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Foreword

I know many of you have been waiting for a while for this book, the second in my Holiday Hotwives series, so I hope it’s worth the wait. You don’t need to have read the first book, ‘Tina: Taking One For The Team’ because this is a stand-alone story but it is the second in the series and by reading that book first, you’ll be able to appreciate the overarching story of Dennis and the staff of the Azure View Hotel, the recurring characters throughout the series. However, whether you’ve read Tina’s book or if you’re starting here with Kelly, I hope you enjoy it and you’ll follow along as move on to book three, Stacy’s story.
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Room Sixty-Nine

“If it’s anything as nice on the inside as it is on the outside, you’ve outdone yourself,” my wife Kelly said, as the taxi dropped us off outside the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa.

I looked up at the elegant alabaster building in front of us, pleased with everything I’d seen so far since arriving at the Amalfi Coast. The resort of Positano was beautiful and the hotel, perched high on the rocky cliffs looking out over the cyan-blue waters of the Gulf of Salerno, was everything I’d dreamed it would be.

“Well, there’s only one way to find out,” I said, taking her hand and leading her up a set of shallow marble steps that led to the gleaming silver revolving doors.

“Good afternoon,” said a very tall and slim handsome man that I’d thought was just another hotel patron, standing by the entrance. “Welcome to the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa. My name is Dennis Webb, I’m the owner of the hotel and if there’s anything I can do to make your stay more enjoyable, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

I looked at Kelly, hoping she’d be impressed that we were getting such good service and she squeezed my hand and smiled happily. I loved the way she got cute little creases at the corners of her light green eyes when she smiled like that. She was beautiful anyway, with her long, flaming-red hair, full lips, creamy-pale skin and lightly freckled cheeks but when she smiled, her entire face seemed to light up.

“Please follow me, I’ll get you checked in and show you to your room,” the man who’d named himself Dennis said. As we let him lead us through the revolving doors and into the air-conditioned Art-Deco-styled lobby, I couldn’t help but think to myself how Dennis didn’t match my expectations. I’d emailed him during the booking process because of the special requests that I had but I’d not expected him to be as old as he was. He wasn’t ancient, but I put him in his fifties at least. His neatly-styled short dark hair was shot through with silver at the temples and his face was lined, although it didn’t affect his overall handsomeness. He was sharply dressed in a slate-grey, pinstriped suit and was the very image of an English gentleman, so what was he doing running a hotel such as this on the Italian coast?

“Wow,” Kelly breathed to me as we approached the check-in desk, which was manned by a strikingly beautiful black woman. “This place is amazing. Do you think the rooms will be as good?”

“I hope so,” I replied as Dennis walked us to the desk.

“This is Martin and Kelly,” he told the receptionist, surprising me with the informal use of our first names. “They booked through the Azure View website, custom service.”

“Custom service?” the receptionist replied, looking at me and Kelly for a moment before flashing us a warm smile. “Well, in that case, I guarantee you’re going to have a wonderful time. You’re in one of our very best rooms. Number sixty-nine.”

Sixty-nine? I couldn’t help but smirk at the naughty number. It was childish, I knew that, but considering what I’d got planned for this vacation, it seemed ironic and hilarious. Kelly saw my grin and gave me one of her usual disapproving looks. I immediately straightened my face. “That’s great,” I said as professionally as I could manage. “Thank you.”

“This way, please.” Dennis stepped towards the lift nearby after Kelly received the room key cards from the receptionist. “May I say that I absolutely love your hair? I love red hair but yours is the most beautiful colour.”

Kelly didn’t reply as we followed him into the lift but she looked at me as if to say, ‘That was kind of weird’ and I shrugged as a way of half-agreeing. Dennis was only trying to be friendly and complimentary but I wondered if it was also part of the plan that he had for my special requests.

We came out of the lift on the second floor and walked the length of the corridor, holding hands as we always did, to the door right at the very end. “Room sixty-nine,” he announced outside a door marked with the number in gold numerals. “I’ll leave you to settle in. Enjoy your stay.”

With that, he left us to explore our room and what a room it was. Classical Art-Deco styling was present here too. From the fine ivory and black wallpaper to the mahogany furniture, everything about the room was exquisite.

“Look at the bed!” Kelly exclaimed as I finally wheeled our suitcases in and closed the door behind us. The bed was grand indeed, a dark wood four-poster with a silk canopy above. Kelly leapt onto it, smoothing her hands over the covers. “The sheets are silk too. Wow. This must have cost us a pretty penny.”

“Not really,” I lied. “I got a special deal. I told you.”

“Is that what they meant by custom service?” she asked, testing the mattress by pressing down on it with both hands. “Oh, this bed is going to be so comfy to sleep in.”

“Custom service means we get all the optional extras,” I lied again. “You’ll see. Hopefully, you’ll be happy with a few of the surprises I’ve got lined up.”

I explored the room, finding a refrigerator next to the wardrobes and opening it. “Ah, Champagne. Very nice.”

“Don’t you have to pay for that?” Kelly slid from the bed and stopped me just as I was about to pop the cork.

“No,” I replied, pointing to the note stuck to the label.

Enjoy your stay. Our compliments, Dennis and the staff of the Azure View.

“This is getting better and better,” Kelly grinned, making the corners of her eyes crease again in the cutest way. “Let me have a quick shower while you pour us both a glass. I feel all sweaty in these clothes.”

With that, she stripped off the t-shirt and shorts she was wearing, giving me a cheeky flash of her slim figure before disappearing into the bathroom.

“Ciao,” came a voice from the doorway.

“Hello?” I said, wondering who the stranger was that was poking his head through the hotel door.

“Scusa, I am Gianni,” the stocky young man introduced himself in heavily-accented English. “I am the maintenance man for the building. I apologise but I forgot to activate the air-conditioning.”

“Ah, I see,” I replied, beckoning him in. “My wife is just in the shower.”

As I said that, the sound of falling water drifted from the bathroom door, which she hadn’t closed behind her but we couldn’t see anything because the shower was just out of view from where we were standing.

Gianni rubbed a hand through his thick mop of black hair then walked over slowly and quietly. “You have booked for the custom service, yes?”

I nodded, then whispered. “Yes. Kelly doesn’t know, so please be quiet.”

“Of course,” he said in a hushed tone. “I will show you the air-conditioning.”

He walked over to a display panel on the wall, pressed a green button and a gentle breeze of cool air wafted down over us from the large vent on the ceiling.

“This button is the on and off,” he explained, then pointed to a smaller round, white button and lowered his voice again. “And this one turns the cameras on and off.”

“Cameras?” I whispered.

He pressed the white button and then pointed to the vent. I looked up and saw a faint red light glowing behind the grill.

“There is one behind the mirror too,” he murmured in a low voice, pointing towards a square mirror on the wall opposite before chuckling lightly. “Keep them off if you don’t want to be watched. Of course, if that is your thing, then leave it on.”

“I see.” I looked over my shoulder into the bathroom. The water was still running.

“If things work out and Kelly brings someone to your room, then you can watch them as long as the camera is on,” Gianni continued to explain. “Mr Webb will explain fully and arrange everything when you talk later but for now, that’s all you need to know. You’re going to have a great time, Martin, I promise.”

The sound of the shower stopped.

“Well, thank you, Gianni,” I said, louder now so that Kelly would know someone was in our room. “I think I’ve got it.”

The Italian maintenance man made no move to leave until my wife emerged cautiously from the shower, with a large, white, fluffy towel wrapped around her.

“This is Gianni,” I introduced the young Italian. “Gianni, this is my wife, Kelly.”

“Ciao bella,” he said, taking her hand and kissing it lightly. She was quite taken aback, I could tell, but she didn’t object. She pushed a lock of her wet, red hair behind her ear and smiled at him.

“He was just showing me how to use the air-conditioning,” I explained.

“That’s good,” she replied, then folded her arms across her chest. “Now, if you don’t mind, Gianni, I’d like to get dressed.”

The dark-haired hotel worker nodded and smiled back, showing a row of perfect white teeth before leaving, closing the door behind him so that we were alone again.

“I hope the staff don’t take it upon themselves to walk into our room whenever they like,” my wife said, staring after him for a long moment. “There’s good service and then there’s too much service if you know what I mean?”

“Mmhmm,” I nodded. The thing was, Kelly didn’t know that the custom service I’d booked for us included just that - too much service was exactly what I wanted. She didn’t know that the Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa was a very special place; a hotel designed for men who wanted to see their wives with other men. It had a nickname on the internet, the ‘Hotwife Holidays Destination’. I wasn’t sure how it was going to work yet, but in our emails backwards and forwards during the booking process, Dennis had guaranteed me that Kelly would be given every possible opportunity to cheat on me, something I wanted her to do. Not so that we would break up. Far from it, I loved my wife more than anything. I just had a fetish to see her with someone else.

“So, are we going to have some Champagne or what?” Kelly said, dragging me from my thoughts.

I took out the two glasses that were kept in the fridge for coolness, then popped the cork and poured us both a tall glass of the sparking, golden liquid.

“To this being the best week of our lives,” I said, raising a toast. Kelly tapped her glass to mine, and then we both took a long sip of the Champagne.

“I’ve got a feeling I’m going to enjoy this vacation,” she said.

I hoped she was right.
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The Night of Shame

After our glass of welcoming Champagne, we got changed, had a drink around the hotel’s private swimming pool, and then a delicious meal in the luxurious restaurant before retiring to our bedroom fairly early because we were both tired from the day’s travel.

“It’s been a good day,” Kelly reflected as she joined me in bed, sliding beneath the covers alongside me.

I felt the warmth of her legs as she moved closer. She was wearing a long t-shirt, despite the room being pleasantly warm.

“I’m glad you like it,” I replied, reaching over to turn the bedside lamp off. “Dinner was excellent, wasn’t it? I think the waiter liked you.”

“He was rather forward,” Kelly giggled. The handsome young waiter introduced himself as Pietro, and much like Gianni, he spent most of his time in between serving complimenting my wife on her looks and then towards the end of the evening, he outright flirted with her, asking her if she’d like a dance or a drink after he’d finished his shift. It was almost as though I wasn’t there, but I wasn’t offended. It was probably all part of the plan that Dennis had put together for me to see Kelly with another man.

My strange desires had started a few years ago after Kelly confessed something about her past. We’d been together around a year at that point, it was a few weeks before our wedding and I attempted something I’d never done before; anal sex. Kelly was conservative in the bedroom, I knew that. She enjoyed making love, she wasn’t frigid or overly prudish and she gave terrific blow jobs, but when it came to sex, she only liked it in the missionary position or with her on top. She wasn’t even comfortable in the doggy position for some reason. I’d never pushed her on why. I loved her and making her feel uncomfortable was the last thing I wanted but this particular night, perhaps because I was extra-aroused and we’d both had a drink, I tried pushing things further than usual and after my cock slipped out of her pussy like it sometimes did, I teased her by putting it against her anus and shoving ever-so-gently. She didn’t stop me right away, but almost as soon as the tip of my cock went in, she pushed me back and told me to stop.

“No,” she’d said. “Don’t do that.”

The way she withdrew afterwards told me something was wrong and for several minutes, I couldn’t even get her to speak to me. Finally, after some reassuring cuddles and coaxing her to talk and tell me what was wrong, she told me something from her past that I’d had no idea about until that point.

“Adam did that,” she’d said, clinging on to me and burying her face into my shoulder as if she was ashamed of it.

“Adam?” I inquired. “Who was Adam? I thought you said you’d only had one boyfriend before me. What was his name again?”

“Ben,” she murmured into my shoulder. “Yes, he was my only boyfriend.”

“So who is… was Adam?”

“Ben’s best friend,” she replied, her voice almost inaudibly quiet. “And his cousin. If I tell you something, do you promise to never, ever, tell anyone? No one. Not even your best friends. If my family ever found out, they’d go crazy.”

Kelly was from a wealthy, very well-to-do family. Her parents owned their own business and were loaded. Kelly and I liked to be financially independent of them, she hated being considered a ‘rich kid’ but they had helped us out from time and time and paid for our beautiful wedding a few years ago. Kelly had attended a private school and this, along with the way she’d been brought up, around money, was why she was as she was, not just in the bedroom, but also in general.

“I promise. Tell me what happened with this Adam guy.”

“I’d only ever been with Ben,” Kelly said after a moment to gather herself. “I happened to tell him one night, while we were in bed, that I sometimes wondered what other men were like. I didn’t actually want to sleep with anyone else. I truly didn’t. I still don’t. I was just thinking out loud - as you do sometimes - but Ben took it the wrong way.”

“What do you mean?”

“A week or so later, we’d been out for a drink with some other friends of ours and when we went back to his place, his cousin, Adam joined us. I had no idea what they had planned but to cut a long story short, they took advantage of me.”

“What? Both of them?” I asked, shocked at where the story was going. “That’s terrible.”

“I went along with it because I was young and naive,” she said, regretfully. “But Adam did… that - amongst other things - and I don’t like to think about it. When you tried to put it there, it reminded me of it. Some things do. I’m so ashamed of what happened that night, I don’t like thinking about it.”

“Was it like… a threesome?” I hadn’t been able to resist asking the question. My mind was whirling at the revelations and I wasn’t being thoughtful or sensitive. Kelly had simply nodded and then clammed up after that but I found out over the next couple of days that after that night, she’d finished with Ben because of it and that it had been a full year after that before she started dating again and she met me almost immediately.

But from that moment, something had stirred in me. Imagining my beautiful, conservative wife being shared by her ex-boyfriend and his male cousin had unexpectedly turned me on and the thought of her having anal sex only added to it. For whatever reason, I fantasized about it all the time, especially during sex. I’d picture her with Adam, or Ben, or sometimes just a faceless stranger.

During the couple of years since then, I’d poked at her for other details of that night, always being delicate and tactful and had learned that Ben’s penis was around the same size as mine but that Adam’s had been - in Kelly’s own words - horribly big, like a horse’s - and that only served to turn me on even more. I never quite find out what ‘amongst other things’ included, only that the two guys had been very rough with her; had done it to her at the same time although I didn’t know if she meant they’d double-penetrated her vaginally and anally or in the mouth and vagina at the same time, but I let my imagination fill in the gaps.

One night, I even got her to admit that she’d enjoyed it at the time. It had been naughty and exciting but she’d also been drunk and she felt ashamed of it ever since then. She wasn’t raised to be dirty like that and looking back, she hated Ben for making her do it.

Despite those words, I still imagined it and at first, the fantasy of it was enough, but over time the desire to turn this fantasy into reality became stronger. However, when I brought the subject up one evening, she immediately shot me down.

“I’ve never done a threesome,” I’d speculated after watching a movie that featured a woman with two men. It wasn’t porn - Kelly would never watch porn - it was a mainstream movie and the scene itself wasn’t that explicit, so it felt safe to bring the subject up. “Do you think what happened with Adam and Ben has put you off ever trying it again? If I was one of the men, I mean.”

“No way.” She’d shook her head vehemently. “I’m sorry but no, I wouldn’t do it again.”

“What about just you and another guy?” I’d hopefully but tentatively asked. “Either with me there or just you and the man.”

“What?” Kelly’s light green eyes had stared into mine and I remembered the look of disgust that had washed over her face. “Why would you ever want me to sleep with someone else? And with you there? What…? As in… watching?”

“I was just asking hypothetically,” I’d said, trying to shrug it off casually. “Just out of interest, with what you said that time about being curious about other guys. I just wondered if you still felt that way.”

“I’m married,” she’d pointed out and that was the end of the conversation. I’d never brought it up again since, because of how disgusted and shocked she’d been that night and all hope of ever making my fantasies come true was snuffed out from then onwards.

Until a couple of months ago.

I’d been browsing some forums on hotwives, searching for some porn to get myself off and had stumbled upon an article about a hotel that specialised in catering to men like me. It seemed too good to be true so I decided to find out more about it. I researched the hotel and found several people just like me, who’d taken their wives there and got to see them experiment sexually, either with men or women. Their stories only fuelled my perverted inner fires even more and eventually, I plucked up the courage to get in touch with the hotel - just to see how it worked.

The hotel had two web pages. One was just like any holiday destination hotel but the other was tailored specifically to what it called the ultimate cuckolding experience. A set of emails between myself and the owner, the enigmatic Dennis Webb - whom I’d met just this morning - filled in the gaps. He promised me that my wife would be given every opportunity to sleep with other men during our stay. There would be no coercion. Everything that happened would be fully consensual. There was never any abuse of alcohol, use of drugs or any other illegal or dubious methods. The Azure View prided itself on the way it operated, using only the most attractive staff who were experts in seducing women of all ages and personality types. The hotel had many surprises and facilities and there would be ample times when she’d be alone with the hotel’s many handsome Lotharios. And best of all, there were cameras everywhere. Anything that she did would be captured on film for me to monitor, watch and observe.

How could I refuse? I booked it there and then, telling Kelly only that I’d arranged a surprise trip for us, to the beautiful and upmarket resort of Positano in Italy. She’d been delighted, of course, which in turn, made me feel guilty and dirty. It felt wrong, deceiving her in such a way and yet, here we were. I couldn’t help myself. If nothing else, it would be a wonderful holiday in an exquisite location and some valuable time together.

Now we were here, my priority was to make sure she was okay. I was going to protect Kelly, not throw her to the lions. Dennis told me that his staff were always professional, and there was nothing to worry about - Kelly would only cheat on me if she wanted to. He promised that she wouldn’t be talked into anything against her will but I was going to make sure of it. I was only going to let her do something if she wanted to - if she was the instigator. All I wanted to do was give her the opportunity and see what happened. Perhaps nothing would happen. If it didn’t, at least my wife and I would have had a wonderful holiday on the glorious Amalfi Coast, making memories that would last a lifetime. And if something did happen, perhaps she’d enjoy it and I would too, and we’d end up making other, naughtier types of memories instead.

“What are you thinking about?” Kelly said, snapping me out of the reverie that I’d drifted into.

“Me?” I stalled. “Oh, not much, just how happy I am to be here, with you.”

“Why don’t you show me how happy you are?” she said softly, trailing a finger across my chest lightly and then kissing me gently on the neck.

“I’m very happy,” I replied, reacting to her touch by rolling over and settling between her legs as she opened them for me. She wasn’t wearing anything beneath the t-shirt so my dick pressed immediately against her soft pussy lips but I didn’t enter her yet. I pushed up her top so that I could kiss her lightly freckled, medium-sized breasts and sucked on her pale nipples, making her moan in pleasure and then I glided down to do the same to her thighs and the tiny bud swelling between her legs.

“Make love to me,” she groaned as I licked at her hot, wet centre and I did as she asked, rising above her and shoving my cock into her smoothly while kissing her firmly on the mouth.

While we fucked, as often happened, my mind wandered into fantasies of Kelly with Adam and Ben, one dick in her mouth, another in her pussy; being taken hard and rough and other fantasies, of her with random strangers, her dress pushed up around her waist or her panties hanging off one ankle; of her behaving like a slut for some guy she’d only just met.

Would any of this happen over the next week? I doubted it because as much as Dennis had almost guaranteed to turn my wife into a hotwife, I knew Kelly and knew her wealthy upbringing and prudish attitudes to sex just wouldn’t let her be slutty, no matter how enticing the opportunities presented to her by the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa and its delectable staff.

I remained hopeful. Sometimes strange things happened. Sometimes people changed. But I seriously doubted that any of my fantasies would happen. I wasn’t getting my hopes up.

What I didn’t account for, however, was Stefano.
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The Games Room

“This is the salon,” Mati pointed a slender finger in the direction of an obscured glass door.

The morning of our first full day at the Azure View, the hotel’s young brunette experience manager greeted us at breakfast, explaining that as part of our custom package, Dennis had asked her to give us a guided tour of the hotel and all its facilities. We were happy to accept, me in particular because Mati was absolutely stunning. She must have been barely out of her teens but she held herself well. She was a tall, slim girl with a waterfall of dark brown, wavy hair almost to her waist and a huge buxom that she obviously enjoyed showing off through the deep-cut neck of her white dress. Her eyes were as dark as her hair, her lashes were long and thick and her lips were full and pouty. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, especially when she spoke in her sexy, Italian accent. I hoped Kelly didn’t notice me ogling her, but she probably did.

“Wow, this is impressive,” my wife said, as we stepped inside the salon. There were two hairdresser’s chairs, a nail bar and another chair set before a large mirror surrounded by shelves full of make-up.

“Our stylists are at your service.” Mati smiled, luring my eyes to her face from where they’d been lingering, on her cleavage. “You only have to let me know when and I will arrange for you to have a full makeover, Signora Kelly. Not that you need it. You are very beautiful already.”

“Oh, thank you,” Kelly replied, a slight glow appearing across her freckled cheeks. “You’re very pretty too.”

There was an awkward couple of seconds during which the two women simply looked at each other. Was Mati flirting with her? I couldn’t tell if there was any sort of moment happening or if it was just my imagination. Lesbians didn’t especially appeal to me and I hadn’t specified to Dennis that I’d like to see Kelly seduced by another woman, but if that woman happened to be someone as hot as Mati, I wouldn’t get in the way of it happening.

“The stairs over there lead down to the sauna and spa.” Mati indicated down the hallway as we left the salon. “We have a hot tub, a steam room, a fitness gym and massage therapy. It is very popular, so you should speak to me or Viola at the front desk to make sure we can arrange a time for you.”

“I bet Martin would like to see the games room,” said Dennis and I turned to see him strolling down the hallway towards us, his thin, cream linen trousers flapping around his long, slender legs.

“Games room sounds good,” I nodded.

Kelly pulled a face at the thought of sports and Mati smiled, looping a tanned arm through my wife’s. “Let Signor Webb show your husband his favourite man things. I will show you something I know you will love. We have the most perfect cabaret and cocktail lounge.”

“Cocktails sound good,” Kelly replied, sticking her tongue out at me as the two women walked away.

“I have you on your own,” Dennis said after watching them disappear around the corner and out of sight. “Excellent. We should talk.”

“In the games room?” I smiled. “You do have a games room, right? I hate to think I’m going to miss the football while I’m here.”

“Oh, we have a games room all right,” Dennis nodded, then led me along the hallway in the opposite direction and up a spiralling staircase into the most fabulous bar area I’d ever seen. “Voila!”

A giant television screen dominated one entire wall, with motor racing showing at the moment. A long bar ran parallel to it on the far side, at which a couple of male customers were sat drinking. In the centre of the room were two pool tables, several arcade machines and an air hockey game. Along the side wall, there were other games; table football, darts and a long flat surface with cups set up for beer pong.

“This is fantastic,” I said, over the sound of the Rolling Stones’s ‘Satisfaction’ playing on the jukebox nearby. “Do you really own this place, Mr Webb? It’s incredible. It must be worth millions.”

“Please, call me Dennis.” The slim hotelier pulled out a couple of chairs from beneath one of the round tables and invited me to sit down. “Yes, the Azure View is mine. I’m glad you like it. It’s taken a long time to get the hotel to how I want it to be, so I appreciate your comments. What would you like to drink? On me, of course.”

“I enjoy a nice whisky,” I replied and Dennis signalled over to the bar to bring us two whiskies. “How does someone get to own a place like this?”

“That’s a long story that I might share one evening when we have more time. First, I wanted to discuss your lovely wife and fill in a few details of what’s going to happen during your stay.”

The barman, another tall, handsome Italian fellow, brought over our drinks as Dennis pulled his iPhone from his pocket.

“Sure,” I said, taking a sip of the whisky. It was rich and smooth and tasted expensive. “What do you want to know?”

“I’m just reading the questionnaire that you completed when booking,” Dennis’s watery blue eyes scanned the screen in his hand. “You say she hates sports, which is why I brought you here to get you alone. The one thing that stood out to me on your survey besides that, is that she enjoys dancing.”

“She does,” I nodded. “She was a dance champion at school but gave it up when she went through that teenage phase of not wanting to wear a leotard in public. She always tells me she regrets that and she loves dancing whenever we go out. I, on the other hand, have two left feet and can’t stand going anywhere near a dance floor.”

“Well, that gives me a wonderful idea,” Dennis said, tapping his phone screen. “Which I will come to shortly. Now, I need to ask a couple of very blunt and personal questions. I don’t mean to be rude, I’m purely asking so we can give you and Kelly the best experience possible. Is that okay with you?”

“I guess so. Fire away.”

“Has your wife had many sexual partners before you?”

I blinked and licked my lips nervously before answering. Dennis had warned me that the questions were going to be blunt and personal but I still wasn’t ready to be asked something like that.

“Two, I believe,” I said softly while looking around to make sure no one was listening. ‘Born To Run’ by Bruce Springsteen was blasting out of the jukebox now and none of the other customers were paying attention to the hotel owner and me sitting near the window.

“Only two,” Dennis noted, typing that into his phone.

“But she did have a threesome with them,” I explained, not wanting him to think that Kelly was boring or totally inexperienced.

“Anal?” Dennis raised one of his eyebrows as he inquired.

“You mean, during the threesome? Or-”

“In general. Does she like anal sex?”

“Oh, no. She doesn’t do that,” I shook my head. “Not with me. She might, with someone else, I don’t know but-”

“It’s okay,” Dennis silenced me as I began to babble nervously. “Oral sex. Does she like to give and receive?”

