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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Now that we’ve taken that first giant leap into the hotwife lifestyle,

I feel like things are already spinning out of control.

We’ve only had one bull in our bedroom so far.

But Victoria is already enamored with him.

Just like, of course, he is with her.

What could go wrong?

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I love living in Italy.

I know, right? Who wouldn’t? It’s incredible how the Italians just have their shit together. I know that’s not the reputation they have in the rest of the world and to some extent it is true. But in some ways, they’ve got it all down pat, dialed in, whatever. They don’t play games with the things that matter, like food, wine, sex, cars, clothes, you name it. The things that are important, the keys to real happiness, they’ve got it covered. It’s amazing.

“Mack, are you ready for dinner?” my wife, Victoria, called out from the kitchen. She does most of the cooking during the week when it’s just the two of us and she’s getting to be quite good at it. It helps that we live in Tuscany, one of the acknowledged culinary centers of a country that is world-famous for its cuisine, but she’s really coming into her own now that she has the time to focus on it. She accompanies me to the market most days, where we do our best to learn the language and about the different ingredients that make eating in this part of the world a religious experience.

“Are the steaks almost ready?” she asked me as I man the grill. We’ve fallen in love with a dish known simply as Florentine steak, or Bistecca Alla Fiorentina as it’s known locally, which is unbelievably delicious. It’s a T-bone cut from one of the local breeds of cattle and cold-aged to perfection. We discovered the recipe a few weeks after we moved to the little town of Cortona about 100 kilometers southeast of Florence. We can’t get enough of it, first at a nice little restaurant in town and now in our new backyard, which isn’t really new but it’s new to us. We bought a 150-year-old renovated farmhouse a month ago after we moved here from New York City to pursue our dreams.

“Five more minutes,” I yelled at Victoria. She emerged from the house with a bowl of greens that were probably picked fresh this morning and a cannellini bean salad. My mouth was watering as I monitored the progress of the steak and sipped our new favorite wine, a local Chianti Classico we bought three cases of as soon as we moved in and had almost finished in less than a month.

“They smell wonderful,” Victoria said after she left the side dishes on our ancient outdoor table and wrapped her arms around my waist. “You’re getting so good at this.”

“Practice makes perfect,” I intoned as if I was saying something profound. She giggled and walked to the patio for her glass of wine.

Six or seven minutes later, we were sitting at the table as the sun set across an open field in the hills west of town, eating too fast and drinking even faster but loving our new life.

“Want to go to Florence tomorrow?” she asked me with a twinkle in her eye and a lilt that still knocks me out, even though I most definitely do not want to go to Florence tomorrow or any other day. I know the day is coming when I won’t say ‘no’ I just don’t want it to be today.

“Seriously?” I asked as I rolled my eyes. “Will you never take this cup from me?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she laughed. “It’s not like we’re going to run into him, you know? It’s a big city, Mack.”

“You don’t know that, Vicks. We might.” I focused on my delicious steak. I am getting pretty good at grilling if I do say so myself. Not that I ever would.

“We can’t avoid Florence forever, honey. It’s the art capital of Italy, if not the world.”

“So? I’ve seen plenty of art.” I’m an artist, by the way. A painter.

“I know, baby. I know. And I couldn’t be more proud of you.” She patted my hand and it somehow didn’t feel nearly as patronizing as it should have. “But I haven’t seen nearly enough and you can only put me off so long. You understand, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I know, Vicks. I know.” I focus on dinner and wish the whole subject would fall off the face of the earth. But I know it won’t.

“If you want me to, I can call him and let him know we’re coming so we can make sure we don’t run into him, Mack.” She took another bite of steak and smiled at me sweetly as if that would solve everything.

“Then he’ll know we’re coming and I know how that will end, Vicks. You do, too.”

“Do you want to stay here and work while I go by myself?” She looked at me, those big brown eyes of hers burning holes in my forehead.

“That would be even worse. You’d wind up at his place all day.”

“Would that be so bad?” she asked in a sweet tone that killed me. “I mean, how would that change things?”

“Well, for one, you might not come home tonight. He would try to talk you into staying over at his place. I imagine he would ply you with wine so you couldn’t drive.”

She shot me a look. “Wow, you’re a real cynic these days, Mack. What’s gotten into you?”

“More like what’s gotten into you, Victoria, but we both know the answer to that question, don’t we?” I cocked an eyebrow and she laughed gently. “I’m serious, babe. You’re…different since we started up with DeAndre.”

“Well, I thought you wanted to change things up between us, Mack. Have you changed your mind?”

I considered my words carefully. One wrong step and everything could come crashing down on us. Or on me, mostly. I didn’t like my chances of screwing things up. “I don’t know, Vicks. It’s hard to say how I feel right now.”

“Well, Steve said he’d wait three months before he sold my share in the partnership to the other partners, so if you want to sell this place and head back to Manhattan, we can do that.” She studied me for a few seconds. “Is that what you want to do?”

I looked down. “No, not really. I know how hard it was for you and how much happier you are here, 4000 miles from Steve and his merry band of backstabbing legal-beagle assholes.” Victoria hated how vicious the environment had gotten at her Wall Street law firm. She was a phenomenal litigator and could hold her own against the boys who took it as a personal affront to have such a talented, accomplished, not to mention gorgeous woman reminding them how inadequate and pathetic they were. That she married me only made things worse for her, as if picking an artist over them, even if most of them were already married, was a direct insult to their fragile male egos.

“You’re absolutely right on that score, Mack. I can’t believe how much more relaxed I feel since I left all that bullshit behind. It’s been a revelation.” She leaned in and kissed me, warmly. “I can’t thank you enough for that.”

“We did it together, babe. You know that.” I couldn’t have swung the move to Italy without Victoria's healthy contribution to make it financially feasible. We still maintain separate accounts and although I’ve been doing better with my shows and commissions for my art, not to mention the great price I got for my place in Greenwich Village helped a ton, but without Victoria’s money I never could have swung the move.

“Yeah, but your offer made it possible in the first place. Otherwise, it never would have occurred to me to move here.” She kissed me again. “So, we need to work this out, Mack. For your sake. I don’t want to get all the good stuff.”

I smiled. “Well, it’s not like I don’t like it here, Vicks. I just want some balance between me and you and DeAndre.”

“I know, Mack and that’s totally fair. But keep in mind, he’ll be gone in a few months. Maybe less.” She gave me a cockeyed smile that made me chuckle. “Think you can hang on for that long, big fella?”

“I guess so.” I wasn’t sure but when she put it like that – a few months of being ignored for this paradise, not to mention the fulfillment of one of my lifelong fantasies, how could I say no?

Ever since we moved to Cortona and DeAndre arranged for his company to assign him to a project in Florence, he’s been spending weekends with us exclusively for the past month. Actually, he mostly spends weekends with Victoria. I’m more or less a third wheel.

Which is exactly what I wanted. At least, that’s what I thought I wanted.

“Look, if it bothers you that much,” she said in a sweet but somewhat condescending tone. “I can wait until DeAndre is gone to explore Florence.” She leaned over and kissed me again. “It’s the least I can do for the man who gave me all this.” She motioned with her hand at the house, the pool, and the countryside in the gathering dusk of a gorgeous Tuscan evening.

“No, that’s not fair, either,” I said reluctantly. “You shouldn’t have to wait to see what Florence has to offer.”

“It’s okay,” she said sympathetically. “I’d rather see it with you, anyway.”

I kissed her again. “I appreciate that, Vicks. I really do.”

At that moment, Victoria’s phone dinged with an incoming text. She kissed me again quickly and with an apologetic smile as she picked up her phone. “It’s from DeAndre,” she said.

“Of course it is,” I said with a dour tone. I don’t begrudge the guy wanting to be with my wife – I mean, I was the one who set this up in the first place. I just hadn’t counted on him following us, following Victoria to Italy to keep screwing her.

“He says that Thursday is a national holiday, and the tradition here is that if a holiday falls on a Thursday, they keep everything closed on Friday as well to give everyone a long weekend.”

Fuck. I know where this is going. “So?”

She deadpanned me. “So, he wants to come down on Wednesday night and stay through Monday morning.”

Of course, he does.

“That seems like a really long time,” I said, trying desperately not to sound as pathetic as I did. “Doesn’t it?” That just made it worse.

“You want me to tell him no?” she asked in a tone that told me how she felt.

“No, that’s okay. We’ll do something fun,” I said hopefully. “Maybe a trip to Florence after all?”

“Yeah,” she said as if the thought hadn’t occurred to her. Which I found highly unlikely. “I’ll text him and see what he says.”

I turned my attention to my steak, which didn’t taste nearly as good as it had a few minutes ago, as Victoria tapped her phone with her thumbs. After years as an attorney back in the States, she moved her fingers like lighting on her virtual keyboard.

