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This is a straightforward tale about my decision to act on a lifelong dream of mine.

One I'd been hiding from everyone for too long, including myself.

Until one day when I couldn't hide it anymore.

Do I regret my decision?

Time will tell…
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I walked into the best restaurant I could find in a city I didn’t quite know with my wife on my arm. We’d just checked into the hotel across the street precisely because of the hotel’s proximity to the restaurant, which had good reviews, not great, but which was known more for its clientele than its food. Because, dear reader, I am a cuckold, and this restaurant is a known pick-up place for hotwives. By black bulls. Which is exactly what I’m looking for.

That’s right. I want a black stranger to fuck my wife.

Now, I know that must sound nuts because it is nuts. You’ll get no argument from me on that score. I’m crazy, sure as shit, because I’ve just had my version of a midlife crisis. Just ask my wife, Victoria. She’ll vouch for me. I’m around the bend, off the deep end, and about to take our marriage where it’s never been before. That she’s willing to indulge me is beyond my comprehension, but what can I tell you? When it comes to lucking out in the wife department, I hit the billion-dollar jackpot, no question.

But let me back up for a moment.

First of all, when I first decided that I couldn’t stand not going down this road a few weeks ago, I went to Victoria and asked her to change things up for us. Big time. And she said yes. Not at first, but eventually, after I sweetened the pot a bit, so to speak. Because Victoria, unbeknownst to me, had always had a thing for chucking everything and moving to Italy, specifically, Tuscany, where else, the font of all wet dreams and fantasies for women of a certain age, Under the Tuscan Sun, starring Diane Lane and the little Italian town of Cortona.

Who would have thought?

“If you could have anything in the whole world, what would it be?” I asked Victoria at the beginning of the year. “And I do mean anything.”

She eyed me for a long, silent pause before she smiled a bit, as if she wasn’t sure what she should say, but I nodded and she finally relented.

“I’d love to live in Italy,” she said softly while knocking me for a loop. “If you really mean it.”

“I do, but where did that come from?” She went on to explain that long before we met and married, she fell in love with the movie, the idea, and the town in which it was filmed. She even studied Italian for a few years in the hopes that someday, somehow, she’d get to go, if not forever then at least for a long vacation. Life, and her first husband, stood firmly against her until she screwed up her courage and divorced the asshole – her words, not mine – and bided her time until she met and fell in love with me. Not that I’m a means to an end, but without my money and the inclination to give her whatever her heart desired, she had no hope of pulling it off. She told me as much when we got deep in the weeds about how we could shake things up if we decided we really wanted to.

“But what’s in it for you, Mack?” she asked me at last. “I never got any indication that you even wanted to visit Europe, never mind living there.”

“And you’d be right,” I told her in complete honesty. I love this country and would never leave if it was just up to me, but ever since I met and married Victoria, I can’t put aside something that has been bugging me for years. Decades, really.

I am a cuckold.

“A what?” she asked when I told her. After I explained, she was skeptical, to say the least. “You want me to sleep with other men?”

“With one other man, Vicky. Just one, and maybe that will be enough for me.”

“And what if it’s not?”

“Then I’m screwed, but at least I’ll have lived my dream and if that’s not good enough, then too bad for me.”

She eyed me like I’d grown another head. “That’s insane,” she finally muttered, more to herself than to me.

“You’ll get no argument from me, love.” I shrugged. “I can’t explain it but if I don’t do something soon, the ship will have sailed and I’ll always regret not having tried it.”

“You never told Charlene about this, did you?”

“No, not really.” Charlene is my ex-wife. We divorced about five years ago, three years before I met Victoria. “I kind of dropped a few hints here and there, but she always shut me down without any room for negotiation or even discussion.”

“And what if I feel the same way she did?” Victoria asked but I knew that wasn’t going to fly. It’s one of the reasons, apart from the current discussion, that I married Victoria. Because she was the anti-Charlene. She was adventurous, sexy but not afraid of her sexuality, and horny as hell. My first wife’s attitude toward sex was, shall we say, reluctant. She could take it or leave it, something I didn’t recognize as a problem when we got married but I was young and stupid back then. As time went on, though, I saw the error of my ways, I just didn’t see any point in dwelling on it, as I had gone into that marriage with the idea that ‘til death do us part’ was not just a line in our vows but a real commitment.

Charlene had other ideas. We were divorced within a year of her midlife crisis.

“But I’m still confused about everything you’ve mentioned,” Victoria told me when I first brought it up. “What’s being a cuckold got to do with living in Italy?”

“You give me what I want and I’ll give you what you want, love. Simple as that.”

She gave me a look. “That’s a little mercenary, don’t you think?”

“I can’t deny it, and if it puts you off, just tell me to fuck off and I’ll never bring it up again.”

“But if I don’t say yes to the whole cuckolding thing, which I’m not so sure I even understand, then we won't move to Italy.”

It was at this point that I knew I was on thin ice. I knew if I made it a firm quid pro quo, she might get all high and mighty about it and who could blame her? So I went all in, so to speak.

“If you want to live in Italy, Vic, then we’ll live in Italy. If that’s your dream, I’m more than happy to give it to you.”

“But you have a dream, too. Is that it?” She arched an eyebrow but I knew she’d be okay with it. I just knew it.

“Bingo.”

We walked up to the bar in that restaurant and Victoria sat on a barstool while I stood next to her. The place wasn’t crowded – I could have sat next to her if I wanted to – but I was antsy and I didn’t know how this sort of thing worked. Did I just walk away when someone came by to hit on her? Did I hang around long enough to get a sense that the guy was for real and my wife approved? I researched everything I could think of before we embarked on this little adventure of mine, but I didn’t look into bar room etiquette because, until this minute, I didn’t realize there was such a thing. So I stood at the bar and motioned to the bartender.

He came over soon enough and I ordered for both of us – chablis for Victoria and Scotch and water for me. I planned to nurse my drink all evening if I needed to as the last thing I wanted was a case of whiskey dick, but when Victoria practically slammed her wine in one gulp, I smiled to myself. Clearly, I wasn’t the only one who was nervous about the way things would go. She smiled at me, a little smile that said everything without her saying a word, and I motioned to the barkeep to refill her glass without being told. Victoria’s no lightweight when it comes to wine and if that’s what she needed to get through the night, so be it. I wouldn’t hold it against her.

“You guys new in town?” the bartender, a stout little fellow with a name tag that said “Bart,” asked as he was pouring. I eyed him somewhat skeptically, as the bar was big enough that I doubted he knew all the regulars but I decided to give him the benefit of the doubt.

“We are, as a matter of fact. Do you get a lot of transplants here?”

“No, not transplants, necessarily. But…” He didn’t finish his thought but just let it hang in the air and I suddenly understood that he knew exactly why we were there. I cocked an eyebrow at him, which he saw, and he nodded as if to say to me that he’d seen our kind before and he’d see them again. “First time?” he added, confirming my suspicions and then some.

“Is it that obvious?” Victoria chimed in, which surprised me. I wasn’t sure she’d pick up on the true nature of Bart’s question but there’s not a lot that gets past my wife.

“No, not really,” Bart said in a tone that was borderline apologetic. “It’s just that, you two look like you’re not here to get drunk, which is why most people come here if they’re not looking for something a little out of the ordinary.” He didn’t smirk, which I applaud him for. I don’t know what I would have said, or done, if he’d started getting all smarmy about it.

“So, what do we look like we’re here for?” Victoria asked pointedly which made me smile. She wasn’t going to let Bart get away with anything, which was fine with me. He may not have crossed a line with us but there was no reason to point the line out in the first place, which he clearly did.

“Oh, you know,” Bart said as he wiped the bar even though it didn’t need it. “This and that.” He moved away from us before Victoria had a chance to pin him down, so she just sipped her wine and turned to me to whisper in my ear.

“Cheeky little fucker.”

“No doubt,” I replied just as I saw someone approach us from the other direction. I turned to him but he only had eyes for Victoria, which was fine with me.

Yeah, he was black.

I took a step back as he leaned against the bar which got my wife’s attention a second later. She turned away from me and I strained to hear what she was saying but to no avail. She was smiling – that much I could see in the mirror behind the bar. I thought about stepping around her so I could join their conversation but decided against it. I’d told Victoria on the drive down that I wasn’t going to lead and she was okay with that. She’s a successful trial attorney who knows how to handle herself in just about any situation so I knew she’d be fine with my plan, which she confirmed in no uncertain terms. So I just hung back and let them talk.

Bart the bartender came back to see if our new visitor wanted something to drink, which he didn’t, and I gotta give Bart credit, he didn’t give me a look when he could have. I wouldn’t have liked it if he had but I couldn’t blame him, either. He had us pegged, that’s for sure. Or, if I’m being completely honest, he had me pegged. Which was a little different. Not too much but a little.

But getting back to our new visitor, I took another look at him, and damn, if he wasn’t perfect. For me, at least. I’m not sure about Victoria. We never really talked about it because I didn’t want to scare her off or put ideas in her head about what I was looking for. Because truth be told, I was looking for this guy.

Why’s that, you ask? Well, for one thing, he was big. Not just tall but wide, or broad would be a better way of putting it. Broad shoulders, broad face, hell, he even had a broad nose. Which made him look even more masculine. And he was black. I mean, really black, no cream in the coffee type black. Which was just what I had in mind.

Oh, and he was wearing a goatee, which only added to his masculinity. And dreadlocks, long, loose ones which added to his blackness. Why? Fuck if I know. I don’t have a clue where I get this shit, I just know that if I’d sent over to Central Casting for the perfect black bull to fuck my wife, I couldn’t have asked for better than this guy. He was fucking perfect.

And it looked like Victoria thought so too. She was laughing at his jokes, or what I assumed were his jokes because I still couldn’t hear a word he was saying. He was leaning in close when he talked to Vic and she leaned in as well, and not because the bar was so noisy because it wasn’t, not really. She could have leaned back and I’m sure she could have heard him just fine, but there she was, my wife of three years leaning close to a guy she just met. Fucking hell, this was going so well I was blown away. How in the world…?

“This is my husband, Gordon,” she finally said so that I could hear her as she turned to introduce me. “But all his friends call him Mack because our last name is MacKenzie.”

I stuck out a hand and he took it, engulfing mine to the extent that I winced in preparation for the death grip I assumed was coming, but he went easy on me.

“DeAndre Jackson, nice to meet you, Mack,” he said in a voice so deep I thought he had to be putting me on. “Lovely wife you’ve got here.” He smiled at Victoria and didn’t look at me again. I just eased away from them and let them continue to get to know each other.

Victoria, however, had other ideas.

“I’m ready to go, Mack,” she said with a coy look at me over her shoulder.

Alrighty then…
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After I paid the bar tab, the three of us headed for the exit. My adrenaline level spiked slightly as I prepared myself for our entrance into the hotel lobby across the street. We had only just checked in an hour ago and here we were, about to enter that same lobby, where the same hotel personnel would undoubtedly still be on duty, with a new third party in tow, a decidedly darker third party if you catch my drift. I’d dreamed of this moment all my life but now that that long-awaited moment was upon me, I was having severe doubts.

The doorman at the hotel held the door for Victoria and DeAndre as I trailed behind them. I kept my eyes on him as I passed by but he didn’t give me the look I half-expected, that cross between ‘Yeah, I know what this is all about,’ and ‘Oh, you stupid, stupid fool.’ If anything, his look was more along the lines of ‘Nice job, mate,’ although I might have been exaggerating. Or projecting.

Once we got inside the lobby, my attention switched to the two women at the front desk, one blonde, the other brunette, both young and attractive, in that way you see most well-run organizations put a premium on having eye candy whenever they can to meet and greet their patrons. The brunette, who checked Victoria and me in, looked up just as I looked at her. She scanned our little threesome quickly and almost discreetly but I did see a look of recognition in her eyes. Whether it was her recognizing the couple she just attended to or her awareness that in short order we had moved on to the next order of business for our visit, I couldn’t say. I’m going to go out on a limb and say it was the latter, but again, I might have been projecting.

Or, I was just being a blithering idiot.

As we approached the elevators, DeAndre turned to me. “Safe to assume you have the keycard, Mack?” he asked in a low voice. A few other couples were waiting for elevators so I appreciated his discretion. But I also cringed at the idea that we would all have to crowd into one car for the ride to our floor, which was near the top.

I should explain at this point that although I have long considered myself a cuckold, there is some disagreement as to what that means. For some, a cuckold just isn’t a cuckold unless he gets off on the humiliation, either overt or covert, associated with having other men sleep with his wife. If the man in question does not get off on the humiliation, he’s a stag, not a cuckold.

I’m not sure how I feel about all that. On the one hand, I have no interest in being humiliated directly, either by my wife or the guy fucking her, as to my physical prowess, sexual proclivities, or self-respect as a man and husband. I planned to make those points as soon as we were alone in our room with DeAndre. He can fuck my wife but he can’t call me a pussy, if that makes any sense.

On the other hand, the prospect of standing in an elevator with several other people, some of whom probably know the reputation of the bar across the street and by extension the hotel we’re all staying in, as a place that black men fuck white wives while their husbands jerk off in the corner, well, that’s a form of humiliation I can appreciate. I’m sure my face looks as red as it feels as we stand around waiting for the fucking car to arrive, and when it does it’s even worse when Victoria gives me a look and a smile and fuck all if that doesn’t tell everyone what’s about to happen if they didn’t already know.

Humiliation. It’s a tricky emotion.

Finally, she topped it all off, like the cherry on top of a sundae or the icing on the cake. As everyone crowded into the elevator, she turned to me and, with her hand on DeAndre's arm, sweetly asked what room we were in.

“Twelve fifty-one,” I responded with a catch in my voice.

No one uttered a word but looks were exchanged. My face was burning.

We’re the last ones to leave the elevator when it finally arrived on the twelfth floor. As we walked toward our room, Victoria turned to me and asked, “Too much?”

“Funny.”

“Sorry, but I gotta ask,” DeAndre said. “You two done this before?”

“No, this is our first time,” Victoria said with a sexy smile. “Why?”

He gave a low whistle. “That was some top-shelf shade you were throwing in there, is all.”

“Sorry,” she said to me. “I’ll be good from now on.”

“You don’t strike me as the type that goes in for that shit, Mack,” DeAndre said to me as he inserted the key card into the lock.

“I’m not,” I said dryly.

“Got it,” he responded.

“Thanks.”

“Would anyone like a drink?” Victoria asked as we strolled into the room.

“Nothing for me, thanks,” DeAndre said, then he added, “I’d just like to get right to it, if that’s alright with y’all.”

Victoria gave me a look that landed somewhere between ‘Cheeky devil’ and ‘Fine by me’ which isn’t unusual for her. She’s got killer eyes and a to-die-for mouth that she can work magic with under any circumstances. Even ones as fucked up as this.

“I’m all for getting on with it,” I offered as she cocked an eyebrow at me and smirked slightly. I shrugged and tilted my head as if to imply ‘What did you expect me to say?’

“Men,” she said with a whiff of fake exasperation. “Why are you always in such an all-fired rush about things?”

“Well, if you don’t mind me being totally honest with you, Victoria…” DeAndre began. “I can’t wait to see you outta that dress, beautiful as it is, and all.” He smiled but there wasn’t a hint of irony or sarcasm in it. I’m not sure my wife noticed, however. “I do have a question, though,” he added with an implied apology in his tone. Then he really surprised me by asking me, “How in the hell did you land such a fine-looking woman, Mack? I mean, she is just fucking gorgeous, like, otherworldly beautiful, you feel me?”

I smiled. “Oh, I definitely feel you, DeAndre,” I admitted with a glance at my wife to see how she was reacting to this little tête-à-tête her prospective lover and her erstwhile husband were having. She didn’t look all that pleased but she didn’t look pissed, either.

Which is probably the best I could have hoped for.

“What can I tell you, my man?” I said to him with a lopsided smile. “I think I caught her during a moment of weakness.” We laughed gently together. Victoria didn’t laugh at all.

“Are you two quite done?” she asked in a droll tone. “Or do I have to go back across the street and find someone new?”

“No, darlin’,” DeAndre said with a hint of panic, real or imagined. “That will not be necessary, Victoria. I was just curious why a stunning woman such as yourself…” He just let the question hang in the air. I felt myself starting to squirm.

“Would wind up with a man like Mack?” she asked, putting it right out there. She glanced my way but she wasn’t being unkind. It’s not like I haven’t wondered the same thing myself, many, many times.

“Exactly,” DeAndre added, unnecessarily.

“Is this really what you want to talk about right now?” she asked him pointedly. He smiled and bowed his head.

“No, it’s not.” He moved toward her and took her into his arms. She went to him reluctantly at first but when he bent down to kiss her, she kissed him back. It was a chaste kiss to begin with but it quickly turned passionate, with his tongue insinuating itself into her mouth which she seemed to resist at first but gradually, she responded with passion of her own.

I was blown away.

And rock hard.

“Would you mind if I undress you, Victoria?” he asked softly. She smiled and turned her back to him so he could unzip her dress. Which he did. Slowly. Sensually.

Fuck.

“You are a stunning woman, Victoria,” he whispered as he kissed her neck and peeled the dress from her shoulders. She reached back with her hand and caressed his cheek, itself a stunningly intimate gesture that I wasn’t ready for.

But I did nothing to stop them.

I’d been waiting my whole life to see this – there was no way in hell I’d stop them.

As her dress fell to the floor and she took DeAndre’s hand to step out of it, I took a breath, realizing that I’d been holding it. She waited as he undid her bra and slipped the straps from her shoulders. Then she turned to face him and he took in her beautiful breasts. He pulled close and mashed his chest into hers as he kissed her again. She wrapped her arms around his head and he worked his hands down to her ass, perfectly framed by her sexy, lacey panties.

“Shall we get into bed?” he asked when they came up for air.

“Not yet,” she said with a sly smile. “First, I want to do something.” She reached for his belt and unbuckled it. He let her as she smirked at him before slowly going to her knees. She liberated his cock and I caught my breath with her as it came fully into view.

DeAndre was hung.

Fuck.

“Impressive,” she said as she licked the underside of his shaft. She kept her eyes on his as she worked her tongue and lips up and down his black shaft, while she massaged his balls with her other hand. “But I’m sure you’ve heard that before,” she added with another knowing smile.

“Yeah, I have,” he said with a catch in his voice.

My voice was useless – if I tried to speak I would have just choked.

I’d been waiting my entire adult life to see this. My stunning wife on her knees before a stranger, a black man we just met, sucking his cock. Ready to spread her legs for him and let him fuck her married white pussy. Ready to cuckold me while I was standing right there in the room with her. With them. God, I was so excited. And hard as steel.