“Yes. She’s good at giving head.” It felt weird, talking to someone as casually as this about my wife’s sexual likes and dislikes. “She likes me going down on her too.”

“Has she ever talked about fantasies with you? Does she enjoy rough sex fantasies? Does she ever fantasize about group sex? Or does she prefer slower, more sensual lovemaking and purely one-on-one intimate types of encounters?”

“Not group sex,” I replied, realising I had to be honest here. It felt like I was in some sort of relationship or sex therapy. “When I said she’d done a threesome, I was telling the truth but she’s always been rather ashamed of what she did. The two guys took advantage of her while she was drunk.”

“I understand. But she likes it a little bit rough sometimes?”

“Sometimes,” I nodded. “But most women do, don’t they? When they’re in the mood for it, maybe not all the time. I’d say Kelly is pretty much normal in her sexual preferences. She’s straight and simply enjoys sex as any healthy woman does. She just doesn’t have a whole lot of sexual experiences or partners and I’d like to change that for her.”

“You can talk openly with me,” Dennis said, his eyes holding mine as he took a sip of the amber-coloured whisky in front of him. “You want to see your wife get fucked by another man, right? That’s why you’re here. You can be honest. I’m into it too. I enjoy nothing more than watching my wife with her bulls.”

“Really?” I asked in a hushed tone, fearful again that someone might overhear. Before today, I’d wondered what type of man would run an establishment that catered to what the Azure View did, and if he had the same sort of fetish as me. “So you’ve done this type of thing yourself?”

“Many, many times,” he nodded and smiled, a mischievous glint in his eye. “Over many years, with many women, including my current wife. But we digress. We’re here to talk about you and Kelly.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, taking a too-large gulp of the whisky and coughing as it made my eyes water slightly. “I’m just nervous. This is a big deal for me. I’ve never done anything like this before. Plus, I just don’t know if Kelly will actually do anything and I don’t want you to be disappointed or whatever. She’s not a complete prude but-”

“Martin,” Dennis said softly, putting a hand on my forearm and quietening me. “Relax. I can tell you that we’ve had wives far less pretty and much more uptight or demanding or difficult than Kelly. We’ve had some that their husbands described as downright frigid. I can also tell you that almost all of them went home with a higher sexual partner count than they arrived with.”

“Yes, but Kelly-”

“No buts, Martin. Trust me.” Dennis finished off his whisky and sat back in his chair, then reached inside his linen suit jacket. “Do you like cigars?”

“I don’t smoke.”

“Shame.” He pulled out a thick brown cigar, cut off the tip with a strange-looking silver device and then lit it with an ivory-and-silver lighter. “No woman stops finding handsome men desirable, no matter how happily married they might be. No woman is immune to temptation, no matter how pure and innocent they might be. Unless your wife is completely dead from the waist down, she will be getting fucked by someone that isn’t you during the next week.”

“God, I hope so,” I said, allowing myself to be honest for a moment. “And I get to watch somehow?”

“There are numerous zones throughout the hotel where your wife might be offered the opportunity to have sex, including your own room. Gianni showed you how to switch the cameras on and off, yes?”

“Yeah. He did.”

“Good.” Dennis winked at me, then nudged my whisky glass with his finger, encouraging me to drink. “Make sure they’re turned off unless you want to be watched having sex. If that’s your thing, leave it on. Your wife is a very attractive girl after all.”

“I… I don’t know about that,” I stammered. It felt very strange, being hinted at that Dennis wanted to watch us. I wasn’t comfortable with him seeing my dick. It felt…. almost gay.

“To answer your question, yes, you will be able to watch. Either as it’s happening or afterwards. It all depends on how things develop but don’t worry, either myself or one of the other staff members will be right there to make sure everything goes exactly how you want it to, okay?”

“And I can stop things at any time if either I or Kelly feel uncomfortable?”

“Yes, you and Kelly are in full control of everything that happens.” Dennis took a puff from the cigar, then blew a pretty ring of blue smoke into the air above him. “Are you sure you’re ready for this, Martin?”

“Yes, Dennis. I’m ready,” I replied, finishing off the whisky and putting the glass down firmly on the table as a gesture of resolve.

The older man stood up and smoothed down the front of his linen jacket. Steven Tyler’s voice was belting “I don’t wanna miss a thing,” out of the jukebox as Dennis looked around at the many games surrounding us.

“Then let’s go find your girl,” he said, putting a hand on my shoulder and squeezing it. “And we’ll get this game started.”
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The Hotel Tour

Kelly and Mati were in the cocktail lounge, where we expected them to be. This bar was fairly small, with only enough room and seating for five or six people along the bar but past that, the room opened up to a decent size, with a small dance floor at its centre.

“Livia?” Dennis addressed a tall, slender woman behind the bar. “Could I get two Manhattans for me and Martin here?”

Livia was older than me, in her early forties perhaps and her deep-set, dark brown eyes and olive skin clashed with her obviously bleached, short blonde hair. However, she had that sexy something about her and I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she poured whisky and vermouth into a mixing glass and expertly prepared the two drinks.

“Livia is our expert mixologist,” Dennis explained, enjoying the display as Livia completed the drinks by balancing a skewered black cherry across the top of the two glasses.

“Look at you, drinking a fancy Manhattan,” Kelly teased me as I sat down on one of the bar stools next to her and Mati. “You don’t normally like cocktails.”

“While you’re here, you should try new things,” Mati said with a sweet smile in my direction. She knew why I’d chosen our holiday here; she knew what custom service meant.

“Don’t get too comfortable,” Dennis said, pointing towards another set of stairs at the far side of the bar. “I want to show you my favourite part of the hotel. I think Kelly will like it even more than the cocktail lounge.”

We sipped at our cocktails for a while and then Dennis led us away from the bar and up the stairs to the floor above. As we rounded the corner at the very top, music met our ears through a set of lacquered oak doors. I didn’t recognise the tune, it was uptempo but sounded like something from the 1920s or ‘30s.

“This is the ballroom,” Mati said, taking over from Dennis and pushing the doors open to take us into a fabulously decorated square room. It was dominated by the polished dance floor in the middle, which was encircled with seating all around, a small corner stage and another small, currently unmanned bar at the back.

I looked around, identifying the music as coming from speakers set into the ceiling alongside several rows of coloured lights which illuminated the room beautifully in the absence of any windows.

“When we have our exhibitions, we have a live band to play the music,” said a bearded man strolling elegantly towards us across the shining, waxed floor.

“This is Stefano,” Dennis introduced him. “Our dancing instructor.”

Stefano was possibly the most handsome man I’d ever seen. His face was as square as the dancefloor beneath our feet, topped with perfectly coiffed jet-black hair and framed by an equally dark and well-styled beard. His skin, even in the multi-coloured lights of the ballroom, shone goldenly and with his tall, broad, masculine frame, he reminded me of some sort of Roman god.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he said, his eyes fixing on Kelly as he dipped a slight bow before my wife. I heard a slight intake of breath from her as he took her hand and kissed it lightly on the back.

“Martin here,” Dennis indicated towards me but Stefano’s eyes were still on my wife, “Tells me that his wife, Kelly, loves to dance.”

“You told him that?” She turned to me, suddenly nervously playing with a piece of her long, red hair while giving me a long look that suggested I should have spoken to her first.

“Dennis was telling me about the facilities and when he mentioned the ballroom, I couldn’t help but mention how you used to enjoy dancing.”

“Used to,” she emphasized the past tense. “When I was at school. I haven’t danced in years.”

“Every time we go out, you always gravitate towards the dance floor,” I corrected her. “You’re always trying to drag me for a dance.”

“Drag you? You don’t like dancing?” Stefano’s dark blue eyes opened wide as though he was offended. “How can you resist a dance with your wife? She is like a beautiful angel.”

Only someone with a rich Italian accent could get away with saying such a cheesy line but Stefano pulled it off with aplomb and Kelly’s cheeks turned almost as red as her hair.

“It’s not that Martin doesn’t want to dance with me,” she said defensively after she’d regained her composure. “It’s just that he can’t dance. He admits himself that he has two left feet.”

“I do,” I nodded, smiling sheepishly at the dance teacher.

“Oh, vai tranquillo,” the handsome Italian dropped into his native language before translating himself. “Don’t worry about it. I can teach you presto - you will be excellent in no time at all.”

“I don’t think so,” I laughed. “I have absolutely zero rhythm.”

“I have space for one more couple to enter the competition this weekend,” Stefano said, unclasping the silver cufflinks on his expensive-looking black satin shirt and rolling up his sleeves to display a pair of toned forearms.

“Seriously, I can’t dance to save my life,” I stressed, beginning to feel nervous about this.

“And I haven’t danced - as in ballroom dancing - since I was young,” Kelly added.

“What if…” Dennis shrugged as if this was an impromptu idea. “What if Kelly danced with you, Stefano? You’re allowed to coach and enter the content, aren’t you?”

“I am,” the handsome Italian nodded.

“But-“Kelly shifted uneasily on her feet. “I mean… I do love dancing, but Martin… I’d feel awkward dancing while he just sits watching or something.”

“I don’t mind. Plus, I don’t have to sit and watch,” I responded, liking the thought of Kelly and Stefano dancing together. Was this Dennis’s plan? Would dancing with another man, especially something as intimate as ballroom dancing, where the couple were in each other’s arms for most of it, tempt her into doing something naughty?

“So what would you do? I’d feel awful, leaving you out,” she said, doubt etched on her face.

“Well, the games room that Dennis showed me is kind of cool,” I grinned.

“Urgh. I should have known,” my wife shook her head in mock disappointment. “I didn’t come on holiday with you to spend most of it apart, me dancing while you’re getting drunk watching football.”

“It would only be for an hour or so each day,” Stefano pointed out. “There is a contest on Saturday which would be wonderful fun to enter but even if you just want to enjoy some dancing lessons with me, that is fine also. You don’t have to enter the competition if you don’t want to.”

“There are so many things to do at the Azure View,” Mati interrupted with a hand on Kelly’s upper arm, which made my wife turn towards her. “But I’m sure you would particularly enjoy the dancing lessons that Stefano gives. I can recommend it. He’s fantastic.”

I bet he is, I thought to myself.

“It’s been a long time since-” Kelly started saying but Dennis didn’t give her the chance to talk her way out of it.

“That’s why you need to do it,” the hotel owner said softly. “Mati is here to make sure that you have the best possible experience here at the Azure View. You should trust her recommendations. She might be young but she knows how to make sure our guests get the absolute most out of their vacation.”

When Kelly didn’t say anything, Stefano clapped his bronzed hands together. “Excellent. I will see you tomorrow afternoon, after lunch, whenever you are ready. I will be waiting to give you your first lesson.”

With that, he spun on his heel and kicked his feet in time to the music coming from the speakers above us. “We will practice the jive. Then the samba and maybe the tango. We will find your best dance, Kelly.”

My wife’s shoulders dropped in resignation but at the same time, I saw the corners of her lips twitch upwards in a shy smile and then her light-green eyes met mine. “Fine. I will try it tomorrow and see how it goes if that’s okay with my husband?”

“I just want you to have fun,” I grinned.

“Oh, you’re going to have so much fun with Stefano, I promise,” the dance teacher said, referring to himself in the third person, and then he gave us another slight bow. “I will see you tomorrow, signora.”

“You will have fun,” Mati added, looping her arm through Kelly’s and then leading us from the ballroom and back down the stairs we’d walked up previously. “Everyone loves Stefano.”

“I must leave you here,” Dennis said, hanging back on the staircase. “I have some things to arrange but Mati will complete your tour of the facilities. If there’s anything you need, don’t hesitate to ask at the front desk or use the phone in your room.”

We followed the young brunette as she showed us around the hotel grounds, including the swimming pool with its waterside bar and then out past the entrance to the 9-hole golf course that led up away up the hills behind the hotel, before finally descending down a rocky stepped path to the hotel’s small private beach below the cliffs.

“Everything is so perfect,” Kelly said when Mati finally left us to enjoy some alone time. We were standing where the crystal clear sea met the pebbled beach, enjoying the views out across the bay as well as the gentle waves sweeping the water around our feet.

“And we haven’t even properly started our vacation yet,” I added, taking her hand and squeezing it as we enjoyed the moment. “We’ve got the town of Positano and all of the Amalfi Coast to explore yet.”

“We do,” she agreed. The sun was beginning to sink towards the horizon, its golden glow turning deeper, illuminating Kelly’s face and her pale green eyes caught the light as she looked at me and smiled. “Mati has said she’ll take me out dancing around the town one night, a girls’ night kind of thing, if that’s okay with you?”

“Yeah, it’d be nice for you to let your hair down without me holding you back,” I chuckled.

“Plus you can have some more male bonding time with your new best friend, Dennis,” Kelly laughed. “Watch some sports and drink whisky or whatever it was that I could smell on your breath earlier.”

“Expensive whisky,” I nodded. “Dennis Webb, whoever he is, has a lot of money to own a place like this. I wonder how he got so rich.”

“Maybe he won the lottery. Shall we start walking back? I’m hungry.”

“I feel like the one that won the lottery,” I said, as we turned and began to head back to the hotel for our evening meal.

“How so?”

“I got to marry you,” I grinned at my own cheesiness and Kelly rolled her eyes comically. “Seriously though,” I said, turning serious. “This place is so romantic. I feel more in love with you today than ever.”

“You’re sweet,” my wife said, leading me up the rocky steps back towards the Azure View. “But why do I feel like you’re trying to soften me up for something?”

“Something? Like…?”

“Something like sex?” She stopped and let me gather her in my arms before kissing me softly on the lips as we got to the road that crossed in front of the hotel. “You don’t need to soften me up, Martin. After we’ve had our dinner, I’m taking you to our room for an early night. We’re going to have lots of sex on this vacation, I promise you.”

I hoped so. Just not in the same way that Kelly meant.
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First Steps

“What do you think I should wear?” Kelly asked as she stepped out of the shower the following morning. She had a fluffy white towel wrapped around her and water dripped off her wet red hair onto her pale shoulders, which she wiped off with one hand while looking at me for an answer.

“Do you mean for breakfast or for dancing this afternoon?”

I was lying in bed still, enjoying a nice lazy morning. Last night, we’d had sex and I’d been surprised at how energetic and enthusiastic my wife had been. It was almost as though being somewhere exotic like this, in such eloquent surroundings, was already bringing out a more uninhibited side of her. Or at least, it had stimulated her libido because it had been quite a while since she’d gotten on top and ridden me with the vigour she’d shown last night.

We’d been halfway through our lovemaking when I’d remembered to look up at the ceiling to check for the red light hidden in the vent that signified that the cameras were on. There was no light, so I’d breathed a sigh of relief but now, as I relaxed in bed thinking about it, I had a change of heart.

“For the dancing,” Kelly replied, rubbing her hair dry with a towel. “What should I wear? Do you think I’ll be okay in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt?”

“I’m sure that will be fine. Wear whatever you’re comfortable in.” I swung my legs out of bed and walked casually over to the air conditioning control panel. “Does it feel a bit too cold in here to you?”

“No, I’m fine,” she shrugged as I pressed the little white button that Gianni told me activated the cameras.

“I’ve turned it up a notch,” I said, walking back over to the bed and casually glancing up at the vent to see the red light now glowing dimly behind it. “Let me know if it’s too warm.”

I was wearing a pair of shorts but I slipped a dressing gown on to cover myself as I wondered if someone was now watching the live feed from our room. Perhaps Dennis got a notification when anyone switched on the cameras.

I sat on the edge of the bed, watching Kelly finish drying her hair and felt my heart start to beat harder and faster in my chest at what I was doing. It felt like I was playing a unique game of roulette, betting that no one was watching while secretly hoping they were. Then Kelly dropped her towel and I couldn’t help but look over at the mirror behind which the second camera was secreted. In the reflection, I could see her nakedness; her damp, pale skin fully exposed to anyone that might be watching. Her pert 36B breasts, her pale nipples erect in the cool air blowing through the vent above and the narrow triangle of fine, downy reddish hair between her legs. Then she turned and bent over to get a pair of panties from the bottom drawer of the dressing table and for the briefest of moments, her tight slit was visible to the camera too.

I didn’t even know if anyone was watching the little show that we were giving them - probably not, the cameras couldn’t be manned twenty-four-seven - but my cock was painfully erect in my shorts at even the mere possibility of someone seeing my wife naked.

“Are you okay?” she asked, sliding the panties she’d chosen up over her hips. She must have noticed how distracted I was, staring over at the mirror.

“Yeah. I was just thinking about…” I said, trying to act cool. As Kelly straightened up and began to fasten a bikini top around her back, her breasts wobbled sexily and again, I couldn’t help but wonder if someone was enjoying the view as much as I was.

“About what?” Kelly tucked her boobs into the black bikini and then pulled a white t-shirt on over the top of it, finally covering her nudity although the outline of the darker bikini showed through the thin cotton.

“About… how sexy you are,” I finished, trying to calm down my pulse rate as she finished dressing, donning a pair of black shorts. “Why don’t you take those clothes back off and get in bed with me for a bit?”

“Stop it,” she giggled, swatting playfully at my shoulder as she passed to get a hairbrush from the shelf. “Get a shower so we can go down and eat.”

I got up, switched off the cameras on the air-conditioning panel as I walked past and then headed into the shower. Once I was under the jets of warm water, I relieved my throbbing erection by jerking off. I couldn’t help but wonder if Dennis or one of the other male members of staff - maybe even a female - had seen my wife’s breasts and pussy and the thought turned me on so much that I came within a few seconds.

I got dressed and we went for breakfast in the wonderful hotel restaurant before setting ourselves up for a couple of hours of peaceful sunbathing around the pretty Azure View swimming pool. It was only a small pool, a circle of bright blue surrounded by a white patio and oak decking. We chose two loungers overlooking the sea in the distance and again, I felt my dick stirring to life as Kelly stripped off her t-shirt, even though there wasn’t anyone else around the pool to see her in just her bikini.

We weren’t on our own for long. Just after I’d fetched us drinks from the nearby bar, manned by another young, good-looking Italian, two couples I hadn’t seen before emerged from the hotel doors and walked over to the pool. One couple consisted of a heavy-set, slightly overweight older man and a pretty young brunette half his age. The other couple were closer to Kelly and me in age, in their late twenties perhaps, but that was where the similarity ended.

“Look at her,” Kelly muttered to me under her breath. “What a tart.”

The woman had brassy blonde hair, heavy make-up with bright red lips and her tiny bikini top barely contained her huge breasts. They looked fake, judging by their unnatural roundness and compared to the slimness of her torso. She reminded me of a less-classy Pamela Anderson.

Her husband’s appearance was equally notable. His upper half was covered in ugly tattoos and the way he carried himself with a certain swagger made him look like a football hooligan. Under his arm was a portable stereo, which started to play thumping dance music as they sat down on a pair of loungers on the opposite side of the pool. The mixed-age couple sat next to them and from the way they were talking, they obviously knew each other.

I watched the tarty blonde as she bounced over the bar and came wobbling back with a tray full of several pints of lager, a little of which slopped onto the floor as she put them down between the two sets of chairs.

“Viva Italia!” cried her tattooed husband and then downed an entire pint in one go before the four of them began to laugh uproariously.

“Urgh,” Kelly said in disgust, glancing sideways at me. “How does someone like that afford to come somewhere like this?”

“I don’t know,” I replied, shaking my head as the other three guests similarly necked their lagers before moving on to a second glass, emptying the tray which had been full of drinks just a few minutes before.

Despite them being noisy and bawdy we managed to still relax for a couple of hours before heading inside for some lunch and to escape the midday sun, which had grown hotter as the morning had progressed. The food was excellent and I encouraged Kelly to have an extra glass of wine with it, telling her that it would help her relax for her first dance lesson, which was next on today’s agenda once we’d finished eating.

“I don’t need wine to relax,” she told me, arching a fine red eyebrow at me over the table. “I also don’t want to be wobbling everywhere. Dancing is about balance and I don’t want to make a total fool of myself on my first lesson.”

She let me order a drink anyway.

“What are you going to do while I’m dancing?” she asked, taking a large sip of the wine that the hunky waiter had just brought over. She was nervous, I could tell, but Kelly wasn’t the sort to admit to it.

“I’ll come with you,” I replied. “I need to make sure you’re okay with this Sambuca or whatever his name is.”

“Stefano,” she corrected me with a cute giggle. “Sambuca is a drink. And I’m sure I’ll be fine. He seems sweet.”

Yeah, right, I thought to myself as we finished up our dinner and drinks. He’s a real sweetie with the ladies, I bet.

A short time later, we returned to the ballroom to find Stefano waiting for us. He was wearing a tight-fitting black t-shirt that showed off his impressive physique and a tiny pair of shorts that made me feel uncomfortable just looking at them. He was sitting on a chair studying a notepad in his hand when we walked in but put it down as soon as he saw us.

“Signora… Kelly,” he greeted us, glancing back at the pad before standing up to take my wife’s hand and kiss it as he did yesterday. “It is good to see you. I wasn’t sure you would come.”

“I’m here,” she spread her hands and looked down at herself, then at the notepad he’d left on the chair. “Did you have to write my name down?”

“No!” he shook his head emphatically. “I would not forget your name. There are some women here who… shall we say, are forgettable and some I would like to forget, but not you, Signora Kelly. I was simply writing down the choreography that I have planned for you today.”

“I see,” my wife replied, her lips curving upwards into a small smile. She liked him, I could tell. “Well, where do we start?”

I looked around the ballroom, noting that we were the only ones here today. “Is it just you and Kelly?” I asked.

Stefano looked startled as if he’d only just noticed that I was there, something that seemed to make Kelly laugh for some reason. “Ah, no. There is another but she is not here yet. She is late but we do not have to wait.”

I looked around, spotting a row of chairs a few yards away by the back wall. “I’ll sit over here for a while if that’s okay?”

“Si,” Stefano nodded his approval, then stroked his perfectly trimmed short black beard while surveying my wife up and down for a moment. “I think we shall start with our stance and posture.”

I sat down and watched as Stefano demonstrated to Kelly how to stand straight and how to space her feet and hold her head, then after starting the music, he began to walk her around the dance floor methodically, tracing out the steps with his feet first and making her follow. It soon grew boring for me. Dancing wasn’t my thing and there wasn’t much physical contact between the two of them just yet, so I plucked my phone from my pocket and played a game for a while until the doors of the ballroom swung open, light streaming into the dim interior from outside.

“Ah, you are here,” Stefano said to the new arrival, leaving Kelly on her own in the middle of the room for a moment. When I saw who the woman was that had just walked through the door, I looked at my wife and saw her looking back at me with a similar expression of surprise.

“Sorry, I’m late.” The fake-titted blonde from the pool tottered towards the dance teacher in her six-inch high heels and a skirt so short it might as well have been a belt.

“It is fine,” Stefano said, guiding her towards where Kelly was standing. “You have not missed much. This is Kelly, she is a new starter too. Kelly, this is Lorraine.”

I saw my wife nod and smile politely but there was a coldness in her expression that the woman must surely have picked up on. Kelly wasn’t good at hiding feelings such as disdain.

“Kelly, would you give me a moment while I just show Lorraine what I have shown you?”

My wife nodded again and stood by as the Italian went through the posture demonstration that he’d done once already, but this time, he put his hands around the tarty woman’s back as he walked around the room, timing out the steps with her.

I saw Kelly’s expression tighten as she watched. She wasn’t happy about the blonde being here, but I also thought I detected something else from the way her eyes never left the couple going through the motions in front of her. Was it… jealousy?
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A Touch of Progress

“She simply can’t dance,” Kelly said quietly in my ear as we watched Stefano taking Lorraine once more around the dance floor. He’d alternated between the two women but even when he’d simply been talking to them, Kelly had kept her distance from the other woman. “Look at her. She’s only here for one reason, and it’s not learning to dance.”

It was apparent what she was referring to. They were dancing close at the moment and her hands kept sliding down to his backside. Also, the whole time they’d been together, Lorraine’s eyes had been on Stefano’s face, her eyelashes fluttering, her plumped-up lips pouting. She was flirting outrageously but if the Italian dance teacher minded at all, he didn’t show it, in fact, as we watched, his own hand slowly moved down her back to rest on her round butt cheeks.

“Hmph,” Kelly said, folding her arms across her chest. “I might as well make this my last lesson. I’m not going to get a look-in, am I? He’s going to be all Lorraine.”

“I don’t know why,” I shook my head, watching him continue to stroke her ass as they danced. “She’s all tits, tan and teeth. Horrible.”

“Don’t be crude,” Kelly chastised me but I saw her suppress a smile. She didn’t like me using vulgar words, a product of her strict, wealthy upbringing. “She’s fake. That’s what you’re trying to say.”

“Exactly,” I agreed. “Whereas you’re totally natural.”

I tried not to look at my wife as I said that, keeping my attention fixed on the teacher and his bleach-blonde student, but out of the corner of my eye I saw Kelly look at me, considering what I’d said and probably wondering what I meant by it.

“Or maybe he prefers blondes to redheads,” I heard her say quietly, almost under her breath but before I could reply, the doors swung open and Lorraine’s uncouth-looking partner swaggered into the ballroom.

The big man was still shirtless and scratched at his heavily-tattooed chest as he walked over to where we were standing. “Lorr,” he shouted over to his partner. “Are you nearly done or what?”

