’s surprise a little too much.

“Is that okay with you, Sophia?” he asked my wife, and she quickly nodded her head.

“I... ummm... sure,” Sophia replied when she finally regained the ability to speak. “Of course you can join us, Dante.”

He sat down in the chair on the other side of my wife, and she blushed an adorable shade of red.

“Okay, I have to admit something,” I said to Sophia with a sheepish grin. She turned to look at me, the corners of her lips beginning to curl upwards a little. “I kind of invited Dante here tonight, so we can chat to him and get to know him a little better.”

Sophia laughed. “Really? I would never have realised that if you hadn’t told me.” She flashed me a teasing grin.

“I guess if Ben is being honest, Sophia, then I should be too,” said Dante, and we both looked over at him curiously. “When your husband told me why he wanted us to get to know one another, I was very intrigued. And excited.”

I heard a small whimper escape from my wife, and she shifted slightly in her chair the way she always did when she was getting excited herself.

Sophia glanced over at me, then back at Dante, before reaching out to take his hand. He gave her a dazzling smile, and I felt a stirring deep in the pit of my stomach as I watched them staring into each other’s eyes.

“Maybe we should go back to our hotel room and get to know each other there instead?” she suggested in a quiet voice, looking to me for approval.

“Only if you’re sure, sweetheart?”

She chuckled softly. “We’re all adults here, Ben. And we all know it’s going to happen. So maybe there is no need for the big lead up to the inevitable?”

I grinned at her, enjoying this newfound confidence she seemed to have. “Okay, if that’s what you’d prefer, we can do that. Right, Nico?”

“Oh absolutely. I do like the way you think, Sophia.”

My wife giggled. “Thank you. Let’s go then.”

She rose up from her chair and wrapped an arm around my waist as the three of us walked back to the hotel together. I dipped my head to whisper in her ear. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“Definitely,” Sophia replied. “Our time together this afternoon helped me realise that this is something we both want, so I don’t feel any guilt tonight. Plus, this is our honeymoon, so it’s supposed to be fun, right?” She grinned at me, and I kissed the top of her head. 

“That’s right, sweetheart. So let’s go have some fun.”

*****
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It didn’t take us long to get back to the hotel, and we quickly snuck to our room with Dante. While we were in another country, I wasn’t worried if anybody saw us going into a hotel room with another man because we weren’t likely to be bumping into anybody we knew. But we were conscious of the fact that this was Dante’s place of work.

Once we were back in our room, Sophia wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed a kiss to my lips.

“I’m going to go to Dante now, Ben,” she said, her voice soft, and I knew she was giving me an opportunity to stop her if I wanted to.

But there was no way in hell I wanted that.

“Good,” I told her, with a smile on my face. “I’m looking forward to watching this.”

I stepped away from Sophia and walked over to the chair that was in the corner of the room, and I settled in to watch the show. My wife gave a nervous little giggle as she walked over to Dante. 

“Hi,” she said, giving him a shy smile.

Dante chuckled and reached out to my wife, gently holding her waist and pulling her towards him. My wife melded her body against his, wrapping her arms around his neck and guiding his head down to hers so their lips could meet.

My dick pulsed inside my pants as I watched them. It was a slow and sensual kiss, their lips and tongues moving together in a way that soon had Sophia moaning. It was such a fucking sexy sound, although I knew it was only the beginning.

Dante glided a hand up the side of her body, cupping her breast gently in his palm. She arched her spine, showing how eager she was for his touch by pushing herself more firmly into his palm. He moaned and broke the kiss, cupping both of her voluptuous tits in his hands and squeezing them together.

After taking a moment to admire the way a generous amount of cleavage spilled out over the low neckline of her dress, Dante dipped his head and began licking and kissing along the deep valley of her cleavage.

Sophia dropped her head back, letting out a long, low moan as she enjoyed the other man’s touch, and I had to reach down to grip my rock hard cock through my pants as I watched. Every little thing my wife did always happened with a natural sensuality that I wasn’t even sure she realised she possessed. I could happily watch her like this for the rest of my life.

With fervent touches, Dante tugged the dress down lower, and Sophia’s perfect breasts spilled out over the top. As soon as they were free, the Italian man brought his mouth to her nipple, sucking urgently on the hard little bud. I groaned as I saw a shiver of pleasure run down my wife’s spine, and I gripped my cock tighter through my pants, knowing that I needed relief, but wanting to wait until the action had really started before I allowed myself that luxury.

Sophia gripped the back of Dante’s head, keeping him against her breast, and her breathing grew erratic. He pushed her back towards the bed, guiding her to lie down on it all while he kept his attention firmly on her tits, moving back and forth between them to lavish those luscious curves with equal attention.