“Isn’t he impressive, Mack?” she asked without looking at me. “Is this what you wanted to see me do?” I was surprised she was rubbing my nose in it but not too surprised. She can be a ball-buster when she has a mind to. What gorgeous woman can’t? It’s like they’ve been treated like goddesses their whole lives and they just think the world exists to give them what they want because it does. Beautiful women get whatever they want in my experience. I should know.

“He’s so big,” she went on, mostly for my benefit but I could tell that DeAndre was getting off on it, too. “So thick and hard.” She licked his balls. “So black.”

“Okay, I think that’s enough,” DeAndre interrupted, although I wasn’t sure if he meant Victoria’s running commentary or her ministrations to his manhood. He eased back from her and offered his hand to help her up, which she acknowledged with a smile. She walked him to the bed and he paused long enough to remove his shoes and pants, then his shirt as she slipped out of her panties. When she turned to face him, he let out a low whistle.

“Fucking hell, Victoria. You look incredible.”

He wasn’t lying. With her lasered pussy, which showed not one trace of pubic hair and hasn’t for years, she told me; to her bountiful breasts, unscathed by children feeding on them as she has none of that baggage; to her narrow waist, kept that way by a strict diet and exercise regime that would impress a Marine drill sergeant; my wife is an incredible specimen of female pulchritude. The fact that she knows it only enhances the overall effect – there’s no hint of false modesty about Victoria. She’s a stone fox and she knows it.

“You look pretty good yourself, DeAndre,” she cooed as she wrapped her arms around his neck. He put his hands on her hips and I just marveled at the incredible contrast between her white skin and his black body. It was everything I’d ever hoped for and more. His hands snuck around to her ass as they kissed again, his tongue aggressively penetrating her sensual lips but with no hesitation on her part. She accepted everything he was throwing at her as he held her and kissed her. She was into it, whether for my benefit or for her own, I don’t know.

I’m not sure I care, either.

“Okay, let’s lie down,” she whispered as they broke from their embrace and she took his hand again to almost pull him onto the bed with her. He followed her lead and when she spread her legs for him I thought I might pass out.

“You want me to go down on you, Victoria? Only seems fair.”

She groaned. “No, just fuck me, DeAndre. Fuck me with that big black cock of yours.”

He knelt between her supple thighs and rubbed the head of his impressive cock up and down her wet slit as she moaned her approval. “You like that, Victoria? You like it when I tease you, just a little bit?”

“I hate it, DeAndre. I hate it when you tease me.” She opened her eyes and smiled at him, a languid, eyes-half-closed smile that was so fucking sexy. “Please stop tormenting me, DeAndre, and just fuck me with that big black cock of yours.”

As he eased the huge helmet of his cock into her pussy, I moved closer. I’d been waiting all my life for this moment and I didn’t want to miss a thing. They ignored me which was fine and Victoria closed her eyes again and moaned the most lascivious moan I’d ever heard from her as he penetrated her wet hole. He eased in slightly and then pulled out, so that her wetness glistened on his dark shaft. After a lifetime of seeing that image on screens of one kind or another, to actually see it in real life was beyond all expectations. That it was happening to my wife, the woman I love, only made it better if that was even possible.

Victoria suddenly propped herself up and reached for DeAndre, then she pulled him down onto her so she could kiss him again. The need that I saw in that action hit me hard – it was like she had to have his tongue in her mouth while he thrust his cock into her pussy. She hooked the back of her ankles around his thighs to urge him to fuck her more aggressively which he did. After a gentle start, he started pounding her, their thighs slapping against each other in such a lewd way as the sound of it just ricocheted around the hotel room.

I was in heaven.

“Oh, fuck, DeAndre,” she wailed as he fucked her harder and harder. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t, fucking, stop!” she almost screamed.

“I’m close, Victoria,” he growled. “Where do you want me to cum?”

“Come inside me, DeAndre. Cum inside my married white pussy.”

Which he did.

3

By pre-arrangement, Victoria encouraged DeAndre to leave our hotel room as soon as he climaxed. It appeared to me that he was used to getting the bum’s rush once the deed had been done because he didn’t need to be told to go. He just kissed her after he came, climbed off her body and the bed, got dressed, and left without acknowledging my presence at all. In very short order, it was just me and my wife in the room.

But fuck, what a scene that was. I was still fully dressed – I hadn’t succumbed to the urge to pull my dick out and beat off while I was watching DeAndre fuck my wife. Victoria, of course, was lying naked on our bed with another man’s semen dripping out of her wrecked vagina. I was sorely tempted to sit on the bed so I could inspect her gaping hole more closely but I resisted that temptation as well. I was desperately trying to play it cool. Why? I don’t know, I just was.

“Well, how was that Mack?” she asked me in a sleepy, dreamy voice that emphasized just how wrecked she was overall and not just between her thighs. She glanced at me through lidded eyes that just looked too good to be true, as if she was laying it on thick for my benefit. I almost called her out on it but decided to just go with the flow, because if that’s how she really felt, well, what could be better than that?

“That was freaking amazing, Vicky,” I told her in all honesty. “I can’t imagine anything better.”

“That’s good because that was the best I can do,” she said without moving a muscle. She just kept looking at me with her eyes at half-mast. “How long have you been dreaming about that?”

She knew very well how long I’d been dreaming about this moment because I must have told her a dozen times, but I knew what she was doing. She was asking so that I could go over it all again, how I’d been a fan of cuckold porn ever since I discovered the internet as a teenage boy too many years ago. How I’d showed her some of the porn that most impressed me, shared books by my favorite authors that wrote about it, and presented her with magazine articles that mentioned how the younger generations of men – from Millennials to Gen Z – were much more open to polyamory and wife-sharing than their elders. I even went out of my way to point to all the mentions of cuckolding in the mainstream media, from stories about Jerry Falwell Jr. and the pool boy who was supposedly railing his born-again wife, to the 2017 study by Dan Savage of Savage Love podcast fame, about the first ever research about all the people who fantasize about cuckolding. And don’t get me started about how the word ‘cuck’ became a favored pejorative in right-wing politics and media, a classic and example of projecting as there ever was.

“All my adult life, babe,” I told her, not taking the bait.

“So,” she began. “Are you just going to sit there and let this all go to waste?”

“Fuck, no,” I said as I stood up and began to undress. “I’m just savoring the moment, seeing as this is a one-time thing and all.”

When she agreed to fulfill my fantasy in exchange for me agreeing to move to Italy, she did so with the understanding that this was it. She wasn’t interested in pursuing a life as a hotwife, which I was okay with. I wasn’t sure a long-term foray into that lifestyle would be all that healthy or even desirable. I figured if I could get it out of my system and have the memory timestamped into my brain, I’d be good. It certainly felt that way as I undressed to reclaim her, my eyes locked on her pussy, my dick swollen to the bursting point, my balls aching to fill her cunt to overflowing even though it was already full. Clearly.

Then Victoria rocked my world.

“What if it’s not a one-time thing?” she asked with a coy smile. “What would that be like?”

I stared at her. “Seriously?” I wasn’t sure what I meant by that – was I excited or appalled? Or both?

“I don’t know. Maybe.” She reached for me. “But we can talk about it after you reclaim me, can’t we? Don’t you want to take back your wife?”

“I didn’t know I lost you,” I murmured as I climbed onto the bed. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her vagina. It was so sexy and disgusting all at the same time and for the same reason. It had been soiled. She had been soiled. By a black man. A strange black man whose name I could barely remember. Who does that? Sluts, that’s who. Fucking sluts. Like my wife.

I knew I should be ashamed of myself for thinking such vile thoughts. I mean, come on – she only did this because I asked her to. Because I begged her to. If I hadn’t brought it up, this would have never occurred to Victoria. It’s so not like her. And it took forever to convince her to do it. And a promise to uproot my whole life and move halfway around the world, to a place where I don’t even speak the language. All that for this. Who does that?

But she kept pushing my buttons. “Do you think it will feel different to you?”

“It?” I asked, pushing right back.

“My pussy, silly. Will you be able to feel how much that big black cock stretched my pussy?”

“It sure looks that way, babe. You look destroyed down here.”

“I feel that way,” she murmured as she closed her eyes again. I scooched up close on my knees, my dick aimed right at her wet, distended labia, and rubbed the head of it up and down her slit. It was so fucking slippery, like nothing I’d ever felt before. I’m only forty-two but I can’t go twice in one love-making session – hell, I can’t go twice in one day anymore. Not that I was ever big on multiple orgasms. I’m the type that just wants to roll over and go to sleep, something that both my wives found somewhat frustrating but for different reasons. My first wife would have liked me to cuddle more after sex, something she brought up pretty frequently when we were young, less so as we got older, not at all before she decided to divorce me. And before you say a word, I get it. I see the connection.

I never asked Victoria to go again with me but I got the sense that she would like to on occasion. I never offered because I knew there was no way I could make it happen. I’m decent in the sack, I think, but I’m no great shakes. I still don’t understand how I landed a woman like Victoria without being a stallion between the sheets, but she said I appealed to her for other reasons, like my manners, sense of humor, and decent financial situation. Whatever. I didn’t much care why she put up with my shit as long as she did, and I assumed it would stay that way.

Yeah, I know. Assume anything and make an ‘ass’ out of ‘u’ and ‘me’. Funny. Real funny.

Back to the hotel, though.

I leaned into her and my dick sunk into her vagina, past her wet lips, into her loose sheath, down her drenched love canal, oh, my, fucking, god, did that feel amazing. Not only did it feel amazing, but the thought of what I was doing, what we were doing, fucking after she’d just fucked another man, a stranger we just picked up in a bar… Fucking hell, it was incredible.

Incredible.

“Holy shit, Vicky,” I whispered as I leaned down and embraced her fully. She wrapped her arms around my neck and smiled dreamily, her eyes still closed, her lips parted to invite me to kiss her, which I did, and damned if I couldn’t taste the stranger on them. I mean, fucking hell, that’s an amazing sensation. To be kissing your wife and all you can think about is the other guy, the one who was kissing her a few minutes ago, and how she smells like him and tastes like him and…

“Are you in yet?”

No. She did not just say that. No.

Then she laughed. Gently, to let me know she was kidding before my head exploded. “That was good,” I said with a smile I had to force.

“I thought you’d like that,” she whispered playfully.

“Where did you hear that?”

“Oh, I did some research.” She hooked her ankles around my thighs to let me know she was enjoying herself.

“Was he that much bigger than me?” I asked, almost in spite of myself.

“Yeah, Mack. He was,” she said flatly, not trying to sugarcoat it. Clearly. “You saw him, right?”

“Well, I just thought maybe it looked bigger than it was because of how black it was.”

She opened her eyes wide and smirked at me. “No, it wasn’t the color, Mack. He was huge.”

“Okay, okay. I get it, Vick.” I was pumping slowly at that point but all that talk about how big he was began to have its effect on me. I was close, suddenly, closer than I wanted to be. Which, thank god, Victoria picked up on.

“Go ahead and cum, Mack. Cum in your wife’s wet, semen-filled pussy. Reclaim her like you’ve always dreamed of.”

I closed my eyes and pumped my dick furiously until my balls tingled and my belly clenched and I groaned, half in frustration and half in relief as I came. Hard. Harder than I’ve cum in a long time. Maybe ever.

“Yeah, that’s it, baby. Cum inside me. That’s it,” she cooed over and over again as she stroked my back and my head with her soft, elegant hands. God, what she can do with her hands…

I spasmed and grunted as my dick twitched inside her as I filled her full of my seed. Then I rolled her onto her side and held her close. “That was fucking amazing, Vicks. Fucking amazing.”

She smiled and pulled me even closer. “Mmm, I’m glad you liked it, Mack.”

I pulled back slightly so I could look at her. Several thoughts suddenly swirled around in my brain. “Did you…?” I paused, afraid to go on.

“No, baby,” she said softly. “But that’s okay. DeAndre made me cum.” She cocked an eyebrow. “Twice.”

“Fuck, really?” I never make Victoria cum just by intercourse alone. I always go down on her before I fuck her, which she loves and is something else that won her over when we were dating. Or so she said. “I thought you never cum from penetration.”

“I don’t with you, Mack. That doesn’t mean it can’t happen.”

“Has it happened before, with other guys?” I wasn’t sure I wanted to know but that didn’t stop me from asking.

“Are you sure you want me to answer that question, baby?” She never calls me that. Never.

“I do,” I said, even as I knew I was making a huge mistake. I couldn’t help myself.

“Yeah, I’ve been with a few guys who could make me cum like DeAndre did.” She didn’t sugarcoat it, I’ll say that for her. She never does, frankly, but I’ve never wished she would before. “Does that bother you?”

“I’m not sure,” I said, honestly. My emotions were all over the board at that point. I knew I was suffering from post-nut clarity to a large extent but for some reason, it didn’t devastate me. I felt like it should have but it didn’t. If it was true, and I had no reason to doubt what Victoria was saying, then I just had to deal with it.

The question in my mind was how?

“Tell me what’s going on in your head right now,” she whispered as she kissed my lips lightly. “I want to know what you’re thinking.”

“I’m not sure,” I repeated. “I feel like I’m a bit stunned but…”

“But what?”

“I don’t know. I just can’t believe I didn’t know, I guess.” She kissed me again. “Why didn’t you say something sooner?”

She shrugged. “It doesn’t matter, not really. I mean, there are a lot of ways to have an orgasm, and I love them all. It’s not that important to me how it happens. More important is why it happens, and when it happens with you, it’s because I love you and you love me. That’s what matters, to me at least.” She cocked an eyebrow and smiled. “See?”

“I guess,” I said, not believing what I was hearing or what I was saying. Which she promptly called me on.

“Don’t shine me on, Mack. Tell me how you really feel.”

I paused and stared at her for a few seconds. I couldn’t tell her how I really felt, could I? It was too dangerous, too humiliating, and too ridiculous. She’d never believe me. I’m not sure I believed it myself, but as soon as that thought occurred to me, I knew I had to tell her. I just had to.

“I feel like I let you down, Victoria,” I whispered. “That’s how I feel.”

She looked surprised. And hurt. “Oh, baby, that’s not true. That’s crazy.” She pulled me closer and our heads were now side by side so I couldn’t see her face anymore. I wondered for a brief moment if she did that so I couldn’t see the look on her face because I knew she wasn’t being honest with me, I just knew it. “I love you, baby. I love you so much,” she whispered in my ear.

“I know you do, Vicks. I’m just not the man I thought I was, I guess.”

“No, that’s so wrong, Mack. You are the best thing that ever happened to me.” She pulled back again and looked at me, and I saw tears welling in her eyes, but she was smiling. I felt my own eyes start leaking like crazy, as well.

“Fuck, we’re a pair, huh?” I said with a slight laugh, trying hard to put this behind us and move on. Suddenly, I didn’t want to talk about it anymore, which wasn’t fair to Victoria but I just didn’t care. I wanted to shut it down.

She gave me a look, one I’d seen before, because my wife can be intimidating as hell when she wants to be. “No, Mack. I think we need to work this out, or it’ll just get worse and worse and I don’t want to let that happen.”

“Okay,” I said, reluctantly. I know when I’m not going to win.

“Look,” she began as she eased herself out of my arms and propped herself up on her elbow. “This was all your idea in the first place, in case you’ve forgotten.” I nodded. “So we need to figure out why this is getting to you, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Don’t do that, Mack. Don’t just agree with me because it’s what you think I want to hear. I need you to really, truly think about it before you answer.”

“And then agree with you, right?” I tensed up. Had I gone too far?

She gave me a sour look but she didn’t jump on me with both feet, all in all the best outcome I could have hoped for. “I need you to be serious, Mack.”

“Okay, Vicks. I’m taking this seriously. Believe me.” I was trying, I said to myself.

“Do you remember what you said to me when we first started dating?”

“About what?” We talked a lot when we first started dating. Who doesn’t?

“About how you thought I was too beautiful for you, or some such thing?”

Fuck. Of course, I remember. “Yeah,” I said, tentatively.

“And do you remember what I said to you?”

“Of course. You said I was nuts.”

She rolled her eyes. “I didn’t say that.”

“Words to that effect, then.”

“No, I’m being serious here. You don’t remember what I said to you?”

I hesitated. “Refresh my memory.”

She sighed. “I told you that men get hung up on all the wrong things, like how pretty someone is, or how big their boobs are.”

Yeah, it’s all coming back to me. “Yeah, and I said that was easy for you to say because you’re gorgeous and have a great rack.” I cocked an eyebrow right back at her and she laughed. Thankfully.

“Well, be that as it may,” she said condescendingly. “It’s still true.”

“What’s your point, Vicks?”

“My point is that although men get hung up on stupid, superficial things, women focus on the things that matter. Like how good a person you are and how capable you are of being in love and showing it. I wasn’t used to that when we started dating but I saw it in you right from the start. And that’s why I married you, in spite of your tiny penis.” She laughed and tapped my chest with her hand. “Sorry, I couldn’t resist.”

“No worries,” I said but I didn’t mean it. She was having too much fun with this completely new aspect of her personality. She’s never been one for jokes – hell, I have to explain most jokes to her, which ruins them, of course. So I wanted to put an end to this little experiment of hers with ‘small penis humiliation’ or SPH as it’s known in the darker corners of the internet.

“I’ll stop, I promise,” she said as she kissed me again, lightly, teasingly.

“See that you do,” I said and immediately regretted it. She cocked an eyebrow at me but didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to.

“So, where do you want to go for dinner?” she asked as she turned away from me and sat up on the edge of the bed. “What’s this?” she added without an explanation.

“What’s what?” I asked as I turned to look. She was holding a business card in her hand.

“Looks like DeAndre left his card,” she said with a tone in her voice I hadn’t heard before. “I guess he had fun, too.” She turned and looked at me over her shoulder. She was smiling seductively.

“You want to give him a call or something?” I can’t honestly explain why I said that. I really can’t. But my dick chubbed up as soon as I did.

“Seriously?” She turned on the edge of the bed and really looked at me. “Are you sure?”

“I mean, if you want to.” I didn’t know when to quit. But something about the idea appealed to me. In a big way.

Which Victoria picked up on. She looked at my crotch and smiled. “If I want to, huh?” She looked up at my face and smirked.

“What can I say, Vicks? The penis wants what the penis wants.”

“If you say so, Mack,” she added as she stood up and walked toward the bathroom.
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DeAndre was thrilled to hear from Victoria and was only too happy to join us for dinner. Of course, he was.

“How long are you staying in Atlanta?” he asked when we met at a restaurant he suggested. I gave Victoria a look.

“We’re not sure,” I said in all honesty. “We have no pressing engagements at this point.”

“Really? I envy you,” he said as the hostess walked us to a table. The place was more upscale than the bar where we’d met DeAndre. He looked like he knew his way around and I wondered if he was a regular customer of theirs, although the hostess hadn’t greeted him by name.

