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Up in the air
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My voice was raw from screaming, and my thighs shaking from the merciless pounding. Malik had me pinned beneath him, sweat dripping from his sculpted chest onto my heaving breasts. His hips slammed into mine again and again, driving his thick cock into me like he was claiming territory he'd already conquered countless times.

Behind me, Tyrese knelt with his hand gripping my hair, forcing my head back as his other hand held my wrists firmly above my head. His cock—hard, slick with spit and my desperate mouth—brushed against my cheek.

"You hear that, Kevin?" Tyrese growled into the room. "This filthy white slut of yours can't even remember your pathetic dick anymore. Tell him, Julie. Tell your cuck husband whose cock you love."

Malik drove into me harder, pinning my hips to the mattress, making sure each brutal thrust would leave its mark. I gasped, pleasure and pain blurring deliciously together.

"I love your cock," I moaned, the words coming out shamelessly loud. "Both of you. Fuck, I love how you ruin me."

"That's right," Malik snarled, pulling almost all the way out, making me whimper. "She begs for this dick. This pussy belongs to us."

I writhed helplessly, desperately craving more. "Yes," I pleaded. "I'm yours. Fuck me harder. Make him watch. Make him see how his slut wife should be fucked."

Tyrese's grip tightened painfully in my hair. He leaned forward, his voice dripping humiliation. "He knows, Julie. He fucking knows. Look at him sitting there, jerking off, while his wife begs two black men to ruin her."

My eyes flashed toward Kevin, seated calmly in the corner chair, his hand stroking slowly, eyes dark with satisfaction. His silence was approval enough, but I wanted more humiliation. More degradation.

"Tell him, Malik," I whispered, staring into my husband's eyes. "Tell him what his slut wife wants."

Malik grabbed my jaw roughly, forcing me to look at him. His eyes gleamed with arrogance and lust. "She wants cum dripping down her legs at the airport tomorrow, Kevin. She wants every man who sees her to know exactly what she is—a nasty, cheating, cum-filled whore."

Tyrese shifted, releasing my hair and forcing his cock between my parted lips again. He pushed deep, silencing any further talk. My eyes watered, spit dribbling down my chin as he fucked my mouth.

Malik's pace turned furious, his breath hitching. "Open wide, slut. Take every fucking drop."

My body seized in orgasm, overwhelmed by the filthy degradation. I convulsed beneath Malik, moaning uncontrollably around Tyrese's cock. Malik buried himself deep inside me, roaring as he flooded my pussy, thrust after heavy thrust.

Tyrese followed instantly, pulling free from my mouth to paint my lips, chin, and neck with thick, hot ropes. I collapsed back, breathless, trembling, coated in their release.

Kevin rose slowly, walking toward the bed with a proud, stoic smile.

"Now," he murmured softly, caressing my cheek, smearing Tyrese's cum across my face, "that's how you send my slutty wife off on vacation."

—-
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The sunlight was already warm on my skin when I opened my eyes. My body ached in all the right places: hips sore from Malik's grip, my throat dry from Tyrese's cock, and every inch of me still humming with satisfaction. I let out a slow sigh and stretched, the memory of the night before flashing through my mind like a private highlight reel.

Kevin walked in, wearing only a towel, damp hair, and coffee in each hand. He sat one beside me, then leaned over to kiss my forehead like the proud, smug husband he was.

"Good morning, slut," he said lightly, sitting on the edge of the bed. "Sleep well after being turned inside out?"

I smirked, sipping the coffee. "Barely slept. My body's still vibrating. Pretty sure I left claw marks on your side of the bed."

He chuckled, casual and calm. "Tyrese said something about breaking you in for Italy. I think Malik took that a bit too literally."

I laughed, stretching again, feeling everything. "They were animals. You should've seen their faces when I begged them to come in my mouth at the same time."

"Oh, I saw," he said, completely unbothered. "I was right there watching you get destroyed—and loving every fucking second."

"Especially when they called you useless and pathetic," I teased, shooting him a sideways glance.

Kevin grinned, wide and unapologetic. "That part? Honestly, it might've been the hottest. I was sitting there stroking my cock while two muscleheads took my wife and made me their bitch without even touching me."

I laughed, setting my coffee down. "I don't know what's more twisted—how much I loved it, or how much you did."

He stood, already pulling on a shirt, his tone as casual as if we were discussing what to order for lunch. "Definitely how much I did. You've created a monster."

I tossed off the blanket and walked over, naked and still sticky. I wrapped my arms around him from behind. "Then you're going to love Italy."

He turned, kissed me on the lips, then smacked my ass. "Now pack. You've got a whole country to corrupt."

—-
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The line snaked slowly toward the check-in counters, filled with impatient couples, families herding children, and bleary-eyed solo travellers pulling overstuffed luggage. Kevin stood beside me, one hand on our suitcase handle, the other holding his phone as he scrolled idly. I wore a loose white T-shirt tucked into high-waisted denim shorts, my bikini top just barely visible beneath the thin fabric. My legs were tanned, bare, and intentionally on full display.

That's when I saw him. Tall, late thirties, dark stubble, hair a little too long to be tidy. He had one carry-on bag slung over his shoulder and no ring on his finger. He looked up from his phone and caught me looking. His eyes stayed on mine half a second too long before flicking down to my legs.

I leaned subtly toward Kevin and said quietly, "Twelve o'clock. Solo traveller. Staring at my thighs."

Kevin didn't even glance up. "Might be staring at your nipples through that shirt," he said, his voice dry. "You're basically advertising."

I smiled. "You think he's interested?"

"Oh, I'd be shocked if he didn't try something," Kevin replied, still not looking. "Give him a little encouragement."

I shifted my stance, tugging my shirt slightly tighter across my chest as I pretended to stretch. The man's eyes followed the movement like a dog watching a bone.

We moved slowly forward in the line. The man ended up just behind us, and Kevin finally turned to look at him. "Morning," he said casually, polite but distant.

The man nodded. "Morning." His voice was deep, slightly rough. His eyes flicked to me and lingered for just a second too long.

I turned and smiled warmly. "Heading somewhere sunny?"

"South of Italy," he said. "Sorrento."

Kevin and I exchanged a quick glance.

"Same here," I said, as if it were a pleasant surprise. "You staying long?"

"A couple weeks. You?"

"About the same," I replied. "Long enough to get into trouble."

He laughed. "That right?"

I bit my bottom lip. "Oh, I hope so."

Behind me, Kevin cleared his throat—loud enough to make the stranger blink.

I leaned toward Kevin, pretending to whisper. "Jealous?"

He didn't flinch. "Not even slightly. I'm just picturing your legs spread across his lap in row eighteen."

I smiled and turned back to our new friend. "What seat did you end up with?"

"Eighteen A," he said, tapping his boarding pass. "Window."

Kevin showed his. "Eighteen C."

The man blinked.

I raised my eyebrows and smiled sweetly. "Looks like I'm sitting between you two."

The plane had levelled out above the clouds, humming gently beneath us. Row eighteen felt unusually quiet, cocooned in the soft glow of overhead reading lights. Kevin sat calmly in the aisle seat, flipping through a magazine. I was in the middle, legs crossed, my bare thigh brushing against the man beside me—he'd told me his name was Marco, and he smelled like cedarwood and cologne.

We'd barely spoken since takeoff, but his body was tense. He stole glances at my chest, legs, and lips every few minutes. The flight attendant had handed out thin blankets, and Kevin had casually tossed one over my lap, his hand brushing my inner thigh as he did. I caught the spark in his eye and knew exactly what he was setting up.

I leaned toward Marco and whispered just loud enough for Kevin to hear. "You ever get restless on flights?"

He looked at me, eyebrows raised. "Sometimes."

I placed my hand lightly on his thigh, beneath the blanket. "I get very restless."

His breath hitched. His hand moved slowly, tentatively, until it disappeared under the blanket, too. I let my legs part, just a little.

Kevin turned a page in his magazine, smirking without looking up.

Marco's fingers slid up my bare thigh. My shorts offered no resistance. I wasn't wearing anything underneath.

I gasped softly, turning my face toward the window. His fingers brushed over my pussy, slow at first, then more confidently as I shifted to give him better access. He found my wetness immediately.

"Jesus," he whispered.

I smiled, still looking out the window. "Told you. Restless."

Kevin leaned closer, speaking quietly without looking away from the page. "She gets like this when she hasn't been properly used in a few days."

Marco swallowed. His fingers moved in gentle circles, then dipped inside. Two slipped in easily. I bit my lip and held my breath, gripping the armrest.

I felt like a bomb ticking in the quiet row. Every movement threatened to draw attention. Every moan I swallowed made me hotter. Marco's hand was steady, his touch greedy but reverent. I bucked slightly in my seat, and Kevin touched my knee as if steadying me.

"She'll come if you keep doing that," he said calmly. "Might want to muffle her."

I leaned against Marco's shoulder, burying my face in the crook of his neck just as his fingers pushed deeper. My mouth opened, but no sound escaped. I gripped his wrist under the blanket as the orgasm rippled through me.

Slow. Deep. Completely silent.

When I finally sat up, breathless and flushed, Marco pulled his hand free and quickly adjusted himself.

Kevin handed me a napkin from the tray table, not looking up. "You dripped on the seat again."

I took it with a shaky laugh. "Your fault for picking the aisle."

I stood slowly, carefully, as if I just needed to stretch. Kevin looked up and raised one brow. I leaned down and whispered, "I need to clean up."

Marco shifted in his seat, eyes following every movement.

I walked down the aisle with practised ease. When I reached the small lavatory, I didn't lock the door. I left it just slightly ajar.

It only took Marco ten seconds.

He slipped inside and latched the door behind him, chest rising fast, eyes wide with hunger. The space was cramped, but I didn't need much room.

I reached down, unbuttoning my shorts and letting them drop to my ankles, then pulled my shirt over my head. My bikini top was still damp from my sweat and his fingers. I tugged it down, baring my breasts.

Marco let out a sound between a groan and a gasp. His hands went straight to my tits, squeezing them like he needed to confirm they were real. He bent forward, mouth hot and desperate against my nipples, sucking hard as I arched into him.

"You're insane," he breathed.

"Lucky, more like," I whispered, grabbing his belt.

His cock sprang free—thick, already slick with precum. I didn't waste time. I turned around, bent slightly over the sink, and looked at him in the mirror.

"You've got two minutes," I said, voice low and firm. "Make it worth it."

He didn't need a second invitation. He gripped my hips and pushed inside, burying himself in one sharp thrust that made me bite my lip hard to keep from moaning out loud.

He wasn't gentle. He wasn't slow. And I loved it.

He drove into me fast, his hands under my breasts, lifting and groping, tweaking my nipples. My breath fogged the glass. His grunts were muffled against my neck. The entire room smelled like sex.

When he came, it was with a whispered curse, his cock pulsing deep inside me. I felt every spurt, warm and wet. We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard, our bodies flushed with heat and altitude.

Then I straightened up, pulling my shirt back over my head and fixing my hair with one hand.

"Clean up," I said softly, kissing his cheek. "And don't forget to wash your hands."

I slipped out into the aisle, returned to my seat, and gave Kevin a knowing look.

He leaned toward me, whispering low, "Did he get to play with your tits?"

I grinned. "He did more than play."

Kevin smirked, flipping the page of his magazine. "Good. You'll arrive in Sorrento properly warmed up."

—-
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The sky outside was black, broken only by occasional yellow lights dotting the cliffs. The road twisted along the coast like it had been carved by lovers' fingers—slow, curving, dangerous. In the back seat of the taxi, Kevin sat beside me, one arm casually stretched along the backrest, the other holding my hand.

Marco had disappeared quickly at the airport, flushed and silent. No goodbye. No need.

I leaned against Kevin's shoulder, a low buzz still humming through my body from the seat, the lavatory, the heat of it all.

"So?" he asked, voice quiet, teasing.

I smiled. "You mean the fingering or the fuck?"

His hand squeezed mine gently.

I told him everything.

How Marco's fingers slid into me under the blanket. How he whispered into my neck. How his hand was trembling with restraint until I pulled him into the lavatory and told him to stop pretending.

"How did it feel?" Kevin asked, still staring out the window.

"Quick. Deep. Desperate," I said. "He came hard. I don't think he'll forget it."

Kevin chuckled. "And you? You already forgot his name, didn't you?"

I grinned. "I remember the shape of his cock better than his face."

He laughed. I shifted in my seat, crossing my legs and watching his profile in the glow of the passing lights.

"You know what the best part was?" I asked.

Kevin turned toward me.

"Hearing you across the aisle," I said. "Calm as ever. Letting it happen. Knowing you were hard under that magazine while your wife got fingered and fucked."

He leaned in slightly, voice lower now. "I always get hard when you're a slut."

I kissed his cheek. "Then you're going to stay hard for two straight weeks."

He raised a brow. 

The taxi slowed, turning down a narrow cobbled lane flanked by lemon trees and shuttered balconies. The driver looked up in the rearview mirror.

"Sorrento," he said softly. "You've arrived."

Kevin opened the door.

And I stepped out into the warm Italian night, already wet with anticipation
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A welcoming view
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The villa was even better than the pictures. Pale stone walls, olive-green shutters, and a terrace that spilt out toward the sea. From where I stood, the rooftops of Sorrento dropped away in soft layers until they met the ocean, shimmering and blue.

I stepped outside, barefoot on warm tile, stretching my arms above my head. The thin white sundress I wore clung to my body like a second skin—no bra, of course, and the sides hung low enough to hint at the shape of my breasts with every movement. The fabric fluttered lightly around my thighs in the late morning breeze. I wanted to be looked at. Desired. And soon, taken.

Inside, Kevin stood at the small espresso machine, frothing milk for his morning latte. He moved with that calm, steady ease of his, like he belonged anywhere he chose to stand. The soft clink of the spoon and hiss of steam grounded me, even as the sunlight pulled me toward trouble.

That's when I heard them—male voices. Young, laughing, a little too loud for the hour. They drifted from the villa next door, the one we could see into just enough from the far edge of our terrace.

I stepped forward, peering subtly around the stone balustrade.

Three of them. All shirtless, tanned, lean. One had a towel over his shoulder. One was drinking from a water bottle, his hand resting casually on the waistband of his shorts. The third was dragging a chair into the sun, flopping down like he owned the morning.

They hadn't seen me yet.

I leaned my hips against the railing, letting the curve of my body tilt slightly. The breeze lifted my hem just enough to tease, and I let it.

Then one of them looked up.

His eyes landed on me. He paused. Nudged the guy next to him.

The second one turned. Then, the third. All three were looking now.

I smiled.

I stayed there, hips against the rail, pretending to look out at the horizon—but I could feel their eyes clinging to me.

The one who'd first spotted me—the tallest, lean and dark-haired—raised his water bottle in a lazy wave. I returned it with a casual smile as if we were old neighbours. His grin widened. He leaned in and whispered something to the others. They laughed, but didn't look away.

I stepped back into the villa, slow and unhurried. Kevin handed me my latte, his expression unreadable except for the glint in his eyes.

"Students next door," he said, taking a sip from his own cup.

"Very observant ones," I replied.

He gave a small smile. "That dress will make most boys observant."

I took a long drink, the warmth sliding down my throat. "And you made sure they saw me."

He chuckled softly. "It's going to be a long two weeks for them."

That afternoon, while Kevin dozed in the shaded part of the terrace with a book on his chest, I stepped out again in the same dress. This time, no pretense. I bent over the lounge chair to adjust the towel, letting the dress hem ride up my thighs.

The laughter from next door stopped.

I didn't look, but I could feel it: the pause, the held breath, the way curiosity had evolved into something sharper.

Later, as Kevin stirred from his nap, I told him casually, "One of them's going to make a move soon."

He didn't even open his eyes. "Only one?"

—-
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The sun was just beginning to lower behind the buildings, casting long shadows over the narrow lane in front of the villa. I had thrown on a soft linen wrap over my dress and headed out with the lazy thought of finding fresh lemons at the shop around the corner.

As I stepped through the gate, I nearly ran into him.

He was the same one who'd raised his water bottle that morning—tall, lean, and close enough now that I could see a light dusting of stubble on his jaw and a streak of sweat shining along his collarbone. He wore a faded tank top and swim shorts, and he was carrying a small bag of groceries.

"Oh," I said, surprised, but not at all sorry.

He grinned immediately. "Sorry, didn't mean to sneak up on you."

"You didn't," I replied. "Just poor timing on my part."

We lingered a little too long in front of each other. He adjusted his grip on the bag, eyes flicking from my face to the barely tied belt of my wrap.

"I'm Jamie, by the way," he offered.

"Julie."

"You here long?"

"A couple of weeks."

"Nice. Same." He shifted his weight. "You're staying just there?" He motioned toward the villa behind me.

I nodded, letting my wrap fall slightly looser around my waist. "Right next to yours."

He smiled, but his voice dropped just a little. "Yeah, we noticed."

I tilted my head. "Did you?"

He laughed, clearly enjoying the game. "Hard not to. You kind of... caught our attention."

"Was that before or after I bent over the lounge chair?"

His eyebrows lifted. "So that was on purpose?"

I smiled without answering.

He looked slightly stunned. Then he smiled wider. "Well, thank you for that."

I stepped closer, brushing past him to continue toward the shop. But as I passed, I let my hand graze his forearm lightly, casually.

"You're welcome," I said.

I didn't look back, but I could feel his eyes on me until I turned the corner.

—-
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The sun was lower now, golden and warm, painting the terrace with that perfect, hazy glow. I stepped back inside from the shop, lemons in hand, the sweet citrus scent mingling with the salty air. Kevin was there, just as I left him, but now he was leaning against the counter, his eyes already on me.

"You're back," he said casually, his voice low, a teasing smile playing on his lips.

I grinned back. "It's hard to stay away, especially with those eyes on me."

He raised an eyebrow, glancing toward the side of the villa. The students' villa, barely visible between the trees. I knew who he was talking about.

"Them?" he asked, always calm, always in control.

"Of course. They're definitely looking," I replied, pouring myself a glass of wine. "I ran into one of them on the way to the shop. Jamie. Cute boy."

Kevin chuckled softly. "Let me guess, you let him know you were ready to play."

"Maybe a little," I admitted, running my fingers along the rim of my glass. "He's young, probably never been with someone like me."

Kevin didn't need to say anything. His expression said it all: He was enjoying this, loving the thought of me using my power to tease and push the boundaries.

"Wanna make it interesting?" I asked with a mischievous glint in my eye.

"How?" he asked, amused, but curious.

"Let's invite them over for drinks. I'm sure they're dying to get closer."

Kevin smiled, his gaze never leaving me. "I like how you think. But don't give them everything just yet, sweetheart. Leave them wanting more."

I walked over to the lounge chair, draping myself across it slowly, letting my dress ride up. Kevin's eyes followed every move, and I knew exactly what he was thinking. We were playing a dangerous game—and I was enjoying every second of it.

Kevin handed me a glass of wine as I settled back into the lounger beside him, the stone still warm beneath my bare legs. The sun was melting into the sea now, a golden line stretched along the horizon, and the breeze that drifted across the terrace carried the faintest trace of salt and lemon.

"So," Kevin said casually, watching the sky but not me. "How's our neighbour?"

I smiled behind the rim of my glass. "Polite. Nervous. Trying to act casual while staring at my tits."

"That sounds about right."

"He tried to flirt," I said, swirling the wine gently. 

"I told him maybe he should work on his touch instead."

He turned his head now, smiling, his eyes amused. "You didn't."

"I didn't," I said. "But I should have. I did touch his arm, though..."

Kevin sipped his wine. "You're a menace."

"You love it," I laughed softly, resting my glass on the table. The lights were starting to flicker on across the town below, tiny golden sparks against the deepening blue. Kevin reached over and let his fingers graze my knee.

"You going to let him try?" he asked.

"Eventually," I murmured. 

Kevin nodded approvingly, then lifted his glass to mine in a quiet toast.

"To long, slow torture," he said.

Kevin and I lingered in our seats long after the last light faded behind the cliffs. The terrace was bathed in soft shadows, the only illumination a small candle between us and the faint gold wash from the villa's wall lamps. Below, the town buzzed with its own kind of romance—laughter, footsteps, clinking glasses.

Our conversation had drifted, predictably, into heat.

"So," Kevin said, his voice smooth, "how many lovers do you think you'll take on this trip?"

I smirked over the rim of my wine glass. "How many will fit in me?"

He grinned. "That depends. One at a time? Or are you planning to stack them?"

"Tempting," I murmured. "But I like spacing it out. One for each flavor. The romantic. The rough one. The young, desperate one."

"And the old man?" Kevin teased.

"Oh, I'd let him worship me slowly," I purred. "If he asked nicely."

That was all it took.

Kevin stood and pulled me up into his arms. I laughed, breathless, as he turned me toward the edge of the terrace and pushed me gently onto the lounger, one knee between my legs. His hand slid under my wrap and found bare skin, hot and wet.

"You're dripping," he growled. "You've been teasing me - and those boys - all day."

He yanked my wrap open, my breasts bared to the night air, and lowered his head to take one nipple between his lips as his fingers worked between my legs. I writhed under him, moaning without restraint, legs wide, hips grinding into his touch.

He fucked me hard, kneeling between my thighs, one hand gripping the armrest for leverage, the other pinning my wrists above my head.

I cried out with every thrust, not bothering to muffle it. The sound echoed off the stone, and I could imagine it carrying across to the villa next door. The students would hear every moan, every slap of skin, every shameless cry of release.

When I came, I didn't hold back.

I screamed his name, arched my back, and let my voice carry into the night like a song.

A second later—just as Kevin buried himself deep and groaned through his own orgasm—we heard it:

"Good job, man!"

"Give her another!"

The students, shouting from their side of the wall, laughing and hooting.

Kevin collapsed onto me, both of us breathless, grinning.

"I think we made an impression," he murmured.

I kissed his cheek. 

The villa had fallen into quiet. Kevin was already asleep, curled on his side with one arm where I'd been a moment ago. But I couldn't settle. Not yet. My skin still buzzed, my body still humming from how hard he'd fucked me on the terrace. And maybe—just maybe—I wanted to check if we'd really been heard.

I slipped from the bed without a sound, completely naked, and padded barefoot through the villa. The cool tile kissed my feet as I made my way out onto the dark terrace.

The air was still warm. The night wrapped around my skin like a secret. I leaned against the stone railing, letting the breeze tickle the sweat from between my breasts.

Then I saw him.

Jamie.

He was on the far end of their terrace, also alone. Also stark naked. His skin shimmered faintly in the low light spilling from inside their villa. And he was looking straight at me.

We both froze.

For a moment, neither of us moved. Then he lifted one hand in a slow, deliberate wave.

I smiled, tilting my head. I didn't wave back.

Instead, I ran my fingers up the length of my body. Over my stomach. My breasts. I cupped them, lifted them, squeezed gently—watching his jaw slacken and his chest rise sharply. I dragged my thumbs over my nipples, teasing them into hard, perfect points.

Jamie stood perfectly still, but I could see it happen—his cock twitching, then stiffening right there in the open.

I let him look for a moment longer.

Then I gave him a slow wave. Just fingers. Just enough.

And without a word, I turned and walked back inside.
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Eating out
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The sun had just crested over the rooftops, warm but not yet harsh, and the terrace tiles were still cool beneath my bare feet. I wore nothing but a loose cream-colored wrap—thin as breath, soft as a whisper. It drifted open when I moved, brushing against the backs of my thighs and barely covering my breasts when I leaned forward to water the little potted basil by the edge of the railing.

Across the hedge, the student villa was stirring.

Jamie stepped out onto their terrace first. Shirtless again. His hair wet, clinging to his temples, a white towel slung around his neck like a scarf. He carried a moka pot in one hand and a chipped espresso cup in the other. When he looked up and saw me, his lips curled into something between a grin and a gasp.

"Good morning," he called, voice still thick with sleep.

"Is it?" I asked, straightening up slowly, my wrap slipping off one shoulder.

He blinked. "It is now."

Behind him, another one—taller, darker, clearly athletic—stepped into view and glanced over. I caught the subtle elbow Jamie gave him. They exchanged a few quiet words, pretending to talk about coffee, but their eyes never left me.

I leaned slightly on the railing, angling myself so they could see the side of my thigh, the line of one breast as the fabric caught in the breeze. My nipple peeked through, and I didn't bother adjusting it.

"You guys getting your fill over there?" I asked casually, eyes on Jamie.

He didn't even pretend to look away. "Trying our best."

I heard Kevin clear his throat behind me. I turned.

He stepped onto the terrace, two steaming lattes in hand, one for each of us. His shirt was unbuttoned, hair still damp from the shower, and he looked impossibly smug.

"Are they behaving themselves?" he asked.

"Not even trying to," I said, taking the cup from him and sipping. "But I haven't given them a reason to behave."

He looked at me over his cup. "You going to?"

I tilted my head. "Eventually."

From the other terrace, Jamie raised his cup in a silent toast.

I winked and turned slowly, walking back inside—making sure the wrap didn't quite cover the view as I went.

The late afternoon sun filtered through sheer curtains as I stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the deep neckline of my dress. It was black and soft as sin—cut low across my chest, clinging to the swell of my breasts, and splitting high up my right thigh in a way that made underwear an impossibility. The back was nearly nonexistent. I didn't want elegance. I wanted suggestion. I wanted eyes to stumble. Hands to twitch. I wanted to walk into the restaurant and be the thing every man tried not to stare at.

Kevin came up behind me, already dressed in crisp linen. He watched me silently for a moment, then placed his hands on my hips.

"You're going to get someone fired," he murmured, leaning down to kiss my bare shoulder.

"I don't hope it's the one pouring the wine," I said, checking my lipstick one last time.

He slid his hands around to my stomach and pulled me back against him. "That slit's going to show everything if you sit wrong."

"Exactly."

He chuckled, eyes catching mine in the mirror. "You wore that dress for a reason."

"I wore it for you," I said softly. "But I'm not above letting someone else sweat."

Kevin kissed my neck. "I'll be the calm one in the room."

"You always are," I whispered.

He zipped the dress up slowly, tracing the exposed skin along my spine as he did. I turned to face him once it was done, and he stepped back, letting his eyes roam over me—taking it all in like a man about to show off the most dangerous secret in the room.

"You look like a problem," he said finally.

"I plan to be."

We left the villa just as the sky was beginning to turn to gold, walking through the narrow streets toward the restaurant he had picked. A quiet one, he said. Refined. But I had a feeling tonight, it wouldn't stay that way for long.

