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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.

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


(Click here to go to my author page)

[image: ]


Table of Contents

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10


1

“So how does this work” my wife, Victoria, asked. She was sitting with me in the back seat of DeAndre’s new Alfa Romeo Giulia. We were barrelling down the highway from our new home in Cortona, Italy towards Rome to visit the Penthouse Hotel he built a few years ago for his company. His wife, Samantha, was sitting up front with him.

“How does what work?” he asked as he glanced at her in the rearview mirror.

“The whole thing,” she said without trying to hide her anxiety or frustration with him. He showed up unannounced at our house less than an hour ago and told us that we were going to spend the weekend in Rome, the four of us, where I assume the ladies will be offering themselves to strangers for sex. But I was in the same boat as Victoria – I had no idea how it worked.

DeAndre turned to his wife. “You want to fill her in, babe?” he asked.

Samantha nodded. “So, the first thing we’ll do when we get there is go to the Scarf Room. They have dozens if not hundreds of Hermés scarves there, all of them the same except for the colors, which only vary in the amount of scarlet in the design.”

“Scarlet? Really?” Victoria asked with a raised eyebrow.

Samantha shrugged. “I know, right? Anyway, the deeper the shade of red, the more they pay per hour.”

“What’s the range?” Victoria asked.

“Five hundred Euros an hour on the low end, 750 in the middle, and a thousand at the top.”

“Well, we’re not cheap, at least,” she said with a glance at me. I cocked an eyebrow to indicate I agreed with her.

Samantha added, “And the way you wear it also tells a prospective client how available you are.”

“What do you mean?”

“If you tuck the ends of the scarf into your dress or blouse, it means you’re waiting for someone in particular, or you’re just not all that motivated to go off with the first john who propositions you. If the ends are loose, that tells everyone that if asked, you’ll likely be available.”

“Okay, so I do get a choice in the matter?”

“Of course,” she went on. “There’s absolutely no coercion allowed in anything. Even if you get to the room and change your mind, the rules are that you can walk away.”

I can see the wheels turning in Victoria’s head as she processed that statement. “And who’s there to enforce the rules?”

“If you file a complaint, the john will be banned for life if the offense is egregious enough. And they’ll press charges with the authorities if that’s called for.”

Victoria rolled her eyes. “Oh, give me a break, Samantha. How often does that happen?”

“Not often, but it does happen every once in a while,” DeAndre said. “And we publicize the names of the offenders when it does. Usually, alcohol is involved, not that being drunk excuses anything. Our bartenders are very well-trained and will stop serving anyone who looks like they might cause trouble.”

“Our clientele are very invested in the hotels,” Samantha said softly. It feels as if she’s had a variation on this conversation before in her role with the company because she’s quite good at it. “The last thing they want is to be banned. They know that our hotels are unique. As you might expect, we don’t have any competition.”

“Well, not from other hotels, at least,” Victoria said with a frown.

“You need to understand something, Vicky,” DeAndre adds. “We get a lot of women who have never done anything like this before. It’s not like the escort agencies or traditional brothels, where the women have been doing it for years, and, to be perfectly frank about it, it shows. Those women can be pretty blasé about their service. And the Penthouse Room is certainly nothing like picking up a streetwalker. The men we cater to, who prefer to pay for sex understand that the type of women we provide is unavailable anywhere else in the world. They don’t want to fuck up a good thing.”

Victoria took in everything he was saying without a response for a change. The lawyer in her had quieted and the woman who had just offered her sexual services for compensation just a few nights ago was listening intently. As was I.

Finally, she spoke. “How many men will I be fucking this weekend?” she asked in a flat tone that was almost mechanical. I glanced at her but she kept her eyes on DeAndre’s in the rearview mirror.

“However many you choose to fuck, Victoria. This is your weekend, in case that wasn’t clear. I just wanted you to see my work.”

“And you, Samantha? How many men do you plan on fucking this weekend?” I was somewhat surprised Victoria put it so bluntly but Samantha seemed to take the question in stride. If she was offended, she didn’t let on.

Samantha looked at DeAndre. “That depends,” she said with a smile. He looked at her and suddenly I realized I wasn’t the only cuckold in the car.

“Really?” Victoria asked, seemingly as astonished as I was.

“What can I say?” DeAndre asked rhetorically. “I like slippery seconds almost as much as you do, Mack.” He put his hand on Samantha's knee and she took his hand in hers. “Why else would I marry a whore?”

“You don’t have a problem with that word, Samantha?” Victoria asked. I glanced at her – apparently she did, although that was news to me. I understood why, but it was a bit surprised, nonetheless.

“I don’t, Victoria. I don’t know why, either. I guess it’s a control thing. There’s something about being available to anyone with the money to pay for my time that is so liberating. I know that’s not a very progressive attitude in this day and age but what can I tell you? I’m an old-fashioned girl in some respects, just not that one.” She turned and looked at Victoria and smiled. “You feel differently, I guess?”

“I don’t know,” my wife said softly. “I’m still getting used to the idea.”

“What about you, Mack?” Samantha asked me. “How do you feel about your wife being paid for sex?”

I shrugged. “I love it, to be perfectly honest with you.” Victoria’s head snapped around to look at me, her eyes wide, her eyebrow cocked.

“Is that so?” she asked pointedly.

“It is. I don’t know why you’re surprised, babe. It’s not a big leap from being married to a hotwife to being married to a prostitute. Although I’m not nearly as fond of that word as the other for some reason.”

“I get that,” DeAndre said. “A prostitute has the connotation of a woman who has no choice in the matter. Either life or a bad actor put her in a situation that she’s lost control of, whereas a whore has made a conscious decision to offer herself sexually for remuneration. Either because she enjoys sex or doesn’t mind it enough to turn down the money. It’s a distinction that I find fascinating.” He looked at his wife and smiled again.

“You never explained it that way before,” she told him and it felt like Victoria and I were listening in on a very private conversation between them. I almost felt embarrassed, amazingly.

“It just occurred to me,” he said matter-of-factly. Then he looked over his shoulder at me. “What about you, Mack? You have a problem with the word ‘prostitute’?”

“I kind of like it,” I said honestly. “No idea why.”

DeAndre turned his attention back to the road. “Quite a pair, you and me, huh, Mack?”

“You’ve got that right,” Victoria said, more to herself than anyone.
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The Penthouse Hotel in Rome was not what I expected, although I couldn’t tell you what I expected. It was modern, unlike anything else in the neighborhood where it was located. All steel and glass, it stuck out like a sore thumb, which struck me as a bit vulgar in such a beautiful city. I’d never been to Rome in my life but I was completely impressed with everything I saw as we drove into the heart of the city.

Until we came upon the Penthouse Hotel.

I gave Victoria a look and she shot one right back at me.

“It’s awful, isn’t it?” DeAndre said out of the blue, surprising both of us. “Not at all what I had in mind but nobody asked me. I just got the land.”

“It’s no fun having no control,” Samantha said with a look at her husband. “But that’s what happens when you work for someone who hasn’t heard the word ‘no’ in over a decade.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Victoria asked.

DeAndre answers. “Rodney bought his first hotel in the depths of the Great Financial Crisis in 2008. He got it for practically nothing as the banks that were financing the construction on it were desperate to unload underperforming assets during those dark days. From there, he built a chain of hotels that span the globe and he owns the whole company, lock, stock, and barrel.”

“How many Penthouse Hotels are there?”

“Just over a hundred and fifty with three more under construction as we speak. The one in Florence, if the deal goes through thanks to you, Victoria, that should be the next one to come online early next year, after we renovate the existing property, of course.”

“So you won’t be putting up a monstrosity like this?” she asked pointedly.

“No, not if your deal goes through,” he said as he parked the car in the circular driveway to wait for the parking attendant to return.

“I wish you’d stop referring to it as ‘my deal’, DeAndre,” Victoria said with a pained expression that came through in her tone.

“Without you, we’d be getting another one of these things,” DeAndre said as he killed the engine. “Shall we?” he asked without waiting for an answer to climb out of the car. I noticed a young Italian in a uniform running towards us.

DeAndre flipped the keys to the attendant as we crossed the driveway to enter the hotel. The lobby was depressingly modern, more glass and gleaming metal, not at all compatible with the ancient city outside its doors. We walked across the barren lobby to the counter where we would, I supposed, check in but we walked right past the counter and continued to the elevators.

“I thought we’d go right up to the Penthouse Room and have a quick look around,” he said as he pressed the button to call an elevator. A door opened immediately and we entered. We’re alone in the car, just the four of us, so I decided to ask more questions.

“Safe to assume that all the Penthouse Hotels have a Penthouse Room, right?” After the words left my mouth I realized how dumb I sounded. Victoria gave me a look but DeAndre and Samantha let it slide.

“That’s right,” DeAndre said, bailing me out. “That’s where everything happens.”

“Most things,” Samantha corrected him gently. He didn’t hesitate before he continued.

“If we buy a building and it doesn’t have one, we add it on. Obviously, if we build a new hotel from scratch, we make the Penthouse Room spectacular.”

“So this one must be impressive,” Victoria said.

“You can judge for yourselves in a few seconds.” Buildings in Rome, new ones at least, seem to have a built-in height limitation. I asked DeAndre about it.

“Yeah, inside the central area as defined by the Aurelian Walls built a couple of thousand years ago, no building can be built higher than St. Peter’s Basilica, so about 450 feet or 45 stories.” I checked the elevator buttons and saw that the highest floor other than the penthouse was the forty-fourth. I cocked an eyebrow at DeAndre and he laughed.

“Cut it kinda close, no?” I added and he nodded.

“Rodney loves to push the envelope with everything he does,” he said.

“Like offering sex for sale as part of the hotel’s business model?” Victoria asked with a sour tone. I gave her a look but she ignored me.

“Yeah, exactly like that,” DeAndre admitted cheerfully. “Are you still on board for this, Vicky?”

“I’m not sure,” she said with a look at Samantha. “What about you, Sam?”

“I’m looking forward to getting laid, to be honest,” she said with a shy smile that was incredibly incongruous. Victoria just stared at her.

“Didn’t you and DeAndre sleep together last night?” my wife asked without embarrassment. I felt my face burning for her.

“It’s different when you’re doing it here,” Samantha said as she took DeAndre’s arm.

“And you don’t mind?” Victoria asked her bull.

“She was a whore when I married her, remember?” DeAndre said with a bit of attitude. It felt like Victoria was pushing right up against his limit.

“That doesn’t mean she has to keep doing it,” Victoria said. I couldn’t believe it.

“I like it, Victoria,” Samantha said without animosity. I’m not sure how she managed it.

“Do you, Samantha? Do you, really?”

I turned to my wife. “If you don’t want to do this, Victoria, you don’t have to.”

“True that,” DeAndre said, almost slipping into ghetto slang for some reason.

“I’ll be fine,” Victoria said as the doors slid open. “We’re just going to look around now, right?”