At the same time, Sophia moved her hands between their bodies, unfastening Dante’s pants and reaching in to grasp his cock. She let out a soft gasp as she took hold of him, and when she freed his dick from his pants, I could see why. He was bigger than both Nico and I, and I knew we were the only two men she’d fucked up until tonight.

I could see the excitement on her face as she stroked him, feeling him grow bigger and harder in her hand.

“Oh, Dante,” she moaned, and the breathy sound of her voice made me have to bite back a groan. “I need you inside me, Dante.”

From my spot in the corner of the room, I could hear him moaning, the sound muffled by her breast against his lips. He let the stiff nipple slide free of his mouth, taking that hard bud between his teeth for a brief moment to give it a tug.

“Not yet, Sophia,” he growled. “I haven’t finished exploring the rest of your body with my mouth yet.”

He lifted the skirt up around her waist, then helped her sit up so he could pull her dress up over her head. Now my wife was wearing nothing but her panties, but in a heartbeat, Dante had laid her back down and taken those off as well.

The Italian man knelt on the floor beside the bed, his eyes filled with lust as he looked at Sophia’s pussy for the first time. The hunger I saw in his eyes for my wife was intensely erotic. I loved her getting this kind of attention, whether it was from me or someone else. Sophia deserved to be worshipped and adored.

When Dante lowered his head to that spot between her thighs and began lapping at her wet slit in a way that quickly had my wife moaning and writhing on the bed, I knew I couldn’t wait any longer. I opened my pants and pulled out my cock, groaning with relief as I wrapped my hand around it.

With Dante’s head blocking my view, I couldn’t see exactly what he was doing, but I could hear his voracious licking, and Sophia’s moans let me know he was hitting the right spot.

I leaned back in my chair, grunting as I pumped my hand vigorously up and down my shaft, feeling it throbbing wildly in my tight grip. Even from here, I could hear how wet she was as Dante lapped at her dripping centre. It was obvious she was getting close from the loud moans and the wild thrashing, and I couldn’t tear my gaze away from her. She was so damn hot.

Dante reached up and mauled her tits in both hands, pinching and tugging on the hard nipples with his fingers. That, along with his mouth on her cunt, was enough to send her over the edge. Sophia reached down to grab the back of his head, holding him in place even as her thighs closed together. Fuck, he was trapped right there between her thighs, and judging by the sounds he was making, he loved being there just as much as I always did.

Sophia’s cries of pleasure were loud in the room, and her body shuddered intensely as she got swept away in her climax. As I watched, I kept stroking my cock, feeling my own orgasm rushing towards me. But I released my hold on my dick, leaving it throbbing and dripping precum as I forced myself to hold off a little longer.

Once Sophia was laid limp on the bed, gasping for air, Dante stood and began stripping off his clothes, staring down at my wife with a dark look in his eyes, which made me think she was about to be fucked hard. He moved quickly, eager to shed his clothing so he could take what he needed from my wife. I definitely couldn’t blame him for that. It was hard to control my own urges to do the same.

“You tasted so damn sweet, Sophia. And if I had more time, I’d stay there and keep feasting on you, but right now, I need to be inside you too badly.”

My wife held out her arms to him while spreading her thighs wide. “I need you too, Nico. Fuck me. Please.”

I moaned, and Sophia looked over at me for a brief moment, the love for me shining through in her eyes even as she begged another man to fuck her. Damn, I honestly didn’t know if I could love Sophia any more than I did at that moment. Loving and insanely sexy all wrapped up in one package was an intoxicating mix.

Dante climbed on top of Sophia and slid his hard cock straight into her welcoming cunt. My own dick throbbed as I watched, wanting to be in that warm, wet hole, so I took hold of it and started stroking again.

The Italian man bucked his hips hard, slamming deep inside my wife while she writhed beneath him, trying to lift her hips to take him even deeper. Their movements were wild and frantic, with Dante’s loud, primal grunts filling the room as he took Sophia with a desperate urgency.

I stroked faster, feeling the pressure building up and knowing I was so fucking close to exploding. Sophia looked over at me, her eyes wide as she shook her head.

“No, Ben,” she moaned. “I want to take care of you afterwards. Please wait for me.”

“God, it’s going to be torture waiting any longer, sweetheart,” I said with a laugh, trying to hide my groan of frustration. I let go of my cock, but it was still so fucking hard I couldn’t guarantee that just watching her with Dante wasn’t going to send me over the edge.

When Sophia knew I was no longer jerking off, she turned her attention back to Dante, reaching down to grab his ass cheeks so she could pull him deeper inside with a frantic lust. I could already see red lines marking his ass cheeks from her long nails, and her actions only seemed to make him thrust even harder.

Suddenly, Sophia screamed out, her body tensing then shuddering beneath Dante as she succumbed to another orgasm. Dante’s thrusts grew erratic as he threw his head back and let out a huge moan, while he no doubt filled my wife’s cunt with a huge load of cum.