The blonde merely waved dismissively at him with the hand that wasn’t groping Stefano’s firm-looking buttocks, so the newcomer turned to me and nodded.

“That’s my wife, Lorr,” he informed me in a slightly alcohol-slurred voice. “I’m Dan. Nice to meet you.”

I took the hand that he offered and shook it, before discreetly wiping it on the back of my shorts because his palm was horribly sweaty. “I saw you at the pool earlier,” I replied. “Are you staying here?”

“Mmhmm,” he nodded, looking Kelly up and down and not hiding the fact that he was checking her out. Luckily for him, my wife didn’t notice, or he’d have felt the sharp side of her tongue. “Custom service. You?”

“I don’t know what custom service is,” I lied, feeling a slight sense of panic at the possibility of him telling Kelly about the hotel’s true nature. Fortunately, I was saved from having to extricate ourselves from him because Stefano finally returned ‘Lorr’ to her husband, who put a big hairy, tattooed arm around his wife.

“Did you enjoy that?” he asked.

“I’m entering a competition at the end of the week,” she boasted. “Stefano thinks I’m good enough to win.”

“I’m entering as well,” Kelly spoke up, making the couple’s heads turn her way because it was the first thing she’d said to either of them. “He thinks I could win too.”

The Italian’s eyes swivelled from the big man’s wife to my wife, an amused grin growing across his face. “We have competition,” he noted. “This is good but we will be competing against couples from the other hotels in town, so I will need to find a new partner for one of you if you both want to enter.”

“I do,” Kelly said, her competitive nature rising to the fore while giving Stefano her sweetest smile.

“Well, if you pair me with someone else, he had better be as sexy as you,” Lorraine replied. “I don’t want to dance with someone ugly.”

“We shall see how it all works out,” Stefano laughed. “For now, your first lesson is complete, Lorraine. I shall see you tomorrow at the same time. I just have one more thing to show Kelly.”

“See you tomorrow,” Dan said to me, clapping a sweaty hand on my shoulder before guiding a reluctant Lorraine out through the doors.

“One last practice,” the Italian explained then put an arm around my wife and steered her back onto the dance floor. I watched him dance with her again for a while, growing bored again now that the amusement of Kelly’s reaction to the blonde had gone but then something caught my eye and I leaned forward, making sure I wasn’t imagining it.

I wasn’t. Stefano’s hand was on Kelly’s ass. Not only was it on her ass but as I watched, I saw him gently squeeze it. It didn’t stay there for long. By the time he squeezed a second time, my wife reached behind her and pulled his hand to the small of her back, where it should be. I watched her face, waiting for her to either give him a warning look or even a vocal rebuke but - again, to my surprise - she didn’t. She just continued to dance and as he turned around, the Italian looked over her shoulder and winked at me.

When the practice was over and he brought a slightly out-of-breath Kelly back to me, he gave me another sly wink. “I think we are making progress,” he said with a subtle smile in my direction.

“Great,” I smiled at him, signalling that I’d seen what he’d done and approved. Then I turned to Kelly, who seemed slightly flustered as she slipped her arm through mine. “Did you enjoy that?”

“Um,” she hesitated. “Yes. Can we go now? I’m hungry.”

“See you tomorrow,” Stefano called after us, but Kelly hurried me from the ballroom and down the stairs outside.

“What’s wrong?” I asked her, worried that his hands-on approach might have backfired.

“Nothing,” my wife replied, averting her eyes and concentrating on leading me towards the restaurant. “It was fun but I’m starving.”

Once we were seated at a table and had ordered our food, I pressed the subject a little. “So you’re going back tomorrow?”

“Yes.” She hesitated again, then waited until the waiter bringing us our food had left and was out of earshot. “The thing is… Stefano is lovely, but he’s a little bit… hands-on if you know what I mean. It made me feel a bit uncomfortable.”

Shit.

“Why?” I asked innocently. “I didn’t notice anything.”

“At one point, he put his hands on my bottom,” Kelly said, her eyes fixing on mine as if waiting for a reaction. “Didn’t you see?”

“I saw him do it with Lorraine,” I conceded, “But not with you. Anyway, that’s ballroom dancing, isn’t it? You have to be close to your partner. Where you put your hands is an important part of the dance. That’s just how it is, right?”

“Maybe,” Kelly took a mouthful of the delicious pasta that we’d ordered, chewing it while thinking. “But he… didn’t just put his hands on my bottom. It felt like he was actually feeling me up.”

“I think you’re imagining it,” I told her. “You’re not used to having another man so close. It’s bound to make you feel uncomfortable until you get used to it. Or then again… maybe he fancies you? Who could blame him? I do have a beautiful wife.”

Kelly tried to suppress a smile at the compliment but failed. “If that’s true, then you should be angry at him for being inappropriate with your beautiful wife, Martin,” she chastised me with a raised eyebrow and a pointed stare but beneath her stern expression, I thought I detected a hidden satisfaction at the thought of Stefano fancying her.

I didn’t quite know the best answer to ‘if I should be angry or not’ so I simply laughed it off and fortunately that was all that was said about the Italian dancer and his roaming hands until later that evening when we saw him standing by the pool, talking to Gianni, the maintenance guy who’d shown me the cameras in our room.

“Ciao, Kelly,” Stefano called out to us. “Would you like a drink with Gianni and me tonight?”

Gianni waved a hand and Kelly waved back politely. “Sorry. Martin and I are just going to our room for a nap, but maybe another time.”

We walked on, holding hands as we always did and I leaned into my wife’s ear. “Were they asking just you or both of us? Rather forward, don’t you think, if they were trying to lure my wife away from me?”

Kelly giggled, her light green eyes catching the ‘golden hour’ light of the dipping sun. “They were asking both of us, silly.”

“I didn’t hear them say my name,” I replied with a shrug. If I’d managed to plant a seed in her mind that Stefano fancied her, I was now making sure it was firmly embedded.

“We can have a drink with them another time,” my wife said and we made our way back to our room; Room 69. As we walked along the corridor towards it, something finally registered with me. The hotel wasn’t small but it must only have twenty rooms or so on each floor at the very most and I noticed that the rooms on our wing didn’t even have numbers. Most were named after cities in Italy; the Milano Suite; the Roman Room; the Parma Apartment; the Firenze Room; one simply entitled The Room With A View… and then there was our room, Room 69. It was named deliberately. It had to be. Was it all some sort of psychological technique to lower people’s barriers?

“Finally,” Kelly said as soon as walked through the door. She turned and leaned into me, pushing me back against the wall even before the door had closed behind us. “Now I have you all to myself.”

Sliding her red hair out of her face with one slender hand, she gazed into my eyes for a long moment, then kissed me - unexpectedly passionately, her tongue sliding into my mouth.

I let my hands encircle her back and slid them down to meet her bottom, pulling her against me as Stefano had done. At the feeling of her taut, firm curves, my cock began to harden from the thought that another man had felt the exact same thing just a few hours before.

“Oh,” Kelly said sharply, suddenly breaking the kiss and then easing herself away from me. As I wondered what I’d done wrong, her expression changed. Her eyes looked clouded, as though she was looking inward for a moment. “I’m sorry. There’s something else I should tell you.”

“What?” I said, spreading my hands in confusion. “What’s wrong?”

“I could feel your… excitement, pressing against me,” she pointed vaguely down at my crotch. When I looked down, my erection was clearly visible, standing out proudly in my shorts, tenting the material forward.

“And?” I asked, confused. This wasn’t anything new. I often got excited easily when we kissed.

“Earlier,” she said, hesitantly, “When Stefano had his hands where he shouldn’t…” She stopped, biting her lip in indecision.

“He got a hard-on too?” I guessed and she nodded, somewhat reluctantly. A flaming red flush was spreading across her cheeks and down her neck.

“It was pressing against me like yours did just now,” she explained, her voice filled with what I presumed was shame. “I couldn’t push him away because we were dancing. Eventually, I moved his hand but his… thing stayed hard the whole time.”

“Maybe you should take it as a compliment,” I suggested. “I’m always telling you how beautiful you are and how amazing your body is. It seems that Stefano agrees.”

“Do you really think that?” Kelly asked, her light green eyes peering into mine doubtfully before she blinked twice and then shook her head. “Anyway, it’s weird. Stop talking about him and make love to me.”

I really wanted to continue this line of conversation but at the same time, the knowledge that my wife had been able to feel another man’s erection pressing into her turned me on so much that I didn’t resist as she pulled me towards the bed.

Within moments, we were both naked and I was sliding my hard cock inside her pussy - which I was encouraged to find was extremely wet, hopefully from being so close to Stefano.

“Oh, yes,” she sighed as I began to fuck her eagerly, excited by how turned on she was. “Do it fast, Martin. I want it fast.”

I propped myself up on my arms, putting some distance between our bodies so I could look down at her as I fucked her. She had her eyes closed and was chewing her bottom lip. Was she fantasizing about Stefano? I hoped so. Her fingernails dug into my back, pulling me closer again and I kissed her, right before I came.

“Oh,” she sighed again, but this time it was more from disappointment than arousal. “Already?”

“Sorry,” I apologised. “I was a bit overexcited, I think.”

“Why?” she asked, as I rolled onto the bed at the side of her. I watched as her fingers reached down, sliding through her thin, reddish pubic hair to touch herself.

Should I tell her that seeing Stefano’s hands on her ass turned me on? That the thought of her feeling his erection had driven me crazy? I decided to play it slightly safer while still trying to push the boundaries a little.

“I don’t know. Maybe it turned me on that another man found you attractive?” I said tentatively. “I guess it made me proud to be married to someone so beautiful and desirable.”

Kelly raised one leg so that I couldn’t see her playing with herself but I knew that was what she was doing, something unusual in itself and another sign of how hot and bothered she seemed to be from the dancing earlier.

“Can you kiss me again?” she asked, after a long moment of simply studying me, seeming to not know how to react to what I’d just said.

She could be shy like this sometimes. I kissed her and let my hands roam across her breasts, playing with her small, pert nipples while she got herself to orgasm, then I relaxed next to her as she drifted off into a contented nap.

We were only a couple of days into our holiday but I felt like something had changed. Even if it was only the tiniest amount of progress, something felt different. I couldn’t put my finger on what it was, but I was sure there was something. Even if it was just a combination of the sun, the amazing food and drink, and being away from the usual stresses of work and home, something was happening and I couldn’t wait to see how far it would go.


7

Observation Room 2

For all the excitement of that day, the following couple of days were disappointing. It wasn’t that they were bad days, far from it. We had a day by the pool and another on the beach and the weather was beautiful for both. We spent the first evening being entertained in the cocktail bar by a fabulous singer and then we spent the second night exploring the bars and cafes beyond the Azure View, on the road down to the pretty town of Positano. The food and drinks were great and we had a wonderful time but with the midway point of our vacation approaching, I couldn’t help but be a touch disappointed with the lack of progress we’d made in turning Kelly into a hotwife.

She’d continued her dance lessons over the past couple of days with Stefano and in order to give her more room to flirt with the handsome Italian, I’d left her to it, choosing to spend some time in the games room watching football. However, both times, upon getting back together after the lesson, she told me that Stefano had behaved himself for the most part. Yes, he’d put his hands on her bottom again but purely professionally and there had been no more incidents involving him getting aroused.

“There you are,” said the familiar British voice of Dennis Webb as he found me sitting by the pool today. “I haven’t seen you for a couple of days. How goes it? Are you having a good time?”

“I am,” I nodded. I couldn’t deny that I was enjoying the stay. I’d just allowed the experience of Stefano touching Kelly’s backside and the two of them getting aroused to raise my expectations unrealistically high. “Thank you. Are you okay? I’ve not seen you around, Mr Webb.”

“I had to attend to something,” he explained, sitting on a sun lounger next to me. He was wearing a t-shirt and linen shorts, the first time I’d seen him dressed quite so casually. “My wife runs a hotel too and needed my assistance. I have to fly over to her tomorrow, which is unfortunate, as I might not get to see our plans for your lovely wife come to fruition.”

“Ah, well,” I screwed my mouth into a tight smile. “I don’t think that’s going to happen, so I wouldn’t worry too much.”

“Why do you think that?” Dennis dabbed at his sweating forehead with a handkerchief. It was a very hot day. “Stefano has been making excellent progress. He expects things to move very fast in the next day or two.”

“He has?” I asked, confusion filling me even as my heart skipped a beat.

Dennis’s pale blue eyes searched my face. “Has no one updated you?” He didn’t need an answer, shaking his head and grumbling to himself under his breath when I simply looked at him, not knowing what he was talking about. “I leave the place unattended for a couple of days and standards slide. I’m sorry. I’ll get him to fill you in.”

As the hotel owner started to stand up, I reached out and stopped him by touching his shoulder. “What do you mean by progress? I’d rather you tell me than Stefano. He’ll be in the middle of the dance lesson right now. You don’t want to disturb them if he’s making progress, as you say he is.”

“Maybe it’d be better to show you, rather than tell you.” Dennis had paused in the process of standing up, crouched halfway between sitting down and straightening and he stayed there for a moment until I nodded and stood up too.

“What do you mean?”

“Follow me,” he said enigmatically before leading me away from the pool to a small side door that I’d assumed was a fire exit. Without any further explanation, he pushed the door open and I followed him into a narrow, dimly lit and low-ceilinged corridor which after rounding a corner opened out into a small room with two old-looking doors at the end.

“What is this place?” I asked as he pushed open the leftmost door to reveal what looked like a control room beyond it.

“The Azure View has three observation rooms,” Dennis said, sitting down in front of a bank of monitor screens. “This is Observation Room 2. Sit down. Let me show you.”

I sat on the seat next to him, marvelling at the banks of switches and buttons on the various electronic desks in front of us. Dennis’s slender hands moved around, flipping two switches and suddenly the screens flared into life, two of them showing the ballroom from slightly different angles.

“Woah,” I exclaimed. “This is very cool.”

“Look at this,” the hotel owner grinned at me, pressing another button.

One of the monitors that had been dark blinked on and now I was looking at our room, which was strange because the cameras were off until I realised this wasn’t live. It was a recording of the other morning.

“Your wife’s body is out of this world,” Dennis said, as the image of Kelly on the screen dropped her towel. “I hope you don’t mind me saying that. I presume you wanted someone to see her, seeing as you switched the cameras on.”

“Um… I…” I stammered, feeling my pulse quicken as we both continued to watch my naked wife on screen as she bent over, exposing her pussy for a moment from behind. The camera was of shockingly good quality. There was no point in lying. Dennis knew exactly why I was here in the first place and why I’d turned the camera on that morning. “Yes. I thought it might be fun for someone to see her.”

My cheeks were burning up in embarrassment but the hotel owner didn’t take his eyes off the screen, sparing me any further awkwardness by seeing or commenting on my blushes. Using a black knob on the control panel, he rewound the video, pausing it at the section where she was standing full-frontal to the camera.

“Her breasts are really perky,” he commented. “And I love the little bit of ginger bush. Gorgeous. I’d love to fuck your wife, Martin. You’re a very lucky man. Stefano’s going to enjoy her, I think.”

“You think?” Why did he seem so sure that Stefano was going to get somewhere? My cock was throbbing in my pants. I couldn’t believe that another man was looking at an image of my wife’s tits and pussy. The clarity of the picture was so good that you could actually make out the little freckles covering her upper chest and the tiny beauty mark just to the right of her pubic area.

“I should stop perving over your wife,” Dennis laughed quietly under his breath and reluctantly stopped the recording, switching back to the view of the ballroom. “And show you how close Stefano and Kelly are now. Just wait for them to come closer… Ah, there you go.”

I saw what he meant immediately. The handsome bearded Italian had his arms around my wife but even as they stopped dancing, he didn’t remove them. Dennis pressed a red button on the console and the lights in the ballroom flickered for a moment. I saw Stefano notice and he turned to the camera and looked straight into it.

“Now that he knows we’re watching,” Dennis said softly but I couldn’t tear my eyes from the screen, “He’ll show you.”

Kelly was wearing a thin, short, cream-coloured dress and I watched his hands slide down to her back to her bottom, where he held them, seeming to slightly squeeze her butt cheeks. I waited for her to flinch, but she didn’t. Nor did she remove his hands. Instead, she pulled her face away from his and shook her head, seeming to chastise him but laughing at the same time.

Stefano shrugged but still didn’t remove his hands, instead, he turned her so that she was facing away from the camera and then very obviously and deliberately, he firmly squeezed her ass. This time it did provoke a reaction from her and she reached behind her and tugged one of his hands away but left the other where it was while she waggled a finger in his face. I wished I could hear what they were saying but the music in the ballroom drowned it out.

Then, to my amazement, he reached up with his free hand and pushed one of the shoulder straps of her dress down and very blatantly looked down at her cleavage.

Again, I waited for her to react and again, to my surprise, she didn’t. Not immediately. My wife was letting a stranger look - very openly - at her cleavage and she wasn’t stopping him. If my cock could have got any harder, it would have. Finally, after what seemed like an age, she tugged the strap back up onto her shoulder and adjusted the front of his dress to deny him the view he’d been so openly enjoying. His hand was still firmly on her ass too, and she wasn’t making any effort to move it.

“I can’t believe this,” I said, breaking the silence in the room. “I never thought he’d get this far. Kelly’s always been quite uptight, you know?”

“I told you to trust me,” Dennis said, looking at me with a wry grin. “There’s seldom any women whose defences we haven’t been able to break down. This isn’t all of it, by the way.”

“There’s more?” I asked, hearing the disbelief in my own voice. God, my dick was hurting. This was almost too much.

“I don’t have it recorded,” Dennis nodded, “But Stefano tells me that yesterday, she felt his dick. He had an erection and she could feel it as they danced, so she told him off and when he denied having a hard-on, she touched it through the front of his trousers. Stefano says it went from being a prod to being a full grope. Then she commented on him having a large one.”

“No way,” I said, crossing my arms in front of my chest. That didn’t sound like Kelly at all. “You’re making it up.”

“I’m not,” Dennis’s eyebrows climbed his forehead. “I swear it. Stefano has no reason to lie. He said she felt it, then seemed to get embarrassed and clammed up for the rest of the session, but again, this is often how it happens. In small steps. Martin, I’m quite confident that he will get her into bed. And soon. She is clearly attracted to him. It’s just a matter of time.”

Fuck. This was what I wanted and yet suddenly, with the prospect of it possibly happening, I felt nervous.

“She hasn’t told me about any of this,” I said, my eyes watching them dance one more time. His hands were still on her backside. “I saw him grab her bottom the other day and I asked her if he’d done it again since and she said not. I believed her.”

“If she’s going to do this, you have to let her do it.” Dennis swivelled in his chair as he gave me some advice. “Don’t pry. If she’s going to cheat on you, you have to give her the time and space to do it. I know you want all the details, but asking too many questions is going to freak her out and make her think you’re suspicious and then she’ll clam up. Don’t make it hard for her. Play ignorant to anything you see. That way, she’ll be more confident.”

“I can’t believe we’re having this conversation,” I said, shaking my head. “It feels so wrong and weird, what I’m doing and yet-” I looked at the camera to see that they’d stopped dancing again and now she appeared to be simply resting her head against his chest, her entire body pressed against him while he continued to stroke her ass with his hands. “-And yet, she’s obviously not pushing him away. If she wants this, then I just let her do it, right?”

“That’s why you chose to come here,” Dennis spread his hands. “If you want it to stop; if you change your mind; you just have to say the word. Either to me or after I’ve left tomorrow, you can tell Mati, Viola, Gianni or Stefano himself. Nothing else will happen after that, I promise. They will respect your wishes. But if you’re enjoying it, let it roll.”

“If something does happen,” I said, my eyes on Kelly and Stefano who were still closer than what was normal, “How do I get to know about it? You said I could watch, but if you’re not here-”

“When I fly to my wife’s hotel tomorrow, I will leave Viola in charge,” he explained, fiddling with the front of his shorts for a moment. Did he have an erection too? “I will be back in a few days. I am literally flying there, spending one day and then coming back, so I should be back before you head home, but Viola will look after you and Kelly until then.”

Stefano and Kelly finally broke their embrace on the screen as the busty blonde, Lorraine and her uncouth husband entered the ballroom. I saw a look exchange between the two women - not a friendly one - and then Kelly took a backseat as the other woman’s lesson started. I saw the husband - Dan, I recalled his name as being - talk to Kelly for a moment and I was surprised for what felt like the hundredth time today when she seemed to chat back to him pleasantly.

“What’s going on there?” I asked, curious as to her change in attitude towards the tattooed man. “She couldn’t stand him the other day.”

“Lorraine and Daniel are here for the same reason as you,” Dennis replied with a wicked glint in his eye. “I wish I could show you what she’d been up to, but it’s against our privacy rules. I’m sure you understand.”

“She’s been… up to… stuff?” I asked once I’d closed my mouth which had dropped open in shock.

“I couldn’t possibly say,” the hotel owner chuckled but gave me a conspiratory wink. “Not with Stefano. Not yet, that is. But… Let’s just say that there is a plan in place for you that includes Lorraine. I don’t want to ruin the surprise but if you were to perhaps take a stroll by the pool after dark tonight, you might find it enlightening.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s all part of a plan. I can’t guarantee anything but if you can convince Kelly to take a late-night stroll later, take her for a walk down by the pool and hang around for a while, but stay somewhere quiet and discreet. Or go alone, if you prefer. That’s all I can say or I’d be breaking Daniel’s trust.” With that, Dennis closed off the screens and stood up, smoothing down the front of his shorts. “Now, I should return you to the pool before your wife begins to wonder where you are.”

“Yes,” I nodded, standing up and hoping that the front of my shorts wasn’t too obviously tented outwards by my achingly hard erection. Dennis led me back down the corridor to the pool, fortunately right as Kelly walked around the corner looking for me.

“I will ask Viola to talk to you,” Dennis said before walking away and leaving me with my wife.

“Spending time with your new best friend?” Kelly teased, sitting down on a sun lounger and stretching out her long legs, which were just starting to develop a nice tan.

“Something like that,” I smiled as I sat next to her. I didn’t know what else to say. I realised that I didn’t know my wife as well as I thought I did and that was a weird feeling. She’d kept things from me these past few days and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. It was exciting but also scary. Still, as Dennis had said, this was why I was here.

I had to see this through.
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Big Things

That evening was entertaining, even without the promise of Dennis’s mysterious tip to visit the pool area. We were back in the cocktail lounge, Kelly enjoying a Sex On The Beach cocktail while I sipped a strange green and red concoction called a Zombie. It was busy in here tonight, there wasn’t a spare seat and that was because we were being entertained by a fabulous young male singer again. This handsome young dark-skinned vocalist had introduced himself as Roland before bursting into a medley of 1990s and early 2000s hits, two musical eras that we both enjoyed.

“He’s good, isn’t he?” a voice said in my ear and I turned to see Viola, the black receptionist and the young brunette experience manager, Mati, standing right beside our table. “Can we join you?” the black woman asked and I nodded, pushing out a chair for her to sit down on.

“He’s excellent,” Kelly praised the singer as Mati took a seat next to her. “His voice is amazing. I’m surprised he’s not famous.”

“He kind of is,” the busty brunette replied, adjusting the front of her dress which was gaping to show a little too much of her light brown cleavage. “Around here anyway. And not just for his singing. He has quite the reputation as a ladies’ man. I should say that if he offers you his number, you shouldn’t take it. He’s not looking for bookings.”

“Unless you want to take it,” Viola added with a cheeky giggle that made me smile. When I looked at the two women, I realised how good-looking they both were but the stark contrast in how they were attractive was interesting. They were both pretty and busty, but where Mati was young and full of the energy that youth brings, Viola was more mature, perhaps in her mid-thirties and now that she was away from the reception desk I could appreciate the confidence that oozed from her. Both women had dark hair but where Mati’s was a dark tumble of long, brunette waves, Viola’s was jet-black and skimmed her shoulders. Her dark skin shone in the dim light as she looked at me and there was a definite twinkle in her almost-black eyes as I gave her a questioning look at the comment.

“What?” the receptionist shrugged.

Mati laughed, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “I suppose you can’t deny that Roland is a good-looking boy. Many women would love to be given his number.”

Viola lowered her voice, speaking into her glass as she took a sip of whatever cocktail it was that she was drinking. “He’s worth it too,” she mumbled to herself.

“What was that?” Kelly asked, her light green eyes suddenly curious. When Viola pursed her lips and looked down into her glass while Mati chuckled, Kelly’s mouth opened in surprise. “Have you… No! Really?”

Viola nodded. “Just the once. Can you blame me? Just look at him.”

“He’s so young!” Kelly gasped, her eyes alternating between the singer and the receptionist who had at least ten years on him.

“I’m single,” Viola shrugged again, making her large, dark breasts wobble pleasantly in the low-cut white top that she was wearing. “He’s single. We were drunk. It just happened, you know? I don’t regret it.”

Mati and Kelly exchanged a look and then both girls burst into giggles, which made the young vocalist look inquiringly in our direction.

“Now hush, he’ll know we’re talking about him and unless you want to draw his attention…” Viola warned, which caused Kelly to turn her chair back towards me.

“Anyway,” Mati said, shifting the conversation away from Roland for a moment. “Viola and I just wanted to check in with you guys and make sure you’re having a good time.”