“He says he’ll go us one better,” she said at last. “He’s got a party in Florence that he should probably attend on Saturday and he’ll get us invited to come with him. He said we’ll love it.”

Sure we will.
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DeAndre must have left work early on Wednesday because he made it down to our place by mid-afternoon. I expected as much – he likes being with Victoria – so when he pulled into our gate, I called out to her that he had arrived. She was dressed in a floral print that was way too short but she’s got killer legs and we live on the outskirts of town so no one was going to be the wiser. She loved dressing a little slutty these days, too.

I can’t imagine why.

“Hey, Mack,” DeAndre said as he pulled into the space next to my car. He climbed out of his Alfa Romeo Giulia and reached to shake my hand. He’s bigger and stronger than me but he never crushed my hand when he greeted me, which I appreciated. “How’s our girl?”

“She’s good,” I said with a slight wince. “She’s excited to see you,” I added like a complete idiot. He gave me a look that didn’t rub my nose in my idiocy, also appreciated, and walked toward the door to the kitchen where Victoria was preparing something for dinner. We usually split the cooking duties when it’s just the two of us, but as soon as DeAndre arrives, usually on Fridays, all of the cooking, and cleaning up, fell to me by a silent but mutual agreement. I pretty much served as the maid, butler, and whatever when he came to visit.

Victoria always showed me just how much she appreciated my efforts as soon as he left, but it made for long weekends, even the usual ones. This one promised to be anything but usual.

“Hey, gorgeous,” he said as she came through the door and threw her arms around his neck to kiss him. He kissed her back enthusiastically and I watched them for a few seconds. What can I tell you – I’m a glutton for punishment. “Miss me?”

“No, not too much,” she said with a saucy smile. “It’s only been a couple of days, and my cunt is still sore as hell.” She winked at me and I smiled back. Victoria never used to curse much before we met DeAndre but for some reason, she swears like a sailor whenever he’s around. And whenever I’m around to hear her do it.

“Well, that’s a shame because I was planning to wreck your pussy again,” he growled as he wrapped his arm around her waist and walked her into the house. I shook my head and wondered if dinner would be delayed. It was only four in the afternoon and we usually eat around six, early by Italian standards but we were still getting acclimated to the different culture in Italia, where everyone takes three hours to eat lunch and nap – they call it riposo as opposed to a siesta – and then have a light meal usually around eight or nine at night.

I went to my studio inside one of the outbuildings that has great light to do some painting while DeAndre was fucking my wife. It’s been this way almost since we moved here from the States and he followed us, which was not exactly what I had in mind when we met but I’m okay with it.

That’s because, simply put, I am a cuckold. Victoria is my hotwife and DeAndre is her bull.

I took over cooking dinner since DeAndre kept Victoria in our bedroom until almost seven, and then we all sat down to eat. I don’t watch when DeAndre fucks my wife. I’d like to but he prefers to have her behind a closed door and if there’s one thing that’s become clear to me in the past month, it’s that whatever DeAndre wants, DeAndre gets. It’s not just me, either. By her own admission, Victoria can’t say no to him.

That fact became obvious after a conversation we had a few days after he arrived here in Italy several weeks ago. We were at breakfast one morning and out of left field, DeAndre asked me if I ever fucked Victoria’s ass. No preamble, no leading up to a delicate subject, he just asked.

Needless to say, I turned six different shades of red, as did my wife.

“No, I never have,” I answered after a long pause.

“Why’s that?” he asked me, not her.

“I guess it never was something I wanted to do,” I said, awkwardly.

He rolled his eyes. “Come on, Mack. Every guy wants ass. You can’t tell me you never even thought about it.”

“I didn’t say I never thought about it, I just never asked for it.” I knew I was splitting hairs and I knew that my lawyer wife would have called me out on it if she had been doing the asking. But she wasn’t.

“So, you do think about it?” he persisted.

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said in a tone that sounded pathetic even to me.

He glanced at Victoria. “You believe this?” he asked with a healthy dose of sarcasm.

“No,” she said quietly.

“Well,” he went on. “I’m asking you straight out, Mack. You want to fuck her ass?”

“I wouldn’t say no,” I whispered. What a putz, I remember thinking about myself at the time.

“Yeah, that’s what I figured.” He turned to the woman in question. “What about you, Vicky? You ever been fucked in the ass?”

“No, never,” she said with a bit of attitude I hadn’t heard before from her around DeAndre. Victoria is an experienced litigator and until a month ago, she was a partner at a very prestigious Wall Street law firm. But then she retired, sold her partnership shares, and moved with me to Italy to live her dream. When the situation called for it, Victoria could dish out attitude by the bucketful. I just never heard that from her around DeAndre.

“Well, I love fucking a beautiful woman in the ass, ‘specially when she’s not all that fond of it. Makes it even nastier, and a lot more subservient. Like she’s giving me what I want, just because,” he said with a wicked smile. She just glared at him. He kept smiling.

“Anyone want more eggs?” I asked, inanely.

More silence ensued. 

“Is that so?” she added at last, her eyes still on DeAndre.

“That’s so,” he said in an almost jovial tone. “So, why don’t we go back upstairs and see if we can’t work something out between us, hmmm?”

“Work something out?” she asked in a low voice.

“Yeah, something that will work for both of us.” He stood up from the table. I just sat there. Victoria looked at me and I knew she was counting on me to say something but I didn’t know what to say. If he wanted to fuck her ass, who was I to stand in his way? I know, I know. It sounds bad now that I was saying it out loud. But at the time I didn’t see anything I could do.

“Come on, Vicky. I’ll be real careful.”

She looked at him without moving for a couple of beats, then she sighed and stood up. I watched in utter amazement as she walked with him up the stairs to our bedroom and closed the door. I just cleaned up the breakfast dishes and then spent several hours in my studio before they came down for riposo.

Needless to say, we talked about it after DeAndre left that Sunday afternoon to head back to Florence.

“Why didn’t you say something?” she asked me in that voice she hardly ever uses anymore, the one I always imagined she used to hammer a witness in court. She can be intimidating when she wants to be, and at that moment she wanted nothing more than to rip into me.

“What did you want me to say, Victoria? How is it my place to tell him how to have sex with you?” She didn’t like that, not one bit. But she knew I was right.

“So, that’s the way it’s going to be with DeAndre?” she asked, employing a tactic I’d seen often enough from my lawyer wife. She even explained it once in another context – if the facts are against you, argue the law. If the law is against you, pound on the table and yell like hell. Her version of pounding on the table was to make me feel like a complete idiot, which I did.

“Do you really want me to weigh in on what happens between you two behind closed doors?” I asked in desperation. “Because I’ll do it, but I don’t think it’s going to end well.”

“I guess I’m just a little dismayed, is all. I’ve never been so…” She was at a loss for words, something else I’d never seen before from my brilliant wife.

“Face it, babe. You’re more submissive around DeAndre than you’ve ever been in your life. It’s a new and scary feeling, I get it. Now you know how I feel.”

She looked at me. “I intimidate you?”

“Are you kidding? You intimidate everyone, even Steve.” Her ex-boss.

“That’s ridiculous,” she said in a rather unconvincing tone. I just laughed and shook my head.

“You don’t even know the effect you have on people, do you?” She just stared at me. “Not that I’m complaining. If you did, I never would have had a chance with you.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked and suddenly it felt like things were going down a bad road that I didn’t want to travel.

I sighed. “Look, I get it, Vicks. You’re not egotistical and I love that about you. But you have to know how you come off, even if you’re not trying to rub people’s noses in it. You’re an incredibly beautiful woman, scary smart, accomplished, rich…” I gave her a cockeyed grin that she didn’t react to. “Need I go on?”

“I just don’t see how that’s relevant to the conversation we were having, Mack. And what do you mean you never had a chance with me?”

I shook my head. “That’s not what I said, Victoria. I said if you had a clue how impressive you are to others, you never would have settled for me.”

Her gaze lingered on me, settling into an extended period of unsettling quiet. “I didn’t settle for you, Mack. Why would you even think that?”

“Because you could have done so much better than me, Vicks. Just ask Steve or any of the guys you used to work with. You know they all had the hots for you, right?”

“And they’re all married, so what of it? Men are pigs, isn’t that what you always said?” She cocked an eyebrow at me and I had to laugh.

“Well, yeah, I did say that in another context, but I stand by my statement. Men are pigs, and any of the guys you worked with, or for, would have divorced their wives in a New York minute if you’d so much as given them the time of day.”

“That’s ridiculous,” she said unconvincingly. “Where did you get such a notion?”

“Well, one of them said as much to me at last year’s Christmas party.”

“Who?”

“Pete Slattery.”

She laughed. “Pete was drunk at that party.”