He collapsed on top of her when he was done and kissed her lips gently before rolling off her. “Go to your husband,” he said with a small smile on his lips. “Make it good for him as a thank you for letting me spend the evening with you.”

He grinned over at me and winked, and I laughed. “Thank you. Although after watching you two, I’m so fucking turned on there is no way this could be anything other than a mind-blowing orgasm.”

Dante grinned and rolled onto his side, resting his head on his hand while he watched Sophia slip off the bed and crawl to me. As soon as she reached me, she took my dick into the wet heat of her mouth. It was already throbbing wildly, threatening to explode inside her mouth after only a few seconds of her hungry sucking.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned. “That feels so damn good, sweetheart. I’m not going to be able to last long. I got so worked up watching you with Dante.”

She lifted her gaze to look up at me as she began sucking even harder, sliding her lips all the way down to the base of my cock until she was choking on it, then bringing them back to the tip, repeating that motion until I could no longer hold back.

I grabbed the back of Sophia’s head, holding her down on my cock as my body shuddered and ropes of cum spurted down her throat. Loud moans escaped me as the most intense climax took its hold. My hips bucked, pushing my dick deeper down her throat, feeding her every bit of my pleasure. She sucked and moaned around my hard flesh, sending pleasurable vibrations all through me.

When I’d fed her as much as I could, I released my hold on her and leaned down to kiss her softly. The salty taste of my cum coated her lips and tongue, but I didn’t care. Then she climbed up into my lap and I wrapped my arms around my wife, holding her close.
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Chapter Ten
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Sophia:

“You were absolutely right, Ben,” I said with a wide smile on my face. “A day alone in the hotel room, focusing on each other, was exactly what I needed today.

I stretched out, enjoying the comfort of still laying in bed at two in the afternoon, after eating lunch which had been delivered by room service. Ben and I had already made love twice that morning, and I had a suspicion he had plans for more of that as the day wore on.

Not that I minded that, of course. I was enjoying all of his amorous attention.

“Of course I was right, sweetheart,” he said, a playful grin teasing at the corners of his lips. “I always am, right?”

I giggled and looked at him for a moment, before pasting a sweet smile on my face. “Of course, love. You’re always right. You almost never get anything wrong.”

Ben laughed and lunged, rolling me over onto my back while he got on top of me. I was still naked under the thin cotton sheet, and his sudden weight on top of me had created a heat between my thighs that had me squirming.

“I didn’t hear you disagreeing with me this morning when I was fucking you hard, Sophia,” he growled softly against my earlobe. “In fact, I remember you screaming yes and agreeing with me enthusiastically several times.”

A flush coloured my cheeks, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to giggle from the embarrassment or whimper as I was flooded with memories of how many times he had made me cum already today.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and nibbled gently at his earlobe. “You could always try to make me agree enthusiastically again if you want, love,” I said, trying to keep a straight face.

A throaty chuckle rumbled against my ear. “I think you are just getting greedy now, Sophia.”

Ben pushed his hips against me, letting me feel how hard he was again, and I couldn’t help but whimper loudly. Perhaps he liked it when I was greedy.

“Maybe I am,” I whispered, grinning softly. “After all, you have thoroughly spoiled me with attention so far on our honeymoon.”

“I like spoiling you. And I especially like watching you with Nico and Dante while they spoil you.”

A low moan escaped me as my husband reminded me about the wild things I’d done since we had arrived in Italy.

“It has been fun,” I admitted, suddenly feeling a little shy about everything that had happened.

“Well, we’ve still got a few more days left here for even more fun if you want,” Ben said, before pressing a gentle kiss against my lips.

“What are you thinking?” I asked, feeling curious. “Maybe one more time with each of them before we go home? That might be a nice way to say goodbye to them.”

“Possibly. And I agree. That would be a special way to say goodbye to them after they were such a special part of our honeymoon. As well as one more hot memory for the both of us when we return home.”

“Okay,” I agreed, suddenly worried I’d sounded a little too eager. “We could arrange something.”

Ben grinned softly down at me, then kissed the tip of my nose. “I could organise something. Do you trust me to set up something?”

“Of course,” I said with a giggle. “I trust you completely. Plus, you are the more extroverted one of us. If I tried to plan something like that in advance, I’d probably mess it up and they’d run away screaming.”

He laughed and shook his head. “No chance of that, sweetheart. Have you seen how gorgeous you look?”

“Stop it!” I replied, rolling my eyes but unable to stop grinning at the compliment. “You’re just biased because I am the one who cooks dinner every night when we’re at home.”

It was Ben’s turn to roll his eyes. “I can assure you it’s not just your cooking skills that I lust after. Have you even seen these beauties lately?” he asked, bringing a hand up to cup one of my breasts. 