“We’re loving it,” Kelly replied, then swung her legs out from beneath the table and lifted her olive-coloured dress up by a few inches. “Look. I’m even getting a nice tan on my legs and my legs never usually tan.”

I saw Mati’s eyes drift to Kelly’s legs and they lingered there for a moment. The look on her face made me wonder again if Mati liked girls, but just as I began to wonder, she snapped me out of it by leaning over the table towards me. “Martin? Are you enjoying yourself too?”

“So far, so good,” I nodded, taking a sip of my Zombie and trying to give Viola a meaningful look. “Hopefully it’ll keep getting better.”

Kelly frowned at the comment, probably wondering what I was talking about but Mati distracted her with a hand on her arm. “We’re heading out now but don’t forget that tomorrow is girls’ night. I said I’d take you into town. Livia, the mixologist and a couple of other female guests are coming too, so I hope you haven’t changed your mind?”

“No, I-” Kelly looked at me, waiting for me to give the okay and when I nodded, she turned back to the young brunette. “I’ll be there.”

Mati gave her details of what time and where to meet and then the two women finished their drinks and left us, just as the singer was finishing his set.

“You don’t really think he’s going to come over and try hitting on me, do you?” Kelly said, fiddling with her long, red hair as the singer set his microphone on the stand and made his way over to the bar for a drink.

“I don’t think he’d dare,” I commented. “You’re with me. Men usually aren’t that daring.”

“Oh,” Kelly said with a disappointed sigh.

“Not that you’re not good-looking enough,” I added hastily but she shook her head and indicated over my shoulder.

“I’m saying Oh because look who’s arrived,” she whispered.

I turned around and saw Lorraine in her most outlandish outfit yet. This time she was wearing a tiny yellow mini-skirt that barely covered her underwear and a matching bra top that was crafted from fabric so thin that the dark circles of her nipples were visible through it. I could even see the outline of a nipple piercing on one breast as she tottered past us in a pair of ridiculously high-heeled shoes.

Her husband Dan was with her, wearing a shirt for once as he led her to the bar, where they ordered drinks before looking around for somewhere to sit.

“Oh, no,” Kelly dipped her head down as their heads swung in our direction. “I hope they don’t come over to join us. I can’t stand them.”

I didn’t say that I’d seen her talking to Dan the other day as it would be difficult to explain exactly how I’d seen them, so I did the same and looked away, trying not to catch their attention. Fortunately, it worked. The couple saw someone get up from where they were sitting at the far end of the bar and quickly took their place.

“Thank God for that,” Kelly breathed and we managed to relax and enjoy our drinks and the atmosphere of the cocktail lounge for a little while longer, however it didn’t take long for Lorraine to make her presence known. First, Stefano entered the bar, soon followed by Gianni, the young maintenance man. They got themselves drinks at the bar and I immediately noticed a change in Kelly. She pushed her red hair out of her face and seemed restless, especially when the men saw Lorraine and walked over to talk to her.

“What’s up?” I asked, catching her glaring at the blonde woman as Stefano leaned over her and said something into her ear.

“Nothing,” she said, dragging her eyes away from him and fixing a smile on her face. “I can’t believe that Stefano ignored me and went straight to that trollop.”

I had to fight the urge to laugh at Kelly’s consternation. She was jealous, I could tell, but she wouldn’t admit to it. I wondered if this was all part of the plan. I saw Stefano look our way before walking past. Was he doing this deliberately to make Kelly want him more?

The singer returned to do a second spot, just as Dan fetched the two men and his wife a round of drinks and then inexplicably walked out of the bar, leaving his wife alone with the Italians.

“Oh, dear,” Kelly said, watching him leave with a smirk on her face. “I don’t think he approves of his wife’s flirting. Do you think they had an argument or something?”

I shrugged but had a feeling that he was leaving for just the opposite reason. I knew Dan was here on custom service, just like me, so he was probably leaving for the exact reason so that his wife could flirt even more with the two men.

We stuck around for a few more drinks, watching Stefano leave first and then Gianni but still Dan didn’t return. Lorraine sat by herself for a little while, then after talking to the singer for a while once he finished his last set, she left the bar too. I watched the young vocalist eye her up as she left but he didn’t make any move to follow her.

“It’s late,” I pointed out, “But I fancy a walk before bed. Do you?”

Kelly nodded and we headed out through the back doors of the bar into the pretty gardens outside. The sky was pitch dark and a full moon hung low over the sea in the distance, its reflection glimmering prettily on the smooth surface of the water. The balmy air was filled with the chirruping sounds of cricket songs and I couldn’t help but enjoy the walk as we rounded the corner of the Azure View’s gardens to approach the pool area.

At first, I thought that Dennis’s advice wasn’t going to pay off but as we walked a little further on, holding hands like we always did, I heard a noise. Not just any noise, but a moan. A woman’s moan. Was this what Dennis had told me to look for?

“Did you hear that?” I whispered and Kelly nodded, frowning and looking into the darkness over by the pool. “Be quiet,” I said in a hushed tone and together we tiptoed forward, around the thick, old-looking wall which surrounded the patio area and poolside bar.

Then I stopped suddenly when I saw two figures at the far edge of the pool.

“Is that who I think it is?” Kelly whispered as quietly as she could.

“It’s Lorraine,” I confirmed, easily recognising the woman’s garish yellow miniskirt. “Who’s the guy?”

We stayed mostly hidden behind the wide wall, peeking around the corner and watching until Lorraine suddenly squatted down, revealing the man behind her to be Gianni. The young Italian rubbed a hand through his mop of black hair and grinned as the blonde woman undid his trousers and pulled out his long, thick penis.

“Oh, shit,” Kelly’s hand grabbed my arm and pulled me back around the wall with her, out of view. “She’s… going to… you know… We should go.”

“Wow,” I giggled. “This is kind of fun though. Can’t we stay? I want to know if she’s just going to give him a blowjob or if she’s actually going to go all the way.”

My wife looked at me and blinked. “Are you crazy? Why would you want to watch her have sex? What if she catches us? Or if someone else catches us watching?”

“No one is going to catch us,” I chuckled. “Oh, come on. Five minutes. Then we’ll go.”

“No!” Kelly insisted but I just laughed again and peeked around the wall. Lorraine had his dick in her mouth now and was stroking him while sucking him. I noticed that her breasts were out, her bra top pulled down and couldn’t help but wish she’d turn around slightly so I could get a better view.

“What are they doing?” Kelly asked quietly after a minute or so in a resigned tone. “Are they doing it?”

“They’re about to,” I told her, watching Lorraine stand up and bend over. She was facing in our direction now, so I had to be careful not to be seen. I could see her tits fully. They were so round that they had to be fake, but they looked good all the same. Her nipples were dark pink and large and a silver piercing in one caught the dim light.

Gianni pushed her skirt up and then entered her from behind and I saw Lorraine’s eyes widen and then close again as he pushed into her. “Yep. They’re fucking.”

“Really?” I felt Kelly’s body press past mine and she leaned around the corner with me to look. “Oh, my goodness. They really are.”

Lorraine began to moan softly as Gianni fucked her, but after a minute or so of watching them, Kelly pulled back and tugged at my arm. “Come on,” she urged. “I’m cold and want to go back to our room now. This is weird, watching people have sex. She’s cheating on her husband, after all. We shouldn’t be here.”

When I turned and looked at her, I saw something else and it wasn’t discomfort. Kelly looked flustered. Her cheeks were pink and there was a sheen of sweat covering her face. She was slightly drunk but I recognised the look on her face and the other signs as a sign that she was excited. Uncomfortable she might also be, but she was definitely turned on.

As we walked back to our room, Kelly’s hand found mine and squeezed it tightly, as she liked to do but then she caught me off guard with a comment that was totally unlike her.

“Gianni’s… his thing… It looked really big, didn’t it?”

“Do you think?” I asked, amused but trying not to show it. “I didn’t pay much attention.”

“It looked it from what I saw,” Kelly mused as we walked down the corridor to Room 69. “What is it with these Italians that work here and their big… things?”

The way she always referred to penises as things was cute. She very rarely used curse words and I didn’t think I’d ever heard her say the word ‘cock’ or ‘dick.’ I smiled at her and probed a little bit deeper. I liked the way this conversation was going.

“Italians? As in plural?” I asked.

“Stefano’s seems really big too.” She was definitely horny. I could tell. Her eyes were large and her cheeks were still pink. Then she added, “But I haven’t seen Stefano’s. I meant that it seems large when it sticks into me sometimes as we’re dancing.”

“So he still gets erections when you dance?” I asked, pushing open the door to our room. Kelly didn’t answer. She was aroused, I was sure of it and my suspicions were proven right as soon as we got inside. Just like the day after her first dance, Kelly kissed me right as the hotel door closed behind us, and then pulled me to the bed. Within moments, we were undressing and once naked, she hauled me on top of her and helped me slide my cock into her hot wetness.

“Fuck me,” she groaned into my ear, so I did, shoving myself as deep and as hard as I could into her until we both collapsed into a messy, sweaty, out-of-breath, post-sex heap on the bed.

Kelly’s libido hadn’t been this high since the early days of our marriage. Whatever Dennis’s grand plan was, it was working but how far would she go from here? Even if she didn’t do anything more than flirt with Stefano during their dance classes; if it made her as horny as this and made sex between us as good as this, then I’d consider our holiday a success.

I closed my eyes to go to sleep and for the first time, I began to truly wonder if my dreams were going to come true and if I was going to see my wife fuck another man.
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The Plan

“My head hurts,” Kelly complained for the umpteenth time. We were sitting around the pool, trying to enjoy the glorious sun while sleeping off our hangovers but it was proving difficult because of Dan and Lorraine who had taken up their usual spots on the opposite side, playing music once again through the small personal stereo they’d brought with them.

“Yeah, I could do without the music too,” I agreed, firing a glare over at the irritating couple but they were either oblivious to our discomfort, or more likely, they didn’t care.

“I feel like going over there and saying something,” Kelly sighed, relaxing back into her sun lounger after giving them her own meaningful stare. “And if they have anything to say about it, I’ll tell her husband what his slutty wife was up to last night.”

“It happened near where they’re sitting too,” I pointed out. Their sun loungers were indeed just a few yards from where we’d seen her and Gianni fucking.

“He wasn’t happy with her flirting with him and Stefano,” Kelly said, adjusting her sunglasses to sit straighter on her nose. “He walked out of the bar if you remember? If he knew she’d actually cheated on him, I think he’d go berserk. It’s disgusting really. Dirty slut.”

I glanced at my wife, not liking how judgmental she was being and hoping it didn’t change her attitude towards possibly being slutty herself. Perhaps letting her see them have sex wasn’t a good idea. I decided to carefully try to mitigate any damage that might have been done.

“How do you know he’d go mad?” I asked in a neutral tone, as though I was playing devil’s advocate. “Maybe he left them alone deliberately? He might be one of those men who likes his wife to be slutty.”

Kelly lifted her sunglasses enough to stare at me with those cool, light green eyes. “If that’s true, then it’s even more disgusting.”

Shit. Had I made it worse? I kept going.

“Maybe he’s incapable of satisfying her? He might have a small penis or something.”

Kelly’s eyes opened even wider and she looked at me aghast at where I was going with the conversation but I continued.

“You said yourself last night that Gianni had a big dick,” I reminded her. “Maybe that’s what she’s into and he can’t give her that.”

“I said… what?” Kelly snapped the dark lenses back over her eyes quickly and looked away. “I didn’t say that.”

“Yes, you did,” I corrected her. “Okay, you didn’t use the word dick, but just as we were getting back to the hotel room, you said ‘What is it about these Italians and their big things’ and went on to say how big Stefano was too because he’d been getting erect again during your dance lessons.”

“I told you that?” Kelly covered her mouth with her hand. “I don’t remember. I was drunk, Martin. Forget I even said it.”

“But he has been getting erections?” I inquired. “You didn’t tell me. Has he been touchy-feely with his hands too? You can tell me, you know. I don’t mind. I know it’s all part of ballroom dancing and besides, you’re on holiday. If you’re enjoying it, I don’t mind.”

“I am enjoying it,” she replied after a moment. “The dancing, I mean. I don’t really want to talk about all this stuff, Martin. It’s weird. You’re being weird. Can we just chill out for a bit? I have my next lesson in an hour and I want this hangover to have gone by then.”

Had I pushed it too far? I didn’t know but something seemed right about the way things were going and I didn’t want it to stop now. I let my eyes close and managed to catch a little bit of sleep despite the bassy sounds emanating from over the pool until Kelly woke me up.

“Do you want to come with me to the dance lesson?” she asked. I opened my eyes to see her leaning over me, her breasts enclosed in a white bikini top.

“Why?” I said, rubbing my eyes. I still felt hungover.

“You don’t seem to trust me,” she explained, folding her arms in front of her boobs. “Asking if Stefano had been getting too hands-on and going on and on about the erection thing. If you don’t trust me, you’re welcome to join us.”

“I wasn’t going on and on about it,” I said, pushing myself to a sitting position. Dan and Lorraine were still opposite us but they’d turned the music off, thankfully. “You mentioned it, not me.”

“I was drunk,” Kelly said sharply. “Well, if you’re not coming, I should go. I promise to behave myself. I hope that’s good enough for you.”

Why was she so mad at me? Was it… guilt? Or was she angry at herself that she’d let something slip last night?

“I trust you,” I said softly. “One hundred percent. But even if you did misbehave - whatever that means - I wouldn’t be mad. It’s the sun, the atmosphere, the dancing. We’re on holiday, it’s meant to be a time to relax and let your hair down a little. Go and enjoy yourself. I promise I’m fine.”

Kelly frowned in puzzlement as she looked down at me, and then she slid her sunglasses down from her head back over her eyes and shrugged. “You’re still being odd. I have to go. We’re doing the Tango in the contest in just two days and I need to rehearse. I’ll see you in an hour or two.”

Once she’d gone, I tried to relax but couldn’t help but envision her and Stefano together. Was he groping her ass again? Unless she put a top on after she left, she was wearing a bikini top today. Was that deliberately to tease him after he’d slipped her dress strap from her shoulder and looked at her cleavage yesterday?

I felt my dick stiffening in my shorts and looked down to make sure it wasn’t visible then tried to fix my thoughts on other things rather than Kelly in Stefano’s arms. It didn’t help when I looked back up to see Lorraine adjusting a tiny bikini top that barely even covered the large nipples that I’d seen last night. I wasn’t into fake boobs but as horny as I was, I couldn’t help but look and remember what it had looked like last night; those large tits swinging and slapping together as Gianni had screwed her hard from behind.

“Ah, there you are,” Viola’s voice snapped me out of my reverie and I turned to see her sitting down next to me. The black woman was wearing her hotel uniform, a charcoal shirt and pencil skirt, so she was on duty, unlike last night. “I was hoping for a quiet word with you.”

“What about?” I asked, hoping she didn’t notice the bulge in the front of my shorts. “Is everything okay?”

“Yes, it’s fine. Don’t worry.” Viola’s dark eyes twinkled as she smiled. “Mr Webb is out of the country for a couple of days, attending to other business and he asked me to look after you while he was gone, so I thought we could go over a few things while your wife is with Stefano.”

“They’ve been getting quite close, haven’t they?” I said quietly, looking around to make sure no one was within earshot of the conversation. “Dennis showed me his observation room yesterday and I saw Kelly and Stefano dancing. His hands were all over her.”

“Did you enjoy seeing that?” Viola asked with another gentle smile.

I puffed out my cheeks, finding it difficult to reply. It was hard with Dennis but he was a man. Viola was a woman and it felt even stranger to admit to these sorts of things to someone of the opposite sex. I exhaled. “Yes. It was exciting, I guess.”

“Stefano is alone with her again today,” Viola continued. “He told me last night that he fancies Kelly and really wants her. I’ve seen them together and there’s definitely chemistry there. I’m fairly sure that if he makes a move on her and times it right, he’ll have sex with your wife. Are you sure you’re fine with that? I have to check with you. It’s our rules.”

“Have sex when?” I asked, feeling my dick get even harder at those words. “This afternoon?”

“I don’t think so,” Viola shook her head. “Don’t get over-excited. However, the cameras are recording, so rest assured if anything sexual happens between them, we’ll see it.”

“But soon, you think?”

“They have one more day of practice tomorrow, then the contest the day after. I think you have one more day beyond that before you go home, is that right?”

“Yes,” I nodded. “Three days after today. That’s not a lot of time.”

“It’s plenty of time. If you must know, the plan - we always have a plan - is for Stefano to try to seduce her tomorrow, during the last practice. He’s going to ask her to stay behind later - much later - for one last rehearsal. Maybe he will seduce her again after the contest. You will be kept informed and in full control.”

The black woman reassured me with a hand on my thigh and then her eyebrows raised. “Do you have a boner?”

“I’m sorry,” I said, pushing her hand away from where she’d just brushed my dick.

“Don’t apologise. I have this effect on men sometimes,” she giggled. It struck me again how sexy Viola was. I’d never been into black women before but she had something about her that I liked.

I stared at her and she laughed. “I’m joking,” she said. “I know you’re horny at the thought of your wife getting fucked by Stefano. Relax.”

“I didn’t mean that you’re not attractive-” I blurted out but she stopped me with another pat on the thigh.

“I said relax,” she grinned. “Besides, I saw the way you were looking at me last night. You can’t fool me and I’m flattered. You’re a good-looking man, Martin. Kelly is a lucky girl.”

Was she messing with me? I didn’t know how to answer but fortunately, she stood up then and made to leave.

“Mati is taking your wife out for drinks tonight along with some of the other female staff and guests. Gianni is going out with some of the guys - separately, of course, I think Stefano is too - and they’ve planned with Mati to accidentally bump into each other. It’s a chance for Mati to talk to Kelly about sex over a few drinks. Mati is very open about a lot of things. She’s bisexual and is very good at getting people to open up. It’s also a chance for Gianni and Stefano to hit on Kelly after the two groups meet up. You never know what might happen, Martin. Oh, and while they’re out, I’ll look after you. Okay?”

“Look after me, how?” I called out as she walked away.

“You’ll see,” she replied enigmatically and then she left me sitting on the sun lounger, trying to get my head together. So Mati was bisexual, as I’d suspected. And Stefano was going out later too? This sounded like a good plan but once again, I suddenly felt incredibly nervous. What was going to happen? And how was Viola going to look after me? I hoped she wasn’t going to hit on me. As much as this vacation was about sex and as enticing as Viola might be, I hadn’t come here looking to have sex with anyone other than Kelly. She was my world and I was totally in love with her.

This trip was getting more and more exciting by the second and infinitely more complicated. I leaned back into my sun lounger, closed my eyes and tried hard not to overthink things.

What would be, would be. I just had to put my trust in Dennis and Viola’s plan to work its magic and hopefully, everything would work out in the end.

Hopefully.
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Questions and Answers

“How did the lesson go?” I asked Kelly as she joined me in the hotel room. I’d retreated from the sun for a while to escape Dan and Lorraine, who had gone from playing loud music to getting drunk and splashing each other in the pool, inadvertently splashing me and some of the other guests sitting nearby.

“It was awesome,” she said, pulling out the bobble that held her red hair in a high ponytail. It spilled back down over her bare shoulders, the tops of which were tanned brown now. “I suppose you want to ask me if he felt me up? Or if he got an erection? If you want to know, just ask, Martin.”

“Why are you so uppity about it?” I asked instead, swinging my feet down off the bed where I’d been lying for the past hour or so. Kelly had spent longer than expected in the lesson today but I didn’t question why. “You’re my wife. Don’t you think it’s natural for me to check on such things as another man feeling my wife’s bottom or poking his hard-on into her?”

Kelly blinked and took half a step back at my bluntness. “You said earlier that you didn’t mind.”

I sighed. “I trust you, Kelly. I love you. I just don’t like this… defensive attitude, I guess you could call it. I’m sorry if I seemed weird earlier. I was just trying to reassure you that as long as you’re having a good time, you don’t have to worry about it. I just want you to relax and enjoy yourself.”

I knew I wasn’t making sense but I didn’t quite know how else to put it.

“Ah, okay. I’m sorry.” Kelly walked over and sat next to me on the bed. I noticed that she was damp with sweat. Was it from the physical exertion of the dance or from something else? “It just felt like you didn’t trust me.”

“I do,” I reassured her, putting an arm around her shoulder and pulling her into me for a kiss. “I’m sorry too.”

“He did get a hard-on,” she confessed after a long moment. Then she giggled. “He’s always hard. I think he’s got some sort of problem.”

“Maybe he needs to get laid,” I laughed back then added, “Or it’s simply because he finds you attractive. You do have a nice bottom, Kelly.”

Our eyes met for a moment and I felt something pass between us as if she suddenly knew what I was thinking or somehow sensed the real reason I’d brought us here. Then she looked away as though she felt uncomfortable.

“I’m going to have a little nap,” she announced, climbing up on the bed and lying down. “Then I need to shower and get ready because I’m going out with Mati tonight. What are you going to do while I’m gone?”

“There’s a game on,” I replied. “I’m going to watch that in the bar. I’ll be fine, don’t worry.”

I had a nap too, wrapping my arms around her and enjoying the feeling of her nestling back into me. When I awoke, she was already in the shower and a look over my shoulder through the window at the lowering sun made me realise that I’d slept longer than intended. I sat up, realising that I too needed to get ready or I’d miss the game but just as I got up, Kelly emerged from the shower completely naked, without so much as a towel wrapped around her.

“Wow,” I said as she walked towards me with a naughty smile on her lips.

“Shush,” she replied, putting a finger to my lips and then leaning in to kiss me. I put my hands around her back, which was dripping wet from the shower, water running from her hair still, and tried to pull her on top of me onto the bed, but she broke away from me and giggled.

“We don’t have time for that,” she said. “As much as I’d like to. We both have to get ready. Our nap turned into a full afternoon sleep.”

“Prick tease,” I chastised her while making myself comfortable on the bed to watch her get dry and dressed.

“I just thought you deserved a kiss,” she shrugged, the motion making her pert breasts bounce sexily. “I thought about what you said earlier. I know you love me and I love you too. I hope you know that. This has been a fantastic vacation and I’m so happy that you arranged it for us.”

Where was this coming from? I wasn’t sure but it was welcomed.

I watched her get dressed into a little black strapless top and skirt combo and once she’d finished getting ready; green eyeshadow and bright red lips complimenting the sexy look, I wolf-whistled in appreciation.

“You’re bound to get hit on tonight, looking like that,” I warned her.

“I can take care of myself,” she reminded me. “Shouldn’t you be getting dressed instead of perving over me? There’s a game you wanted to watch.”

She was right. I got myself ready and we headed downstairs to find Mati, Livia and a couple of other female guests that I’d seen around the hotel waiting for her in the lobby.

“Have a good time,” I said, kissing her on the cheek so as not to ruin her lipstick. Lorraine wasn’t there, I noted, wondering what she was up to tonight. Perhaps she had found someone new to stick her claws into. I also wondered if Dan had watched her last night. If he was there, I didn’t see him. Perhaps he wasn’t into watching. Maybe he was happy just being told all the dirty details by Gianni afterwards.

Once she’d gone - Mati gave me a sly wink as the group left - I headed up to the games room, made myself comfortable at a table near one of the big screens and ordered myself a strong drink. I needed something to calm my nerves. Viola had said that anything could happen and she was right. The change in Kelly this past day or two might not seem huge to some, but to me, knowing my wife as well as I did, I knew it was significant.

An hour passed, then two. The game was over and the room was emptying out but I stayed there, helping myself to another drink, still trying to steady my nerves. I couldn’t help but wonder if the girls had ‘accidentally’ met up with the group of men containing Stefano and Gianni yet. And if they had, how long would it be before they tried chatting to Kelly and perhaps making a move on her?

I also wondered what Mati might say to her. Viola had said she was very open about sex but I wondered what such a young woman could possibly say or do to affect Kelly, who was more than a decade older than her. Perhaps Mati was slutty and would try to encourage Kelly to be the same. Or maybe she was just going to flirt with Stefano, to make my wife jealous again.

“I’m sorry I’m so late,” Viola said sometime later, sitting down next to me. I’d been so deep in my thoughts that I hadn’t seen her approach. “I said I’d keep you company tonight and I got held up. I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine,” I smiled at her, feeling slightly woozy from all the whisky I’d drunk. “I’m okay.”

“Nervous?” The black woman raised an eyebrow as I surveyed the numerous empty glasses on the table in front of me. “That’s understandable but you don’t have to worry. Gianni texted me just now to say that everything is fine. Nothing has happened. He and Stefano have been chatting to Kelly and they say she’s been flirty but that’s all. So you can relax.”

“I don’t know whether that’s good or if I’m disappointed,” I said, realising as I spoke that the alcohol made it easier to talk about these things. “I’m fine if something does happen if I’m honest. But yes, I am nervous.”

“Well, now that I’m here, you don’t need to be.” Viola pulled a phone from the back pocket of her tight black jeans and tapped on the screen. “Gianni will keep us informed.”

“You said you got held up,” I said, making conversation after Viola came back from the bar with two drinks, a gin for her and a coke to sober me up. “Is everything okay?”