“Indeed we are,” DeAndre said as he led the way out of the elevator. He offered Samantha his arm so I did the same with my wife but she ignored me. I tried not to take it personally.

DeAndre wasn’t exaggerating. The Penthouse Room of the new Rome Penthouse Hotel was spectacular. The views of the city were incredible, made impossible to ignore by floor-to-ceiling windows on three sides of the structure. A small garden outside one of the walls looked amazing and inviting but the elevated views of the city with everything it was famous for were the main attraction.

“You weren’t kidding,” I said to DeAndre as I looked around in awe. “This view is breathtaking.”

“The view of the city isn’t bad, either,” he said in a whisper to me alone as the women walked ahead of us. I looked at him in confusion and he gave me a sly grin and a cocked eyebrow. I didn’t understand until he nodded at the crowd – I’d been so taken with the view outside the walls of the room that I’d overlooked the view inside. Which was every bit as impressive in a completely different way.

The women were everywhere, and incredibly beautiful.

“They say there’s no such thing as a Roman Ten, Mack, but I don’t agree,” DeAndre went on as I ogled the crowd. “I’ve never seen more beautiful women anywhere in the world, including Milan, Paris, and St. Tropez. But what do I know?”

I had no idea what he was talking about but I didn’t care. I was overwhelmed.

Blonde women, brunettes, redheads. Tall women, taller women, painfully thin women, incredibly buxom women. Women in short skirts, women in slinky dresses, women in shorts and, pardon the expression, guinea tees with their boobs practically on display. But all of them wearing the same silk scarves, with only the colors to differentiate, as Samantha had explained in the car.

“So, all of these women are available?” I whispered to DeAndre.

“Indeed they are,” he whispered back. The girls were huddled just ahead of us and I did not doubt that they were having a very similar conversation as DeAndre and me. When Victoria turned to give me a look, I knew for a fact that she was just as blown away as I was. Maybe more so.

She would be in competition with all of these women, if she decided to go through with DeAndre’s plan.

“What the fuck, DeAndre?” she said with venomous intent when she walked toward us. “What the fucking fuck?”

“Why, whatever do you mean, Victoria?” he asked with a smarmy smile.

“Ignore him,” Samantha said as she took my wife’s arm. “Let’s go get scarves.” Victoria gave me a look but she allowed DeAndre’s wife to escort her back to the elevators and beyond. DeAndre explained that in this hotel, unlike most others in the chain, the Scarf Room was on the same floor as the Penthouse Room.

“We usually put it just off the lobby so there’s not a crush during crowded nights, but Rodney decided to experiment with this design.”

“Was he right?” I asked absentmindedly. I didn’t care, I was just making conversation.

“I have no idea,” DeAndre said. “And just so we’re clear, Mack. I have no intention of paying any of these women for sex tonight. I just thought you’d like to see what you’re missing.” He gave me a look that made me want to hit him, not that I ever would. He’d snap me like a twig.

“So, what are we doing here, then?” I asked, trying not to stare at the women more than I was, which was futile. I couldn’t stop gawking but DeAndre led us to a pair of seats at the bar.

He smiled. “Giving Vicky a chance to see what the Penthouse Room is all about for one. And you can’t fool me, Mack. You still love reclaiming your wife, don’t you?” I didn’t answer. “Yeah, that’s what I thought. And how was it when she came home from the Count’s villa the other night? How different was it reclaiming your wife after she’d just whored herself out instead of just fucking her bull? It was better, wasn’t it? Damn right, it was. In my experience, a woman who’d just rented her body to a man she never met is like no other. She’s degraded herself in a way that is unlike anything else even though they’ve been doing it as long as anyone can remember.” We ordered drinks.

“Why does this appeal to you?” I asked him. “I don’t get it, DeAndre. I thought you had nothing but contempt for me and my kind.”

“Cuckolds?” he asked with a shrug. “No, I get where you’re coming from. The difference between me and you is mostly the racial thing. You wanted a nigger fucking your woman, defiling your marriage, degrading your lily white wife. That shit doesn’t appeal to me, obviously. But another man paying Samantha to spread her legs for him? To suck his cock? To let him fuck her ass until he cums deep in her bowels? That shit turns me on the same as it does you, Mack. Same as it turns you on. Not to mention the whole reclamation thing. I got no idea why that’s so fucking hot but it is. It is so fucking hot. For them, too. Samantha loves it when I dump a load on top of the one that’s already deep inside her. We both do.”

DeAndre sipped his drink and turned to greet our wives who had returned wearing the scarves that signal they are available for anyone willing and able to pay them. I turned to look at Victoria and tried to read her expression but there was no mystery in it. None at all.

She looked miserable.
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Victoria sat next to me at the bar with a sour look on her face. I glanced at DeAndre but he was busy kissing his wife. She looked radiantly happy, in stark contrast to mine. I asked her what the problem was.

“Seriously, Mack? You have to ask?” she questioned me rhetorically with venom in her voice. “I have no desire to go off with some Italian lothario I just met and let him have his way with me because he can pay the fee.”

“Then why are we here, Vicks?” I was genuinely curious, not to mention, confused. “Why didn’t you just tell DeAndre to fuck off when he showed up?”

She sighed heavily. “I seem to have an issue with saying no to him,” she said softly with a glance at the loving couple sitting to her right. “I believe I’ve mentioned that to you before.”

“You have,” I admitted. “Should I tell him we’re going home?”

She looked at me. “You’d do that for me?”

I startled. “Of course. I’m surprised you need to ask.” I stood up from my bar stool to confront DeAndre when Victoria stopped me.

“Wait,” she whispered. “Don’t.”

I cocked an eyebrow as I stared at her. “I’m getting some mixed signals here, Vicks.”

“I know, and I’m sorry.” She looked away. “I guess I’m just conflicted.”

I leaned close. “Are you afraid you’ll lose him if we leave?”

“A little. Ridiculous, I know,” she admitted with a shrug. “I don’t know what’s gotten into me.” She looked at me and frowned. “Besides the obvious.”

I raised my hands in mock surrender. “I wasn’t going to say a thing.” She nodded. “Would you like something to drink?” I asked, happy to change the subject.

“I’d love a glass of something cold,” she said as she looked around for the bartender. I signaled the one at the other end of the bar just as DeAndre and Samantha turned to talk to Victoria and me.

“I’m still at a loss about how this works,” Victoria said to them. “Does a guy just walk up to us and ask for sex with you two sitting right here?”

DeAndre looked at Samantha and they both smiled. “No, probably not,” he said to Victoria. “But tonight is special. That’s what we’re waiting for.”

“What’s tonight?” I asked.

“Once a month,” Samantha began, “every Penthouse hotel has what is called ‘Cuck Night’, where couples come and everyone understands what the deal is.”

“What’s the deal?” Victoria asked, her tone sour again.

“That the guys who are with their wives or girlfriends are cuckolds and would either like to watch them get picked up or watch them get laid, depending on how adventurous everyone feels about it.”

Victoria turns to look at me. “Is that something you’d like to do?” She does not look amused.

I’m sure I turned three shades of red but the lighting wasn’t great by the bar so I doubt if they noticed. “I don’t know,” I said but I wasn’t being honest. I knew exactly what I wanted to do.

“Come on, Mack,” DeAndre challenged me with a laugh. “Don’t hide who you are.”

At that precise moment, two Italian studs walked up to us at the bar. I was more than a little surprised that they didn’t blink at the fact that DeAndre and I were standing right there with our wives, as all four of us were wearing wedding rings. The men who approached us couldn’t have missed them so they clearly didn’t give a shit. I glanced at Victoria again and she looked even more miserable.

The Italians said something in their native tongue to DeAndre and he answered them, fluidly and with a perfect accent from what I could tell, which wasn’t much. But the guys must have noticed because they switched to English which I could barely understand, their accents being thick as tomato sauce.

“You two ladies are a vision of lovely,” the taller one said with his eyes on Victoria. The shorter one moved by default to Samantha’s side and leaned in to whisper something I couldn’t hear. She laughed gently and nodded, then she looked at Victoria.

“Are you amenable, Vicky?” she asked as if she was checking to see if my wife wanted to go to lunch, not go to a hotel room with a complete stranger to let him fuck her for money. Victoria hesitated and shot me a look but it wasn’t like she was looking for my approval or anything. It was just a look that said, ‘Can you believe this shit?’

Then she nodded, grabbed her purse, and off they went.

I turned to look at DeAndre and found him grinning at me like the cat who ate the canary.

“That was quick,” I said not knowing what else to say.

“Yeah. I figured that a few minutes in this place with a scarf on and those two would be gone before you know it.” He looked at his wife and mine as they walked toward the elevators. Just as they disappeared into a waiting car, he turned to me and asked if I was okay.

“I guess,” I said weakly.

“You sure, Mack? You look a little green.”

“I worry about Victoria, is all,” I said with a little more strength. DeAndre nodded. Then a thought occurred to me. “The other night at your apartment I got the impression that you wished Samantha would stop...” I almost added a derogatory word but stopped short. DeAndre chuckled at my lame attempt to be politically correct.

“Stop whoring? Naw, I’m good with it. Sometimes I’m on the fence, I’ll be honest, but then we come to a place like this and I remember how much she loves it.”

“She does?” I saw it too but I was still wrapping my head around the idea. Samantha was an exotic beauty, no doubt about it, but she had a sweet innocence about her at the same time that made her fascination with the world’s oldest profession incongruous, to say the least.

“Oh, yeah,” DeAndre added. “Absolutely. I told her she’s free to stop whenever she likes but she says she loves doing it. I think she gets off on being degraded as much as I do.”

I thought about it before I said anything but I had to ask. “What is it about degrading your wife that is so appealing, DeAndre?”

He gave me a look. “You’re not into it, Mack? You don’t get off on the idea that Victoria is probably on her knees in front of a guy she just met because he’s willing to pay her? That doesn’t make you hard?”

I didn’t want to admit it, but it did. I was hard as blue steel. But I wasn’t about to admit that to DeAndre. I guess I didn’t have to.

“No judgment, Mack. We’re all in the same boat here. We all love it, although Vicky didn’t seem nearly as happy as Sam to go fuck a pair of meatballs.”

“Do you have to be so derogatory about it, DeAndre?” I asked.

He looked at me. “Okay, I didn’t realize you were so sensitive, Mack.” He waited a beat before he leaned close and whispered in my ear. “You do realize that your wife tells me to fuck her with my big black cock and to shoot my nigger sperm in her womb every time I fuck her, don’t you?”

I stared at him.

He laughed at me, then added, “I’ll take that as a ‘No.’”

“Does she?” I asked finally.

“Oh, yeah. She does, really,” he added with emphasis. “She’s really into the race thing, in case you were wondering. Does that surprise you, Mack?”

“A little, I guess. Did it surprise you the first time she said it?”

“No, not really. I’m used to being looked at like the dangerous black man. I get a kick out of it, to be honest.”