His touch sent instant tingles running through my body, and my nipples hardened against the palm of his hand through the thin sheet. For a brief moment, he released his hold on my flesh so he could tug the sheet down to my waist, revealing both breasts to his hungry gaze.

Ben lowered his head to take one nipple into his mouth, and I let out a soft moan while arching and pushing against his lips. He sucked and licked on the hard little bud until I was writhing helplessly and holding him against my breast with a hand on the back of his head.

My toes curled as he sent tendrils of pleasure sneaking through my body with his tongue. After a few long minutes, he turned his attention to the other nipple, taking his time to make that one just as hard as the first. Each flick of his tongue, and each graze of his teeth, sent a shiver of arousal running down my spine and caused an intense heat to pool between my thighs.

It wasn’t long before my hips were bucking beneath him, trying to grind against my husband in an attempt to find some relief. But it was no good. Every time I found a position where I could build a delicious friction against my aching flesh, Ben would move, denying me what I needed.

When I heard a chuckle vibrating against my nipple, I groaned softly. “You’re so wicked,” I said, making a sound that was somewhere between a laugh and a sob. “Please stop teasing me, love. You’re making me so needy.”

Ben bit down gently on the nipple in his mouth and gave it a sharp tug before he released it. “Fine. I suppose I could stop teasing you, sweetheart.”

He kept his eyes on mine as he kissed his way down my body, making me wriggle in anticipation of how far down those kisses might go. When he tugged the sheet down even lower to expose my bare sex, relief flooded me. I would be willing to do just about anything to feel his mouth on my pussy right now.

I couldn’t tear my gaze away from him as he brushed his lips tenderly against each thigh, slowly moving higher and higher.

“Please,” I moaned once more, as he seemed to be taking forever to reach his destination.

For a brief second, Ben’s lips curled up into a wicked grin and he winked up at me, and then his mouth was on my pussy, licking and sucking along wet folds as if he was starved for the wetness coating my flesh. I moaned loudly and bucked my hips, grinding myself against his lips.

It seemed even he’d lost patience with the teasing as he brought his mouth directly to my clit, sucking that sensitive button straight into his mouth. That suction felt so damn good, and pleasure coursed through my body, quickly moving towards an inevitable crescendo.

As if that wasn’t enough, Ben pushed two fingers deep into my slick cavern, pumping them hard and fast while he sucked on my clit. The stimulation was almost too much, and as I writhed, I had no idea if I was trying to grind even harder against his mouth and fingers or trying to wriggle away from the intensity of it. Either way, I was lost to the pleasure as it grew and grew within me.

An overwhelming bliss suddenly consumed me, making my entire body quake and tremble. The orgasm washed over me in continuous waves until it grew hard to even draw in a deep breath. But through it all, I gripped my fingers in his hair and tugged roughly, trying to pull him even closer.

Ben didn’t stop using either his mouth or fingers until I was laid in a limp puddle in the middle of the bed, gasping for air and trembling slightly.

“Do you have any idea how beautiful you look when you are in your post-orgasmic glow?” he asked, while moving back up my body once more.

I was too dazed to speak, and I had the impression the grin on my face was probably making me look more than a little goofy in that moment, but I couldn’t help it. My husband had effectively turned me into a puddle of happiness.

He kissed me tenderly, and I could taste my own wetness on his lips when I kissed him back. And I’m almost certain that when he pulled me into his arms and held me close, I fell into a contented sleep, safe in the knowledge that I was loved.
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Chapter Eleven

[image: image]


Sophia:

It was already the last night of our honeymoon. Ben had taken me out for dinner at a restaurant right on the edge of Lake Garda, and then we’d spent about an hour walking hand-in-hand along the water’s edge, reminiscing about our wedding and our time in Italy.

Although it was an amazing evening, I couldn’t help but be a little disappointed that Ben hadn’t organised more time for me with either Nico or Dante before we had to leave. And I didn’t feel as if I could mention it, because it was our honeymoon, so I didn’t want him thinking I’d spent the whole time lusting after other men. Besides, it wasn’t as if I hadn’t enjoyed every single second with my new husband. There was just a part of me that also craved the excitement which had come from him watching me with the other men.

“Penny for your thoughts,” Ben whispered in my ear as we entered the hotel lobby.

I chuckled. “Nothing much. Just feeling a little sad that our honeymoon is almost over. We have to fly back home tomorrow and get back to our normal lives.”

He squeezed my hand. “I know. But it’s been fun and given us a lot of amazing memories, right?”

“Right,” I said, forcing a smile.

We stopped outside the door to our hotel room, and Ben turned to look at me, taking hold of both my hands. “And I might have organised a special surprise for you on our last night, sweetheart.” He grinned and tilted his head towards the door. “Ready to find out who is waiting in there for you?”

A wide smile spread across my face, and I had to hold back a squeal. “There’s someone in there?” I asked, my voice a little too loud in the quiet corridor.