“What do you do for a living, DeAndre?” Victoria asked as we took our seats. They seated us at a fourtop and Victoria sat between us so I was staring right at DeAndre as he answered.

“I’m in real estate,” he said without elaborating. I waited for a beat before I asked if he was in sales or construction.

“Neither, actually. I work for a company that builds hotels all over the world. I scout new locations and lay the groundwork for putting new deals together.”

“That sounds interesting,” Victoria said with feeling. I gave her a look but she was looking at DeAndre and he was looking at her. “Where are you going to build your next hotel?” she asked with a lilt in her voice that surprised me.

“I just finished my last project so I’ve got a couple of weeks here at the home office,” he said a bit too casually if you asked me.

“Where did you build your last one?” I asked.

“Oh, I don’t build them. I put the deal together, buying the land and securing permits, that sort of thing, and then I hand it off to one of my firm’s project managers. He takes it from there.”

“So you never get to see the fruits of your labor?” Victoria asked with an almost tragic inflection in her tone.

“It’s fine,” DeAndre said with a smile. “Eventually, I get to go to the grand opening, which is okay by me. I sucked at math in school so I’m not an engineer. I’m a people person.” He smiled again, warmly, at my wife. I guess I couldn’t blame him for being a bit of an asshole about it – an hour ago he was railing her right in front of me. “What about you two?” he went on.

“Mack is a painter,” Victoria said, which surprised me. Usually, she lets me explain our situation. “He’s very good,” she added, which struck me as a bit patronizing but maybe I was just being overly sensitive.

“Houses or art?” DeAndre asked in a likewise condescending tone with a glance my way.

“Art,” Victoria said, speaking for me once again. “He’s had shows all over the country.”  At least she reached for my hand and gave it a squeeze, but I still felt like she was placating me, not to mention talking about me as if I wasn’t sitting right there with them. So why wasn’t I speaking for myself?

“And you?” DeAndre asked my wife, making it clear he was ready to move on to what really interested him.

“I was an attorney until about five minutes ago,” she said brightly.

“What happened?” he asked.

“I’ve always wanted to live in Italy, so that’s what we’re going to do.” She looked at me warmly and gave my hand another squeeze. I smiled but she turned to DeAndre. “In Cortona.”

DeAndre smiled knowingly. “Under the Tuscan Sun, am I right?”

Victoria laughed. “My god, am I that much of a cliché?”

“No, not at all,” DeAndre added hastily. “I’ve just heard that dream from more than a few white women, but they’re usually divorced, and recently.”

“Do you meet a lot of divorced white women here, DeAndre?” I asked.

“It’s about fifty-fifty, to be honest,” he said without looking my way.

“How often do you do this?” Victoria asked, which surprised me. I wouldn’t have thought she would have gone there, but then I’m surprised we’re having dinner with him so what do I know?

“A fair amount, I’ll be honest,” he said. “I hope that’s not a problem?”

“Why would it be?” Victoria asked rhetorically. “I don’t have a problem with it, do you, Mack?” She looked at me and I got the distinct impression she kind of did have a problem with it.

“Not me,” I said quickly.

“Do you ever see black women?” Victoria asked with a bit of an edge in her tone.

“Some, but not too often.”

“Why’s that?” she asked pointedly. This was on the verge of getting out of hand.

“Oh, where do I start?” DeAndre asked with a chuckle. “Don’t get me wrong – black women are great. They can be a handful though.”

“And white women aren’t?” Victoria asked, smiling but it was a smile that verged on a sneer.

“Look, I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, Vicky,” DeAndre said with his hands raised as if he was surrendering. “Because I’d love to fuck you again.”

Victoria took a beat before she answered. “And I’d like to fuck you again, DeAndre. But I want to know what it is about white women that makes them easier to handle, or whatever it was you said.”

DeAndre stared at Victoria for a few silent seconds before he smiled slightly, almost a smirk. “You really want to know?” he asked at last.

“I do,” she said without hesitating.

“It all comes down to the word ‘no’, Vicky. I never hear the word from white women, especially married white women. I want to fuck them, they’re down for it. I want them to suck my cock, no problem. I want them to lick my ass, I don’t need to ask twice. I want to fuck their ass, I don’t have to ask once. I get whatever I want, whenever I want it.”

Victoria listened while he talked. When he finished, she didn’t say a word for a long while. Finally, she asked, “And that’s what matters to you, DeAndre? That you never hear the word ‘no’?”

He shrugged. “Not always. Sometimes, I’m okay with the give and take that I get from black women. That can be fun, too. But I always come back to white women like yourself because that’s what really turns me on.” He turned to me at last. “You get what I’m saying, don’t you, Mack? Don’t you get a ton of shit from your wife here, about everything? ‘Do this, don’t do that, what’s taking so long, why can’t you read my fucking mind, you dumbass?’” He laughed but it was a cold laugh. “And you put up with it because, let’s face it, you’re all whipped, especially by a stunner like Vicky here. A beautiful woman like her, she never hears the word ‘no’ and she always gets what she wants.” He turned to her. “Like moving to Cortona.” He cocked an eyebrow but didn’t laugh or even smile.

Neither did Victoria.

The conversation turned to more mundane things after that and we ordered and ate dinner. It was almost as if the three of us were just new friends who were getting to know each other. Most of the conversation was between Victoria and DeAndre but he did ask me about my painting a few times, although I got the feeling he was just being polite. It was pretty clear that my wife was his primary interest which made all the sense in the world to me.

As dinner came to an end, he asked if we wanted to come back to his place for a nightcap. I kept quiet and let Victoria answer him. She looked at me for a few freighted seconds without saying a word before she turned back to him and said that would be lovely. I didn’t ask because it seemed pretty clear to me that I was invited to accompany them to his apartment, that I wasn’t being excluded although I wouldn’t have been surprised if it had turned out that way. More than anything, I got the sense that we were all feeling our way through this new relationship, which I hadn’t expected but was enjoying nonetheless.

After I paid for dinner, we left the restaurant with Victoria on DeAndre’s arm, something that seemed both natural and humiliating for me. I felt like the proverbial third wheel as I trailed behind them, first through the dining room and entrance of the restaurant and then on the street for the walk to his apartment. No surprise that he lived within walking distance to the place.

When we arrived at his building, I was also not surprised but deeply embarrassed to see that his was one of the few apartment buildings in Atlanta to have a doorman, something that was extremely common in New York City where Victoria and I lived until a few days ago, but which I was not used to seeing anywhere else in the country. As we entered the building with said doorman holding the door for us, I watched him closely for any sign that he realized what was going down but he was the epitome of discretion, thank god. I don’t know why the prospect of him looking at me with disdain, or worse, pity, chilled me, but it did. That it didn’t happen was a huge relief.

We rode the elevator up to his floor, which happened to be the penthouse, of course, and he clearly got a kick out of showing the place off to my wife. As well he should because the place was spectacular. He had a fantastic view of the Atlanta skyline which was facilitated by floor to ceiling windows across three sides of the structure. Dusk was settling on the horizon and the display the setting sun made of the surrounding area was spectacular. Victoria told him as much and he ate it up. I just remained silent.

As the lights of the city came on with the onset of night, we found ourselves in the dark inside his apartment. I was completely ignored as DeAndre and Victoria conversed in whispers and quiet laughter, cutting me out of the conversation completely. But I was fine. I was perfectly content to watch this man seduce my wife, something we all knew beyond a doubt was going to happen as she had already fucked him once so it was bound to happen again. I just found myself wondering when he would invite her into his bedroom.

That he didn’t make me curious about what exactly was going on. I didn’t have to wait long.

He made his move by kissing her neck from behind her as they looked out the huge window at the city. Several taller buildings filled the frame and I wondered if his plan was to seduce my wife in his living room in plain sight of dozens, if not hundreds of people. The one thing that kept them from seeing what was going on was the near-total darkness inside his apartment.

DeAndre kissed her neck and then her ear while standing behind Victoria. All conversation between them had ceased. She closed her eyes – I could see them in her reflection in the window – and she reached back to caress his cheek as he kissed her. He then unzipped her dress, slowly and sensually, as she moaned slightly and I suppressed a moan of my own as my dick swelled in my pants while I watched them.

When he peeled her dress from her body and let it drop to the floor, exposing her matching set of lingerie for all the world to see, I took in a breath, as did she. DeAndre didn’t miss a beat, though. He just kept kissing her neck as he undid her bra and removed the straps from her shoulders. Victoria made no move to stop him and soon her breasts were exposed. They looked amazing in the dim reflection of the glass which in the near total darkness acted like a mirror. DeAndre reached around her body with both hands and palmed her breasts as she turned her head to kiss his mouth, but he seemed intent on keeping her facing the window.

As they kissed and he massaged her breasts, he reached with one hand for her panties. He pulled them down to mid-thighs and she moved her foot to allow them to fall to the floor. Still kissing him over her shoulder, she stepped out of her panties and tried to turn to face him but he held her in place, angled away from him and facing the window. He broke from their kiss and whispered something I couldn’t hear in her ear and she bent slightly at the waist, then she put her hands on the glass while he reached for her pussy from behind her with one hand while he liberated his cock from his pants with the other.

I was amazed.

I moved slowly to one side of them to better see what was about to happen. His cock came into view and he aimed it for my wife’s sex. She was looking at the window but her eyes were closed as if she was in a trance. Once he entered her, she groaned and pushed back against him and he gripped her hips with his hands as she leaned against the glass. He began to fuck her, slowly, sensually, and she loved it. She moaned and tilted her head back while her hands remained on the glass.

“Alexa,” he said in a loud voice. “Living room lights on.”

Suddenly, the room was flooded with light. He didn’t stop fucking my wife as her eyes flew open and she turned to look at him. I was astounded, not just by his incredibly brazen, premeditated act, but by my wife’s reaction to it – she just let him fuck her. Make no mistake, with the sun was gone and darkness blanketing the city, DeAndre was fucking Victoria on full display for all of Atlanta to see.

As I watched him do it.

Stunned.
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“You’ll never guess who I heard from,” Victoria said to me one morning.

Yes, I could.

We moved to Cortona two weeks ago and it’s the best thing we ever did. We bought an old farmhouse that some enterprising Italian had updated without ruining the 200-year-old charm of the place but spent the time and money to make it livable, including a modern kitchen, a pool, and central heat. That we got the place for less than we sold my apartment in Greenwich Village was just the icing on the cake. Things could not have worked out better for us.

“Let me guess,” I said to my wife as she scrambled eggs for me that had been laid that same morning. “DeAndre.”

“You’re right!” she said with sarcastic surprise dripping in her voice. “How did you know?” She flashed me a shrewd smile.

“Who else could it possibly be?” I countered. She laughed and I joined her as she brought our breakfast to the table.

“Well, what do you think he said?” She returned to the espresso machine to refill my coffee before she sits at our ancient kitchen table we made sure it was included in the deal and I dig into my breakfast.

“He’s coming to Italy and he wants to come see you,” I said with a casual tone.

Victoria just stares at me. “How did you know?”

“Come on, Vicks. He was into you back in Atlanta. I’m surprised it took this long for us to hear from him.”

“Well, he’s coming to Florence for work,” she said, ignoring my little jab at her naïveté.

My stomach dropped. “For work?”

“That’s right,” she said with a saucy little lilt. “He said he might be there awhile.” She gave me a smug look like the cat who ate the canary.

“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” I couldn’t blame her. My dick was chubbing up as we spoke. I thoroughly enjoyed the time we spent with DeAndre, short as it was. But I never expected we’d see him again. Talk about naïveté.

“Aren’t you? Drop those shorts you’re wearing and I’ll bet you’re already hard,” she said as she took a sip of coffee and smiled at me.

“And what if I am?”

“Then I’ll suck you off right here at our breakfast table,” she said sweetly, incongruously. Ever since we moved to Italy, Victoria has gone out of her way to show her appreciation. I have no complaints on that score, not that I did before we moved. One of the reasons I fell for my new wife was due to her easy sexuality, which has only increased since we moved.

“That won’t be necessary,” I said, anxious to finish eating. That’s what getting all the sex you can handle will do to you – you find yourself passing up the opportunity for a morning BJ just so your eggs don’t get cold. “But maybe we should talk about this before he shows up at our door.”

“Absolutely. What do you think he wants? I mean, besides the obvious.”

“That’s a good question. I guess it depends on why he’s coming here in the first place. You said it’s for work, right?”

“That’s what he said.”

“Well, that could mean a lot of different possibilities.” I gave her a look and she cocked an eyebrow at me. “What are you thinking?”

Victoria took another bite of her eggs. “Well,” she went on after she chewed and swallowed. “I guess I wouldn’t mind if he stayed for a while. Those two days we had with him in Atlanta were a lot of fun but it was too short.” She looked at me while sipping her coffee. “What about you?”

“I agree, for the most part.” It was true. We had a great time and I hated to see it end, but I didn’t expect to hear from him again, not really. I was yanking Victoria’s chain more than anything, but I was excited at the prospect of seeing DeAndre again.

“What do you mean, exactly?” she asked, her legal training bubbling to the surface. She was a trial attorney before we packed up our lives in the States and moved to Italy, and she was never going to stop being an attorney at heart, I could see that plain as day. Her mind was as impressive as her beauty, which was stunning.

“Well, since it was my idea to open up our marriage in the first place, I guess I felt like we just got our toes wet and then the tide went out, so to speak.” I gave her a weak smile.

“Wow, talk about a disjointed metaphor,” she said with a roll of her eyes. But she was still smiling, which is always a good sign. “Go on.”

“As I said at the time, I enjoyed watching you with DeAndre and knowing that you enjoyed being with him. It pushed all my buttons and then some. So, the idea of seeing him again is exciting but I’m curious, and a little nervous, about him following us across the world. I mean, doesn’t he have anything…” I stopped myself from saying something I shouldn’t but it was too late.

“Really?” she deadpanned. I’m sure I blushed.

“Well, that came out wrong, but you get what I’m saying, right?”

“I guess so.” She looked away for a few seconds. “Is this going to work for you? For us? Or should I tell him we’re not interested?”

“Are we not interested? You seemed excited when you read his message.”

She nodded. “I was. I am.” She looked at me but didn’t say anything else. She didn’t have to. This was going to be my call but it was clear what Victoria wanted me to say. I just had to decide whether or not to say it.

“Tell him he’s welcome to come by.”

Two days later, DeAndre was standing in our living room. Victoria was in the process of welcoming him with a deep, passionate kiss while I looked on with my dick swelling in my pants. He finished greeting my wife thoroughly before he turned to shake my hand.

“So good to see you two again,” he said in a voice so deep I thought he might be putting me on. Did he sound that much like James Earl Jones in Atlanta?

“Good seeing you, DeAndre,” I said in a low voice myself, which earned me a look from my wife. I tried to ignore her and thankfully, we moved on quickly.

“Would you like the nickel tour?” she asked as she took his arm. I grabbed his small suitcase which answered my question without me having to ask it – he planned to stay for the night at least.

“That sounds great,” he said as they walked toward the stairs. I followed behind them feeling like a bellboy more than the host.

Oh, who am I kidding? Victoria is the hostess and I’m just along for the ride. The realization of which made my dick swell even more and my belly clench.

“This place is spectacular,” DeAndre said to her as they climbed the stairs. “Extremely well done, you two.”

“I’ll take that as a huge compliment coming from a real estate professional such as yourself,” Victoria practically gushed. She was smiling so hard I imagined her cheeks would cramp on her. But my wife really does have a beautiful smile.

When they reached the top of the stairs, I wasn’t surprised that Victoria led him to our bedroom first thing. She was already pointing out the view of the grounds from our picture window when I arrived with his bag. They both turned to look at me and I realized that we’d reached our first decision point – would one of them instruct me to leave the bag in the master bedroom, relegating me to our guest room for the duration of his visit, however long that turned out to be? Or had I made it a fait accompli by walking into the room with his bag in tow?

“Why don’t we decide right now what this visit is all about?” DeAndre said, ending all doubt as to who was in charge. “I’ve got to be in Florence first thing Monday morning, so if it’s alright with you two…” he trailed off as he eyed Victoria.

“Oh, by all means, we’d love you to stay for the weekend, DeAndre,” she cooed as she pulled him close. Then she turned to me and asked, “Isn’t that right, Mack?”

“Of course,” I said with a bravado I wasn’t feeling. “Mi casa es su casa,” I added with a slightly forced smile.

“Grazie, Mack” DeAndre said with a broad smile of his own. “But in Italian, it’s ‘La mia casa è la tua casa.”

“Thanks for the tip,” I said dryly.

“Good,” Victoria said. “I’m glad that’s settled. Put his suitcase on the sofa, Mack,” she added, ending the discussion. “Would you like to freshen up?” she asked him before I had a chance to move. I had made the decision early, and on my own, that if they wanted to get down and dirty as soon as he arrived I would step out. I’d already watched them in Atlanta and had several scenes seared into my brain, especially the one in DeAndre’s living room, which could last me a lifetime. I didn’t need to overload myself, strange as that might sound.

“I’ll leave you two alone,” I said after I placed his suitcase on the sofa and moved toward the door, feeling more like a bellhop than I wanted. I half expected him to offer me a tip for my troubles. But as I looked back just before I exited the room, I saw him take my wife in his arms again and kiss her, his hands on her ass and her arms around his neck, oblivious to me and everything else in the world. So much for the nickel tour, I said to myself.

I closed the door, our bedroom door, and walked downstairs. I had already set up my studio in a small room off the living room to paint, something I’d done too little of in the weeks since our move. The light in that room is perfect for a painter and I was anxious to get back to work – Victoria retired, I did not – and I was in the process of revving up my creative juices when I heard the bed in our bedroom, which I realized belatedly was right overhead in my studio, begin to creak and rock as DeAndre started to fuck my wife. I stared up at the ceiling for a few seconds as the noise increased and moans from Victoria became noticeable, and I wondered if this was going to work after all. A painter’s studio should be a safe place for the artist, a sanctuary from the cares and concerns of everyday life, not a low-budget psychological torture chamber.

Then again, how long could they keep it up, I wondered.

Quite some time, it turned out.
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I decided after several hours to get out of my studio to preserve my own sanity. DeAndre and Victoria seemed quite content to fuck and sleep all afternoon and I was getting hungry, having skipped lunch. I drove to the market in town, something I’ve developed quite a taste for in the two weeks we’ve lived here, and bought enough fresh vegetables, bread, and cheese. We’ve been trying to eat local food when we cook and it’s been fantastic even if neither of us are any great shakes in the kitchen. Usually, the ingredients are so good that we can’t ruin them.

