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Foreword

I know this book has taken a little while but life kept getting in the way, as it often does. ‘Stacy’ was tricky to write. It’s something of a departure from the norm (no spoilers) but I think it turned out pretty darn good in the end. It was fun to write, as most of my books are, and turning the conventions of a hotwife book on their head was both interesting and enlightening for me because I did some research by talking to a few couples who live this particular lifestyle (cuckquean), so I hope you enjoy it.

You don’t need to have read the first two books in the Holiday Hotwives series to enjoy this one, but it will help with the overarching story of Dennis, Viola and the Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa if you read Tina: Taking One For The Team and Kelly: Takes Two To Tango before this one.

The story doesn’t end here either. Go and read A Hotwife’s Christmas Roast (which is book 3.5 in this series and part of the Ultimate Hotwife Christmas set) and book 4, Gemma: Four Letter Words will be along soon.

Until next time, stay horny :)

Paul
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Windows and Mirrors

“Why are you so nervous?” I asked Stacy as she hesitated at the foot of the grand marble steps that led up to the hotel. She’d stumbled getting out of the taxi and now she almost tripped over the small suitcase she was pushing in front of her rather than pulling behind her for some reason.

“This is the first vacation I’ve ever organised for us,” my wife said while bending over at the waist to refasten the strap of her high-heeled shoe. It had come undone as she’d tripped. She was clumsy at the best of times, something I found adorable from the moment I met her eight years ago, but when she was nervous - as she obviously was now - she became an accident waiting to happen.

“Relax,” I told her, taking her hand and squeezing it tight. “I love that you’ve booked this holiday for us. I’m sure it’s going to be fabulous. I mean, just look at the place.”

Stacy smiled warmly but didn’t seem completely reassured. “It looks even better than it did on the website.” Her bright blue eyes gazed into mine then dropped down to the floor for some reason. “I just hope we have a good time.”

What was wrong with her? Stacy was normally easygoing and relaxed. It wasn’t like her to get all edgy.

“How could we not have a good time?” I asked, turning around to look out over the rocky cliffs on the other side of the road from the hotel. The crystal-clear blue expanse that was the Gulf of Salerno filled the bay at the heart of which was the small, beautiful resort of Positano. “I’m loving it already and we’ve only been in Italy for a couple of hours.”

“Well… Let’s check in and see what our room is like.” Stacy tried to drag her small pink suitcase over the first step but the wheel caught on the edge and I stopped her quickly before she had another mishap.

“Let me sort the luggage,” I told her, taking the case from her. “You go on ahead and check us in.”

She managed to conquer the steps without further incident while I lugged the two - surprisingly heavy - suitcases from step to step and through the silver revolving doors behind her into a fantastic lobby, the likes of which I’d never seen before.

The Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa was a grand-looking building halfway up the cliffside overlooking Positano, but it was even more impressive on the inside than it was on the outside. The white marble of the steps continued inside the gleaming, tiled lobby, the interior decor of which was 1920s and 30s themed. The glamorous surroundings made me think of the luxuriousness of the Titanic in the titular movie, but hopefully, this trip would have a happier ending than that of the doomed ship.

“Are you Dennis?” Stacy asked a tall, slim man who was standing beside the reception desk, behind which was sitting a strikingly attractive black lady.

The man didn’t reply immediately. His watery blue eyes stared at Stacy for a long moment, flickering down to admire her bosom briefly before returning to her face.

“I’m Stacy,” my wife added, sounding nervous again. She’d taken out the clip that had been holding her long, wavy blonde hair up and now she readjusted it so that it covered the cleavage that showed through the deep v-neck of her white cleavage. “Can we check in? Custom service.”

“Good afternoon,” the handsome man said eventually, finally finding his voice, stroking a slender hand through his short, greying, dark hair. “Welcome to the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa. My name is… My name is Dennis Webb, I’m the owner of the hotel and if there’s anything… Anything, that I can do to make your stay more enjoyable, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

He stumbled over the obviously well-rehearsed words almost as much as Stacy had stumbled from the taxi to the hotel. What had gotten into everyone today?

The black woman behind the desk arched an eyebrow at her boss, and then turned and looked at Stacy for a moment before gazing at me.