The restaurant was carved into the side of a quiet street just off the piazza—elegant, candlelit, the kind of place that whispered about truffle risottos and vintage wine with no prices on the menu. The hostess greeted us in soft Italian and led us through the main dining room to a small stone terrace overlooking the sea.

Kevin walked behind me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of his body through the open back of my dress. I knew the slit danced with every step. I knew the neckline threatened to slip further with each breath. And I knew, as soon as we were seated, someone would notice.

Someone did.

Our waiter appeared almost before we sat down. Young. Late twenties. Black curls, high cheekbones, sun-burnished skin. He wore a crisp white shirt and a slightly crooked tie, and when he turned to me, he hesitated.

Only a second.

But I caught it—the half-stumble in his voice when he said, "Buonasera."

"Buonasera," I returned, smiling slowly.

Kevin's tone was warm and easy. "English is fine."

The waiter nodded, but his eyes flicked to my chest again before he remembered himself. "May I offer you some wine to begin?"

Kevin gestured toward me. "Her choice tonight."

The poor man turned to me, already flustered. I crossed my legs deliberately, the slit falling wide. His gaze dipped—barely—before he asked, "White or red?"

"White," I said, letting the word linger. "Cold. Crisp."

He nodded, eyes darting back to mine, and left quickly, nearly bumping into a server tray on his way inside.

Kevin didn't say anything. He didn't need to.

He leaned back in his chair, took in the view—of me, the sea, the open sky—and smiled like a man who knew what was coming.

"I think he's already in trouble," he said softly.

I took a sip of water and smiled. "Then let's make it worse."

The waiter returned with the wine, hands visibly steadier—but only just. He poured slowly, focusing hard on the task like a student trying not to fail in front of the headmistress.

Kevin thanked him politely, giving no indication that we both knew exactly where his eyes were drifting. Mine never left him.

I let my knee slide toward the edge of my seat as I adjusted my posture, one bare leg pressing lightly into the white linen. The dress obeyed gravity like it was complicit, slipping open to expose the soft inner line of my thigh. I didn't bother correcting it.

The waiter reached to top off my glass and bent slightly. That was his mistake. I shifted, subtly, letting him look.

And he did.

A single glance—swift, guilty, undeniable. His throat worked as he swallowed hard, then straightened quickly, the bottle quivering slightly in his hand.

"Is everything to your liking?" he asked.

"Oh, I haven't tasted anything yet," I replied, locking eyes with him. "But I'm sure it will be... memorable."

He nodded, backing away with something close to panic in his eyes.

Kevin leaned forward, one arm resting on the table, the other draped casually over the back of his chair. His voice was low.

"You opened your legs for him."

"He deserved a peek," I murmured, sipping my wine. "He brought something cold and crisp."

Kevin smirked. "And now he's hard as the cork he pulled."

"He's trying so hard to hide it," I said. "That makes it worse for him."

Kevin tilted his head. "You going to let him touch you?"

"Maybe," I said, letting my foot find his calf beneath the table. "If he keeps trembling like that, I might have to hold his hand to calm him down."

Kevin smiled without looking at me. "You're wicked."

"And you're proud of me for it."

He didn't deny it.

I leaned back in my chair, wineglass poised, feeling the weight of the waiter's next move pressing in like the humidity before a thunderstorm.

Dinner had settled into something sensual and slow. The food was exquisite, the wine better, and Kevin—always patient, always composed—watched me with that low-burning amusement of his. I knew he was hard beneath the table. I knew he wanted to see what I'd do next.

When Kevin excused himself for the restroom, I didn't watch him leave. I watched the waiter instead.

He noticed Kevin's absence immediately. His gaze shifted toward our table again—then to me. I didn't look away. I didn't smile. I simply let my eyes drag over him slowly, letting him feel the heat rather than see it.

When he finally approached, his voice was quiet, uncertain.

"Can I get you anything else?"

I met his eyes. "You've been very attentive."

He swallowed. "It's my job."

"You're good at it."

His breath caught, only slightly, and I could see the restraint in his posture, like his hands had nowhere to go.

I leaned in, folding my arms lightly on the table, letting the dress gap just a little more.

"Meet me," I said softly.

He blinked. "I... what?"

I nodded toward the shadows visible beyond the edge of the terrace, where a narrow path curved around the side of the building. "Behind the restaurant. Now."

He hesitated, blinking rapidly like he hadn't heard me right.

Then I stood.

The motion was slow. My chair whispered against the stone floor. I let the light catch the curve of my leg as I stepped away from the table, not looking back.

The alley was narrow and half-lit by the golden spill from a kitchen window. The air was cooler here, quiet except for the occasional clatter of dishes and the distant murmur of passing voices from the front terrace.

I leaned against the old stone wall, the hem of my dress riding high on one thigh, my breathing slow and steady. I didn't pace. I didn't check behind me. I just waited.

Then I heard him.

Soft footsteps, hesitant, deliberate.

He rounded the corner, still wearing his white shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows now, as though he'd tried to convince himself this wasn't happening—even as his body betrayed him. His eyes found mine, then dropped to my mouth, my breasts, my thighs.

"You came," I said.

He nodded, voice caught somewhere in his throat. "I... yes."

"Good," I murmured, and in two steps I was in front of him, pressing him back against the wall.

He gasped as my body met his, his hands caught in indecision at his sides.

"Touch me," I whispered. "I won't bite unless you beg."

That broke something in him. His hands found my hips, then my waist, and finally my face as he pulled me into a kiss: eager, unpracticed, tasting of nerves and wine. I kissed him back, guiding his hands lower, down the curve of my back until he understood.

He moaned as I unfastened his pants and slid my hand inside. His cock was already thick and hard, twitching with every pulse of panic and desire.

I dropped to my knees.

He hissed as I took him into my mouth, slow and deliberate, tasting salt and tension. I wrapped one hand around his base, the other anchoring on his thigh, and I sucked him like I'd been starving—slow at first, then faster, my tongue working in circles, my lips tight, letting him feel everything.

His hands found my hair, not pushing, just holding. Worshipping.

Behind me, I heard the faintest rustle—Kevin, perhaps, staying hidden but close. Watching. Stroking. Smiling.

The waiter looked down at me like I was unreal. His mouth parted, a soft gasp escaping as I took him deeper, letting him slide across my tongue, his breath breaking as his hips stuttered forward.

He whispered something in Italian—maybe a prayer, maybe a curse—and I let him stay there, trembling on the edge.

I pulled back slowly, letting him slip from my mouth with a wet sound, licking him once from base to tip before standing again.

"You're doing well," I whispered. "But I'm not finished with you yet."

He was trembling, his cock glistening in the soft amber light that spilled through the kitchen window above us. The air behind the restaurant was thick with the scent of garlic and wine, but all I could smell was him—his sweat, his arousal, my own.

I didn't move from where I'd pinned him against the wall. I wasn't done with him.

"Lift my dress again," I whispered. "All the way this time."

His fingers were clumsy but eager. He gathered the fabric up, exposing me completely once more, and when he saw I was wet and swollen, his mouth dropped open.

"Touch me," I said. "But not gentle. I need you to feel how soaked I am for you."

He obeyed, pressing his fingers between my folds, parting them with slow reverence. He moaned softly when they slid in without resistance—two fingers at first, deep and snug, curling slightly. I gasped and clutched at his shirt.

"Like that," I breathed. "Right there—don't stop."

He began moving them in rhythm, slow but firm, curling with each thrust, his palm grinding against my clit just enough to make me twitch.

I grabbed his free hand and brought it to my chest.

"Pull it down," I said. "Now."

He did. The neckline of my dress gave way, and both breasts tumbled free—round, heavy, and hungry for attention.

His breath caught audibly. "Dio mio..."

"Play with them," I whispered, stroking his cock as he fucked me with his fingers. "You've been staring all night. Now they're yours."

He groaned and grabbed one, squeezing like he didn't know where to start—palming one, then the other, running his thumbs over my stiff nipples again and again.

I was pinned—his fingers deep inside me, his hand rough and greedy on my tits, and I felt everything. The stretch of his fingers curling just right, the delicious tug on my nipples, the insane, open-air thrill of being used like this in a public alleyway, Kevin just around the corner watching everything.

I was panting now, eyes half-lidded, hips bucking in time with the rhythm of his hand. My moans grew louder—wet, broken things that filled the air.

"That's it," I gasped. "Make me come."

He kissed the top of my breast and moaned into my skin, fucking me with his fingers faster, harder now, the angle perfect. His thumb found my clit, circling tight, direct, without mercy.

I exploded.

My cry was sharp, ragged—half gasp, half scream—and I clutched at his shirt to stay upright as my orgasm crashed through me. My body spasmed around his hand, hips grinding uncontrollably, my nipples tingling under the continued touch of his hands.

As the waves pulsed through me, I reached for his cock again. He was leaking, throbbing. I jerked him hard—tight, fast, dripping with my own slick now.

He groped my tits and sucked on my nipples while I kept whispering filth in his ear, fingers teasing his balls, watching him unravel.

"Come for me," I breathed. "Come for me like you've never come before."

He shuddered. His cock throbbed in my grip. And then he spilled—hot and thick across my hand, gasping and twitching, mouth against my collarbone as I milked every last drop.

We stayed there for a moment, breath ragged.

When I finally stepped back, my dress was bunched around my waist, my breasts still hanging out, and my fingers coated with both of us.

I made no move to fix myself.

Instead, I met his dazed gaze and whispered, "That was your taste. If you want more, you'll wait—and you'll learn."

I kissed him once, slow and soft, then turned and walked out of the alley—tits bare, dress crooked, and cunt aching.

Kevin was waiting. Hands in pockets. Eyes smoldering.

He didn't say a word.

The streets of Sorrento were quiet by the time Kevin and I made our way back toward the villa. The late dinner crowd had thinned to soft laughter behind shuttered windows and the occasional clink of cutlery from second-floor balconies. The stones beneath our feet were still warm from the day's sun, but the breeze had shifted—cooler now, fragrant with the salt air and lemon trees.

We didn't speak at first.

He walked beside me, hands in his pockets, his body loose and steady. Mine still pulsed with aftershocks. My thighs stuck slightly with every step, my breasts still tingling where the waiter had groped them like gifts he'd never dreamed of unwrapping. And Kevin... Kevin had seen it all. Every filthy second.

I finally broke the silence.

"So," I murmured, glancing at him with a crooked smile, "how much did you see?"

He didn't look over. "All of it."

That made me flush with satisfaction. I bit my lower lip. "Did you enjoy it?"

"I'm still hard," he said, casual as anything.

I laughed, stepping closer, our arms brushing. "He was... hungry."

Kevin raised an eyebrow. "And you fed him."

"He earned a taste," I said lightly. "You should've seen his face when I pulled my tits out. Like I'd offered him eternal salvation."

"Oh, I saw."

I looked over. "How did I look?"

He turned his head now, eyes dark and amused. "Like the queen of sin."

We walked in silence again, winding up the narrow hill toward the villa, the moon trailing us between palm shadows.

Then he asked it.

"Was it good?"

I smiled softly. "It was fun. He was desperate to please me. And when I made him finger me, Kevin... God, he tried so hard."

Kevin's jaw flexed.

"Tell me," he said. "Did you come?"

"Hard." I let the word land between us like thunder. "I came on his fingers while he sucked my nipples and begged me not to stop."

Kevin groaned, low in his throat.

"And then I jerked him off," I added. "While he worshipped my tits. Came all over my hand."

He stopped walking for just a moment, grabbing my wrist to pull me close.

"Do you know how fucking hot you are?" he asked, voice rough.

"I'm starting to," I murmured.

We started walking again. The villa was just ahead.

"We're not done tonight, are we?" I asked.

"Not even close."

Kevin didn't take me straight home.

We passed the villa's front gate, but instead of turning in, he caught my hand and led me further along the old stone path. The moon was high now, brushing the tops of the olive trees and lemon groves in silver. The scent of citrus drifted down with the breeze, thick and heady.

He didn't say anything. Just led me down a small slope, into a quiet, hidden pocket of trees. The air was heavy with sweetness and heat. Somewhere above, a lemon dropped softly onto the grass.

He pushed me back gently against the gnarled trunk of one of the older trees. The bark was cool through my thin dress.

"Like this?" he asked, voice low.

I nodded, already lifting the hem of my dress. "Exactly like this."

Kevin dropped to his knees in the grass, pressing a kiss to my thigh. Then another, higher. And then he pushed the fabric up around my waist, baring everything to the moonlight.

"You told him you were soaked for him," he said, licking a slow line along my folds.

"I was," I breathed.

His fingers slid into me easily—two, then three—curling just right as his mouth closed over my clit.

"And you told him not to stop," he murmured against me. "Did he?"

"No."

Kevin's fingers pumped deeper. His tongue circled tighter. I whimpered, pressing back into the tree, hips rocking, nipples peaking through the soft fabric of my dress.

"Then don't you dare stop either," I gasped.

He didn't. He licked and sucked and fucked me with his fingers until my knees trembled and my cries grew louder with each thrust.

"I came all over his hand," I moaned. "Make me do it again."

Kevin groaned, the sound muffled against me. His fingers quickened. My legs buckled.

And then I shattered—head thrown back, mouth open to the night, body spasming against his hand.

The lemon tree above us trembled as I clung to it, riding every wave.

Kevin pulled back slowly, licking my taste from his lips like he was savoring dessert.

"Better?" he asked, standing again.

"Much," I panted. "But I think it's your turn now."

I was still breathless, still fluttering inside from the orgasm he'd pulled out of me so mercilessly with his tongue and fingers. My legs trembled slightly as I dropped to my knees, the cool earth soft beneath me, the fallen lemons and twigs forgotten.

Kevin's cock strained against the front of his pants. I looked up at him through my lashes and reached for the waistband, pulling it down slowly—watching his breath catch as I freed him. He was rock-hard, flushed, and already slick with need.

"You want it like I gave it to him?" I asked softly.

He nodded. "But better. Because you're mine."

I smirked, then leaned in.

My lips wrapped around him slowly, deliberately. I took him deep, savouring the weight and heat, the familiar stretch of my mouth around the man who owned every part of me. My tongue curled under the shaft, teasing him with long strokes as I bobbed forward, then pulled back with a soft, wet pop.

Kevin groaned, low and tight.

I let one hand stroke his length in rhythm with my mouth, the other sliding up his body to his chest, then back down to cup his balls.

"You watched me suck him," I whispered, looking up at him, lips brushing the tip. "You watched me take a stranger's cock in my mouth like I couldn't get enough."

His jaw tightened. "And I fucking loved it."

I grinned, then licked him from base to tip again, taking him deeper this time, moaning softly around him.

His hands threaded into my hair. Not forcing—just holding. Grounding himself as I worked him faster, letting my tits sway with every motion, letting them brush against his thighs as I knelt between them, slutty and exposed beneath the stars.

He throbbed in my mouth, and I slowed down—not ready to let him finish. Not yet.

I pulled back and stood, letting my dress slip off my shoulders. The fabric fell to my waist, leaving my breasts bare, flushed, nipples hard from the breeze and arousal.

Kevin cupped them immediately, moaning into my mouth as I kissed him hard.

"Not here," I whispered against his lips. "Not yet."

But he wasn't letting go.

Kevin had just spun me around, my hands against the tree trunk, his cock pressed hot and hard between my cheeks. He yanked my dress up over my hips, baring me again to the cool air. I gasped when I felt his hand slide down between my thighs, checking how wet I still was.

"Ready?" he growled against my neck.

"So fucking ready."

He lined himself up. I arched, pushed back against him. I felt him just start to press inside when—

Voices.

Loud. Slurred. Laughing.

Kevin froze. I did too.

Somewhere up the path, the crunch of gravel under wandering feet, the jingle of a bottleneck clinking against another, and a too-loud voice shouted in English, "No, no—you kissed him, not the other way around!"

Kevin and I held our breath.

A second voice chimed in. "Where's the villa? Didn't we pass that lemon tree already?"

They were close. Too close.

Kevin eased back, his cock twitching, still poised at my entrance. My dress was bunched around my waist, his pants down, my tits out, breath sharp in my throat.

I risked a glance through the leaves. There they were.

Three of them. Two guys and a girl. Students from the villa next door. Laughing, wine-drunk, limbs draped over each other. They were weaving, not walking—stumbling down the path that passed right above our hiding spot.

They didn't see us. But they were close enough to hear—if we made a sound.

One of the guys pointed toward the moonlit trees. "Romance everywhere, huh? I bet there's a couple fucking in those bushes right now."

"Ew," the girl said, laughing. "You wish."

Kevin and I were frozen. Still silent. Still wild with tension.

The students passed, still laughing, still shouting. As they climbed the last stretch toward the villas, one of them turned back and shouted toward the trees, "Goodnight, lovers!"

Kevin pressed his forehead to my shoulder, and we both started laughing silently, breathless and stunned.

"I was two seconds from coming inside you," he whispered.

I turned, grabbed his face in both hands, and kissed him hard. "Then let's go finish what we started. Before anyone else shows up."

We pulled ourselves together—barely. I didn't bother fixing my tits completely. Kevin didn't bother zipping all the way. Still flushed, still needy, still electric.
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The garden between the villas was still and quiet, steeped in that soft hush that settles over Sorrento once the espresso crowd has thinned out. I stepped out barefoot onto the warm stone, my fingers curled around a white mug. The espresso inside had gone cold ages ago—I'd been holding it for at least ten minutes, barely noticing. My mind had wandered.

Then I looked up—and there he was.

Jamie. From the student villa next door. He was stretched out across the low stone wall like it was made just for lounging, shirtless, his damp curls catching the light like they had their own spotlight. One leg was long and loose, the other bent like he was waiting for something... or someone... to give him a reason to move.

He glanced over, trying to act casual. But the second our eyes met, I saw him shift—straightening, like a boy caught dreaming. Then he gave me that smile. Half shy, half hungry. Raised his eyebrows in a silent hello.

I smiled back and made my way to the garden's edge, pausing under the flowering arch that divided our spaces. "Long night?" I asked, keeping my voice soft enough that he had to lean in slightly.

He chuckled and rubbed the back of his neck. "Long enough. I might still be drunk."

I let my gaze linger—not too long, but long enough to make sure he knew I was looking. His chest was golden and lean, freckled just so. The waistband of his swim trunks dipped low, inviting inspection. I tilted my head and took a sip of my forgotten coffee. "Well, you've recovered nicely."

He laughed, but didn't answer. His eyes kept drifting—down to my legs, up under the hem of my dress, then snapping back to my face every time he caught himself.

Of course I noticed. I always do.

"Nice view over there?" I asked.

His grin turned adorably sheepish. "Yeah. Yeah, it is."

I took one step forward. Just enough for the breeze to lift the hem of my dress an inch. "It's even better from the back stairwell," I added, like I might've been talking about the sea. "If you're curious."

Then I turned and walked away, not bothering to look back. My coffee was forgotten, and my bare feet were silent against the sun-warmed stone.

I took my time. The long way around. Let the sun soak into my shoulders and the breeze dance around my dress. The back stairwell was tucked into shade—cooler, quieter than the rest of the house. I liked it. It felt like a secret.

At the third step, I paused and let the cup dangle from my fingers. I didn't look behind me. I didn't need to.

I heard it—the crunch of gravel. A hesitant footstep. Then another. A shadow flickered on the garden wall.

I smiled.

"You get lost?" I called, all casual, like I'd just remembered he existed.

Jamie appeared at the foot of the stairs, caught somewhere between bold and unsure. He wasn't shirtless anymore—he'd pulled on a faded t-shirt—but it didn't help much. He still looked like a sun-drenched fantasy. His mouth opened, like he might explain himself, then closed again.

I turned just slightly, resting one hand on the railing. "I said it was a good view."

He let out a breath, half-laugh, half-surrender, and started climbing toward me. The stair creaked beneath him. Close now. Close enough that I could smell the citrus in his shampoo, the hint of sea salt on his skin.

He stopped one step below me. I liked that. Made me feel taller. Poised. Already halfway in control.

His eyes flicked up my thighs, then darted away. His tongue wet his bottom lip.

I reached down—slowly, deliberately—and took his hand.

I didn't speak. Just guided his fingers beneath the hem of my dress, right to where skin meets silk.

He froze. Looked up.

I arched a brow. Smiled. "You were curious," I whispered. "Don't stop now."

He didn't move at first. Just breathed. Let his hand rest there, trembling a little like he was scared to mess it up.

I leaned in, close to his ear. "You're not going to break me."

That did it.

His fingers brushed higher. Tentative at first. Then bolder as I let him feel my reaction. The way I gasped softly. Shifted closer. Breathed deeper when he hit a rhythm that worked.

His other hand moved to my waist—holding me like he thought I might float away.

I tilted my hips forward. Inviting more. Letting the world blur—the birds, the breeze, the far-off splash of someone diving into a pool—all of it fading into a soft hum.

"Good," I murmured. "Keep going."

His mouth found my collarbone, then lower. I tilted my head, giving him room.

Then I stopped him with a fingertip against his lips.

I guided him to sit, his back against the stair wall. Knees bent. Hands unsure.

I stood over him for a beat, letting him take me in—my dress still bunched around my thighs, my breath steady.

Then I straddled him. One knee at a time. Lowering myself into his lap with full, quiet certainty.

He gasped when I settled on him—no layers between us anymore.

I took his hands and placed them at my hips. "Hold me," I whispered, barely louder than the wind.

He did.

I sank down on him slowly, inch by inch, my breath catching, his head falling back—until I caught his chin and tilted it forward again.

"Eyes on me."

His pupils were blown wide, lips parted, hands trembling. I set the pace. Slow circles first. Teasing. Testing. Watching how he responded to every shift.

His grip tightened. My dress slid off one shoulder. I didn't fix it.

I wanted him to see me like this.

His breath grew rough. I leaned in and touched his lips.

"No noise," I reminded. "We're not alone."

He nodded. Obedient. Sweet.

I smiled. Rolled my hips deeper. Felt the pressure building, slow and thick. I let it rise until it crashed through me—sharp, deep, electric. My whole body trembled against his.

"Don't move," I whispered into his ear.

Then I stood.

My legs were shaky, but I was steady.

I turned, rested my hands on the stair railing, and bent forward—slow, deliberate—letting my dress slide high over my hips.

I didn't look back.

"Well?" I asked, tilting my head slightly.

I heard him move. Felt his hands on my waist. Then—yes. He slid inside me again.

My breath caught.

"Not too fast," I said. "Let me feel you."

He listened. His rhythm was steady, his grip sure. I braced against the railing and let it take me. Let it rise again.

I reached back, guiding his hand to my breast. "Touch me."

He did.

I smiled. "Don't you dare come yet."

He groaned, desperate. But he held on.

I rode the wave until it almost broke again—then pulled away.

I turned, breathless, flushed, and sank to my knees.

"Now," I whispered. "Let me finish you my way."

The stone was cool under my knees. I looked up at him—shirt a mess, hair wild, eyes locked on me like I wasn't real.

I took him in my hand, slow and steady.

"You've wanted this since yesterday," I murmured.

He nodded.

I teased him with my lips, my breath warm. He groaned—too loud.

I covered his mouth. "No noise. You don't want the whole villa knowing, do you?"

He shook his head, wide-eyed.

I kept going, deeper, faster. I felt him start to lose it—legs tense, hands gripping.

Then I looked up—just in time to see his face as he came.

Silent. Overwhelmed. Shaking.

I stayed with him through every pulse. Then I pulled back. Licked my lips. Smoothed my dress.

He collapsed onto the step. Boneless. Stunned.

I stood. Brushed off my knees.

"Thanks for breakfast," I said.

I smoothed my dress, ran my fingers through my hair, and glanced down at him—still dazed, one hand in his curls, the other limp at his side.

I bent and kissed his cheek.

He blinked. "That was... I mean—"

I put a finger to his lips. "Don't define it. Just enjoy it."

Then I turned and climbed the steps, adjusting the strap of my dress. At the top, the sea breeze caught me—cooling my skin.

Kevin was under the pergola. Book in one hand, glass in the other.

He looked up. "There you are. Thought you got lost."

I leaned down and kissed his temple. Slipped into the chair beside him.

"Not lost," I said, stealing a sip of his drink. "Just... enjoying the view."

The day faded gold to grey-blue. We sat quiet, wrapped in warmth and each other.

I tucked a leg under me. Watched him. "Penny for them?"

He smiled. "Thinking about you."

"Dangerous."

He laughed. "It's not the men. It's the feeling."

"What feeling?"

"That twist in my stomach. When I know. When I see it. And love it anyway."

I didn't speak.

"It's the sting," he said. "That's the spark."

I smiled. "You might just be my favourite cuckold."

He snorted. "Jesus."

"Why not? You're strong. Unshakable. And you get rock hard watching me get absolutely ruined."

He shook his head, smiling. "That's some compliment."

I kissed his jaw. "And you wear it so well."

He raised his glass. "To whatever tomorrow brings."

I clinked mine against his. "And whoever."
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The early morning light wrapped Sorrento in gold. The narrow streets buzzed softly—shutters creaking open, scooters humming past sleepy cafés. Kevin and I walked side by side down the cobbled path toward the harbour, the scent of espresso and sea salt mingling in the air.

I wore a pale linen dress—light, sleeveless, and just loose enough to catch the breeze. The fabric clung in all the right places when the wind picked up, and underneath, I had only a soft pair of nude panties. My skin was still warm from the shower, and my hair was pinned loosely at the back of my head, with a few strands spilling down my neck. I knew exactly how I looked.

And so did Kevin.

He kept glancing sideways, trying to keep his smile in check.

"That dress is... dangerous," he muttered.

I raised a brow. "Too much?"

He grinned. "Not even close."

We turned a corner near the restaurant we'd eaten at the night before, and I spotted Matteo—the young waiter—wiping down the outdoor tables. He looked up just as we passed. I gave him a small, cheeky wave. His face flushed, and he waved back with both hands, too eagerly to be subtle.

Kevin snorted. "You're collecting admirers."

The marina spread out below us—boats bobbing in the sunlight, the ferry already bustling with preparations. With every step down the last flight of stairs, a slow, restless energy built in my chest. 

Kevin's hand brushed the small of my back as we reached the dock.

"You ready?" he asked.

I smiled slowly, already imagining the possibilities. "Let's see where today takes us."