By the time I get back with the makings of an early dinner, Victoria and DeAndre are swimming naked in the pool. Our house is isolated from our neighbors so there’s no chance of anyone being offended or calling the local polizia but it’s a bit of a shock finding them lying out in all-together on our chaise lounges.

“Hi, honey,” Victoria greets me with a wave but without moving. She shields her eyes as I carry the sack of groceries from the car to the house. I drop the food off and wander out to see how they’re doing.

“You look comfortable,” I tell my wife as I stand over her. “All good?”

“I really don’t see how it could be any better, darling,” she tells me and I have to believe her. I guess I forgot just how ripped DeAndre is, or maybe it’s because I never saw him naked in the bright sun in Atlanta, but under the Tuscan sun, he’s a fucking god among men.

“Mack, I gotta tell you,” he says without opening his eyes. “This is quite a life you’ve got for yourself here.” He finally turns and looks at me. “Quite the fucking life.”

“Glad you like it,” I tell him with some honesty. “So far, so good.”

“I really appreciate you letting me barge in on you for the weekend, Mack,” he said as he slid his feet off the chaise and stood up. “And for letting me be with Vicky all afternoon. I forgot how much I love fucking your wife.” He said it with a flat tone, not as if he was trying to get under my skin, even though he kind of did. I just nodded.

“I understand how you feel,” I said uncomfortably.

Victoria stood up from her chaise and came to me, finally. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me quickly on my mouth, but long enough for me to taste DeAndre on her lips. Did he cum in her mouth, I wonder.

“Yes, thank you so much, Mack. It was really nice of you to do that.” She kissed me again, deeper and it was completely obvious that I was tasting DeAndre as much as I was tasting my wife. When she pulled back and gave me a knowing smile, I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt.

“You guys hungry?” I asked awkwardly.

“I could eat,” DeAndre said as he walked to the edge of the pool. Just before he dove into the deep end, he looked at me. “You don’t need any help, do you, Mack?” He didn’t wait for an answer.

“Cheeky devil,” I muttered to Victoria but she laughed and tapped my arm playfully. “Join me in the kitchen?” I asked and she nodded.

“Are you okay, Mack?” she asked. “I know DeAndre can be a little much.”

“You think?” I said but backed down immediately. “I don’t want to sound like I’m complaining or anything, but…”

“But?”

“What did he tell you about why he’s here?” I asked with some trepidation. Did I really want to know? Yeah, I did.

“He’s working on putting a deal together in Florence, so he might be here for a few months if everything works out. Is that okay?”

“Well, what does that mean for us, Victoria? Is he going to drive down here every weekend?”

“Would that be so bad if he did, Mack? Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Yeah, it was,” I said.

“Was? You don’t want it anymore?” she asked and I could hear the disappointment in her voice.

“I didn’t mean to say that, Vicks.”

“Mack,” she said in a low tone. “If this isn’t what you want, tell me. I can send him away.”

“But you don’t want to send him away, do you?” I arched an eyebrow.

“No, to be honest. I don’t. But it’s just sex, Mack. I love you, and if his presence here is not what you want, then I’ll send him on his way.” She turned to walk out to the pool and I grabbed her arm before she could leave.

“Don’t Victoria. Let him stay and we’ll talk about it after he leaves.”

“Are you sure?” she asked and it looked to me like she was being honest with me. I could only hope.

“Yeah, I’m sure. Maybe I can watch the next time?”

She smiled, warmly. “Sure, Mack. Anything you want.”

Dinner was easy to throw together and the three of us sat down at our outdoor table to eat and talk. We had gotten to know a little bit about DeAndre in Atlanta and we shared a few more details about our lives before we got down to brass tacks. I had some questions that seemed more pertinent now that he had showed up on our doorstep halfway around the world.

“So,” I began as we sipped our wine while the sun set. “Did you engineer the move to Florence?”

DeAndre smiled. “Of course. It wasn’t hard, as we’ve only got one hotel in Italy and it’s been quite successful. But I was mostly interested in following you two here.”

“And the company went for it?” I asked.

He nodded. “I’ve got a stellar track record, so they listen when I pitch a new location. I always wanted to come back here. I put together the deal in Rome for them a few years ago.”

“I want to get back to your modus operandi,” Victoria said.

“Wow, you really are a lawyer,” DeAndre said with a laugh.

“Columbia Law School, Class of aught-nine,” she quipped.

“What do you want to know?” he asked as he leaned her way. Victoria was sitting between me and DeAndre again, just as she did in the restaurant in Atlanta a few weeks ago.

“How many white women like me have you slept with?”

“Like you? You mean, married white women?”

“Yes.”

“Dozens, but how many exactly, I don’t know. I don’t keep track.” He sipped his wine again.

“How long does your relationship with them usually last?”

“It depends. If I’m in town for a project, it might last two or three months. If things don’t work out between us, it can be over in a matter of days.”

“Do you usually break it off or does the woman?”

“Well,” he said with a chuckle. “I don’t want to brag, but it’s usually me that ends it.”

“They just can’t get enough of you, is that it?” Victoria asked with a smirk.

“Can you, Vicky?” He smiled again, but it was a smug look. Then he turned to me.

“What about you, Mack? You good with this arrangement?”

“Tell me what exactly you have in mind, DeAndre?”

“Well, I’m probably going to be in Florence for a couple of months putting the deal together. If it was up to me, I’d drive down here to fuck your wife every weekend for the duration. Will that be a problem for you?”

I looked at Victoria. She’s got an excellent poker face but from our prior conversation I knew how she felt about DeAndre’s plan but she had left it up to me. Now he was doing the same. Trouble was, I didn’t know myself. Not really. So I decided to talk it out. With DeAndre.

“Well, I’m not sure, to be honest. I like the fact that Victoria seems to be into you, but every weekend seems a bit much. Do you have any flexibility on that point?”

He nodded. “Sure, if that’s what you want. But is it, Mack? Do you want to have that much control over the situation? Because in my experience, the cuckold seems to get a kick out of ceding control to the bull about when he gets to fuck his hotwife.” He cocked an eyebrow and I swallowed hard.

He was right. There was something about giving him control that made my dick hard and my stomach drop. I loved and hated the idea at the same time. The little voice in the back of my head was screaming at me to tell him to get the fuck out of here and never come back, but my dick was so hard at the idea of him being in charge that I felt a little dizzy and it wasn’t because of the wine. Part of me wanted this so bad. So bad.

“What about you, Vicky?” he asked as he turned to my wife. She was staring at me but she turned to him after a beat. “How do you feel about me being in charge of how often I get to fuck you?”

“I think it should be Mack’s call, DeAndre,” she said in an even tone.

“I know that’s what you think you should do,” DeAndre said to her. “But what would you like if it was up to you?”

She turned to look at me. “Well, if it were up to me, I’d love to give you total control, DeAndre, to come and go as you please and fuck me whenever you want. But I think it would be unfair of me to do that without Mack’s okay. That’s why I think it should be up to him.” She kept her eyes on mine the whole time she was talking, which was so fucking hot. I was amazed at how much her words excited me. Victoria is not a submissive woman. That she wanted to submit to DeAndre was shocking to me. And I wanted to give her what she wanted.

And DeAndre knew it.

“What do you say, Mack? Do you want to give your wife what she wants?”

I glanced at him briefly but looked back at Victoria a half a second later. Her face was impassive but I knew beyond a reasonable doubt what she wanted me to say. And I wanted to say it. But I wasn’t sure I could. I knew in my bones I’d regret it but I wanted it so bad nonetheless.

“Tell you what, Mack,” DeAndre said at last, breaking the tension. “Let me give you a little taste of what you’re in for if you say yes to my proposal.” He stood up without waiting for me to say a word. “Victoria, get on your knees and suck my cock like a good little submissive hotwife.”

Victoria’s head snapped around to look at DeAndre as he stood up from his chair and faced her. She looked up at him without moving for several long few seconds before she went to her knees at his feet. We had all dressed for dinner so she had to unbuckle his belt and unsnap his pants, then she lowered the zipper to free his cock while she kept her eyes on his.

My dick was so hard it hurt.

“See this, Mack? It’s amazing what I can get women like Victoria to do once they give me control.” He watched without moving as my wife licked the tip of his cock, then slid her tongue down the shaft and licked his balls, all while keeping eye contact with him. Finally, she took the head of his cock into her mouth and began to suck him in earnest, her head bobbing back and forth as she stroked his shaft with one hand and massaged his balls with the other.

“Fuck, you’re a good cocksucker, Vicky. You know that, right?” He reached for the root of his cock and pulled it from her mouth. She whimpered a bit when he did and let go of him. He reached for her hair with his free hand to hold her head, then he battered her cheek gently with his swollen member, not to hurt her as he just tapped her face. It was, in my estimation, a power move, to show his dominance over her and her acceptance of him.

“Yeah, you’re a good little black cock whore. You’ll do whatever I want and let me do whatever I want just so you can keep getting this black cock, isn’t that right, Vicky?” She nodded but didn’t speak and he slapped her cheek again with his cock, harder this time, the sound of his wet skin bashing her delicate features making my gut drop but my dick strain in my shorts.

“Yes, DeAndre,” she said at last and he fed her his cock again. He maintained his grip on her hair and began to seriously fuck her face. He raised her hands, maybe surprised that he was suddenly getting rough with her, maybe to push against him, her fingers splayed open, her hand hovering, as if she was undecided as if she was caught between wanting him to be rough and not wanting it.

“Put your hands behind your back, Victoria,” he growled in a low voice. She did as she was ordered.

“DeAndre,” I said, involuntarily, as I leaned forward as if I was going to stand up. His eyes never left hers.

“Shut the fuck up, cuck. Can’t you see she loves it?” He kept fucking her mouth, gagging her slightly with each thrust. She didn’t protest. I settled back in my chair, restless, on edge, but entranced by what was happening. In just minutes, DeAndre had taken complete control of the situation. I felt totally emasculated.

And so turned on, it hurt. My dick throbbed. My balls ached. My head felt like it might explode, my blood was pumping so fast as my pulse roared in my ears.

“I think we need to teach your cuck a lesson, Vicky,” DeAndre growled without looking at me. “That sound good to you?” She nodded as best she could and my heart sank. What now? DeAndre grabbed his shaft again and pulled his cock from my wife’s mouth, then he jerked himself for a few strokes as I watched in horror as his orgasm burst forth and painted Victoria’s face. She flinched and closed her eyes but he held her steady with his other hand, his grip on her unrelenting as ropes of cum doused her gorgeous eyes, nose, and mouth.

“See that, cuck? She’s a good little black cock slut, isn’t she? And your cuck’s a good little cuck, ain’t he, Vicky? Yeah, he’s a perfect little cuck.”

I recoiled in horror – I knew what he was implying and I have never been one of those who thought that another man’s cum was in any way appealing. I know that’s a common trope in the world of cuckolds but not for me. Not ever. I did not want this.

But Victoria reached for DeAndre’s hand and he took it to help her up from her knees. She had one eye open, the other one coated with jizz, as she turned toward me. When she stepped my way, I stood up, involuntarily and I will never understand why but that’s what happened. She stepped in front of me, wrapped her arms around my neck, leaned in, and kissed me. It was even more disgusting than I imagined. She reeked of DeAndre’s cum and her lips were drenched with it. As soon as she kissed me, mine were as well. She penetrated my mouth with her tongue and I tasted him, nothing but him, not a hint of my wife. She didn’t stop. She made it so much worse than it had to be. So much worse.

But then, incredibly, I began to accept it. I was a cuck, this was the fate I deserved. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her body into mine and I kissed her back, passionately, without reservation but with a ton of remorse. I was filled with remorse but I reveled in it, as if the disgusting pain of what was happening was exactly what I wanted, exactly what I deserved for bringing DeAndre into our lives, for opening up our marriage and inviting him in, not to destroy it but to change it, inexorably, into whatever this was.

When our kiss finally ended, Victoria leaned back slightly but kept her arms around my neck. She looked at me and I looked at her. My face was wet with the cum of another man, as was hers as we stared into each other’s eyes. We didn’t speak – we didn’t need to. What was there to say? This was who we were. It didn’t need to be said. It was so true, so obvious, that words were unnecessary, superfluous. We both understood that.

Finally, she let go of me and I did the same. She turned to DeAndre and took his hand to walk him into the house and up to our bedroom. I watched them go, then I began cleaning up.

I didn’t see them again until the next day.

7

By the time DeAndre left first thing Monday morning, I had settled into my role as the facilitator of his visit with Victoria. I cooked for them, cleaned up after they ate, washed their towels after they swam naked in the pool, and generally watched as they enjoyed each other’s company.

Except in the bedroom. Unlike in Atlanta, and unlike that demonstration of his dominance over me and us after dinner the first night, I was locked out of the bedroom where he fucked my wife. It was never discussed, not before and not after the fact. It just was. Which suited me just fine.

Not that I liked it, Far from it. I hated it. I hated the fact that I didn’t get to watch. But if that’s what they wanted, then that’s what had to happen. I took a back seat to them. That’s the part I was suited to.

“So,” Victoria said after DeAndre drove off to return to Florence and his project on Monday morning. “What do you think?”

“Does that really matter?” I asked not rhetorically. I wanted to know.

“Of course, it does, Mack,” she said with a catch in her voice that surprised but thrilled me. I might have found my footing as a beta male cuckold whose wants and needs took a back seat to my wife and her bull, but she wasn’t quite there yet. “I’m always going to be concerned about you. I love you. I always will.”

“Are you sure about that, Vicks? Because I’d understand if you changed your mind.”

“You would? How can you say that, Mack? Don’t you love me?”

My heart sank. “Of course, I love you, Victoria. I think if anything I love you more now than I ever dreamed was possible. It’s overwhelming, to be honest. I almost feel like I’m drowning in my love for you.”

She stared at me without moving for some time. Finally, she opened her mouth to speak but said nothing. She just kept looking at me. “What? I asked at last.

“I don’t know, Mack. It’s hard to put into words.” She looked away and I watched her closely. Was that sadness in her eyes? Remorse? I could relate.

“I think I know what you’re going through, Vicks. I get it.” She looked at me. “I do.”

“Then why do I feel so bad about what I’m doing to you, Mack? Why don’t you feel as bad as I do?”

I thought about it for a few seconds without saying anything. Victoria just kept looking at me and waiting for me to respond. Finally, she raised an eyebrow and I nodded.

“It’s really difficult to explain, but I’ll try.” I took a breath. “I guess it all comes down to the fact that I love you, Vicks. I love you so much. Maybe too much but there’s nothing I can do about that. I don’t want to do anything about that, honestly. I love the fact that you are the most important thing in my life. Your happiness is the most important thing to me, more important than my own.”

“Really? That sounds wrong, Mack. Or unhealthy, at least.”

“Maybe so, but there’s nothing I can do about it. I put you first and I feel like that’s the way it should be.”

“But what about me? Shouldn’t I do the same thing? And if I did, where would that lead us?”

I thought about it and she let me, keeping silent for a long time. “Yeah, I see what you’re saying, Victoria. I get it. But I guess I just feel like your happiness should supersede mine because…” I hesitated, not wanting to say the words.

“What?”

“Because you’re better than me.”

She blinked. “What are you talking about? I’m not better than you, Mack.” She looked almost as if she was in pain. I somehow knew she would.

“Yeah, you are, Vicks. You’re better than me.”

“That absurd, and you know it.”

“No, it’s true.” I sighed and looked away. I couldn’t look at her while I explained. “Look, just hear me out, okay?” She didn’t respond so I forged ahead. “I know it’s not something that people will generally admit, not to their friends and certainly not to their spouse. Sometimes not even to themselves, but I know it’s true, just as sure as I’m standing here.”

I turned to look at her but she remained silent, so I went on.

“I believe that we all rank each other. Everyone we meet, everyone we know, sometimes consciously, sometimes not, we all do it. We need to know where we stand. And I know, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that you rank higher than me. I’m not saying I know for a fact because this has nothing to do with facts and everything to do with perception and my perception is that you are better than me. I guess it's sort of like we have a partnership but we’re not equals. You’re the senior partner in our partnership, the ranking member in our organization, whatever. You have a higher status than me.”

“Why do you feel that way?” she asked softly.

“Because it’s true, to me, at least. You’re a better person than I am. You’re more successful, by every measure that matters. You’re better looking, more desirable, more personable, hell, you’re nicer than I am. People love you, Vicks, and you know it. I love you. I know it, too.”

“I don’t know what to say,” she said even more softly. “That’s just so wrong, Mack.”

“No, it’s not. And it really can’t be wrong, Vicks, because it’s the way I feel and I get to have my feelings about this and they’re just as valid as yours or anyone else's. It’s just the way I feel.”

She just stared at me for a long while without saying a word. Finally, she looked down.

“Okay, so that’s the way you feel. What if I feel just the opposite? What if I feel, and I’m not saying I do or even that it’s right, but what if I feel like you’re better than me? Don’t we cancel each other out? Or doesn’t that make us equal?”

I thought about it for a few seconds but then I shook my head. “No, it doesn’t. I mean, maybe it does outside of my head, but I have to live inside my own head, so what I think goes, in here.” I tapped my temple with a finger. “I’m the one who decides for me. And I think you’re better than me.”

“So where does that leave us, Mack? And what does all this have to do with DeAndre?”

I sighed. “I guess it all comes down to this, Vicks. How much do you love what he does to you? Because it looks to me like you really love the way he treats you. The way he fucks you, the way he dominates you, the way he degrades you, even. You love that. Maybe that’s what this is all about, now that I think about it. You like being degraded, kind of the way I like being humiliated, and I can’t do that for you. I can’t degrade you. I just can’t. But he can. And he does, and you love it when he does, and to be honest, I do, too.”

“Really,” she said, not as a question so much, just a statement. “You like it when he degrades me?”

“I do. Mostly, I think, because I can see that you like it, but maybe not. I’ll admit that I’m not sure why.”

“Maybe because you secretly want to degrade me too but you can’t do it, so he does it for you. Is that it?”

I shrugged. “Maybe. I don’t know. Does it matter?”

“Yeah, it kind of does, Mack Don’t you get that?”

“No, I guess I don’t.” I shake my head. “I think we’re getting a little far afield here, Vicks. I’m not sure but…” I tilt my head and smile for the first time in a while.

“Yeah, maybe. But I still think you’re wrong to think I don’t love you as much as you love me.”

“I never said that, Victoria. I said I want your happiness more than my own, and since your happiness is more important to me than my own, I’ll do anything I can to make you happy. Including having DeAndre fuck you. Or dominate you. Or degrade you, if that’s what you want. Is that what you want, Vicks?”

“Yeah, I guess I do,” she said quietly.

“It’s okay, Victoria. It really is. Sometimes we don’t get to choose.”

“But it’s wrong, isn’t it? I mean, why should I want that?”