“Not when he arrived. I talked to him before he got wasted and he told me I was out of my mind letting you work at the firm. As if I had anything to say about it.”

She stared at me again. “Is that where the whole thing about cuckolding came from, Mack? Because of what Pete said?”

“No, not at all. I was a cuckold long before I met you, Victoria. I told you that, remember?”

“Yeah, I just wonder if it’s true.” She arched an eyebrow again. She has killer eyebrows, by the way. Downright lethal.

“Look, let me make this perfectly clear, okay? I don’t know why I’m like this but I’ve been like this for as long as I can remember. I’ve always loved the excitement that comes with the risk of losing something. Now, I could always just bet on the ponies, or play the stock market, or shoot dice in back alleys with gangsters, but that’s all about money which isn’t nearly as scary as the risk of losing you, the best thing that ever happened to me.”

She eyed me for a long, uncomfortable time before she finally sighed and I thought maybe the conversation was over. As I’ve learned the hard way, conversations with my lawyer wife are never over until she says they are.

“Let’s get back to what you said before,” she told me quietly but emphatically. I felt like a witness in a courtroom. “Why did you think I could do better than you, Mack?”

I sighed and looked at the sky, wondering how honest I should be with her. Since we met DeAndre, I remember thinking at the time, we were exploring a lot of dangerous territory we never had before. How open did I want to be?

I decided I’d lay all of my cards on the table. “I still feel that way, Vicks. I’m nothing to write home about. I do okay financially, but my income, not to mention my net worth, pales in comparison to the guys you used to represent. I’m okay looking but not exactly leading-man material. I’m okay in bed, but not in the same league as DeAndre or a lot of men you’ve been with. Need I go on?”

She frowned. “As if all that shit was what mattered? Come on, Mack. Don’t sell yourself short.”

I laughed. “Compared to you, I’m pretty run-of-the-mill, Victoria.”

“That’s just not true. You’re funny, and kind. You’re one of the most considerate men I’ve ever known, and you’re an artist on top of everything else. Don’t you realize how cool that is? How much that sets you apart from all those other men you seem to think have something you don’t have? They’re the ones who pale in comparison to you, my love.”

I was blown away. “You really feel that way?”

She stood up without saying a word and climbed into my lap. She wrapped her arms around my head and held me close, then she whispered in my ear.

“Look, I know that I’m attractive. That I’m a catch and all the other things you said. I get it and it’s not like I’m disagreeing with you. But if all that is true, and I’m here with you, living my dream with the man I love, in the most incredible place on the face of the earth, then what does that say about you and how I feel about you?” She leaned back and looked at me, her beautiful eyes boring into mine. I’ve never felt so loved in my life.

“Now, take me to bed and make sweet love to me, Mack.”

So I did.
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“What holiday is it tomorrow?” I asked at dinner. DeAndre and Victoria didn’t come down from our bedroom until after seven so it was already dark out but we were eating out on the patio anyway.

“It’s Festa della Repubblica,” DeAndre said. “The day they celebrate the end of World War Two here in Italy, and the victory of the resistance over the fascists.”

“So, is it like the Fourth of July or something, with fireworks and all,” I asked, desperate to make conversation. Since they came downstairs from making love, Victoria had been unusually quiet and I don’t have a lot in common with DeAndre, other than my wife. Needless to say, there are long stretches of awkward silence during meals.

“No, I don’t think so, but this is the first one for me so I really can’t say.”

“When you were here last…?” I left the question hanging because I didn’t know what time of the year DeAndre was in Italy a few years ago. The company he works for builds hotels all over the world and he spent a few months in Rome back in 2019.

“I was here in the fall so I missed Republic Day,” he explained. I nodded and we went back to eating in silence.

“Tell us about this party, DeAndre,” Victoria said after a while.

“It’s being thrown by one of the people I’m negotiating with to put my deal together. From what I’ve heard, he lives in this mansion that’s more of a museum than a home.”

“You haven’t been there before?” she asked.

“No, not yet. But I’m looking forward to it.” He turned to me. “You’ll love it, Mack. He’s got one of the best private collections of Renaissance art in the country.”

“Victoria’s been looking forward to seeing some art in town,” I said before I thought better of it. DeAndre looked at her and she looked at me, scowling.

“Why didn’t you say so, babe?” he asked. “We should hit some of the sights.”

I gritted my teeth and rolled my eyes. Sometimes I don’t know when to keep my mouth shut.

“Sounds good,” she said softly.

Thursday, Republic Day, and Friday, the extra day off, felt much like a normal weekend for me. I worked in my studio while DeAndre was fucking Victoria, then I worked in the yard or made and served lunch while they swam and lounged around the pool. DeAndre brought up the idea of spending one of the days in Florence again but Victoria said she preferred to leave the museum gazing for another time. I gave her a grateful look when I caught her eye.

Saturday felt totally different. With a party to attend that night, Victoria decided she needed a mani-pedi and her hair styled along with a new dress and shoes. As an attorney, she always professed to hate parties even though she could work them like nobody's business, so her undisguised joyous anticipation of a social gathering was something I hadn’t seen from my wife since our wedding. I asked her about it after she arrived home looking quaffed and polished with an armful of packages.

“I don’t have to worry about shmoozing anyone, or anyone at the firm getting plastered, or how it looks when we leave early.”

“Yeah, but aren’t you even a little concerned about how it’s going to look, you and me tagging along with DeAndre?”

“I’m sure it’s done all the time here, Mack. The Italians, more than anyone I can think of, don’t stand on ceremony. It’s not like it was in Manhattan.” If you showed up uninvited to a party on either of the uppers, East or West, without being uber-famous, megarich, or preferably both, the wrath of the social elite would rain havoc on your reputation and standing for a full season or more. Or so I was told. Victoria and I never bothered with the people who could make or break you in that corner of society because we just didn’t give a shit about that crowd. I didn’t, at least, and Victoria did a pretty believable impression of someone who was above all that.

“All that might be true, Vicks. But…” I didn’t want to come right out and say it. I didn’t think I had to.

“Are you worried it’s going to look obvious what we’re doing here?” she asked gently for which I was grateful. She could have rubbed my nose in it.

“Yeah, a little,” I admitted.

“And that would be humiliating?” she asked softly. I just stared at her until she raised her eyebrows.

“Yeah, it would be.”

“And that’s a bad thing?”

At first, I was stunned. Then I thought about it. “I think so.”

“You don’t know these people. You won’t know anyone there except for me and DeAndre.” She paused to let what she was saying sink in. “Right?”

“Yeah,” I said slowly. “I see what you’re getting at.”

“It’s up to you baby,” she said so softly I barely heard her. “If you don’t want that I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen.”

I looked at her. “How? If DeAndre decides to rub my nose in my situation…”

She gave me a look, then glanced at the chaise where DeAndre had fallen asleep. “I still have some cards I can play.” She looked at me again and cocked her eyebrow.

“I don’t want you doing something you might regret, Vicks.”

“No, nothing like that,” she said dismissively. “Nothing like that.”

“Like what, then?”

She leaned over and kissed me. She rarely kisses me when DeAndre is visiting. “You leave that to me, baby.”

A couple of hours later we were all riding in DeAndre’s car up to Florence. I had some misgivings about leaving my car behind but DeAndre insisted we all ride together, so…

“Victoria told me you’re concerned about how people might perceive you, Mack,” he said after a lull in the conversation. I was in the back seat behind DeAndre while my wife rode up front. I looked at her but she didn’t look at me.

“Yeah, I guess I am,” I said slowly.

“Don’t worry about it,” he said casually. “Nobody gives a shit about that kind of thing here.”

“What kind of thing, exactly?” I asked.

“You being a cuckold, and all. Most of the men have mistresses, and most of the women step out on their husbands, at least in this part of society. I imagine the guy who works on the assembly line at Ferrari doesn’t have a mistress but who knows?” He chuckled. “It’s more an upper-class thing from what I understand.”

“So, being cuckolded is common here?” Victoria asked with a glance at me over her shoulder.

“I’d have to say so, but I’m not sure what they call it. Normal, maybe?” He laughed again. “They’re not nearly as uptight about monogamy in Europe as they are in the States.”

“Still,” I started but didn’t know what to say.

“But no one will wonder what our relationship is?” Victoria asked, seemingly referring to her and DeAndre.

“No, I’ll make that clear to our host,” he replied. I wondered what he meant, exactly, but I was tired of the whole subject so I kept my mouth shut.

We got to Florence faster than I expected but there had been little traffic in the middle of the long holiday weekend. DeAndre took us to his place to freshen up and I got to see how he lived on his company’s dime compared to his apartment in Atlanta, which was pretty spectacular.

His place in town was even more impressive.