“I was…” Viola started, then hesitated for a moment before shrugging and continuing, “… having sex. With a guest. I am bad and if Dennis finds out that I left you all alone because I was being screwed senseless by one of our guests while his wife had sex next door, then I will be in deep shit.”

She looked at me meaningfully, her dark eyes asking me for help.

“I won’t say a word,” I promised. “As you said yourself earlier… Relax.”

Viola breathed out, the tension visibly draining from her and she took a long drink of her gin. “Thank you.”

Just as she said that she made a motion with her hand towards someone as if telling them to go and when I looked over my shoulder, I saw the young singer from last night and Lorraine. They were holding hands but backed away through the door when they saw Viola signalling for them to leave.

“Lorraine and Roland?” I questioned, once they’d gone.

Viola cursed under her breath. “You weren’t supposed to see that. Roland was meant to take her to the cocktail lounge.”

“So, if he is with her… then you… and Dan?”

“I know, he’s probably not the kind of guy that you’d expect a woman like me to go anywhere near,” Viola closed her eyes tight and shook her head then downed the remainder of her glass of gin in one go. “It just kind of happened. Pretend like you don’t know and change the subject. Please.”

She was so likeable that I did as she asked, asking her if she knew much about sports and to my surprise, she told me about the football team she’d supported growing up as a young girl; AC Milan, one of the biggest clubs in Italy. I asked her what the San Siro Stadium was like and she went on to tell me about her childhood growing up in Milan. The conversation flowed and I found myself able to forget about Kelly and what she might be doing downtown in Positano with Gianni, Stefano and whoever else might be hitting on her.

A little while later, Viola’s phone beeped. “That will be Gianni,” she noted. “I’d imagine they’ll be back soon. It’s past midnight.”

I hadn’t even noticed the time because I’d been having a surprisingly good time talking to Viola. She was fun company. But then I saw her eyes open wide as she read the contents of the message.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, watching her reply and then seeing another message immediately pop up on her screen.

“Things have progressed, you could say,” Viola looked up from her phone at me. “The group got split up on the way back.”

“Is Kelly okay?”

“Yes, of course she’s okay,” the hotel receptionist nodded. “She’s with Gianni.”

“Not Stefano?” That surprised me.

Viola continued to text back and forth. I wished I could see the messages but I patiently waited for her to finish the conversation.

“Stefano left early,” she explained. “It seems that your wife was more interested in Gianni for whatever reason.”

“What? You said things had progressed. With Gianni? How? When will they be back?” I knew I was firing a million questions at her all at once but I couldn’t help myself. My heart was suddenly racing.

“They’re back already,” Viola said, licking her lips and then smiling at me. “Gianni says they got back a few minutes ago. They’re down by the pool.”

Images of Gianni and Lorraine immediately burst into my head. Were they going to have sex? This was fast. Too fast. I didn’t believe it.

“Gianni told Kelly that he likes to skinny dip at night to cool down,” Viola explained, then stood up. “He invited her to join him and she said ‘yes’.”

No way.

“She’s going to skinny dip too?” I said, standing up and then reaching down to finish off my last whisky.

“Perhaps. Shall we watch and find out?” Viola said, holding out her hand for me to take.

I took it and she led me out of the games room.
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Si Vive Solo Una Volta

“Where are we going?” I asked as Viola led me downstairs and then into a back corridor that led mazily around the back of the lobby area.

“There are a couple of different ways of observing the pool area,” she replied, pausing in front of an exit door at the end of the corridor. “There are cameras which can be monitored in the observation rooms or there’s a watching area right beside the pool from where we can’t be seen but we can see everything. That’s where we’re going.”

“A watching area?”

“Wait and see,” the black woman was still holding my hand as we exited the hotel through an arched doorway that looked older than the rest of the building and out into what seemed to be a small courtyard. It was dark. The only light was the blueish glow of the moon high above.

“I don’t remember seeing this place before,” I commented, looking around at the whitewashed walls surrounding the small stone patio that we were standing on.

“You won’t. It’s the oldest part of the hotel and leads to all the hidden outdoor areas,” Viola smiled. I could tell she was loving every minute of this. “Come with me.”

I didn’t have any say in the matter because she was clutching my hand tightly and she tugged me to a corner of the courtyard and through a small gap in the wall.

“Where the heck are we?” I asked as we squeezed through a tiny corridor between two stone walls.

“You’ll see,” Viola put a finger to her lips. “You have to be quiet. This is the wall that goes all the way around the edge of the perimeter to the pool. Once we turn the corner, we’ll be no more than a few feet away from Gianni and your wife.”

I followed her after she let go of my hand so I could feel the cold stone wall on either side of me. I needed to, the walls were so close together that there was barely room to move and the light of the moon barely penetrated the gap, so it was hard to see where I was going.

We rounded a right-angled corner and Viola stopped so suddenly that I bumped into the back of her.

“Listen,” she whispered.

“I should really go,” I heard Kelly’s voice. “Martin will be wondering where I am.”

“He’ll be fine,” Gianni replied. “He hasn’t called you so he can’t be worried.”

Viola reminded me to be quiet by putting a finger to her lips again, then beckoned me forward a few more steps towards where the voices were coming from, then she pointed to an area of light which I realised was a thin gap in the wall. It was only a brick-sized gap but easy enough to look through. Viola put her face to another gap and looked through, so I did the same with what I realised were deliberate viewing holes.

As soon as my eyes got accustomed to the slightly brighter lighting around the pool area, I almost stepped back in shock because we were so close to my wife and the maintenance man. She was sitting on a sun lounger dragged to the edge of the pool while Gianni was sitting nearby on the floor with his feet dangling in the water.

“I guess I don’t have to go just yet,” Kelly said. “I’ve had such a fun night, I’m not ready for it to end. I’m not tired either so I can stay a while, I suppose.”

She still looked gorgeous. Her strapless black top and mini skirt looked uncreased, her make-up was still perfect and her hair too, so it didn’t look like she’d done anything with anyone, however, I noticed she was barefoot. Where were her shoes?

“Cool,” the young Italian replied, flashing her a white-toothed grin. He ran a hand through his mop of black hair and pointed towards the water. “I am going in. Are you joining me? It’s such a warm night. It will cool you down.”

Kelly shook her head, a lock of red hair falling into her face which she pushed out of the way shyly. “You go in. I’m fine. Do you want me to turn my back if you’re going to skinny dip?”

“I’m not shy,” the Italian murmured, flashing her another grin as he stood up and stripped off his shirt and then dropped his shorts and underwear.

“Gianni!” Kelly gasped, averting her eyes for a moment but as the Italian laughed and turned around to slide into the pool, I saw her eyes look back, staring at his impressive penis. It was long and thick, even flaccid as he was now and I felt a pang of jealousy that my wife was looking at it like she was.

“Come on in,” the Italian said, after submerging himself fully and then just breaking the surface with his head. He pushed his wet hair back from his forehead. “I don’t bite.”

“For the millionth time tonight,” Kelly shook her head again, “I’m happily married.”

“Being married stops you from swimming?” Gianni splashed his hand through the water, spraying Kelly who gasped in surprise.

“Stop! You’ll get me wet,” she berated him.

“I like making women wet.”

“Gianni!” she squealed, going from wiping water from her dress to covering her mouth with her hand. “That’s disgusting. I didn’t mean wet in that way.”

He splashed her again, making her leap from the lounger and dance away from the flying water droplets. “Come for a dip in the water, Kelly. Relax with me.”

“I’ll get my clothes wet,” she replied, standing behind the sun lounger now, out of reach of his playful water splashing.

“You have to take your clothes off to skinny dip,” he pointed out. “Come on. Live a little. Si vive solo una volta. You only live once, Signora Kelly.”

I saw Kelly rub her palms together, considering it. She chewed her lip nervously and then sighed loudly. “I’ll get in but I’m keeping my underwear on.”

“Awww, that’s no fun,” the Italian said, swimming to the edge of the pool and climbing out to stand in front of her. “Look at me. I’m naked. It’s no big deal.”

Kelly had already peeled the black top off and was standing in front of him in just her lacy black bra and skirt. Her eyes went to his dick, which was swinging around in front of him as he approached her, and then she seemed to realise she was staring and lifted her face to meet his gaze.

“What are you doing?” she asked as he approached. She was obviously flustered although it was difficult to tell if she was blushing or not in the yellowish-coloured lighting around the pool.

“I’m here to help you undo your bra,” he replied, standing so close to her that she backed away until her back bumped into the wall just a couple of feet from where we were watching.

“Gianni, stop,” she said, pacing away and back into our line of sight. “I like spending time with you but I’m married.”

“One swim,” he implored. “Then I’ll walk you back to your room, I promise.”

Kelly stood there at the edge of the pool for a moment, then seemed to make her mind up with a noticeable straightening of her posture and a nod of her head. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.” Then she turned around so her back was to both us and Gianni and quickly undid her bra and then wriggled out of her skirt and panties. As soon as they fell to her ankles, she kicked them to one side and jumped into the pool, diving below the surface.

Gianni did the same, diving into the water and then a second or so later, they emerged together, rubbing the water from their eyes and tossing their wet hair back almost in unison.

“You did it,” he congratulated my wife. “See? It wasn’t so hard.”

Then he disappeared again below the surface and before Kelly even had time to react, he dragged her down with him and they seemed to playfully wrestle for a moment before once again breaking the surface, this time both of them laughing.

“You’re so bad, Gianni,” she growled and splashed water at him, a gesture which brought her top half out of the water, baring her breasts for the briefest of moments. Gianni splashed her back and Viola and I watched them frolic and laugh like this for a good few minutes before the black woman whispered into my ear.

“Are you okay, Martin?” she asked. “Gianni will know that we’re watching by now. He’ll be listening out for a signal from me so if you want them to stop, just tell me.”

“I’m fine,” I replied, as quietly as I could. “I’ve never seen Kelly like this. It’s amazing.”

It was amazing and also extremely arousing. Kelly was naked with another man and the times he’d dived underwater, I knew he must have seen everything; her breasts; her pussy; her ass. That knowledge had my dick rock-hard and I was grateful that it was so dark here between the walls that Viola couldn’t see.

“This has been fun, but I really should go,” Kelly said after a few more minutes of them swimming and messing about in the water together. “If Martin comes down looking for me… or if someone else should see us-”

“No one is going to see us,” Gianni said softly, swimming over to be right in front of Kelly. She was leaning back against the edge of the pool, sitting high enough in the water that the upper slopes of her breasts floated on the surface, risking her nipples being exposed if she so much as raised up another inch.

“Seriously,” Kelly said, softer this time. “I need to get out and dry off a little so Martin doesn’t wonder why I’m so wet.”

“Okay. Get out then,” the Italian replied with a smirk.

“You could turn your back,” she suggested.

“I don’t think so. Besides, I’ve already seen everything.”

He moved even closer, almost pinning her to the edge of the pool, so she quickly stepped sideways in the water and then quickly hoisted herself up and out of the pool, sliding on her front almost like a seal.

Gianni laughed and followed her, climbing up nimbly and I noticed as he stood up to follow her towards her discarded clothes, his cock was now erect and standing out stiffly in front of him.

Kelly had managed to keep her back to him but he caught her by the wrist as she went to bend down and first retrieve her panties. She froze but straightened slowly as he gently pulled her towards him.

“Before you go, I have one thing to ask,” he said, his Italian accent heavy, his voice deep and breathless.

Kelly turned towards him, shyly covering her pussy with one hand. Her breasts were exposed to him because he was holding the other hand and I saw his eyes explore her body before he continued.

“A kiss,” he requested. “One kiss. That is all. Then I will return you to your husband.”

“You’re hard,” my wife pointed out, indicating with a nod of a head downwards towards his groin. “And your… thing… is very big. If I kiss you, don’t get any ideas of it touching me.”

“One kiss,” he repeated, gently pulling Kelly towards him and to my amazement, she didn’t object. The distance between them closed and their bodies pressed together as their mouths met.

“Fuck,” I whispered to myself and I saw Viola turn to me and smile.

“It’s touching me,” Kelly said, breaking the kiss and reaching down between their enmeshed bodies. “I told you not to.”

“Ssssshhhh,” he said softly, kissing her again. As he did, they turned, facing sideways to us now and I saw that Kelly was holding his cock in her hand to distance it from going near her pussy. They kissed for what felt like several minutes before she finally pushed him away, but for some reason, she kept hold of his cock longer than she meant to, releasing it almost as an afterthought.

“I am so turned on,” Gianni said in an apologetic tone, looking down at his hardness. “Your body is the most beautiful I have ever seen. I would do anything to make love to you, Kelly.”

“No,” she said, her voice sounding tight as she reached down, grabbed her panties and quickly pulled them up her legs, her ginger pussy on full show for a few seconds.

“When you held me, I thought I was going to… what is the English word? Ejacu…Ejacument, is it?”

“Ejaculate,” Kelly corrected him, fastening her bra behind her back and then swiftly donning her skirt. As she walked over to the sun lounger to collect her top, she paused. “You thought you were going to cum? Really? Just by me touching you?”

“If you were to touch it again, I would likely cum, yes.” Gianni laughed. “That is so embarrassing, to cum so easily but your body drives me crazy.”

Kelly hauled the top over her head and pulled it down into position so that she was fully dressed apart from her missing shoes. The top stuck to her wet skin but she didn’t seem to notice because she was chewing her lip again nervously, obviously thinking about what he was saying.

“Oh, my God,” she said, a tremor in her voice. She looked up in the general direction of the hotel windows above her. “This isn’t right, what I’m about to do but you’re right, Gianni. You only live once.”

“Si vive solo una volta,” the Italian repeated the phrase from earlier. “Say it.”

“Si vive… whatever,” my wife replied then walked over to the Italian and kissed him again, her hand wrapping around his erection. “I’ll make you cum but that’s all. Promise me you won’t ever tell anyone.”

“I promise,” Gianni said, an intensity in his voice that wasn’t there before.

“Just a handjob, okay?” Kelly looked at him, holding his dick while waiting for him to nod. Then she kissed him again and started to jerk his cock fast.

This was unbelievable. I watched as Gianni bucked his hips in rhythm with the strokes of her hand and then as my wife broke the kiss to look down and concentrate on his dick, Gianni’s hand reached out, feeling Kelly’s breasts through her top. She didn’t stop him, instead just continuing to wank him off until just a minute or so later, the maintenance man grunted and a thick stream of white fluid shot from the end of his cock, landing on the floor by Kelly’s bare feet. She kept stroking and the second jet hit her on the leg and foot but she either didn’t notice or didn’t care.

Viola and I watched while she milked the last few drops of semen from his softening penis. “There you go,” she said, with a very self-satisfied smile. “Now get dressed and walk me home before my husband comes looking for me and catches you with your thing out.”

“We should go,” Viola whispered to me and I agreed. The show was obviously finished and I wanted to be back in my room before Kelly could get there.

She led me by the hand back through the tiny, dark gap between the perimeter walls and back inside the Azure View Hotel.

“Thank you,” I said to her as we hurriedly made our way to the stairs that led up to our floor. “That was the most incredible experience of my life.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” she smiled. Viola really was pretty when she smiled. “Now go. Enjoy your wife when she gets there. I have a feeling she’s going to be horny.”

I hoped so. I walked as quickly as I could to Room 69, trying to process everything I’d just witnessed but it was going to take time. I’d seen my wife skinny dip with another guy and then wank him off until he came and I’d enjoyed every second of it.

I got into the room and closed the door behind me, wondering how I should react to Kelly when she got back, which should be any time now. Would I be able to hide my arousal? Would I be able to appear ignorant of what I’d just seen?

I didn’t have time to think about it. The door swung open and my wife stepped through into the room just as I’d kicked my shoes off and lay down on the bed. She still had cum on her leg and foot, I noticed as she walked over to me. She must not know it was there.

“I’m wet because I went for a midnight swim with Mati and yes, I am very drunk,” she announced, stripping out of the top and skirt and then climbing on top of me on the bed. “I’m also extremely horny.”

“Me too,” I smiled, reaching across to turn off the bedside light.
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Just One Kiss

“What time is it?” Kelly’s voice stirred me from sleep, then woke me up properly when she let out a loud gasp. “Oh, no! It’s late. Get up, Martin. Look at the time!”

I looked at my watch to see that it was half past ten. “It’s not that late.”

“It’s mid-morning. I said I’d meet Stefano early for some extra practice.” Kelly swung her legs out of bed, then clutched her hands to her temples. “Ouch. My head. How much did I drink last night?”

“A lot,” I replied, getting out of bed to find myself totally naked. Last night we’d had the best sex yet; passionate; frantic; both of us totally given to pleasuring the other and seeking our own release at the same time. “You were really drunk when you got back.”

“Was I? I can barely remember.” Kelly stood up and immediately stopped when she realised she was as naked as I was. She also grabbed her hair and sniffed at it. “I stink…. like chlorine. Did I go swimming or-”

I saw her freeze and her face went pale, obviously recollecting some of the memories from last night.

“You told me you went for a midnight swim with Mati,” I told her, watching a whole host of different emotions sweep across her face before her green eyes finally met mine.

“That’s right,” she said slowly. “Then I came back and we had sex, right? You and me.”

“You and me?” I smiled, wrapping a dressing gown around myself. “Who else would we have sex with? Mati? I wish!”

“What?” Kelly said, still moving slowly around the room as though in some sort of daze.

“I’m joking,” I reassured her, walking over and kissing her on the cheek but she pulled away, staring at me with guilt now apparent in her eyes as she looked down at her feet.

“I should… Umm-” Kelly shook herself and I wondered if she’d noticed the dried sperm on her lower leg and foot. “I need a shower.”

She walked quickly past me, still avoiding my gaze and I heard the shower turn on as soon as she was in the bathroom. I made myself a coffee while she showered, recalling my own memories of what had happened. It didn’t feel real. Had it really happened? Had I really watched my ‘good girl’ wife get naked with a stranger and jerk him off while he groped her breasts? Had I really seen her make another man cum? I felt my cock getting hard but at the same time, I also felt some worry creeping around in the back of my feelings. What if she regretted it? What if last night’s events affected our relationship detrimentally? Hopefully, it wouldn’t. With luck, it would open her eyes sexually and make her want to do something more.

I looked over at the air conditioning panel and wished I’d had the forethought to turn it on last night and let someone watch Kelly and me fuck. One thing I’d learned is that I liked men seeing Kelly nude and the thought of someone watching us fuck turned me on too. Did that make me an exhibitionist? Two men had seen my wife’s body now; Dennis and Gianni. I wondered how much of her Stefano had seen. I knew he’d seen down her top but that was all.

I was hoping to speak to her further but she was in such a rush to get to the last day of dance lessons that I didn’t get the opportunity and an hour later, I found myself heading down to have lunch by myself. I thought I’d hit the games room after I’d eaten to kill some time while waiting for Kelly and then see what happened after that. Yesterday, Viola let me in on the plan for Kelly; that Stefano would ask her back tonight for a final extra lesson ahead of the contest tomorrow and try to seduce her but the details were still vague. I didn’t even know what time the contest was happening tomorrow or what was involved so when the black receptionist sought me out when I was eating, I was glad to see her.

“Aren’t you enjoying your lunch?” she asked, looking down at my pizza, only a quarter of which I’d eaten. “Is it not good?”

“It’s lovely,” I said, happy to see her but also feeling strangely awkward because of the experience I’d shared with her yesterday. “I’m just a bit distracted and not that hungry.”

“Are you thinking about last night?” she asked, her dark eyes appraising me compassionately. “Things got a little wild, didn’t they?”

“Yep,” I nodded. “I wasn’t expecting her to… you know… do what she did.”

“But you enjoyed it?”

“You know I did,” I smiled at her. “It’s just a lot to take in. I’ve wanted to see her do something like that for so long and now it’s happened, it’s difficult to get my head around.”

“Everyone feels like you do after their first experience,” she said delicately. “But the reason I’m here isn’t just to make sure you’re okay after last night.”

“You’re here to tell me what’s happening with tonight and tomorrow?” I guessed.

“Not quite. If you’re finished eating, you could come with me.” Viola had stayed standing throughout the chat and now I realised why. “Stefano and Kelly are getting very close during their lesson right now. He might not need the extra lessons tonight to get what he wants.”

“You’re joking,” I said, stuffing one of the remaining pieces of pizza in my mouth. “I’m surprised if that’s true. She was hungover as hell this morning.”

“Bring the rest with you, if you want,” Viola pointed at my dinner plate but I shook my head. “Okay then. Let’s go.”

I wiped my mouth on a napkin and followed her out of the restaurant and into the lobby before going through the door behind the reception desk.

“Where are we going?” I asked as we walked down a small corridor decorated with what looked like old historical photos of the hotel on the wall.

“Mr Webb’s office,” she replied, looking over her shoulder with a smile. “Or in this case, Observation Room 1. Dennis isn’t back until tomorrow, but it’s much more comfortable than the other two rooms.”

She pushed open a large, oak-panelled door and ushered me through into a very upmarket office, almost as large as our room, with a large bay window that looked out over the vista of Positano and the crystal clear blue sea below. In front of the window was a large, walnut desk and a computer with a small, regular monitor.

“Where are the screens?” I asked, as she took a seat behind it and motioned for me to sit opposite.

“Wait,” the black woman replied, her fingers flickering on the keyboard and as she hit the ‘enter’ key, I heard music coming from a speaker on the wall to my right. I turned to see what I thought was a large, classical painting hanging on the wall suddenly change into a view of the ballroom.

“That’s very clever,” I commented and it was. It was framed in gold like a painting and yet it was actually a huge, disguised monitor but almost as soon as I spoke, I was immediately silenced by what was on the screen. Kelly and Stefano were dancing, their bodies pressed together with one hand around each other’s back and the other clasped together out to the side, pointing the way as they stepped around the dance floor. But that wasn’t what stopped me from talking. What had caught my attention was that when Kelly had left this morning, a couple of hours ago now, she was wearing a t-shirt above a short skirt but now the t-shirt was gone. She was dancing in her bra.

“She complained that she was hot. With there being no windows in the ballroom, it does get a little warm sometimes,” Viola said, as if reading my mind. “Stefano suggested she take her shirt off and she barely hesitated. That’s why I came to find you. I thought you might enjoy watching them. Plus, I spoke to Stefano and he said he felt like Kelly was different after giving Gianni a handjob last night.”

“He knows about that?” I asked, switching my eyes to Viola in surprise.

“I told him,” she shrugged. “He needs to know these things if he’s going to seduce her.”

“I guess you’re right.” It was a turn-on that not only had my wife jerked off a stranger last night but that other people knew about it. Why I found that arousing, I didn’t know, but I did and I felt my dick stir in response. “You spoke to him? What did he mean by Kelly being different?”

“She seemed more confident.” Viola shrugged. “I’m going to speak to him again now, so we’ll see what he says.”

Before I could ask how she was going to talk to him she pulled a phone from her hotel uniform trouser pocket and dialled him. I watched on the screen as he answered.

“Excuse me, I have to take a call again,” we heard Stefano apologise and then disengage from Kelly before walking out of shot of the camera. The next time he spoke, he came through Viola’s phone speaker. “Ciao. Is all okay?”

“I have Martin with me,” Viola said, giving me a friendly wink as she spoke to him. “He’s watching, so if you want to show him our plan, I’m sure he’ll enjoy it.”

“Si. I got this,” the Italian replied. “We have only a little time but I will get things in motion.”

“Plan?” I asked after he hung up and walked back into the ballroom. I’d been watching Kelly while he was gone. She’d simply waited for him on the edge of the dance floor, not making any attempt to put her t-shirt back on and as he returned, I saw her smile at him.

“Is everything okay?” my wife asked, fiddling with her bra strap and pushing it up her shoulder where it had slipped down slightly.

“I have some things to attend to.” The dance teacher gave an apologetic shrug. “Everything is fine but we must wrap up this lesson now. We haven’t finished our practice though and the performance is tomorrow, so would you be able to come back later tonight to go over it one more time?”

“What time?”

“The things I have to do are in town,” Stefano explained. “It will be late. Maybe eleven o’clock?”

“That late?” Kelly wrung her hands together. “I… I don’t know. My husband might not be happy for me to spend time with someone that late.”

“With someone?” Viola said to me from across the desk. “She is thinking about what happened with Gianni last night.”

I nodded my agreement but kept my eyes on the screen.

“I’m sure he won’t mind,” Stefano smoothed his short beard. “He let you stay out late last night and you were with a man - Gianni - yes?”

“Ah, you know about that?” Kelly’s hand went to her ear, toying with her earlobe, something she did when she was nervous. “What did he tell you?”

“Only that you had a late-night swim together. Nothing more.” Stefano sighed theatrically and Kelly took a step towards him.

“What?” she said softly.

“Nothing,” the Italian said with a shrug and a sad smile. It was apparent to me that he was acting but Kelly was completely oblivious and she put a hand on his forearm.

“Did I do something wrong?” she asked. “What did Gianni say?”

“You’ve done nothing wrong, signora,” Stefano sighed again. “It is me. I confess I am… jealous, Kelly. I am jealous.”

“Jealous?” Kelly scoffed. I saw her push her red hair over her shoulder as she studied the Italian who was still feigning unhappiness. “Of… Gianni? We just had a swim.”