“There is,” he said, laughing.

Ben hadn’t forgotten to arrange something after all. I was curious to see which of the two men he had chosen, though. I would honestly be happy to see either of them in there waiting for me.

My husband released his hold of my hands and stepped back a little, leaving me to open the door. I used the key card and pushed the door open eagerly, pausing with a gasp as I saw both Nico and Dante sat in there having a drink together.

“Oh my god,” was all I could think to say as my mind raced and my body quivered in anticipation of whatever was about to happen. Both of them? I wouldn’t have expected that in a million years.

Both Italian men raised from their seats with wide smiles on their faces. 

“Sophia! Such a pleasure to see you again,” Nico said as he stepped towards me. He took my hand in his and brought it up to his lips, sending little tingles through my body, then he pulled me closer, dipping his head to kiss along the side of my neck.

I let out a happy sigh as I tilted my head, lengthening my neck and exposing it to his lips. As I did so, I looked over at Dante, and the way his eyes darkened with lust as he watched me forced a small whimper from my lips. 

A pair of arms encircled my waist from behind, and Ben pressed his lips against my ear. “Have fun tonight, Sophia. Just relax and enjoy all the attention, and know that I will be loving you and craving you during every moment of it.”

Those whispered words sent a shiver of longing down my spine, but as soon as he’d said them, my husband moved away and settled in the chair that Nico had just vacated.

I wrapped an arm around Nico, whose lips were still teasing along my neck, while he gently caressed one breast in his hand. The attention was already sending an intense heat down to my centre, and it had barely even begun yet.

Holding Dante’s gaze, I held out an arm for him too, beckoning him closer. He moved to stand at my side, and I draped an arm across his shoulders while he leaned down to press his lips against mine. It was a tender kiss, but filled with enough passion to make me melt into him. His hands began roaming my body, one moving down to firmly grab my ass, while the other cupped my other breast.

Being in both their hands was an intoxicating experience, and it wasn’t long before I was moaning and squirming.

Nico lifted his head and gripped my chin, pulling my mouth away from Dante’s so he could claim it instead. I kissed him eagerly, our tongues brushing against one another even as Dante’s hands continued to move over my body, leaving a trail of shivers in his wake.

From the corner of the room, I heard my husband moaning while he watched us. My head was still spinning from the surprise he set up, and now with all the overwhelming sensations from two mouths and two pairs of hands on me, it was hard to believe this was really happening. Being with two men at the same time seemed so naughty, and Ben had happily set it up for me.

As if moving through a perfectly choreographed sequence, Nico moved to step in front of me, while Dante moved behind, and I found myself sandwiched between their powerful bodies. A groan escaped me as Dante pressed his hard cock against the curves of my ass, while the evidence of Nico’s excitement throbbed against my thigh.

I found myself wriggling needily between them, wanting to feel every inch of their bodies pressed up against mine.

A quick glance over at Ben told me he was happy as he watched us. He already had his cock in his hand, stroking it slowly. His eyes were dark as they captured mine, but only for a second as my dress being pulled up over my head shattered that connection.

Standing between them in only my black lace underwear seemed to have me feeling even more wanton. I needed both these men. Desperately. So I reached one hand down in front of me to run it over Nico’s cock and reached behind me to rub Dante’s dick through his pants. All three of us were breathing hard, eager to be closer to one another. A closeness that required them to be wearing far fewer clothes than they were.

Focusing on Nico for a moment, as he was the one standing in front of me, I began unbuttoning his shirt, trying to ignore the way he was staring down at me with a dark storm in his eyes, in case I lost control of myself altogether. Once all the buttons were open, I pushed the shirt off his shoulders and let it fall to the floor. I then got to work discarding his pants and underwear until he was standing naked before me.

With a whimper, I let both my eyes and my hands wander over his dark, toned flesh, enjoying the way his muscles rippled beneath my touch. But I didn’t touch his cock yet. There was still plenty of time for that.

Instead, I turned to face Dante, letting out a soft moan as I felt Nico press against my back, his erection throbbing against my ass cheeks. While I got to work undressing Dante, Nico’s hands were moving over my body, tugging the cups of my bra down so he could cup my breasts and tease the nipples with the pads of his thumbs. Dante couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off those big dark hands as they played over my pale flesh, and when his cock sprung free, it was all too obvious how aroused the sight had made him.

While Nico continued to caress my breasts, pinching gently at the hard nipples to make me gasp and moan, Dante ran his hand down between my thighs to cup my sex. My body moved instinctively, pushing my hips forward to press my aching flesh against his hand. Dante responded by sliding a finger deep into my pussy and pumping it slowly in and out of me.

“She’s so wet, Nico,” he groaned. “It’s going to feel so good when we fuck her. In fact, I’m not sure I can wait.”