The ferry rocked gently beneath my feet as I stepped onboard, the sun glinting off the wooden deck. The Mediterranean sparkled in every direction, the shoreline already beginning to shrink as we pulled away.

Kevin had already made his way up to the top deck with his camera, scanning the coast like he was preparing to map it. I let him go. I wanted to move slowly. To feel the breeze lift my hem and taste the salt on my lips.

I wandered down the main deck, running my fingers along the railing. A few families clustered at the bow, snapping selfies with cheap juice. Some tourists in floppy hats squinted at the skyline, clicking away with their phones.

And then I saw him.

Young. Mid-twenties at most. Tanned skin, mussed dark hair, sleeves pushed casually up his arms. He was uncoiling rope by one of the cleats—slow, idle work. But his eyes were busy.

He looked once.

Then again.

Then lingered.

I casually walked closer and adjusted my footing, pretending to shift my balance. My shoulder brushed his arm.

"Oh!" I said lightly, turning toward him. "Sorry—I wasn't looking."

He nearly dropped the coil. "No, I—sorry! I should've seen—"

"It's alright," I said, lowering my voice. "You're working hard."

He smiled, uncertain. "Yeah. Summer's... hectic."

I tilted my head, letting my eyes move over him a little more openly. "Mmm. I can imagine."

Turning back toward the railing, I leaned forward slightly, peering down at the foamy wake. I didn't need to tug at my dress—it caught the breeze perfectly, lifting just enough.

I stayed there a second too long.

When I straightened, I didn't look back right away. I could feel the weight of his stare. When I finally turned my head, his guilt flashed red across his cheeks.

I gave him a slow smile.

Then walked toward the stern.

I didn't glance back. I didn't need to.

I heard his footsteps behind me.

The rear deck was nearly empty—open sea stretching behind us, the churn of the wake whispering below. I leaned into the rail, elbows resting on the warm metal, watching the water peel away from the boat's path.

He hovered a few feet behind me. I could hear his breathing shift.

I glanced sideways, letting my tone stay calm. "You always follow women like that?"

His ears went bright red. "I wasn't— I mean—"

I turned toward him slightly. "Relax. You've been looking since we boarded. I'm not mad."

He exhaled, sheepish. "You're just... different."

"Older?" I offered.

His eyes flicked down, then back up. "Both."

I didn't answer. Just let that sit in the air while I stepped a little closer—deliberate this time—my shoulder brushing his again.

"Tell me your name."

"Matteo."

"Matteo," I repeated. Were every boy in this town named Matteo? "You work this route often?"

"Every few days," he said.

"Good." I turned to face him, my back now pressed lightly against the railing. "Then you know where the quiet corners are."

He glanced nervously around.

"There's no one watching," I whispered. "And the wind carries sound."

I let my hand skim down his arm until my fingers found his. He was trembling. I slid his palm to the edge of my dress.

"Go slow," I said. "No one sees. No one hears."

His hand moved under the hem, cautious at first. I reached for him too, fingers slipping under the waistband of his shorts.

"Are you—serious?" he whispered.

I met his gaze, steady and sure. "I don't tease unless I plan to finish what I start."

I stroked him once, slow and warm. He inhaled sharply.

The ferry swayed, the sea endless and quiet around us.

No one watched.

I tightened my grip, coaxing him toward the edge. Matteo gasped, body tense, already starting to fall apart. His fingers slipped clumsily between my legs, brushing too lightly until I guided him where I needed him. He pressed forward, eyes wide with panic and awe.

"You're doing fine," I whispered.

He leaned into me, his other hand white-knuckled on the rail.

"I—I can't—"

"Yes," I whispered, mouth near his ear. "You can."

I picked up the pace, feeling him pulse in my hand, his hips jerking forward. I caught his mouth with mine just as he came, swallowing the sound, keeping him quiet as he pulsed in my hand.

When it was done, I stepped back, adjusted my dress, and kissed the corner of his mouth.

"That was your good morning," I said. "Now go make yourself useful."

He nodded, dazed, and disappeared around the corner.

I turned toward the sea, eyes lifting to the top deck.

Kevin was there.

Watching.

Just the way I like it.

—-
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Amalfi turned out to be just as amazingly picturesque as advertised. We walked around like awestruck teenagers, marvelling over this quaint medieval little town. We had lunch with a view of the beautiful mosaic church, and I could see Kevin drifting into a state of just wanting to sit and take it all in. 

But not so much for me. After the ferry, after Matteo's shaky fingers and the way Kevin watched me with that knowing stillness from the top deck, I needed to walk. To stretch. To burn some of the restlessness from under my skin.

Walking down to the harbour, I started to walk along the beach, but Matteo was right. It was tourist season and the beach was crowded. The far end of the beach was quieter—narrower, wilder, with rocks jutting out like broken teeth and brush curling down toward the shore. The laughter and umbrellas faded behind me, replaced by crashing waves and the whisper of wind cutting through the cliffs.

That's when I saw him.

Standing waist-deep in the surf, motionless. Watching.

He wasn't like the others. Not golden and lean, not relaxed. He looked carved—massive and solid, arms roped with muscle, chest dark and slick from the water. His hair was buzzed short, his jaw shadowed, his eyes unreadable. He didn't move when I stepped onto the sand. Didn't blink.

Just stared.

Like I was prey.

I didn't smile.

"Nice view?" I called out, keeping my tone light.

He didn't answer. That annoyed me.

"You know it's rude to stare."

Still nothing—just that steady, silent gaze. Then, finally, one step forward through the surf.

"You walked out here wearing a dress like that," he called back. His voice was rough—low and scraped like gravel. "You wanted to be stared at."

I felt the flicker low in my belly. That heat. That pull.

"And you think that gives you the right?"

"No," he said. "But I'm taking it anyway."

My pulse skipped. The arrogance. The raw certainty.

"You think you're something else?" I asked. "That if you just grunt loud enough, I'll come running?"

He shrugged. "Most sluts do."

I snorted. "You've got a mouth on you."

He stepped forward again. "You stayed when you saw me."

I planted my feet in the sand. "Just beacause Icouldn’t fathom that someone could be so arrogant."

"Maybe," he said. "But you're still standing here."

We stared at each other.

God, he was dangerous. And God, he was glorious. 

Despite his arrogance. Or maybe because of it.

My chest rose slowly. The hem of my dress fluttered around my thighs.

We continued to look at each other. I could feel the heat in my pussy. 

If his apearance had been any other way, I would have labeled him as a prick and left. 

The problem was, he was a prick that I knew would be one hell of a fuck. And there is something special about giving in to your sexual needs even if you despite the man. 

I know. When it comes to sex, I am shallow.

I reached behind my neck and untied the loose knot. The dress slipped over my shoulders and dropped to the sand. I stepped out of it, standing in nothing but lace. Then I slid those down too, let them fall, and straightened.

I didn't break eye contact.

The prick still didn't move.

I stepped into the water.

Cool, shocking, glorious against my skin. My breath caught as it crept up my thighs. He waited, watching my every step like he was measuring my courage.

When I reached him, the waves lapped around our waists. I was close enough to see the veins in his arms. The flecks of sea salt in his beard. His eyes dropped to my chest—my nipples peaked, wet and bare—and stayed there a long moment.

"You like showing off," he said.

"And you like pretending you're not impressed."

His mouth twitched, just slightly. "Don't get cute."

"You stand there in the water, acting as if you are God’s gift to womenhood," I said, lifting my chin. "You don't get to talk about cute."

He took one step closer.

"Is this the part where you thump your chest and tell me I'm yours?"

"No," he said. "This is the part where you admit you came out here to get fucked."

My breath caught.

And then he reached for me.

Not gently.

His hands grabbed my hips and lifted me into the air like I weighed nothing. I gasped as my thighs wrapped around his waist, the water slapping cold against my ass.

He slid one hand under my thigh, the other pressing between my legs, finding me already wet.

"You're ready," he growled.

"It's the sea," I muttered.

"No," he said. "It's me."

I opened my mouth to snap something back—but then he thrust.

One hard, brutal stroke that stole every thought I had.

"Oh, fuck—" I gasped.

"Yeah," he growled at my ear. "That's what you came for."

The sea rocked us, sharp and biting against my skin while his heat filled me deep. He moved fast, fucking me in hard, punishing thrusts, his muscles flexing under my hands.

"Does your husband take you like this?" he snarled.

I bit back a moan. "He's watching."

"Good," he said. "Let him see you fall apart on my cock."

I clenched around him, the stretch nearly too much, too thick, too rough—but it only made me wetter.

"I've been fucked before," I hissed. "But never like—"

He cut me off with another brutal thrust, and I choked on my words.

"I don't talk," he said. "I consume."

He slammed into me again, and this time I didn't hold back. I cried out, loud and sharp. The cliffs could hear. The seagulls could hear. Kevin could hear.

And I didn't care.

I came hard, my body jerking against his, fingernails digging into his shoulders, mouth open and silent with the force of it.

But he didn't stop.

He just carried me back toward the shore—still inside me.

And I let him.

He carried me like a trophy—one hand under my ass, the other gripping the back of my neck. The surf broke around his knees as he trudged onto the beach, his cock still inside me, still thick, still throbbing. My legs were weak from the first orgasm, but I didn't care. I was beyond modesty, beyond doubt. My body was his plaything, and God help me, I loved it.

When he reached a patch of sun-drenched sand, he dropped to his knees and threw me down.

I landed on my back with a breathless gasp, my skin scraping against the dry heat of the grains. The sea hissed behind me, a low white-noise hum against the pounding of my pulse.

He didn't speak.

He didn't have to.

He shoved my thighs apart, climbed over me, and plunged back inside without ceremony.

I screamed. Loud. Not for effect—because I couldn't help it.

He pinned my wrists above my head with one hand, his body crushing mine into the sand. The weight of him. The raw power in every thrust. I writhed beneath him, already close again, already desperate for more.

"You love this," he growled. "Being fucked like something wild."

I moaned beneath him. "Harder."

He obliged.

His hips slammed into mine, each stroke rougher than the last. I bucked beneath him, every nerve lit. My head turned to the side, cheek grinding into the sand, my breasts bouncing with every thrust.

"You know they can hear you," he said, voice ragged.

"Let them." My voice cracked on the words.

"Say it," he snarled.

I locked eyes with him. "You're fucking me like I begged for it."

"Louder."

"You're fucking me!" I screamed. "I want the whole fucking coast to know!"

He let go of my wrists and grabbed my hair instead, pulling me into a kiss that was all tongue and teeth and dominance. I kissed him back with every ounce of defiance I had left, and then I let go—my second orgasm crashing over me like a riptide.

He didn't stop.

Didn't slow.

Just flipped me over like a doll and forced me onto my hands and knees.

"Let's see what you sound like when you're wide open," he growled.

And then he was inside me again, from behind—deeper now, rougher, every thrust pushing me forward into the sand.

I sobbed. Moaned. Screamed.

And somewhere far up the beach, I knew Kevin was watching.

Knew he was hard.

Knew he was loving every second of it.

So I gave him a show.

My knees sank into the hot sand, my hands clawing at it for purchase, breasts swaying freely beneath me with every rough thrust from behind. He had one hand on my hip and the other tangled in my hair again, holding me exactly where he wanted me—open, submissive, loud.

And I was loud.

The sea might have muffled my cries, but not enough. Not for Kevin. I knew he could hear every filthy sound spilling from my mouth, every choked gasp and scream as I took this brute's cock deep inside me, over and over.

"Oh fuck, yes—just like that—deeper—"

The slap of his hips against my ass was sharp, wet with sweat and seawater, and the sand stuck to my skin in all the wrong places, scratching and coating and somehow making everything filthier.

He leaned forward, his chest brushing along my back as he growled against my ear. "You think he's up there watching you moan like a whore for me?"

I moaned, loving it. "Yes—he's watching. He loves it."

"You think he gets off watching you get destroyed?"

"Yes. He wants to see me wrecked."

The brute pulled my hair tighter, making my neck arch, my mouth fall open.

"Say it," he snarled. "Say who's fucking you."

"You are—" I gasped, and then again, louder. "You're fucking me, not him! He watches while you take what he never could!"

"Fuck, that's right," he groaned, slamming into me harder. "You're mine out here. Mine to break."

His cock slammed into me again and again, and I felt myself unraveling. The heat between my legs, the ache of being filled so completely, the sick thrill of being watched—it all swirled into a climax that took me by the throat.

I came hard.

Body shaking, hands slipping in the sand, thighs trembling as he held me down and fucked me through it.

"Good girl," he growled, fingers digging into my hips.

I collapsed to my elbows, forehead pressed to the ground, panting, wrecked.

But he wasn't done.

He reached around, grabbed one of my breasts, squeezed it hard.

"You like when I talk about him like that?"

"Yes," I whispered.

"Why?"

"Because he knows I'm his. Even when someone else makes me scream."

"Good," he said. "Because I'm gonna make you scream again."

And he did.

I couldn't speak.

My cheek was pressed against the sand, my fingers twitching where they curled into it. Every inch of me throbbed—from the crown of my head to the soles of my feet. My body still trembled as he held onto my hips, burying himself deep with one last brutal thrust.

"Take it," he growled. "All of it."

And I did.

I took every thick inch, every shuddering thrust, every dirty word that came out of his mouth as he emptied himself inside me with a deep, primal groan. His weight collapsed onto my back, arms braced on either side of me, his breath ragged against my shoulder.

We were both wrecked.

Spent.

I could feel the heat of him still pulsing inside me. I could feel the grit of the sand stuck to my stomach, to my breasts, clinging to my thighs like evidence. My skin was scraped raw in places, tingling in others. My mouth hung open, jaw slack, heart thudding against the cage of my ribs.

He didn't say a word for a long moment.

And neither did I.

Then I heard it—Kevin's voice in the distance, casual, almost cheerful, calling out just loud enough to carry.

"Think they'll let us come back to this beach?"

A laugh broke out of me—half disbelief, half satisfaction. I didn't have the breath to shout back, so I just let my grin speak for itself.

The brute pushed up off me with a grunt, dragging his hand down the curve of my ass before stepping away, leaving me sprawled like a rag doll in the sun.

I stayed there for a beat, soaking in it all. The ache. The sweat. The shamelessness.

Then I slowly pushed myself up to my knees.

And smiled.

—-
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The sun was low behind the cliffs when we stepped onto the ferry again, the sky bleeding soft gold into deepening blue. Kevin held my hand. Almost possessively. We found a couple of deck chairs at the aft. But we needed only one. As soon as Kevin sat down, I curled up in his lap.

"Hold me?"

My glorious husband understood. He enveloped me in his big arms, holding me close.

"Too much?"

I nodded.

"It was crazy hot. So intense. But afterwards... what have I become?"

Kevin kissed me on the top of my head.

"Nothing. You haven't become anything. You are you. The same sweet, funny, caring, crazy, horny woman I have loved since the first day."

He let out a short laugh. 

"Today was just you letting all your inhibitions go. I think that was wise. Now you know what your limits are."

"None?"

He shook with laughter. I smacked his chest.

"Not nice to laugh!"

"Sorry. I just realized you are as unsure of where we're going as I am. But that just means we're in this together. Ok?"

"Together," I nodded.
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Postcards

[image: ]


I stretched slowly, toes curling against the cool cotton as sunlight spilled in through the shuttered windows. My body ached in the most delicious way—hips sore, breasts sensitive, thighs still sticky with memory. I rolled onto my back, stared at the ceiling, and smiled.

Yesterday had been... something else.

The ferry boy. The brute on the beach. The creaking wood rail and the gritty press of sand. It wasn’t just the sex—it was the way it all unfolded. Impulsive. Rough. Wild. I hadn’t just let it happen. I’d wanted it. Sought it.

I’d given myself to two strangers in one day. And even now, after a night’s sleep, the heat still hummed low in my belly.

I sat up, slowly, and reached for one of Kevin’s shirts from the chair beside the bed. His scent lingered on the fabric—clean, citrusy, familiar. I pulled it over my naked body, not bothering with anything underneath. Letting it hang open just a little too far. It felt right.

From outside, I heard the soft scrape of chairs on the terrace tile. And the smell—coffee and toasting bread, something sweet, something sharp. Kevin, of course. Already making breakfast. Always steady.

I padded barefoot through the villa, out onto the sun-drenched terrace. The air was warm, humming with birdsong and the occasional distant clatter from the neighbouring villa.

Kevin stood by the small grill, spatula in one hand, coffee mug in the other. Barefoot, shirtless, hair still damp from a shower. He looked good. So normal, in the best possible way.

He turned when he heard me.

“Good morning, slut,” he said casually, with a grin that made my knees weaken.

I rolled my eyes, grinning. “Charming.”

He handed me a mug, then leaned in and kissed me softly—slow and warm. “You’re glowing,” he murmured.

“Still coming down from yesterday,” I said, sitting at the table, tucking one leg under me. “Quite a day.”

Kevin sat down across from me, sipping his coffee. For a moment, we just watched the sun push shadows across the stone patio.

Then he tilted his head.

“You okay?”

I looked at him. “Yeah. Why?”

He shrugged, but the question lingered. “Yesterday was... a lot. Even for us.”

I sipped my coffee, letting the steam warm my lips. “It was.”

“You were wild. Like, reckless, almost.”

I nodded slowly. “I know. It was exactly what I needed in that moment. I just... I don’t know what that says about me.”

“It says you’re exploring,” Kevin said. “That’s what this trip is. Permission to taste everything. But—”

“But?”

He leaned forward, elbows on the table. “You’ve had a lot of men, Jules. And this is only day four.”

My stomach fluttered.

“You worried I’m getting out of control?” I asked, half teasing.

He shook his head. “No. I’m turned on. Every single time. But I also want to make sure you’re okay with it. You’re not doing it for me. You’re doing it for you.”

I nodded. “I am. Trust me. Every time it happens, it’s because I want it. Not because I think you expect it.”

We were quiet for a beat, just the birds and the sizzle of something cooking.

Then I added, “But maybe yesterday was pushing my own edge. I didn’t even ask his name.”

Kevin smiled. “Maybe that was the point.”

I laughed into my coffee. “God, what have you turned me into?”

“My favourite kind of monster,” he said, reaching over to squeeze my thigh.

Just then, movement from the other villa caught my eye.

A group of the students had come out onto their patio—messy-haired, shirtless, clearly hungover. Two of them nodded at me sleepily. One of them, darker-skinned, tall, built like a young god, gave me a look that lingered a little longer than it should have.

I smiled back, just for a second.

Kevin saw it.

“Thinking about your next taste already?” he murmured.

“I’m just... open to possibilities,” I said.

His hand slid higher up my thigh.

“Good,” he said. “Because it’s going to be a long, hot day.”

——
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The heat had grown heavier with each passing hour. A slow, weighty pressure in the air that made everything sticky and soft around the edges. Kevin had long since dozed off with a book tented on his chest, the sound of distant scooters and cicadas providing the only rhythm to the stillness of the terrace.

But I couldn’t sit still.

Not after yesterday. Not after the conversations this morning. Not after the way that student looked at me.

So I made up an excuse.

“I think I’ll go get something cold,” I murmured, brushing Kevin’s shoulder. He stirred slightly but didn’t open his eyes.

“There’s gelato in the kitchen,” he mumbled.

“I want something from the shop. I’ll be quick.”

He didn’t argue.

I slipped into sandals and wandered through the sleepy streets to the tiny corner store just up the road. Bought a single lemon popsicle. Cold against my fingers, already melting as I stepped back into the sun.

I strolled back, letting the sugar dissolve on my tongue. My thoughts were elsewhere. On the ferry. On the beach. On Kevin’s unreadable smile. And—unavoidably—on the boy from the terrace.

And then, as I turned onto the garden path between the villas, I saw him.

Leaning casually against the low stone wall, one foot up, shirt off, towel draped over his shoulder. Like he’d been waiting.

My steps slowed.

He looked up. His eyes dropped to the popsicle, then to my mouth.

“Afternoon,” he said.

“Hey.” I tried for light, breezy, nonchalant. Failed miserably.

He pushed off the wall. “Hot out.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“You out for ice cream?”

I held up the now-half-eaten stick. “Trying to cool off.”

His eyes stayed on my mouth as I licked another drip away.

“Didn’t look like you were cooling off yesterday,” he said.

I blinked. “What?”

“I was in Amalfi too. Saw you on the beach.”

I stopped walking.

“You saw me?” I asked, eyes narrowing slightly.

“I wasn’t close enough to interrupt,” he said, stepping closer. “But yeah. I saw how you came walking back down the rocks. Hair a mess. Dress clinging. You looked... used.”

Heat flashed under my skin.

“And that night,” he added, “I definitely heard you.”

“Jesus,” I whispered. 

We were only a few feet apart now, shadows dappled across his chest and stomach. He smelled faintly of salt, sweat, and something citrusy.

“Maybe you’re confusing confidence with rudeness,” I said.

“Maybe you like a little of both.”

I took another slow lick of the popsicle and tilted my head. “You’re cocky.”

He smirked. “You’re not exactly shy.”

My heart thudded. I looked him over more deliberately now—tall, broad-chested, smooth skin the colour of dark copper. There was something coiled in his posture, like a spring. Like he was holding himself back.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Leon.”

I nodded slowly. “Julie.”

“I know,” he said. “I’ve heard your name. And your voice.”

I laughed despite myself. “You’re bold.”

“I’m curious.”

“Well, now you’ve seen me in the sunlight. Hair combed. Popsicle in hand. Not exactly the picture of seduction.”

He stared at me for a beat.

“You look better now,” he said.

I blinked. “Better?”

He stepped closer. Close enough that I felt his heat press against mine.

“You looked incredible yesterday. But now... you look like you remember it. Like it’s still in your body.”

I didn’t speak. Just let the tension wrap itself tighter between us.

The last of the popsicle melted between my fingers. I let it drop to the wrapper and wiped my hand against my thigh. He followed the movement of my fingers like a man starving.

And then I said it. Soft. But daring.

“Tell me what you’d do if I didn’t stop you.”

He didn’t hesitate.

“I’d back you into that tree,” he said, eyes locked on mine. “Lift that little dress. And see if you’re still wet from yesterday.”

I stared at him for a moment. Breath shallow.

Then I took a single step backwards.

Toward the shadows beneath the trees.

I didn’t stop walking.

And neither did he.

The shade under the olive trees felt cooler—barely. The kind of heat that still clung to your skin but whispered secrets instead of shouting them.

Leon followed me without a word.

We passed the halfway mark between our villas, where the stone wall curved and the bushes grew high enough to shield us from every angle. The air smelled like rosemary and dust. No voices. No birds. Just the distant hum of someone’s fan and the soft crunch of gravel beneath our feet.

I stopped and turned slowly, one hand resting against the warm trunk of the olive tree behind me. “This is stupid.”

“Probably,” he said, stepping in.

“I don’t even know how old you are.”

He grinned. “Old enough to know what I want.”

“And what’s that?”

His hands were already sliding up the backs of my thighs. “You. Right now.”

I didn’t stop him. I didn’t even pretend to.

He kissed me like he was starving. Like he’d held back too long. It wasn’t a question—it was a claim. Tongue, teeth, a bite to my bottom lip. I groaned, already soaking from the kiss alone.

He shoved the hem of Kevin’s shirt up over my hips, growling when he found nothing underneath.

“God, you’ve been walking around like this?” he muttered, fingers squeezing the bare skin of my ass.

“It’s hot,” I gasped.

“You’re filthy.”

“You like filthy.”

He spun me around, bent me over the curve of the tree, and pressed into me from behind. Just like that. No teasing. No warning.

Just one brutal thrust—full, deep, rough—and I was filled.

“Fuck!” I cried, grabbing the bark with both hands. “Yes—God, yes—”

He pulled out slow, then slammed back into me.

Again. And again. And again.

My breath caught on every thrust.

“Shit, you’re tight,” he growled, slapping my ass hard enough to make me jolt forward.

“Then fuck me like you mean it.”

That made him laugh. One of those dark, arrogant chuckles that told me I was giving him exactly what he wanted.

He gripped my hips like handles and started pounding me in earnest. No rhythm, no finesse—just raw, angry sex, the kind that left you marked.

My tits bounced with every motion, pressed against the rough bark, aching to be touched. And Leon must’ve felt the same. He leaned over, reached around, and grabbed them both—big handfuls, his thumbs finding my nipples and pinching.

I cried out again, louder this time.

“Fucking love these tits,” he muttered, twisting each nipple hard. “This body’s begging to be ruined.”

“It is,” I hissed, grinding back into him. “Ruin me—come on—”

He slapped my ass again—once, twice—then bent lower, mouth to my ear.

“I watched you yesterday. Coming down the beach after that brute finished with you. You looked like you could barely walk.”

I shuddered. “I couldn’t.”

“I wanted to follow you right then. Bend you over those rocks and take the mess he left behind.”

I whimpered.

“You’d have let me, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

He pulled almost all the way out, then shoved in so deep I thought I’d break in two. My whole body jerked.

And he didn’t let up.

He grabbed my hair with one hand, yanked my head back so I could hear every filthy word he said.

“You’re mine now,” he growled. “This tight little pussy’s mine, and I’m gonna leave it sloppy.”

My legs trembled. My nails dug into the bark.

“Do it,” I gasped. “Use me.”

He slammed into me harder, grunting like an animal.

And that was when I came. Loud, wet, and with no hope of hiding it. My whole body clamped down around him as my voice tore from my throat—high and broken and perfect.

He didn’t stop.

He fucked me through it, moaning about how good I felt, how tight I was, how he’d never met a woman who could take it like I could.

Another orgasm built fast, fierce, uncontrollable.

“You gonna come again?” he growled. “You gonna make a mess all over my cock?”

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Yes, yes, yes—!”

And when it hit—when that second wave broke over me, harder than the first—I couldn’t hold back.

I screamed.

Bent over a tree in the garden, filled with a stranger’s cock, no underwear, Kevin dozing on the terrace not forty feet away—

I screamed.

Leon came with a roar, teeth sunk into my shoulder, pumping deep inside me until I felt the warmth spill, coat, fill. He didn’t pull out. Just held me there, twitching, breathing hard.

It was messy.

Filthy.

Perfect.

He kissed my shoulder once. Soft. Unexpected.

“You’re insane,” he whispered.

“I know,” I breathed.

He pulled out slow, watching the wet drip between my thighs.

Then stepped back, tucked himself in, and vanished into the trees without another word.

I smoothed my shirt. Ran fingers through my hair. And walked back toward Kevin, legs shaky, pussy still fluttering with aftershocks.