“Why’s that?” I wasn’t just trying to pass the time and distract myself from what Victoria was doing. I was genuinely curious.

“It’s complicated, Mack. There’s a part of me that finds it kinda depressing, as if I’m just a black man. Or a black cock.” He shrugged. “But then, I do get to fuck a shitload of gorgeous women with my black cock, so there’s that.” He laughed and shook his head. “I get the feeling that Victoria grew up with a bunch of fucking racists, am I right?”

“I’m not sure,” I said even though I was almost certain DeAndre was on to something. I’d only met Victoria’s parents a couple of times but they struck me as the kind of people who didn’t have a lot of sympathy for the Black Lives Matter movement.

“Yeah, well,” he said after he sipped his drink. “You ever hate-fuck someone, Mack?”

I almost did a spit-take. “Come again?” I asked after I stopped coughing.

“You heard me, hate-fuck. You ever fuck someone you hated, just because? Or someone who hated you?”

I side-eyed him. “Why in the world would that even happen, DeAndre?”

“Shit, man. Use your imagination. You want to get back at some guy so you fuck his wife even though you can’t stand her. Or she can’t stand you but she can’t say no to you because you’re such a fucking stud. Shit like that.” He smirked at me and then laughed. “No, I guess that wouldn’t be your thing, would it, Mack?”

“I can’t say that the thought ever crossed my mind, DeAndre.” I sipped my drink again as a way to buy time to organize my thoughts. I had to come up with something to say to him. “I suppose you’ve hate-fucked a fair number of women, right?”

“Yeah, I have. And it’s amazing, let me tell you. There’s something about putting it to a woman who really doesn’t want it that’s just too good, you know? Angry sex is so different from the usual.” He shook his head again. “I imagine Vicky is getting a little taste of it herself right about now. She did not look like she was all that into her ‘giovanni’ as we call them here in Italy.” He grinned at me.

“What’s your plan for my wife, DeAndre? If you don’t mind me asking.” I wanted to know even though I didn’t want to know.

“I haven’t decided yet, Mack. I’m still working on the hotel in Florence so that’s got all my attention for the moment. Once that’s signed, sealed, and delivered…” He shrugged and grinned at me again. I was getting sick and tired of how he grinned at me.

“What if Victoria wants out? What then?”

His grin disappeared. “It’s her call, Mack. She wants out, I’d have to devise another plan of attack.” He looked off into the distance and sipped his drink. “Why? Is she thinking of bailing on me?”

It was my turn to shrug. “The thought has crossed her mind,” I admitted.

DeAndre downed the rest of his drink and stood up. “We should go check in so we have rooms we can use to reclaim our wives after they’re done whoring, Mack.”

He walked away suddenly without waiting for me.
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DeAndre and I went to our separate rooms on the same hotel floor after we checked in. He told me as we rode the elevator that the girls should be done servicing their clients shortly and we should expect them to call when they’re done. I just nodded and wondered how Victoria would react to what had just happened to her.

The room was nice, standard hotel accommodations and nothing more. I considered having a drink but I was already feeling the effects of the drink in the Penthouse Room and decided that if Victoria wanted me to reclaim her I sure as hell didn’t want to come up short with a case of whisky dick. So I flipped on the TV and sat on the bed to wait.

Ten minutes later, my phone rang. It was Victoria.

“Where are you?” she asked in a voice that didn’t seem as strained as I expected. I gave her our room number and she disconnected the call after she assured me she was on her way. My dick swelled in my pants.

A few minutes later there was a knock on the door. I opened it and Victoria stood in the hall looking a little worse for wear. She had an expression on her face I hadn’t expected either, something like a combination of excitement and embarrassment. We’d been at this odd crossroads in our sexual relationship often enough since we met DeAndre, where she returned to me after having just been fucked by another man. But I got it – this was different – as now she was returning from being used as a whore, paid for her sexual favors, and coming back to me likely with a cuntful of another man’s semen. A man she hadn’t known before she agreed to fuck him. A man she probably still had no idea who the fuck he was.

Such is the life of a prostitute, I imagined as I looked at her standing in the hotel hallway.

“How was it?” I asked stupidly.

“Can we go inside before we talk?” I almost jumped out of the way as I ushered her into our room.

“Of course,” I said with an apologetic tone. “Sorry.”

“No worries,” she said with a lighter tone than I had any right to expect. “It’s fine.”

“You okay?” I asked, genuinely concerned about how she felt.

“Surprisingly, I’m okay,” she said as if it was as big a surprise for her as it was for me. “I don’t know if that’s a good thing or a bad thing.” She looked at me and I raised my eyebrows for her to explain. “It feels odd that I’m already getting used to this.”

“I guess that makes sense,” I said, stupidly. I wasn’t sure what or how I was supposed to react to our new reality. My wife was a whore, bought and paid for by the hour. It was different from the Count. That was more of a quid pro quo. This was a blatant cash transaction even if the actual cash never changed hands – the hotel would take care of debiting the john’s account and crediting Victoria’s.

“So, are you interested in reclaiming your whore wife, or has that ship sailed?” she asked in a tone that I found a little sad and vaguely insulting. I shook my head.

“Don’t do that, Vicks. I’m not the one…” I stopped but I realized my mistake too late.

“You’re not the one who what?” she asked pointedly.

I studied her for a few uncomfortable seconds. I decided there was no way out of this so I should just go with it. “I’m not the one who spread her legs for a complete stranger for money,” I said as I held my breath to see how she reacted to the cold hard reality.

“No, that would be me,” she said with a sad smile. “I’m the whore in this family.”

“And I’m married to a whore,” I said with a cockeyed smile of my own. “And I love it,” I added in complete honesty.

“Really?”

“Really.”

She came to me and melted into my arms. I kissed her.

“Can you taste him?” she asked when we broke from the kiss.

“I can,” I admitted, although the taste wasn’t strong on her lips. More of a hint than anything. “Did he cum in your mouth?”

“No, he just had me clean his dick with my tongue after.” She gave me a weak smile. “Still…”

“Yeah,” I agreed, not knowing what else to say. Then I added, “But you didn’t clean up, right?”

She gave me a look and a bit of a smirk. “No, I didn’t clean up. Or use a condom.”

“Was it even an option?”

“He never mentioned it so I didn’t either. I guess we should rethink that,” she said as she stepped away from me and began to undress. I did the same. “Or are we just going to wing it?”

“I’m all for winging it.” I knew it was reckless but I didn’t care. The feel of another man’s cum in my wife’s pussy was just too good to pass up. I’m sure every doctor worth his Hippocratic Oath would call me a complete idiot but that’s how I felt.

“Okay,” she said as she climbed onto the bed still in her panties. “I saved as much as I could but, you know…” When we fuck right after DeAndre leaves her on our bed back home, her pussy is filled to overflowing and there is no better feeling in the world than fucking her before she even stands up. Obviously, that was not going to be the case at that point but the idea is still the same and there’s usually enough residual semen to make the experience worth the risk. At least that’s the way I felt.

“Do you want to go down on me?” she asked out of the blue. I just stared at her.

“Why? Do you want me to?” I didn’t want to do that but I’d do it if she insisted.

“This might be a good time to explore that option,” she said with a sly smile. “But I won’t force you to if you don’t want to.”

I got the distinct impression she wanted me to. I nodded without saying another word and climbed between her legs. I looked at her pussy and could see the semen leaking out of her. It wasn’t pouring out the way it did when she’d just finished fucking DeAndre but still – it was intimidating as hell.

“Well?” she said with another smirk. I looked up at her and she nodded. I leaned forward and dipped my tongue into her. She tasted salty, not that different from how she tastes when she’s fresh and clean but with an unmistakable aroma of another man. Or maybe I was just projecting. I licked her a bit deeper and watched her face as I did. She kept her eyes locked with mine for a few seconds before she closed them, leaned her head back, and moaned.

Then she grabbed my hair, what was left of it, and pulled my face against her ruined cunt. My tongue was deep inside her before I knew it.

And it wasn’t half bad. In fact, it was pretty damn hot. I couldn’t really taste the guy but I knew his essence was there and that’s all it took. I was rock hard.

“Mind if I fuck you now?” she asked, which surprised the shit out of me.

“How do you want me?” I asked in a play on the phrase she used with DeAndre in that hotel room in Atlanta when we met him so many months ago. She gave me a little laugh to acknowledge that she got the reference.

“On your back, big fella,” she almost growled but with a smile that was just killer. God damn, my wife has got a look when she’s horny, and incredibly, she seemed really, really horny.

What more can a man ask for than a horny wife?

I switched places with her and she climbed onto my raging erection. She guided me into her wet slit and fuck, she felt good. Beyond good. Amazing. I’m sure the scenario that had just played out was a big reason for how sexy she looked, my wife the whore and all, but I was beside myself as she lowered her body onto mine and took my dick deep in her whore cunt.

“I love your whore cunt,” I said just to drive the point home.

“Do you, now?” she asked with a smirking smile. “You like reclaiming your whore of a wife after she just fucked a total stranger for money, Honey?”

“Fuck, yeah,” I whispered as I worked hard to keep from cumming. But I knew I wasn’t going to last long. And just to drive home the point she gave my dick a good squeeze. “Holy shit,” I whispered.

“Yeah, DeAndre suggested I do some kegles to work those muscles,” she said in a ragged voice as she seemed to dance suddenly on the precipice of her own orgasm. “I guess it’s working.”

“Gangbusters,” I said as I gritted my teeth. “I’m not going to last, babe.”

“Then cum in me, Honey. Cum in your whore wife’s dripping cunt just like my paying client did a few minutes ago.”

I gasped and let loose.

It was fantastic.
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A couple of hours later at dinner, the four of us were sampling several family-style dishes that were so delicious as to be astounding while we all studiously avoided talking about what had happened that afternoon. Finally, I couldn’t take it any longer.

“Are we going to talk about what just happened?”

All three of them looked at me. “I guess we are now,” DeAndre said with a wry smile.

“I just want to know what the plan is,” I added as I took another bite of something I had no idea existed in the real world, it was so exquisite.

“Well, I never know what the plan is until something comes up that needs to be handled,” DeAndre said. I glanced at Victoria and saw her wince.

“So, my wife has to fuck whoever needs to be fucked to make the deal happen, is that what you’re saying?” I didn’t mean to sound as bad as I did, but there wasn’t a thing I could do about the way I felt.

“It’s not as bad as all that,” Samantha said unhelpfully. I was tempted to make some comment about how she was a long-time committed prostitute who loved her work, whereas my wife was not, but thankfully, I caught myself. I like Samantha and there was nothing to be gained by rubbing her nose in what and who she was, I decided.

“We’ll take it slowly if we can, Mack,” DeAndre said. I felt like telling him to fuck off but a look from Victoria made me stop myself again. “And Vicky is free to do as she pleases, of course.” He nodded to my wife and she nodded back. I had my doubts.

“Okay, more to the here and now,” I began. “What’s going to happen tonight?”