“So you must be Kris,” she said with a welcoming smile.

“That’s me,” I nodded, trying not to let my attraction to her show when Stacy glanced my way.

“Excellent.” The receptionist punched some information into the keyboard in front of her. “We’ve booked you into the Roman Room, one of our very best rooms. I’ll get Gianni, our porter and maintenance man to show you to your room and help you with your suitcases.”

“There’s no need,” Dennis said, as Viola picked up her phone to make a call. “I’ll show them to their rooms myself.”

“Will you now?” Viola arched a finely plucked eyebrow at the tall man who had introduced himself as the hotel owner. Should she be talking to him that way if she was just a receptionist?

If she was speaking out of turn, Dennis didn’t show any sign of annoyance, so I guessed there was more to their relationship than purely employer and employee.

“And thinking about it, it might be better to put them in the Room With A View,” he added. “With the terrace not being quite finished, it might be a better option.”

There was a moment of silence while the receptionist studied her boss, then she shrugged and typed some more information into the keyboard, then passed him two room keys.

“If you’d like to follow me?” Dennis gave Viola an odd smile to end the weird exchange, then beckoned us down the corridor that ended in a grandiose set of elevator doors. “The Roman Rooms look out onto a Roman-style terrace which we’re currently having fixed up. Looking at you, I really think you’ll be more suited in our special room.”

“Special?” Stacy asked as we entered the lift.

“It’s one of our best rooms,” Dennis explained, pressing the button to go up and waiting for the doors to close. “You’ll see.”

It was indeed special. At the very end of a long corridor were two doors, one marked as a supply cupboard but the other had a shining golden plaque with the letters R.W.A.V. on the front.

“Our room with a view,” Dennis explained the acronym although as we stepped through the door, he really didn’t need to. The spacious room was on the end of the hotel and large, glass patio doors made up three of the four walls, allowing for a beautiful vista of the crystal-clear sea out front, the town of Positano below us and the rocky cliffs which continued up beyond the hotel.

“Wow,” Stacy’s eyes were huge as she took in the panorama that surrounded us.

“The most beautiful view in the hotel,” Dennis smiled at her reaction. “Two hundred and seventy degrees. All of the patio doors open to the balcony.”

A small stone-walled balcony surrounded the room, with a small table and chairs out front overlooking a small square pool below us. I managed to drag my eyes from the superb exterior features to the interior of the room. A stunning king-sized bed was at the centre of the room and opposite it on the only interior wall of the room was a long floor-to-ceiling mirror.

“That’s a very large mirror,” I noted and Dennis chuckled in response.

“A Room With A View,” he repeated slowly, then winked. “The name doesn’t only refer to the views outside. We often use this room as our honeymoon suite, you see.”

“Ah,” Stacy grinned and then winked at me. “I like it.”

I felt myself blush and hoped that the hotel owner didn’t notice. The mirror was… kinky, to say the least, facing the bed like it was. I understood why newly married couples would enjoy it. However, the premium quality of the room overall and the gorgeous views made the mirror a minor quibble.

“Over here is the air-conditioning.” Dennis indicated towards a small silver control panel next to the mirror. His finger hovered over the button for a moment, then he pulled his hand away and tucked it into his trouser pocket. The device was currently blowing out pleasant cool air. “It’s self-explanatory but if you need any help, just give me a call via reception.”

“It’s perfect,” my wife said, staring at the windows that overlooked the bay. “Thank you, Dennis. We’re going to have a wonderful time here, I’m sure.”

“I hope so.” The older man seemed fidgety and his eyes were still lingering on Stacy in a way that made me feel uncomfortable. He seemed to give himself a shake. “Anyway, I’m sure you’re hot and bothered from your travel and that you probably want to get freshened up, so I’ll leave you to it.”

“Thank you again,” Stacy said, turning to look at him.

“The pleasure is all mine.” Dennis’s gaze lingered on her for a moment longer. “Remember, if there’s anything I can do for you - at all - please don’t hesitate to ask.”

With that, he finally left and Stacy dashed across the room to hug me tightly for a moment before pulling away and looking into my eyes.

“Do you love it?” she asked excitedly. “It’s so beautiful here.”