By the time I reached the terrace again, the heat had shifted. That late-summer stillness had crept in—the kind that made everything shimmer and stretch. Even the birds had gone quiet.

Kevin was exactly where I’d left him, still reclined on the lounge chair, sunglasses on, book half-open across his chest. Except now, his head turned slightly toward me, and I knew—without needing proof—that he’d been awake the whole time.

I didn’t say anything.

Neither did he.

I walked past him, barefoot, thighs still sticky, and stepped down the old stone path toward the villa’s tiny private pool. The water sparkled in the fading sunlight, untouched since the morning.

I dipped a toe in.

Still warm.

Then I let the shirt drop, slipped into the pool slowly, and sank beneath the surface.

The water soothed the heat in my skin. Or tried to. But nothing could quite reach the hum between my legs. Not yet.

When I broke the surface, Kevin was standing at the edge, arms folded, watching me with that same unreadable look he always wore when he was deciding whether to tease me or take me straight to bed.

“You seem relaxed,” he said.

“I’m ruined,” I replied, floating lazily on my back.

He smirked. “You look like a woman who’s had an eventful afternoon.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I look like a woman who needs dinner.”

He laughed and crouched down by the pool. “I pulled out the pasta. We’ve got pancetta, eggs, pepper, and enough parmesan to make it authentic.”

I swam to the edge, resting my arms on the warm stone. “Carbonara?”

“Unless you’d prefer something lighter.”

“After today?” I smiled. “I need carbs. And probably salt. Lots of salt.”

He leaned in and kissed me—slow, deep, and without any hurry. His hand slid down my neck, across my shoulder, then under the water where it curled around my waist.

“You’re lucky I love you,” he whispered.

“I know.”

We stayed like that for another minute—me half-floating, him half-kneeling—just breathing each other in.

Then I pulled myself from the pool, water cascading down my back. I dried off lazily, not bothering to hide anything. I knew his eyes were on me the whole time. I let him look. I wanted him to.

Inside, the kitchen was dim and golden, the stone walls radiating the warmth of the day. I wrapped myself in a towel, poured us each a glass of wine, and turned on the small Italian radio in the corner.

Soft jazz.

Sunlight spilling across the counter.

Kevin sliced pancetta while I grated parmesan and hummed.

I leaned against the counter, watching the pasta water start to bubble, and tilted my head.

“Do we have enough food for more?”

Kevin glanced over. “How many more?”

“The students,” I said. “The four boys. Jamie and the others.”

His mouth curved. “You’re feeling generous tonight?”

“I’m feeling curious.”

He smirked and flicked a strip of pancetta into the pan. “Then yeah—we’ve got enough.”

I picked up my phone and typed out a quick message.

“They’ll be here in an hour.”

Kevin raised his glass toward me. “To whatever happens.”

I clinked mine against his. “To whatever happens.”

—-
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The knock came right as I was lighting the last candle. A lazy knock—slow, three quick taps and a pause, like the person behind the door was half-daring us not to answer.

Jamie, of course.

When I opened the door, he was already grinning like a man who’d been daydreaming about this for hours. Shirt unbuttoned just enough to be intentional, wine bottle dangling in one hand. Behind him, Matteo, Leo, and Jonas trailed in—each holding bottles, each just a little more nervous than the last.

“You’re just in time,” I said, stepping aside.

They came in like a wave of sunburned energy and the musky scent of aftershave. Jamie brushed past me first, eyes flicking down the front of my dress in a way that made no attempt to hide it. Matteo greeted Kevin politely, but I caught him looking over his shoulder when he thought I wasn’t watching.

Kevin shook hands, poured wine, and led them outside like a man welcoming guests into a world he was happy to observe—but didn’t need to control.

The terrace glowed with candlelight and soft overhead bulbs strung from the pergola. The table was set simply but beautifully—mismatched plates, fresh bread, tall jugs of water beading with condensation. The pasta smelled incredible. The wine even better.

The students took their seats with the clumsy etiquette of young men still learning how to act when a woman their fantasies had likely starred for days was now serving them dinner.

I sat between Jamie and Matteo, feeling four different glances sweep over me before anyone said a word.

“So,” Kevin began, topping off glasses, “who’s the best cook among you?”

All four boys groaned. Jamie pointed at Matteo. “He thinks adding chili flakes to ramen is gourmet.”

Matteo threw up his hands. “I was drunk! And it was good!”

“You made it in a hotel kettle,” Leo said flatly.

That broke the tension. The whole table laughed.

As we ate, the conversation spiraled into stories about cheap hostels, awkward hookups, and their experiences trying to order coffee in three different languages. Jamie told a particularly dramatic tale of being chased by a goat in Sicily. Matteo claimed he’d almost been cast in an Italian commercial for toothpaste.

“I don’t believe that for a second,” I said, leaning toward him, fingers resting on the edge of my wine glass.

Matteo put a hand to his chest, mock-wounded. “Why not?”

“You’re too pretty to be trustworthy,” I said lightly.

That earned a whistle from Jamie. Kevin chuckled.

“I’ll take it,” Matteo said. His eyes lingered on mine, a beat too long.

I shifted in my chair, letting the neckline of my dress dip just slightly more. Jamie noticed. So did Jonas, who nearly dropped his fork when I turned to refill my water.

“Do all Norwegians host dinner parties like this?” Jamie asked, eyes sparkling. “Because if so, I might need to change citizenship.”

“Only the lucky ones,” I said. “And only when the company is... very promising.”

Kevin raised his eyebrows slightly at me from across the table, amused.

Jonas, who’d been quiet until now, finally spoke up. “This view’s not bad either.” He was staring not at the sea but at my bare legs stretched out under the table.

“Oh, you sweet talker,” I said, smiling. “Careful, or I’ll make you do the dishes.”

Jamie leaned over. “I volunteer.”

“Because you want to help?”

“No. Because I want to stay late.”

Laughter followed—nervous, giddy, wine-warm.

Kevin stood, collecting plates. “Dessert?”

There were nods, eager yeses, a chorus of approval. He disappeared into the kitchen, and while he was gone, I leaned in toward Jamie, resting my elbow lightly on the table, brushing his thigh with mine.

“You always this flirty with your hosts?”

“Only when they’re beautiful,” he said, almost too fast.

I smiled. “You’re not alone, you know.”

He tilted his head. “What if I like my odds?”

Kevin returned with bowls of gelato, the cool citrus scent of limoncello rising from each. We passed them around, licking spoons and trading glances that said far more than any polite conversation ever could.

The sun was gone now. The candles flickered in glass holders. I let my hand linger a little longer on Jamie’s shoulder when I leaned across him for the wine. Matteo adjusted in his chair. Jonas’s eyes were locked on the shadow of my leg.

I dipped my spoon into the gelato and looked around the table.

“It’s warm,” I said softly. “I think I need a swim.”

The silence was instant.

I stood slowly, letting my chair scrape lightly against the stone floor. “You boys swim?”

All four nodded.

“Good,” I said. “Then come keep me company.”

I strolled across the terrace, the soft stone warm beneath my bare feet. The pool shimmered under the lights—inviting, silent, a perfect little stage. I paused at the edge, glanced back once to see all four boys watching from the table, then reached for the hem of my dress.

I didn’t hesitate.

I pulled it off in one slow, smooth motion. No bra. No panties. Nothing but warm air against bare skin.

The gasp behind me was instant. A choked sound from Jonas. A sharp inhale from Matteo. Jamie muttered something under his breath. And Leo just stared with fire in his eyes.

I dropped the dress beside the chaise and stepped to the pool’s edge. Candlelight flickered across the curves of my hips, the soft bounce of my breasts, the beads of water still clinging to my skin from the humid night.

Then I dove in—naked and unashamed—breaking the surface with a soft splash.

The water wrapped around me like silk. I surfaced with a satisfied sigh, flicking wet hair from my face and letting myself float lazily on my back, breasts rising in the candlelit water.

The terrace had gone quiet.

Then—movement.

Leo stood, shoving his chair back. “Fuck it.”

He peeled off his shirt, kicked away his shorts, and there it was—thick, dark, heavy. His cock hung between his thighs like it had its own gravitational pull. No attempt to cover it, no attempt to downplay it.

Jamie muttered, “Jesus Christ.”

Leo dove in with a splash, surfacing near me, his grin wide and wild.

That was all it took.

Matteo stood next, slower, tugging at his shirt, biting his bottom lip as he dropped his trunks and made his way to the pool—erect and red-faced, but too far gone to stop.

Jonas followed, shaking his head like he couldn’t believe what was happening, but his cock said otherwise. They all stripped down, shedding their hesitation with their clothes, and dove in one after the other.

Four naked young men.

One naked woman.

And a quiet husband with a wine glass, watching it all unfold with a calm, satisfied smirk.

I swam to the center of the pool and floated again, water lapping at my shoulders, nipples tight in the cool air, eyes closed, smile wide.

They surrounded me slowly—like sharks unsure whether the prey was real. And I was ready to bleed.

The pool had gone quiet. Not from hesitation—but from focus. The kind of silence that comes just before the first moan, the first grip, the first real act of claiming.

And Leo was done waiting.

He closed the space between us like a storm, grabbing me by the waist and spinning me into him. His hands were rough, fingers digging into my hips as his cock pressed hard against my stomach, thick and heavy in the water.

“You wanted this,” he growled in my ear.

I bit my lip and leaned in. “Then take it.”

His mouth crashed onto mine—hot, greedy, teeth and tongue—and I melted into it, gasping when his fingers grabbed my ass and squeezed like he owned it. The water slapped against us as he ground his cock against my body.

The others didn’t wait.

Jamie’s hands were on my breasts before I even turned—cupping, groping, pulling. Matteo’s fingers trailed down my back. Jonas pressed close from behind, his cock sliding between my thighs under the water, thick and twitching.

Leo pulled back just long enough to growl, “Fucking filthy little tease.”

I looked him dead in the eye, breathless. “You like your sluts wet and begging?”

He grinned, teeth bared. “Yeah. And dripping all over my cock.”

“Then get in line,” I said, reaching blindly behind me to stroke Jonas as he moaned into my shoulder.

Jamie shoved a hand between my legs, fingers plunging into me. I gasped. No hesitation. No finesse. Just hot, sloppy need—and I fucking loved it.

“That’s it,” I moaned. “Use me. Use your slut.”

Hands all over me now—grabbing, squeezing, stroking. Matteo pinched my nipple hard enough to make me cry out. Leo kissed me again, hand wrapped around his cock, stroking it just inches from my belly.

“You ever had four cocks in one night?” he asked, voice low and cruel.

I looked him straight in the eye and licked my lips. “I have. And I want it again.”

Jamie groaned. Jonas cursed under his breath. Matteo reached for my breast, thumb flicking my nipple.

Leo grinned, cock twitching in his fist. “Then beg for it, slut.”

I let my head fall back, surrounded by their bodies, water sloshing around me as hands roamed and fingers plunged deep.

“Don’t make me wait,” I moaned. “Fill every hole. Use me. Make me your fucktoy tonight.”

Their laughter turned dark.

And just like that, I stopped pretending to be in control.

I let them grab, grope, claim—whatever they wanted.

Because I’d never felt more wanted.

And I was starving for it.

Leo was the first to slide behind me—hands clamping around my hips, cock grinding against my ass under the water.

“Fucking slut,” he muttered, lining himself up. “Bet your husband’s jerking off already.”

He was.

I didn’t need to check. I knew Kevin was still sitting nearby, stroking himself while watching four young cocks close in on his dripping wife.

And I gave him a show.

I bent forward, bracing against the edge of the pool, letting my breasts hang freely in the water, nipples brushing the surface. Leo grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back as he pressed against my entrance.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say what you want.”

I glanced over at Kevin, my voice breathy. “I want to be fucked. I want to be used. I want all of you.”

Leo slammed into me—hard, deep, without warning.

My gasp turned into a cry as my tits bounced with each thrust, the water slapping around us. My nipples stiffened in the cool air above the surface, so sensitive they ached.

Jamie was already seated on the edge of the pool, stroking himself lazily while watching. His eyes were locked on my chest.

“Those tits,” he muttered. “Big, soft fuck pillows... get over here.”

Leo held my hips steady and pushed me forward toward Jamie. My breasts bobbed out of the water with every movement, slick and glistening. Jamie reached down and grabbed them with both hands, squeezing hard, thumbs circling my nipples until I moaned.

“Like that?” he asked.

“Harder,” I panted. “Squeeze them while I suck your cock.”

He groaned as I wrapped my lips around him, taking him deep while his hands mauled my tits, fingers rolling my nipples until I was squirming.

“This married whore has perfect fucking tits,” Jamie muttered, pushing deeper into my mouth. “Made for sucking and slapping.”

Leo grunted behind me, fucking faster. “Her pussy’s squeezing me like a fist. Bet those tits are just as greedy.”

I moaned around Jamie’s cock, loving every second of it.

Then someone—Matteo—spoke. “Out of the water. I want her laid out.”

Leo finished with a final, brutal thrust, groaning as he emptied inside me. Then he pulled out and slapped my ass.

“Up,” he growled. “You’re not done.”

They dragged sunbed mattresses onto the terrace and lifted me out like I was their shared prize. I flopped back onto the padding, tits heaving, nipples hard and wet, thighs parted, still dripping from the first load.

Jonas stepped forward, cock in hand. “My turn.”

He knelt between my legs and pushed inside me, slow but deep. I gasped, arching my back, my breasts thrusting up into the air.

Matteo dropped down beside me, gripped one of them tight, and leaned in to suck. His lips closed over my nipple, hot and wet, tongue flicking fast.

I cried out. “God—yes—use them—suck my nipples—bite—”

Jamie squeezed the other, growling, “They bounce like they were made to be played with.”

I smiled at Kevin as Jonas started to fuck me faster, and moaned loud enough for the whole street to hear.

“I’m gonna let all of them use me,” I said. “One after the other. In every hole.”

Kevin didn’t blink—just jerked harder, watching my tits bounce, watching his wife become the group’s toy.

Jonas groaned into my neck as he emptied himself inside me, his body twitching, breath ragged. He collapsed forward for a beat, pressing me into the mattress, then slowly pulled out—his cum leaking from me in warm, messy rivulets down my ass crack.

I barely had time to exhale before Matteo was there, kneeling between my legs with a desperation he didn’t bother to hide.

“Wait—” I breathed, but he wasn’t listening.

He spread me wider, staring down at the mess between my thighs, then leaned forward and shoved his face into it.

I gasped—back arched, hands flying to his hair—as his tongue lapped at me, devouring the come dripping out of my used cunt like it was dessert.

“Oh fuck—Matteo—!”

His hands gripped my thighs like he was afraid I’d disappear, keeping me wide open as he feasted on me. He moaned into my pussy, licking deep, flicking over my clit, sucking the slickness from my folds like he needed it.

Kevin groaned from the chair.

When I glanced his way, his cock was gripped tight—his other hand rubbing over his chest as he watched Matteo lick me clean like a starved man.

Jamie stood beside him, cock in hand, watching too.

“I think she’s ready again,” Jamie muttered.

Matteo pulled back with a glazed look, chin soaked. “She never stopped being ready.”

He lined himself up and pushed into me slowly—inch by thick inch—until his hips met mine and he bottomed out. I moaned, clenching tight, the friction exquisite after Jonas and Leo had already stretched me.

Matteo moved fast, urgent, his hips slapping into mine as he thrust hard, over and over. His chest hovered above mine—and his eyes dropped to my tits.

“You’re fucking perfect,” he muttered, leaning down.

He latched onto one nipple with his mouth, sucking hard while his hand mauled the other, twisting and pinching it until I gasped.

“Harder,” I begged. “Don’t be shy.”

He groaned and obeyed—his teeth grazing, tongue circling, both nipples hard and aching from the attention. I reached up and gripped his hair, pressing his face into my chest, fucking him back as he drove deeper.

“This slut loves her tits played with,” Jamie said, standing over us now, stroking himself. “Bet you could make her come just from that.”

“I’m close,” I gasped, arching hard into Matteo’s mouth, his cock hitting something perfect with every slam. “Oh fuck—Matteo—yes—!”

He growled, hips pounding, then suddenly pulled out—leaving me twitching, aching, needy.

Jamie dropped to his knees between my legs and shoved in without a word.

I screamed—no shame left, no hesitation—as he filled me.

“You’re not done yet, slut,” he said through clenched teeth. “You’ve got one more load to take.”

He bent down and wrapped his lips around my nipple, sucking it hard as his cock drove into me, deep and fast. One hand gripped my tit, the other slapped it—light, stinging.

“Such a good fucktoy,” he whispered. “So loud. So used.”

Kevin was groaning now, louder, cock slick in his fist, his face tight with pleasure.

“Keep fucking me!” I cried. “Don’t stop—don’t you fucking stop—”

Jamie fucked me like he wanted to leave bruises. My tits bounced under his rough touch. My clit throbbed. My whole body burned.

And when he came, he bit down on my nipple—hard—and I came with him, back arching, screaming into the night.

I lay there on the sunbed, body wrecked and trembling, skin shining with sweat and come and pool water. My breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath, the nipples raw from so much use. My pussy throbbed—stretched, flooded, fluttering with aftershocks.

But I wasn’t done.

Neither were they.

Leo was the first to speak. His voice was low, gravel-thick. “She’s not leaving this terrace until she’s had all of us again.”

“She’s soaked,” Jamie added, eyes locked on my chest. “Still begging, even after all that.”

“Fuck,” Matteo muttered, standing behind Jamie and gripping his cock at the base. “Look at those tits... they’re just asking to be used.”

Kevin, from his chair, didn’t say a word. Just leaned forward, cock in hand, stroking slow and steady as he watched his wife get claimed all over again.

I sat up slowly. My thighs trembled. My lips were swollen, parted. My voice came out hoarse but certain.

“Take me together,” I said. “All of you. I want to feel you on every inch of my body. In my mouth, in my cunt, in my ass—on my tits, my face. I want to be fucked full.”

The silence that followed wasn’t hesitation—it was anticipation.

They were already getting hard again.

I could see it—Matteo stroking himself while licking my taste off his lips. Leo sitting back with that cocky, thick shaft already rising again, glistening. Jamie and Jonas, flushed and glassy-eyed, but nowhere near done.

I climbed into Leo’s lap first. His back hit the headboard of the outdoor lounger we’d dragged onto the terrace. His cock was already hard again—thick, wide, daunting. My ass still tingled from the last time he slapped it.

I reached behind me, stroking him lazily. “You want my ass, don’t you?”

He hissed through his teeth. “Yeah. I want to see you fuck yourself on it.”

I straddled him backward—knees wide on either side of his hips, my back to his chest. I grabbed both cheeks and spread them apart, slow and teasing. I knew Kevin could see everything. Then I reached back, lined him up, and sank down.

“Oh fuuuck,” I gasped, head dropping as Leo’s cock pushed into my ass. “So fucking thick—”

“Jesus,” Jamie muttered behind me. “Look at her hole take it.”

“She’s riding it,” Matteo said. “Bitch is riding anal like it’s nothing.”

“Because I want it,” I groaned, rolling my hips slowly, feeling that deep, stretching pressure. “I want to be full. I want to be ruined. I want you watching, Kevin.”

And I knew he was.

I could feel his stare on my hole, on my ass as it bounced down onto Leo’s cock. My legs trembled from the pressure, the fullness, the thrill. I looked over my shoulder, caught Kevin’s eyes.

“He’s fucking my ass, babe,” I panted. “Not you. Him. You just get to sit there and watch.”

Kevin grunted—louder this time. His cock pulsed in his hand.

“Now give me more,” I said, not looking away. “Someone get between my legs. Fill my cunt while I ride this cock in my ass. Stuff me full. Stretch me wider.”

Jamie was already moving.

I spread my knees wider, keeping Leo deep in my ass while giving Jamie perfect access—my pussy flushed and messy, dripping with the slick and cum from round one. He grabbed my hips and pushed forward.

“Yes—yes—fuck yes—” I cried out as his cock slid into my pussy, filling the second hole in one deep stroke. “God, I’m full—so full—”

“Look at this,” Jamie growled, starting to thrust. “Getting double-fucked in front of your husband. You’re such a sick, filthy slut.”

“She loves it,” Leo grunted, grabbing my bouncing tits as I rode him. “Her pussy’s squeezing like a fist while I’m in her ass.”

“I’m gonna make her come just by slapping these tits,” Jamie said.

And then he did.

He reached up and slapped one breast—hard. My nipple stung, tightened. I moaned so loud I barely heard Kevin’s groan.

“Do it again,” I begged. “Harder—treat them like toys.”

They didn’t hold back.

Leo’s hands mauled my breasts from behind, pinching both nipples while Jamie drove into me, grunting as he fucked up into my cunt.

“Look at her tits bounce,” Matteo said, jerking his cock beside me. “Fucking dream girl.”

“More than that,” Jonas added. “She’s the dream fucktoy. A married little whore with big tits, no shame, and three loads already inside her.”

“And I still want more,” I gasped. “I want your cum dripping out of me while I ride one cock and take another—while Kevin jerks off and begs to come.”

“You hear that, Kevin?” Jamie sneered. “She’s our slut tonight. You just sit there with your dick in your hand while we fuck your wife like she was made for it.”

Kevin let out a strained breath—nearly a moan. He was close. I could see it.

“You like watching her ass stretch for another man?” Matteo asked. “You like watching her ride cock she’ll be sore from tomorrow?”

“She’s bouncing on him,” Jonas muttered. “Bouncing on his cock while she takes another one in the pussy. Fucking double stuffed.”

“Who’s fucking you right now, Julie?” Leo snarled in my ear. “Tell your husband.”

I threw my head back.

“Leo’s in my ass. Jamie’s in my pussy. I’m their fucking toy, Kevin. You’re just the audience.”

Kevin made a noise—low and broken—and I felt the power surge through me.

Then I came.

Hard.

I clamped down around Jamie’s cock, body shaking as Leo held me tight. My nipples throbbed under their fingers. My voice broke into sobs and moans as the orgasm crashed through me.

And they didn’t stop.

Jamie fucked me through it, gripping my hips, slamming into my soaked cunt while Leo drove up into my ass, pinching my nipples so hard I cried out.

I was wrecked. I was full. I was desperate for more.

“Watch this,” I said to Kevin. “Watch what your wife’s made for.”

Jonas lay back on the mattress, legs spread, cock slick and flushed with anticipation. I climbed onto him slowly, facing him, the muscles in his chest flexing as I positioned myself above him. His hands gripped my thighs, steadying me as I reached between us, guided his cock to my pussy, and sank down onto him with a long, trembling moan.

“Oh fuck, yes,” I gasped, my hands splayed on his chest, my pussy stretching around him inch by thick inch. “That’s it—fill me up.”

Jonas groaned, watching every twitch of my face as I bottomed out on him. “This pussy’s ruined already,” he muttered, voice tight with restraint. “And you still want more.”

I rolled my hips in a slow circle, making us both groan.

“Not just want,” I said, breathless. “I need it.”

Hands grabbed my hips from behind.

Matteo.

“Then open up for me,” he growled, voice thick with hunger. “I’m not going to be gentle.”

I didn’t want gentle.

I braced myself, still riding Jonas, as Matteo parted my cheeks and pressed the head of his cock against my ass. I was already slick from earlier, stretched just enough—but the pressure as he pushed in made me cry out.

“Jesus—fuck—”

Jonas' hands gripped my waist tighter. “Take it, slut. You wanted this.”

Matteo groaned behind me. “She’s tight as hell. This ass is greedy.”

My whole body trembled as he pushed deeper, inch by relentless inch, until he was buried in me. I was fully impaled—Jonas' cock throbbing inside my pussy, Matteo’s stretching my ass, both of them groaning, both of them holding me like I belonged to them.

“I can’t believe how full I am,” I moaned. “Two cocks at once. God, I’m fucking wrecked.”

“No,” Jonas growled, pulling me down hard against him. “You’re about to be wrecked.”

And then they started moving.

Matteo’s hands locked around my waist and he began to fuck me from behind, his rhythm building against the bounce of my body as I rode Jonas. It was chaos—pleasure stacked on pleasure, every thrust pushing me harder onto the other. 

Then hands cupped my face.

“Open up, sweetheart,” Jamie said, his cock inches from my lips. “We’re not leaving this pretty mouth out.”

He slid it into my mouth, slow and thick, and I moaned around him, the sound vibrating against his shaft.

I was completely full.

Leo came next, crouching beside Jamie, stroking himself while watching Jamie’s cock disappear between my lips.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “Fucked in both holes and still sucking cock like a good little whore.”

Jamie groaned. “Her mouth’s perfect. Wet and sloppy.”

“She’s perfect all over,” Matteo grunted behind me, thrusting harder. “Listen to her moan. She loves this.”

I did.

I was drowning in it—Jonas' cock hitting that perfect spot with every bounce, Matteo pounding my ass like he owned it, Jamie sliding deep into my throat while Leo squeezed and slapped my tits between them, tweaking my nipples until I whimpered.

“You’re fucking made for this,” Jamie muttered. “Tits like these should never be kept to one man.”

“They won’t be,” Leo added, leaning in to suck one of my nipples hard, biting just enough to make me twitch. “You’re ours tonight.”

Jamie pulled out with a wet pop, and Leo took his place in my mouth, groaning as my lips wrapped around him.

Jonas was panting beneath me. “You feel that, baby? Kevin’s watching. He’s watching his wife get split open and used like a cum dumpster.”

I whimpered around Leo’s cock.

“Yeah,” Matteo growled. “He’s jerking off, watching you beg for more cock in every hole.”

“Tell him, slut,” Jonas hissed. “Tell your husband how much you love this.”

I pulled off Leo’s cock long enough to gasp, “I love it, Kevin. I love being your filthy whore. I love letting them ruin me.”

Leo shoved back into my mouth. “Good little cumslut.”

I was on fire.

My tits bounced wildly from the movement, each thrust jarring them against Jamie and Leo’s hands and mouths. They twisted and played with my nipples, sucked them, slapped them, praised them like they were theirs. Matteo pounded me harder, his cock driving into my ass while Leo thrust up into my pussy with every bounce.

“I’m gonna come,” Jonas groaned.

“Do it,” I gasped, breaking from Jonas’s cock just long enough to look down at him. “Come in me. Make me drip.”

He groaned and exploded inside me, his hands gripping my hips like iron. The feel of it—hot, deep, filling—sent me straight into my own climax.