“Sam?” DeAndre asked his wife. “You want to fill them in?”

“Sure,” she said as she turned to me. “It’s all up to you, Mack. Whatever floats your boat, as far as watching is concerned. If you just want to be at the table like what happened this afternoon, that’s fine. Or, if you prefer, you can go with them to the room and watch.” She looked at DeAndre. “From what I’ve heard, you used to do that, right?”

“Yeah, I did,” I mumbled. Until DeAndre decided to shut me out, I thought but didn’t say.

“Now’s your chance, Mack,” DeAndre added unnecessarily. I was starting to wonder if he was intentionally trying to piss me off or if he was just stumbling into it. I decided to press him on his situation.

“What’s your preference, DeAndre?” I asked pointedly. “Do you like to watch?”

“I can take it or leave it,” he said with a look of studied boredom which I didn’t buy for a second. A glance at Samantha told me she didn’t buy it, either.

Suddenly, a wicked thought occurred to me. “What if I fucked your wife, DeAndre? Would you watch that?” I had no intention of doing any such thing, as a quick glance from Victoria told me in no uncertain terms that it wasn’t going to happen, but I wanted to yank his chain since he took such delight in yanking mine.

He side-eyed me and smirked. “Knock yourself out, Mack, but I think I’ll pass on watching,” he said with disdain.

I looked at Victoria to reassure her that I had no intention of fucking Samantha but she had the strangest look on her face. “What if I fucked Samantha?” she asked out of the blue.

“Now that, I’d watch,” DeAndre said with gusto after a beat. “Are you serious?”

“I don’t know,” Victoria said with a glance at Sam. “Are you interested?”

“Oh, for sure,” Samantha gushed with a coy smile. “Can we go now?” I looked at DeAndre and he was already waving at the server for the check.

The walk back to the hotel was so different from the walk to the restaurant. We were all lost in our own heads – I know I was – and I don’t think three words were said between the four of us for the entire time. When we got on the elevator, it felt like the air was thick with sexual tension. I had never known Victoria to be interested in women and I couldn’t help but wonder if this was somehow payback aimed at DeAndre, although from the way he jumped at the chance to watch his wife and his girlfriend together, I’d have to speculate that Victoria’s plan had backfired spectacularly.

Or maybe Victoria just found Samantha irresistible. I know I did, even if there was no chance I’d be doing anything about it.

Without anyone saying it, we all somehow gravitated to DeAndre’s and Samantha’s room. Once we got there, Victoria hesitated only slightly before she walked up to Samantha and looked her square in the eyes, then she wrapped her arms around the shorter woman’s neck and pulled her in for a passionate kiss. It was the first time I’d ever seen my wife kiss another woman and I have to say, it was astounding. They kissed as if they were long-lost lovers, their lips and tongues playfully touching and exploring and finally, devouring each other. Their bodies melded into one another and that was its own special treat, their breasts and mounds pressed against each other so deliciously I got hard even though they remained fully dressed. I thought about saying something but I held off and I was glad I did. A few seconds later, Victoria took the lead in getting Sam undressed and she stipped the woman naked before my wife shed one stitch of clothing. It was a dominant move the likes of which I never expected to witness from Victoria but I will carry the memory of it to my grave, so sensual and arousing it was.

Seeing DeAndre’s wife naked for the first time was a real treat in more ways than one. Samantha is a stone fox, no two ways about it, with sleek lines and incredible skin. She looked like she’s barely out of her teens even though I’m pretty sure she’s pushing thirty. Her long dark hair was in stark contrast to Victoria’s golden tresses and together they were an incredible sight. Especially as my wife caresses and fondled her body with surprising impunity, as if she owned it.

“Undress me, Sam,” Victoria finally commanded the naked woman. She turned to allow Sam access to the zipper of her dress. The room filled with the sound of the zipper sliding its way slowly, sensually down Victoria’s back to reveal that she’s wearing nothing underneath her dress because why would she? As the dress fell off her shoulders and pooled around her feet, she stepped out of it and motioned for Samantha to pick it up. I can’t believe how much I loved watching my wife not only make love to another woman but dominate her as well.

Victoria took Samantha by the hand and walked her to the bed. They laid down in it together and wrapped their arms around each other in an erotic display of feminine sexuality that was truly beautiful. Naked breasts pressed against each other; long smooth legs wrapped around each other; delicate, tender kisses exchanged with such grace, such finesse, I can only marvel at the woman I married and the woman she was making love to. It was a display I never once imagined I’d see and will never forget until the day I die.

Then it got better.

Victoria eased Samantha out of her arms and onto her back, then she lifted herself up and positioned herself in the opposite direction, one knee to the side of Samantha’s head before she straddled the dark-haired beauty in preparation for what I could only hope would happen. Victoria’s long blond tresses draped across Samantha’s lean thighs as my wife lowered her body fore and aft, her mound approaching Samantha’s mouth as her own lips grazed the folds of Samantha’s womanhood. They both moaned as they licked and kissed each other, finally embracing their joined bodies with enthusiasm and muted excitement. Samantha was the first to arch her back as she climaxed but Victoria wasn’t far behind. My wife ground her mound into Samantha’s face and DeAndre’s wife raised her knees to lock Victoria’s face between her delicate thighs. The sounds emanating from them were incredible until they both collapsed in satiated bliss.

“That was really something,” DeAndre whispered to me and I nodded in silent agreement, not wanting to intrude any more than was necessary. “It’s all I can do not to fuck them both right now,” he added with a lascivious look my way. I just stared at him. The girls disengaged enough to look our way as DeAndre stood up from the couch where we had been watching.

“But Cuck Night awaits us, ladies.”
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Reluctantly, I watched Victoria and Samantha dress themselves. Once they reapplied their lipstick and brushed their hair, the four of us headed to the Penthouse Room.

Again.

“I’m not sure yet what to do about watching,” I said to no one in particular in the elevator. I glanced at Victoria but she just gave me a look that didn’t tell me how she felt about me watching her fuck a stranger for money. I did pretty much the same thing when we first met DeAndre – we had just met him when Victoria decided to fuck him – but that was the act of a hotwife and prospective bull, not a whore and her john. For some reason I didn’t quite understand, the fact that she was getting paid to fuck someone changed everything.

“Feel free to watch if you want to, Mack,” Victoria said. “I don’t mind.”

“It’s actually kind of hot when you know your husband is sitting there watching you,” Samantha said without looking at DeAndre. “I know it is for me.” She glanced at Victoria who nodded.

“I can see that,” my wife said to her. “I guess that means I’d like you to watch, Mack. Are you okay with watching?” She almost smirked at me but not quite. I was so glad she restrained herself.

“Yeah, I can do that,” I said as I reached for her hand. She allowed me to hold and even squeeze her hand gently. I’m pretty sure I would have been devastated if she slapped my hand away. Not surprised, but devastated.

“What about you, Darling?” Samantha asked in a sexy whisper as she wrapped her arms around DeAndre’s neck and kissed him lightly so as not to ruin her lipstick, I assumed. “Will you do me the honor?”

“Anything for you, Sam,” he whispered and for the first time I could see just how much DeAndre loved his wife. It was comforting because I had wondered on more than one occasion if DeAndre was out to steal my wife away from me. This semi-public display of affection indicated, at least to me, that I had nothing to worry about. Still, I’d ask Victoria about it as soon as we were alone.

The elevator came to a stop suddenly and the door opened. We walked into the foyer that led to the Penthouse Room but when we turned the corner, I was shocked by the crowd. White couples like Victoria and me were everywhere but black men roamed among them, mostly in pairs but singles as well. I looked at DeAndre and he was already smirking at me.

“Oh, I guess I forgot to mention,” he said with a sly smile. “Cuck night attracts a lot of black men wherever they’re held around the world. It’s a thing, really.”

Samantha smacked his arm playfully. “You didn’t tell them?”

“Nope,” DeAndre said with a chuckle. “I thought it would be more fun to surprise them.”

I looked at Victoria and she seemed as surprised as I was. “Are you still okay with this?” I asked her. She gave me a look.

“Why wouldn’t I be?” she whispered harshly.

“One other thing,” DeAndre said to me, clearly enjoying my surprise and my discomfort. “You’ll be paying tonight.”

“Paying for what?” I asked but with a strong suspicion that I knew what he was about to tell me.

“The hotel gets 10% of the fee whenever the girls get paid. None of the men here to fuck our wives pays during Cuck Night. It’s one of the attractions, to tell you the truth. So you’ll be covering the hotel’s cut. And you’re paying for the room, but you already knew that.”

Victoria looked at DeAndre sharply. “Wait a minute,” she began. “Let me get this straight. I won’t be paid to fuck anyone tonight?”

“I’m afraid not,” DeAndre said not sounding the least bit sad about it. In fact, he was grinning like a Cheshire cat.

“Did you know that?” Victoria asked Samantha who raised her hands as if she was surrendering to my wife. Or about to defend herself.

“Yeah, of course. This isn’t my first Cuck Night,” she admitted. “I don’t come to them often but I know how they work.”

“I don’t get it,” I said. “What’s the point if they don’t pay?”

DeAndre smirked again. “They let you watch, Mack. That’s why they don’t have to pay. But you do.” He offered his arm to Samantha and they strolled towards the bar. Victoria watched them walk away then she turned to me.

“This is kind of fucked up,” she muttered under her breath. I nodded.

“We can just go to our room if you want,” I offered. She shook her head.

“To be perfectly candid,” she said in a soft voice. “I’m kind of intrigued about being with another black man besides DeAndre. See if there are any similarities. Or differences.” She turned to the crowd. “There certainly are plenty of them to choose from.”

“But they’re the ones who do the choosing, no?” I asked and she shot me a look.

“If I don’t like what I see, I have no issues telling them to take a hike.”

I had no doubt she meant it. I offered her my arm and we walked to the bar to join DeAndre and Samantha. They had already ordered drinks for us. As soon as we picked up the glasses – scotch and soda for me and white wine for Victoria – a pair of black men approached our little foursome at the bar.

“Ladies,” the taller one said to Victoria mostly but with a nod to Samantha as well. “How are you this fine evening?” he added with a slightly smarmy tone.

“Quite well, thank you,” Victoria said in a tone that I recognized as ‘Fuck off, buster’ but the guy didn’t seem fazed in the least.

“My name is Travis and my friend here is Malik,” he said as he reached to shake Victoria’s hand. She allowed him to, barely. I had to smile at the way she was dissing him and he just ignored it.

Once the two men shook our wives’ hands and studiously ignored DeAndre and me, they asked point blank who was attached to whom. Victoria rolled her eyes as she told them she was with me, which seemed to make a difference to them both. As soon as they knew Samantha was with DeAndre, another black man, they seemed to lose interest in her entirely. Which I thought was rather offensive.

But then they dropped the bomb on us, or rather, on Victoria.

“Ever had two brothers at once, Vicky?” Travis asked in his smarmiest tone yet. Victoria looked at Samantha who gave her an encouraging smile, amazingly enough. Then my wife looked at me.