“It absolutely is,” I smiled. Seeing Stacy happy made me happy. “Just like you.”

“Yuck,” she pulled a face, then giggled. “Seriously though, this room is awesome. Just look at the views. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“It is impressive,” I had to admit, walking over to the rear part of the room. From here, when I looked, I could see the terrace Dennis had mentioned, a wide balcony that jutted from the rear of the hotel, decorated with a small fountain and several Roman-style statues. The fountain wasn’t active yet and there was clearly some building work still happening, so I was glad he’d moved us to this room.

“Dennis was right about me feeling hot and sweaty,” I announced, peeling my shirt away from where it was stuck with moisture to my back.

Stacy was already sliding open the patio door that led onto the narrow rear balcony but stopped to look at me. Then stretched her arms high above her head, something that served to make her round breasts stick out pleasantly. She saw me looking and grinned. “Why don’t you have a shower and I’ll join you?”

“I’m too exhausted for any of that,” I sighed. “No, you were going to check out the balcony, were you? Go ahead. I won’t be long.”

“Urgh. Your loss.” Stacy opened the suitcase by the door, pulled out a black bikini top and then dragged her top up and over her head before unclasping her bra, and letting her heavy breasts fall free. Her small, pale pink nipples puckered in the cool air blowing from the vent overhead and when she saw me look, she arched an eyebrow at me. “Are you sure?”

“We have all week to be naughty,” I reminded her, then sniffed at my armpit. “Plus I stink.”

After she complained under her breath about me being boring and headed out onto the balcony, I stepped into the luxurious bathroom and spun the golden tap to the halfway between the hot and cold water positions, then stripped off once the temperature was just right. It was hot outside, at least mid-thirty degrees but I couldn’t stand cold showers.

Several minutes later, feeling refreshed and smelling much better, I stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around my waist before stepping out into the room.

“Oh,” I said, backing away quickly when I saw Dennis talking to my wife on the balcony. I hadn’t heard him come back over the sound of the running water. Looking around, I saw two fluffy bathrobes folded up on a shelf in the bathroom with the spare towels and swung it around my shoulders, fastening it at the waist before stepping out again.

“Dennis brought us Champagne,” Stacy said, holding out a large green bottle when she saw me striding across the room towards them. “On the house.”

“I’m sorry. It should have been in your room’s refrigerator cooling for you but things have been a little busy of late,” the hotel owner apologised. “I thought I would deliver it myself.”

“Dennis was also telling me about the hotel’s facilities and filling me in on dinner times and things like that.” Stacy avoided my gaze as she said that and shuffled her feet uncomfortably as if she was lying but why would she lie about that? Had the hotelier been flirting with her? Considering what happened earlier this year, I hoped she hadn’t been flirting back with the handsome Englishman. I briefly wondered how a hotel such as this came to be owned by an English guy such as Dennis but right now, I just wanted him to go so we could start to enjoy our vacation.

“I see,” I forced a grin. “Didn’t you say you wanted a shower once I was out?”

Stacy’s bright blue eyes met mine and I could tell she recognised my irritation.

“Yes,” she nodded, holding my gaze softly for a moment before turning to Dennis. “If you wouldn’t mind, I think we’re going to relax for a while now before dinner but thank you for the bubbly.”

She waved the glass bottle at him as Dennis nodded and backed away, his eyes lingering on her bikini-clad cleavage.

“I’ll leave you to it. Remember, dinner is served from seven.”

“Got it,” I nodded, not smiling this time as he hesitated at the door before finally leaving.

“I think he likes me,” Stacy explained.

“You think?” I replied sarcastically. “I thought he’d never go. Someone should tell him that two’s company but three’s a crowd.”

“It’s not all bad that he likes me. It got us a free bottle of Champagne.” She waved the bottle again and giggled infectiously.

“If you keep shaking that, it’s going to explode,” I pointed out, knowing how accident-prone she was.

“Oooh, I’d rather pop your cork?” she joked and I laughed, unable to resist her infectious smile.

“Later,” I rolled my eyes. “Now, go and get a shower before he comes back a third time. I’ll barricade the door.”

Stacy laughed out loud at that and disappeared into the bathroom, turning on the water shortly afterwards.