I cried out, body seizing, walls clenching around both cocks, my mouth falling open with a shattered moan.

Matteo didn’t stop.

He fucked me right through it, making me scream, stretching my ass as I trembled.

“Come in my ass,” I begged. “Fill it—please—please—”

Matteo growled and slammed deep one last time before spilling inside me with a guttural groan, his grip bruising on my hips.

And still—Leo and Jamie stroked themselves above me, cocks twitching.

I opened my mouth.

“Come on me,” I whispered, eyes wild. “Paint me with it.”

Jamie groaned first, shooting across my cheek and lips, followed by Leo—thick spurts across my breasts, my neck, dripping between the curves.

I collapsed against Jonas’ chest, covered in come, stretched and aching, mouth open, breath gone, body wrecked.

I was everything I’d promised Kevin I’d be.

His filthy, ruined, cum-dripping wife.

—-
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The night air clung to my skin like silk soaked in sin. I was wrecked—utterly. Legs trembling, breasts sticky, holes stretched and dripping with everything they’d poured into me. My body twitched in soft aftershocks, the heat still coiled low in my belly, my breath shallow and uneven.

I lay across the mattress, sprawled on my back like a woman made of melted wax, thighs still open, come glistening between them. One of my nipples still throbbed from where Jamie had bitten it. There was a bruise blooming on my hip from Jonas' grip. My mouth hung slightly open, lips swollen and glistening.

I was ruined.

And Kevin was already kneeling beside me, a towel in his hand and that soft, crooked smile on his face. The same one he wore when he poured me coffee in the morning. The one that made me feel like no matter what I did—no matter how filthy, how depraved—I was still his.

He started with my face, gently dabbing away the streaks of come from my cheek, my lips, the bridge of my nose.

“Hi,” I whispered, my voice barely there.

He smiled, his eyes warm. “Hi.”

He moved lower, trailing the towel down my chest. My breasts were tender, sore, and gloriously used. He wiped them slowly, delicately—catching the drips that had pooled between them, the streaks clinging to my nipples.

“I think they really liked these,” he murmured.

“They should,” I whispered. 

He chuckled, eyes gleaming. “They’ve got nothing on you.”

His hand dipped between my legs next—slow, reverent. The towel pressed softly to the mess leaking from me, and I whimpered.

“Sorry,” he said quickly, but I shook my head.

“No. I like it. I like that you’re the one who cleans me up.”

“I always will,” he said, and I believed him.

The boys were quiet now—gathering their clothes, pulling on shirts, grinning at each other with that spent, stunned look men have when they’ve crossed a line they’ll remember forever.

Matteo kissed my shoulder before he left. “You’re incredible,” he whispered.

Jamie winked. “Thanks for dinner.”

Jonas, gave a quick squeeze to my hand. Leo leaned over me with that same cocky grin he’d worn when I first climbed onto his lap.

“Hope there’s a round two,” he murmured. “You’re addicting.”

Kevin saw them to the gate, exchanged a few quiet words—about discretion, I imagined, about respect. Then the lock clicked, and we were alone again.

Completely.

Kevin returned and looked down at me, still crumpled on the mattress. I tried to lift my arms. Failed.

“Help,” I mumbled.

He laughed and bent to scoop me into his arms, cradling me like a bride on our wedding night.

“You’re completely fucked,” he said, grinning.

“I am,” I whispered, nuzzling into his neck. “And you love me like this.”

“I really do.”

He carried me inside—past the empty wine glasses and the candle wax dripped on the terrace stones, past the soft jazz still playing from the little kitchen speaker. The house felt different now—like something had happened inside its bones. Like it knew.

He set me down on the bed gently, like I was made of something rare and fragile. I curled onto my side, utterly boneless.

Kevin pulled the sheet over me, climbed in beside me, and wrapped an arm around my waist.

He kissed the back of my neck.

I sighed. “You okay?”

“Perfect,” he murmured. “You?”

“I’m... full,” I said with a little laugh. “Full and sore and glowing.”

He pulled me closer. “Good. That’s exactly how I want you.”

And with that, I let sleep pull me under—my body spent, my heart safe, my husband warm beside me.

I’d remember this night forever.
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The sheets smelled faintly of lemon and salt, warmed by the early sun spilling through the slatted shutters. I stretched slowly beneath them, limbs heavy and deliciously sore, the kind of ache that only came after a day like yesterday. The soft cotton slid over my skin like a whisper, brushing against breasts still tender from too much attention, thighs still humming with memory.

Kevin was already up.

I heard him moving through the villa—barefoot, relaxed, opening shutters, clinking coffee cups, humming something half-familiar. The scent of espresso reached me before the sound did, pulling me from the bed with the promise of warmth and something sweet.

I slipped on one of Kevin's button-downs—white, too large, barely grazing the tops of my thighs—and padded barefoot through the hallway. The tiles were cool underfoot. Outside, the sky was already sharpening into that particular Sorrento blue, bright and cruel in its clarity.

Kevin stood on the terrace, sun on his shoulders, hair damp from a quick rinse. He was barefoot, shirtless, wearing only soft drawstring pants that hung low on his hips. He looked like summer incarnate—lean, golden, utterly unbothered.

He turned as I stepped out onto the terrace.

"There you are," he said, handing me a mug before I even reached for one. "I was beginning to think you'd gone into hibernation."

I took a sip. Strong. Just the way I liked it.

"I was dreaming about yesterday," I said, curling into one of the lounge chairs, legs tucked up beneath me. "It was... a lot."

Kevin gave me that knowing, sideways smile. "Good 'a lot' or too much?"

"Perfect," I murmured, glancing at him over the rim of my cup. "The kind of perfect that leaves marks."

He laughed quietly and sat down in the chair next to me, sipping his own coffee.

We sat in silence for a while, the comfortable kind. Birds chirped lazily from the olive trees. A breeze stirred the lemon branches. Somewhere in the distance, a scooter coughed to life.

I looked down at my thighs—at the faint red prints that hadn't quite faded.

"No plans today?" I asked eventually.

Kevin shook his head. "Not unless you want them."

I considered. My body felt used, my skin still warm. And yet...

There was that tingle low in my belly. That restless spark. The same one that never seemed to fully go out anymore.

"I kind of like the idea of wandering," I said. "Maybe a long walk. Somewhere old."

"Pompeii?" he offered. "It's close. Easy train ride. You could wear something inappropriate and scandalize the ruins."

I raised a brow. "You say that like I haven't already."

He smirked. "You haven't done it there."

I stood slowly, the shirt sliding higher over my thighs as I stretched.

"Then Pompeii it is," I said. "Let's go see what sins I can collect today."

Kevin raised his mug in a toast. "To ancient decadence."

I clinked mine gently against his. "And modern filth."

And just like that, the day began.
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The Circumvesuviana train to Pompeii was already crowded by the time we stepped on, and any hope of finding seats vanished before the doors even hissed shut behind us. The car smelled of sun-warmed bodies, sunscreen, and something faintly metallic from the rails. Locals leaned on poles with practised ease, and tourists clutched backpacks like they were about to be stolen. Kevin and I exchanged a glance—wry, amused—and then braced ourselves for the short ride.

We ended up squeezed near the center, no room to sit, barely enough to breathe. Kevin stood behind me, one hand on the overhead bar, the other resting lightly at my waist. I could feel his body close, his heat steady and grounding. I leaned into him slightly, more for balance than comfort, and let myself sway with the motion of the train.

That's when I noticed the boy in front of me.

Boy might not have been fair—he was young, early twenties maybe, but already taller than Kevin, with lean, tanned limbs and dark curls falling into his eyes. He stood just a few inches away, one arm stretched up, the other gripping a pole beside me. His white t-shirt clung damply to his chest. He was trying to be polite, I could tell—eyes trained vaguely on the opposite door, chin tilted up like he wasn't aware of me at all.

Except he was.

His gaze kept flicking down, quick and furtive, like he couldn't help himself. The train lurched, and I shifted with it, my side pressing lightly against his chest. He didn't pull away. In fact, his hand, which had been just above the metal pole, slid lower. Deliberate. Slow. Until it grazed my forearm. Then my wrist.

I didn't move. Neither did Kevin.

The train rounded a curve, and bodies shuffled closer together. That was all the boy needed. He stepped in, subtle but certain, and suddenly, he was directly in front of me. Our bodies were aligned now—his chest to mine, only inches apart. 

I looked up at him through my lashes.

He blushed.

Then the train jolted again, and we pressed together. His hand landed at my hip—accidental, at first. Then firmer. It lingered. His palm cupped my side, fingers curled lightly against the cotton of my dress. I could feel the tremor in his touch, the shallow rise and fall of his chest. He was trying not to get hard. Failing.

I bit my lip and leaned in just a little, letting my breasts brush against him as I adjusted my grip on the overhead bar. The neckline of my dress gaped ever so slightly—and his gaze dropped like a stone. He stared. Wide-eyed. Thirsty. And then—

He reached up.

It was bold. Stupid, even. But he did it anyway. His fingers grazed the underside of my breast—barely there, but unmistakable. He looked terrified and turned on in the same breath. Like he couldn't believe what his hand had just done.

I didn't slap him.

I didn't say a word.

Instead, I let out the softest breath of pleasure and rolled my shoulders back slightly, giving him more. My nipple brushed the inside of the fabric, and I knew—knew—it was visible now. Tight and peeking, framed by the low curve of the dress. His eyes locked on it like a starving man spotting food in a window.

He looked up at me then, and I smiled. Slow. Dangerous.

I could see his cock straining through his jeans.

The train screeched into a stop, and a rush of bodies shifted forward. Kevin's hand came to rest on my lower back again, calm and easy. The boy stumbled a step forward, and I caught him with my hands on his chest, feeling the quick hammer of his heart beneath his damp t-shirt.

"You alright?" I asked, just loud enough for him to hear.

He nodded. But his pupils were blown wide, his cheeks flushed crimson, and his breath came in shallow, hungry pulls.

Another jolt of the train—and his hand brushed my breast again.

This time, I let it linger.

I closed my eyes and savored it—the thrill of the crush, the heat between us, the rush of being wanted without words. My thighs clenched involuntarily. I was wet. Soaked, already. And I hadn't even made it to the ruins.

By the time we pulled into Pompeii, I was flushed and buzzing, nipples still tingling from the friction, cunt aching for more than accidental touches. I caught Kevin's eye as we stepped off the train.

He looked amused.

"What?" I murmured.

"You gave that boy jerk-off fantasies for a lifetime," he said, grinning.

I laughed, linking my arm through his.

"Maybe..."

We stepped into the sun, into the dust and history of ancient Pompeii, and I felt it settle in my bones:

The hunger wasn't done with me yet.

The sun had risen high enough to bleach the colours from the hills by the time we stepped off the train in Pompeii. Heat shimmered above the stone walls as we walked up the long, gravel path toward the entrance. I wore a simple sundress—light yellow, tied at the shoulder, cut just high enough to tempt the breeze. My sandals clicked with each step. Kevin carried our water bottles and his camera slung over one shoulder, already scanning the horizon like a man on a mission.

"I forgot how big this place really is," he said, holding the tickets up to the scanner. "It'll take hours if we're serious about seeing everything."

"Are we?" I asked.

He glanced sideways. "We'll see."

Inside, the city opened up around us like a mirage—sun-bleached stone streets, fractured columns, the bones of houses and shops. Tourists clung to the shade like ghosts. Kevin pointed things out as we moved, half-guide, half-boyish history nerd: "That's a bakery—see the grinding stones?" and "These were the stepping stones so they wouldn't have to walk through sewage."

I nodded, smiled, followed. But my mind drifted.

There was something surreal about being here—walking through a place caught between death and eternity. The way the shadows spilled through broken archways. The way a low wall still carried scorch marks. The silence between groups of tourists was louder than the crowd. I found myself lagging, eyes catching on doorways and alleys, listening for something I couldn't name.

Kevin paused near a fresco of Bacchus and pointed at the red ochre outlines. "This was a dining room," he said. "The image would've been right behind the host's seat—subtle, right?"

I stared at the god's painted erection. "Classy."

He laughed. "The Romans weren't shy."

"No," I said, stepping a little closer, fingers brushing the warm stone. "They really weren't."

I felt his gaze shift. "You're quiet today."

"I thought maybe today would be quiet," I said, glancing over my shoulder at a group passing behind us. "You know. No games. Just history. Stones and ruins."

Kevin walked up beside me. "Is that what you want?"

I paused.

The breeze picked up, stirring my hem just enough that I had to press it down. Somewhere in the distance, a guide's voice echoed about volcanic ash and preservation. I looked at Kevin. He was smiling, soft and knowing.

"I don't know," I said honestly. "Maybe."

He didn't say anything at first. Just raised the camera and snapped a photo of me next to the fresco—light on my skin, the god's shadow behind me.

"I don't think quiet is your thing," he said, lowering the lens.

I smirked. "No?"

"You get restless."

I tilted my head. "What do I do when I get restless?"

Kevin leaned in, close enough that I felt the heat of his breath on my neck.

"You start collecting sins," he murmured. "One postcard at a time."

The air around us grew still for a moment. Not empty—just waiting.

Then he stepped away, gesturing toward a fork in the path. "This way. There's a villa I've wanted to see."

We wandered down a narrow, dusty side path—one of those half-forgotten alleys with loose gravel underfoot and wild rosemary curling through the cracks. Kevin had seen a mention of it in some traveller's forum. "Almost nobody goes here," he said, his camera already slung back into position.

The ruin we came upon was quiet. No ropes. No signs. Just crumbled mosaics and time-faded frescoes waiting patiently in the sun.

That's where we found him.

A student, clearly—young, long-limbed, with sun-warmed skin and curls flattened beneath a frayed linen cap. He was kneeling beside a slab of stone, brushing at something with the kind of reverence normally reserved for holy relics or tight thighs. His shirt was sweat-damp at the collar and clung to his back in all the right ways.

He looked up quickly when he heard us. "Sorry—this site's technically restricted."

Kevin gave him an easy grin. "We're not looking to trespass. Just passing through."

The student glanced at me—just a flicker, but enough to make his throat shift like he'd swallowed something too fast. "There's not much to see, but... there's a bedroom just through that arch. The frescoes are better preserved. And the view through the slit window—it's like a painting."

We stepped inside.

It was warm. The air still held that ancient mineral weight, a mix of sun-heated brick and dust. The room had the intimacy of something that had once mattered—a space meant for privacy, for pleasure. A short stone bed, a narrow arched window, and a sliver of red paint that still clung stubbornly to one wall like a memory that refused to fade.

I looked around and let my fingers drift along the old frame of what had once been a bed.

"This was a poet's room?" I asked.

The student had followed us in. "That's the theory. They found ink stains and a carved stylus near the threshold. Some think he was the son of the villa's owner."

I turned to face the centre of the room, letting my voice drop just a little. "I like to think he used this space for more than just poetry."

The student blinked.

I let a slow smile curl at the corner of my lips. "Can't you just imagine it? A summer night like this one. The window open. A lover sneaking in. Wild sex. And then maybe... a verse or two scribbled on the wall."

The air between us changed.

The student's lips parted slightly. He looked down, then up again—and this time, the look lingered. It wasn't academic anymore.

I stepped closer, just enough to shorten the space between us. Kevin had wandered off again—he was in the courtyard now, crouched with his lens angled upward, chasing a shaft of light.

"Do you think they had wild orgies in here?" I murmured.

The student swallowed. "I—I think Romans were... very open about desire."

I tilted my head. "Do you think they did it standing? On their knees? Bent over the windowsill?"

His breath hitched.

And then—finally—he stepped forward.

His hand reached for my waist. Hesitated.

I didn't make him wait. I took his wrist and guided it where I wanted it—beneath the hem of my dress, up the line of my thigh, until his fingers found slick heat.

His lips parted in surprise. "Oh..."

I leaned in, voice barely a whisper. "Don't act like the Romans didn't do this too."

His hand cupped my cunt, fingers trembling as they slipped through wet folds. I didn't rush him. I let the moment stretch, let him feel how wet I already was. His other hand came to rest on my breast, thumb grazing my nipple through the thin fabric. My body answered instantly—tightening, arching, responding.

I pressed my palm to the crumbling wall behind me as he dipped a finger inside. Then another. I moaned—quiet, contained—just enough to make him bolder.

His fingers moved slowly, reverently. Not clumsy—just cautious, like he couldn't quite believe he was doing this. His thumb found my clit and I rocked gently into the rhythm, mouth parted, heart pounding.

"You're incredible," he whispered, eyes wide. He exhaled, and his fingers pressed deeper.

The orgasm came fast—sharp and unexpected. My whole body tensed, breath catching in my throat as the climax rippled through me. I held still. No moan. No movement. Just the slow shudder of my thighs and the hot throb of release pulsing through every nerve.

When it passed, I gently stepped back. His fingers were wet, his eyes wide.

I reached up and kissed him on the cheek—soft, sweet, final.

"Thanks for the tour," I said.

And then I turned and walked out into the sunlight.

Kevin looked up as I approached, his expression unreadable, lips curved in that sly, patient way he always wore when he knew something had happened.

I took his hand.

"Ready to keep walking?" I asked, breath steady.

"Mm-hmm." He let his fingers squeeze mine. "Learn anything interesting?"

"Just a bit of local history," I said, and smiled.
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The sun had shifted by the time we rejoined the main path—higher now, hotter. Pompeii was buzzing again, more tourists filtering in, all floppy hats and sunscreen glinting in the light. Kevin walked beside me as we followed the winding route between crumbled walls and restored frescoes. We passed under a reconstructed archway, the light flickering between carved stones. I bumped my shoulder lightly against his.

We kept walking. And I could feel it in both of us—that glow, that delicious, shared secret humming in the heat. This wasn't about approval or permission. It was about rhythm. He gave me space. I filled it with something messy and hot and alive.

And we still had the rest of the day ahead.

"Getting hungry?" Kevin suddenly asked, nodding over to a modern-looking door in a building just off the large forum. 

"Yes! It feels like I have been running a marathon!"

"You have been active, that is right... not much running, though," he grinned and bumped my shoulder with his. I laughed and smacked him playfully on his arm.

"Come on! Don't be mean!"

The restaurant was sweltering.

Bad air-conditioning, overpriced food, cheap wine passed off as something vintage. The lunch crowd buzzed like flies trapped in the heat—sweaty tourists pushing limp pasta around on white plates, guides talking too loud. We didn't actually pick the place - it was the only place inside the walls - and even Kevin looked like he regretted going in there.

Our table sat near the window, shaded by dusty blinds. I could see the stone path we'd walked earlier, the crumbled walls poking up like broken teeth.

But it was the table beside us that caught my attention.

A couple—British, I guessed. Mid-forties. She was blonde, sunburned, clearly over it. He looked like a banker who'd forgotten how to relax. Their bickering had started soft. Muted frustration. But now it was full sentences, tension sharpening their voices like glass.

"You dragged us here," the woman hissed, stabbing her salad with a fork. "And it's shit."

"I said we could've skipped the whole bloody tour," he snapped back.

"You also said this was supposed to be romantic."

"And you've done nothing but complain since Naples."

The woman scoffed, loud enough that a few heads turned. "Maybe if you weren't such a selfish, boring twat, I'd have something nice to say."

The man's jaw clenched. His hand tightened around his wine glass.

Then, with a final eye-roll, she shoved back from the table. "I'm done."

She stalked toward the front of the restaurant, muttering something unintelligible. The door swung closed behind her with a sharp click.

The man sat there, alone, red-faced, breathing hard.

My skin prickled.

Kevin leaned across the table slowly, eyes on mine. "He looks like he's about to explode."

"He does," I murmured.

Kevin's fingers slid along the rim of his glass. Casual. Lazy. But his voice dropped low enough that only I could hear.

"Maybe you should go help him."

I blinked. "What?"

He just sipped his wine. Smiled.

My pulse kicked up. The tension from earlier, the boy on the train, the student in the ruins, swelled back into my veins.

"Where?" I asked.

Kevin nodded subtly toward the sign near the exit. Toilets.

"Go," he said.

So I did.

I rose slowly, adjusted my dress—not that it mattered—and walked toward the back hallway. The bathroom doors were old, wood-grained, the kind with tiny sliding locks. One of them was ajar.

I pushed it open.

He was inside, hands braced on either side of the sink, chest heaving. The window was open, letting in sun and sound—the faint clatter of cutlery, voices from outside.

He looked up sharply. "It's occupied—"

Then froze.

He saw me.

Confusion first. Then something else. Something darker.

I stepped in and locked the door behind me.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" he rasped.

I smiled, slow and easy, and leaned back against the wood. "I think you're angry. And I think you want to do something stupid."

He stared at me like he didn't believe I was real.

"You are married," I stated matter of factly.

"Yeah."

"Still want to fuck someone else?"

His eyes burned. "Jesus Christ."

I stepped forward. "Let me make it worse."

He didn't stop me when I reached for his belt. He didn't say a word as I dropped to my knees.

I pulled his pants down, slow and deliberate, and freed his cock—already half-hard, thick and heavy in my hand. I wrapped my lips around the tip and sucked.

He groaned.

His hands flew to the back of my head, gripping tight, guiding me forward.

"That bitch," he muttered, "hasn't sucked my cock in six fucking months."

I moaned around him, taking him deeper.

"She thinks I'm boring?" he snarled. "I'll show her boring."

He fucked my mouth harder, hips jerking forward, his cock thick and twitching on my tongue. I let him. Let him use my throat like it was his right. I wanted him angry. Wanted him vile.

"You're a cheating whore," he growled. "Letting strangers suck you off in toilets. Bet your husband doesn't even know."

I pulled back with a wicked smile. "He sent me."

His eyes went wide. "What?"

"He's probably listening through the wall right now."

The man growled and yanked me to my feet. Spun me toward the sink. Bent me over.

My dress rode up. He didn't waste time—just rammed into me from behind.

I cried out, bracing on the porcelain.

He grunted. "Fucking slut. You came in here dripping."

His hands grabbed my tits from behind, yanking the neckline of my dress down. My breasts spilled free, heavy and jiggling with every thrust.

"Big tits on a nasty little wife," he sneered, pinching my nipples hard. "You let your husband share these?"

"Only with men who fuck me better."

He snarled and slammed into me harder.

"You think she's prettier than me?" I asked, voice ragged.

He grabbed my hair, yanked my head back. "She's nothing like you. You look like someone who wants to be fucked."

He let go and spun me around.

I jumped up onto the sink, legs spread. He rammed his cock back in, kissed me roughly, biting my lip, shoving his tongue in my mouth. His hands never left my breasts, squeezing them, twisting my nipples, grunting every time I moaned.

"I'm gonna ruin you," he growled.

"Do it. Take your anger out on me."

He fucked me like a man who'd been denied too long. His cock pistoned in and out, the sink creaking beneath us. My head thudded against the mirror.

Then he stopped. Pulled out. Turned me around again.

"I want to see that ass bounce."

He bent me over, lifted my leg onto the toilet seat, and shoved back inside. My tits swung with every thrust, nipples aching. The window was still open. I didn't care.

"Let them hear," I gasped. "Let everyone know what I am."

"A cheating whore," he grunted.

"He groaned deep in his chest. Grabbed my hips. Slammed harder.

"I'm gonna come."

"Do it," I gasped. "Fill me. Mark me."

With a roar, he emptied himself inside me, jerking with every pulse. His fingers dug into my flesh. I felt it all—the heat, the filth, the shame and the thrill.

We stood there, panting.

He pulled out. Watched his cum drip down my thighs.

"Fuck," he whispered.

I turned. Smoothed my dress. My tits were still out. I tucked them back in, slow and proud.

"Good luck with your marriage," I said sweetly.

And left.

Kevin was waiting at the table.

He handed me my wine and kissed my cheek.

"Well?"

I sipped. "Messy."

He smirked. "Everyone heard. Even the waiter blushed."

"And the wife?"

Kevin grinned. "She came back after you left. Took one look at the bathroom, snorted, and said, 'Lucky slut.'"
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The sun had started to dip low over Pompeii, casting the ruins in amber. Long shadows stretched across the cobbled paths, warm and soft like memory. We walked slowly, the afternoon heat finally breaking into something tolerable, the air quieter now. Fewer tourists. Fewer voices. Just the crunch of gravel beneath our feet and the occasional bird cutting through the stillness.

My legs ached in a delicious way—used and stretched and thoroughly worn-in. My thighs still felt sticky beneath my dress, and my hair was a tousled mess, half-fallen from the clip I'd pinned it with that morning. I didn't fix it. I liked how it felt. Wild. Tangled. Marked.

Kevin walked beside me, one hand in his pocket, the other brushing mine now and then. He didn't speak for a while—just watched me with that amused, knowing expression. The one he always wore after something filthy. After something that made me glow.

Finally, he said, "You walk different."

I glanced at him, raised an eyebrow. "Do I?"

He smiled. "You float a little. Like you're full of secrets."

I laughed softly. "I am."

We passed beneath an archway, sunlight slicing across our faces. I turned my head and caught him staring—not just admiring, but seeing. Seeing all of it. What I'd done today. What I'd taken into my body. What I'd given.

"You're insatiable," he murmured, almost to himself.

I didn't deny it.

We turned a corner, the main gate in view ahead, the hum of the train station drifting faintly on the breeze. I slowed, dragging my hand across a low stone wall as we walked. The surface was warm from the sun, dusty. Everything here felt touched by time—by lives and stories and sins layered beneath our feet.

Kevin looked at me again. "So. What's next on the list?"

I opened my mouth to answer—and paused.

Because I didn't know.

I didn't know what I wanted anymore.

"I thought I had a plan," I said finally. "But..."

"But?"

I shrugged. "Now I just want more. Not a checklist. Not boxes to tick. Just... more."

"More what?"

I smiled at him. "More of whatever this is. More surprises. More heat. More of you watching me like you watched me today."

He slid his hand into mine, fingers warm, steady.

"You're not finished," he said.

"No," I whispered. "Not even close."

We reached the edge of the ruins and stepped through the exit, back into the present—sunlight bouncing off cars, vendors packing up, the clatter of trains in the distance.

Kevin glanced sideways at me, voice low. "Where do you want to go now?"

I squeezed his hand. "Somewhere I can get fucked again."

He laughed, full and easy, and kissed the top of my head.
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The beach in Sorrento sloped gently into the water, pebbled and uneven, warming slowly under the rising sun. We'd staked out a quiet patch just beneath a row of wind-shaped pines, where the shadows were thin and shifting and the view stretched all the way to Naples.