“I should tell you,” Stefano stroked his beard again. “I was walking through the gardens and I saw you both in the pool. Your clothes were on the floor, Kelly. I didn’t see you naked. I left, but I know Gianni. I know he likes to… how do you call it? Skinny dip?”

Kelly looked up at the ceiling and then closed her eyes. Then she took a deep breath and looked back at the dance teacher. “And that makes you jealous?”

“I like you,” Stefano replied. “I really like you. I would give anything to spend more time with you.”

“Okay,” Kelly smiled, squeezing his forearm now. “I will come tonight. You’re right. Martin won’t mind.”

“I don’t just mean dancing,” Stefano continued. “I mean time with you.”

“With me?”

“You’re beautiful, Signora. Can I kiss you? I have wanted to kiss you since I first saw you.” Stefano said, stepping so close to her that their bodies were almost touching. “Just one kiss. I will not tell your husband.”

“What is it with you guys wanting a kiss? Gianni wanted a kiss last night. One kiss. That’s what he said too.”

“Stop. You make me jealous.”

“I’m married, Stefano,” Kelly said but it wasn’t with the same conviction that she’d said those words last night. As Stefano put his hand on her shoulder and slid her bra strap down from her shoulder, she let out an audible whimper, a noise that I’d never heard her make before and she closed her eyes. “Stefano, stop.”

But he didn’t stop.
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Eleven O’Clock

The handsome Italian dipped his head down and touched his mouth softly to my wife’s lips. She didn’t pull away and the gentle kiss continued. Within moments, Stefano had pushed down both of her straps and expertly levered her bra down so that her light pink nipples came into view. He didn’t waste time after that, his hand caressing her breast as their kiss turned more passionate.

“Holy shit,” I heard myself say and Viola heard me and smiled.

“He’s good, isn’t he?”

I could only nod and continue to watch as Stefano finally stopped and looked at my wife, his eyes enjoying the sight of the breast in his hand.

“Do you really want me to stop?” he asked Kelly in his richly accented voice.

Kelly stared at him, then slowly shook her head. “No,” she said so quietly it was barely audible over the music.

Stefano took control. His hand moved down, finding its way under her skirt and lifting it, to reveal her lacy white panties. She didn’t stop him and seconds later, his hand was down the front of them and although we couldn’t see anything, the high-pitched moan she made gave away the fact that his fingers were inside her.

Kelly’s hand was at the front of Stefano’s trousers, her fingers tracing the outline of the erection that had been poking into her all week at these practices and for a moment, I thought she was going to unzip him but then the Italian stopped suddenly, withdrawing his hand from her panties and stepping back.

“What?” Kelly said, her breathing ragged with arousal. “What’s wrong?”

“I have to go,” Stefano replied, equally breathless. “I will be late for the other things I have to attend to. But please, signora, tell me you will meet me here tonight.”

“For practice,” Kelly nodded, pulling her skirt down and her bra up, covering her pert breasts and visibly trying to regain her composure and dignity. “Only for practice. I shouldn’t have kissed you, Stefano. That shouldn’t have happened.”

“Just be here. Eleven o’clock.” The Italian gave her one last look, then walked out of the ballroom through the staff-only door, leaving Kelly standing on the dance floor alone.

“What the hell am I doing?” we heard my wife say, then she took a deep breath and left the ballroom.

“Time for you to go,” the black woman said to me. “Go meet your wife. I think tonight is going to be very interesting. We are going to watch it here, yes?”

“I’ll meet you here,” I nodded enthusiastically. “Eleven o’clock.”

Viola opened the office door for me. “Eleven o’clock,” she agreed.

I walked into the lobby but it took me a while to locate Kelly, eventually finding her sipping a tall cocktail in the bar.

“Did you have a good session?” I asked, sitting next to her and making her jump because seemed deep in thought.

“Huh?” she asked, her green eyes full of alarm. “You mean the dancing lesson?”

“What else would I be talking about?” I asked as casually as I could while signalling for a waiter to come over so I could order a drink.

“Sorry.” Kelly blushed, presumably struggling to contain her emotions over what had just happened in the ballroom. “I was a bit worried because I was looking for you and couldn’t find you, then I called and you didn’t answer. Where were you?”

I pulled my phone from my pocket and noticed that there had been a missed call. I’d put my phone on silent while watching her in the pool last night and had forgotten to change it back.

“Shit,” I said, changing the setting. “I had it on silent. I don’t know how that happened but I was just having a walk outside with Viola. She was telling me some stuff about the hotel and making sure we were having a good time.”

“She seems very interested in you and how good a time you’re having,” Kelly noted, giving me a sidelong look. Was she suspicious of me and Viola? Really, after what she’d done earlier and last night? I didn’t react negatively, however. Things were progressing in exactly the way I’d hoped and I didn’t want to do anything to upset the apple cart and derail the momentum she’d gained.

“She’s just being the attentive host while Mr Webb is away on business,” I informed her with a disarming smile and an innocent chuckle. “You have nothing to worry about, besides, with all the time you’re spending with Mr Hands-Everywhere, Sambuca, whatever his name is, I should be the one asking the questions.”

“Stefano,” she corrected me although she knew I was teasing and getting his name wrong deliberately. “And yes, he is Mr Hands-Everywhere but that’s ballroom dancing, Martin. I hope you’re not jealous because - I was going to ask you later but seeing as you’ve brought him up, I’ll ask you now - we ran out of time rehearsing earlier. The contest is tomorrow and he thinks we need one more practice. The problem is he had commitments in Positano and had to leave.”

“So he wants another practice when he gets back?” I pretended to guess and Kelly nodded, chewing her lip nervously. “Tonight? What time?”

“That’s the thing-” she hesitated, as though she was having to summon up the courage to ask. “He won’t be back until late. Like, really late. Eleven o’clock late.”

“Wow, that is late,” I puffed out my cheeks like I was surprised. “Well… I mean, do you think you need this extra practice? Do you want to go? Don’t go if he’s pressuring you into it or something. I was planning on having a night in Positano town with you tonight but if you really want to go, that’s cool, I guess. I can find a nice bar downtown somewhere and drink alone.”

“Oh, don’t say it like that,” Kelly pouted. “Please, Martin. I really want to do well in the competition. Or at the very minimum, I want to avoid making a fool of myself. I’ll be an hour-ish. I promise.”

She wanted to go. She actually wanted to go. But did she want to go for the practice or to finish what she and Stefano started earlier? Or was she just stung by his abrupt end to their sexy embrace and now wanted to see if he hit on her again? Perhaps she wanted to rebuff him as he’d done to her, to tease him, lead him on and then blue ball him? Whatever the answer was, she wanted to go. She wasn’t avoiding him as some married women would do. As most married women should do. Kelly knew that Stefano wanted her. She knew the real reason why he’d asked her back tonight, my wife was far from stupid or naive, and yet she still wanted to go.

“Okay. If it’s what you want, go and get some last-minute practice in. Do I get to watch this contest tomorrow? I don’t know much about it, you haven’t told me.”

“It’s in the ballroom. There are four other couples competing, from the other hotels in town.” Kelly pushed her red hair behind her ears and smiled at me but I could tell she was struggling to keep her composure behind the smile. “Thank you. I love you. You know that, right?”

Her hangover had faded away, so we had a mid-afternoon late lunch, then relaxed around the pool - noting that Dan and Lorraine were conspicuous by their absence - before having dinner in town and then returning to the hotel at around ten.

In our room, I relaxed and watched some TV while Kelly showered and again, I toyed with the idea of turning the cameras to show her off when she came out but my mind was elsewhere. This was it. In less than an hour, she would be with Stefano and he was going to attempt to seduce her. Not just kiss her, fondle her tits and play with her pussy. He was going to try to fuck her. Viola hadn’t stated that implicitly but we both knew that was what was going to happen. Would she let him? Would she go all the way or would she settle for fooling around and possibly just making him cum like she had done with Gianni last night? As much as I wanted her to have full sex with him, I couldn’t see it happening. Kelly had definitely pushed her boundaries on this vacation and done things I’d never have realistically expected her to do, but going all the way? I didn’t see it happening but it was going to be fun to find out.

As I spent time mulling things over and trying to get myself in a calm, healthy frame of mind for what lay ahead, I realised she’d been quite a while in the shower and got up to take a peek through the open doorway. Kelly was in there, getting dressed in the bathroom for some reason. Then I realised the reason was that she was wearing her sexiest underwear, a red bra and a sexy pair of tiny, matching red panties. Not knowing that I was observing her, she slipped on a pair of black shorts and a matching button-up top and then turned to see me standing there.

I saw her swallow, probably wondering if I’d seen the hot lingerie she was wearing. “Hey,” she said, forcing a grin even though I could tell she was nervous. It could be nerves or anticipation for what was going to happen, but her smile was definitely tighter than usual. “I’m just wearing this little top and shorts because it gets kind of hot in the ballroom sometimes. The Tango is quite an energetic dance, even though it doesn’t look it.”

“Okay,” I smiled back, feeling slightly breathless and nervous myself.

Once she’d dried her hair and fixed her make-up, she slipped on her sandals and took several deep breaths, unable to hide her nervous energy. “Right,” she said, bouncing slightly on her toes as she walked over to the door. “I should go.”

This was it. “Cool,” I said, although I felt far from cool. “I’ll walk you down because I’m going to have a drink in the bar while I wait for you.”

We headed downstairs, hand-in-hand like always, but as we reached the lobby floor she squeezed my hand really hard and then wrapped her arms around me to give me a tight hug.

“I really love you, Martin,” she said, peering up into my eyes. “This is the best vacation I’ve ever had and I just want you to know how much I love you for bringing me here.”

“That’s a bit random,” I commented, then kissed her. “But I appreciate it. I love you too. I’m just happy that you’re happy. I brought us here to have a good time so I’m glad you’re enjoying it. Now go and have fun with Stefano.”

She took two steps towards the staircase that led up to the ballroom, then stopped, seeming unwilling to let go of my hand. She looked at me as though she was going to say something, then stopped, her lips half forming a word.

“Go,” I instructed her. “You’ll be late.”

Kelly held my gaze for a moment, unblinking, then she nodded, let go of my hand and headed up the stairs to the ballroom.

This is it, I told myself yet again. I looked at my watch. Eleven o’clock exactly. This is it.

Viola was standing at the reception desk when I turned around.

“Are you ready?” the gorgeous black woman asked and when I nodded, she led me through the door behind her again and into Dennis Webb’s impressive office, Observation Room 1.
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The Last Practice

“Ijust have to check something,” we heard Stefano say through the speaker and watched him on the big screen in Dennis’s office as he pulled his phone from his trouser pocket and read the message that Viola had just sent him. “Ah, it is okay. We are ready to practice one last time, yes?”

“I told him you’re here and happy for him to proceed,” Viola filled me in, putting her phone down to watch the show. She was sitting next to me this time, both on the same side of Dennis’ imposing desk. It was fully dark outside, the only light in the room being from the moon staring in through the window at us, and the glow coming from the image on the big disguised monitor on the wall.

“When you say ‘proceed’,” I probed. “Do you mean-”

“He’s going to go as far as he can,” Viola anticipated the question. “Remember, if you want to stop it at any time, you only have to say the word. I get a signal to Stefano and things will stop. Also, if Kelly wants to stop things, Stefano won’t try to force her. That’s not how we operate. Are you okay with all that?”

“Sure,” I said, only half-listening because my wife was already in the Italian’s arms and their faces were so close, I thought they were going to kiss.

“Okay, from the top,” Stefano said, pulling a remote control from his pocket and pressing it, causing the music from earlier to start back up, albeit much quieter than it was before, no doubt due to the time of night. “The full routine. Let’s go.”

The image on the screen was clear enough to see the briefest moment of disappointment flicker across Kelly’s face before she nodded and they began their dance. I watched with interest, genuinely impressed with my wife’s dance ability. Earlier in the week, her steps had been hesitant and her movements slightly delayed and behind Stefano’s, but now she moved with purpose, mirroring his every move with precision and grace.

A few minutes later, the dancing couple finished their routine with a flourish, Kelly leaning backwards over Stefano’s arm, her long red hair hanging down almost down to the floor. I felt inclined to give them a round of applause because they were that good. A huge surge of pride swelled inside me and I exchanged a happy grin with Viola before turning my eyes back to the screen.

“You have it perfetta. Perfect,” the Italian said in a congratulatory tone, still holding my wife in his arms although she was upright again now. “Eccellente. I think we are ready for the competition.”

“Already?” Kelly asked. “I thought you’d want to run through it a few times.”

“No. You are ready. You told Martin you would be here for a while?” he asked, looking down at my wife as she righted her hair by running her hands through it and pulling it down over her shoulders.

“An hour,” she nodded, “-ish.”

“I can think of other ways we could spend the rest of our time together,” the Italian said smoothly, pulling her body close to him again.

“I came here to practice,” Kelly said but her voice sounded tight, like she was finding it difficult to speak. Stefano had her pulled against him and I wondered if he had an erection and if she could feel it. “I told you earlier, Stefano. I’m married. What we did earlier… shouldn’t have happened. I lost control for a moment.”

Stefano eased her away from him, putting his hands on her shoulders and gazing at her meaningfully. “I meant what I said, signora Kelly. You are beautiful. You took my breath the first time I saw you. Dancing with you this past week has been torture. Delicious, enjoyable torture but torture nonetheless. My body aches for you.”

“Yes but-” Kelly began but he took her hand and pressed it against his groin.

“You see how much I want you?”

I almost groaned at the cheesiness of the gesture but as clichéd as it might be, it worked because Kelly didn’t move her hand even after he let go and then she slowly and hesitantly stroked the bulge there.

“I want you too,” she confessed in a whisper. “But we can’t. My husband brought me here on a surprise vacation. I love him. I can’t cheat on him.”

“I know what you did with Gianni,” Stefano said softly. “Don’t be angry at him for telling me. He was trying to get me jealous because he knows how much I desire you, Kelly.”

“I was drunk,” Kelly defended herself, her face turning pink and her eyes glistening as she gazed up at him and finally removed her hand from his groin. “He took advantage of me.”

“That’s not what he says,” the dance teacher replied. “I am not judging you. Things happen on vacation, I understand that. I am simply envious. I… just… ah, never mind. I respect you, Kelly. I am sorry. You can go now. We are ready for the dance tomorrow unless I have offended you and you no longer wish to take part. I would totally understand and-”

“Fuck it,” I heard Kelly swear under her breath and then she leaned in and silenced him with a fierce kiss. And that was it.

Their mouths locked together fiercely for a few minutes, Stefano’s hands working on the buttons of Kelly’s top, undoing it so that it fell open, exposing the sexy red bra she was wearing especially for him.

“Not here,” he said, after another few minutes during which we could see their tongues roaming each other’s mouths.

“Where?” Kelly replied, already breathless.

“Follow me.” The Italian led her across the dance floor towards the Staff-Only door. “I have my own room here at the Azure View. It is nice. You will like it.”

Kelly paused right before the door and for a heart-stopping moment, I thought she was going to back out.

“I love my husband, Stefano. You know that, right?”

“Totally,” the dance teacher gazed at her, his expression intense. “I have to have you, Kelly. One time. Then we do the dance tomorrow, we win, you enjoy the rest of your vacation and go home like this never happened.”

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I heard my wife say and then she followed him through the door and out of view.

“Shit,” I cursed. “What happens now?”

“Don’t panic,” Viola stood up, leaned over the desk and pressed a combination of keys on the keyboard, showing off a healthy amount of dark-brown cleavage in the process. When she sat back down, the screen went fuzzy for a moment, then blinked to a new view of a bedroom, not unlike our own.

“This is the room we use for the staff to bring women back to,” Viola explained. “Just like your own bedroom, it’s fitted with a high-quality camera.”

Standing by the large bed was my wife and as we watched, Stefano walked away from the air conditioning panel that he’d just used to switch the camera on. Then he stepped up to her and slid the black, unbuttoned top she was wearing from her shoulders to the floor. She did nothing to stop him as he hooked his thumbs into her shorts and slipped them down so that they dropped to her ankles.

“Bellissima,” he murmured softly as his eyes took in the sight of my wife in just her bra and panties. He took off his own shirt, exposing a shockingly well-defined chest and abdomen and I saw my wife’s eyes drift from his face to his body, her lips opening slightly.

He trailed a finger along her collarbone down to the centre of her chest, coming to rest between her breasts. As he leaned in to kiss her, the hand slid inside the cup of her bra and they made out passionately.

Soon, his hands were behind her back, unclasping the bra and letting it fall and then he eased her back against the bed and slid her panties down, the whole time without breaking the kiss.

She was naked. My cock was throbbing in my pants and I was breathing heavily. I felt a trickle of sweat drip from my brow. It was happening.

“Are you okay?” Viola asked, seeing me dab at my forehead.

“This is surprisingly nerve-wracking,” I admitted. My heart was thumping in my chest.

Stefano pushed Kelly further up the bed and pushed her thighs apart. My throat tightened at the sight of the reddish pubic hair between her legs and the small pink slit below it.

“She has an amazing body,” Viola commented quietly. “You’re a lucky man. I would love to lick that pussy and I’m not even truly bisexual like Mati.”

I stared at her incredulously but there wasn’t time to ponder on what she’d said because things were moving too fast. Stefano’s head dipped down and blocked the view of her pussy as he pressed his bearded face against the downy red hair on her mound and began to lick her. I saw Kelly’s hands clench the silky covers of the bed, her head tipped back at the feeling of his tongue on her and she moaned softly, the sexiest sound I’d ever heard in my life.

I took a deep breath and paused, looking away for a moment to let this sink in. My wife was being licked out by another man. This was why I was here. My dreams were coming true.

“Oh, oh, oh, fuck. Oh, fuck!” The sounds of Kelly swearing for the second time came through the speaker. She never swore usually. Curse words very rarely ever came from her mouth but this was a new Kelly that I was seeing. She squirmed, gripping the covers hard in her fists as she came on his tongue.

Wow. She’d orgasmed already.

“How are you doing?” Viola asked gently, then reached across and felt at the front of my shorts, finding my erection. “Oh, dear. That feels very excited. Are you sure you don’t want me to help you, Martin?”

I tried to say something but my voice wasn’t working. Something raspy emerged from my throat but I couldn’t tear my eyes from the screen. Stefano was waiting for Kelly to calm down after writhing around on the bed, kneeling at the side of her now and unbuckling his trousers.

My wife giggled; that post-orgasmic giggle that she did with me after we had the best sex, not the late-night, tired sex which would more often make her sigh and then go to sleep once she’d cum. Her giggle stopped when Stefano slid down his trousers and his underwear in one smooth moment.

His dick was equally as impressive as she’d described it. Perhaps even bigger than Gianni’s. His muscular chest was covered in a thin coating of dark, fine hair but his penis was shaved, his balls heavy and smooth and the shaft of his cock equally smooth apart from the thick vein running along one side of it. The head was large, purple, and bulbous and as it hovered over her face when he kneeled closer, I realised how much it dwarfed my own.

I doubted whether she could even fit it in her mouth but she eased my worries by grasping it surprisingly eagerly and then wrapping her lips around the shiny tip.

Viola was tugging my shorts down but I didn’t care. This was it. They were going to fuck. Kelly was actually going to fuck him.

I watched my wife suck the Italian’s cock, barely able to believe what I was seeing. It felt like I was watching the greatest porn video I’d ever seen. A porn video featuring my one-and-only; featuring the woman who had said ‘I do’ to me in church in front of our combined families.

The woman who had sworn to be faithful to me parted her legs as Stefano moved from her mouth to position himself between her thighs. The woman who had only had me inside her since our wedding day wrapped her arms around another man’s back and let him press the circumcised head of his penis against her tiny pink folds.

Kelly had only ever had sex with three men; her ex-boyfriend, Ben; his cousin, Adam and me, her beloved husband.

Stefano added his name to that list by pushing his cock slowly inside her.

Viola had my cock out. Her hand was pumping my shaft but I couldn’t even move to stop her. I felt paralysed at the sight of the handsome Italian and my wife on screen. His muscular behind began to move up and down between her thighs. Stefano was fucking my wife and judging by the increasingly regular moans emanating from the speaker, she was loving every moment of it.

I watched my wife while Viola jerked me off. Stefano had raised his body up now and was thrusting hard and deep into Kelly’s tight pussy. Her legs were wrapped around him, her hands on his back, her nails digging into his tanned flesh.

She orgasmed again, her legs quivering for a moment and her voice crying out through the speakers, saying his name over and over until he turned her over, face down onto the bed, her words becoming stifled by the pillows.

Stefano took her from behind next, raising her hips from the bed and plunging his cock into her without mercy. Kelly responded by pushing back against him, taking his entire length with apparent ease.

Viola unbuttoned her top, revealing that she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath. Her large brown breasts were full and heavy, her nipples were darker than any I’d seen before, the colour of dark chocolate and mouth-wateringly sexy.

“I haven’t had sex for a couple of days,” she announced. “Do you want to fuck?”

I still wasn’t able to find my voice so I just nodded and stood up. She responded by taking off her trousers and panties, giving me a glimpse of her totally bald pussy before bending over the desk and parting her legs enough for me to see the dark pink slit beneath her curvy bottom.

On the screen, Stefano was pounding Kelly hard and fast, so I did the same, shoving my hard cock into Viola’s warm wetness and tangling my fingers in her short black hair similar to how the dance teacher had a hold of my wife’s flaming red locks.

This was wrong. Everything about it was wrong but it felt so… fucking… right.

Stefano pulled his cock from Kelly and he came all over her back as she sagged forward onto the bed, her moans stifled by the pillows once more. As he squeezed every last drop of his sperm onto her ass, some of it trickling between her butt cheeks and down over her pussy lips, I did the same, pulling out urgently and letting my own cum shoot out onto Viola.

“You could have cum inside me,” she said, looking over her shoulder with a wide smile on her pretty face. “I’m on the pill, but whatever. That was good.”

I looked down to see my white cum running down her thighs from where I’d sprayed it all over the outside of her pretty black pussy. It was quite the sight, my creamy white semen contrasting against the darkness of her skin. I turned back to the monitor to see Stefano lie down at the side of my wife, scoop her into his powerful embrace and then kiss her tenderly.

Now that I’d cum, that sight hurt more than anything I’d ever felt before. Had I made a mistake? Regret swamped me unexpectedly and I quickly put my cock away and fastened myself up, battling against the tumult of conflicting emotions surging through me.

“It’s okay,” Viola said, turning around, still naked from the waist down, her open shirt hanging from her shoulders. “It’s common to feel a certain comedown after you’ve cum. Relax. Everything is going to be fine.”

I took a deep breath, watching Stefano and Kelly still kissing lazily but sexily on the screen. This was what I’d wanted. This was why I’d sought this place out, booked it and brought my wife here. She’d finally had sex with someone else and despite how I felt right now; self-doubting; regretful, I couldn’t deny that it had been the single most erotic event of my life.

“If Dennis was here, he’d be able to help you more than I can,” Viola said, finally starting to get dressed. I took a moment to savour her body. Her pussy was smooth and totally hairless. Her breasts were exquisite, large and round and heavy. I’d never seen a naked black woman in the flesh until tonight and I found her incredibly beautiful - and then, to my amazement, the reality that I’d fucked her sank in.

On the screen, Kelly and Stefano were getting dressed and quietly talking about how much they’d enjoyed themselves. I wondered how Kelly was feeling. Was she feeling regretful? Guilty like me? Happy? Satisfied?

As Kelly told Stefano she had to go back to her husband now - back to me, Viola gave me an unexpected but sweet kiss on the lips before escorting me back to the lobby.

“What a night,” she murmured, reaching down and patting my dick through my trousers.

“Indeed,” I managed to half-croak, the first words I’d managed in a while. “Thank you. For everything.”

“No, thank you,” the black woman said in return with a sultry smile and another squeeze of my now flaccid cock. “Go and reclaim your wife - and don’t forget, your vacation isn’t ended yet.”

I headed to the bar for a much-needed stiff drink. We might have a couple of days left in the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa but nothing could top tonight.

Could it?
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Confessions

“Ithought I might find you here.” Kelly found me nursing a double whisky in the games room. No one else was here now; everyone else had long since left and I felt like Pietro the waiter was only remaining here for me. He’d kept me company for a while - a long while - as I downed a couple of shots to numb the strange feelings still vortexing around in my head and heart.

“Did you have fun?” I asked, being careful not to give anything away. “You were a long time. Longer than I expected.”

I’d been sitting in the bar for quite a while. Where had she been?

“I went up to the room first, thinking you might be there.” Kelly leaned into me and kissed me on the cheek. She smelled fresh and clean and her hair was damp, so I realised she’d gone to the room and showered, probably to get rid of Stefano’s sperm and the smell of sweat and sex. “Why don’t you finish that drink and come to bed?”

“Yeah, I’m tired. You must be too.” I knocked back the rest of the whisky and rose somewhat unsteadily to my feet. It wasn’t just the whisky, I’d only had three or four double shots. I also felt emotionally exhausted. I’d enjoyed watching my wife get fucked but at the same time, it left me feeling weak and weary for some reason.

“The dancing was exhausting,” Kelly said, taking my arm and walking with me towards the elevator rather than the stairs. “It will be worth it though, for the contest tomorrow. Stefano thinks we can win.”

“Great,” I said, unable to keep the sourness from my voice. He’d fucked my wife. I’d wanted him to, but for some reason all I felt afterwards was jealousy.