“Here, let me help you,” Nico said, leaning down to place his hands on the backs of my thighs to lift my feet clean off the floor. As I leaned back against him, his powerful grip pulled my knees up to my chest while keeping my legs spread wide for Dante.

I felt completely helpless, especially with the way Dante was staring at my dripping sex. He stepped closer to me, his erection in his hand, and pressed the flared head against my folds.

A loud cry of pleasure escaped me as he plunged deep inside my willing body. When he began thrusting into me hard and deep, pushing me back against Nico, I glanced over at Ben once more. His eyes were wide and his face was flushed as he pumped his fist rapidly up and down his hard shaft.

“Fuck, you look amazing, sweetheart,” he grunted through gritted teeth when he realised I was looking over at him. “Does it feel good?”

“So good,” I moaned, as I reached out to grip Dante’s shoulders, clinging to him as his powerful thrusts took my breath away.

With my body trapped between theirs, feeling the heat of their skin against me while being surrounded by their masculine scents, I felt like I was in heaven. And Dante’s impressive cock slamming into me over and over again only made that feeling of celestial bliss feel even more intense.

I gripped his shoulders tighter as I felt the pleasure building up inside me, until it exploded in a tidal wave of ecstasy. My entire body shuddered, and Nico had to tighten his grip on me and pull me back tighter against him to make sure he didn’t drop me while I convulsed with the force of my orgasm.

At the same time, Dante started grunting while he held himself deep inside me, filling me with his warmth. He cupped my face in his hands and kissed me hard, and I moaned against his lips.

Slowly, Dante pulled out of me, and I felt his seed leaking from my well-fucked pussy. I whimpered and tightened my inner muscles, wanting to keep his essence within me for as long as I could, but Nico distracted me with words whispered against my earlobe.

“It’s my turn now, Sophia,” he growled softly in his thick Italian accent. “And having you in my arms while another man fucked you has made me so damn hard.”

I nodded my head quickly and reached up to wrap my arm around his neck. “I need you too, Nico.”

He carried me over to the bed, allowing me another quick look over at Ben in the corner. If the amount of precum dribbling down the length of his cock was any indication, he seemed to be enjoying watching me.

Nico put me down on the bed on my hands and knees, and in an instant, I felt the head of his cock teasing against my folds. I was so fucking wet, both from my own arousal and from Dante’s cum. Nico slid easily inside me, filling and stretching my pussy in the most delicious way.

Unable to help myself, I rocked back and forth, moving on Nico’s cock even as he plunged into me with steady thrusts of his hips. I moaned, feeling my arms and legs trembling as I struggled to support myself. My entire body had been left weak from the climax Dante had given me, and my greedy pussy already felt like it was gearing up for a second.

Nico gripped my hair in his fist and tugged my head back, forcing an arch in my spine while he continued to fuck me hard. It was becoming impossible to hold back my sounds of pleasure and, as if from a distance, I heard myself growing louder and more wild.

But the two Italian men knew exactly how to keep me quiet. Dante climbed onto the bed in front of me, and Nico pushed my head down, guiding my mouth onto the other man’s cock. It was soaked with my juices and his own cum, and I sucked hungrily, finding the combination of flavours intoxicating. Even though he was no longer hard, Dante was still bigger than average, and I sucked greedily to clean him up.

My body rocked back and forth between the two men in time with Nico’s thrusts, and soon enough, I shattered apart once more. My moans were muffled around Dante’s cock, and my entire body tensed, including my pussy, which clenched tight around Nico’s hard meat.

That was enough to send him over the edge, and he began pounding my pussy hard and fast until he was filling me with his cum, too. It felt like every fibre of my being was consumed by the fire these two men had created inside me, and I wasn’t sure I had ever felt so alive as I did in that moment.

When he was finished, Nico pulled out of me and laid down on the bed, pulling me down with him. Dante settled on my other side, and both of them held me while I caught my breath and recovered from such an intense experience.

“I think you enjoyed that,” Ben said, his voice making me jump.

I hadn’t even realised I’d closed my eyes, but when I opened them again, my husband was standing over me, naked, while he held his hard cock in his hand. A whimper escaped me as I saw him there, and I simultaneously held out my arms and spread my legs wide for him.

“I did,” I said softly, “but the evening won’t be complete without you as well.”

While the two Italian men continued to hold me, Ben laid down on top of me and slowly slid his hard rod inside my soaked pussy.

“Oh god,” he groaned. “You feel so good, sweetheart.”

I wrapped my arms and legs around him, clinging to the man I loved with all my heart, while he held himself as deep as he could inside me. It was as if Dante and Nico were no longer there, even though I could feel their hands stroking through my hair and feel their breath against my face. Now there was only Ben.

He began moving slowly, his brow furrowed, as if he was having to work hard to keep control of himself.