“What do you say, Mack? Will this work for you?”

I nodded. “Yeah, no problem.” I slammed my drink and the four of us headed for the elevators. The two men staked out either side of my wife as they escorted her away from the bar leaving me to trail behind. I didn’t feel slighted but I did take note, especially when they each offered her their arm and she took them up on their offers.

We arrived at the elevators just after another car had loaded and departed so the lobby was empty. Another car should up almost immediately and when we stepped inside, the doors closed before anyone else joined us. I took our suddenly private moment to ask our new friends why they virtually ignored Samantha.

“She’s married to the nigger at the bar, right?” the shorter one said with a tone that was close to a sneer. “Not nearly as much fun fucking a bitch that gets black dick all the damn time,” he said with a snarling laugh.

“Fucking hell, Malik,” the taller one, Travis, said, then he whispered to Victoria, “You’ll have to forgive my friend’s manners, Vicky. Clearly, he has none but he means no offense.”

“None taken,” Victoria said with a forced smile.

“What about you?” Travis asked me. “You always watch?”

“No, not always,” I said softly. I wondered briefly if any further explanations were in order when I saw the lights go on for Malik.

“That nigger at the bar fuck your wife here?” he asked. I just stared at him. Mercifully, the elevator came to a sudden halt and the door opened on our floor.

The question was apparently left in the elevator as no one spoke on the short walk to our room. I used the key card to unlock the door and it opened on the first try, much to my relief. I pushed the door open to allow Victoria and her admirers to precede me into the room.

“Safe to say this ain’t your first rodeo?” Malik asked Victoria when the door closed behind me. He stepped up to her and put his hand behind her neck to bring her mouth to his. She didn’t fight him but she didn’t act pleased at his brazen manner.

Travis shot me a look and shook his head. I said nothing.

“Let’s get you out of that dress, Vicky,” Travis said when Malik let her come up for air. I sat on the small chair at the desk across from the bed and faded from their consciousness. Suddenly, they were all about Victoria and she looked as if she was enjoying the attention when Travis kissed her and Malik unzipped her dress. She was naked in short order while the men remained fully clothed. I have to admit it was quite a sight.

“Okay, Vicky,” Travis said a little less gently. “Time for you to get on your knees.”

Victoria stared at him for a beat, clearly deciding whether she should comply with his order or toss him the fuck out on his ear. I sat forward on the chair to be ready if she needed me to provide the muscle, although I knew I would be overmatched by the two larger, younger men. Even Malik, who was only an inch or so taller than me, looked as if he outweighed me by twenty-five pounds of ripped muscle. But I would do my all to come to the aid of my wife, should she ask me to.

Instead, she offered her hand to Travis and he took it to help her to her knees. Malik just watched but he looked as if he was quickly losing patience for the slow dance that Victoria and Travis were engaged in. He confirmed as much when he began to unbuckle his belt.

Until Victoria stopped him. “I’ll do that,” she said as she put her hand on his. He dropped his hands to his sides and she proceeded to liberate his considerable black erection from his jeans. She leaned forward and licked the tip as he just watched. Then she turned back to finish releasing Travis’s even more impressive cock from his trousers. She licked the tip of his cock and smiled at him. She had one cock in each hand as she looked up from her knees at the two men.

I felt like I’d died and gone to heaven.

“Suck my cock, Vicky,” Malik almost growled through clenched teeth. “Suck it good, bitch.”

“No need to get personal,” Victoria said with a look as her tongue snaked up from his balls to the black helmet head of his male member. She dragged it out, long and slow, then did the same with Travis. For the moment, both men seemed content to let Victoria run the show, but I knew if they started to get out of hand with her, I’d have to step in. I wouldn’t do much good, but that’s what I would have to do and I would do it.

Victoria sucked them off for several sloppy, slurpy minutes while I watched. Finally, she stopped and looked up at Malik. “I don’t want you to cum in my mouth, asshole. So take a break while your friend here fucks me.” She left no doubt as to who was in charge which I found hot as hell, especially when brick-shithouse Malik just slunk off to sit on the edge of the bed while Travis and Victoria climbed into the middle of the bed to fuck.

Man, did they fuck.

Victoria might have been putting on a bit of an act for me, but she was making all kinds of noises like she was about to cum or actually cumming while Travis was fucking her missionary. He had the bigger dick between the two of them so I had no trouble believing she was actually cumming and I had a feeling that Malid didn’t have any issues believing it, either. Eventually, Travis tapped out before he came and yielded to Malik who practically jumped my wife before she had a chance to close her legs. Not that she had any intention of doing so.

“I want you both to cum in my pussy so my husband gets sloppy thirds,” she announced while Malik was absolutely pounding her and I imagined that put him over the top because he started gasping and grunting almost immediately. When he arched his back and almost went into convulsions, I knew he’d done the deed.

“Sure I can’t interest you in a little backdoor action, Vicky?” Travis asked as Malik withdrew from between my wife’s thighs.

“Not a fan of a used cunt, Travis?” she asked sweetly, with an innocent smile.

“Not even a little bit,” he admitted, and she looked at me.

“What do you say, Mack? You want him to fuck my ass or cum in my mouth?” She gave me a look that told me she was fucking with the both of us so I decided to throw it right back at her.

“Cum on her face, Travis,” I said to him without smiling. She clucked but didn’t object and he laughed.

“You two are really something else,” he said as he scooted up to her face and began jerking off. It wasn’t long before long ropes of cum splashed into her eyes and mouth, blinding her.

“Fucker,” she muttered but I wasn’t sure if she was talking about Travis or me.

“Have fun,” Travis said after pulling on his clothes. Malik exited the room without saying another word, the little shit.

“Get me a towel, Mack,” Victoria said when she heard the door click shut. I just stared at her lovely face, drenched in cum. It was a sight to behold. My dick was achingly hard and that made me a little reckless in hindsight, I guess.

“No, I like the way you look, Vicks. We’ll take a shower as soon as I finish.”

She sighed but didn’t object. “Well, hurry up, then,” she added, the last thing any man wants to hear in such circumstances but I couldn’t blame her. I stripped off my clothes and climbed between her thighs while staring at her glistening cunt. It, too, was quite the sight.

As I eased my dick into her, which felt exquisite, by the way, she reached for me and wrapped her arms around my neck. I knew what was coming and didn’t fight it when she pulled me close for a deeply passionate and absolutely disgusting kiss.

I came a few seconds later.
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“So what was the point of this weekend, DeAndre?” Victoria asked from the seat next to me on the trip back to Cortona on Sunday afternoon.

DeAndre, who was driving as usual, gave her a look in the rearview mirror. Samantha turned and glanced at me. She was smiling but then she’s almost always smiling.

“Well, a couple of things, Victoria. First, I wanted to make sure you were comfortable with fuckng men you just met for money. Not everyone can handle that, as I’m sure you can imagine.”

Victoria said nothing. She just stared at the back of Samantha’s headrest.

“The second thing I wanted to see, which was just as important, is that you’re still willing to take orders from me. I’ve got a lot riding on this project because of you. Florence wasn’t at the top of our list for new hotels. I insisted on it because you moved to Cortona. So, my ass is on the line. But even more important, if this works, I’ll be using you for all my future projects as well.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked harshly.

“Now, don’t you be worrying your pretty little head about such matters, Vicky. You leave all that to me and just do as you’re told, like you did this weekend, and we’ll be fine, you and me.” He glanced at her in the mirror again but she wasn’t looking at him. She was staring out the side window.

“Mack, what about you?” DeAndre asked after a long stretch. “You okay with how the weekend went?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.” I didn’t look at Victoria when she turned to look at me. I didn’t need the aggravation. But I knew I’d pay a price when we got home.

“Be honest, Mack,” DeAndre continued. “No point in going on with all of this if you’re gonna eventually make waves.” He turned and looked at Samantha. “I can always lend Samantha to you while I’ve got Victoria busy with my projects.” He laughed at what I took to be a joke. No one else laughed.

“No offense, Sam, but I’ll pass,” I said quietly.

“None taken,” she said even more quietly.

DeAndre snorted. “Why? Because Vicky won’t allow it? Come on, Vicky. Don’t be such a spoil sport.”

Victoria remained silent and continued to stare out the window.

“There is no honor amongst whores, Mack. There just isn’t.”

I didn’t object but I was getting sick of hearing DeAndre refer to Victoria as a whore. I have no idea why the word had a bigger and more negative impact on me than the act itself. Societal pressures, no doubt. I would be keeping that little tidbit of information to myself, though. I looked out my own side window for the next several kilometers.

After way too long of a drive, even if it only lasted a couple of hours, DeAndre dropped Victoria and me at our house and, after declining a dinner invitation, he headed back to Florence with Samantha. As his car disappeared into the distance, I turned to look at my wife only to see her walking away from me without a word. I shook my head and followed her into the house with our bags.

“You want to talk about it?” I asked when I reached our bedroom. I tossed the bags on the bed to unpack but I waited for some sort of response from Victoria. She just stood at the bedroom window as if she was looking for something. Or someone.

“It’s a funny thing, Mack,” she said in a neutral tone which I took as a win. “When I’m doing it, actually selling my body, I’m okay with it. I even enjoyed it, to be honest. But after the fact, not so much. Now, here, in the cold clear light of day, I find it revolting and wonder how in the world I let myself get talked into all of this.” She turned and looked at me, finally. It was not a good look, not even close.

“Do you want to stop, Victoria? Call it quits?”

She shook her head. “I’m not there, yet. I’m close, but I’m not there.” She looked away from me. “Do you believe this?” She turned to look me right in the eyes. She was tearing up.

“I think maybe I should call DeAndre and tell him you’re done.” I waited for her to respond. She looked at her shoes.

“No, don’t do that. I’m going to stick with it for now. Stick with him, heaven help me.”

“Why”

“I wish I knew,” she said wistfully.

“That’s nuts, Vicks. If you’re not happy then change things up.” I looked at her but she wouldn’t look at me.

“It’s not that easy, Mack. It’s just not. I don’t know why but I can’t…”

“You can’t say no to DeAndre,” I interrupted. “Yeah, so you’ve said.”

She sighed. “Don’t be like that, Mack. I really don’t need you to be like that right now.”

“What do you expect from me, Victoria? Do you want me to stand by and let some guy I barely know make a mockery of my wife and our marriage? Because I can’t do it, babe. I just can’t do it.”

She sighed again, even bigger than the first time. “I know,” she whispered. “But this was your idea, remember. Not mine.”

“How could I forget, Vicks? It’s killing me, knowing that I started all this and it’s hurting you.”

She finally turned to me and smiled. “It’s not all bad, Mack. Not by a long shot. We had fun this weekend, didn’t we?”

I was rocked back on my heels. “You just got finished telling me that you felt terrible about what happened, Victoria. Now you’re telling me it was fun?”