“I don’t know. Why do I want you to humiliate me? I have no idea, but I do.”

“You want me to humiliate you? Don’t you mean you want DeAndre to humiliate you?”

“Both, I think. Although, I guess if I had to pick, I’d pick you?”

“Really? You want me to do it?”

“I think so. It feels like something you want to do, Vicks. Like at dinner the other day. DeAndre didn’t ask you to kiss me, did he? You did that on your own. You decided to humiliate me like that. And you loved it, didn’t you?”

She smiled but she seemed embarrassed by it. “Yeah, I guess I did.”

“Yeah, I guess you did. And that’s okay because it was fantastic. I mean, I hated it when it was happening. But now, I get hard just thinking about it. I’m so glad you did that. I’ll take that memory to my grave, in a good way.”

“Why, Mack? Why does that excite you, me doing that to you?”

“Fuck if I know. I just know it does.” I smiled again, a warmer, more joyous smile. “Fucked up, right?”

“We both are, to be perfectly honest. I mean, I hated it when DeAndre came on my face. But I’m glad he did.”

“I know, right? That was so fucking hot, Vicks. So fucking hot.”

She smirked at me. “See what I mean? You like it when I get degraded, maybe as much as I do. Maybe more.”

“Yeah, but it’s only because I know you love it, Vicks. If you didn’t want it to happen, if it didn’t excite you, then I wouldn’t want it, either. I’d fight to the death to make sure it didn’t happen to you if you didn’t want it to.”

“But right before he did it, right before that first shot of cum hit me, I didn’t want it to happen. I didn’t want it in the worst way.”

“But isn’t that the way these things work? I mean, just before you kissed me and smeared his jizz all over me, I felt the same way. I didn’t want it, Vicks. I promise you, I didn’t want it to happen.”

“But once it did…?”

“Once it did, I was cool with it. And now, I love that you did that to me. And I love that DeAndre did that to you.” I laughed. “We are something else, you know?”

“Yeah, it’s a little scary.” She gave me a look and cocked her eyebrow. “So, what’s next?”

I shrugged. “Fuck if I know, babe. I just know it’s going to be a hell of a couple of months, with DeAndre coming down here every weekend.”

“Yeah,” she said in a quiet voice. She gave me a look. “You’ll tell me if you change your mind about all of this?”

I shook my head. “I won’t change my mind, Vicks. I’ve been dreaming about this my whole adult life. I feel like I died and went to heaven. I really do.”

“Okay,” she said in a singsong voice. “If you say so.”

“I say so, Vicks. And the same goes for you. If you change your mind, or if things get to be too much for you, you’ll let me know, right?”

Victoria, my stunning hotwife, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me, so gently, so lovingly on the lips, it was amazing. Utterly and completely amazing.

“I will, Mack. You’ll be the first to know.”

Fuuuuck.
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I love living in Italy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Of course, he does.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I can’t imagine why.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why’s that?” he asked me, not her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No,” she said quietly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

More silence ensued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She looked at me. “I intimidate you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who?”

“Pete Slattery.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sounds good,” she said softly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, a little,” I admitted.

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

“Yeah, it would be.”

“And that’s a bad thing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like what, then?”

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

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

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

“Yeah, I guess I am,” I said slowly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His place in town was even more impressive.

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

Neither was I.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

“Like this?”

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

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

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

“Why is that?”

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

“And it’s up to you to make it work?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And just like that she was gone.

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

They had other ideas, as it turned out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I glanced at Victoria. “Seriously?”

She nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“In Atlanta,” he said, obtusely.

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

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

“Why?”

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

“Does Victoria know you’re married?”

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

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

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

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

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

“So, you’ve done this before?”

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

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

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

“So, your company…” I prompted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Needed for what?” I asked her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A brothel, in other words,” I said.

“Exactly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you do now?” I asked.

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

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

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

I blinked. “Do you miss it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Live and learn.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Victoria didn’t look away from me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not a word.”

“Then why did you do it?”

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

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

“What was it like?” I asked.

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

“In what way?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I remained silent.

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

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

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

“And that made you feel…?”

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“His wife was at the party last night.”

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

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

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

“Really?”

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

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

She nodded. “Interesting.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s to become of us?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, I didn’t.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Really? No matter what?”

“Yes. No matter what. Is that okay?”

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

“Yes, Mack. It’s okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Rome,” he called back. “To the Penthouse Hotel.”
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“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, she’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.”
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“So, I need a favor from you, Mack,” DeAndre told me the day before we were due to fly to Lagos, Nigeria. “I trust that you know your way around a camera.”

I nodded. I’m an artist, a painter, but I took several photography classes in art school and I’ve maintained my skills since then. I’ve got a brand new Nikon D6 that Victoria bought for me with some of her bonus money from DeAndre’s deal in Florence which is fast, light, and great for action shots. I also inherited a vintage Rollieflex TLR from my uncle, which is my sentimental favorite because of its classic twin-lens design. I don’t bother DeAndre with the boring details though.

“Great,” he said as he rubbed his hands together. “I need a picture of Victoria to send to my man in Lagos. He’s going to do some legwork for us with the people we need to approve the hotel project so she’s got to look, well…” He gives me a cockeyed grin and shrugs. “You get the idea.”

“Do I get a say in all of this?” asked Victoria, sitting with us at the table on our patio. “Or am I just expected to comply?”

“You always get a say in everything, Vicky,” DeAndre said with a slight irritation. “But it’ll really speed things along if we can get a really good picture of you so that Michael can line up your appointments in advance.”

My wife gave me a look that said, Can you believe this? I didn’t offer a response. Instead, I turned to DeAndre and asked, “How many appointments do you anticipate the project will require?”

He shrugged. “It’s hard to say, Mack. As dysfunctional as the bureaucracy is here in Italy, it’s ten times worse in Nigeria from what I hear. We might be down there a while.” He suddenly looks at me. “You are coming with us, aren’t you, Mack?”

“Of course,” I almost wanted to scream at him but I restrained myself. “What did you expect?”

“I expected you to come with us,” he said with a tone that made me feel like an idiot. DeAndre is good at making me feel like an idiot.

“What do you have in mind for this photo, DeAndre?” Victoria asked. It’s not lost on me that she referred to a photo instead of a picture, one of my pet peeves with people who don’t know what they’re talking about regarding photography. Not that I’m an expert but I do have standards.

“I know exactly what I want, Vicky,” he smirked. “I even had Samantha order you a wig before he left for the shoot.”

“A wig?” Victoria asked, dismayed. My wife has gorgeous hair, long and blonde, her natural color as well. She is proud of her hair so I’m not the least bit surprised she’s pushing back with DeAndre’s plan. But she does have trouble saying no to the man. “How is it going to look when I show up looking different than the photo?”

“No one will notice the difference, Vicky,” DeAndre assured her. “We’ll just be giving you a long mane but your style and color. No one’s going to complain, believe me.”

“What’s the point, though?” I asked. “She looks great as she is, doesn’t she?”

“Yeah, but wait until you see the wig, Mack.”

DeAndre was right, of course. The wig is not quite twice the length of Victoria’s natural hair and when she put it on, even she had to admit it she looked incredible in it. Her own hair comes to just below her shoulders but the wig went all the way down to the middle of her back to great effect. On top of the way her hair looked, DeAndre had her sitting on an ancient wooden box we had in one of the outbuildings that came with our Tuscan farmhouse in Cortona. With the lighting guy he paid to come down for the photo shoot, she looked beyond amazing. I was surprised he used me, an amateur photographer at best, to actually shoot the photos.

“No, I love your eye, Mack,” he said when I asked him why he didn’t hire a true professional. “There’s something about the way you look at things. It comes across in your paintings, which, by the way, Rodney is interested in.”

I just stared at him. “Your boss?”

“The one and only,” he said with a triumphant smile. He wanted to impress me and he had. I’d never heard of Rodney Morrow before Victoria and I met DeAndre in Atlanta last year, but ever since then, Mr. Morrow has been the focus of our lives and our relationship with DeAndre. But I’ll get into that in due course.

“Since when and what for?” I asked rudely but I wanted to know. Rodney owns the Penthouse Hotel chain and if he was going to start buying my paintings to decorate hotel rooms and lobbies, I was going to have a big problem with that. I make real art, not shit that matches the sofa.

DeAndre picked up on my concerns without me having to say anything. “Don’t worry, Mack. Rodney is a serious collector and he wants some of your work for his private collection. He’s just moved into a new place in Atlanta and he needs a lot of new shit to make it his own.”

“Why me, though?” I asked, suspicious that Mr. Morrow, whom I still haven’t met but have heard a lot more about in the past few months, was always working some angle. Usually, an angle in which my wife was involved.

“Relax, Mack. You’re getting all worked up for nothing. I have no agenda here. I just suggested to Rodney that he check you out and he liked what he saw. Nothing more than an appreciation for your talent as an artist.”

“That’s quite a compliment, don’t you think, Mack?” Victoria, silent until then, said gently.

“I suppose,” I allowed begrudgingly. Which didn’t fool DeAndre one bit.

“Don’t worry, Mack. He won’t embarrass you. Far from it. Once you’re in his collection, you’ll get a lot more exposure with the right kind of art lovers. And he’ll pay you a good price. Maybe not top dollar but a good price. Plus, by selling to him directly, you skip the gallery or art dealer fees. It’ll be good all around for you, Mack. You’ll see.”

With that matter concluded – not to my satisfaction, but done for now – we got set up for Victoria’s photo session. DeAndre knew exactly what he wanted so it didn’t take long to set up. Getting Victoria ready was the biggest prep work but I wasn’t part of that. DeAndre brought in a stylist to handle the wig, a makeup artist to do Vicrtoria’s face, and even a body artist, whatever that is. I didn’t stick around in our bedroom for the production, and it was a production with six different people crowded into our bedroom. I followed DeAndre downstairs and out the door to our largest outbuilding which used to be a barn when our property was still a working farm.

“So, I want the background to be as dark as possible, Mack. I want high contrast with your lovely wife’s body and especially with that wig, which the lighting guy assures me he can make sparkle.”

I look around the barn and am surprised to see a backdrop that should give DeAndre the dark background he’s looking for. The lighting guy has two umbrella strobes set up at 45-degree angles to where I’ll be shooting which isn’t optimal but only if you’re looking for some dramatic shadows, which it sounds like isn’t what DeAndre has in mind. I show him my Rolleiflex and ask if the format will work with whoever is making the prints and he assures me whatever I give him will be fine. I wonder if he knows as much as he thinks he does about photography but I don’t share my concern with him.

If he wants to run the show, I’ll stand back and let him do so.

As we watched the lighting guy and his crew tweak their equipment, I’ve got nothing to do so I decided to see if I can get more information out of DeAndre.

“So, Lagos, eh?” I started. He glanced at me and nodded.

“There’s supposedly a lot of money sloshing around down there because of the oil. I didn’t realize they’re the biggest oil producer on the African continent.”

“Saudi Arabia isn’t in Africa?” I asked.

“Nope. Asia. I thought so too but I looked it up. Nigeria is numero uno with 1.5 million barrels a day coming out of the ground there.”

“Well, fascinating as that is, DeAndre,” I said in as nice a tone as I could manage. Then I added, “But what’s the plan for Victoria? Is she just going to spread her legs for everybody who has any say in whether or not you can build your hotel?”

Shit, that didn’t come out right.

He side-eyed me hard. “We’re buying an existing building, Mack, so no, it won’t be like that.”

“But a whole lot of fucking for you and Rodney, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right, Mack. With another nice payday when we get the deal done, don’t forget.”

I sighed and turned away from him. How much should I push this, I wondered. “We don’t really need the money, DeAndre,” I said at last.

“But you won’t turn it down either. Am I right?” He glared at me with that stupid shit-eating grin of his and it was all I could do not to take a swing at him. Which would have been dumb as hell and done no good as he’s ten years younger than me, half a foot taller, and could beat my ass without breaking a sweat.

“No, I suppose not.” I was sorry I brought it up.

“I don’t get what you’re complaining about, Mack. You’re a cuck. You love the idea of strangers fucking your wife. And in Lagos, every last one of them will be black, unlike here in Italy. No more old as the hills counts and fat-fuck bureaucrats. That should stiffen your dick, no? Not to mention Victoria will have a fine time, I guarantee.”

“I’m just not so sure, is all,” I mumbled.

“About what?”

“All of this.” I don’t elaborate. I shouldn’t have to.

Just then, I heard footsteps behind me and I turned to see Victoria approaching the barn. She looks radiant but a bit embarrassed, as well. Her makeup was overdone and she was wearing a skimpy robe that seemed a little inappropriate in front of the crew but I didn’t say anything.

But the wig was incredible. It was perfectly placed on her head so you couldn’t tell it was a wig even if I knew because it was twice as long as her real hair. But it looked amazing. The color in the sunlight was almost blinding and even though that made it look fake, it still looked incredible. Otherworldly, almost.

“Victoria,” DeAndre said with a smarmy smile and a lascivious tone. “You look marvelous.” He stepped forward to offer her his hand and then he walked her into the barn and the crate where I would take her picture. The lighting guys finished whatever they had been fiddling with and stepped back but their eyes never left Victoria’s body. They did not attempt to conceal their interest in seeing her lose the robe.

Which she then did.

Fucking hell.
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Victoria was naked underneath the robe, of course. She looked vaguely embarrassed by her lack of clothes but also proud as if she knew how incredible she looked in the wig and makeup and she would just own it. She looked at me for a beat before she turned to DeAndre.

“Where do you want me?” she asked with a slightly defiant tone.

“Sit there,” he said, smiling as he pointed at the crate. She walked to the focus of all the lights and perched on the edge of the box.

“I won’t get splinters, will I?” she asked in a tone that was bordering on disrespectful. She can’t say no to DeAndre but she wasn’t going to make it easy on him, either.

“Nope,” he said with an offhanded wave that threw her disrespect right back in her face. She glared at him but remained silent.

Until she wasn't. “Is this going to take long? Because I’m going to start sweating if it does.” She wasn’t talking to me but I answered just the same.

“Shouldn’t take long at all.” I nodded at the lighting guys and they adjusted their umbrella lights now that they had a model to work with. And they took too long doing it, in my estimation. I flashed a look at DeAndre and he nodded.

“Let’s pick up the pace, boys,” he told them and they did. Within seconds, everything was set.

“Look down and away,” DeAndre instructed my wife. “As if you're slightly embarrassed by it all.”

“I’m more than slightly embarrassed, DeAndre,” she snapped but he didn’t react. He just looked at me to start snapping photos. Which I did.

“Do you want any poses other than this?” Victoria asked after a few minutes and a hundred or so clicks of my shutter.

“Nope, that’ll be all we need,” DeAndre said, which surprised me.

“You sure?” I asked him and he nodded.

“I’m sure.” He walked over to Victoria and handed her robe to her. She glared at him but he didn’t take the hint that he should hold it so she could put it on with his help. She looked at me and rolled her eyes but I had my camera in my hands so I couldn’t help her. One of the lighting guys stepped into the breach and held her robe as she slipped it on.

“We good?” DeAndre asked and I looked at the photos that downloaded to my laptop automatically.

“Yeah, I’d say any of these will work, but I’ll go through them and pick out the top ten.”

“No need, Mack. I trust your judgment.” DeAndre said as he walked to where Victoria was still glaring at him. He offered her his arm and she looked at it, then looked at his face again but he didn’t budge. Finally, she took his arm and he walked her towards the door that led back to the house.

“We done here, boss?” the lead lighting guy asked DeAndre who turned to look back over his shoulder.

“We’re good, thanks.” He kept walking Victoria out the barn door, and down the path until they disappeared into the house. My house.

“Isn’t she your wife?” the lighting guy asked me as I was studying the images on my laptop.

“Yeah,” I said simply.

“Then, what the fuck is that, my friend?” he asked in a thick Italian accent.

“Complicated,” was all I could manage to say.

He just stared at me.

I shrugged and walked off to print some of the photos I’d just taken.

“Fuck, Mack,” DeAndre said with a huge smile when he looked at the prints I handed him. I’ve got a large format printer that I use to print some of the subjects I photograph as inspiration for my paintings. It’s an expensive printer that not only handles larger formats but with amazing image quality, too. Even I was amazed at how well the photos of Victoria turned out.

“If we can’t get a deal in Nigeria with these, then there was no deal to be made in the first place.” He slowly thumbed through the stack. It’s not easy to discern the differences between the individual prints in the stack but DeAndre took his time looking at each one before moving on to the next. Finally, he thumbs back through them all and slides one out of the pile.

“Can you print a hundred copies of this one?”

I just stared at him. “One hundred copies? Seriously?”

He stared back for an awkward second before he laughed. “Don’t worry, Mack. She won’t be fucking a hundred different bureaucrats down there.” He shook his head and walked away leaving me to look at Victoria.

“Still convinced you want to do this, Vicks?” I asked in a sad voice. At least, it sounded sad as fuck to me.

“In for a dime, in for a dollar,” she said with a shrug and a cocked eyebrow.

“Really? That’s all you can say to me?” I didn’t know why I was being such a pissant about it but I couldn’t stop myself.

“Is there something you want to tell me, Mack?” she deadpanned me. “Because this is hard enough for me without you piling your shit on me.”

“Then don’t do it, Victoria. Tell him you’re done, we’re out, adios motherfucka.” I stared at her and wondered if I’d finally gone too far. I braced for impact.

She didn’t explode, much to my surprise.

“I’m too curious not to go for at least a while, Mack. I just have to see what he’s got in mind for me down there.” She looked away for a second before she turned back to face me. “You don’t have to come if it’s going to be too much for you, though. I’ll manage on my own if I have to.”

I sagged. “What kind of a husband would I be if I sent this off to the dark continent without her husband?” I handed her the photo on the top of the stack. It wasn’t the one DeAndre picked but it was almost indistinguishable from the rest.

“Great work, Mack,” she whispered as she stared at the image of her. “Great fucking work.”

“Kind of ironic, don’t you think?” I cocked an eyebrow and she nodded.

She gave me a puzzled look. “How so?”

“I’m in charge of making you irresistible to a bunch of strangers in a strange land? That doesn’t strike you as ironic?”

“I guess,” she allowed. “More twisted than ironic, but I get what you’re saying.”

I nodded and looked at the photo. “Where does all this end, Vicks?”

“Fuck if I know, Mack,” she said with a wistful tone. “Fuck if I know.”

We’d met DeAndre almost a year ago in Atlanta. We lived in New York City at the time but we’d flown to Atlanta with the express purpose of meeting a black man to fuck my wife.

I know, I know. I can’t believe we did it, either. But we did.