“You mind if I fuck your wife while we’re here?” DeAndre asked without really asking out of the blue. I glanced at Victoria but she was staring at him in shock, too. I was pretty sure she didn’t want to spoil all the work she’d done getting ready for the party, not to mention her new dress, but she wasn’t going to say no to him.

Neither was I.

“No, not at all,” I said awkwardly. He smiled and took my wife’s hand, led her to the bedroom, and locked the door. I wandered around his living room for a while until I heard my wife moaning and the bed banging against the wall, so I decided to go outside for a walk. When I came back a half hour later, they were back in the living room sitting on a sofa having a drink.

“Can I get you anything, Mack?” DeAndre asked me when I came into the room. He raised his glass but I declined. The last thing I needed was to go to the party already drunk or even tipsy, because I had a sneaking suspicion that despite DeAndre’s assurances to the contrary, I would be drinking heavily as the night wore on.

“Shouldn’t we get going?” Victoria asked as she stood up from the sofa. DeAndre waved his hand at her.

“If you’re an hour late to a party in Italy, then you’re about two hours early. We’ve got plenty of time.” He looked at me. “Hey, Mack. If you want to reclaim your wife while we wait, feel free to use the guest bedroom. Second door on your left down that hall.” He pointed toward a row of doors down a long hallway. I swallowed hard and looked at Victoria but she was staring at DeAndre. She did not look happy.

“Come on, babe,” DeAndre said to her with a flippant tone. “You know he’s dying to fuck you. It’s been three long days.”

There was some truth to that, I thought but didn’t say out loud. I was more concerned with trying to figure out first, what DeAndre was doing, and second, how my wife would feel about the fact that I very much did want to reclaim her. Not that I was going to ask either of them what was on their minds.

Finally, Victoria surprised the shit out of me by standing up and offering me her hand. She led me down the hall to the second door on the left and once we slipped inside she made a show of locking it just like DeAndre has. Sauce for the goose, I thought to myself.

“What’s going on with you two?” I asked against my better judgment.

“I have no idea,” she said with an air of resignation. “He’s being so weird, isn’t he?”

“Well, you’d know better than I would,” I said as I unbuckled my belt and slipped out of my pants. I was hard, leaking precum, and suffering from a slight case of blue balls but I didn’t bring any of that up. I just watched in awe as Victoria removed her dress and laid it carefully on the back of a chair.

“Safe to assume you want to fuck me, right?” she said in a tone that told me she was going to accommodate me reluctantly at best but that she would, indeed, let me fuck her. I guess a better man would have told her that it wasn’t necessary, that it was too humiliating, both for her and for me to be given permission to fuck by her boyfriend, or bull, or whatever the fuck DeAndre was. But I am not the better man.

“I do,” I said in an implicitly apologetic voice, which I wasn’t happy about but what can you do? Sometimes you just have to go with it. Plus, I love reclaiming my wife when she had a fresh load of her bull’s cum in her pussy. I am a cuckold, after all.

“Would you mind taking me doggy so I don’t mess up my hair?” she said in an offhand way that just stunned me. I mean, she always was out there sexually but this was beyond anything I’d ever seen before.

“Yeah, no problem,” I said. I tried to match her casual tone but I’m sure my desire was pretty obvious. “I probably won’t last long.”

“I’m kind of counting on it, Mack. I’m still pretty sore, or I guess I should say I’m sore again.”

“If you’d prefer, I wouldn’t mind fucking your ass, Victoria,” I said on a whim. I knew it wasn’t going to happen – it never does. DeAndre made it clear to both of us that he likes being the only one who fucks my wife’s ass and for the most part, I’m okay with it. But this just seemed like the perfect time to see if she felt like going against his wishes. I know, I know. I’m pathetic, right?

But it was not to be. “Just fuck my cunt and be quick about it, okay?” she said with a tone that was not conducive to me doing anything but what I was told. She had already climbed onto the bed and was perched on all fours. She looked back at me over her shoulder which was an incredible sight. I climbed onto the bed behind her and grabbed my dick. I looked down at her wrecked pussy and saw DeAndre’s cum coating her lips and thighs – his essence was leaking out of her and she had made no effort to clean it up. I was thrilled beyond words.

I grabbed her hip with my other hand and guided my dick into her slit. She was loose and wet, just the way I like her after she’d been fucked by her bull. I don’t know what it is about sloppy seconds, or as I prefer to think of them, slippery-seconds, but the feeling is almost as good as the idea of fucking my wife’s freshly-fucked cunt. I buried my shaft inside her and she moaned, god bless her, she did. As if I wasn’t a poor pathetic substitute for DeAndre’s big black cock. I hadn’t seen him fuck her since the night we met him in Atlanta but the image of his erection penetrating my wife’s pussy was burned into my mind forever. It was all I could think about even as I fucked Victoria’s dripping pussy.

“Fuck, Victoria,” I moaned as I fucked her. She looked back at me again and when our eyes met I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. She looked so beautiful. Even better, she looked like she was enjoying herself. She never humiliates me when I reclaim her. I know a lot of cuckolds go in for that kind of thing but I don’t and she never mentions the fact that I’m smaller than her bull. For which I will be eternally grateful.

“Fuck me, Mack. Fuck me hard,” she whispered after a few seconds of me fucking her. I couldn’t say if she was just trying to move things along or if she meant she was enjoying our coupling as much as I was, but it had the intended or unintended effect of pushing me over the edge. I grunted and spasmed hard as I shot my load deep inside of her. She reached back and grabbed my hand on her hip as if to egg me on. If she was acting, it was an Oscar-worthy performance.

I tried to push her forward so I could lie on top of her but that was a bridge too far. She shook her head and I knew that she wanted me to disengage so as not to spoil her preparations for the party any more than I already had. I withdrew and watched as my cum gushed out of her pussy and dripped on the bedspread. I know I should have felt guilty about ruining the expensive material but I didn’t. Besides, I said to myself, DeAndre was just staying here–he didn’t own the place or the bedding. Hell, his company could afford to replace whatever we ruined without batting an eye.

Without another word, we got dressed and went back to the living room to join DeAndre to head out to the party.
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The house of the Count de Rigamorole or something – which was decidedly more like a small palace – was even more spectacular than DeAndre had built it up to be. I was blown away, first by the driveway, right in the middle of Florence proper from what I could tell, with those tall, spindly cypress trees you see all over Tuscany. Next, the grounds were amazing, with walls made out of ancient rocks or Roman concrete, the kind they used to build the aqueducts everywhere. The villa itself was built into a hillside that looked out over the city and surrounding countryside and was beyond gorgeous at that time of day, just past sunset.

Inside, the party was in full swing and stuffed with guests who looked like the creme de la creme of Italian society. I’d been to one or two upscale parties in my day in Manhattan, and the people there couldn’t hold a candle to the crowd in the Count’s villa. The women were gorgeous, the men were not overweight and tanned like they never came out of the sun. They were all dressed to kill but it wasn’t pretentious, which was ironic because I felt underdressed in a sports coat and slacks, while Victoria seemed overdressed in a lowcut dress that showed off her incredible figure and a necklace that she loved because even though every stone in it was fake it looked like it was worth millions.

“Let me introduce you to our host,” DeAndre said as soon as we arrived. He offered his arm to Victoria so I was forced to trail along behind them which was about what I had expected but I still wasn’t happy about it. He walked her over to the Count who was holding court next to a huge fireplace that was burning and throwing off a lot of heat but not so much that it felt oppressive. It just seemed odd for late spring but what do I know?

“Giuseppe Mezzero, I’d like you to meet my good friend, Victoria MacKenzie, and her husband, Mack,” DeAndre said as he showed off my wife. I had to practically reach around them to shake the Count’s hand.

“A pleasure, I’m sure,” he said in a heavy accent. He seemed particularly taken with Victoria and I couldn’t blame him – she looked fantastic. She was wearing three-inch stilettos so she was almost as tall as he was and he couldn’t keep his eyes from roaming all over her body. If she was put off by his blatant leering, she hid it well.

The Count then surprised me by turning to DeAndre and saying something in his native language, but the real shocker came when DeAndre answered him in what sounded to a non-speaker like me to be perfect Italian as if he had been born here.

Thankfully, Victoria turned to DeAndre and asked him to translate.

“He said he’s thrilled that you could make it tonight, as this is one of the high points of the season.” She smiled as if she knew what he was talking about and I made a mental note to ask her about it later. The conversation quickly spun out of control, though, with the people who were gathered around the Count before we walked up continued talking to him, in Italian, of course, and I was lost and quickly got bored. I looked longingly at my wife for a second but she was leaning into DeAndre as he whispered tidbits about what was being said in her ear, so I wandered off to look at the rest of the villa.