I sat down on one of the balcony’s sturdy wooden chairs and gazed out at the incredible view surrounding me. This was going to be a fantastic week. We needed it. Our relationship had been strained to the maximum prior to coming here but this vacation could be the remaking of us.

I decided to do whatever Stacy wanted to do while we were here. I was going to make every possible effort to make her happy. Whatever it took.
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Cocktails and Conversations

That evening, dinner was fabulous. We were treated to a seafood starter with clams, oysters and mussels, then an amazing pasta dish drizzled in lemon oil and finally a tiramisu better than any dessert I’d ever tasted before.

“Please tell the chef that we thought the food was delicious,” Stacy asked the waiter, a handsome fellow who had introduced himself as Pietro and served us fantastically all evening.

When Pietro returned with our ordered espressos, the chef was with him.

“My name is Matteo,” the equally good-looking Italian said in heavily-accented English. “I am glad you enjoyed the meal. If there is anything particular you would like to see on the menu for the rest of your stay, please let me know.”

I saw Stacy’s eyes linger on them as the two men left us to enjoy our espressos and complimentary biscuits and couldn’t blame her; they were extremely attractive, more like male models than someone you’d expect to find in a restaurant, even somewhere as classy as the Azure View.

“What is it with everyone being so good-looking in here?” I mused out loud, bringing her attention back to me. “It feels like the owner only employs people if they’ve been on the cover page of Vogue or something.”

“You weren’t complaining about being served by the sexy blonde at the bar earlier,” Stacy raised an eyebrow then grinned. “I totally saw you checking her out, Kris.”

“I was not,” I protested in mock innocence.

“I can’t blame you. She’s super-hot,” Stacy looked across towards the bar where the tall, slim barmaid was mixing a cocktail for a stocky young man we’d seen around the bar all evening. “I might even turn lesbian for someone like her.”

“I don’t think she’s a lesbian,” I murmured, taking a sip of my smooth, strong coffee. “I haven’t met many lesbians that look like her.”

“Met a lot of gay girls, have you?” Stacy teased, her blue eyes twinkling with amusement.

“Just stop,” I laughed. “I definitely wasn’t checking her out. I was… admiring her cocktail-making skills.”

“Yeah, whatever.” Stacy’s eyes seemed to be on the broad man sipping his cocktail at the bar and when he looked our way, she didn’t look away but instead, smiled at him. I felt a surge of annoyance but knew she was only being friendly, so I quashed the feeling inside and changed the topic of conversation to what we were planning to do tomorrow.

“I thought we could head into the town itself,” I suggested. “Also, there are lots of places we can visit from here; Pompeii, Naples, Sorrento. I want to cram as much into this week as we can.”

“Oh, so do I,” Stacy nodded, taking a bite from the exquisite biscuit in her hand and savouring it. “Mmmmm, these are delicious. Anyway, I want to make the most of this trip but I also want to spend some time simply relaxing around the hotel. You work so hard that…”

She tailed off and I knew why. She’d left her job last month due to the arguments that we’d had and as of yet, she hadn’t found a new job that appealed to her. Something would come up. We just had to be patient, but the topic of work was a sore point still right now.

“You’ll find a new job when we get home,” I reassured her and she nodded but for the moment, her happy mood had slipped and I felt guilty. “How about I go order us some more cocktails?”

“So you can hit on the leggy blonde?”

“Funny,” I grunted. “What would you like?”

“Sex on the beach?” Stacy shrugged.

“Okay. But would you like a cocktail first?”

“Kris, you’ll never make a comedian,” Stacy shook her head but giggled anyway. “Just surprise me. You know the kind of things I like.”

I headed over to the bar and was relieved when the sexy barmaid walked through a door to be replaced by a dark-haired youngster who was barely old enough to grow a beard.

“Si?” he greeted me with a nod of his head. “What can I get for you?”

I looked at the glossy menu he slid across the walnut-topped bar, nodding and ‘umming’ like I knew what any of these tasted like.

“A Screwdriver and a Mojito, please,” I ordered two different cocktails. Stacy was bound to like one or the other.