She nodded. “Yeah, it was. You can’t deny it, Mack. You loved watching those two black studs fucking me fore and aft. Watching your wife get spitroasted for the first time. Admit it.”

Now it was my turn to stare. “I feel like I’m getting whiplash here, Vicks. What’s going on?”

She shrugged and sighed again. I was getting tired of all her sighing. “It’s a mixed bag for me, Mack. Just like I was saying before. I mean, I still feel like it was degrading as hell to be pimped out like that, paid to have sex with two men I never met before and knew nothing about. Two men I’d never see again and good riddance.” She looked away and shook her head. “That part was so degrading. Used like a cheap slut, like a whore. Disgusting.”

I waited. I wanted to say something but I wasn’t sure what to say, and I got a strong sense that Victoria wasn’t finished talking, so I kept my mouth shut.

Sure enough, she finally went on.

“But there’s a part of every woman that wants to be degraded, Mack. I don’t know why that is, but I know it for a fact. It’s certainly true for me. There’s a small part of me that just longs to be used and abused – not hurt, just humiliated. Debased. I don’t know where this need comes from but it’s there, deep down in the darkest depths of my psyche. Why it’s there, I have no idea. But wherever it came from and for whatever reason it exists, what happened this weekend with those guys was fucking incredible.”

Victoria turned to me suddenly and wrapped her arms around my neck. She kissed me lightly on the mouth. “And that you were there to watch it happen, to protect me if anything went wrong, that was so hot, Mack. So fucking hot.”

I side-eyed her hard for the first time since we began talking. “You know as well as I do, Vicks, that if anything went sideways with those two there wasn’t a thing I could do about it, right?”

She smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I know. That was part of their appeal. They were so strong, so masculine. They could have really had their way with me if they wanted to.”

I almost did a spit-take. “What the fuck are you talking about, Vicks? They did have their way with you, didn’t they?”

“Mostly,” she said with a coy look. “It could have been worse.”

“How?”

She rolled her eyes. She fucking rolled her eyes at me. “Oh, Mack. Think about it. They could have done anything they wanted and I wouldn’t have stopped them. I wouldn’t have even tried to stop them. And you wouldn’t have, either. You loved it. You loved how they used me. How they degraded me. You fucking loved it, Mack. Admit it.”

“What else could they have done, Victoria?” I asked with a catch in my voice.

She got where I was coming from immediately. She lowered her voice and began unbuckling my belt. “They could have fucked my ass, Mack. I wouldn’t have liked it but they could have fucked my ass.”

“What else?” I was barely coherent. And hard as blue steel.

“They could have DPed me, Mack. One of them could have fucked my tight white, married cunt with their big black cock, while the other one fucked my tight, white, asshole. It would have been so hot, Mack. Don’t you think so?” She had my dick out of my pants by then and she sunk to her knees to take me into her mouth. I tried to stop her, not very hard but I made a feeble attempt but she didn’t let me. She sucked my dick until I came in her mouth. Almost immediately.

Then she stood up and kissed me, snowballing my own jizz into my mouth just to show me what felt like to be completely degraded.

God damn it, I love my wife.
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Life went back to what passes for normal between Victoria and me for the next few days. We didn’t hear a word from DeAndre and Samantha. I assumed they were reconnecting as husband and wife but I don’t know that for a fact. We just didn’t hear from them.

Until we did.

“Hey, Vicky,” DeAndre said when he called Victoria on Thursday. “How’s everything between you and Mack?”

“We’re good, DeAndre,” she said with a look at me. “What’s up?”

“I need you to come up to Florence on Saturday afternoon,” he said with an arrogance that grated on me. He didn’t ask if she was available, he just said he needed her. Not that she would have said no, but it would have been nice if he’d asked.

“What time?” Victoria asked, confirming what I suspected – no way she would turn him down.

“Be at my place around three and don’t bother packing anything fancy. I’ve got a new dress and shoes for you to wear.”

“What am I…?” she began but he clicked off before she had a chance to finish. “Fucker,” she muttered as she stared at her phone.

“Still want to do what he tells you, Vicks?” I asked, wondering if I was invited to come with her.

“I guess so,” she said in an unconvincing tone. “What about you, Mack? Will you be joining me?”

“Do you want me to come with you?” I asked, and I regretted it immediately. “Sorry,” I added before she had a chance to react.

“Do whatever you want,” she said with a slight note of contempt. I wasn’t surprised – she hates it when I answer a question with another question. But I was tired of being taken for granted, too.

“Then I’ll be coming with you, Vicks,” I said.

“Fine.”

The drive up to Florence was long and quiet. We didn’t talk much. I was lost in thought about how the weekend would unfold and I’m sure Victoria was mulling what her fate would be as well. I thought about suggesting that she insist DeAndre give her some sort of indication of what he had planned for her when he ordered her to appear but I decided to keep that suggestion to myself.

When we arrived at DeAndre’s apartment, I wasn’t surprised that Samantha was there but I was surprised by her appearance. She was dressed to kill in a slinky green dress that looked amazing on her slim, lithe body and left nothing to the imagination. Her hair was done up like she was going to a formal ball and the look was made complete by a pair of come-fuck-me stilettos that matched the dress. She looked amazing.

“Vicky, thanks for being prompt,” DeAndre said when he came out of the bedroom. He was carrying an exact copy of Samantha’s dress on a hanger so it was obvious that the women would be working together as a matched set. Dangling from his other hand were the same style shoes.

A matched set of whores, I thought to myself.

“You can get dressed in the guest bedroom,” he said as he handed her the dress and shoes. “We’ll do something with your hair when you're done.”

“What time are we leaving?” Victoria asked as she took the clothes from him.

“The party began an hour ago, so we’ll leave as soon as you’re ready.”  He turned to me and said, “Help yourself to a drink, Mack.”

“Am I coming to the party?” I asked.

“If you like,” DeAndre said simply.

“What kind of party is it?” Victoria asked from the doorway of the guest bedroom.

DeAndre smiled. “It’s a surprise, Vicky.” She gave him a look but then disappeared into the room. She emerged a few minutes later looking even better than Samantha, although I’m sure I’m biased in my assessment – I still love the way my wife looks.

“Oh, yeah,” DeAndre said with a lascivious smile. “You’ll do just fine.” He turned to Samantha. “Think you can do something with her hair, babe?”

“Of course,” Samantha said and she motioned for Victoria to take a seat in the kitchen. I noticed that she had a brush and other implements of hairdressing laid out on the kitchen table.

“I suppose this party is related to your project,” Victoria said as she sat in the chair and turned to offer her hair to Samantha.

“Indeed,” DeAndre said. “The local minister of zoning will be your focus this afternoon and this evening.” We watched as Samantha did wonders with Victoria’s hair in short order.

“Will we be spending the night with him?” Victoria asked as Sam put the finishing touches on her.

DeAndre nodded. “I can’t imagine any heterosexual man passing on the opportunity to be with two women as beautiful as you two for as long as possible.”

“But only until tomorrow morning, right?” Victoria asked. I wondered if that was her limit – one night and nothing more.

“Yes,” DeAndre said. “Mack and I will sleep here tonight and we’ll pick you up in the morning.” He turned to me. “Sorry you won’t have a chance to watch, my friend. I imagine it will be something.”

“Why do you say that?” Victoria asked as we headed for the door.

“You’ll see.”

We arrived at the party a short time later which was already in full swing. There were at least a couple of dozen guests, men and women, all dressed to the nines much like our wives. But Victoria and Samantha stood out with their identical gowns, something that was clearly done intentionally, or so I assumed everyone else assumed. Their gowns were too unique to be the result of some cosmic coincidence.

What really surprised me was when DeAndre introduced us to the minister or whatever he was, the guy in charge of zoning and the reason we were here. Or the reason Victoria was here, I should say.

He was disgusting.

“Lorenzo Amici,” DeAndre announced as we approached. “This is my wife Samantha and her good friend Victoria, with my compliments.” I watched in horror as the minister, who was at least seventy years old if he was a day, and at least 300 pounds of rotundness, smiled an ugly but smarmy smile at each of our wives in turn while shaking their hands with his disgustingly fat-fingered mitts. I was appalled but the look on Victoria’s face put my shock and dismay to shame. Shy looked like she might be ill right there in the middle of the party.

“A pleasure, ladies,” Lorenzo said as he offered an arm to each woman. That gesture rocked me back on my heels as well, for at that moment it became obvious that the fat fuck intended to parade Victoria and Samantha around the party so that everyone knew exactly what they were there for and what would be happening later that evening. I was thoroughly humiliated.

And hard as a rock.

“Shall we go upstairs for a bit?” he asked the women, further shocking and disgusting me. “I’d really like to see you both naked, although your dresses are quite lovely.”

Samantha agreed immediately but Victoria took a beat to grudgingly acquiesced. I shot a look at DeAndre but he just smiled at me like this was the most natural thing in the world, which for him it probably was but for me it was most definitely not.

“What the fuck, DeAndre?” I whispered furiously after the girls walked off with their john for the evening.

“What?” he asked me with a big, smarmy smile of his own. “Did you expect Marcello Mastroianni or something, Mack?”

“Seeing as he’s been dead for thirty years, no,” I replied. “But that guy? Really?”

He shrugged. “One of the pitfalls of being a sex worker is not having much of a say in who’s dick you suck and who fucks you, Mack. You should know that by now.”

“Yeah, I get that, DeAndre,” I said. “Still, did you have to make it so obvious what’s going on?”

He laughed at me. “Hell, Mack. That’s half the value of the girls fucking him. He doesn’t have that big a say in what gets done around here, but everyone else at this party does. They watch Vicky and Sam take him upstairs for a quick fuck, then come back downstairs looking like they’ve been rode hard and put away wet, well…” He laughed again.

I wanted to throttle him.

“Don’t be like that, Mack. You know you love it.”

“I don’t, DeAndre,” I said in a raspy whisper. “But I’m surprised you’re willing to embarrass yourself like this. I didn’t think you were into being cuckolded.”

He lifted a shoulder and an eyebrow. “I don’t mind letting everyone know that I’m willing to have my wife fuck whoever so I can get a deal done. You’d be amazed at how fast that can move a project along. And in a place like Italy? That’s known for its bureaucratic incompetence? It’s almost the only way to grease the skids effectively.”

“Money doesn’t work?”

“Oh, I’m paying everyone off as well, Mack. That goes without saying. But our wives? No one else can make that offer, so it happens a lot faster. And if there’s one thing my boss values above all else, it’s speed.”

“So our wives are the grease?” I asked, sort of tongue-in-cheek but not really.

He laughed. “Yeah, I guess that’s one way of looking at it.”

I decided to take advantage of DeAndre’s communicative mood. “Why do you need Victoria? How is she different from Samantha, or just buying a hooker when you need one?”

He got serious and I wondered if I’d overstepped. “That’s a fair question.” He looked around for a place to sit and I wondered if I was going to get the full story, finally. We sat on a couch at opposite ends but close enough that we could hear without shouting.