The first thing that struck me as I walked around, first in the living room where the party was located but then also in another room that seemed to be a sort of gallery, was the art. Although DeAndre had been correct about the Count’s Renaissance collection, he also had several modern pieces that were just as impressive, including a Pollock, two lesser-known works by Monet, and several of Picasso's sketches. I was transfixed and could have spent the whole evening taking in the art when a woman suddenly appeared at my side and introduced herself.

“I’m Samantha,” she said in a tone that caught my attention. “I’m with DeAndre.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, unsure of what she meant and wanted from me. “Are you here with him?” I asked inanely.

“Sort of,” she allowed, then added, “I did come separately, obviously.” She smiled and I was impressed by how beautiful she was. Don’t get me wrong – I’m in no way interested in her as I made an airtight promise to Victoria that even though she gets to fool around all she wants with DeAndres, I’m on a tight leash, which suits me just fine. I have no interest in cheating on my wife, although Samantha is the first woman I’ve met since we got married that made any kind of impression on me in that regard.

“This place is something,” I said as I motioned at another masterpiece just hanging on the wall in the gallery. “Do you know art?”

“I know that’s a painting as opposed to a sculpture,” she said with a laugh that was so delightful I had to smile. Then I looked around as my guilt at being charmed by Samantha almost overwhelmed me.

“DeAndre tells me you’re an artist,” she said as she leaned close as if she was sharing some sort of confidence with me. I almost backed away from her but forced myself to be a man, for once in my life.

“He told you that?” I said, genuinely surprised that my name even came up. Suddenly, I wondered in what other context my name may have been mentioned. I wondered how much she knew about DeAndre’s relationship with Victoria.

“He did,” she said as she turned to look at the painting again. “That’s not all he told me about you,” she said without looking at me. Then she turned and really looked at me and I knew she knew everything. My heart started pounding and my mouth went dry.

“But it’s fine.” She glanced at the painting again. “We’ve been married for five years.” She looked at me and raised her eyebrow and I almost choked on my drink.

“Really?” I asked, unable to muster any kind of a sensible response. But seriously, what would even qualify as a sensible response to a bombshell like that?

“I know, it’s an interesting relationship we have, him and me. A lot like yours and Victoria’s, I imagine.” She was staring at the painting again as if we were discussing the weather or the price of bread.

“Wait, so you’re a…?” I didn’t know what the word was for a female cuckold.

“I am,” she admitted with a smile and a look my way. “I’m a cuckquean, for what it’s worth.”

“Good to know,” I said before I could stop myself. “I had no idea…”

“I get that a lot,” she said and I couldn’t help but notice a sadness in her tone. Not blatantly so but it was there. I nodded but said nothing. And I felt like a fool.

“Is it hard for you?” she asked at last.

“In some ways, I guess it is,” I said. “You?”

“No, not really. I’ve been doing this since we met. I’ve never known any other way. You’re just starting, right?”

“Yes.”

“So, it’s an adjustment, isn’t it.” She didn’t say it as if it was a question.

“Yes.” I looked at her. She was quite beautiful, but in a way that was so different from Victoria. She looked dark and exotic – not what I would have expected of DeAndre’s wife. Of course, the last thing I ever would have expected was for DeAndre to be married.

“What did you mean, you started this way?”

“Well, that’s a long story,” she said softly. “Let’s just say that when I met DeAndre, I was in a much different situation than he was and he never held it against me, for which I will always be grateful. And I knew he was like this going in, so who am I to ask him to change?”

“Like this?”

She turned and looked at me like I was an idiot. But she didn’t say it, not in so many words. She just said, “That he likes to fuck married women.”

We turned back to the painting and stared at it for a long while, although I wasn’t really looking at the painting. By that point, all I could think about was how mysterious this woman was and how improbable her very existence was given my understanding of DeAndre’s life and work. “Do you travel with him?” I finally asked.

“Yes, although sometimes it takes me a little while to catch up to him.”

“Why is that?”

“Well, we work for the same company and it can present some unique challenges, but I make it work.”

“And it’s up to you to make it work?”

She stood staring at the painting for another long interval. “Enough about me, Mack. Tell me more about you. What’s your endgame in all of this?”

“Endgame? I didn’t know I needed an endgame.”

She turned and smiled at me but it was a smile that said she thought I was a fool. “Are you just going to let my husband keep fucking your wife forever?”

I swallowed. “We thought DeAndre was only here for a couple of months, then he’d move on to his next project. Somewhere else,” I added with emphasis.

She smirked. “Which is true, but what’s to prevent him from asking Victoria to go with him?”

I couldn’t speak. I was stunned. “Is that a possibility?”

She looked past me and her demeanor changed. “I should go, I’ve taken up too much of your time.” She touched my arm. “It was so good to meet you, Mack. Good luck with everything.”

And just like that she was gone.

I guess I should have followed Samantha or even looked for her later on, but I didn’t. I went back to looking at the art in the Count’s villa, which was interesting enough to keep me distracted for a while. By the time I’d had my fill and went looking for Victoria and DeAndre, I was ready to leave.

They had other ideas, as it turned out.

“Mack, where have you been?” DeAndre asked when I found them with the Count. “We were just talking about you.”

“Good things, I hope,” I countered. Victoria gave me a look that I didn’t understand.

“The best,” the Count said with a smile that struck me as odd. I looked at him for a beat before turning to DeAndre, as if to ask without asking, ‘What the fuck was that supposed to mean?’

“I was just telling Giuseppe what fun Victoria can be,” DeAndre said with a wicked smile.

“Say what?” I asked as I felt the color rise in my neck.

“Do I really need to spell it out for you, Mack?” he countered.

I stared at him for a long silent moment before I added, “I think you better, DeAndre.”

He sighed and looked at Victoria who hadn’t said a word but didn’t look happy. “Well, here’s the thing, Mack. The Count has control of a key parcel of real estate that is absolutely essential for my project. I can’t do my job without it and obviously, he knows he’s got me over a barrel. So I need to make him an offer he can’t refuse.” He turned back to me and put his hand on my shoulder. “Can you guess what that is, Mack?”

I glanced at Victoria. “Seriously?”

She nodded.

“What the fuck, DeAndre?” I asked. I was pissed. I don’t have a problem sharing my wife with him but I did have a problem with him sharing her with a complete stranger. I know it sounds ridiculous but that was the way I felt.

“Come on, Mack,” he said with a laugh. “Don’t be like that. I need a favor, that’s all.”

“Uh, huh,” I said under my breath. I looked at the Count. “Is that the way you do business here?” I was really upset.

“All the time, my friend,” he said as if I was lending him my car for a quick trip to the market.

“Here’s the thing, Giuseppe,” DeAndre said, changing the subject. “I know her tits look fake, they’re so perfect. Incredibly, they are completely natural. No fillers, no silicon, all-natural. They are truly amazing.”

I’m sure I was even redder than Victoria who was suddenly scarlet. I looked at DeAndre but he’s only got eyes for my wife. For my wife’s breasts.

“I will take your word for it,” the Count said with a glance at DeAndre before his gaze settled on Victoria’s breasts again. “For now.” He held out his arm as an offer to escort Victoria to…his bedroom? She looked at him for a long few seconds before she glanced at me and then at DeAndre. She then took his arm and he walked her to the staircase. I watched in utter amazement until they disappeared from view.

“Shall we go?” DeAndre asked me without warning.

“Where?” I asked, almost helpless in my swirling tsunami of emotions.

“Home, of course.” He cocked an eyebrow. “We’ll come back for our girl in the morning.”
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Not surprisingly, the ride back to DeAndre’s apartment started out in complete silence. I was still processing what had happened at the party and I didn’t know where to begin with my questions, of which I had several. DeAndre seemed content to let me stew in silence as he didn’t say a word to me.

“I met your wife tonight,” I said at long last. “I had no idea you were married.”

“Yeah,” he drawled, as his Southern accent made a surprise appearance. “She just got here a few days ago.”

“Where does she live?” I asked, happy to be distracted for the moment.

“In Atlanta,” he said, obtusely.

“No, I meant, where does she live here in Italy?”

“Well, she usually lives with me, Mack. But I had her stay at a hotel while you two are visiting.”

“Why?”

He sighed. “It was easier than explaining everything.”

“Does Victoria know you’re married?”

“No, I’m pretty sure she doesn’t. Why? Do you think it will bother her?”

That stumped me. “I don’t know. Maybe.” I looked at him but he kept his eyes on the road.

“It shouldn’t matter, really,” he said in a way that told me he was done talking about his situation. “That was something with the Count, wasn’t it?”

“In what way, exactly?” I wasn’t trying to be obtuse, it just came out that way.

“Well, I’ve always been fascinated by how women react when they’re about to be prostituted for the first time, especially when it comes as a complete surprise to them.” He chuckled. “It never fails to amaze me.”