“Take me hard, love,” I whimpered. “Please.”

My husband growled softly, sliding an arm beneath me to tilt my hips so he could slide even deeper, then he began fucking me harder, slamming hard and fast into my willing body.

A moan escaped me, and I stared into his eyes as I sank into the blissful sensations he created within me.

Ben increased the pace of his hips while he brought a hand down between our bodies to strum my clit with expert precision. It only took a few moments of his touch to send me straight into another orgasm. I tensed and shuddered beneath him as waves of pleasure made it hard to catch my breath.

With a triumphant roar, Ben lost control of himself and slammed into me hard enough to push me deep into the mattress. His body tensed as he unloaded his cum inside of me, and I called out his name on a breathless moan.

After a few long moments of bliss, Ben laid down on top of me, his head on my chest, and I stroked my fingers through his hair. Surrounded by all three men, I suddenly felt emotional. Our trip to Italy had been amazing, and I didn’t want it to have to end yet. But it would have to.

As if they could sense how I was feeling, Nico and Dante cuddled closer to me on either side, and I was enveloped in the warmth coming from all three bodies.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “Tonight, and the entire honeymoon, has been so special. Thank you for everything. All of you.”

Ben lifted his head and kissed the tip of my nose. “You deserve every bit of adoration and desire the three of us could give you. So thank you for being so special.”

His words made me smile widely.

“Besides,” Nico said, “it doesn’t have to end tonight if you don’t want it to. If Ben doesn’t mind, I would love to keep in touch with you, Sophia.”

“Oh yes, me too,” Dante added.

I looked up at Ben and he grinned.

“I have no problem with that at all,” he told me. “In fact, I think you should keep in touch with them, sweetheart. They are both good for you and make you happy. And maybe we will come back and visit them again sometime soon for even more fun.”

I smiled, feeling like I must have been beaming with happiness. “I love you, Ben.”

“I love you too, Sophia.”

My husband laid his head on my chest once more, and the three of us remained cuddled together until morning.
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I heard Dylan’s car roll into the driveway just as I was putting the lasagne in the oven, and I felt the usual rapid flutter in my chest that I still felt every day, even after being married to him for almost a decade. It was amazing to still feel so much excitement for him after all that time, and I had to guess he felt the same about me considering the enthusiasm he greeted me with every day when he got home from his job at the bank.

I washed my hands and got to the front door just as he stepped inside. Dylan smiled widely when he saw me and scooped me up in his arms.

“Hi, Leah,” he said, while peppering gentle kisses along the side of my neck. I tilted my head to the side, giving him better access, and a little shiver of longing ran down my spine.

“Hi, love. How was your day?”

Dylan chuckled and set me gently back down on my feet. “It was quite a day, and now I am famished.”

He ran his gaze up and down my body to let me know he wasn’t talking about being hungry for food, and my pussy quivered in response. I grinned and moved to grab his hand, thinking we had a little time before dinner would be ready. But he spoiled my plans by tugging me into the kitchen and sitting down at the table before pulling me into his lap.

“I met up with Robin for lunch today,” Dylan said, “and the launch of his new club is happening Saturday night. He’s invited us both. It should be a fun night, so what do you say, sweetheart?”

I wrinkled my nose slightly, unable to hide the distaste I felt at the mention of the club. “But isn’t that a swinger’s club?” I asked. “I don’t think we really belong there, do you? Surely that’s for unhappy couples who are just looking for reasons to be with other people for a while.”

Dylan laughed and shook his head. “Of course it isn’t, Leah. Robin has been my best friend since high school, and he’s been into swinging for most of his adult life. Look how happy he is with Megan. They are the epitome of a happy marriage. He says it just adds some spice to their life.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so,” I said, reluctant to admit he was right about how happily married his friend was. It had surprised me when I’d first met them and they’d admitted they were swingers. They seemed like any regular married couple. “But maybe things aren’t great and they are just good at hiding it.”

“Definitely not,” he replied. “I have never seen Robin happier than he’s been since meeting Megan. Besides, you shouldn’t judge people for the choices they make. If swinging makes them happy, then that’s their business.” Dylan paused for a moment, chuckling to himself. “And it’s quite literally their business now they have opened the club.”

The corners of my lips turned up into a grin as I leaned in to kiss him gently. “Okay, I’m sorry. You’re right. I shouldn’t judge them. They are consenting adults, and should be allowed to do whatever they want. But I’m still not sure it’s a good idea to go to the launch, though.”

“Why’s that?” he asked, his fingers trailing higher up my leg until the tips were peeking under the hem of my skirt.

“Because it’s a swinger’s club, so there will be expectations about the people who are there. Won’t people expect us to, you know, do stuff with others if we go?”

Dylan flashed me a wicked grin. “Would that really be such a bad thing? I think you’d look beautiful in the arms of another man.”