As we rode up in the elevator, I caught Kelly looking at me with a hint of worry on her face. I didn’t mean to make her anxious. “I’m just tired,” I said, trying to reassure her. “Maybe I drank too much. I’ll be better after a sleep.”

Once we were in our room, we undressed in silence. She knew something was up or perhaps she was just suffering from guilt for what she’d done. As she unbuttoned and removed her top and shorts, I noticed that she’d changed her panties. These ones were red too, an attempt at fooling me in case I’d seen what underwear she was wearing before. Then, when we were in bed, she shuffled up close to me and kissed me but I kept it at a kiss and nothing more.

“I’m sorry,” I sighed. “I’m too tired and drunk to do anything.”

“Okay,” she said in an extremely quiet voice as I rolled away and turned off the bedside lamp. “Good night.”

I lay there in the dark, unable to sleep because my mind was spinning with the reality of what had happened. My prim-and-proper wife had spread her legs for another man. She’d had a stranger inside her. She’d sucked his cock. He’d made her orgasm. He’d cum all over her. Everything had changed and I didn’t know how to process that fact.

Then I heard a soft moan from behind me and I felt her arm brush against my back, moving ever so slightly before she moaned again. She thought I was asleep and was masturbating, I realised. I wanted to turn over and watch her but I didn’t. She’d freak out. No, this was something new yet again. Kelly really had changed. She was in bed, next to me, playing with her pussy while I was asleep. She was probably reliving Stefano’s big cock fucking her.

After a few minutes, I felt her elbow press against my back again - harder - for a moment and I heard a restrained, muffled groan as she orgasmed. Then she rolled towards me, throwing an arm around my waist and within another minute or two, she was asleep, a soft snore escaping her lips. To be fair, she’d wanted me and I’d rejected her, so I couldn’t blame her for making herself cum, but right now, it felt like another punch to the gut. This was all my own doing, I told myself, trying to sleep but it took me another hour of deep thought and excessive self-questioning until I eventually dropped off.

* * *

“Good morning.” Kelly shook me awake. “Martin? I made you a coffee.”

“Thanks,” I said, pushing myself to a sitting position and taking the hot mug from her gratefully. “What time is it?”

“Time to get up,” she replied. She was already dressed, in her favourite green bikini and a translucent throw over the top. “It’s gone ten. Let’s not waste the day. I want to top up my tan during these last couple of days.”

I rubbed my eyes and looked at her. She was beautiful. I truly believed that I was the luckiest man on Earth. And then the events of last night all came flooding back to me. My eyes slid down to her body to her bikini bottoms and I pictured her pussy as I’d seen it last night; Stefano’s bearded mouth pressed to it, his tongue exploring her. I vividly remembered how he’d looked on top of her; what her legs looked like wrapped around him as he’d taken her. I looked at her long red hair, held up in a side ponytail this morning, but all I could think of is what it had looked like when he’d tugged her head back with it while fucking her from behind.

“Is that for me?” she asked with a grin and an arched eyebrow and it took me a minute to figure out what she meant. I looked down at my lap and saw my erection standing up, tenting the thin bed sheets.

“Morning glory,” I grunted but she was already on the bed, crawling towards me and pulling the sheets back and then wrapping her lips around it.

I put the hot coffee down and enjoyed the blowjob, going over every detail in my mind from last night and unsurprisingly, I filled her mouth with my hot cum almost instantly.

“Oh, that was unexpected,” my wife said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand after she’d swallowed it all. “I was hoping to ride it.”

For some reason, I didn’t know what to say. Kelly looked at me awkwardly. A strange silence that had never been there before hung in the air, separating us as solidly as a brick wall. I picked up my coffee and took a sip after pulling the sheets back over my wilting dick.

“I’m hungover,” I lied. “Sorry. Maybe this coffee and a nap in the sun by the pool will help.”

“O-okay,” she said, stammering slightly as though she was holding something back. “I’ll sit out on the balcony while you drink your coffee. Oh and have a shower, okay? You smell weird and sweaty.

Fuck. I realised too late that she’d just sucked my cock after it had been inside Viola last night. Unlike Kelly, I hadn’t taken a shower. I felt awful and hoped she hadn’t realised what the smell - and possibly taste was. This wasn’t good. I had to fix this somehow. I just didn’t know how yet.

After I’d showered and freshened myself up, both physically and mentally, we headed down for lunch and then spent the afternoon by the pool, where we both enjoyed the sun’s rays and took a nap, recharging our emotional and physical batteries after yesterday’s craziness.

Dan and Lorraine reappeared but by their normal standards, they seemed slightly subdued too. I briefly wondered if Lorraine had been fucking Gianni again and if Dan was now going through mixed feelings just as I was.

As the afternoon progressed, I also saw Dennis Webb, newly returned from his business trip. Dressed in a gaudy blue and yellow Hawaiian shirt and straw Panama hat, he spoke to the other couple first before coming over to check how we were.

“Enjoyed the last few days?” Dennis said, a broad grin on his tanned face.

“Fabulous,” Kelly replied, smiling back sincerely but I found it more difficult to force out a grin and a nod.

Dennis’s eyes squinted at me and my less-than-enthusiastic response. “That’s great. You’re in the contest later, aren’t you Kelly?” My wife nodded excitedly. “I’ll be hosting, so I’ll see you there.”

He gave me another inquiring look so I gave him a lazy thumbs up and closed my eyes as if I was simply tired from the hot sunshine.

“We’ll have a drink while the dancers are strutting their stuff, Martin,” the hotel owner said and I felt his hand on my shoulder but I still didn’t open my eyes

“Cool,” was all I said. “I’ll look forward to it.”

I didn’t quite know what was wrong with me but I couldn’t seem to get out of this mood. Once we’d eaten and headed back to our room for Kelly to get changed into the ensemble she’d chosen for her dance performance, I tried to relax on the bed and get my head into a better place by putting my headphones on and listening to some music. I closed my eyes and let the soothing sound of Genesis waft into my ears for a while, until sometime later, I felt Kelly’s hand on my arm.

“What do you think?” she asked as I opened my eyes and took off the headphones.

She looked stunning. Utterly stunning. Viola might be beautiful, Mati might be good-looking but tonight, her make-up done to perfection with pink lips and smoky eyeshadow, Kelly left both women in the shade.

She’d straightened her fiery hair so that it hung in almost geometrically perfect bangs down either side of her face and the longer pieces slanting down over her shoulders. The tight black dress she was wearing showed off her curves to perfection. Thigh-high sheer stockings and a pair of black short heels completed the look. She was gorgeous, looking for all the world like a Hollywood actress on the red carpet.

This woman was mine. She might have had another man inside her last night but she was still mine. It seemed unbelievable that such a woman could belong to me but she did.

“You look… amazing,” I said, my eyes drinking in the sight of her but almost as soon as I’d said it, I felt my face drop. She did look amazing and Stefano would have her in his arms again soon. She had dressed like this for him. Not for me.

“Fuck.” Kelly swore. She never swore. Not until the events of the past two days at least.

“What’s wrong?”

“I should be asking you,” she said, wringing her hands and suddenly looking desperately anxious. “You’ve been off with me since… since last night.”

“I’m just tired. I was drunk and grumpy last night,” I explained, stretching my arms above my head to work out the lingering stiffness that had been nagging me all day.

Kelly shook her head and I saw a dampness in her pale green eyes. “I need to tell you something,” she said, clearing her throat nervously.

Shit. What was happening?

“What?”

“You know already,” she said, swallowing down a lump in her throat. “You know, don’t you?”

“Know what?”

“You know, Martin. I know you better than anyone and I can read you. You know. You know what I did.”

I hadn’t expected or planned for this. I simply stared at her, not knowing what to say. Then I nodded.

“I had sex with Stefano,” she sobbed, her body shaking. “I’m so sorry. I don’t know what came over me. It just happened and… Martin, I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.”

I jumped up from the bed and rushed over, taking her into my arms and cradling her against my chest. “It’s okay,” I soothed her. This wasn’t what I’d wanted. I didn’t mean for her to feel this way. Seeing her so distressed made my heart ache. “It’s okay. Yes, I know. I could just tell but it’s okay. I love you.”

“I love you too,” she sniffed into my shoulder. “I should have told you before now. I thought it would be better if you didn’t know but I can’t lie. I can’t keep it from you.”

“It’s okay,” I repeated, stroking her head with my hand as she continued to sob and sniffle into me. “It doesn’t matter.”

“Of course, it matters,” she whimpered. “Are we over? Are you just being nice but really breaking up with me?”

“I am never breaking up with you,” I said, more forcefully than I’d intended which caused her to lift her face and look up at me, mascara streaking down her cheeks. “I love you more than anything on Earth. We can work this out. Right now, I want you to fix your make-up, pull yourself together and then we’ll go to the ballroom. I want you to win this competition for me.”

Kelly took a step back, her face creased up with confusion. “I just told you I slept with Stefano. We went to his room and had sex. Do you hear what I’m telling you?”

“I hear and I told you, we will work it out.” I shrugged. “I don’t know how yet, but we will.”

“So you’re willing to let me dance with a man I had sex with last night?” Kelly took a deep breath and stared at me. “Are you crazy? You’re acting crazy.”

“I’ve fantasized about seeing you with someone else for years,” I confessed. I might as well make my play now. “I’ve thought about sharing you with another man ever since you told me about what happened to you with Ben and his cousin.”

“What?”

“The thought of you with other men,” I shrugged. “It turns me on. The fact that you’ve slept with Stefano - I’m not going to lie - it’s kind of messed my head up a bit but it’s something I’ve fantasised about all week. I enjoyed seeing him touch you. I enjoyed seeing him hold you close. I’ve imagined you having sex with him.”

“I don’t understand,” she said, wiping her cheeks with her hand which only served to smear the mascara more. “So you’re not angry with me?”

“No,” I smiled gently. My heart was hammering in my chest. This was the most important thing that had ever happened in our marriage. This could be a make-or-break moment for us. “I’m not angry. I don’t expect you to understand but… I’m turned on… I’m excited. I want you to tell me all about it, the sex you had, but later, after you’ve danced.”

“You want to know about it?” Kelly’s mouth was open now. She’d gone from being heartbroken to being in shock at my reaction.

“I mean, was it good?” I asked softly.

“Well, yes. I don’t know what you want me to say. Do you want me to say ‘yes’ or does that hurt your feelings?” my wife replied, uncertainty in her voice.

“I want you to be honest,” I said simply.

“I need to fix my make-up.” Kelly looked down at the smear of black on the back of her hands where she’d scrubbed at her face. “I’ll do the dance if you want me to.”

“I do.” It felt relevant, saying those two words. Words that I’d said in church all those years ago.

She went into the bathroom to wash her face and refix her look. We didn’t talk further about it. She got ready and then we shared a look as we walked out of the door, holding hands like we always did.


16

The Dance Contest

This was the first time I’d seen the ballroom full of people and it completely changed the atmosphere and appearance of the room. No longer was it a large space where the music and your voices echoed. Now it was buzzing; a crowd of people filled the seating area and more lining the walls to watch the dance contest. The overhead lights were dimmed and soft music played, adding to the ambience of the room.

“This is great,” Kelly said, her eyes still concerned despite the happy expression on her face.

“It’s impressive,” I agreed. “Are you nervous?”

“She shouldn’t be nervous,” Dennis Webb said, striding from the crowd with a warm grin. “Stefano tells me she’s a wonderful mover and that he’s thoroughly enjoyed every moment he’s spent with her.”

I glanced at my wife and saw her stiffen at the remark before turning to me and giving me an apologetic smile.

“I told you she was good.” Dennis must know what happened last night. He was teasing us. The hotel owner looked smart in a black tuxedo, his hair gelled back and the silver at his temples shining in the coloured lights above us. “The contest starts soon. Stefano is waiting for you over by the band.”

He gestured with a slender hand towards the musicians at the far side of the room and as I peered across the dance floor, I saw another group of people; the dancers presumably and indeed, Stefano was amongst them.

“Are you sure about this?” Kelly said quietly, her mouth close to my ear so Dennis couldn’t hear and when I nodded, she shook her head and looked down at the floor. “It feels like some sort of trick. You’re just humouring me to get through the dance competition and then you’re going to break up with me later.”

“I’m really not,” I whispered back and putting a finger under her chin, I turned her face to look up at me. “I love you. I meant what I said back in our room. I’m fine with what happened. We’re on vacation. Crazy things happen but I believe they happen for a reason.”

Her eyes searched my face for a sign that I wasn’t being sincere then Dennis’s voice boomed out across the room, announcing the start of the contest. I hadn’t even noticed him walk away but now he was standing with the musicians, a diamonte-encrusted microphone in his hand.

“You should go to Stefano,” I said, gently ushering her towards the dance floor. “He’ll think you’re not turning up because of what happened.”

“I love you,” she said one last time and then after a long look during which I saw several different emotions wash across her face, she turned and walked around the dance floor towards the man who had become her lover last night.

“Our first dancers are the wonderful Lucio and Melissa,” Dennis announced as I saw Kelly reach Stefano, who stepped back and looked her up and down and then hugged her close, forcing me to look away because I felt the sting of jealousy again. “Everyone give them a warm welcome as they dance the Cha-Cha-Cha.”

I found a spare seat and sat down to watch the show, interested to see that Dan and Lorraine were here, sitting a little further down on the same row as me. What was even more interesting was that Gianni was with them and not sitting to the side, but actually sitting in between the couple. He was definitely fucking Lorraine. I could just tell.

“How are you?” Dennis said, sitting next to me as the dancers began the first dance. “Viola told me what happened last night. I didn’t get back until the early morning so I missed it but she tells me you had fun.”

“I’m okay,” I said quietly, not wanting anyone around us to hear. “What did she tell you?”

“That two nights ago, Kelly got naked with Gianni and played with his dick. Then last night, she had sex with Stefano in the staff bedroom.” The hotel owner raised his eyebrows up and down suggestively. “And while you watched from my office, you and Viola had your own fun. How was it?”

She’d told him everything, it seemed.

“It was intense,” I replied, decided not to talk about what Viola and I did. “Watching her jerk Gianni off was one thing but actually seeing her have sex with Stefano was something else. I’ve never been so turned on in my entire life.”

“She says he gave her a really good fucking too,” Dennis said bluntly, his eyes drifting to the dancers before looking back at me. “How do you feel about it now? Is everything okay between you and Kelly?”

“She knows that I know,” I told him. “I struggled with it right afterwards. It didn’t feel right that she’d cheated on me and that she was acting as if nothing had happened. I couldn’t be my normal self and she worked it out. She doesn’t know how I know. I think she put it down to intuition but before I could even say anything, she just blurted it out. I don’t think she could handle keeping such a big secret from me.”

“Wow. That’s a big deal.” Dennis rubbed his hands together slowly. “It’s not uncommon for this to happen though. It’s a good sign. It means she loves you if she decided to come clean.”

“I know she loves me. We’re in love. It’s just going to take a little while to get my head around it all.”

Dennis nodded. “That’s good. So where do you go from here, do you think? Have you talked about it?”

“Not properly. Not yet. This literally happened as she was getting ready for the competition. She cried and I felt terrible so I told her that it was okay. I admitted to liking it. I’m not sure how she feels about that yet. She was going to cancel the competition because she thought I wouldn’t want her being near Stefano again.”

“But here you are,” he said, straightening his bow tie.

“Here we are,” I nodded.

The first dancers had almost finished, so Dennis excused himself to head back to the microphone stand but once he’d signalled for applause for the couple and then introduced the next pairing, he came back over.

“You’re probably glad that I was away on business,” he said, fidgeting in his seat. “If you’d been watching with me rather than Viola, you wouldn’t have gotten to fuck her. You do know she’s my girlfriend, right?”

“What?” I gulped. “I’m sorry. She never said. I had no idea.”

“I’m fucking with you,” the hotel owner chuckled, his entire body shaking as he tried to suppress his laugh. “She’s just an employee and a close friend. Did she tell you how we met?”

“No,” I said, relief flooding through me after he revealed his little joke.

“Ah. It’s not really my place to say but I think I can trust you. She was a porn star and I had a bit of a thing for her, so one day, I asked her online if I could watch her at a shoot. She asked for a certain amount of money and as you probably realise by now, money really isn’t an issue for me.”

“So you watched her have sex?”

“I watched her get gangbanged,” Dennis grinned. “It was… enlightening. The first gangbang I’d ever seen in real life. Anyway, after that, we chatted and I offered her a job, to get her away from porn. And here she is.”

“Here she is,” I echoed. “Here we all are. Life is pretty fucking weird sometimes, isn’t it? I mean, how did you end up in this lifestyle? How did this hotel come about? Kelly wondered if you won the lottery.”

“I was cuckolded. Unwillingly, a very long time ago by my first girlfriend,” Dennis’s eyes were staring into the distance, looking blankly across the dance floor as the couple danced the jive in the centre of the room. “She let the previous owner of this hotel fuck her, right in front of me. It’s a story I don’t share very often.”

“I’m sorry.” I glanced at him and saw him return to the present, his focus switching back to the dancers.

“I ended up owning the place, so it worked out in the end. As I said to you the other day when you asked, it’s a long story. Excuse me.”

I thought I’d offended him for a moment until I realised that the second couple’s dance was ending and he was needed once more to announce the next contestants. The hotel owner came back afterwards but he didn’t talk about his past any further, instead turning the conversation towards making sure I was okay and offering me some good advice from his own experiences.

“It’s just sex,” he concluded, right before he had to leave to announce the final couple, Kelly and Stefano. “She’s still the same Kelly that you married. She might have been intimate with other men but she’s still the same woman. Having sex doesn’t change you physically. As long as you both love each other, nothing else matters. Explain that to her if she’s still feeling guilty or worried.”

“I’ll try,” I said, thanking him as he got up to do his part on the microphone. This time he didn’t come back over, instead taking his place at a table with a small circle of people that I decided must be the judges.

I looked at my beautiful wife as she stepped onto the floor with her dance teacher-turned-dance partner. She looked incredible. The black dress hugged her body, emphasizing her slim waist and the feminine curves of her breasts and hips. Her long, straightened red hair glimmered as the spotlight operator turned the bright beam towards the couple, circling them in a pool of white light.

The band started up and I watched, entranced, as Stefano steered her around the dance floor. After seeing how good she was during their last practice, I wasn’t surprised at her gracefulness but what did surprise me is how turned on I got simply by watching her dance. Perhaps it was because I knew what had occurred between the two of them last night, but whatever it was, by the time they ended their routine; my wife draped over his arm; the crowd enthusiastically applauding, my cock was rock hard.

There was a short break after that while the judges considered their decision and I hoped for some time with Kelly but she was surrounded by the other dancers, all congratulating each other and chatting. It felt rude of me to interrupt and take her away when she was obviously having a good time, so I left her to it, enjoying a beer at the small bar area until the lights dimmed once more and Dennis stepped up to the microphone to announce the result.

“And the winner is-” he paused for effect, looking around the room slowly. “Our very own dancer, Stefano and his beautiful partner, Kelly!”

The crowd burst into cheers and applause, a large portion of them getting to their feet to clap and whoop at my wife and the Italian as they first hugged in joy before joining Dennis on the stage where the band was set up.

“Thank you so much,” the Italian said as Dennis offered him the microphone. “I had a wonderful time. My partner, Kelly was fantastic and beautiful, I’m sure you’ll all agree. Thank you!”

Dennis offered Kelly a chance to speak but she shyly declined then after accepting a small golden trophy that the band leader produced from the back of the room, she let Stefano lead her back to the far side of the room, joining the other dancers who gathered around, congratulating her.

I stayed by the bar, waiting for the group of dancers to dissipate as the room began to empty but it took some time because Dennis took them a bottle of Champagne and a tray of glasses, which Stefano and Kelly were all too happy to enjoy.

I started to feel forgotten about when perhaps a half hour later, my wife was still spending her time with the Italian and her newfound dance friends, but eventually, she looked around, spotted me by the bar and walked over with a beaming smile on her face.

“Well done,” I congratulated her. “You won! I’m so proud of you.”

“I’m sorry for not coming over earlier,” she said, bouncing on her toes in excitement, still obviously buzzing from the result. “I just got caught up in the moment. The dancers are all so friendly.”

“You can spend some more time with them, if you like,” I offered, showing her my latest, half-full bottle of beer. “I’m fine here, chilling out by the bar.”

She narrowed her eyes for a moment, then asked carefully, “Are you feeling jealous of me and Stefano? Do you want me to leave now and go back to our room?”

“No. Celebrate your win,” I insisted. “I’m good. We’re good. We need to talk, obviously, but right now, I’m just happy that you won and I want you to be too. Enjoy the moment.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,” I nodded, waving her away. “Go. Have fun. I’ll be here when you’re ready to head up.”

She beamed at me again and skipped back across the room to Stefano and the other dance couples. I took my beer and sat down, thinking about what Dennis had said. He was right. It was only sex. She was still my wife. As much as she’d changed, she was still my Kelly. In a couple of days, we’d be on a plane heading home. Everything would go back to normal but we’d have some fantastic - and sexy - memories to take home with us.
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A Night of Pleasure

“I’m ready,” Kelly announced some time later. The room was almost empty now, the last few customers heading out through the door so that we were almost the last people in the room. I shook my beer bottle, disappointed to find it empty and then was disappointed again when I turned to see that the bar was closed, the shutters pulled down.

The overhead lights went off, indicating that it was time to go and that everything was closing, so I stood up and gazed again at my amazing wife who was leaning against the table, waiting for me. She was still radiant with happiness at winning the contest and had a twinkle in her eye which suggested that the Champagne she’d been supping had gone to her head.

“Let’s go,” I said but just as I reached out to take her hand and lead her out of the ballroom, Stefano appeared from the shadows at the back of the room.

“My beautiful partner,” he said in his heavily-accented voice, circling his arms around her waist from behind and pulling her away from me and into his embrace. He looked over the top of her head at me. “Are you proud of her? You must be. She was incredible.”

“Very proud,” I nodded as he dipped his head and whispered something into her ear that made her giggle.

“She’s one of the best I’ve ever had,” the Italian said, looking back up at me and giving me a subtle wink that Kelly couldn’t see before lowering his head again but this time, rather than whispering in her ear, he kissed it.

“Stefano,” Kelly said sharply, looking up at him sharply. “What are you-”

He ignored her and lowered his face again, kissing her ear and then sliding more kisses down her neck to her shoulder. My wife wriggled against his grip; he still had his arms around her waist, holding her back firmly against his body.

“Stefano,” she sighed. “Stop. Martin… is… here.. and-”

“Shush,” he soothed her, feathering her collarbone with more kisses while she continued to attempt to free herself from his embrace.

“Let go,” she said but I could tell she didn’t mean it. When she looked at me, silently asking me to help her, I didn’t. I held her gaze, licking my lips nervously as Stefano’s hand slid up from her waist to her breast, cupping it and squeezing it gently and then she closed her eyes and gave up resisting.

“People will see,” she moaned softly as he caressed her through her dress while kissing her neck again.

“Everyone’s gone,” he told her and I looked around to make sure he was right. He was. We were the only people in the ballroom although I suspected that Dennis was watching when I noticed a solitary red light glowing through a vent in the ceiling.

“We’re all alone,” I confirmed, realising what was possibly going to happen. Was he going to seduce her right in front of me?

Stefano’s hand tugged at the front of her dress, pulling it down so that her black bra and cleavage came into view

“We can’t do this,” Kelly said, her eyes still closed as he slid his hand inside her bra to feel her breast properly. His other hand moved down, gathering her skirt and lifting it.

“Why not?” Stefano breathed, trying to slide his hand into her panties but she pushed it away and finally eased herself from his embrace.

“Because it’s not right,” she said, her voice trembling. “I shouldn’t have slept with you. I’m married. I told you earlier. Martin has said he forgives me but… Stefano, what are you doing? You can’t just-”

The Italian was ignoring her, scooping her back into his arms powerfully and kissing her to silence her while I simply stood there watching.

“We can’t do this,” she kept repeating in a tiny, almost breathless voice when he finally broke the kiss.

“Not here, perhaps,” the Italian replied, then turned to me. “Martin. Shall we take her up to your room?”

“Do you want to?” I asked my wife and she looked at me, bewilderment in her light green eyes.

“Do I want to… what?” she said, swallowing deeply and trying to ignore Stefano’s hands which were roaming across her breasts, which he had freed from her bra, her dress pulled down almost to her waist.

“Do you want to go to our room and have sex with Stefano?” I said, barely hanging onto my composure. My erection was straining against the inside of my shorts and my heart was beating so hard that I could feel it thumping against the inside of my chest.

“This is crazy,” she murmured and obviously turned on to the point of losing control, she turned and kissed Stefano in front of me, then took his hand and led him from the ballroom, pausing at the door to rearrange the front of her dress.

I followed them down the stairs and into the elevator. She never let go of his hand and some customers in the bar saw us but I was too caught up in what was happening to care about what they thought. I saw Dan and Lorraine exchange a look as we passed them and headed into the elevator but again, I didn’t care because as soon as the lift doors closed, my wife and Italian began kissing again. Kelly’s hands were on his back, moving up and down and feeling his muscles as he stroked her backside, enjoying the feeling of her curves until the doors opened once more and then they walked hand-in-hand to Room 69 while I followed behind.