“So, you’ve done this before?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said as if I should have known better than to ask. “Are you familiar with the company I work for, Mack?”

“No, I guess not,” I said before something DeAndre’s wife said occurred to me. “Samantha told me that she works for the same company.”

“That’s true,” he said. “That’s how we met, although it wasn’t your typical workplace romance.” He laughed gently. “Man, that was a long time ago.” He pulled into a parking space outside his apartment building and turned off the engine but made no move to get out of the vehicle.

“So, your company…” I prompted.

“Yeah, my company. I work for the Penthouse Hotel organization. Have you ever heard of them?”

“Penthouse Hotels? No, can’t say that I have.”

“Well, we’re pretty unique, but I’ll get to that. Anyway, those are the deals I put together, buying suitable properties to either build a new hotel or convert an existing one to our brand.”

“Okay,” I said, wondering where he was going with the story.

“See, here’s the thing,” he said as he lowered his voice as if he was embarrassed by what he was about to tell me. “The Penthouse Room, which all of our hotels have, obviously, was originally conceived of by our founder and owner, Rodney Morrow. Ever heard of him?”

“No,” I said as I tried to contain my impatience.

“He’s a visionary, no question. And now he’s a billionaire. Still owns the entire company even though we have over a hundred and fifty hotels worldwide now.”

“Okay.” I was at my breaking point. “Where are you going with this, DeAndre? And what does it have to do with Victoria?”

DeAndre stared at me without saying a word for a few long seconds. Finally, he shook his head. “Well, let’s just say that the unofficial name of the hotel I’m putting together here in Florence and everywhere else we do a deal is the Whore Hotel.”

I just looked at him, unable to comprehend what he was trying to tell me. “Come again?”

“The claim to fame for all Penthouse Hotels, from New York to LA, London, Paris, Tokyo, and Rome, and soon to be right here in Florence, is that we offer a place where prostitution is on the menu. And everyone knows it, from the mayor to the chief of police and everyone who matters. We make sure everyone’s cool with our business model before we build, or buy an existing hotel and convert it. The Count is the first step in that process, because not only do I need his land but I need his approval to do what we do. And Victoria is playing a key role, so to speak, in making that happen.”

“So, in exchange for sleeping with my wife, he’ll sign off on your project, is that it?”

“Exactly.” He turned and opened the door to climb out of his car. “And as a token of our appreciation for her efforts, this car is now hers.” He handed me the keys.

“I don’t want your car, DeAndre,” I said even as I took the keys from him.

“I’m not giving it to you, Mack. I’m giving it to Victoria as her fee. She’s officially a whore. A really expensive whore at that.” He climbed completely out of the car and left me sitting there. I stared at the keys and what they meant. And I realized that I was suddenly hard. Like, blue-steel hard.

I scrambled out of the vehicle to catch up to DeAndre. “What are you talking about?” I asked, inanely.

He rolled his eyes at me as we walked into his building. The lobby was deserted and the elevator doors opened as soon as he pushed the button. I waited for him to answer as the doors closed.

“When I met my wife, she was working as a whore at the Penthouse Hotel in Manhattan and going to their madam academy to learn how to manage the whores that worked for the company. I loved the fact that she was selling her body and I asked her to marry me a few weeks after we met. There’s something about women who are so comfortable with sex and selling themselves that’s just incredible. And I can see that you feel the same way I did, Mack.” He motioned to my crotch which was bulging conspicuously. I was sure I blushed hard but I made no effort to hide the fact that he was correct.

“Anyway,” he went on as the elevator rose to his floor. “I told my wife to meet us back here at the apartment so she could answer any questions you have for her about what’s happening with your wife.” We exited the elevator and he unlocked the door to his apartment. As promised, Samantha was sitting on the sofa waiting for us. She rose to greet us when we entered.

“Did you tell him?” she asked as she kissed her husband. I was still reeling from everything DeAndre had told me but there was something about the way she kissed him that really hit home for me. I was so used to seeing DeAndre kiss my wife that watching him kiss his wife just struck me as strange. I felt like I’d gone down the rabbit hole or through the looking glass or something.

“So, Mack,” Samantha said with a warm smile. “I’m guessing you have questions.” She took my arm and walked me to the sofa where she had been sitting when we walked in. “Come, let’s talk.”

“Can I get you a drink, Mack?” DeAndre asked as he walked to the bar area off his living room.

“Scotch, neat,” I told him. I turned to look at Samantha and was struck again by how beautiful she was in a completely different way from Victoria. Where my wife was blonde and pale, Samantha was brunette and dark, not black but exotic-looking. And where Victoria was built for comfort, not for speed, as the saying goes, Samantha was sleek and sexy in a way that was so appealing to me even though I had absolutely no designs on her. Still, the fact that she’d been a whore when DeAndre met and married her had such an impact on how I looked at her. I’ve never paid for sex in my life but I was fascinated by the idea of it, especially as I sat next to a woman who had lived that life.

I had so many questions but I had no idea where to begin asking them.

“So, what’s on your mind, Mack?” DeAndre asked when he handed me my drink.

“Tell me about how you two met,” I said with a look at Samantha.

She looked at DeAndre and smiled. “Well, I’d come to New York as a raw recruit,” she began. “I grew up in South Bend, Indiana, and done some modeling which is how the recruiter found me. I flew to New York to learn the business and discovered, pretty much right from the start that I really loved being paid to have sex.”

I turned and looked at DeAndre but he just smiled at me. “Is that common?” I asked Samantha.

“I’m not sure,” she said. “Anyway, I met DeAndre a few weeks later when he came to the hotel as a guest. He was my first black client.” I raised my eyebrows. “And my last,” she said with a glance at her husband. “After we slept together, he asked me to marry him.”

“Seriously?” I asked with a look at DeAndre.

“I knew a good thing when I fucked her,” he said with a sly smile. I was blown away.

“Isn’t he a charmer?” she asked with a sarcastic tone. “Really, darling.”

“You know it’s true,” he said with a smirk. “The thing is, Sam only whored herself for a few weeks before I made an honest woman of her. But that’s all the time she needed.”

“Needed for what?” I asked her.

“To realize how much I loved being a whore,” she said with a straight face.

“Why?” I asked, still not understanding. “I thought women did that out of necessity or being forced by circumstances.”

“Some do, but not everyone. For some of us, it’s a choice.”

“Sam has made a little project out of talking to women in the business,” DeAndre added. “It’s a lot more common than you might expect.”

“He looks skeptical,” Sam said to DeAndre. She put her hand on my thigh. “I promise you, it’s true, Mack.”

“I believe you,” I told her. I was suddenly aware that this evening was going in a direction I didn’t want it to go. “But I’m in no position to judge.”

“Well, that’s fair,” she said with a warm smile. “Would you like me to show you?” She gave my thigh a squeeze.

“Uh, no,” I said in a low voice. “No offense, Sam, but I’m not…” I wasn’t sure how to put it without being disrespectful.

“He’s a real cuck, babe,” DeAndre said to Samantha. “I fuck the shit out of his wife but he never strays.” He shook his head as he laughed gently. “It’s really something.”

Samantha gave me a sad smile. “I guess I can respect that,” she said as she withdrew her hand. “Pity, though. I think we would have had a good time.” She turned to DeAndre. “Then again, I haven’t been with my husband in quite some time.”

“She just arrived a few days ago,” DeAndre explained as he stood up and welcomed his wife into his arms. “So, if it’s all the same to you, Mack, I think we’re going to call it a night.” He motioned toward the hallway off the living room. “You remember where the guest bedroom is, right?”

I watched them disappear down the other hallway.
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The next morning, DeAndre, Samantha, and I had breakfast on DeAndre’s balcony which overlooked a small but scenic palazzo on the outskirts of Florence. Samantha was wearing a floral dress that hugged her sleek figure to great effect and I assumed she had gone out for fresh bread and fruit, cheeses, and coffee that were spread out on the table where we sat down to eat. After a bit of small talk about how lovely the weather and the view were, I glanced at DeAndre and he caught my look.

“You have questions?” he asked in a tone that didn’t invite a response. Samantha noticed his rudeness and, against all expectations, called him out on it.

“Don’t be like that, DeAndre,” she chided him gently. “This is new for him.”

“Fine,” he said with a sigh. “What’s on your mind, Mack?”

I was almost dumbfounded. “Seriously? You have to ask?” He didn’t respond but Samantha gave me a look and a smile.

“She’ll be fine,” she added without me having to ask. “You’ll see.”

“How can you be so sure?” I turned to face her. DeAndre was obviously going to let her do the talking.

“Well, it’s not like she’s new to sleeping with men other than you, Mack.” She didn’t pull any punches either, it seemed.

“Man, Samantha. One man besides me, who we discussed at length before it happened.”

“That’s not quite true,” she said quietly. “DeAndre told me how you all met.”