I laughed and gently slapped his arm, feeling my face turn hot. “Stop teasing me like that. You know you don’t mean that, really.”

He continued to grin at me as he wrapped his arms tight around my waist and stood up before laying me down on top of the kitchen table. Now this was more like it. I locked my legs around his waist, keeping him close while he trailed kisses from my neck down to the modest amount of cleavage being shown off by my dress.

Each little kiss increased the fluttering sensations between my thighs, and it wasn’t long before I was writhing beneath him.

“Okay, I’m sorry for teasing you. But, in all seriousness, Robin is my best friend, and he’s been working hard to get this business started up. I would really love to support him by being there on the first night. If it’s not your kind of thing, I don’t mind going on my own.”

“Oh no, I don’t think so, Dylan,” I said, faking a frown.

A look of hurt flashed across his face as he stood upright. “You don’t trust me, Leah? I swear I would never cheat on you.”

I reached out and took hold of his tie, wrapping it around my hand over and over to slowly draw him back down to me. A playful grin tugged at my lips, and he visibly relaxed. “Of course I trust you, love. It’s all the women there who I don’t trust. Have you seen how damn good you look in a suit? They would all be flocking around you, begging for your attention. I’d better go with you to keep you safe.”

Dylan laughed and pressed his lips against mine. “And I’d better keep you safe, too. I know that when all the guys there see you, they won’t be able to resist flirting with you.”

A soft gasp escaped me as I felt his cock stirring to life, straining against my pussy through our clothing. I wriggled as much as I could, enjoying the tingles it created whenever I rubbed myself against his hardness.

“That sounds perfect. We can look after each other, just like we always do.”

“So you’ll come with me then?” he asked, an adorable look of hope on his face.

I couldn’t help but smile. “I will. And you’re right, Dylan. We should support our friends in their new business venture. I’m sorry for being so silly about all this.”

Dylan tenderly kissed my forehead. “It’s okay. But now it’s time for dinner. I’m starving.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, love. The lasagne isn’t going to be ready for at least another 30 minutes.”

He pulled up a chair between my parted thighs and sat down on it. “Why would I want lasagne when I’ve got the most delicious looking meal right in front of me?”

I lifted my head up from the table, letting out a quiet moan as I saw his dark eyes burning with desire.

Dylan pushed my dress up around my waist and tugged my panties to one side, exposing my bare pussy lips to his hungry gaze. My entire body quivered, waiting for him to do something. Anything. The way he was staring between my thighs had me feeling desperate for his touch.

Finally, he lowered his head, slowly gliding his tongue through my slick folds. Dylan’s moans vibrated against my aching flesh, and I reached down to tangle my fingers in his hair to pull him closer. He sealed his lips over my clit, licking and suckling on the little bud to coax it out from under its hood.

My back arched up off the table as his tongue brushed against that sensitive bundle of nerves, and I couldn’t hold back a loud moan. Dylan gently teased my clit while pressing two fingers against my wet opening, pushing the digits slowly inside me.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Please don’t stop. It feels so damn good, Dylan.” I was surprised to hear how breathless I was already, although perhaps I shouldn’t have been. My husband had been attentive over the years and he knew how to work my body like a finely tuned instrument.

Dylan pumped his fingers slowly in and out of me, curling them so his fingertips rubbed against that sensitive spot deep inside. I gripped his hair tighter, losing all control of myself as the sensations between my thighs grew more intense. My body moved instinctively as I ground myself against his face, eager to get myself off.

More of his moans flowed against my clit, creating the most pleasant vibrations against the engorged button, and he pumped his fingers vigorously into my wet cavern. I rocked my hips, working myself against his mouth and fingers, my own moans filling the air as I got closer to the edge.

Dylan’s mouth started a fire between my thighs that soon spread outwards from my core, enveloping my entire body in an intense heat. I gasped his name when the first wave of pleasure rolled over me, sweeping me up in my climax. My body shuddered, and I writhed across the table as the intensity almost became too much.

But he kept up the merciless pace of his fingers, fucking me hard with the digits while my inner walls convulsed around them. And his mouth never left my clit, no matter how much I wriggled. Dylan drew out the orgasm with his expert ministrations until I was breathless and limp on the kitchen table.

When he was finished with me, he brushed his lips against my inner thighs with tender kisses, and I could feel my wetness coating his skin.

“Hmmm, do you think I’ve got time for seconds before dinner is ready?” he asked, his glistening lips curling up into a devilish grin.

I groaned softly, not sure I could handle another orgasm so quickly. “Has anyone ever told you that you’re greedy? I asked, holding back a chuckle.

“Only you,” he replied with a shrug. “But you’ve always seemed to like it when I get greedy with you.”

He lowered his head between my thighs once more, and I closed my eyes, moaning softly as I surrendered to his hunger.
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