Victoria was on the fence about my fascination with all things hotwife and cuckold for most of the three years we’d been married to that point. She wasn’t morally opposed to breaking her marriage vows to me because neither of us put much stock – or any, really – in all that til-death-do-us-part shit and everything that came with it. We were both on our second marriages and both were a little longer in the tooth even if Victoria hardly looks her age, so the thought of fucking a black man for shits and giggles didn’t send her running to a divorce attorney or wondering what the fuck was wrong with her husband. We’d watched enough cuckold porn together for her to know I was into it. And even she had to admit that if done right, the image of a very black man fucking a very white married woman, often with her very white husband looking on or even better, filming the action, was pretty fucking hot.

I guess you could say I groomed her pretty effectively, although I hate the mind-control connotations of that word. I didn’t groom her, I just opened her mind to the idea that getting railed by a big black cock might be fun. It took a while, but she came around. Eventually.

So we flew down to Atlanta and met up with DeAndre at a bar. We’d considered looking for someone online through a service or one of those websites that specialize in matching kinky people with their own, but we decided to look for a suitable dick to fuck the old-fashioned way – dress up and meet in person at a restaurant that was a known hookup joint. I’m sure such places existed in our hometown but for some reason, Victoria got it in her head that to go looking for strange black cock in the town where she was a respected Wall Street lawyer was less-than-optimal. That’s even the phrase she used when she practically laughed me out of the room after I suggested it – less than optimal.

“So, what’s optimal?” I asked in a tone I’m not proud of. Not one bit.

“Let’s go to Atlanta,” she said, which knocked me for a loop.

“Atlanta? Why Atlanta?” I must have looked like a fool.

“Because they have a big, urban black population. Because it’s a thousand miles from here. And because I want to, and you better keep me happy if you want this to happen, Mack. I’m still not a hundred percent on board with this. Not even close.”

I thought about it for all of two seconds and pulled out my phone to book the flight. “Sure thing, Vicks. You make an excellent point.” She gave me a look because that’s one of her go-to phrases for ending a conversation, any conversation. Don’t believe me? Try it – it works every time.

It worked back then, She didn’t say another word and before we knew it we were winging our way to the Peach State.
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The three of us flew into Lagos the next day. We were met at the airport by DeAndre’s advance man in Nigeria, a native named Usman Chinda. He was shorter and slighter than DeAndre but even blacker which I didn’t think was possible. Sick fuck that I am, all I could think about was him in bed with Victoria.

“Good flight, boss?” he asked when we piled into his car after stowing our luggage in the trunk. He seemed eager to please so I figured DeAndre must be paying him well.

“Fine, fine,” DeAndre said distractedly as he checked his phone. “How are you doing on filling up Victoria’s date book?”

I was sitting in the back seat with my wife and as soon as DeAndre mentioned her schedule of the men he wanted her to fuck I turned to look at her. She kept her eyes away from mine, though. I wasn’t sure if she was embarrassed or lost in the thought of what she was here to do.

“Good, boss. Good. I’ve got her booked through Tuesday next week already. Those pictures did what they were intended to do, no question.” He leaned on his horn as another car cut in front of him on the insanely busy street leading from the airport.

“And we’re all set on living accommodations, right?”

“Of course, boss. Of course. I’m taking you there now.”

I looked out the car window as we drove away from the airport, south by my reckoning as I had studied the map on the plane. DeAndre told me he rented a house on Banana Island which is on the southern shore of Lagos Lagoon, the lake to the east of the city. I had no idea where we were going and just had to trust that the driver knew his way around.

Usman did most of the talking with DeAndre asking questions about different politicians a bureaucrats that they wanted to get together with Victoria when she finally snapped out of her trance and looked at DeAndre from behind the driver.

“How many men will I be seeing each day?” she asked. DeAndre turned to look at her.

“We’re starting with one per day and see how that goes,” he said in a tone that seemed to indicate he was open to negotiating but Victoria didn’t seem inclined.

“Will I get any days off?” she asked distractedly.

“Of course. We’ll make sure you get two days off per week.” He looked at Usman. “Sundays and Mondays, right?”

“That’s right, boss. That okay, miss?”

“Mrs. MacKinsey,” Victoria said pointedly. “But you can call me Victoria, Usman.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” he said while nodding and looking at Victoria in the rearview mirror. She glanced at me and sighed – she hates being called ‘ma’am’ but didn’t say anything to our driver.

“So, two days off a week?” she said to DeAndre. “And will you be living with us?”

“Yes, of course,” he said while tapping his phone.

“And will I be sleeping with you or one of your targets every night?” she asked as she glanced my way again. She cocked an eyebrow and I did the same.

“We’ll mix it up but I don’t expect many of our ministers and legislators to spend the night, Vicky. Most of them are married.”

“Okay,” she said simply. I wanted to ask when I got to sleep with my wife but decided it could wait.

We drove in silence for the rest of the hour-long trip from the airport to the security gate that protects the neighborhood we’ll be living in. It’s one of the most expensive neighborhoods in Lagos or even all of Africa according to that font of all wisdom in the world, Wikipedia. I was somewhat less than impressed as we drove through the gate and down what seemed like a major street. The houses looked rather pedestrian but the biggest surprise, after encountering a ton of traffic all the way down from the airport is an almost complete lack of cars on the roads.

“It’s like this most of the time,” Usman said when I asked him. “Most of these houses are empty as the people who own them live elsewhere. It’s like a, what do you call it? Holiday home?”

“I vacation house?” I offered and he nodded and agreed vigorously. After just knowing him for a short time, I was already beginning to like Usman.

We pulled into a driveway and he cut the engine. I liked the looks of the place – it was the nicest house in an okay neighborhood. Most of what we saw on the drive from the airport was commercial and industrial areas, with no residential neighborhoods to speak of. I can’t imagine what they look like if this was the priciest residential real estate on the continent.

“Let’s take a quick look around the house together,” DeAndre said when after we exited the car. “Then I have to go. I’ve got an appointment I can’t get out of.”

We followed Usman to the front door and waited as he unlocked it. As he fumbled with a key ring that had far too many keys on it, I asked him if he would be living with us as well.

“Oh, no sir, no. Not me, no.” I glanced at DeAndre but he still had his nose in his phone so I looked at Victoria but she still seemed lost in her own thoughts.

“Where do you live, Usman?”

“I live at the capital, Abuja,” he said which stunned me.

“The capital? So Lagos isn’t the capital of Nigeria?” I asked with my mouth hanging open.

“No sir,” he said firmly. “Abuja is the capital.”

I turned to DeAndre who finally looked up from his phone. “Then what are we doing here?”

“We’ve got it covered, Mack,” he told me dismissively. “We need a lot of city approvals because we’re building the hotel here in Lagos. And Usman is recruiting legislators and government ministers at the national level in Abuja so he’ll be up there.”

“Where is Abuja?” I asked, feeling quite foolish for not knowing anything about it.

“It’s an hour’s flight northeast of here,” DeAndre said.

“So, it’s a long way,” I added like an idiot.

“Well, yeah,” he said with a tone that rubbed my nose in it. He loves to do that, it seems, and I keep giving him ample opportunities.

We toured the house quickly and efficiently, which wasn’t hard because it was hardly huge – four bedrooms, four baths, a living room, kitchen, family room, and office. I kept my mouth shut when DeAndre announced in front of Usman that he and Victoria would take the master bedroom and I could have my pick of any of the guest bedrooms. I’m sure I turned a deep shade of red but Usman didn’t seem to notice.

“So, it’s not your house in Tuscany but it’ll do, right?” DeAndre said as we finished the tour. I agreed and Victoria finally pulled out of her funk.

“It’s very nice,” she said without enthusiasm.

“Okay, I gotta run,” DeAndre said as he turned to look at the front door. “While I’m gone, though,” he began, then he gave me a look that sent a chill down my spine. “While I’m gone, I want Usman here to fuck Victoria.”

My wife’s head snapped around. “What did you say?”

“You heard me,” DeAndre said with a smirk. “I want him to be able to speak from direct experience when he extolls your virtues to the poobahs and potentates in Abuja.” He turned to me. “Then you can have sloppy seconds, Mack. I know how much you love that.”

“Yeah, thanks,” was all I could manage to say. I looked at Victoria but she was just staring at DeAndre in disbelief. Which surprised me. I didn’t know why she was so annoyed at being told to have sex with someone by her bull. That’s what she was here to do, I said to myself.

Only to myself.

“Okay, y’all have fun. I’ll be back for dinner.” DeAndre took Victoria in his arms and kissed her fully and deeply while Usman and I watched. She didn’t fight him off but she looked not at all happy at his calculated display of affection, if that’s what you want to call it.

As soon as DeAndre left the house, Victoria turned to Usman. “Let’s go,” she said with no enthusiasm. Usman looked dismayed. I knew how he felt but for entirely different reasons.

“I don’t want to do this if you don’t want to do this, Victoria,” he said without moving. She stopped and turned to look at him.

“It doesn’t matter what I want, Usman. All that matters is what DeAndre wants and he wants me to fuck you.” She stared at him after that and I don’t know if I’ve ever seen a man look so uncomfortable in my life.

I, on the other hand, was thrilled. Just over an hour ago, I was daydreaming – fantasizing, really – about how it would look if Usman in all his black glory fucked my pale white wife. I don’t know why the color contrast excites me the way it does, all I know is it does. Just standing there looking at the two of them makes me hard. I can’t wait to see them naked together.

“Come on,” Victoria said as she held out her hand. “I won’t bite.”

I’m almost certain it’s not possible for a man as black as Usman to blush but he did a fair impersonation of it. He lowered his eyes and slowly reached for her hand all while studiously avoiding eye contact with me. Not that I blamed him – I’m sure I would have done the same thing if I was in his shoes. Not that I ever would be. Some men are born to cuck and some men are just born cucks. No question about which category I was in.

Victoria half-dragged Usman up the stairs toward the master bedroom. I followed along at a respectful distance. I wasn’t about to inquire if Usman would have a problem with me being in the room when he fucked my wife. DeAndre had all but given me permission and I was also sure Victoria wouldn’t object. She doesn’t humiliate me except when it’s forced on her by DeAndre, and I would operate under the principle that it’s better to ask for forgiveness than permission. When they reached the bedroom door I followed them inside before I closed it behind me, just to make sure they knew I was in the room with them.

Usman didn’t take his eyes off Victoria and she just glanced my way quickly but didn’t give me any indication I was overstepping. I quickly moved to the sofa someone had thoughtfully put to one side of the bed with a perfect angle to view the action to come. I sat down and kept my mouth shut.

“How do you want me?” Victoria asked as she began to undress, rather perfunctory in my opinion but I’m a not-so-disinterested observer. I just watched, as did Usman.

“Do you want me to undress you?” Victoria asked eventually with a hint of impatience.

“No, no,” Usman quickly said as he reached for his belt in a near panic. He opened his trousers and I caught Victoria looking at his crotch as he unveiled his cock. I can’t blame her – I was curious as well and I wasn’t going to fuck him. I kept my eyes on hers as he pulled it out and her eyes went wide. When I glanced at his member I understood why.

He was huge.

Not pornstar huge but close. Bigger than DeAndre who is not small by any means. Usman’s cock looked bigger in contrast to his smaller body which was a surprising thing. I guess I subconsciously expect smaller men to have smaller cocks but that is clearly not the case with Usman. I doubt if the guy weighs 150 pounds soaking wet but his cock probably weighs five pounds on its own. Especially when it’s engorged as it clearly was. Fully engorged.

“So, one more time,” Victoria said with a surprisingly sarcastic tone. “How do you want me?”

“On your back,” Usman said with a little more authority.

Victoria was naked by that time and she climbed onto the bed with all the enthusiasm of a whore who is not thrilled with her work. She slid up to the pillows and propped herself on her elbows to watch Usman as he finished undressing. When he climbed on the bed to join her, she spread her legs for him, a move I will never tire of seeing. It was sexy, dirty, disrespectful to me, inviting to a man she just met and might never see again, and just lascivious in the extreme. I got even harder than I already was if that’s even possible.

“Not too fast, Victoria,” Usman said as he bypassed her open invitation and slid up to lie next to her against the pillows. “If it’s all the same to you, I want to take my time with a woman as beautiful as yourself. Opportunities like this don’t come along all that often and I want to take full advantage of it. And of you.” He smiled but it wasn’t meant to demean her even though his words certainly had that implication. She was his to order around, per their mutual employer who wasn’t even around. She might be all for getting things over and done with as soon as possible, but Usman had other ideas. He was going to take his sweet time with my sweet wife.

I can’t say that I blame him.

He slipped one arm under Victoria’s shoulders and pulled her to him for a kiss. He was gentle, almost respectful at first, but soon enough he reached for her breast with his other hand and fondled her nipple. His kiss deepened and I watched in amazement as his black lips almost devoured hers. His skin, not just his face but his hands and torso as well, contrasted so with her pale whiteness that my throbbing dick and blue balls almost made me moan as I watched them.

Then Usman slid his hand down to Victoria’s pussy. He manipulated her clit for a few delicious seconds until she was squirming and moaning into his mouth – suddenly, she was into him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back as though she meant it, which I’m sure she did. Their tongues intertwined so aggressively that I was on the edge of my seat and he hadn’t even fucked her yet.

Then he penetrated her vagina with his middle finger and the stunning contrast between his black hand and her white skin was almost too much to bear. He didn’t abuse her hole but he did finger her and she stretched her legs apart to encourage him. Eventually, he took the hint and slipped another finger into her. She was on fire – squirming and gasping as she stopped kissing him and shut her eyes tight, a sure sign she was climaxing. She moaned and rocked her head back as he fingered her to the promised land before she all but collapsed in his embrace and he eased up on her, withdrew his fingers from her slot, and kissed her gently.

They held each other without moving for several long minutes. I finally cleared my throat to move things along. I was looking forward to reclaiming my wife once Usman fucked her but before DeAndre returned for dinner and to commandeer her for the night. I had a narrow window and the two lovebirds needed to get with the program.

They must have heard me because no sooner had I reminded them of my presence than Victoria eased Usman onto his back and mounted him. She gathered her legs up under her and reached between her thighs to insert his thick, black cock into her vagina before she sank down and rolled her head forward as if she was bearing down to take such a large presence in her tight pussy. He watched her but made no move to do anything to help her. I can’t say as I blamed him. The way she moved as she worked to fuck him was almost a work of art, her blond hair falling in front of her face and even draping on his black chest. It was an incredible sight.

“Oh, fuck, you’re big,” she said with the most satisfying catch in her voice.

Victoria began rolling her hips against his, her head thrown back and her eyes closed from what I could tell. She would mewl and moan with each roll and it was clear she was thoroughly enjoying Usman’s big black cock. I was having the time of my life.

“God damn, that feels good,” she said again and again. It looked as if she was content to ride him as long as he could maintain his erection and he showed no signs of flagging or climaxing. They just rocked against each other, his black hands on her white hips, her white hands on his black chest, his eyes on her body, her eyes closed. If I live to be a hundred years old I will never forget that fantastic scene.

“I want to fuck you, Victoria,” Usman said at last.

Victoria stopped rocking and opened her eyes to look at him, puzzled. “We are fucking,” she added.

“No, I want to fuck you, Victoria. Right now, you’re fucking me.”

She didn’t respond but kept her eyes on his for a few seconds. Finally, she asked, “How do you want me?” I shivered with delight at the way my wife has embraced her role as the instrument of a man’s pleasure, even when I’m not that man. Maybe especially when I’m not that man.

“From behind, Victoria,” Usman said with authority. He appeared to have gotten over whatever inhibitions he felt earlier.

Victoria climbed off of his cock and he slid off the bed. She positioned herself on all fours and gave me a look for the first time since they began making love. I cocked an eyebrow and she did the same. Then she looked back at Usman as he climbed on the bed and positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip and the other gripping his massive erection. He aimed it at her vagina and leaned forward. Victoria dropped her head down to the mattress and moaned the most gut-wrenching, lascivious moan I’ve ever heard.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she said again and again. But she made no effort to stop him and he took that to mean she was willing to take whatever he could dish out. He reached for her hair and wrapped her blond locks in his black hand and pulled back slowly but relentlessly until her neck was bent and her hands were lifted off the mattress as he battered her pussy, the sound of his flesh slapping against hers ricocheting around the quiet room like rifle shots.

He fucked her to an orgasm. He fucked her to another orgasm. Then he fucked her to a third orgasm before he grunted and fell forward on her back, collapsing her to the bed and shooting his load deep inside of her, both of them gasping for breath and writhing with pleasure and satisfaction. Finally, after they had rested and recovered, Usman withdrew from Victoria’s cunt, his black cock slick with their combined juices as he stood up from the bed and began to dress.

“You will fuck your wife now, Mack?” he asked with a hint of attitude. Not that I could blame him. “You are a very lucky man, Mack. Very, very lucky,” he said without irony.

“I agree,” I offered as I stood up from the sofa. I wondered if I should offer to shake his hand but he just dressed and nodded and left.

Victoria had yet to move. I undressed completely and stood next to the bed, wondering if she would be willing to accommodate me.

“Vicks?” I whispered. “You okay?”

“How do you want me?” she asked without looking up.

Fuck, I love my wife.
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“Everything go well with Usman?” DeAndres asked when he arrived at our new home for dinner. Victoria was sitting at the table with him while I cooked, a role I had adopted in Italy when DeAndre visited us at our home there. I almost expected him to take my wife to bed while I slaved away in the kitchen but for some reason I couldn’t fathom, he just sat in the kitchen and watched me make dinner.

“Fine,” Victoria said with an unexpectedly dismissive tone. I glanced at her and then at DeAndre and I wasn’t surprised to see him smiling at her. “What?” she asked him.

“I happen to know what Usman is packing, Vicky,” he said with a sly grin.

“And how would you know something like that, DeAndre?” she asked without smiling.

“We’ve had our share of threesomes over the years.” He didn’t elaborate so I turned to catch his attention.

“How long have you known Usman?” I asked. This was supposedly the first project DeAndre was tackling for his company in Africa so I wondered how and why he came to know a man who didn’t strike me as particularly worldly.

“I’ve used Usman’s unique talents on other projects, Mack,” DeAndre explained without really explaining at all. I waited but he wasn’t inclined to continue talking to me. “Care to comment, Vicky?”

“About what?” she asked with a bit of attitude.

“Fine,” he said with a smile that had no warmth to it. “We’ll talk about what’s going to begin tomorrow, instead.”

I brought their dinner to the table and served them while DeAndre talked. Victoria and I just listened and by the time he was finished, I was in shock. Victoria looked shaken as well.

“That’s some high expectations you have for me, DeAndre,” she said at last.

“I know you’re up to it, Vicky. You’ve already proven to me what a willing and talented whore you are.”