I’m sure my face turned bright red at being called out on an obvious lie. “Well, it’s still way different from what happened last night.”

“Granted, but talk to her before you jump to any conclusions,” Samantha said as she sipped her coffee.

I gulped my coffee and decided I’d get nowhere discussing my wife in the abstract without her being in the room with me, so I changed tactics. “Tell me about your first time, Samantha.”

She smiled. “I had been in New York for all of about twenty-four hours to begin learning how to run one of the hotel hostess programs,” she began.

DeAndre interrupted. “Which is their euphemism for the whores who work at our hotels.”

“A brothel, in other words,” I said.

“Exactly.”

Samantha was staring at her husband with a jaundiced eye. “Be that as it may,” she continued. “I had just arrived when the woman who ran the school took us to a fancy New York salon and then to a Barneys for new, chic clothes, all to prepare us for our first visit to the Penthouse Room on top of the Manhattan Penthouse Hotel, where we…” She hesitated and DeAndre jumped in again.

“Where they whored themselves out for the first time,” he said with a sour tone.

I turned to look at him. “I thought you said you liked the fact that she was a whore when you met her.”

“I did. I still do,” he said with a bit of attitude. I let it go and turned back to Samantha.

“How long did you work there as…?” I couldn’t bring myself to say the word.

“As a hostess? For about three months. Then I met DeAndre,” she said with a loving smile. “And that was the end of that phase of my career.”

“What do you do now?” I asked.

“I do different things for the company depending on where DeAndre’s job takes us.” She looked at him and smiled. “We’ve been a lot of places over the years.”

“But you enjoyed the work when you did it?” I persisted. I didn’t want to stray from the subject at hand. The one that pertained to my wife.

“I did, more than I ever dreamed I would,” she allowed.

I blinked. “Do you miss it?”

She looked at DeAndre. “No, not really.”

“She still fills in when the occasion calls for it,” he said in a flat voice. I was struck by the idea that he didn’t like that fact. Not one bit.

“So, you’re still working as a hostess?” I asked, deferring to her preferred euphemism for whore.

“Now and then, just to keep my hand in the game.” She smiled at me.

“Is that what last night was about?” I asked her before I turned to look at DeAndre.

“Sort of,” he said, cryptically. “More than anything, she just wanted to extend you the courtesy.”

I stared at him for a few seconds. “I don’t understand.”

He rolled his eyes. “Come on, Mack. I’m fucking your wife so you get to fuck mine if you want to.”

I didn’t know what to say. Then it suddenly occurred to me that I had to say something – to Samantha. “No offense, I just don’t do that,” I told her.

She nodded and smiled sympathetically. “I understand completely. No offense taken.”

I turned back to DeAndre, ready to move on. “So, should I just drop in unannounced at the villa to pick up Victoria?”

“The Count is expecting you,” he replied with a tight smile. I wondered what he wasn’t telling me but I wasn’t sure I wanted to know, either.

“Then I guess I’ll get going,” I said as I stood up from the table. “Thanks for breakfast,” I said to Samantha. She nodded again but said nothing more.

“See you next weekend,” DeAndre said as I walked toward the apartment door. I wondered how Samantha put up with him, then remembered I was in the same position. I had no idea women could suffer from the same condition that I had to live with.

Live and learn.

A few minutes later I was pulling into the big circular drive that fronted the Count’s villa. It looked even grander in the clear light of day. I didn’t expect to be greeted by a valet as I was the night before and indeed I wasn’t, so I just ran up the steps to the massive front door and reached to knock on it when someone pulled it open before I touched it.

DeAndre was right – he expected me to come to collect my wife. It occurred to me that my arrival might be part of the fun for him.

“Mr. Mackenzie,” the butler said as he held the door for me. “Count Mezzero is waiting for you in the study,” he said as he pointed me toward the back of the villa. I nodded and walked to where I heard voices. When I arrived at the study, my heart sank but my dick got hard.

The Count was standing in his study in some kind of dressing gown that only European aristocracy can pull off, but that wasn’t what caught my attention. My wife was standing with him wearing what can only be described as a boyfriend shirt. I recognized it from the night before when the Count had been wearing it. It was white with a black tie hanging untied from the collar and the shirt was completely unbuttoned and open, which showed off my wife’s cleavage to great effect. Aside from the shirt, she wore nothing other than her panties. Her legs were bare as were her feet. Her hair was not wildly disheveled but had that distinctive just-fucked look that I love when I’m the one who just fucked her, which was clearly not the case this morning.

More than anything else, however, I was gutted by the look on my wife’s face as she stared at me. She said nothing – what was there to say? She looked somber, slightly embarrassed, somewhat resigned, but also proud, somehow. Almost defiant. As if she owned what she had done and neither I nor the Count or anyone else would make her feel any remorse about what had happened last night. And this morning, from the look of her.

“Mack, buon giorno,” the Count said with a broad, smug smile. “Victoria and I were just discussing what she might wear today,” he added in his thick Italian accent. “Unfortunately, her beautiful dress is no longer suitable.” He turned to Victoria. “Chiedo scusa, per favore, signora,” he said with a warmer smile.

Victoria didn’t look away from me.

“Are you ready to go?” I asked, inanely. She was in no condition to go anywhere.

“I will give you my coat,” the Count said to her and she finally looked at him.

“Thank you,” she whispered and he walked past me toward the door, leaving us alone. I would have been unable to speak even if I could have figured out what to say to her. When I opened my mouth anyway, she shook her head. “Don’t,” she whispered. We stood in silence and waited for the Count to return.

“Victoria, it has been an honor and a pleasure,” he said when he walked into the room with a stylish beige coat held open for her. She allowed him to wrap her in it without fuss and we exited the villa, passing the butler without comment.

“DeAndre gave you this,” I said as I held the door of the Alfa Romeo open for her. She looked at me quizically before she stepped inside but then a flash of recognition and resignation clouded her face just before I closed the door and circled behind the car.

We drove in silence for several long, uncomfortable minutes. Finally, she turned to me and asked, “Do you want to discuss what happened, or just ignore it?”

“I’m looking forward to talking about what happened,” I told her without taking my eyes off the road. “You start.”

She sighed. “I had no idea, Mack. None.”

“DeAndre didn’t say anything about what he was expecting you to do?”

“Not a word.”

“Then why did you do it?”

Victoria remained silent for several seconds. Then she looked at me. “I decided that if that’s what he wanted me to do, what he needed me to do, then I would do it.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “No, that’s not quite true.” She looked away from me, out the side window at the Italian countryside. “I can’t say no to him.” She looked at me and when I glanced at her I almost expected her to be crying but she wasn’t. Which made it worse.

“So, no matter what he wants you to do…?” I didn’t finish the question. I wasn’t sure how to.

“I imagine there are some limits, I just haven’t found them yet.”

I let that thought hang in the air while I drove. Traffic was light, not surprising for a Sunday morning when most of the population would either be at Mass or still sleeping. The sun was out and the countryside was breathtakingly beautiful, but it was lost on me. All I could think about was Victoria and the Count.

“What was it like?” I asked.

“Different,” she said almost too quickly as if she’d already been thinking about it. “Very different.”

“In what way?”

She thought about her answer this time. “When I’m with DeAndre, we’re both interested in pleasing each other even though he’s…dominant.” She hesitated again. “Even though he’s in charge, he’s still concerned with my pleasure.”

“That’s good, isn’t it?” I asked, not knowing what else to say.

“Yes, of course. We have great chemistry in bed.” She looked at me. “You don’t mind me speaking freely, do you?”

“No, of course not.” It was true. It hurt, hearing her talk that way about another man but that’s what I signed up for when I talked Victoria into cuckolding me. I have no idea why I’m the way I am but I do know that it’s me who drove her into DeAndre’s arms. And I’m good with that fact. Still. Even after he followed us halfway around the world to keep fucking my wife.

“Good,” she said almost to herself. “Because you may not like what I’m about to tell you.”

I didn’t respond and I didn’t look at her. I just kept driving.

“Even though I didn’t realize last night that DeAndre would be compensating me for doing what I did, I understood at some level what was happening. That I was…prostituting myself on his behalf. That I was sleeping with the Count so that he could do his deal.”

I remained silent.

“The Count understood what was happening as well. He didn’t come right out and say it but it was clear to both of us what was going on. Crystal clear.”

“So, it was different, the sex,” I said. “Is that what you’re saying?”

“Yes. It was.” She kept her eyes forward for a long time. “It was,” she said again, so softly I almost missed it.

“And that made you feel…?”

“Dirty,” she said almost immediately. “Degraded.”

I didn’t respond. I didn’t know how to respond. My reaction was irrelevant. I wanted to know how Victoria felt so I kept my mouth shut. Finally, she turned to look at me. I glanced at her but said nothing.