“Anyone can pay for a hooker, so what’s that worth, really? As far as using Sam? I guess I’m still a little mixed about her interest in my work. I don’t mind her getting involved on occasion like tonight but if I made it a regular thing…” He stared off into the distance. “It could get a little messy.”

“So, it’s all about the fact that they’re not professionals?” I wanted to get back to Victoria and her role going forward. I was feeling pretty strongly that she wanted out but wanted me to make the decision for her.

“Yeah, pretty much,” DeAndre confirmed. “It never fails to impress the john when you hand him someone’s wife.”

I could feel my face fall. He laughed at my reaction. “That’s pretty cold, DeAndre.”

“No question, Mack. It’s hot from so many different angles. Victoria allowing me to hand her to a douche like Lorenzo, someone she wouldn’t give the time of day to otherwise. Fucking hot as hell, you ask me.”

“What happened to the last woman you used the way you’re using Victoria?” Now we were getting to the crux of things. Finally.

“Oh, she’s still working for me. She’s in a long-term relationship with a guy I need in Singapore. New construction, so the deal is for a full two years.”

I was stunned. “She left her husband for two years?”

“No, he’s there with her. She lives with him but is on call with my guy. It’s pretty common. More like a mistress than anything, except for the fact that I pay her to fuck the guy.”

“Do you expect to get that kind of commitment from Victoria?”

He stares at me for a few silent seconds. “I don’t know, Mack. I’m not sure Vicky would sit still for something like that. She strikes me as the type that would want to jetset around, sleeping with a few different guys at a time.” He paused, then asked, “Don’t you agree?”

I didn’t know what to say.
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The rest of the party was a bit of a blur. We saw the girls at dinner, a semi-formal affair that was served in a large, ornate dining room with all the guests seated at a long narrow table. DeAndre and I were seated – there were name cards, of course – at one end of the table while the girls sat with the host at the other end. The three of them came to the table just before service began and it was obvious to everyone that both of them had been fucked by our host just before they showed up. Their hair was disheveled, their dresses were wrinkled and their lipstick was gone. I don’t know how DeAndre felt but I was deeply mortified.

And hard as a rock.

After dinner, the girls disappeared before we got a chance to talk to them and DeAndre walked me to his car for the drive back to his apartment. We didn’t talk much during that short trip. I had little to say and, for once, he was quiet as well. We said goodnight and I slept fitfully in the guest bedroom.

The following morning, we drove back to the same mansion and the girls were waiting for us outside the front door, having done the walk-of-shame inside the house in their gowns and stilettos from the night before, for the benefit of the servants. Samantha looked unfazed by the turn of events but Victoria looked pissed. As soon as we got into DeAndre’s car, she unloaded on him.

“What the fuck, DeAndre?” she said with venom dripping from her voice. “What the fucking fuck?”

“Whatever do you mean, Vicky?” he asked with that smarmy smile of his. Samantha was smiling as well but at least she had the decency to keep her eyes forward so Victoria couldn’t see her face.

“That was the most degrading experience I’ve ever been subjected to,” my wife added with a catch in her voice that almost broke me. “I fucking hated that.”

“But you told me that you enjoy being degraded, Vicky. Is that not true anymore?”

“Not like that,” Victoria said, more to herself than to DeAndre.

“What exactly was the issue?” He seemed to be sincerely curious although I couldn’t imagine why he needed to ask – the guy he asked my wife to fuck was disgusting.

“Where do I begin?” Vicky growled. “Lorenzo was a pig, and he made no bones about it. I’ve never been treated so badly in my life.”

I found myself getting hard even as my heart went out to my wife. I am a sorry fuck, no quesiton about it.

DeAndre looked at her in the rearview mirror. “In what way? Be specific, please.”

“Well, aside from the fact that he was butt ugly and a fat fuck to boot, he smelled like he hadn’t bathed in days.” Victoria finally remembered that I was sitting next to her in the back seat of DeAndre’s car and shot me a look. I know all too well how much she despises B.O. If I even hinted at being ripe after working in my studio, she would insist I shower before I came near her. It’s almost second nature to me at this point in our relationship.

“Yeah, some Italian men are as careless about their personal hygiene as the French, and we all know how bad they are,” DeAndre said with a laugh. Samantha just smiled but said nothing. “What else?” DeAndre added.

“Oh, I’m just getting warmed up. For one thing, he wasn’t circumcised. I mean, I get it. His parents decided not to have him circumcised when he was a baby but he’s lived with it his whole life and he still hasn’t figured out how to clean himself?” Victoria gave me another look.

“Bad, huh?” DeAndre said with a smile. He was enjoying Victoria’s debasement.

“Beyond bad,” she said softly. “Way beyond bad.”

“It’s the way things are here in Italy. Hardly any Italian men are circumcised. It’s not a thing.”

“Great,” Victoria muttered. “But that wasn’t the half of it. He treated us like…” She resisted saying the word, which I found surprising. I thought she’d gotten past it.

“He treated you like whores?” DeAndre finished her thought for her. “That was the point, Victoria. I bring women like you to men like Lorenzo precisely because you are, first and foremost, not a whore, but he knows that you will act like one, just for him. It’s an extraordinary gift and he knows it. We need him to show his appreciation by signing off on the zoning waiver so your efforts are vital to our cause.” He turned and glanced at Victoria. “We’re almost ready to sign the final agreements, Vicky. This will all come to fruition soon.”

“It better,” she said in a harsh but quiet voice. “I’ve about had it.”

DeAndre looked at me in the rearview mirror and cocked an eyebrow.

I kept my mouth shut.

Victoria and I drove back to Cortona later that day and spent a week getting back to normal. I didn’t mention my discussion with DeAndre about his plans for her but it was always gnawing at me. I knew I should bring it up but I wasn’t sure how to do it.

He finally made it inevitable when he called on Friday morning.

He told Victoria to put his call on speaker so I could listen. “I wanted to let you and Mack know that I’m coming down to Cortona for the weekend like I used to but I’m bringing Samantha with me. She’s heading back to the States on Monday so I thought we’d have a little farewell celebration.” He paused and then dropped the bomb. “We got the final contract this morning.” We could hear him smiling without seeing it. “Congratulations, Victoria.”

“Thanks,” she said quietly. She gave me a look. “I don’t know how much I did for you, DeAndre.”

“Nonsense, Vicky. Without you, I’d still be begging for them to even consider approving the project. My boss knows how instrumental you were so he authorized me to tell you…” He paused for dramatic effect, clearly. “He’s giving you a bonus as a sign of his appreciation.”

Victoria didn’t ask what the bonus was, she just gave me a look.

“What’s the bonus, DeAndre?” I finally asked.

“We’ll talk about it this weekend, Mack.” He ended the call without another word.

“What was that all about?” Victoria asked.

“He’s pleased, I guess,” I hedged. “But there’s probably more to it than the bonus.”

“Like what?”

“Well, he told me last weekend that he wants to use you for more projects around the world.” I told her about the woman who is working for him in Singapore for two years and explained how he doesn’t plan on putting her somewhere for that long. She didn’t say anything. “What do you think, Vicks. Is that something you want to do?”

“More whoring for DeAndre and his boss?” She looked unhappy. “I don’t know, Mack.” She looked away and then back at me. “What do you think I should do?”

“It’s not my call, Vicks. You’re the only one who can make the decision.”

She didn’t want to hear it. “You’re not helping, Mack.”

“I’m sorry, babe. But if you want me to make the call…” I hesitated.

She shot me a look. “What?”

“I think we should hear him out.”

She gave me a frown but didn’t disagree. Then she just nodded and walked away.

We only waited a few hours for DeAndre and Samantha to arrive but it felt like forever. I was on edge for what was to come and Victoria didn’t engage with me at all. We passed each other inside the house like we were in a fog, not acknowledging each other or even making eye contact. It was unnerving but I got it. There wasn’t much to talk about. Just waiting, so that’s what we did.

When I heard DeAndre’s car pull into our driveway, the gravel crunching under his tires, I breathed a sigh of relief even as my heart rate spiked. At least we could finally get our questions answered. I was in my studio when I heard them arrive – not working, just wasting time – so I didn’t have to clean up or anything, I just left the studio and walked into the yard where he had parked. Samantha was looking particularly lovely in a yellow sundress that wasn’t hiding any of her best attributes in the least. Ever since I met her I’ve marveled at how different she is from Victoria. Where my wife is blond, voluptuous, and relatively tall, DeAndre’s wife is sleek, dark-haired, and tiny. I imagine the contrast is one of the things DeAndre enjoys most about Victoria.

“Mack, how’s everything going?” DeAndre asked as he reached for my hand. After a quick bro-hug, I kissed Samantha on both cheeks in the European fashion and she smiled as if she meant it. The woman seems to be happy and almost carefree all the time, even though she’s about to leave the country tomorrow to fly home, why, I have no idea. I’m tempted to ask what is calling her away but somehow I feel like I’m better off not knowing.

“Vicky,” DeAndre exclaimed when my wife came through the door. “You are a vision, girl.” He took her into his arms and kissed her deeply. I glanced at Samantha to see how she was reacting to her husband’s blatant display of disregard for our feelings but she just watched him kiss Victoria without so much as a hint of despair or sadness. I guess I should be more understanding of the way she reacts to such things – she’s just like me in that regard. I still got a thrill watching DeAndre practically devour Victoria, my dick chubbing up, my already elevated heart rate notching even higher, a surge of dopamine coursing through my bloodstream. Why it seemed so unnatural for a woman like Samantha to be of the same mindset as I am is beyond me, it just does. ‘Cuckqueen’ is the term for wives like her but she’s the first one I’ve ever met.

“So, I have some news,” DeAndre said as he broke from massaging my wife’s tonsils with his tongue and wrapped his arm around her waist. She looked happy to see him and a bit embarrassed by Samantha’s witnessing their PDA but she got over it quickly at his announcement.

“What?” she asked.

“A couple of things,” DeAndre said before he looked at me. “Mack, do you have any Prosecco on ice? What I have to tell you definitely calls for a celebratory drink.” He walked Victoria into the house without bothering to wait for me to answer. I gave Samantha a look and she just smiled and shrugged, cementing my impression that she is as content with her situation as I am with mine. I don’t understand either of us, really.

“So,” DeAndre said after the wine had been poured and we all raised our glasses to toast. “Here’s to another Penthouse Hotel deal, signed, sealed, and delivered as of yesterday. Rodney asked me to tell you a wire transfer will hit your account first thing tomorrow morning, Atlanta time, for a cool one million dollars as a token of his appreciation.”

The look on Victoria’s face was priceless. She was astounded, grateful, and a little embarrassed all at the same time. Even more than being paid by the hour at the Penthouse Hotel in Rome was proof that she was being paid for sex, this put her whoredom in a whole other dimension. We never discussed it because we didn’t have to. I knew how she felt – I felt pretty much the same way. My wife was suddenly one of the highest-paid prostitutes on the planet.