I looked at my wife and saw her blush hard. I know she enjoys being degraded by DeAndre, both physically and verbally, but this was on the verge of going too far. I knew I should say something but I didn’t know what I should say. Was this the breaking point for us? I wondered. Was it my job to step in and put a stop to it?

I kept my eyes on Victoria for some sign that she wanted me to say something, anything. But she kept her eyes lowered, not looking at me or DeAndre for several uncomfortable seconds. Finally, she looked up and glanced my way. I raised an eyebrow but she didn’t respond. She just turned to DeAndre.

“Whatever you say, DeAndre,” she whispered.

I didn’t get a chance to follow up on that dinner conversation with my wife. As I was cleaning up after our evening meal, she went with DeAndre to their bedroom and closed the door. As I washed the dishes I heard her moan and the bed knocking against the wall while DeAndre ravaged her for at least an hour. I wondered if they might reemerge from the bedroom as the evening was still young but they did not. I watched television in the living room for a while before I went to bed in my room. Alone.

The following morning at breakfast, DeAndre and Victoria acted like an old married couple as I served as cook and server for them in the kitchen once again. They bantered without discussing the coming day, Victoria’s first as his whore in Nigeria. I wanted to ask her how she was feeling about everything but decided I’d get a more honest and complete answer if I waited until DeAndre left for the day.

“Great food, Mack,” he said as he pushed back from the table and stood up. “I’ll see you two for dinner.” He kissed Victoria goodbye and left without another word. I collected the dishes while Victoria walked him to the door and, I assumed, kissed him goodbye again before she returned to me in the kitchen.

“Why are we doing this again, Vicks?” I asked when I brought her a fresh cup of coffee. She looked up at me and shrugged.

“I told you, Mack,” she said softly. “I can’t say no to him.”

“Well, I can. I don’t want to do this anymore, especially if you’re unhappy, Victoria.”

She sipped her coffee as I took my seat next to her. When she looked at me, I was surprised that she wasn’t angry. For some reason, I expected her to be angry with me, or DeAndre, or our situation. But she wasn’t.

“I don’t want you to do that, Mack,” she said softly.

“Why not? Why don’t we pack our bags and get a flight back to Cortona?” I missed our house and everything about our lives in that paradise on earth. I was pretty sure my wife did, too.

“It’s really hard to explain, Mack,” she said with a look that almost broke me.

“Try, Vicks,” I whispered.

“Yeah, okay. You deserve an explanation although I’m almost positive you’re not going to like what I have to say.”

My heart sank but I said nothing. I just nodded for her to continue.

She sighed, hard. “Bottom line is, I like being a whore. Don’t ask me why, it makes no sense to me, Mack. I just like being used, degraded, being the instrument of a man’s pleasure with no consideration for my own. I don’t know where this came from and I’m more than ashamed that I feel this way. I’m disgusted with myself for feeling this way. But that’s part of the appeal, I realized when we flew down here. When I heard what DeAndre had in mind for me, all the men I have to fuck to make his deal happen, I was beside myself. I know I didn’t look it, but I was. I still am, honestly. I can’t wait to begin.”

“Did you already start, with Usman?” I asked in a small voice.

“No, not really. I know DeAndre told me to and he did have some bullshit reason about Usman being able to sell my services with first-hand experience and all, but you know as well as I do that was pure DeAndre bullshit. He just wanted to humiliate me, and you, because he could. Which was also fine with me. I like being humiliated. I guess I’m not much different than you, Mack.” She smiled at me but there was no warmth in her smile. It was a sad smile, sad for what we had discovered about ourselves, I imagined, because I didn’t ask for clarification. I didn’t want to know.

“Are you going to try to work while we’re down here, Mack?” she asked when it became obvious I had nothing more to say.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. I wasn’t feeling very creative but I didn’t say that.

“If it’s all the same to you, then,” she said as she sidled up to me and wrapped her arm around my waist. “I’d love you to be here for my appointments.”

I stared at her in disbelief. “All of them?”

“If it’s not too much to ask,” she said with an inappropriately cheerful smile. “Is it?”

“Yeah, it is,” I said, also honestly.

“Well, I’m sorry for that but I’d still like you to do it for me,” she leaned in and kissed me on my mouth. She was still in her bathrobe and hadn’t made up her face yet so there was no reason to be tentative when she kissed me, but tentative she was. I looked at her when she backed away.

“What was that all about?” I asked, almost wishing I hadn’t when I saw the look in her eyes.

“I don’t know, Mack,” she said with a wicked grin. “But it was fun.”

“Are you going to start tormenting me, Victoria?” I waited a beat before I added, “ More than you already do now?”

She was still standing close to me but without any contact between us. She slowly reached for my crotch and gave my erection a squeeze. Busted, I thought to myself.

“It sure looks like you want me to.”

Being on hand for Victoria’s clients meant she wanted me to answer the door when they came to call. She specifically asked me to wear my wedding band and she made a point of showing me her wedding set, a two-carat diamond engagement ring and a diamond-encrusted band of gold next to it. They were impossible to miss and I knew that was exactly the point. DeAndre had told us that the ministers and bureaucrats she would be servicing would be even more delighted, a notion I found highly improbably, to be fucking a white man’s white wife right under his nose.

Her first client arrived on the dot at ten o’clock in the morning. I strolled into the foyer to answer the door and his eyes widened appreciably when he saw me. Then he smiled as the reality of the situation became clear to him. I offered to shake his hand and he took it, then I walked him up the stairs to Victoria’s bedroom.

When I walked him through the door and into her, he hesitated as if he was worried it might be a trap of some kind, but when he saw Victoria standing at the foot of the bed in a long flowing, very sheer negligee with a bikini cut bra and panty set clearly visible underneath it, thigh high white stockings and white four-inch platform stilettos to complete the look, he was struck dumb.

Literally. He could not speak. Victoria had to do the talking as I backed out of the room and closed the door.

“How do you want me?” was all I heard her say but what more needed to be said? I thought about going downstairs to get as far away from the action as possible but I decided to indulge my masochistic tendencies to the fullest and went to the guest bedroom next to the master bedroom, not the one I’d slept in last night but the one that shared a fairly thin wall with Victoria’s bedroom. I could hear them talking through the wall although I couldn’t make out what was being said. It wasn’t long before all talking ceased and the bed began to creak, then bang against the wall, then…

You get the picture.

Victoria’s first client – I never did get his name – left an hour or so later having fucked Victoria twice as far as I could tell and I could tell quite well. After he let himself out, I went to her closed bedroom door and knocked.

“Come in,” she said softly which allowed me a sigh of relief. At least for now humiliating me didn’t include excluding me. Not yet.

I entered with bated breath and sucked in a gasp when I saw her, splayed out on the bed, completely naked, completely ravaged, one leg bent to one side and the other thrown wide in the opposite direction, exposing her cunt as it leaked cum, hers and his, in copious amounts. I wondered briefly if I’d be expected to change the bedsheet between appointments when Victoria waved me over.

“What he lacked in size he made up for in enthusiasm,” she whispered with her eyes half closed, her lipstick smeared, her hair disheveled. The room reeked of sex, as was befitting of the scene. I stared in silence for a few seconds before I decided it was better to beg for forgiveness than ask for permission. I began to unbuckle my belt.
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We fell into a reliably predictable pattern in the next few days and weeks. After sleeping with DeAndre, sexually and sleeping through the night, she would entertain one guest each morning and another one in the afternoon. The morning visitors all stayed precisely one hour, no more but no less, as if they had paid cash money for her time and didn’t want to risk being charged for any overage. I almost always fucked my wife as soon as the morning john left and she never once objected.

Her afternoon clients, as she always called them, would stay longer than an hour. Not much longer, although the session sometimes went past the two-hour mark. But it was obvious that Usman, or whoever was in charge of her schedule – we never did find out who booked her clients – made it clear to the afternoon johns that they were free to stay longer than an hour and most did.

I noticed a distinct difference between the men who came for the morning appointments and the ones who came for the longer, more leisurely appointments in the afternoon. The morning clients looked less important, often younger but not always, and more pedestrian in their attire. Several of them arrived wearing jeans and a tee shirt although most were more business casual than that. I got the distinct impression that they were mid-level bureaucrats at best and clerks at worst.

The men who came in the afternoon usually wore business suits. Nothing extravagant but not shabby or disheveled, either. Just a cut about the morning crowd. They were older, too, usually more substantial, both in the weight sense and the economic. They drove nicer cars and sometimes were driven to our home – the drivers invariably waited in the cars. The johns also had an air of entitlement about them, as if this sort of thing was expected, almost their due, given their supposedly exalted positions in the government.

Not that either Victoria or I ever found out who they were or what they did. I barely exchanged any words with them other than a curt ‘hello’ at the door when they arrived. Victoria said they were just as uncommunicative with her as well. A few made lewd or even derogatory remarks about her as they prepared to fuck her but since I always heard about such comments after the fact, there was little I could do about them.

I did ask DeAndre about one, though.

“So, the afternoon client said something about Victoria being a fine-looking cunt when he first laid eyes on her,” I explained to DeAndre that night at dinner. I didn’t think I needed to say why I found his comment offensive but DeAndre – and Victoria, for that matter – didn’t see it the same way I did.

“He was just saying things as they were, Mack,” DeAndre said with a raised eyebrow. “What do you want me to do about it? Tell him to be more respectful?” He laughed as if that was the most ridiculous thing imaginable.

“It’s fine, Mack,” Victoria said before I could react to DeAndre. “I didn’t mind.”

“You do know, don’t you, Mack?” DeAndre said with a smarmy tone. “You know that your wife loves being degraded, right?”

I didn’t respond.

“Why is that, Vicky?” he asked her. “What is it about being a whore that turns you on?”

I looked at Victoria and saw her blush. “I don’t know, DeAndre,” she said softly without looking at him.

“Oh, come on, Vicky,” he said with a laugh. “You really don’t know?” She didn’t move or say anything for a few excruciating seconds, then she turned to him.

“Mack and I were just talking about this the other day,” she said as she reached for my hand. I was touched that she did but I was mortified that she was sharing our conversation with him. I know that sounds crazy but that’s how it felt. Mortifying.

DeAndre went on. “Well, I think it’s because women all think of themselves as imposters.”

“Imposter?” Victoria asked.

“Yeah. I know you were this big deal lawyer in New York before we met, and you made a bunch of money and had the respect of all the men in your office.” He was sort of being honest but also a little disrespectful. Victoria didn’t say anything.

DeAndre turned to me. “I’m right, aren’t I, Mack?”

“More or less,” I said.

“But there was always that little voice in the back of your head, talking to you, telling you that it was all a mistake. Right, Vicky?”

She looked away and I saw tears in her eyes.

“That’s enough, DeAndre,” I said.

“Fuck, I know it’s tough for women. Ain’t easy for blacks, either. We have a lot in common, you and me, Vicky. A lot.”

“You’re a failure in your own mind, DeAndre?” Victoria asked in a sad voice.

“I was until I met Rodney. I couldn’t get hired for shit before he came into my life. Now, I’m on top of the world.”

“So, I need to meet my own Rodney, is that it?” Victoria asked him.

“I’ll be your Rodney, Vicky. You don’t need anyone but me.” He stood and offered her his hand. She took up and took his hand. They left the kitchen and headed for the stairs.

As the months went by with little or no variations in our routine, Victoria asked DeAndre at dinner one night how things were going with the project. He gave us vague, sporadic updates now and then but nothing to indicate how close he was getting to his objective, having the various government agencies sign off on a new hotel. I looked at DeAndre but he kept his eyes on Victoria.

“Getting antsy?” he asked with a disrespectful smile.

“I think I have a right to know if I’m doing you any good, DeAndre,” she said.

“Oh, you’re doing good, Vicky,” he said with a laugh. “You’re a legend around here. Just keep spreading those gorgeous legs of yours and we’ll be fine.”

“How much longer will it take?” I asked. DeAndre turned to look at me as his smile disappeared.

“It’ll take as long as it takes, Mack. Don’t be a dick, okay?”

I shut up and looked at my food.

“It’s a fair question, DeAndre,” Victoria said. “And I’d like some sort of timeframe. I think I’ve earned that much consideration from you.”

He looked at her. “I’ll make some calls, Vicky, and get back to you.” I shuddered at the sudden turn in his tone from friendly to menacing. I glanced at my wife but she kept her eyes on her bull.

That night, he was very rough with her in bed.

I got so fucking hard as I listened to them through the wall.

Nothing changed after that night. If DeAndre ever found out what the timeline was for getting his project approved he didn’t share it with Victoria and me. She didn’t bring it up again, either. I assumed it was because of the way he treated her later that night but I didn’t ask. I didn’t want to know.

The sad truth was, I was having a great time. I’d taken a break from painting which I needed and just read some books and fucked my wife. I did the cooking but was not responsible for any other household chores – we had a black woman come in every day between Victoria’s morning and afternoon appointments to do the cleaning and the laundry. She changed the sheets in the master bedroom every day and apparently, neither DeAndre nor any of Victoria’s morning clients had a problem with fucking her on soiled sheets. I know I didn’t.

Which was something that puzzled me. I’ve never been what you would call a neat freak but I was surprised that I had no problem fucking my wife after she’d just fucked another man on a bed where she’d fucked two other men on top of that. I was last in line for the bedsheets and never came close to fucking her on clean ones. The maid changed my sheets only once every few days or so but I wasn’t getting drilled and leaking all over them like Victoria was in the master bedroom. Why that didn’t matter to me I have no idea.

I know what you’re thinking. Forget the damn sheets, Mack, what about Victoria’s used cunt? Filled with another man’s cum. Or two. Or three, depending on when she cleaned up. Which wasn’t often, I’ll be honest. In that respect, Victoria had become a veritable cumdump.

Which I loved.

Why, you ask me? I have no idea. I just know I fucking loved it.

But I also knew I was living on borrowed time. Because I know my wife and she was not happy.
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The beginning of the end started about six months into our stay in Nigeria. Victoria had been maintaining her rigorous schedule of fucking two bureaucrats every day, plus me and DeAndre, so she was busy. We didn’t see DeAndre most days after breakfast until dinner. And I can’t remember the last time I missed an opportunity to fuck my wife’s cum-filled cunt right before lunch every damn day.

But at some point, things began to change.

It started with her morning appointments. Victoria was informed by her scheduler that her first appointment one morning would be coming by at nine instead of ten as usual. He (or she, we never found out) then told her that someone else would come by at 10:30 as well. So she had five guys fuck her that day.

I asked if she pushed back on the request and she just looked at me.

“Why would I do that?” she asked in a flat voice.

“Well, it’s a little presumptuous to just assume you’re willing to do two guys in the morning. What if it goes to three, or two in the afternoon as well?”

“So?” she asked in that same disinterested tone.

I was flabbergasted. “Vicks, babe. Why don’t you care?”

“Why should I? I’m a whore and I do what I’m told, Mack. I’ve explained this to you. It’s demeaning and degrading and I fucking love it. I’m surprised it took so long for DeAndre to increase my numbers.”

“Is that how you see it, Victoria? Numbers?”

“No, not at all. Each guy who comes to fuck me is different. I want to please him, to make his time with me as memorable as possible.”

“You never get any repeats, right?” I would always greet her clients at the door and I didn’t recognize anyone as having been a repeat customer, so to speak. But I only spent a few seconds with them at most, whereas Victoria got at least an hour with them and often more if they came by in the afternoon. So I knew she’d be more in synch with her clients than I was.

“I think the guy who came at 10:30 fucked me before, but he’s the first one.”

He wasn’t the last one to come back for seconds.

Then it got more intense.

As I predicted, the scheduler began sending two guys over in the morning regularly. Then he added a second appointment one afternoon. It wasn’t long before Victoria was seeing four clients a day more often than not. Finally, it became the norm.

When I asked DeAndre about the changes, he demurred at first from offering any kind of explanation, but when the unusual became the norm, I pressed him on it.

“I think we have a right to know,” I said at dinner one night.

“We?” he asked pointedly before he turned to Victoria. “Do you care, Vicky?”

“No, not really,” she said softly undermining my question completely. I just sighed and went back to picking at my food.

“Why did you do that last night?” I asked her the next day when I was about to reclaim her. She had two loads in her pussy, which I loved, so I wasn’t complaining, just curious.

“Do what?” she said as she watched me get undressed with her legs splayed open and cum leaking from between her lips. Fuck, she looked sexy.

“Tell DeAndre you didn’t care about the increase in your scheduling?”

“Because I don’t care. I’m a whore, Mack. Whores get fucked. I like getting fucked.” She gave me a look like I was an idiot for bringing it up. “Why do you care? I thought you liked it when I’m drenched like this.” She motioned to her leaking pussy.

“I love it but that’s not the point, Vicks,” I said as I climbed between her legs. I took my dick in my hand and aimed it at her hole which was stretched out obscenely. I eased into her and sighed. I will never get tired of this, I thought to myself. I fucked her slowly at first and then more vigorously until I came which didn’t take as long as I would have liked. Now that Victoria has two loads in her every time I reclaim her, I seem to cum much more quickly.

I can’t imagine why.

“No, I mean it, Victoria,” I said as I dressed. She remained in the same position I’d found her but now with three fresh loads in her destroyed pussy. “I think you should say something.”

“If it’s so important to you, Mack, why don’t you say something?”

I nodded and promised myself I would.

That night at dinner, I pressed him again. He gave me a look but he finally explained what was going on. “

“We’re getting close,” he said more to Victoria than to me. “I’d say we’re no more than a few weeks away from getting the deal done.”

I was shocked. “Just like that?”

“What did you expect?” he asked me like I was a fucking idiot.

“What comes after this, DeAndre?” Victoria asked, showing interest in her fate for the first time in a while.

“Well, I’m not sure, Vicky. I’ve got two projects that are in the very preliminary stages, one in Mumbai and one in Rio.” I studied my wife closely for her reaction but she didn’t react at all. She seemed completely resigned to accept whatever DeAndre told her to do.

“That’s a long commute if she has to help you with both,” I offered.

“Yeah,” he agreed. “It’s too far to do both so we’ll have to pick one. Do either of you have a preference? Not saying I can guarantee anything, but if you feel strongly about it, I’ll try.”

“I’ve never liked Indian men,” Victoria said with surprising animosity.

“Really?” DeAndre asked. “Why’s that?”

“I’m not sure but aesthetically I find them repulsive. And all the news coming out of that part of the world regarding gang rape is disgusting.”

“Noted. I’ll see what I can do.”

I feel the same as Victoria about living in India but for different reasons. I think the country is way too crowded and dirty, with people bathing in that polluted river just because they have been for thousands of years. I’ve never actually been to India but I’m fine with not ever going and finding it worse than I expected, if that’s even possible.