Kevin laid out our towels while I shimmied out of my cover-up, already catching the eyes of the group of young men not thirty feet away. They were loud. Shirtless. Cocky in that way only boys under thirty can be—overconfident and under-experienced, pretending not to notice the older woman in the emerald bikini stretching beside them.

I sat beside Kevin and slipped on my sunglasses. "They've clocked me."

"They clocked you when we were still on the stairs."

One of the boys—olive-skinned, lean, with hair pushed back in a messy wave—nudged his friend and glanced our way again. I stretched a little more than I needed to, arms high overhead, spine arched. A whistle came from their direction. Half-hidden behind my sunglasses, I smiled.

Kevin passed me the sunscreen. "Gonna lure them into the sea?"

"I thought I'd wade in slowly," I said, unscrewing the cap. "Let them take the bait."

He chuckled. "You're impossible."

I wandered toward the water, letting the sun catch the curve of my hips, the swing of my bare thighs. I didn't look directly at them, but I knew they watched—each of them still pretending they weren't.

The sea was cool at first, sharp around the ankles, but it softened as I waded deeper. When I dunked beneath the surface and came up dripping, slick hair down my back, the boys were already closer.

Too close to be coincidence.

“Buongiorno,” one called out, grinning. His accent was thick, but his smile was universal.

"Buongiorno," I returned, keeping my tone light.

"You are not Italian," another added, already wading into the water beside me.

"Norwegian," I said. "But fluent in mischief."

That got a laugh. They came closer—two, then four. One of them held a small plastic ball. The kind kids use for half-hearted games of beach rugby. He spun it in his hands.

"You want to play?" he asked. "It's simple. We throw. You catch. Or you lose."

I laughed. "Is that how Italian flirting works? Dodgeball?"

He grinned. "Only with very beautiful women."

I nodded slowly. "Fine. But I don't play fair."

He passed me the ball.

We played like it was nothing—splashes and laughter, fake tackles and mock arguments. But each toss pulled us closer. Each brush of fingers over my hand lasted too long. One of them tried to "block" me by wrapping his arms around my waist. Another caught me from behind when I faked a stumble and let his hands slide across the slick curve of my stomach before releasing me.

All of it felt accidental. None of it was.

They flanked me in the water now. My bikini clung tighter than it had before, and their eyes made no attempt to hide their interest anymore.

I pretended not to notice. Just smiled and let the ball slip from my hand again.

The leanest of the group swam up behind me, breath warm against my neck.

"You are dangerous," he said softly.

"Why?"

"Because I think you like this."

I turned slightly toward him, water lifting me in gentle swells. "What if I do?"

His hand brushed my side—just a flick of fingers from rib to hip. Another hand touched my back. Another at my thigh. Light. Testing.

"Your husband...?" one asked, voice dropping.

"Watching," I said. "Always watching."

They paused.

Then one of them laughed. "Lucky man."

I let them press in. Let the water hide the shape of my smile. The brush of fingers turned bolder. Someone's hand cupped the curve of my ass under the surface. Someone else reached to steady me, his thumb grazing the side of my breast.

I let it happen.

The one with the dark eyes came closer, his chest brushing mine, water lapping between us. He moved slow. Careful. But his fingers found the tie of my bikini bottom and toyed with it—just enough for me to feel the threat of it loosening.

Behind me, another hand slipped lower. His touch landed between my thighs, tentative at first. When I didn't stop him, he pressed further, fingers tracing the seam of the fabric.

I caught my breath.

My arms moved lazily through the water. One of them drifted between two boys, fingers skimming their swim trunks. Both were hard.

I closed my hand around one of them.

He gasped.

I smiled. "Shhh."

Their breath caught in rhythm. One boy's hand slid over my breast, his palm full and reverent under the water. Another flicked my nipple with his thumb. The boy behind me pressed his fingers deeper, stroking me through the thin, soaked fabric.

"Fuck," someone whispered. "She's soaked."

"It's the sea," another murmured.

"It's not the sea," I whispered back and untangled myself. Then I swam back toward the shore, one slow, final glance over my shoulder.

One of the boys hurriedly ran out of the water and up to where they had left their things. He stopped me before I could join Kevin. 

"We need to see you again." He held out his phone. I nodded smilingly and keyed in the number. No name. 

Kevin was grinning when I stepped up to him.

"You gave them your contact, didn't you?"

He handed me my towel. I sat, water dripping down my legs, skin flushed and tingling.

"Maybe."

—-
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We wandered hand in hand through Sorrento's old streets as the sun dipped behind the hills, casting everything in that rich, syrupy light that made even the cobblestones feel like something out of a dream.

Kevin looked relaxed. His other hand held a folded tourist map he had no intention of using. I wore a light sundress—soft, thin, low in the back and high in the thigh. No bra. No panties. Just the cotton against my sun-kissed skin and the memory of salt still between my legs.

"I liked the chef's trattoria you spotted earlier," I said.

Kevin grinned. "The one with all the empty wine bottles in the window?"

"Exactly. Looks like the kind of place that gets louder as the night gets darker."

The restaurant was small—no more than ten tables set under hanging vines and strings of lanterns. The air was thick with the scent of garlic, lemon zest, and something roasted. A heavyset man in a wine-stained apron stood behind the open-air kitchen, tossing pasta like it owed him money.

Kevin held the door open. "After you."

The host barely looked up before seating us at a table near the back—half in view of the kitchen, half shrouded in shadows. I loved it immediately.

We ordered wine—something bold and local—and fresh pasta. Kevin did the talking. I let my eyes wander.

There were two other tables occupied. A family. A couple. And then—him.

The chef.

He was taller than he looked from the outside. Thicker. Chest like a barrel. Broad shoulders. A dark beard glinting with sweat. He barked an order in rapid-fire dialect, slammed a pan onto the burner, and turned—eyes sweeping across the patio like he owned every stone beneath our feet.

He caught my gaze.

Just for a second.

But it was enough.

He smirked.

Kevin noticed.

"Looks like you're already on the menu," he murmured.

I dipped my finger into the wine. "Should I go ask for the chef's special?"

He leaned in, his voice low. "Finish your food first. Then we'll see who's hungry."

We clinked glasses. The pasta arrived—overcooked, drowned in sauce. Kevin laughed after the first bite.

"Terrible," he said, chewing. "Absolutely terrible."

We stayed for nearly an hour. Chatting. Everyday things. Experiences. Dreams. And every few minutes, the chef would glance over. His eyes lingered. On my bare shoulder. On the shadow of cleavage when I leaned to pour more wine. On my mouth.

When I stood to go to the bathroom, Kevin reached for my wrist.

"I'll wait right here," he said.

I leaned down and kissed his cheek. "I love you - above everything."

The restroom was outside, past the kitchen. The scent of meat and smoke was stronger there, and the corridor between the garden wall and the prep table was dim and hot.

And the chef was already there.

Waiting.

His arms folded.

He said nothing.

I stepped into the corridor, my pulse already racing, skin buzzing from more than wine.

We didn't speak.

He reached for the back of my dress, yanked the hem high, and growled in that low, delicious voice, "You're already dripping."

I didn't even breathe. I just stared at him—at that broad chest dusted with flour and sweat, at those heavy forearms. He didn't move. Not yet. Just let the weight of his voice hang in the humid air between us, dark and thick like smoke.

And I didn't answer.

Didn't need to.

He moved first—stepped in, one hand fisting the back of my dress and yanking it higher. The sudden roughness of it made me gasp. My panties were gone—of course they were. I'd left them behind hours ago, half a promise made before the meal.

He shoved the hem up over my hips, baring me completely to the night air, and then his hand landed across my ass—hard.

I stumbled forward with the slap, my palm bracing on the warm stone wall. He grabbed me, pulled me back, then slapped me again—louder. Flesh against flesh. I bit my lip hard enough to taste blood.

"Stand up straight," he growled. "Back arched."

I did. God, I did.

He stepped behind me, one massive hand wrapping around my hip, the other palming between my legs. His fingers slid through the wetness like he was testing it—smearing it across my folds, dipping two thick fingers inside without warning.

"Fucking soaked," he muttered. "Did your husband watch you flirt all night?"

"Yes," I hissed, shuddering against his hand.

"Good. He'll know exactly who made you come."

Then he pushed me. Bent me over the prep table beside the corridor wall, shoved my chest down flat so my tits pressed against the metal. The edge bit into my ribcage. I didn't care.

I heard his zipper. The hiss of fabric.

And then he was there. Thick. Hot. Bare.

He didn't tease. Didn't ease. He pushed into me with one long, determined stroke that pushed the air out of my lungs.

"Oh—fuck—!" I moaned, my cheek against cold metal.

He didn't say a word. Just grabbed both sides of my hips and started fucking me. Hard. Mean. Relentless. His cock filled me so deep I thought I'd split. And I loved it.

His hands moved—one fisted in my hair, yanking my head back; the other reached around and grabbed one breast, squeezing it viciously, twisting my nipple until I screamed again.

"These tits," he snarled, panting into my ear. "Bouncing all night. You wore that dress just to make cocks hard, didn't you?"

"Yes—yes—I wanted it—!"

He slapped the side of my breast. "You're a filthy little tease. Bet you were dripping under the table."

I whimpered, drooling against the table edge, the sound of skin slapping echoing off the alley walls.

He grunted, pulled out halfway, then thrust back in with a force that lifted me onto my toes.

"Fucking look at you," he hissed. "Bent over like a whore in my alley. You know what your husband is doing right now?"

"What—?"

"Nothing. Letting me use you like a cumrag."

He let go of my hair, shoved me fully forward, then flipped me onto my back. My ass landed on the prep table. My legs were dangling. Spread wide. He stepped between them and shoved inside again. Deeper now. The position opened everything. I cried out.

He grabbed both tits—one in each hand—and squeezed, then leaned forward and bit my nipple.

I bucked against him, losing rhythm, losing breath.

"Fucking married slut," he growled. "You like this?"

"Yes—God, yes—!"

He leaned over me, both hands gripping my throat—not choking, but owning. Holding me in place while his cock pistoned in and out with brutal speed. I could hear him grunting. Hear our skin meeting. The wet sounds of my cunt taking it. Over and over.

"Gonna leave bruises on these perfect fucking tits," he said, biting again. "So your husband knows exactly what I did to you."

I felt it building—raw and hot and wicked.

"I'm close—" I gasped.

"Then fucking come."

He pinched both nipples hard, fucked me faster, and I shattered. My body convulsed, legs twitching, hands clawing at the table edge. The orgasm tore through me, left me breathless, spent—and still he didn't stop.

He pulled out, grabbed my waist, and flipped me again—face down, tits hanging off the table now, ass up, slick and red.

"You're not done," he growled.

Then he shoved back inside. This time rougher. Faster.

"Come again," he said. "Or I'll fuck it out of you."

His hand cracked against my ass. Again. Again.

"Your husband ever take you like this?"

"No—never—no one's ever—"

"Because you need to be ruined. That's what this cunt wants."

I was screaming. Wordless. Open. Used.

I came again—violently. Clenching around him. Soaking his cock.

He grabbed both breasts one more time. Bruised them. Mauled them.

"Fucking perfect," he muttered, and then he came—deep, hard, pulsing inside me with a growl that rumbled in his chest.

He stayed there a moment. Breathing. Letting it drip from me.

Then he pulled out, smacked my ass one last time, and said, "Clean yourself up."

And just like that—he was gone.

I couldn't move.

I was shaking.

Fucked.

Ruin still dripping down my thighs

—-
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The rooftop was wrapped in lavender dusk and jazz. I leaned back in the soft chair, bare legs crossed, skin still humming with heat from the beach, from dinner, from everything in between. Below us, Sorrento glittered softly, a scatter of golden lights spilling down toward the sea.

Kevin handed me a whiskey sour—perfectly balanced, citrus curling over the ice—and sat down beside me, his leg brushing mine.

"You look smug," I said, glancing sideways.

"I am," he said without apology. "You came back from that kitchen glowing like a furnace."

I sipped. "Maybe it was the wine."

He looked at me over the rim of his glass. "Or maybe it was the way you could barely walk."

I smiled, lips still tasting of lemon and smoke. "He was... strong."

"Strong?" Kevin raised an eyebrow. "You looked branded."

I shivered. "He didn't say much. Just grabbed me like he owned me. Bent me over the wall and fucked me like I'd already said yes."

Kevin's breath caught—just slightly. "And did you?"

I leaned in, nuzzled his neck. "I said please."

He chuckled softly, and we sat for a moment in that hush—just the breeze, the clink of glasses, and the faint crackle of jazz playing through hidden speakers.

Then he reached over, tucked a strand of hair behind my ear.

"You know," he said, voice low, "if you're not done tonight... I don't think he was the only one watching you at dinner."

I followed his glance.

The bartender.

Polished. Quiet. Late 30s, maybe. The kind of elegance that didn't need to try. He'd been near our table a few times—asking about dessert, offering a digestif. Always respectful. But always watching.

My lips curled. "He's handsome."

"Mm," Kevin said, lazy and warm. "And you've been undressing him with your eyes all night."

"Wouldn't you?" I said. "He moves like he knows exactly what I taste like."

Kevin set his glass down. "Then go let him find out."

I blinked.

"You're not joking," I said.

"Why would I?" His tone was soft but certain. "Let him have you."

"You want me to cheat again?" I teased.

"You never cheated," he murmured, brushing his thumb across the back of my hand. "You offered a gift. I just watched someone else unwrap it."

I bit my lip.

"And this one?" I asked, nodding toward the bar. "Do I gift-wrap myself again?"

"No," Kevin said, grinning. "I think you should go down there and strip like you don't belong to anyone."

A thrill snapped down my spine.

I stood slowly, brushing my dress smooth. "Then you'll know exactly what I'm doing."

Kevin raised his glass to me. "I always do."

I leaned in, kissed his lips—slow and deliberate.

Then I turned and walked toward the stairs. My heels clicked softly on the stone stairs as I descended, the hush of the corridor cooler than the humid rooftop. At the landing, I paused. I didn't go into the restroom. I waited in the shadows, one hand on the railing, listening.

The bartender didn't make me wait long.

His footsteps were light, deliberate. He stopped when he saw me.

We didn't speak. We just looked at each other.

Then I turned, pushed open the storeroom door, and stepped inside.

It was dark, close, cluttered with crates and shelves. The smell of lime and liquor lingered in the air. I walked to the centre of the room and stopped.

When I turned to face him, he was still by the door, one hand braced against the frame, watching like he couldn't believe his luck.

I didn't say a word. I reached for the hem of my dress.

Pulled it slowly up.

Over my thighs.

My hips.

Lifted it off over my head and let it drop to the floor like a gift.

No bra. No panties. Just my heels and the pulse between my legs.

His mouth parted slightly.

"I'm a married woman, you know," I said, voice low, teasing.

He swallowed hard. "Fuck."

"I think this counts as cheating."

His jaw clenched. "I don't care."

I smiled. "You like fucking another man's wife?"

He stepped forward, eyes devouring me. "Only if she looks like you."

I tilted my head, letting him circle me—like prey. "You're about to be very, very bad."

He reached out, touched my bare hip, slid his hand up over my stomach to my breast. He palmed it roughly, thumb grazing my nipple, and exhaled like he'd been holding it all night.

I leaned into his ear and whispered, "My husband's upstairs. Think he'd care if I knelt down and sucked your cock?"

He groaned—low, sharp, hungry.

"That's what I thought."

I kissed his jaw, then turned and walked backward until my bare back hit the cool edge of a wooden crate.

"Shut the door," I said. "And make me regret nothing."

And the moment it clicked closed, we weren't pretending anymore.

He froze when he saw me—naked, heels on, standing with one hand on my hip and my lips parted just slightly, inviting.

I watched him take me in.

His eyes locked on my tits first, wide and stunned. Then they dipped lower, taking in the curve of my hips, the smooth line between my legs, the shimmer of heat still clinging to my thighs.

I smirked. "You're not going to pretend this was innocent, are you?"

His throat worked. "Holy fuck."

Then he moved.

Fast.

He closed the space between us in two strides and shoved me back against the wall—not rough, not careless, but with a hunger that burned. His hands were everywhere at once—cupping my tits, kneading them like he couldn't decide which he liked more.

"You walked in here like this," he groaned, pressing his body against mine. "You knew I'd lose it."

"I wanted to cheat," I whispered in his ear. "Just once. With a stranger who couldn't help himself."

He growled—actually growled—and pinched both nipples hard enough to make me cry out.

"That what you are?" he hissed. "A cheating little wife?"

I nodded, breathless. "My husband's upstairs. Drinking whiskey. While I let you fuck me like a whore."

"Jesus," he breathed. "I've never been this hard in my life."

His mouth was suddenly on mine—bruising, urgent. Our teeth clashed. He shoved a thigh between mine, grinding against my bare pussy while his hands mauled my tits like he wanted to leave marks.

"God, these," he muttered, licking down my neck to my chest. "I've wanted to get my hands on them all night."

"Then suck them," I hissed. "Hard."

He obeyed—biting, sucking, lashing my nipples with his tongue until I writhed between him and the wall. One hand held my wrist above my head, the other slid down over my stomach and between my legs.

"Fuck—" he groaned. "You're soaked."

"I told you. I came in here to cheat."

He dropped to his knees.

No hesitation.

His hands gripped my thighs, thumbs spreading me open. His tongue met my clit and I jerked hard against the wall, one hand grabbing his hair.

"Oh, fuck—"

He licked slow at first, tongue flat and wet, circling with maddening patience. Then he sped up—teasing, flicking, sucking—making the most obscene sounds as he devoured me.

"You taste like sex," he muttered against me.

I arched, pressing my tits forward, one hand braced against the wall behind me, the other tangled in his hair. He slipped a finger inside me, then two, curling them just right while his mouth worked my clit like he'd trained for it.

I clenched around him, my heels slipping slightly against the tile.

"I'm gonna come—fuck—don't stop—"

He didn't.

He moaned against my pussy, and that vibration tipped me straight over the edge.

I came hard.

Silent at first, then gasping—legs shaking, stomach clenching, thighs squeezing his head as I rode the wave out against his mouth.

He licked every drop, every tremor.

When I finally opened my eyes, he was standing again—face slick, cock tenting his slacks.

"You're a fucking dream," he whispered, eyes wild.

"Then take me."

He reached for my ass, lifted me easily, and I wrapped my legs around him, heels digging into his back. He lined himself up, and with one hard thrust, he was inside me.

I cried out. Loud.

He buried his face in my neck, gripping my thighs as he started to fuck me—deep, strong strokes that made my tits bounce and my breath catch.

"This pussy," he growled. "So fucking tight. Gripping me like you want to keep me."

"I want you to ruin it," I gasped. "Make it messy."

He slammed into me harder.

I clung to him, moaning in his ear, whispering filth. "You know he's upstairs, right? My husband? Probably wondering where I am."

He grunted. "He won't know."

"He'll smell you on me," I whispered. "I'm not cleaning up."

That broke something in him.

He started to pound me—faster, rougher. His hands slid up, grabbing both tits again, pinching, twisting, slapping one until I squealed.

"Say you're a cheating little slut."

"I am," I moaned. "Fuck—I am—"

"Say it."

"I'm a filthy little whore. I came down here to get fucked."

His cock throbbed inside me. I clenched again, breath hitching.

"Not done yet," he growled.

Then he turned—carrying me toward the crates.

He stumbled backward with me still clinging to him, until his calves hit a low crate. With a grunt, he sat, and I slid down onto his lap—his cock never leaving me.

I shifted, adjusted, planted both heels on the wood, and rode him.

Slow, at first. Rolling my hips. My bare skin slick against his clothes. My tits bounced with every motion—heavy, flushed, and still tingling from his hands. I saw how he looked at them, like he wanted to worship and destroy them at the same time.

"You don't get to come yet," I whispered, fingers tangled in his hair. "Not until I do again."

"Jesus Christ, woman."

I clenched around him, smirked. "Your slut has rules."

He groaned—long and low—and leaned forward, grabbing both tits and sucking one hard into his mouth. I gasped, my rhythm stuttering.

"Fuck—yes—keep going."

He tongued one nipple while pinching the other, switching back and forth like he couldn't choose. His cock throbbed inside me, thick and twitching as I picked up the pace.

My thighs burned from the motion, the heels of my shoes digging into the crate for leverage. I bounced harder now, slapping skin to skin, grinding down with every thrust.

He reached behind me and grabbed my ass, pulling me down with each motion, making it deeper.

"God, you ride like you've done this a hundred times," he panted.

"Maybe I have," I teased. "Maybe I'm really good at cheating."

"You're so fucking bad."

"I know," I moaned, bouncing harder. "And you love it."

I came with a strangled cry—biting his shoulder to stay quiet, my body trembling, muscles locking around him in waves. My tits bounced wildly as I ground down through the orgasm, sucking in air between my teeth.

He was losing control. I could feel it.

I pulled back, kissed him hard, then whispered, "Now. Your turn."

He didn't need more.

In one motion, he flipped me forward and bent me over the crate. My palms hit the wood, bare tits hanging, still swaying. He grabbed my hips and slammed back inside.

I yelped.

He fucked me like he'd waited all night—deep, fast, skin slapping, fingers digging into my waist so hard I knew it would bruise. His hands slid up, grabbed both tits, and used them like handles, tugging me back onto him, making me scream.

"You like being used?" he growled.

"Yes—fuck—yes—"

"You're soaked. You've been dripping for this since you walked in."

I couldn't argue. I was wrecked. Gutted. Loving every second of it.

When he came, it was with a groan so deep it echoed. He buried himself inside me, holding my hips tight as he pulsed, filling me with heat. His breath was ragged against my back. He stayed like that for a long moment—cock twitching, body trembling—then slowly pulled out.

I stayed bent over the crate, catching my breath.

When I stood, I was flushed. Shaky. Glowing.

I kissed him softly—on the cheek this time. "Thank you."

I redressed slowly. Let him watch.

Pulled the dress back down over my hips. Smoothed my hair. Swiped on lipstick from my purse.

I walked out of the storeroom without a backward glance.

Kevin was right where I'd left him—seated under the low lights of the rooftop bar, whiskey in hand, legs stretched out. 

As I sat down beside him, he raised his glass.

"You were gone a while," he said.

I took a sip from his drink. Let my legs cross slowly.

"Worth it," I murmured.

Kevin leaned closer and whispered in my ear, "Tell me everything... on the walk home."
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A woman
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The morning light was soft and golden, spilling like honey through the open shutters, warming the sheets before it touched our skin. I stirred slowly, the ache between my legs a familiar pulse now—sore in the best way, tender in all the places that had been taken and touched. I didn’t move right away. I let myself feel it. The stretch. The hum. The lingering throb of everything I’d surrendered to over the past few days.

Then I felt Kevin beside me, shifting gently. His lips found my shoulder.

“Good morning, filthy girl,” he murmured, his voice still thick with sleep.

I smiled, eyes still closed. “Did I moan in my sleep again?”

“No,” he said, kissing the nape of my neck. “But you’ve got that glow. That heavy, just-used shine.”

I rolled onto my back and stretched, letting the sheet fall low across my hips. Kevin’s eyes followed the movement, lingering on my bare breasts. My nipples stiffened slightly under his gaze, and his hand found my side, sliding up to cup one breast.

“Still sore?” he asked, his thumb brushing the skin, feather-light.

“A little.” I arched into his palm. “But not enough to stop you.”

He chuckled and leaned in, sucking the peak of my nipple into his mouth, slow and gentle. His tongue traced lazy circles, and I felt the dull ache shift into something warm and blooming.

He pulled back, eyes on mine. “We’ve been... intense lately.”

I laughed softly. “You think?”

He settled beside me, tracing the line of my thigh with his fingers. “You’ve taken cock from five different men in the last forty-eight hours. And you’ve never looked more alive.”

I didn’t deny it. I felt alive. Wild. Fed.

I reached down and took his hand, guiding it between my legs, letting him feel the wetness that had already begun to gather.

“Still hungry,” I whispered.

He groaned and kissed me again—longer now, deeper. Our tongues met slowly, and I hooked one leg over his hip, pulling him closer. His cock pressed against me, already hard. But there was no rush.

This wasn’t frantic.

This was us.

He rolled on top of me, pushing my thighs apart with his knee. I opened for him, spread and ready, my back arching as he slid inside—slow and thick and perfect. We moaned in unison.

He held himself there, just buried in me for a moment. Then he began to move.

Each thrust was smooth, slow, deep. Like we had all the time in the world.

His hands found my breasts again—kneading, squeezing, pinching my nipples until I whimpered and clung to his shoulders. My thighs wrapped around his waist. I rocked up to meet every stroke.

“Tell me something,” he murmured against my throat. “What haven’t you done yet?”

I gasped, breath catching as he hit just the right angle. “What?”

“On your list,” he said. “What’s left?”

I hesitated.

Then I whispered, “A woman.”

Kevin stilled—just for a beat—then smiled against my collarbone.

“Yeah?” he breathed.

I nodded. “I’ve thought about it. But I never... I don’t know. Never dared.”

He pulled back to look into my eyes. “Then you should.”

He started to move again, faster now, his cock dragging deliciously inside me. “You should taste her,” he said, voice low. “Touch her. Let her ride your tongue. Feel her come all over your mouth.”

I cried out, tightening around him.

He thrust harder. “You want to know how she sounds when she moans. How her pussy tastes when she’s wet for you.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Yes—God, yes—”

He brought one hand between us, found my clit, and circled it fast and rough. My hips bucked.

“I want to watch,” he growled. “You spread out and messy between her thighs. Letting her fuck your mouth. Letting her make you scream.”

And that was it.

I came hard—clawing at his back, sobbing his name, body writhing under him as the orgasm tore through me.

Kevin groaned and fucked me through it, then buried himself deep and came with a shudder, collapsing over me as we both panted, trembling and soaked in morning light.

We lay like that for a while—entwined, breath syncing slowly. His hand still rested over my breast, thumb flicking gently at the nipple.

“Do it,” he said, pressing a kiss to my temple. “If the chance comes... take it.”

I smiled, heart pounding.

“I will.”

—-
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I was brushing my hair in the mirror after our lazy breakfast, still barefoot, still flushed from the way Kevin had fucked me into a puddle before toast and coffee. I wore only a thin robe—short, white cotton with loose ties—and as I ran the brush through my hair, I caught a flicker of movement behind me.

The maid.