“I felt like the whore I was, Mack,” she said at last. “And I liked it.”

“Why?” I’m not sure that was the right thing for me to say but I wanted to know. I needed to know.

“I don’t know.”

“What was it like? Being…that.” I still couldn’t bring myself to say the word.

“What was it like to be a whore?” She sighed. “It was different. So different. I knew I was there for him and him only. That my involvement in the act of making love…” She shook her head. “No, that’s not right. We didn’t make love. He fucked me, pure and simple. I sucked his dick and then he fucked me. He used me at DeAndre’s invitation and I was just the instrument of his pleasure and that made me feel cheap and dirty and used, but that’s exactly what it was supposed to be and I loved it, Mack. I fucking loved it.”

I turned to look at Victoria to see how her admission was affecting her but she just stared at me, no emotion visible on her gorgeous face. Except, perhaps, resignation.

“Are you okay with that?” I asked, not knowing what else to say.

“I don’t know.” She looked away again. “I really don’t know.”

I decided to change the subject in a big way. “Did you know that DeAndre is married?”

Victoria’s head snapped around to look at me. “No, I didn’t.”

“His wife was at the party last night.”

“You met her?” she asked, clearly astonished.

“I did.” I wasn’t sure if I should spill every detail about Samantha but then I decided that hiding anything from Victoria would drive me crazy. “She was a whore when they met.”

Victoria said nothing for several seconds. Then, “That almost makes sense.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m not surprised.” She turned to me. “Does she still…work?”

“I think so but it wasn’t clear,” I said. “She said she does but it felt like DeAndre wasn’t happy about it.”

She nodded. “Interesting.”

I wanted to ask what Victoria found interesting but I decided to keep quiet again. I wasn’t sure what she was thinking but I knew she’d tell me when she was ready to. We rode in silence for a while, each of us lost in our thoughts.

Finally, she turned to me. “What about you, Mack? How do you feel about all this?”

“About your new…role?” I kept my eyes on the road.

Victoria laughed. It was good to hear her laugh, I decided. “Yeah, my new role.”

I glanced at her. “I’m still processing,” I offered and she laughed again.

“Really?” she said sarcastically. “Processing? Seriously?”

“DeAndre said he loved the fact that Samantha was a whore when he first met her.” I’m not sure why I said that but if felt relevant for some reason.

She laughed again but there was an edge to it this time. “Oh, okay, now I’m beginning to get it. You like the idea that I don’t have as much control over how much sex I have.” She shook her head. “God, how could I be so blind?” She turned to look at me and then leaned over and put her hand on my pants to feel my dick. Needless to say, I was hard. She started to unbuckle my belt.

“This probably isn’t the smartest thing to be doing at a hundred kilometers an hour,” I told her half-heartedly.

“Then you’d better find a place to pull over.” She didn’t stop, though. She pulled my dick out and leaned over completely to take it into her mouth. I scanned the road for some place to get off the highway. Finally, I saw a grove of trees that looked deserted. I pulled off as Victoria continued to suck my dick. Finally, the car came to a halt and she looked up.

“Good,” she said. “You’re so interested in having a whore for a wife, you might as well take full advantage.” She climbed out of the car and took off the Count’s coat. She pulled her panties down as she positioned herself for me to fuck her. I scrambled out of the car and circled around as she smiled back at me over her shoulder.

“This is what you men want, isn’t it, Mack? A woman who never says no. A woman who is always available. That’s why you pushed me at DeAndre and it’s why he pushed me at the Count. Now that everyone’s clear on what I am, you all get what you want, right?”

I said nothing. I aimed my dick at her vagina which was glistening, presumably with the Count's semen. I eased in and it felt amazing. Even better, Victoria moaned. I could tell she was exaggerating for my benefit but I didn’t care. I loved it.

“Fuck your whore wife, Mack. Fuck my whore cunt like a john I picked up on the street. I’m still wet with another john’s cum, Mack. Can you feel it? Do you like that I’m dripping with another john’s jizz as you fuck me? Do you?”

I don’t know what came over me but her bating me angered me. I grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked it hard enough to turn her head away so she wasn’t looking at me anymore. I’ve never done anything like that but she didn’t tell me to stop. In fact, she seemed to be into it.

“Yeah, that’s it,” she said as she looked away from me by necessity. “Fuck my whore cunt.”

I did.
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Victoria and I didn’t talk about DeAndre or the Count or what happened at the party or on the trip home. We settled back into some sort of normal life at our new home with a new understanding between us. An unspoken understanding but an understanding nonetheless. I was elevated in her eyes, the master of the house for the first time since we moved in. She waited on me at every turn, cooking all of our meals, and cleaning up with no help from me. Even when I offered she turned me down.

“I’ve got this,” she would say and I didn’t insist like I used to. At first, it made me uncomfortable but a few days in I became convinced that something had changed between us. I wasn’t sure it would last but I didn’t want to spoil it by talking about it, coward that I am, so I just let Victoria be what she seemed to want to be, a good little wife who took great care of her husband. It was lovely.

It was even better in bed. She initiated sex every night, something she’d never done before. I was surprised at first. And, let me be perfectly frank on this point, skeptical. I thought she was putting me on, going overboard to make a statement or something. But I didn’t say a word and she never broke character. She just came to bed, always after I was already there, and wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me, making it clear that she was mine for the taking and I always took her up on the offer. We made love every night.

The whore that I had fucked on the road back from Florence was nowhere to be found, however. I didn’t want to be that guy and she didn’t seem to want that. We didn’t fuck, we made love. It was different, and perhaps a little disappointing in a way, but it was unlike anything we’d experienced in the five years we’d been married. I can honestly say that I’ve never been happier.

But as the weekend approached, with the expectation that DeAndre would be pulling into his usual spot come Friday afternoon, I became uneasy. What would it be like and what would Victoria be like when he left on Monday morning, I wondered. Would we revert to the hotwife and cuckold roles we’d been playing for months? Or would things remain as they were, with Victoria being even more perfect than she’d ever been in our marriage?

By Friday morning, I couldn’t take the suspense anymore. I had to ask.

“What’s to become of us?”

We were still in bed. The morning sun was streaming into our bedroom as it did every morning but I hardly noticed. I had my arm around Victoria’s naked shoulders and her head was on my chest. I couldn’t see her face but I wasn’t sure I wanted to once I’d asked the question.

“What do you mean?” she asked without moving.

“When DeAndre comes down for the weekend this afternoon. What’s going to happen, Vicks?”

“The same as usual, I imagine,” she whispered without looking at me. “Isn’t that what you wanted, Mack? Isn’t that why we’re here?”

“We’re here because it was your dream, Victoria,” I said pointedly.

“But without DeAndre, that never would have happened, would it?” She rolled away from me and propped herself on her elbow. She looked into my eyes but there was no anger in her look, no recriminations. We were just talking, somehow. It was disorienting.

“I didn’t invite him to follow us to Italy, Vicks.”

“But you didn’t send him away, either, Mack.” She cocked an eyebrow and I had to nod.

“No, I didn’t.”

“Do you want to now? Should we send him away? Tell him we’re done with that phase of our lives?”

That was the crux of the matter, I told myself. “I don’t know, Victoria. I just don’t know.”

“I don’t think he’s going to let things go back to the way they were, though.”

“Yeah, I’ve been thinking that as well.”

“Now that he’s whored me out, and I liked it, and you liked it, things will change, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, you’re right.” I sat up in bed. “How do you feel about that?”

She sat up and faced me. “I’m good with it, Mack.”

“Really? No matter what?”

“Yes. No matter what. Is that okay?”

“Yeah, I guess it is.” I sat there staring at her for a long, silent moment. “Is that okay?”

“Yes, Mack. It’s okay.”

“Are we crazy?” I asked in a low voice.

“Certifiable,” she said with a gentle smile. “Do you really have to ask?”

“No, I guess not.” I gave her a weak smile. “Did you ever think…” I stopped. There was a car pulling into our courtyard, the tires crunching on the gravel. “What the fuck?”

“It must be DeAndre,” Victoria said with a sudden excitement in her tone. I tried to ignore how that made me feel. We climbed out of bed and went to the window, both of us naked.

“Hey, get dressed,” DeAndre said from below after he climbed out of his new Alfa Romeo. “We’re going on a little field trip.”

I noticed Samantha sitting in the front seat of DeAndre’s new, late-model Giulia. I glanced at Victoria but she only had eyes for her bull.

“Where are we going?” she called down to him.

“Rome,” he called back. “To the Penthouse Hotel.”
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To say that DeAndre surprised Victoria and me is an understatement.

Not just what he was but who he was shocked us.

What he wanted from Victoria left me appalled.

That she gave it to him left me, well…

Stunned.
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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