“I don’t know what to say,” Victoria finally managed. “I didn’t expect anything like that, DeAndre.”

“Oh, we know. That’s what makes it so great. The next time it won’t be a surprise at all.”

At the mention of ‘next time’, Victoria shot me a look but I didn’t say anything. DeAndre seemed to pick up on it and was quick to add, “We’ll talk about our plans for your future on Sunday night, Victoria.” He put down the glass and wrapped his arms around my wife’s waist. “Now, I want us to all go upstairs and get the real celebration started.”
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“I think it’s time that you let Mack join in the fun, Vicky,” DeAndre said when we arrived at our bedroom. “I’ll let him watch if you’ll let him fuck Samantha.”

I was shocked. From the look of her, so was Victoria. Only Samantha seemed to take DeAndre’s announcement in stride as she walked to where I was standing and wrapped her arms around my neck. I looked at her and she smiled sweetly, as if she was waiting for me to fully appreciate what and who she was and what she intended to do. I didn’t react. I wasn’t sure how to react so I just did nothing. Finally, she leaned in and kissed me lightly. Our lips touched but remained closed. As if she was testing me. And Victoria.

I was dying to look at my wife to see how she was reacting to this strange turn of events. I could sense her presence, of course, still in DeAndre’s arms and standing a few feet to one side in our bedroom but I made myself keep my eyes locked with Samantha’s. It would have been rude to look away from her. Worse, it would have been pathetic. It was bad enough that I needed permission from my wife to kiss another woman, but it would have been downright humiliating to look over at her for approval. Even though everyone in the room knew that was the case. Somehow, miraculously, I kept my cool and focused on Samantha.

She raised an eyebrow, the one on the other side of her face from where her husband and my wife were standing so I knew that gesture was only meant for me to see. She was asking me what I wanted to do but I had no idea. No, that’s not true. I wanted to kiss her, deeply, and make love to her. I’d been thinking about the possibility ever since I met her even as I was sure it would never happen. Married men think about having sex with other women, sure. I’ve always been faithful to Victoria, but that doesn’t mean I don’t think about it. And with Samantha, how could I not think about it?

But I didn’t react when she silently asked me what I wanted to do. So she took the lead and leaned in to kiss me again. She nibbled at my lips with hers, her teeth brushing against my lips in the most sensual way, and then she insinuated her tongue between my lips so gently, so tentatively, I was blown away. This woman was a phenomenal kisser and the fact that she was the first woman other than my wife to kiss me in years was not lost on me. I was hard as steel as a result and I’m sure she knew it, especially when she pressed her sleek, petite body against mine and my dick, still ensconced in my trousers, felt the warmth of her right through the fabric.

“Stop,” Victoria said.

We broke from the kiss. I turned to look at my wife, as did Samantha.

“I’m sorry but I can’t,” Victoria said softly. “I just can’t.” She looked so unhappy, my wife, and I wasn’t sure if it was because she was upset with what I was doing with another woman or because she couldn’t bear to let it continue, but it didn’t matter. I let go of Samantha – when had I embraced her? – and stepped back. She gave me a wistful smile as she did the same.

“I’m sorry, Mack,” Victoria said. “I know it’s not fair but I just can’t do it.”

“I understand,” I said. “It’s okay.”

Victoria turned to DeAndre. “I’d like him to stay, though. If it’s alright with you.”

DeAndre looked at her long and hard for several silent seconds as he decided my fate. My humiliation at having my wife look to another man to tell her what he would allow when it came to us was almost overwhelming. In seconds, I’d gone from excitement at the possibility of making love to Samantha to being treated like a second or even third-class citizen in my own marriage.

“Yeah, why not?” DeAndre said at long last. “He can stay.” He looked at me. “But you just watch, okay? No participation.” I nodded.

“Is this the way it usually goes?” Samantha asked.

“No, he usually waits outside that door,” DeAndre said with a nod at the entrance to our bedroom. “So this is going to be a real treat, for both of us. Isn’t that right, Mack?”

I nodded again but I was dying inside. How did I let this happen to me? I turned to walk to the couch in our bedroom and settle in for the show. When I turned around again, I saw DeAndre kissing my wife while his own wife watched and waited for her turn with him.

“Here’s the thing, Vicky,” he said to my wife when he stopped kissing her. “I’ve been waiting to see you and Samantha together. So I’m going to let you two put on a show for me and Mack. You good with that?”

Victoria looked surprised but she acquiesced immediately. She slipped from DeAndre’s arms and opened her own to Samantha. The two gorgeous women embraced as DeAndre crossed the room to sit next to me on the couch. “I’ve been looking forward to this, Mack. I can’t even tell you.” He didn’t take his eyes off the wives as their bodies melded along with their lips and tongues. Clearly, they had gotten to know each other before, probably at the behest of their john last weekend. This was a reunion for them, not a new experience. That much was obvious.

Victoria took the lead as she turned her back to allow Samantha to unzip her dress. Then DeAndre’s wife returned the favor and in short order, both women were naked and full-body-kissing again. Samantha’s sleek body and dark hair contrasted perfectly with Victoria’s voluptuous curves and blond locks. I was mesmerized by them, hard as nails, and looking forward, suddenly, to what was to come. It occurred to me that I’d been looking forward to this coupling just like DeAndre and I leaned toward him to express my gratitude for being granted permission to watch. He waved his hand.

“Don’t mention it, Mack. I’m just glad we had a chance to do this before Sam flies back to the States.”

“Why is she going?” I asked as I kept my eyes on the women. “Work?”

“Yeah, Rodney’s got some special project for her to handle. In addition to being a stone fox and an incredible whore in her own right, he’s a brilliant businesswoman. Hard to believe just looking at her but she’s a killer in the boardroom, too.”

I looked at him. “Yeah, she’s usually dominant with other women, but not with Vicky, she told me. She really loves being submissive to her.” He nodded at the women, still standing next to the bed but almost on cue, Victoria broke from their kiss and embrace and led Samantha to the bed. My wife climbed onto the bed and positioned herself against the headboard and the pillows, then motioned for Samantha to come to her by opening her thighs in an obvious invitation for the dark-haired beauty to pleasure her. I was blown away by the way my wife just assumed control of the situation and Samantha was fine with it.

“See what I mean?” DeAndre asked without taking his eyes from the scene as it unfolded for us. Victoria grabbed a fistful of Samantha’s hair and mashed her face against her pussy, then she leaned back, closed her eyes, and moaned the most lascivious, sexy moan I think I’ve ever heard from her. I had no idea my wife would enjoy the ministrations of another woman so thoroughly but clearly that was what was happening. I just marveled that there was another aspect of my wife’s sexuality I had no clue about.

As Samantha was eating my wife’s pussy, she reached up with her hands to massage Victoria’s tits. She palmed them at first and Victoria moaned her approval while she was grinding Samantha’s face into her. Samantha responded by pinching Victoria’s nipples, gently at first but with increasing pressure, then she pulled them hard, stretching them as Victoria shook her head back and forth, clearly nearing a climax and egging Samantha on. Finally, she screamed and covered her mouth with her free hand, then she bit her finger as she thrashed her head with even more energy until her orgasm subsided and she released Samantha’s hair. The woman raised her head and climbed onto Victoria’s body to mash her lips onto my wife’s and they embraced and kissed and finally, rolled onto their sides to luxuriate in the aftermath of their lovemaking as they stroked each others’ bodies and whispered words I couldn’t hear.

“Shit, that was fucking awesome,” DeAndre whispered as he stood up from the couch and unbuckled his belt. “And I think that was my cue to join in the fun.” He undressed and quickly joined the girls on the bed. As soon as he climbed onto the mattress, they became aware of his existence and looked at him, then welcomed him with open arms. He kissed Victoria first, deeply but quickly, then he kissed his wife just as passionately and just as briefly. He insinuated himself between their bodies and they let him. Then they fully turned their attention to his pleasure.

I was tempted to take my dick out so I could stroke myself as I watched but decided against it – the last thing I needed at that moment was a bout of post-nut clarity, or more accurately, post-nut regret. So I watched without touching myself as Samantha bent down to take her husband’s already-erect cock into her delicate mouth while Victoria kissed DeAndre as he lay on his back against the pillows.

Until he eased her away from his lips and pushed her down to join Samantha in the worship of his cock. She gave him a look but said nothing, then she slid down the bed and the two women kissed and licked, sucked and nibbled, deep-throated and teabagged his ball sack for what seemed like forever.

“Okay,” DeAndre said at last. “That’s enough.” He pulled Victoria up and whispered something in her ear. She listened for a few seconds then gave him a doleful stare. He smiled and shrugged, then they both turned and looked at me but said nothing. Samantha watched all of this with a quizzical look on her face until DeAndre pulled her close and whispered to her. She smiled and looked at me. I felt as if I was being made the fool once again, but I didn’t say a word, although remorse at my inability to speak up for myself threatened to overwhelm me.

Victoria shifted around to lie on her back and spread her legs in an obvious invitation for DeAndre to fuck her first. He positioned himself to do so but I was somewhat puzzled when Samantha got behind DeAndre on her knees. As he leaned into Victoria and she guided his cock into her pussy, Samantha grabbed both of his ass cheeks with her hands, spread them wide, and proceeded to lick his asshole as he fucked my wife. I watched in utter amazement as this went on for several minutes with Samantha moving her head in concert with DeAndre’s hips as he took his time fucking Victoria.

Finally, Samantha disengaged and stood up from her position on the bed, then she walked to where I was sitting and offered her hand to help me up. I took it, still confused, until I heard my wife say, “Kiss her, Mack. I’ll allow it.”

Which she did.

I never did get to fuck Samantha before she drove off to the airport Monday morning. She and Victoria enjoyed each others’ company all weekend long, along with DeAndre who fucked them both incessantly. I had a wicked case of blue balls by the time Samantha drove away from our farmhouse for her flight back to the States.

“Oh, by the way,” DeAndre said as the three of us watched her taillights disappear around a corner at the end of our driveway. “I never did mention where we plan to build our next Penthouse Hotel, with Victoria’s invaluable assistance, of course.”

I looked at my wife and she looked back at me, then we turned to DeAndre, which was exactly what he wanted. He just kept grinning at us until Victoria couldn’t take it anymore.

“Where?” she snapped.

“Rodney decided it’s time we opened up the Dark Continent and you’re perfect for the job, my dear. We’re off to Lagos, Nigeria.”

Click here to pre-order

My Stunning Hotwife (Part 4)
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As our relationship with DeAndre has evolved we find our marriage transformed.

Our concept of who we are and what we mean to each other has too.

I’ve never loved Victoria more but I’m so conflicted.

I know what she needs me to do.

But can I do it?

Click here to leave a review of

My Stunning Hotwife (Part 3)
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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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Reluctant Cuckold ~ Country Cuckold ~ Cuckold Dreams
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Another Cuckold  Tale ~ Black Owned Hotwife ~ First Time Hotwife
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer
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