I’d seen her before—briefly—as she was cleaing our villa. A flash of dark curls as she swept past the terrace. Quiet, almost invisible. But now, she was in the room. Polishing the windows. Her hips swayed as she moved, her body wrapped in a crisp black uniform with buttons that strained across her chest. She wasn’t tall, but her presence filled the room. Compact. Confident. Her skin was a deep, sun-warmed bronze, smooth as lacquered wood.

And her breasts—good God.

Big, firm, standing proudly beneath that uniform like they did not intend to be ignored. The kind of tits that defied gravity and logic. The kind men dreamed about, and women secretly envied.

I didn’t speak. I just watched her through the mirror as she reached for the window handle. The angle pulled her blouse tight. The curve of her breast swelled with the stretch. My thighs pressed together instinctively.

She looked up.

Met my eyes.

Not in the shy, startled way someone caught staring might.

But bold. A moment of tension stretched between us. Then her mouth curved—just slightly. Just enough.

She kept cleaning.

I set the brush down, my pulse fluttering.

Kevin’s voice came from the other room. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, trying not to sound out of breath. “Just... taking my time.”

The maid moved past me to the second window, and as she did, her arm brushed my hip. Not hard. Not accidental.

Intentional.

I turned slightly toward her. She looked up again.

We didn’t speak.

Her eyes dropped—just for a beat—to the parting in my robe. The open curve of my thigh. The glimpse of bare skin just beneath.

And that smile.

That same quiet, knowing smile.

My mouth was dry.

She finished wiping the pane. Then turned to me, standing barely two feet away.

“Is there anything else I can help you with, signora?” she asked, her voice low, tinged with something almost playful.

I swallowed. “What’s your name?”

She tilted her head. “Giulia.”

Her accent wrapped around the vowels like silk. Her gaze dropped again—to the opening of my robe, where one loose tie had begun to slip.

“Grazie, Giulia,” I murmured. “You’ve been... very helpful.”

She lingered. Not moving. Not blinking.

Then, with one final glance at my mouth, she turned and walked away—hips swaying, heels clicking softly on the tile.

I stood there, still half-dressed, still damp between my thighs.

And smiled

I saw her again just before lunch.

Kevin and I had moved out to the shaded courtyard—one of those stone-floored nooks carved into the side of the villa, where the lemon trees dangled overhead, and the walls were warm to the touch. I was barefoot again, wearing nothing but a pale linen wrap dress, no bra underneath, the neckline scooped low. The sun was sharp, but the air was soft. I was lounging with one leg tucked under me, swirling a glass of water, listening to Kevin read something about Roman temples from his phone.

And then I heard footsteps.

She came in through the arch with a tray—small, silver, holding two bottles of mineral water and a folded note from the concierge. She didn’t look at Kevin. She looked at me.

And I saw it again.

That slow, deliberate drop of her gaze. The one that didn’t flicker. The one that told me I was being seen—not as a guest, not as a married woman—but as something she wanted to taste.

Her eyes skimmed over my neckline. Down my legs. Paused at the swell of my breast just beneath the light fabric.

I didn’t look away.

I leaned back farther into the chair, stretching languidly—like I’d forgotten how much the motion pulled the dress tighter across my chest. Kevin kept reading. I kept watching her.

“Grazie,” I said as she placed the bottles on the side table.

She gave a slight nod. “You’re welcome.”

Her fingers brushed my hand as she set the tray down. Warm skin. Soft. Intentional.

Kevin looked up at her for the first time. “Thanks very much.”

She smiled at him—politely. Briefly.

Then she turned to me again and asked, “Would you like the room turned down this afternoon?”

I tilted my head. “Are you offering to take care of me, Giulia?”

That caught her. Her lips curved slowly. And when she answered, her voice was velvet.

“I’d be happy to.”

I felt the heat coil low in my belly.

Kevin raised an eyebrow at me, amused. But he said nothing.

Giulia stepped back. Her eyes lingered on mine for a beat longer than necessary. Then she turned and disappeared through the corridor—hips swaying, dark curls pinned high, posture precise.

I watched her go.

Kevin leaned in toward me. “You’re not just flirting.”

I took a slow sip of water and smiled. “No. I’m not.”

Giulia didn’t come back right away. I watched the archway where she’d disappeared, fingers wrapped lightly around the stem of my glass. The air was still warm even in the shade, humming with bees and the faint rustle of rosemary.

Kevin didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. He was watching me the way he does when something’s building—when the current’s already moving and he knows better than to interrupt it.

I stood slowly. “I think I’ll go see if she needs help.”

Kevin raised one brow. “That’s new.”

“She was kind enough to get us this water,” I said, swirling the water in my glass. “It seems rude not to thank her.”

I didn’t wait for a reply. I walked through the villa barefoot, the cool tiles a soft contrast against the heat blooming just under my skin. The air inside was darker, still scented faintly with lemon oil and linen. I found her in the bedroom.

She was bent over the foot of the bed, straightening the corner of the sheet. Her back was to me, her dress riding just a little high from the reach. Her legs were toned, calves taut. I watched her for a second—maybe longer than I should have—before I said anything.

“I’ve never seen someone make a bed look so graceful.”

Giulia straightened slowly and turned. Her eyes found mine, but she didn’t smile. Not at first.

“Grazie,” she said simply. “Old habits.”

She moved to the window, adjusting the sheer curtain just slightly. Sunlight streaked across her collarbone. The flower in my hair still tickled my temple.

I took a step forward, then another. “Can I ask you something?”

She tilted her head.

“When you said you would love to take care of me...” I let the question hang in the air like steam. “What did you mean?”

Giulia’s lips curved slightly. “Do you want the honest answer?”

I nodded.

She stepped closer—close enough that I could smell the warmth of her skin, the faint clean scent of whatever soap clung to her wrists. Her eyes never left mine.

“I meant,” she said softly, “that you look at me the way women only look when they’re imagining something.”

I swallowed.

She reached up and gently pushed away a lock of my hair. Her fingers brushed my cheek. 

“I don’t mind,” she added.

I didn’t step away. “You’re very sure of yourself.”

“I’m very sure of you.”

My breath caught.

Then her fingers were in my hair, and her lips were on mine.

Soft. Warm. Careful at first. Testing.

But then I kissed her back.

There was no hesitation in me, not anymore. I cupped her cheek, tasting the hint of citrus on her mouth, the way her lower lip trembled for just a second before her confidence took over. She pressed me gently toward the window, one hand bracing against my hip, the other trailing the line of my jaw.

She was different from every man I’d had. She wasn’t pushing, grabbing, claiming. She was coaxing. Drawing it out. Turning me inside out with how little she seemed to need to take control.

Her mouth moved to my throat. I tilted my head back, let her taste my skin. Her hands slid under my dress—one up my side, the other curling around my thigh. She didn’t fumble. She explored.

“You’re so warm,” she whispered against my neck. “I knew you’d be warm.”

I moaned softly.

Giulia stepped back just far enough to slide the straps of my dress down my shoulders. She let it fall to the floor without a word, her eyes sweeping down my body like she memorised every inch.

“Bellissima,” she murmured.

Then she dropped to her knees.

Her hands gripped my thighs, firm and steady, her lips trailing kisses up the inside of one. My fingers laced into her curls, already breathless from anticipation.

“I’ve never done this,” I whispered.

She looked up. “Then let me make you crave it.”

And then her mouth was on me.

Soft. Then firm. Then insistent.

I gasped. My knees trembled. I braced myself against the window frame as Giulia devoured me—slow, rhythmic strokes of her tongue that built and built until I couldn’t stay silent anymore.

She moaned when I cried out, and I felt it against me—vibration, heat, a sudden extra rush of pleasure. I pressed her closer, chasing it, grinding against her face until the world went white.

I came hard, my whole body shuddering.

When I opened my eyes, she was standing again, her lips glistening. She just kissed me—deeper now, tongue teasing mine, her hands warm against my bare waist. When we finally parted, she guided me gently to the bed. I followed without a word, my limbs loose, my breath still shallow.

She laid me down like something precious and climbed in beside me—fully clothed, pressed close, her thigh sliding between mine. Her hand rested on my belly, palm flat, thumb tracing lazy circles just below my navel.

“I’m not done with you,” she whispered in a voice like velvet. “Not yet.”

“I want to taste you,” I whispered.

Her breath caught.

I kissed her, slower now, tasting her lips like wine, then traced my mouth down the line of her throat. Her body tensed when I reached the buttons of her dress, but she didn’t stop me. She just nodded once, barely perceptible.

I undressed her with reverence—each button undone with a brush of my knuckles, each inch of skin kissed as it was revealed. Her breasts were full, impossibly firm, and perfectly shaped. I cupped them, kissed them, and circled each nipple with my tongue until she gasped, hands in my hair.

She said something in Italian—low, breathy, sensual—but I didn’t understand it.

I slid lower. Her thighs opened for me. I tasted her, slowly at first—learning her, letting her guide me. It was new to me. But still I somehow knew what to do. How to make her feel good. Her legs wrapped around my back, heels digging in gently as she rocked against my mouth. Her hands clutched the sheets. Her breathing turned ragged, the words in Italian sharper now—urgent, incoherent.

When she came, it was with a deep cry muffled by her arm thrown over her face. Her body trembled, muscles tight around me, her thighs slick and shaking.

I kissed her hip before pulling myself back up beside her. We didn’t speak. We didn’t need to.

She curled into me, fingers tracing lazy patterns along my forearm. I watched the ceiling, heart still racing, skin still flushed.

Eventually, she sat up. Dressed without hurry. Her hair was mussed, her cheeks pink, her shirt slightly damp where my lips had been. She didn’t fix it.

At the door, she paused. Came back and leaned in. Kissed me softly once more.

“Later,” she said in a whisper. Not a question. A promise.

And then she left.

I lay in the warm, quiet room, naked and satisfied, a smile spreading slow across my lips.

Whatever I thought I knew about pleasure... I had only just begun.

The villa was quiet again.

I was still lying in bed, limbs sprawled across the tangled sheets, when I heard the soft creak of the door. The breeze shifted the sheer curtains. Footsteps padded across the tiled floor.

Kevin.

He didn’t speak at first. Just stood in the doorway, looking at me—my bare skin still flushed, the faint scent of sex lingering in the air, my hair a tousled halo around my head.

“Was she good to you?” he asked quietly.

I smiled, slow and dreamy. “She was...”

I let the word trail off, stretching my arms over my head. My whole body ached in the best way.

“She was incredible.”

He stepped closer, sitting on the edge of the bed, his eyes roaming over me like he needed to memorise the aftermath.

“You’re glowing,” he murmured, brushing his knuckles along my thigh.

“She tasted me like it was her job,” I said, my voice soft and drowsy. “Like she was trying to study me. Every flick of her tongue was... careful. But relentless.”

Kevin exhaled slowly, his hand sliding up to my hip.

“She made me come so hard,” I whispered. “I was shaking. I didn’t know a woman could do that to me.”

Kevin leaned in, kissed my shoulder, his lips lingering.

“Her breasts—God, Kevin, they’re perfect. Big. Firm. Like they were carved. And she let me taste her too.”

His cock was already hard, pressing against my thigh as he climbed in beside me.

“She came with her legs wrapped around me,” I said. “Clutching the sheets. Moaning in Italian.”

Kevin’s hand slid between my legs, finding me already wet again.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered.

I turned toward him, wrapped a leg over his hip, and pulled him in close.

“I’ve never been eaten like that,” I whispered against his mouth. “But I want you to fuck me now. Slow. While I tell you everything.”

He slid into me in one smooth thrust, and I gasped—still sensitive, still open.

“Yes...” I breathed. “Just like that.”

He moved slowly. Deep strokes. One hand cradling my jaw, the other gripping my waist.

“She kissed me first,” I whispered, lips brushing his. “Soft and patient. She touched me like I was delicate. Like I needed to be unwrapped.”

Kevin groaned, pressing deeper.

“And when I kissed her breasts...” I continued, “she arched like I’d lit a fuse.”

I rode the rhythm of his body, matching him, my hands in his hair.

“She was so wet, Kevin. And when I made her come, she said my name—my real name—in that beautiful accent...”

His thrusts grew stronger. Deeper.

“I want more of her,” I said, clutching his back. “And I want you with me when I do.”

Kevin moaned into my neck. “You’ll have her. I’ll watch you both.”

We moved together, breath tangled, limbs entwined. No rush. No urgency.

Just love.

And the slow, steady climb toward the crest of something intimate and real.

When we came, it was quiet. Just a shared gasp. A soft groan. A long, shuddering exhale.

And then we lay there, tangled, warm, whispering promises into the dusk.
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A night at the beach
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Giulia's tongue circled me again, slow and certain, like she knew exactly how to undo me. Her hands gripped my thighs, thumbs pressing into the softness just above my knees, holding me open as she devoured me with unhurried reverence.

Above her, I moaned around her—my lips wrapped tight around the swell of her sex, my hands clutching the strong curve of her ass. Her body was exquisite—toned, firm, her thighs trembling against my shoulders as I flicked my tongue in deeper circles. Her taste was warm and clean, a little sweet, and I wanted more.

The sheets twisted beneath us, damp from sweat and skin. My breasts brushed her stomach with every shift, nipples taut and sensitive, dragging across her skin like tiny sparks. Every sound we made—the wetness, the gasps, the breathless whispers in Italian—seemed to echo louder in the bright, open room.

I tilted my head, sucking her clit between my lips, and her whole body jumped. She moaned hard into me, her voice muffled by my cunt, and I felt it like a jolt up my spine. The sensation tore a cry from my own throat—muffled against her—and I had to pause, gasping, hips arching into her mouth.

From the chair in the corner, Kevin shifted. I looked over Giulia's hip just in time to see the hunger in his eyes.

He was sitting perfectly still, his fingers curled loosely around his morning coffee, untouched. His gaze was locked on me—on us—watching the way my back arched, the way my lips stretched around Giulia's flesh. His jaw was tight, and I knew he was hard beneath his slacks.

That made me moan again—longer this time.

Giulia's tongue never stopped. She teased and flattened, circled and sucked. And when her teeth grazed my clit—just barely—I lost all composure.

I came with a strangled sound, my whole body locking tight, thighs shaking around her head. My mouth fell open against her, breathing her scent, licking through the wave of pleasure until it crested and ebbed.

She slowed, then shifted—her hands releasing me as she climbed up my body and kissed me full on the mouth, licking her taste and mine from my lips.

"You are... perfetta," she whispered.

I let my fingers trail down her firm waist, chest still heaving.

From the side table, my phone buzzed.

I reached for it lazily, still tangled in Giulia's limbs, and glanced at the message.

Unknown number.

"You coming to the barbecue tonight? The guys would love to see you again. Starts at eight. Bring your husband if you like."

I stared at the screen, my heartbeat pulsing a little faster.

Giulia leaned in, reading over my shoulder. Her lips curved into a smirk.

"I know that number," she said casually, brushing a thumb over my nipple.

Kevin stood from the chair, stretching, that familiar amused look on his face.

"Well?" he asked. "Are we going?"

I looked at both of them—my body still tingling from release, my mind already racing with possibilities—and grinned.

"Oh," I said. "We're going."
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Giulia was singing in the shower. The air in our bedroom was still thick with sex.

Kevin stood at the foot of the bed, watching me like I was something precious and obscene all at once.

"You look," he said, tilting his head, "completely undone."

I stretched out on my back, the sheet pooling at my waist, bare from the hips up. "Because I am."

He smiled, then knelt beside me, running his hand slowly up the inside of my thigh, fingertips barely brushing. "You let her taste all of you."

I looked him dead in the eye. "I wanted you to see."

He kissed my knee. "I saw."

I propped myself up on my elbows. "The barbecue... you're really okay with going?"

His hand moved higher, teasing. "Do you want to?"

I nodded. "Yes. But I don't want to pretend it's just a party."

"Neither do I."

His palm slid over my stomach, then up to cup my breast. He squeezed gently, watching the flesh spill between his fingers, then dragged his thumb over my nipple, slow and firm.

"Do we need to talk rules?" I asked.

He didn't answer immediately.

Then, softly, "Only one: you do whatever the fuck you want."

I inhaled. "No limits?"

He leaned in, kissed the tip of my breast. "Not tonight."

I moaned, already getting wet again.

"And what if it's all of them?" I whispered. "One after the other?"

He looked up, eyes dark. "Then I'll sit back, watch you take every cock like it was meant for you, and thank every man who fucked you well."

I grabbed his wrist, pulled his hand down between my legs, and moaned when his fingers slipped against the slick already building there.

"You're mine," he whispered.

I nodded. "And still... I'll let them use me."

His fingers worked slowly, drawing circles, watching me unravel again.

"I'll watch every filthy second," he said. "And when it's done... I'll carry you home."

I came with a quiet cry, hips lifting into his hand, legs trembling.

And when it passed, I kissed him hard and whispered, "Then take me to the fire."

—-
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The beach was already glowing with twilight by the time we arrived. The sea had turned to silver, the first stars trying to press through the blue haze. A long wooden table had been dragged halfway onto the sand, weighed down with bottles of cheap wine, sweating beers, and a pile of grilled meat still smoking in the dusk.

There were nine of us total—seven young men, two women, and me. Eleven, if you counted Kevin. But no one ever really counted Kevin, did they?

He stayed back, on the edge of the firelight, lounging against a wall with a drink in hand and a half-smile that never left his face. Watching.

I wore a short sundress. No bra. No panties. The kind of casual temptation that could pass for innocent if you squinted hard enough. Giulia wore denim shorts and a black bikini top that left very little to the imagination. Her thick, dark curls were piled high, and she looked like she owned the night. We both did.

The boys were already buzzed when we arrived. They cheered—actually cheered—when they saw us coming.

"Eccole!" one shouted. There they are!

They made space at the table, passing bottles, offering grilled peaches and chicken skewers. Someone poured me wine without asking. Someone else asked Giulia if she still remembered him from last summer. She didn't—but she kissed his cheek anyway.

The talk was fast and messy—Italian and English tangled together like limbs under sheets. One of the girls, a strawberry-blonde named Chiara, was already cross-legged in a boy's lap, nibbling from his fingers. The other girl—Martina, I think—was barefoot and tipsy, her eyeliner smudged and perfect.

And I... Well, the boys kept looking at me. Not just in the way men glance but in that thick, hungry, waiting way. They kept trying to be polite and respectful. But I'd already given them some permission with the way I was dressed. With the way I smiled.

Giulia caught me watching them. She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. "They're trying so hard not to drool."

I licked the wine from my lips. "Maybe we should help them fail."

A bottle got passed again, this time with a dare—Bacia la più bella.

Kiss the most beautiful.

The bottle spun. Landed on Giulia.

She turned to me without hesitation, cupped my jaw with one hand, and kissed me full on the mouth—slow and deep. Her tongue slid into my mouth, and I moaned before I could stop myself. The table exploded in howls and claps and pounding fists.

When she pulled away, my lipstick was smudged, and my nipples were hard beneath the cotton of my dress. One of the boys—Alessio, I think—groaned audibly.

"Merda," he whispered. "You're going to kill us."

I looked around the firelit circle, my voice lower now. "Then you'd better die beautifully."

The mood shifted. The fire crackled louder. The space between us all got smaller. We passed joints and cigarettes, and someone connected a speaker to a phone. The music was low and pulsing, and I was already wet before the first song ended.

Kevin raised his glass to me from across the sand.

My heart pounded.

Giulia leaned back, spread her arms on the bench behind her, and let her knees fall apart slightly. "So," she said to no one in particular, "what happens now?"

The music throbbed low. Firelight danced across skin and flickered over glass. I caught glimpses of muscles flexing, lips licking salt and wine from mouths, eyes following every breath I took.

Giulia moved first.

Of course she did.

She slid down from the bench, onto the sand, and crawled toward me on all fours—slow, catlike, with a smirk on her lips that promised sin. Her dark curls caught the firelight, and the round, perfect firmness of her tits in that tiny bikini top looked almost obscene.

"Stand up," she whispered, looking up at me from her knees.

I did.

The whole circle stilled—wine halfway to lips, conversations trailing off mid-word. I felt twenty eyes on me as Giulia's hands slid up my calves, under the hem of my dress, fingers tracing slow fire along my thighs.

When she reached my hips, she didn't pause.

She pulled my dress up and over my head in one fluid movement.

I didn't stop her.

I stood there completely naked but for my heels—skin gleaming in the firelight, nipples stiff from the evening air, thighs already damp.

"Jesus Christ," someone breathed.

Giulia rose and cupped my breasts in both hands, thumbs circling my nipples, her mouth brushing mine.

"They've all been waiting to see this," she said softly, just for me. "I told them you were real. And filthy."

I laughed under my breath. "Let's prove it."

Then I grabbed her face and kissed her—deep, messy, open-mouthed. She moaned into me and squeezed my tits hard, kneading them like they belonged to her. The boys around us groaned. Someone muttered madonna santa under his breath.

Giulia's lips trailed down my neck, across my chest, until she was kneeling again—this time between my thighs. I felt her breath on me. I swayed slightly, and someone caught my arm to steady me. I didn't look to see who.

Her tongue found me.

I gasped—loud, unfiltered—as she licked slow, deep strokes through my folds. Her hands gripped my ass, spreading me for the firelight and all the watching eyes. My head fell back, mouth open, tits thrust forward. A breeze caught the fire smoke and curled it around my skin.

"You're going to make me come," I said breathlessly. "Right in front of them."

Giulia pulled back just long enough to say, "That's the point."

She dove back in, and I broke.

My orgasm hit sharp and sudden. My knees gave. Someone—Luca?—caught me again, this time wrapping an arm around my waist. I clung to him, moaning into his shoulder while Giulia licked me through it, her tongue relentless, her grip unyielding.

The sound I made was not quiet.

When she finally stood again, her chin glistened. She licked it clean slowly, eyes locked on mine.

The boys looked ruined. Panting. Hard.

"Now it's your turn," I said to her, and I dropped to my knees.

I yanked down Giulia's shorts, and her bikini bottom came with them. Her skin was smooth, warm, already wet. I spread her thighs wide and went down on her with no hesitation.

She cried out—sharp and real. Her fingers gripped my hair. Her thighs clamped around my head.

Behind me, someone whispered, "Fuck, look at them."

I kept my mouth buried in her—licking, sucking, sliding my fingers inside her while she rode my face in front of everyone. Her body trembled. Her breath hitched. Her moans turned to half-Italian curses.

When she came, she screamed.

It wasn't elegant. It wasn't gentle.

It was pure sex.

I stood slowly, both of us panting, bodies slick with heat and firelight. Giulia leaned into me, breasts pressed against mine, and kissed me hard.

Then we both turned toward the circle of men.

They looked ready to explode.

I tilted my head, hair wild, lips parted.

"Well?" I said, voice low and wicked. "Who's first?"

The silence broke all at once.

Chairs scraped back. Shirts were pulled off. Buckles undone. The energy changed from curiosity to hunger, from tension to inevitability.

I didn't flinch.

I stepped forward and let them close in—Giulia at my side, Kevin still seated in the corner of the circle, untouched, watching everything with a slow stroke of whiskey in his hand and something darker in his eyes.

Luca was the first to reach me.

He didn't ask. He just grabbed my face and kissed me like he owned my mouth—tongue deep, hand sliding straight to my tits, squeezing both hard, fingers digging in like he wanted to mark them.

"Fuck," he muttered against my lips. "These feel as good as they look."

"Better," I whispered, biting his lower lip before I dropped to my knees.

His cock was already out—thick and flushed and leaking.

"You gonna show your husband how you suck other cocks?" he asked.

I glanced sideways at Kevin, who was still seated, legs crossed, expression calm.

"He's watching," I said. "He's hard already."

"Bet he wishes he could do this," Luca growled as I wrapped my lips around him and sucked him deep into my throat.

"Make her choke," someone said behind me. "Make her fucking gag on it." I heard Giulia titter, then moan as someone behind me did something to her that she clearly liked. The two other girls made similar sounds somewhere in the dark. 

Luca thrust into my mouth harder, hands gripping my hair. My tits bounced as I worked him, spit dripping from my chin. And I didn't care. I moaned around him. I wanted them all to hear.

Hands were on me now.

Three more.

Pietro, the tanned one with the deep voice, was behind me. I felt his cock drag across my ass as he lined up. Matteo was on my left, stroking himself while gripping my breast. Sandro was on the other side, cock in hand, his voice rough.

"God, I can't wait to come on those tits."

Luca pulled out of my mouth with a wet pop, and Sandro took his place instantly.

"Look at your wife," one of them said to Kevin. "On her knees, covered in cock. Fucking hell."

I looked up at Kevin as I sucked Sandro down.

His gaze was locked on mine.

He didn't blink.

He just raised his glass and gave me the faintest smile.

"She likes it," he said. "She likes being watched."

"Likes being a cockslut," Matteo added, twisting one of my nipples until I gasped around Sandro's dick.

Pietro slammed into me from behind.

Hard.

I cried out around Sandro's cock as Pietro filled my pussy in one brutal thrust. His hands clamped around my hips, pulling me back into each stroke, rough and fast and without a hint of patience.

"This pussy's soaked," he groaned. "She was ready for all of us."

"She's always ready," Giulia moaned. "That's why we're here."

Hands grabbed my hair. Fingers twisted my nipples. Cocks slid in and out of my mouth.

I moaned through all of it.

I wanted more.

I reached between my legs and spread myself wider for Pietro, grinding back into him while my mouth stayed full.

Sandro pulled out and jerked himself, panting.

"Gonna come on those fucking tits."

I arched my back, presenting them.

"Do it," I said hoarsely. "Mark me. Let him watch you do what he never gets to."

Pietro groaned. "Your husband's fucking pathetic. Sitting there while we ruin you."

Kevin didn't react.

He just watched.

Sandro groaned as he came, ropes of hot white streaking across my tits, catching on my nipples, dripping down my chest.

"Fuck yes," he hissed. "That's a good little cum dump."

I reached up, smeared it across both tits with my palms, and offered them to Matteo.

"You next?" I asked.

"Fuck yes."

He knelt beside me and shoved his cock between my sticky breasts, fucking them hard, fast, moaning every time they slapped together.

"God, they bounce just right," he said. "Made for this. For showing off."

"For humiliating your husband," Pietro added behind me, still fucking me deep.

I was close. I could feel it.

"Don't stop," I gasped. "Fuck me until I scream."

Luca was back in front of me, jerking himself.