“We can’t-” she began to say as we entered the room but as soon as we were all inside and before the hotel door had even closed behind me, Stefano silenced her again by picking her up and carrying her to the bed.

“I want you,” the Italian said. “Last night was wonderful but now you can make love to me knowing that your husband is okay with it. You don’t have to feel bad. We don’t have to hold back or keep it a secret.”

My wife was lying on the bed where he’d just tossed her and she didn’t try to move or resist as he climbed up alongside her and tugged her dress down again, this time pulling it all the way off and throwing it to the floor. She didn’t say anything, not even as he hooked his fingers into the hem of her panties and pulled them down. She just lay there, her black bra and hold-up stockings the only thing she was wearing, staring at me as if she was waiting for me to stop it.

“I love you,” I said softly.

“I love you too,” she replied, then closed her eyes as Stefano once again put his head between her thighs and began to lick her.

“It’s warm in here,” he said after a minute or so of gliding his tongue over her swollen clitoris. “Martin, could you turn the air-con down?”

I knew what he was suggesting I do so I walked across the room, circling around the bed so that I didn’t have to take my eyes off what he was doing to my wife then I pressed the little white button and glanced up at the vent to make sure the red light was on.

“Are we really doing this?” Kelly moaned from the bed as I stepped closer for a better view. Stefano’s fingers ran through the downy reddish hair on her mound and then parted her small pink labia so that he could delve his tongue deep into her slit.

“Yes,” I said, my own voice trembling now. “It’s fine. I want you to do it. I want to watch.”

“Don’t watch,” she replied, before suddenly moaning loudly and then pushing Stefano’s head away for a moment. “Come here.”

“Yes, come closer. Sit on the bed next to us,” Stefano said, standing up and taking off his sequinned shirt. I did what he suggested, sitting next to Kelly and we both watched the dance teacher as he undid his belt and dropped his trousers and shorts.

“I told you his… thing… was big,” Kelly said softly as his thick, long, semi-erect cock came into view. Of course, she had no idea I’d already seen it when I watched them last night.

“Do you like it?” I asked her. “I remember you saying that Adam - Ben’s cousin - had a big one and you said it was horrible. Too big, you said.”

“Suck it,” Stefano said, climbing back onto the bed and standing over her. Kelly looked at me first and when I nodded, she opened her mouth and took him into her mouth.

I was sitting directly next to them now, less than a foot away from what was happening. I could hear the slurping sounds she made and then the slight gag that came from her as he pushed deeper into her mouth.

“Yes,” she said, stopping for a moment to get her breath.

“Yes?” I said, unable to take my eyes away from her hand which was still gripping his now fully erect cock.

“Your question,” she explained. “You asked if I like it. Yes, I do.”

“So it’s not as big as Adam’s,” I surmised. “You said he was too big. Horribly big.”

“No, it’s probably about the same size.” My wife looked closely at his penis, stroking it up and down slowly in front of her face. “Maybe a little bigger than Adam’s, in fact.”

“So…” I was confused. “You like big dicks now?”

She didn’t answer straight away because Stefano put his hand behind her head and eased her mouth over the tip of it again, then stroked her hair while we both watched her suck him.

“I liked Adam’s thing,” Kelly said, once again catching her breath after another few minutes of sucking Stefano. “I just told you I didn’t because I didn’t want you to feel bad about yours not being as big. I didn’t want you to feel insecure or inferior.”

“Oh, right,” I said, my mind spinning at the revelation. All this time, I thought she didn’t like talking about Adam because she felt ashamed but it was actually because she didn’t want to admit to liking his larger size.

Stefano moved, crouching between her thighs as she opened them to accommodate him and then I leaned forward for a closer look as he rubbed the dark, shiny tip of his erection against the entrance to her pussy.

“Are you sure this is okay, Martin?” Kelly asked me softly without taking her eyes off his cock between her legs.

“Yes,” Stefano answered for me. “He wants to watch me fuck you. Don’t you, Martin?”

“I do,” I said, once again mirroring the words I’d said on our wedding day.

“Put it in,” Kelly said, reaching down and taking hold of his erection. I had a strange moment when I saw the wedding ring that I’d placed on her finger that day. Back then, I would never have imagined that gold ring would one day be pressed against a stranger’s cock as she guided it inside her.

I watched it slide into her pussy and heard her grunt softly as it disappeared fully so that Stefano’s groin pressed against her pubic mound. The time for conversation was over.

Stefano let his weight rest atop my wife and then began to fuck her.

I sat there, just inches away from Kelly as another man made love to her and it was the greatest experience of my life. Watching her wrap her arms and legs around him, welcoming him inside her; enjoying the feeling of his bigger dick filling her up and stretching her out; hearing her whimper and moan in pleasure as he thrust harder and faster; seeing her eyes roll into her head as her first orgasm rocked through her; I knew this was a turning point in my life. I knew this was a moment that would change me forever.

I felt something on my thigh and realised it was Kelly’s hand reaching down, trying to find my cock.

“Get it out,” she said, in between soft, sexual groans of pleasure. “Let me wank you off.”

I didn’t take my shirt off, feeling insecure about being next to someone of Stefano’s ripped build but I stood up and stepped out of my trousers and underwear. My dick might be half the size of the Italian’s but for some reason, that didn’t bother me as much as comparing our torsos.

“Get on all fours,” Stefano said to her, just as her hand had found my erection and begun to stroke it. “Then you can suck him.”

Kelly nodded her assent and as soon as he shifted out of the way, she rolled over so that her head was close to me and raised her backside when he got back on the bed behind her.

“You were telling the truth,” she said to me, then her eyes opened wide and she gasped as Stefano entered her from behind. “Oh, fuck. He’s so deep.”

“Telling the truth about what?”

“Years ago, when I told you about my threesomes with Adam and Ben,” she explained, moaning again as he began to fuck her. “You said you’d like to do it. I thought you were just saying that to make me feel better, so I pretended to be mad at you.”

“Really?” I said, then picked up on what she’d just said. “Wait… threesomes? You did it more than once? I thought-”

“We did it a few times. I told you, I liked Adam’s bigger cock.”

I was seeing Kelly in a new light now. Her ‘night of shame’ hadn’t been a night of shame at all. It had been a night of pleasure. Her first of many, it seemed.

She couldn’t talk much after that because Stefano was ramming her so hard from behind. She was still wearing the black bra and he was holding the back strap in his hands and using it to pull her onto him and he fucked her.

I tried to get her to suck me but because of the force of him pounding her from behind, she had to keep stopping to cry out in pleasure or because the motion of his pushing her forward so forcefully would drive my cock too deep into her mouth and make her gag.

Then she came again, this time a huge orgasm that had her entire body shuddering so hard that she curled up on the bed in the foetal position for a minute afterwards, getting her breath back and waiting for the trembling in her legs to stop.

“Oh, my fucking God,” she sighed eventually, finally stretching out her legs and looking at me and Stefano contentedly. She’d gotten good at swearing now. “That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had. Now, there’s one thing I want to do with both of you.”

“What is that?” Stefano asked, exchanging a smile with me.

“When I did the threesomes that Martin was referring to,” Kelly told him, unconsciously - or perhaps deliberately - stroking her pussy mound with one hand, “I sometimes took them both at the same time and I remember enjoying it.”

“What?” I gasped. “You said he tried to do anal and you hated it.”

“I didn’t like anal,” she confessed. “I let them do it but it wasn’t nice. It’s not my thing.”

“Then what are you talking about?” I asked.

“Adam and Ben used to put both their things in me at the same time,” she said patiently, waiting for me to work it out. “You know… both in my… in my pussy, at the same time.”

“You want to?” Stefano said to me. “I can show you how.”

Did I? If my mind wasn’t already blown, it was now.

I nodded.
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Two In One

“Okay, so now, Kelly, you need to get on top of me.”

Stefano was on the bed, lying on his back and I watched as my wife straddled his cock. Holding it in her hand, she positioned her pussy over it and then slid down, groaning loudly as she took it inside her.

The view from where I was, kneeling on the foot of the bed, was incredible. She was still wearing the sheer hold-up stockings and I noticed that one of them had ripped, a large run causing a vertical line down the back of her thigh. For some reason, that turned me on. She’d never looked so slutty in her entire life as what did she now.

Kelly leaned forward and their lips met, kissing passionately as she fucked him for a moment until he stopped her.

“Rallenta,” he said, breaking the kiss and then pushing her away as she tried to kiss him again. “Slow down, Kelly.”

“It feels so good,” she moaned, continuing to ride her pussy up and down his length, which was wet and slick; coated in her juices.

“Slow down,” he repeated. “Give Martin time to get inside you too.”

He nodded at me to join in and instructed me to get behind her and put my cock inside alongside his own.

Kelly stayed still when she felt my hand on her ass. With my other hand, I placed the tip of my cock against the stretched skin where his cock entered her and gently pushed my hips forward.

“Oooooooh,” Kelly groaned as the head of my dick managed to ease inside. It felt weird as I gradually shuffled my knees forward, getting more and more of my modest length in her, because my cock was pressed against Stefano’s. My penis touching another man’s penis was something that again, I’d never ever thought would happen. It was something I’d never even fantasized about it but it was happening.

“I’m in,” I said, my voice trembling again with pure arousal and excitement.

“I’m so full,” Kelly moaned. “Does it look good, Martin? I feel so stretched. This is just how I remember it being with Adam and Ben. It’s such a good feeling.”

Stefano’s body moved; he lifted his hips and I felt his dick glide against mine, pushing deeper into her.

“Oh, fuck,” Kelly groaned. “It feels too good. Don’t stop. Fuck me.”

“Slowly,” Stefano said to me. “If you go too fast, you’ll come out.”

I put my hands on my wife’s hips and began to move in and out, bringing more whimpers and moans from her until she locked her lips over Stefano’s and they kissed as we both gently and slowly fucked her stretched-out hole.

“I’m cumming,” she said a few minutes after we’d started, a barely audible, course whisper, then her entire body seized up and she arched her back, squeezing my cock out of her as the orgasm rocked through her. As soon as she calmed down and they started kissing again, I put my cock back inside her carefully.

“God, yes,” she sighed, looking over her shoulder. “Fuck me, Martin.”

With my hands back on her hips, I fucked her, faster this time, being careful not to slip out. Stefano didn’t move, he just lay there with his cock deeply buried inside her, my own dick rubbing against his while pushing in and out of my wife’s pussy.

“Stop,” she told me after a few minutes. “I don’t want to get too sore. I just want Stefano for a while, is that okay? When he’s gone, you can do whatever you want to me, all night, I promise.”

“Okay,” I said, pulling my cock out and sitting on the edge of the bed again to watch. She sat upright so that Stefano could pull her tits from her bra, tugging it down to her waist so that he could play with her tits while she rode his cock. He pinched her pink nipples making her swear softly under her breath. At what point had my Kelly become a potty-mouth slut?

I looked up at the vent and then over at the mirror, wondering if Dennis was watching. I was pretty sure that he was. If not, this was probably being recorded for him to watch tomorrow. Kelly’s back was turned, she couldn’t see me, so I gave the mirror a quick thumbs up. That would make him smile if he saw it.

After they fucked in the cowgirl position for a while, Stefano rolled her over onto her front on the bed and laid atop her, entering her from behind. She tried to spread her legs but he told them to keep them together.

“You’ll feel it even better,” he told her, thrusting into her hard and deep and the orgasm that she had mere minutes later proved that he was right. Finally, he rolled her over again and they made love, slowly and passionately, their tongues intertwining as they kissed and fucked. My eyes drank it all in, committing everything to memory. I knew I’d think about this forever, reliving it whenever we had sex in the future or when I was on my own, masturbating to the memories of tonight.

“I want you to cum inside me,” I heard Kelly whisper into his ear. “Do it. Please. Cum in me.”

Stefano nodded, not bothering to check with me, then his muscles clenched in his lower back and he thrust, once, twice, three times, powerfully and forcefully driving the end of his cock as deep into my wife as he could and held himself there while groaning gutturally, a haunting, animalistic sound because I knew he was shooting his seed into her unprotected womb.

She might get pregnant, I knew that, but such was all our super-heightened states of arousal that none of us seemed to care. I just sat there and watched as he slowly began to pump in and out of her for another minute or two, until eventually, he rolled away, his cock sliding from her with an audible, sloppy sound and a bubble of milky sperm escaped with a soft pop and whoosh as air escaped her ruined-looking, gaping pussy hole.

“Well, that’s embarrassing,” she said with a giggle, closing her legs at the sound and we all laughed, the funny moment alleviating the heavy tension that had filled the room for the past hour or more.

“That was so much fun,” Stefano said, sitting on the edge of the bed and looking at us both. “Thank you.”

“How much did you cum inside me?” Kelly said, reaching down between her legs and scooping away some of the sticky white semen that was oozing from her before closing them. “You Italians seem to have so much sperm.”

“I don’t know about that,” Stefano shrugged, standing up and stretching his arms above his head, showing off his impressive physique. His softening cock swung between his legs and I saw Kelly glance at it, enjoying the sight. “I should go and let you have some time together,” he said, gathering up his clothes.

“Okay,” Kelly replied, pushing herself into a sitting position. “Thank you, Stefano. For the dancing… for the sex… for everything.”

“You make it sound like goodbye and it doesn’t have to be. I will see you tomorrow if you like?” he smiled and when she nodded and said okay, he got dressed and finally, once he walked out of the door, my wife and I were alone.

“Really?” I said, lying down next to her.

“Would you mind?” she asked softly. “One last bit of naughtiness tomorrow, before we go home? If you’d rather we spend the day together, just me and you-”

“No, it’s okay,” I said. “We have the rest of our lives as just me and you. While we’re here, while you’ve found someone you like, why shouldn’t you have some fun?”

“Forget about tomorrow for now,” Kelly said, finally peeling off the torn stockings. “Let’s make the most of tonight.”

She lay back down on the bed and opened her legs seductively. I didn’t need a second invitation. I slid my body over hers, noticing the damp sheen of sweat that coated her skin from the sex she’d enjoyed with Stefano. “I fucking love you,” I said into her ear as I pressed my cock against her folds.

“Go easy on me,” she murmured. “I’m a little bit tingly down there. I’ll be surprised if I’m not walking gingerly in the morning.”

As I slid inside her, I was surprised by the ease that it went inside and how different it felt before I realised that it was down to the Italian’s sperm that was still in her. It made her pussy feel cooler and slippery, a strange thing to experience; another man’s cum serving as lubricant in your wife’s cunt.

“I’ve already orgasmed,” she said softly as I took my time, gliding my cock in and out of her and enjoying the weird sensation of it being so wet and sticky. “So don’t worry about trying to make me cum. Just fuck me and finish inside me. Add your cum to his.”

“Is that what you used to do with Adam and Ben?” I asked, curiosity getting the better of me. “Did they both cum inside you.”

“Yes. Ben liked it. His cousin would cum first then Ben enjoyed the… what’s the term? It’s a crude one… Oh, yes. Sloppy seconds. Urgh. Horrible term but that’s what he liked.”

I started to fuck her harder and faster and she spread her legs wide to accommodate me better. “That’s it,” she encouraged me, “I love you. Do it.”

She wasn’t moaning as she had done with Stefano and I wondered briefly if she could even feel me inside her but before the thought could begin to trouble me, I felt my balls tightening and then with quite an incredible rush of blood through my veins, I lifted myself from the bed so I could look down at my dick cum inside her. The culmination of the last few days’ erotic adventures was the most intense thing I’d ever experienced and my climax was equally mind-blowing. I kept fucking her as I came, enjoying the sight of so much cum leaking out of her, coating my dick and groin as it splashed and oozed out onto her thighs and the bed below.

Again, a wash of conflicting emotions ran through me in waves almost as soon as I’d finished cumming inside her but this time I was prepared for it. I rolled away and pulled my wife into my arms, kissing her hungrily while riding out the feelings of self-doubt, worry and guilt. She might have been fucked again by someone else tonight but along with her winning the dance contest, that fact only served to make me oddly proud of her.

Kelly was a sex goddess. She’d attracted and easily handled someone as masculine, handsome and physically impressive as Stefano. He’d obviously enjoyed every minute with her and every inch of her. A man like him could have anyone but he’d desired and lusted over a woman who belonged to me.

I looked at the mirror on the wall that housed one of the secret cameras and realised that we’d probably made a fantastic sex tape. How many men came here and actually experienced a full-on threesome like the one I’d enjoyed tonight? How good did Kelly look on it? I imagined that she’d make a wonderful pornstar, another thought that made me feel strangely proud of my wife.

I got up and switched the cameras off at the air-con control panel then got back into bed, pulling the sheets over us both. She snuggled into me, pulling my arms around her and I bent my neck to kiss her on the forehead, something that brought a smile to her lips. Within minutes she was asleep and I closed my eyes and let myself drift off into the most contented dreamland I could ever have hoped for.

My last thought before I fell asleep was a memory; of Kelly saying on our first night here that she had a feeling that we were going to really enjoy this vacation.

She’d been right.
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Epilogue

“Why did you tell Martin that I used to be a pornstar?” Viola asked Dennis when she found him standing outside on the steps that led up to the doors of the Azure View. “That’s not true!”

“Because I thought it would be funny,” the hotel owner replied, pushing his straw Panama hat back a little to look at his receptionist and right-hand woman. “I’m guessing he said something to you? I was hoping he would.”

“It’s not funny,” the black woman pouted, folding her arms beneath her large breasts. “Just now as they were leaving, he pulled me to one side and asked me if any of my movies were still online because he’d love to watch them. I had to ask him what he meant by movies and then he told me what you said.”

Dennis laughed, his voice deep and rich. “Brilliant,” he chortled, clapping his hands together. “That’s exactly what I hoped he’d do. What did you say?”

“I played along because I didn’t want to make him feel like a fool. I told him that the videos had all been deleted a while ago and he seemed disappointed but gave me his email address just in case I ever decided to upload them again. You’re really not funny, Dennis Webb.”

“Well, he was asking about the hotel and how I got to be the owner and we ended up talking about you. I couldn’t tell him the truth about you and me, could I?”

Viola shook her head. “If you keep my secrets, I’ll keep yours. That was the agreement and we’ll always stick to it, won’t we?”

“We will.”

The two of them looked out at the road at the bottom of the steps. Martin and Kelly, his attractive red-haired wife - now a hotwife - were loading their cases into a taxi, ready to head to the airport and then their home.

“I wouldn’t have played the trick on you if you hadn’t fucked him,” Dennis said softly. “You broke the rules. You fucked Dan too.”

“I know and I’m sorry,” Viola replied. “I was horny. You know how I get sometimes. Anyway, I’ve already apologised for that. Can we change the subject?”

“To what?”

“You still haven’t told me what happened with Donna or why you had to fly to the Onyx Vista so suddenly.”

“You know, I almost told Martin about her,” Dennis said. “We were talking and when he asked how I got the hotel - before we ended up talking about you - I told him how it all started. Well, I almost did.”

“Dennis,” Viola said, taking one of his slender hands and holding it. “You’re avoiding the question. What’s going on?”

“She’s divorcing me,” he said, a grim expression fixing on his face. “Again.”

Viola’s jaw tightened and she took a moment before replying. “Well, I know you expected it but I’m sorry. Why did you need to see her so urgently though? I mean you flew to the Caribbean at the drop of a hat. Why?”

Dennis took off the straw Panama and dropped it on the floor, then smiled comically before picking it up. “Drop of a hat,” he chuckled.

“That’s even less funny than telling a client that I’m a porn actress,” Viola said. “Stop acting the clown and talk to me.”

Dennis righted the hat on his head once more, watching the taxi with Martin and Kelly drive away.

“Martin is definitely going to enjoy the videos when I send them to him. They’re so hot.”

“Stop changing the subject.”

Dennis sighed. “She wants the hotel. The Azure View. She is still insisting that it’s hers by right.”

“What?” Viola’s mouth dropped open. “How dare she? Just because-”

“Our secret, remember?” Dennis silenced her with a look.

“Fucking bitch.” Viola’s face clouded over with annoyance. “I’m of a mind to fly over to the Onyx Vista myself and-”

“No. I’ll handle it,” Dennis said, turning around and walking through the silver rotating doors into the foyer. “I thought I could reason with her. That’s why I flew over but it was very quickly apparent that she didn’t want to negotiate. So I have to figure out another way of appeasing her.”

“Without revealing-”

“Yes, Viola. No one will ever know about that. There are other ways of winning this battle. Don’t worry. Now, let’s not talk about it anymore. Just trust me, okay?”

“Fine.” The black woman didn’t sound convinced but she changed the subject. “We have the new couple coming in today. Stacy and Kris. They should be here soon. What room are we giving them?”

“I was going to put them in the Room With A View but after Gianni spent the last four days fucking Lorraine in there - sixteen times over four days, he says - while her husband Dan watched and wanked off… well, the room is going to need an extremely deep clean, shall we say?”

“So where? The Roman Room?”

“Good call,” Dennis smiled at his right-hand woman. “The Roman Room is a good choice. They’re an unusual couple, Stacy and Kris. I have a plan for them but it’s going to be a strange one because she’s the one that booked custom service.”

“Wow,” Viola’s eyes widened. “So she wants to become a hotwife but-”

“But her husband doesn’t know,” Dennis nodded. “The opposite of Kelly and Martin. Hey, did you see Martin and Dan talking today as they were getting ready to leave? I overheard them planning to do a wife swap.”

“Martin told me yesterday that his wife said that what they did was a one-off,” Viola frowned. “She was planning to return to being a normal monogamous wife when they got home. He said that she’d enjoyed the sex with Stefano but it was just a vacation fling. He hoped for more, but she’d told him no.”

“Well, something must have changed because I definitely heard him and Dan making plans for the four of them to get together when back home.”

“Interesting,” Viola tapped her lip. “She did spend all day in bed with Stefano yesterday after I’d had the chat with Martin, so perhaps that changed things.”

“Maybe,” Dennis walked over to the reception desk. “I hope it works out for them, wherever they take their relationship from here. I’m just happy that they went home happy and satisfied.”

“Me too,” Viola replied, sitting behind her desk and leafing through her notes. “So… Stacy and Kris… Roman Room. That’s done. What else is there to catch up on today? Is there anything else you need doing today, boss?”

“We need to start organising Christmas. Our bookings are a little lower than usual,” Dennis replied. “I’ve had a great idea to remedy that. How about we run a competition with the prize being a week’s stay over the festive period? Do it for custom service, on the usual websites. Perhaps we could bill it as A Hotwife’s Christmas Roast, or something like that.”

“Great idea,” Viola nodded. “Leave it with me. I’ll get on it today. Anything else, boss?”

“You know calling me that gets me horny, Viola Green.”

“I’m sorry,” the black woman fluttered her eyelashes at him. “…boss.”

“You’re asking to be taken to the dungeon, Viola.”

“Yes, I am, boss.”

Dennis flexed his knuckles, making them crack audibly. “Wouldn’t you prefer to just go to my office and fuck? I am quite horny, now I think about it.”

“An office fuck sounds good. Perhaps we could watch Kelly’s threesome video,” Viola grinned. “I’ll get Mati to run the front desk for a while.”

Just as she picked up her phone to call the young brunette, a good-looking couple came through the rotating doors. The man was tall and handsome with short dark hair but his wife was in a much higher league than him. She shook her long, blonde curls free from the clasp that had been holding them back as she approached the desk.

“Are you Dennis?” she asked, her voice light and nervous-sounding.

Her unusually bright blue eyes were the only reason Dennis managed not to stare at the healthy amount of cleavage that was on display through the deep v-neck of her white top. She was beautiful, classy and elegant and she reminded him of…. her. So much so that he couldn’t find his voice to reply.

“I’m Stacy,” the blonde introduced herself. “Can we check in? Custom service.”

* * *

Oh, shit, Viola thought, looking at the blonde woman and the effect she was having on Dennis. He was speechless, then when he did speak, he stumbled over his famous introduction about being the proprietor of the Azure View but Viola understood why her boss was acting this way.

She was so much like a young Christine Webb that it was like looking at the dead woman’s ghost.


Coming Soon

Dennis Webb, Viola Green, the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa and all of their staff will return in the third Holiday Hotwives book, Stacy: Three’s A Crowd. The pre-order is now live!

Also, find out what happens to the winners of Viola’s Christmas Competition in ‘A Hotwife’s Christmas Roast’ - a special bonus entry to the series and part of a Christmas collaboration with many other hotwife authors.

And if you haven’t read it yet, check out the bonus chapters that continue Tina and Joe’s adventures after Tina: Taking One For The Team here: Tina Takes Another One For The Team, now live on Amazon!


A Note To The Reader

I just wanted to say thank you very much for purchasing my book, and reading it right to the end! At least I hope you did, and that you didn’t just skip forward!

By purchasing the book, you’re helping to support me in writing future novels - make sure you follow me on my social media channels and website or join my mailing list to stay updated about those future projects.

Finally, if you enjoyed the book and really want to help me - please go to the product page and leave a review. Even if it’s just a star rating. Reviews really help my books get found by search engines, so if you could do that for me, it’d be great!

Thanks again, for buying and reading my books, it’s really appreciated!

Until next time,

Paul
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