Another two weeks of seeing four government officials per day passed without any word from DeAndre about the project’s final approval. I was getting antsy to get out of Africa even though our time in Lagos had turned into a dream come true for me. I loved the combination of fucking my whore wife with the sperm of two men in her pussy every day while being humiliated by her sleeping with her bull instead of me every night. Why the situation appealed to me so much was beyond me, it just did.

But I was ready to move on.

I asked Victoria where she stood on the possibilities one afternoon after I’d fucked her. “If DeAndre sends us to India, what then?” I asked finally getting down to brass tacks.

“I’ll do what I’m told,” she said with a dull voice. I’d been amazed at the changes in my high-profile, Wall Street lawyer wife over the past year but this was more than even I could understand.

Then I had a thought. A scary thought but a very powerful thought. I looked at her and she must have seen it in my expression.

“What is it, Mack?” she asked as she propped herself up on her elbow.

“I think I want all this to be over, Vicks,” I whispered. “I don’t want to go to Rio and I sure as hell don’t want to go to Mumbai. I want to go back to Italy and Cortona. Get back to the life we had before DeAndre took over.”

She reached for my hand and gave it a squeeze. “I’ll do whatever you two decide,” she said softly. “I can’t fight DeAndre on my own, but…”

“A united front?” I asked, suddenly hopeful about the future.

“Yes.”

I leaned in and kissed her. “I love you, Vicks.”

“I love you too, Mack.”

That night at dinner, DeAndre was late and excited when he finally arrived. I had been screwing up my courage all day to tell him what Victoria and I had decided but he was so pumped up about his news that mine had to wait.

“We’re done, gang. It’s a done deal. We signed the final approval and wired the money this afternoon. We’re a hundred percent approved and we got almost every concession we asked for. And it’s all because of this lovely lady here.” He took Victoria in his arms and kissed her passionately. She kissed him back as I watched.

“That’s great, DeAndre,” I said after they broke from their kiss. “We have some news of our own.”

“Is that right?” he asked with an edge in his voice. “And what might that be, pray tell?”

“We’re going back to our home,” I said as forcefully as I knew how. I was looking up at him as usual but I suddenly felt like I kid again standing up to my father about some long-forgotten thing. I was sweating with nervousness but I knew I wasn’t going to back down. Enough was enough. Finally.

DeAndre nodded. I didn’t expect that.

“Yeah, I’ve been expecting you to say this for some time now,” he added with an air of resignation I’d rarely heard from him before. “What was the final straw? India?”

“Probably. But it’s time, too. You know it as well as I do,” I said gaining confidence.

“We had a good run though,” he said with a sly grin. Which made me wonder what he had up his sleeve. It wasn’t like DeAndre to take no for an answer and that’s what this was – Victoria and I were finally saying no.

“Want to go out in style before you leave?” he smirked.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Victoria asked, her first words since DeAndre arrived.

“You’ll love it, but I think we should probably keep it a surprise.”

I looked at Victoria. She looked at me.

“Whatever you say, DeAndre,” I said at last.

“Great.”

7

Two days later, Victoria had no clients booked to see her. She usually received her schedule the night before and on that night, her email inbox was empty. She asked DeAndre about it at breakfast.

“We’re done with all that now that we have the approval we need. Now, all that’s left is your farewell party.” He smiled a tight, knowing smile and I felt a combination of excitement and dread. But I was looking forward to ending our stay in Lagos.

“Still going to be a surprise?” I asked him. He just nodded. I looked at Victoria but she said nothing. I didn’t want to press her on why she showed so little interest in what was going to happen. I kind of got it.

“Be ready at six, and I mean ready,” DeAndre said as he prepared to leave us for the day. I wondered what he meant but again, Victoria didn’t ask for an explanation or even clarification. So I didn’t either.

Until he was gone.

“Do you know what he meant?” I asked when she went to her bedroom.

“I’m pretty sure he meant I should get some sleep, drink plenty of water, and clean myself out.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I thought I might have an idea but I wanted to hear it from her.

“I’ll fast today and do a triple enema late this afternoon.”

Yep, it meant exactly what I thought it did.

I wasn’t surprised but slightly disappointed when Victoria locked me out of her bedroom for most of the day. There was no good reason for me to see her other than my own burning desire but I got it – she wanted to be alone to prepare both physically and mentally for whatever DeAndre and his clients deemed to be a fitting farewell party. I was pretty sure it wasn’t going to be a formal affair so I wore my usual day clothes, jeans and a tee shirt with sneakers. I packed our belongings most of the day in anticipation of moving out shortly although I’d receive no departure date or documents. We hadn’t accumulated much in our time in Africa so it didn’t take long even when I stretched it out. More than anything I was antsy as hell.

What did the evening hold in store for us? I wondered.

“Mack, can you come here?” I heard Victoria’s voice drift down the staircase from the bedroom. I climbed the stairs three at a time and almost tripped on the way up but I arrived at her partially open door unscathed. I pushed the door open to find my wife standing at the end of the bed looking like she was going to a state dinner or a formal ball.

She looked amazing.

“Will this do?” she asked as she gave me a twirl on shoes so tall they took my breath away.

“I think you know the answer to that question,” I said as I gawked at my wife.

“Will this do?” she asked again, impatiently. She was as nervous as I was, apparently.

“It’ll do, Vicks. It’ll do.”

She wore a gown that was low cut front and back which showed off her amazing natural cleavage and a slit up to her hip to show off her legs to great effect. She wore her favorite necklace, the one with fake diamonds that looked real and regal, impossibly elegant but not ostentatious.

“Jeez, Vicks,” I gushed. “You look incredible.”

“Thanks,” she said as she gave me a look and eyed me up and down. “Aren’t you going to wear something a little more…presentable?”

“I’ll go change,” I said as I backed out of her bedroom and went to my own. I’d already packed my clothes but I had no trouble finding my suit which I hadn’t worn since we moved here. I changed quickly and rejoined my wife in her bedroom. It occurred to me as I walked into the room that I was looking forward to actually sharing a bedroom with Victoria again. I wondered if I finally had gotten being cuckolded out of my system.

“That’s better,” she cooed as she strolled to me with a sultry swagger that made my dick swell. “I’m feeling a little faint from not having eaten all day so will you be so kind as to walk me down the stairs?”

My eyes went wide at the formality in her tone but I said nothing and offered her my arm. She took it and smiled warmly. We left the bedroom, hopefully for the last time.

When we got downstairs, DeAndre was just arriving. He looked Victoria up and down and gave her a slow, disrespectful whistle that I’m sure thrilled her. I looked but she just stared at him.

“Shall we go?” was all he said and I shook my head. “I don’t want to keep your admirers waiting.”

We said nothing more as we walked to the car, a limo that I hadn’t seen before. DeAndre allowed me the honor of escorting my wife down the walk to the idling vehicle where a black chauffeur was waiting while holding the door open for us. We climbed in and the limo eased down the street toward the exit of our gated community.

“So, just to be clear about this evening,” DeAndre began. “It’s a celebration of your time here and the appreciation everyone has for you, Victoria.” I noted his use of her full name. “You are already a legend but tonight will cement your status forever.” He smiled and nodded but Victoria remained silent.

“What can you tell us now that we’re on our way, DeAndre?” I asked.

“Come on, Mack,” he said with a grin. “That would still spoil the surprise.” He reached of a valise I hadn’t noticed on the floor next to him and pulled a small video camera from it. “This is for you, Mack.” He handed it to me but offered no further explanation.

I was now certain of what was about to happen.

We rode the rest of the short trip to one of the best hotels in the city in silence. When we arrived, the doorman opened the limo door for us and DeAndre led us to a ballroom off the lobby. The room was filled with men, all of them black, all dressed in formal attire, all eager to see Victoria. All looked vaguely familiar to me but I didn’t have to wonder why – all of them had been with my wife over the past six months.

None of them spoke as DeAndre led us to the low stage at the back of the ballroom. I was not surprised to find a mattress on the stage.

“Got your camera ready to go, Mack?” DeAndre asked and I held it up. It was an expensive but simple device that did everything automatically if you had it set that way, which DeAndre did. The lighting around the bed was perfect for what was to come, I realized and I worked my way through the crowd of men who had gathered around the mattress to get into position. DeAndre led Victoria to the mattress and motioned for her to climb onto it.

“Should I keep the dress on?” she asked.

“Your choice,” he said.

She stared at him for a few seconds. “It’s one of my favorites,” she said.

“Then take it off.”

No one made a sound as Victoria turned so DeAndre could assist with the zipper and I began recording. I was perfectly positioned to catch the look on my wife’s face as she watched her bull begin the process of undressing her in a room full of men who were ready to ravage her. I wondered briefly if they would all get a turn with her before I realized that of course they would.

How could they not?

Then DeAndre answered my question definitively.

“Listen up,” he shouted to quiet the crowd. “We’re going to start with Victoria on her knees so everyone who wants to fuck her mouth gets the opportunity. We have over a hundred cocks for her tonight so don’t overstay your welcome.

“Once she’s sucked all of you, we’ll move her to a fucking chair. All I ask is that if you’ve only got one orgasm in you, put it on her face. If you’ve got two, put the first one in her pussy or ass, or her belly or her tits. But only if you’re confident you have two because I don’t want anyone to not cum on her lovely face.”

The crowd murmured their approval as DeAndre led Victoria to the center of the mattress and held her hand as she went to her knees. The men closed in and I was elbowed aside.

“And make sure we give her husband access to record everything,” he said with a look at me, the only white man in the room. “I want this recorded for posterity.”

“You won’t publish it, will you?” someone asked.

DeAndre shook his head. “No, private use only. If you want a copy, you know how to reach me.”

With that, the men, many of whom were naked but some just had their cocks in their hands, moved in. I was given access to get close enough to record as Victoria took a cock in each hand and one in her mouth.

Then another.

Then another.

The cocks kept coming. They didn’t stay long, just a few quick strokes so everyone could say she’d sucked them but even then it took almost an hour for her to go through the entire mob. She took several breaks to drink some water and stretch her legs, but more than anything she sucked a hundred black cocks. Jerked a lot of them off as well but nobody orgasmed. Everyone was saving up for what was to follow.

Once everyone had given my wife a taste, DeAndre wheeled what looked like a modified Barcalounger in from the wing of the stage. The part that usually acts as a footrest had been removed, as had the arms. When Victoria settled into the chair and it was reclined, she was almost lying flat but with her feet on the stage.

“Hold her legs up so you can fuck her,” DeAndre instructed the men standing by her knees. Two of them lifted her legs and a third stepped forward to her pussy and aimed it between her lips.

Victoria had no chance to watch what was happening between her thighs as she had a cock in each hand and one in her mouth. She had turned her head to one side and someone had stepped forward to offer her his member which she sucked with surprising enthusiasm for a woman who had just blown a hundred cocks already. She was clearly into it, as was I. I’d watched enough porn to recognize a blow-bang when I saw it but watching my wife as the main attraction was a dream come true.

The man who initiated penetration of my wife’s vagina fucked her vigorously for a few minutes before he came deep inside her. He grunted and held still as his balls pulsed. When he withdrew, his cum leaked out of her and dripped on the stage. He was immediately replaced by another man who fucked her for only a minute or so before he deposited his load inside her. The third man to fuck her decided to withdraw and spray his semen all over her belly which seemed to inspire the men she’d been jerking off to coat her tits with their seed. We’d only just begun and my wife was already drenched in cum.

DeAndre spoke to the crowd. “We’ve got a limited amount of time and our lovely Victoria, whore that she might be, has her limits as well, so if you’re interested in fucking her, do so in the next thirty minutes or so and we’ll move on to painting her lovely face.”

That motivated the men to cycle through faster with several fucking her pussy or her ass without climaxing. She kept jerking to cocks almost continuously and sucking two alternately, but she was flagging.

“I think we’re done, DeAndre,” I said even as I continued to record the incredible scene.

“Okay,” DeAndre said as he stepped in. “Let’s get her on her knees on the mattress again.” Several hands lifted Victoria off the recliner and carried her to the center of the mattress where she sat on her haunches and looked up at me. She smiled and I gave her a weak smile of my own. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was enjoying this or just doing what DeAndre wanted her to do.

Not that it mattered.

“Don’t step forward until you’re ready to go,” DeAndre said above the din of men jerking themselves in an effort to cum. The frenzy built as Victoria looked around for the first one to shoot their load on her gorgeous face when one man stepped forward and sprayed his load into her eyes. She closed them and looked away but he grabbed her hair and held her face in position to receive the rest of his orgasm.

More followed in rapid succession as the sight of men cumming on Victoria set off a chain reaction of climaxes. She was doused and sprayed from every direction and she settled into receiving them all without flinching as she kept her eyes and mouth closed but didn’t recoil from anyone. As her forehead and cheeks were coated with semen, it dripped down onto her breasts, belly, and thighs. I recorded it all.

I can’t say if everyone came on her face but enough did that it didn’t matter if some couldn’t rise to the occasion. By the time the last of them had drained their balls on her, Victoria was fully glazed, up and down, her beautiful blond hair wet with jizz, her body completely coated, her face destroyed. When the last of them shook out the last of his load, she reached up for the first time to wipe her eyes but DeAndre stopped her.

“Don’t touch, Vicky. Not yet. I want Mack to get one last closeup of you.” He leaned in and whispered. “You’ve never looked more beautiful, my dear.”

She didn’t respond.

She didn’t have to.

She looked incredible.

“Mack, would you like to do the honors?” DeAndre asked as he held out his hand for the camera.

“Pardon?” I asked, completely confused. What did he expect me to do?

“Don’t you want to reclaim your wife?” He asked with a wicked smile as he recorded my reaction. I’m sure I looked dumbfounded. Did I? I wondered.

Of course, I did.

Especially when Victoria leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs for me. I stripped out of my clothes and knelt between her soaked thighs. Her pussy was still leaking cum even though it had been an hour since anyone had fucked her.

“You want to go down on her first, Mack?” DeAndre asked with an evil tone.

“No, I don’t think so,” I whispered.

“Are you sure?” he egged me on. “Hey, Vicky. You want Mack to clean you up first?”

I turned to look at my wife’s face, covered in the cum of a hundred men, her eyes closed, her mouth coated, the cum drying in place.

She shook her head without speaking.

I looked at DeAndre.

He shrugged.

“Well, then,” he said. “Go ahead and fuck her.”

Which I did.

It was fucking glorious.

Epilogue

“The steaks are almost ready,” I called out to Victoria. She was in our kitchen but immediately emerged with a cannelloni bean salad and another bottle of wine. We both went back to drinking wine with dinner as soon as we moved back to Cortona three months ago. I haven’t regretted either decision since we made them.

“Good, because I’m starving,” she said as she sat down at our outdoor table. I pulled the steaks from the grill and brought the plates to the table. I knew I should let them rest for a few minutes but I don’t have the patience. I seemed to be out of patience for a lot of things these days.

“I heard from DeAndre just now,” she said as if she was telling me the mail was late. I stared at her.

“Is this the first time since we left Lagos?” I asked, trying to hide my sense of dread and not succeeding.

“It is,” she said as she spooned bean salad onto my plate.

“What did he want?” I asked but I didn’t have to. I knew what he wanted.

“He’s got a project in Japan he wants me to help him with?” she said with an infuriatingly casual tone. “I told him I’d think about it.”

“Will you? Are you?” I asked in a near-panic. I thought we were done with all that. I hoped we were. I know I was.

“No, I’m yanking his chain,” she said with a twinkle. “I thought you’d appreciate that.”

“Are you trying to kill me?” I deadpanned. She laughed.

“The steak will do that before I do, Mack.” She cut a piece of her steak and tasted it. She moaned and rolled her eyes. “Oh, my, god. That is so good.”

“Thanks.” I hadn’t recovered sufficiently to fully appreciate the compliment. I looked up and saw her side-eyeing me hard and nodded. “Sorry,” I added softly.

“Will you ever trust me?” she asked rhetorically. I think.

“I trust you, Vicks. You know that.” Obviously, she doesn’t know that or she wouldn’t have asked. “I do. I really do.”

She nodded but I knew she didn’t believe me.

“Maybe we should stop watching the video,” she whispered. We watch the whole thing almost every night when we’re in bed. I never get tired of it and I thought she felt the same way.

“Seriously? I thought you liked watching it.”

She nodded again. “I do, but I think it reminds you of… You know.”

“Well, I don’t mind being reminded, I just don’t want to do it again. But I love watching the video.”

“Yeah, me too.” She smiled at me.

“And it doesn’t make you…?” I didn’t have to finish the question. She looked at me and I could see she understood.

“No, I don’t miss it. I’m glad it happened and I’m glad it’s over.”

“So, we don’t have to stop watching it?”

She laughed. “You really do love it, don’t you?”

I laughed with her. “Does that make me a bad person?”

“No,” she whispered as her laughter faded. “Does the fact that I did something like that make me a bad person?”

I put down my utensils. “I can’t believe you have to ask me that, Vicks. Of course not. You’re blameless on the whole affair. If I hadn’t suggested it in the first place, it never would have happened.”

“I could have stopped it at any time. The fact that I didn’t…” She cocked an eyebrow at me.

“The fact that you didn't what?”

“Doesn’t that make me a bad person? Not stopping it?”

“No, I don’t think it does. I like the fact that you didn’t stop it. It meant you were enjoying yourself. You never would have done something you didn’t want to do, Vicks. It’s not in you.”

“I came pretty close with some of the shit DeAndre put me through. Really close, in fact.”

I reached across the table and took her hands in mine. “And I absolutely loved that you did that. That you wanted to do it, that you did it, that you never put a stop to it. It’s just so fucking hot.”

“You still think so?” she asked in a voice that almost broke my heart. How could she even ask?

“Are you kidding me? I’m over the moon, Vicks. I still can’t believe it happened and I’m so glad we have that video to remind us of it all.”

She sighed. “I just feel guilty about what I did.”

I stood up and walked around the table to take my wife in my arms. I kissed her and she let me but she didn’t kiss me back, not really. “What’s this about?”

“I don’t know, Mack. I just feel bad about so much of what happened.”

“Why?”

She gave me a look. “You have to ask?”

“Yeah, I do. I don’t get why you’re having regrets.”

“You don’t have any? No remorse, no regrets?”

“None whatsoever, Victoria. I promise you.” I kissed her again, more gently this time and she responded. Slowly, gradually, she kissed me back.

“What can I do to make it up to you?” she asked when we broke.

“Make what up to me?” I was dumbfounded.

“Everything.”

“Just believe me when I tell you that I love you, Vicks. That’s all I’ll ever need from you. Ever.”

“Okay, Mack,” she said with a soft sigh and a warm smile. “Okay.”

“I love you, Victoria.”

“I love you too, Mack.”

What else could a man want?

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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