"I'm next," he said. "I want her on her back. I want those tits bouncing while I fuck her in front of her little cuck."

Pietro pulled out, panting, and Matteo stood, coming all over my tits with a low, guttural growl.

Then they moved me.

They laid me out on a sun-warmed towel, tits glistening, legs spread. Luca climbed between them and slid inside me with one brutal thrust.

I screamed.

And Kevin smiled.

"Don't you dare stop watching me," I said to him, my voice thick with need. "I want you to see how good they all are. How hard they fuck me. How I moan for them."

"You filthy slut," Luca groaned. "You're made for gangbangs."

"Made for showing off," I moaned, arching into him. "For being filled again and again."

Behind me, I heard someone say, "She's not done."

Not even close.

And Kevin—he just raised his glass again, cock hard in his lap, and whispered, "She's definitely not done."

—-
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Luca came with a growl, burying himself deep as I clenched hard around him. His hands gripped my hips, holding me down while his cock throbbed inside me. The second he pulled out, warm wetness dripping down my thighs, another body was already pressing close.

Alessio.

The quiet one with the wolfish smile and sculpted chest.

"You're really letting all of us fuck you?" he murmured, gripping his cock as he knelt between my legs.

"She's not just letting," Giulia grunted from the sidelines. "She needs it."

Alessio rubbed the head of his cock up my slick slit, teasing my clit until I gasped. "Look at you," he muttered. "You're soaked. We could take turns all night and you'd still beg for more."

"Then stop teasing and fuck me," I hissed. "Right in front of him. Let my husband hear how good you make me scream."

"Fucking hell," he growled and pushed into me in one smooth, deep stroke.

I cried out, arching under him as he filled me. His hands slid up my thighs, then over my belly to my tits—sticky with cum, flushed and bouncing with every thrust. He grabbed them roughly, squeezing, slapping, watching the way they jiggled with every hard grind of his hips.

"God, these tits," he muttered. "They bounce like they were made to humiliate him."

I turned my head and met Kevin's eyes.

He was still watching.

Still stroking himself slowly, like he was savouring every second.

"She loves this," he said simply. "She wants to be everyone's whore."

I moaned at his voice.

"Yes," I panted. "I want them to fuck me while you watch. I want to come on their cocks while you sit there and imagine what they feel like."

Alessio pounded into me harder. "You hear that?" he growled at Kevin. "She's gone. We've fucking ruined her for you."

Kevin didn't flinch. "She's never been mine to keep. Just mine to offer."

That made me come again.

I came with a scream, my whole body locking around Alessio as he slammed into me, hard and fast. He held out until I finished, then pulled out and jerked himself over my chest, grunting as he came across my tits.

Another load. Another mark. Another reminder.

Two more stepped forward.

Matteo again—ready for another turn.

And Dario, the thickest of them all. Broad shoulders. Long, heavy cock already glistening.

I slowly sat up and scooted to the side, making place for one of them.

"Both," I whispered. "I want both at once."

Matteo lay down behind me. I did as with my gym friends at home and lowered myself slowly down on him, taking his full length in my ass. Dario knelt in front of me and lifted my legs over his shoulders.

"You ever been split open like this before?" he asked.

"Yes," I moaned. "And I want it again. I want you to stretch my hole until I scream."

"Fucking slut," he growled—and then pushed inside.

I gasped—full, overwhelmed, breath stolen from my chest.

One in my pussy. One in my ass. My body stretched and stuffed, held down by two heavy men fucking in perfect rhythm.

"She's gripping both of us," Matteo hissed.

"So fucking tight," Dario groaned, pulling back and slamming into me again.

My tits bounced wildly, pinned between their bodies. Dario leaned down and bit one nipple—hard—then sucked it into his mouth, rolling his tongue while I writhed between them.

"I can't," I sobbed. "I can't—"

"You can," Kevin called from his chair, his voice rough. "You're not done yet. Take it. Be the wife you promised me you'd be."

I moaned, deeper than I ever had.

"Yes," I cried. "I'm your wife. Your whore. Your filthy little fuckdoll."

Dario reached down and slapped both my tits at once—loud, sharp cracks that made Matteo groan with approval.

"She's coming again," Matteo said. "Jesus—she's shaking."

I was. I couldn't stop. My entire body went taut, thighs trembling, as another orgasm crashed through me.

And still, they didn't stop.

Dario fucked me harder. Matteo held my hips steady.

"You're gonna drip for days after this," one of them growled. "Your husband's gonna taste all of us when he eats your pussy."

"Good," I gasped. "He deserves it."

Dario came first—deep, groaning, cock twitching inside me.

Matteo followed seconds later, releasing his load deep inside my ass.

I collapsed to the towel, soaked and twitching, my breasts swollen, smeared, nipples red from bites and sucking.

—-
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The night had thickened into something wild—wine-stained and pulsing with heat. The waves were just background now, a slow hush beneath the pounding of bass from someone's phone speaker and the scattered laughter of tangled bodies.

I was down in the sand again, knees dug in, hair messy. The firelight made everything flicker—shadows moving over bare chests, bouncing tits, taut thighs, glittering eyes that had stopped pretending to be polite.

Matteo was behind me.

Not the student. The local one—tall, strong, golden-skinned with a faint scar on his chin and a cock that had already left me trembling once. He was gripping my hips hard enough to bruise as he slid inside me from behind, one slow, thick inch at a time.

"Still so wet for us," he growled in Italian.

In front of me, Luca stood with his cock already hard in his fist. I didn't even wait for a cue—I wrapped my lips around him, moaning as I opened wide, tasting sea salt and sweat. His fingers laced into my hair instantly, holding me firm, guiding my rhythm.

And to my side, Dario knelt beside me. His cock pulsed in my hand, and he groaned as I pumped him with smooth, greedy strokes.

Three of them.

All mine.

Kevin sat a few meters back on a beach blanket, shirt open, legs stretched out, watching like he couldn't breathe. His eyes burned through the dark, following every movement. Every moan.

Matteo fucked me harder.

"Your husband sees this?" he grunted, hips slapping wetly into my ass.

I nodded, Luca's cock still deep in my mouth, his hands tightening in my hair.

"Che puttana," Dario muttered, watching me jerk him off. "Such a cheating wife. You love this. Letting strangers ruin you."

Luca pulled out just long enough for me to gasp, "He wants me ruined."

And then he pushed back in, harder.

I groaned around him, my breasts bouncing beneath me with every thrust from Matteo, my nipples aching from the friction. Dario reached down, grabbed one with his free hand, and twisted.

I cried out—muffled—but my eyes rolled back, the pain shooting straight between my legs.

"She milks us with everything," Matteo growled. "Her pussy, her mouth, her hands—like she was made for cock."

Kevin's silhouette shifted in the dark. I knew he was touching himself. Watching. Loving every second of this filthy, breathless mess I'd let myself become.

"Kevin—" I tried to say, voice hoarse.

Luca pulled out again, letting his cock rest against my lips. "Tell him."

I looked over my shoulder, voice ragged. "They're using me. All of them. I'm your wife, and I'm being passed around like a beach slut."

Kevin smiled. Nodded.

Matteo drove into me faster now, my ass rippling with every brutal thrust, his fingers digging in deep enough to leave fingerprints. I arched back into him, trying to take more.

Dario moaned. "She's dripping down her thighs."

"I want her tits," Luca said, pulling me up by my hair.

They shifted me easily—like I was theirs to position. I straddled Matteo while Luca knelt behind me, his chest pressed to my back, groping my tits with both hands as Dario slid into my mouth. His cock was thicker, saltier, and I took him deep, eyes locked on Kevin's.

"She's ours now," Luca whispered. "You watch while we fuck your wife."

Kevin's fist pumped faster in the dark.

I was drooling around Dario's cock, tits sore from Luca's mauling hands, Matteo still pistoning into me from below. The sand scratched my knees, the fire burned low, and the orgasm built inside me like a breaking wave.

"I'm gonna—" I tried to say, but my voice was gone.

Matteo slapped my ass. "Come on me, troia. Show him how you come for other men."

I did.

I screamed around Dario's cock, my whole body spasming as Matteo slammed in and held—his cock twitching inside me, my orgasm crashing hard and loud and filthy.

And then Dario pulled out, moaned loud, and spilled across my cheek and tits. Luca followed next, not even warning me, just pulling me up and shoving himself between my tits to finish across my chest.

I was a dripping, used mess.

Matteo kissed my shoulder once before pulling out—slow, deliberate. Then he smacked my ass one last time and stood.

—-
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The fire had burned low, its glow flickering across the sand like a heartbeat finally slowing. The sea whispered just beyond the dunes. My body was heavy—spent, aching, full in every sense. My skin still tingled with the echoes of hands, mouths, voices. I felt raw. I felt radiant. I felt... real.

Giulia knelt beside me first.

Her touch was so different from theirs. Gentle. Cool. She cupped the side of my face, her thumb brushing a streak of sweat—or maybe come—from my cheek. Then she kissed my forehead, soft and warm. I didn't move. Couldn't. Just looked up at her, my lips parting in the faintest smile.

"You were beautiful," she murmured in Italian. I didn't know the words, but I felt them.

The other girl, Martina, brought a bottle of water. She poured some onto a cloth and pressed it between my thighs. I flinched. Then sighed.

They cleaned me with care. Giulia whispered to me while she wiped between my legs, across my belly, over my breasts. Her hands paused at my nipples, and she smiled—almost proud.

"You're trembling," she said.

"I know."

When they were done, Giulia wrapped a soft towel around my shoulders. I wasn't even sure where it came from. I didn't ask.

And then, finally, Kevin came.

He didn't rush. He didn't speak right away. He just walked to me with that same calm presence he always carried—steady, solid. My center. He crouched beside me and held out his arms.

I folded into him like I belonged there.

Like I always had.

He sat back against a drift, pulled me into his lap, and let me curl against his chest. The towel slipped down, exposing a breast. He didn't try to cover it. Just rested his hand lightly on my side and pressed a kiss to my temple.

We sat in silence for a long time.

The night had quieted. The men were gone. Giulia and Martina lay curled together near the fire, whispering softly.

"You okay?" he asked at last, voice barely louder than the waves.

I nodded. "I think I'm glowing."

He chuckled. "You look like a goddess."

"I feel like a slut."

He tilted his head. "Those aren't mutually exclusive."

I laughed. The kind of laugh that hiccupped on the edge of exhaustion. Then I tucked my head under his chin.

"I don't think I've ever... gone that far."

"You didn't go," he murmured. "You opened."

I closed my eyes.

"I could feel you," he said. "Even from across the fire. You were so alive."

"I needed it."

"I know."

His hand moved slowly across my back, fingers tracing lazy circles.

"You didn't look away," I whispered.

"Not once."

"Even when they—"

"Especially when they."

I swallowed.

"You're mine, Julie. In every moment. No matter how many hands are on you... you're mine."

I looked up. Met his eyes in the dim firelight.

"And you're mine," I said.

He kissed me. Not like the others had. Not for hunger. But for love. For promise. For the quiet truth between us.

And when I finally fell asleep in his arms, I dreamed not of being touched—but of being held.
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Last day in paradise
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I stirred, blinking slowly into the warm light pouring across the bed. Giulia stood at the edge of the room, barefoot, wearing one of Kevin's linen shirts that hung loose over her hips. Her curls were pinned high, a few strands falling as she leaned over and placed a steaming latte on the bedside table.

“Buongiorno,” she whispered.

I smiled and reached for her hand. "You always know exactly when I need you."

She climbed onto the bed without another word, slipping under the sheet beside me. The mug stayed warm on the nightstand, untouched for now. What I wanted more than caffeine was the way she was already pulling me close, brushing my cheek with her fingertips like I was something precious and fleeting.

We kissed slowly. Barely-there lips at first, then deeper. I sighed into her mouth, letting the quiet press of her body against mine wake every nerve with soft insistence.

Her hands wandered lazily down my spine, over the curve of my hips, then back up again—palms wide, slow, claiming. When she pushed the covers down, I let them fall without protest. The morning air kissed my bare skin.

She sat back on her knees, looking at me.

Her eyes drifted over every inch. The bruises on my hips. The light scratches on my thighs. The heat still glowing faintly under the surface of my skin from everything we'd done the night before.

"You're beautiful like this," she said, voice thick with sleep and awe. "Used. Loved."

My heart fluttered. "You helped with both."

She bent low again, and her lips found my collarbone. Then my breast. Her tongue circled my nipple—slow, coaxing—and I gasped, arching toward her. I tangled my fingers in her hair as her kisses deepened, lips and tongue and teeth teasing me until I was panting, hips shifting restlessly beneath her.

"Just like this," I whispered. "Don't stop."

She didn't.

She kissed her way lower, trailing down my belly. Her hands gripped my thighs, spreading them apart with patient pressure. She paused just long enough to look up at me—her gaze hungry and reverent all at once—then lowered her mouth.

The first touch of her tongue was light, teasing. I moaned.

Then she began to eat me like she meant it. Slow at first, drawing me open with her mouth, her hands never letting me close. I writhed against her face, whispering her name over and over as she worked me to the edge, then kept me there—soft lips, wet tongue, the kind of patience that drove me wild.

I came hard. My whole body arched off the bed, thighs trembling, fingers twisted in the sheets.

Giulia didn't pull away. She held me through it, breathing me in, kissing gently as the waves subsided.

When I finally opened my eyes again, she was beside me—one arm around my waist, one leg tangled between mine.

I brushed her curls from her forehead and kissed her softly.

"Stay," I whispered.

"I'm not going anywhere," she murmured.

And for a long time, we just lay there—two women wrapped in the hush of a golden morning, the taste of each other still warm on our lips.

—-
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The villa was quiet when I zipped the last suitcase shut.

Outside the open windows, cicadas hummed in the morning haze. The sea looked lazy, glittering like it had no plans for the day. I stood in the middle of the bedroom, barefoot in one of Kevin's T-shirts, and let my gaze drift over the bed we'd destroyed more than once.

"You packed everything?" Kevin asked, leaning in the doorway, coffee in one hand, the other scratching lazily at his chest.

"Everything but the memories," I said with a grin.

He groaned. "You've been waiting to say that."

"All week."

We both laughed.

The soft thud of Giulia's shoes on the tile echoed up the hall. She appeared with a dish towel still tucked into her waistband, hair pinned perfectly as always.

"Just leave everything as it is," she said, her voice casual but her eyes lingering on me. "I'll make sure it's according to the rental contract."

She kissed Kevin's cheek—just the barest brush—then turned to me. I stepped forward and hugged her tightly. Her mouth brushed the corner of mine, soft and secret.

"Text me," she whispered.

I nodded. "You know I will."

And then she was gone, her sandals clicking down the stone steps, out into the sun.

Kevin and I stood there for a beat, not moving.

"You gonna miss her?" he asked, finally.

"Hell yeah."

He looked at me, and his smile softened. "You were good to each other - even if you discovered her late."

We didn't say more.

The taxi came just before noon. We tossed the bags in the trunk and slid into the back seat together, limbs still aching in that delicious way that only meant one thing: it had been a summer of no restraint.

As we pulled away, the villa slipped out of view—olive trees giving way to winding stone roads and finally to the hum of coastal traffic.

Kevin's hand found mine. He lifted it, kissed the back of my fingers. "You have a glow," he said. "Like you lived three lives in two weeks."

"Maybe I did," I teased. "Or maybe I just squeezed enough sin into one body to last a year."

He laughed. "You do keep a fast pace."

"You kept up," I said.

"I'm trying," he murmured. "But I'm definitely going to need a nap on the plane."

We both laughed again, a little too loud for the quiet of the cab.

The road curved along the cliffside, blue sea on one side, dusty hills on the other. I rested my head on his shoulder. The fabric of his shirt still smelled like salt and sunscreen and him.

"I'm not ready for this to be over," I admitted.

Kevin kissed the top of my head. "Then don't let it be."

We didn't talk for a while after that. I just watched the coast slip by, our hands twined and our hearts full.

And beneath it all, that familiar hum was already returning.

The heat behind my ribs.

The ache low in my belly.

I wasn't done yet.

We sat in the airport lounge, tucked into a corner booth with low lighting and linen napkins that felt far too elegant for a terminal. Kevin had his wine. I had something sparkling and sharp, cold against my tongue. Naples airport buzzed quietly around us—suitcases rolling, murmured announcements in Italian, the soft clink of glasses behind the bar.

I leaned back into the seat, heels crossed beneath the table, hair still damp from the shower Giulia and I shared before the taxi arrived. Kevin was watching people—he always did that in airports—and I was watching him. His eyes were soft. Still glowing.

Then the man walked past.

Tall. Broad shoulders beneath navy blue. The sharp, starched lines of a pilot's uniform cut across his chest like a sculpture. He wasn't young, not quite—but he carried himself like he knew every inch of his presence had power.

His eyes skimmed the room.

And then stopped on me.

I didn't smile.

Not yet.

Just held his gaze as he passed, letting him see the tilt of my head, the curve of bare skin at my collarbone. The flush that still hadn't faded from my cheeks.

Kevin noticed.

"Your mouth is doing that thing," he murmured into his glass.

"What thing?"

"The 'I might eat that man alive' thing."

I laughed. Soft. Unapologetic. "Do you mind?"

"Not at all," he said, still watching the crowd. "You've earned dessert."

The man passed again. Slower this time. His hand grazed the back of a chair. His eyes met mine again. And this time, I gave him just a flicker of a smile. A permission, maybe.

When he disappeared around the corner, I reached for my glass.

Kevin leaned in, his voice low, familiar, deliciously dangerous. "You have time," he said. "Don't keep him waiting."

I turned to look at him. "Are you sure?"

He smiled with that steady, solid warmth I loved more than anything. "I'm sure. Go make a memory."

I stood slowly, smoothing the hem of my dress. My pulse had already quickened.

The bathroom was sleek and quiet. Marble counters. Dim gold lighting. The kind of hush that made everything feel deliberate. Controlled.

I stepped in first—pretending to touch up my lipstick. It was fascinating to see what I looked like after a week of being taken, claimed even.

The mirror didn't lie—cheeks still pink, hair tousled, lips slightly parted like I was already halfway into whatever was about to happen next.

Then came the knock. Low. Measured. Three soft taps.

I opened the door.

He was still in uniform—dark pilot blues crisp against his shoulders, shirt perfectly tailored. But his jaw was tight now, his gaze hungrier. We didn't say a word.

He stepped in, shut the door behind him, and twisted the lock with a slow, metallic click.

"Hi," I said, breathlessly casual.

He didn't answer.

He moved.

Fast.

I was against the wall in half a second, his mouth crashing into mine. One hand pinned my wrist above my head, the other slid beneath my dress like he already knew what was waiting there.

"You're not wearing anything under this," he growled against my mouth.

"No time," I whispered back. "And I didn't want to make it harder for you."

He let out a soft, breathy curse and dropped to his knees, lips grazing my inner thigh as he lifted the hem of my dress. His hands were confident—possessive—spreading me open as his tongue pressed forward, slow and hot.

My head hit the wall. One leg lifted instinctively and he hooked it over his shoulder, locking me in place.

"You still haven't even asked my name," I breathed.

He looked up at me from between my thighs, lips glistening, and said, "Don't need to. I'll remember your moans instead."

I laughed—then gasped as he sucked hard, fingers sliding up to join the rhythm of his tongue. I clawed at the wall for balance, biting my lip to keep quiet. The marble was cold beneath my palms. His mouth was heat, pressure, precision.

And I came. Fast. Hard. My whole body shivering as I pressed into his face and tried not to cry out.

He stood in one smooth motion, lifted me effortlessly, and turned me toward the mirror. I caught my reflection just long enough to see myself—eyes wild, cheeks flushed, hair tumbling around my shoulders.

Then I felt him.

He pressed against me from behind, cock hard and hot through the fabric of his uniform. My dress was already hiked high around my waist, and he pushed down the zipper on his trousers with shaking fingers.

"Tell me this is what you want," he said, voice low, breath ragged.

I met his eyes in the mirror. "I want you to fuck me like I'm just a filthy little secret you'll remember on takeoff."

That broke him.

He shoved inside me in one deep, desperate thrust.

The sound I made wasn't quiet.

Neither was his groan.

He moved fast—frantic—each thrust shoving me forward against the counter. His hands gripped my hips hard, pulling me back onto him with bruising force. My breasts bounced with every motion, and I didn't bother to hold them. I just let them move, watched them shake in the mirror, watched his hands creep forward and maul them roughly.

"Been staring at these since the lounge," he muttered, pinching one hard enough to make me gasp.

"Good," I panted. "They're yours. For the next ten minutes."

"You're that guy's wife," he growled. "And you're letting me do this."

"I'm not letting you," I whispered. "I'm begging you."

His pace quickened. The slap of skin against skin echoed through the polished room, the scent of sex already thick in the air.

He leaned over me, grabbed a fistful of my hair, and pulled my head back to whisper in my ear.

"You like being used by strangers before a flight?"

"Yes," I gasped.

"You like knowing he's waiting for you, while I ruin you?"

"Yes—please—don't stop—"

He slammed into me harder, both hands gripping my tits now, pinching and squeezing, rough and greedy. The mirror blurred as my breath fogged it. I was unraveling again, this time slower, deeper.

And when I came—biting down on my knuckle to stifle the sound—he came inside me with a shuddering groan, still rocking his hips until every last pulse had faded.

We stayed like that for a moment.

Sweaty. Panting. Spent.

He pulled out slowly, his hands still on my hips, his lips brushing my shoulder.

"Fastest mile-high story I'll ever have," he murmured.

I laughed, breathless, eyes closed.

Then I reached down, tugged my dress into place, smoothed my hair, and glanced once more at my reflection.

Totally fucked.

Perfectly disheveled.

I looked like the woman I'd become this summer.

"Fly safe," I said, unlocking the door.

He smiled. "Hope turbulence rattles that pretty pussy."

And I walked out—slow, steady, grinning—already glowing from the memory.

The jet bridge smelled like metal and cool air, and my heels clicked just a little too loudly against the polished floor. Kevin's hand rested at the small of my back—steady, warm. I still hadn't caught my breath. Not really.

"First class," I murmured, glancing at the tickets again. "Did you...?"

He shook his head, smiling. "Nope. Not me."

I stared at him. "You're saying this just... happened? We were just bumped to first class for no reason?"

Kevin just grinned wider. That maddening, all-knowing grin.

As we stepped onto the plane, the flight attendants greeted us with practised poise and polite smiles. We turned left instead of right. Plush leather seats. Space. Champagne waiting. I blinked twice.

The overhead bins were closing. The cabin lights softened. Kevin helped me slide my tote into the compartment, and I was still smoothing down my dress when it happened.

The cabin speakers crackled softly.

"Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. Welcome aboard. Weather's clear between here and Oslo, and we're expecting a smooth flight..."

I froze.

That voice.

My head snapped toward Kevin. His eyebrows were already raised, eyes wide with mock innocence.

"No," I whispered, heart leaping to my throat.

"Oh yes," Kevin said, utterly delighted.

"You've got to be kidding me."

He leaned close, voice low. "You officially fucked your way into first class."

I covered my mouth with both hands, stifling a mix of horror and laughter.

Kevin was still laughing when I sank into my seat, cheeks burning, pulse skipping in my chest.

Up front, the cockpit door remained closed. But I swore I could feel eyes watching.

I reached for the champagne flute. Drank half in one go.

"Cheers to timing," Kevin said.

"And anonymity. How the hell did he know?" I muttered.

He clinked my glass. "With this service, I don't care."

Somewhere over the Alps, the cabin dimmed. The soft rustle of magazines and murmured orders for coffee faded into the hush of altitude.

Kevin and I sat side by side, a quiet island in a sea of sleeping passengers and clinking ice. The champagne was crisp, the air cold in that strange, recycled way—but under the blanket draped over our laps, his fingers laced with mine. Warm. Sure.

I leaned into his shoulder, my body still humming in ways I couldn't quite name. It wasn't just the sex, or the secrets. It was the release. The slow, indulgent unspooling of every part of me I'd kept wrapped in silk and silence.

Kevin kissed the top of my head. "You look wrecked."

I smiled into his shirt. "I am."

His thumb stroked mine. "And happy?"

I nodded. "Very."

We sat like that for a long while. Just breathing. Letting it all settle.

The memory of the week played behind my eyes like a flickerbook. That first teasing glance across the ferry. The grit of sand on my knees. The weight of so many hands. The firelight. Giulia's mouth. Kevin's calm, constant presence in the background of it all—watching, guiding, loving.

Eventually, I turned toward him, stretching one leg under the blanket until my bare toe pressed to his calf.

"So..." I said quietly, "where next summer?"

He looked at me, eyes gleaming with something between affection and heat. "Anywhere."

I raised an eyebrow. "Anywhere?"

He nodded. "Wherever you want, my filthy hotwife."

I laughed, light and low. "That's me now, huh?"

He didn't blink. "That's always been you. You just stopped hiding it."

Outside the window, the sky was deep indigo. Below us, the world slept. But inside that little cocoon of clouds and memory, I was wide awake.

And I was finally whole.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]










Epilogue – Home Again
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The villa was gone. The sun-drenched tiles, the whispering olive trees, the sea-slicked bodies moving in candlelight — all of it now lived only in memory. And yet, somehow, it clung to my skin like salt.

I lay stretched across our bed, one leg tangled in the sheet, Kevin's hand resting lazily on my hip. The bedroom was quiet, dim with the fading Norwegian evening. Rain tapped gently against the window — not Sorrento's heat, but something steadier. Safer.

Kevin stirred beside me, brushing a thumb along the curve of my spine.

"You're thinking," he murmured.

I smiled against the pillow. "Just remembering."

His breath warmed her neck. "All of it?"

"All of it," I whispered.

My phone buzzed softly on the nightstand.

I reached for it.

Giulia: I found a job at a hotel in Bergen. Would you like me to take it?

I blinked. Then laughed. Then gasped.

"Kevin—"

He sat up, sleepy and amused. "What?"

"She just texted me. Giulia. She's been offered a job. In Bergen."

Kevin was quiet for a beat, then grinned like it was the most obvious thing in the world. "Well, we better start decorating the guest room."

I looked at him.

He kissed my shoulder. "And we're getting a new bed."

I raised an eyebrow.

"A bigger one," he said. "Big enough for at least three people."

I squealed and threw herself into his arms, kissing his face with giggling, grateful abandon.

And in that quiet room — far from Italy, far from the summer heat — I knew the story wasn't over.

It was only the beginning.
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