“Ah, I can do the Screwdriver but not the Mojito,” the tanned youngster replied, brushing a hand through his long, blonde-streaked dark hair. “Livia will be back at any moment. I shall do the one drink for you until she returns.”

“Sure,” I replied, looking over my shoulder and noticing Stacy had left our table. I couldn’t see her anywhere. Perhaps she had gone to the restroom. “Not a problem.”

“I am Luca,” the boy explained as he mixed the drink in front of me. “I am the pool lifeguard but I help out in the bar in the evenings.”

“I see,” I replied vaguely, more concerned with where Stacy had gone. My eyes scanned the restaurant again. She should be easy to spot in the bright pink short dress she was wearing but I couldn’t see her.

“Scusa,” a female voice said from behind me and I turned to see the blonde barmaid return from the door she’d left through. “I am sorry. I had a… telefono call to take.”

The pretty woman held up her thumb and little finger to her ear but the Italian word was easy enough to translate without needing the gesture, so I smiled reassuringly. “It’s fine. Luca made me a Screwdriver but I also wanted a Mojito and he said I would have to wait for you.”

“Arriva subito,” the woman Luca had named as Livia replied with a friendly smile. Stacy was right in that she was gorgeous. She wasn’t overly young, perhaps late thirties, but the combination of her olive skin and short blonde hair with her large brown eyes and full lips made her stunning. The fact she was tall and slender like a supermodel didn’t hurt either.

As she poured ice into a steel mixer with the other ingredients and shook it, her breasts wobbled sexily in the crisp white blouse she was wearing and I had to tear my eyes away before she noticed me staring.

Stacy still wasn’t at our table. While I waited for Livia to finish the drink, I looked around the room slowly but couldn’t see her anywhere.

“Are you looking for your wife?” the barmaid asked as she poured the Mojito into a tall glass and garnished it with a sprig of mint on the top. When I nodded, she pointed with a red finger-nailed hand towards the doorway at the very far side of the room where it led into the hotel lobby. “She is talking to Signor Webb.”

Livia was right. Stacy was standing against the wall, with the tall hotel owner leaning into her. As I collected the surprisingly cold glass of Mojito from the bar, I saw Dennis say something and Stacy tossed her hair back and laughed at whatever it was. Again, a surge of annoyance flared inside me, so I turned away and back to Livia.

“Thank you, Livia.” I picked up the other glass but Livia made me pause for a moment with a hand on my wrist.

“You and your wife make a very cute couple,” she said in a low voice, her brown eyes unblinking. “I hope you enjoy your drinks.”

I looked at her hand on my wrist, caught off guard by the strange comment but before I had a chance to say something, she let go and walked further down the bar to serve someone else. What was that? Was she flirting with me? I shrugged it off and headed towards Stacy but at that precise moment she turned to see me and after saying something in Dennis’s ear, she left him and walked over to meet me.

I didn’t like how she’d seemingly whispered in his ear and perhaps she sensed my unease because when we met halfway, she ushered me back to the table and apologised. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be gone so long. Dennis saw us and took the opportunity to tell me all about some of the facilities that the hotel has to offer.”

“I was a while anyway,” I answered as we made our way back to where we’d been sitting. “I had to wait for the barmaid to take a phone call because she’s the only one that can make a Mojito.”

“Oh, I love a Mojito,” Stacy clapped her hands together and then took the drink and enjoyed a sip from the ice-filled glass. “It’s so refreshing. Are you sure you waited for the barmaid for that reason? Or was it because you just wanted to speak to her and not the long-haired kid?”

I stared at her, wondering how she dared to ask that when she’d clearly been flirting with Dennis but she was giggling in jest, so I softened my expression but she’d already noticed.

“No, it was because-”

“Kris,” Stacy said, putting her glass down and then taking my hands in hers over the top of the table. “Please relax. I know things are still raw. I’m sorry. Please, can we try to… move on?”

“You cheated on me,” I reminded her. “Then I found out you’d been lying to me about your past right before we came here. Forgive me for being slightly on edge with all of these good-looking guys around, but surely you can understand. I am trying.”

She sighed. We’d been through this a thousand times since I’d found her in bed with her work colleague earlier this year and I knew I was testing her patience, so I ignored the sound and the tired expression she pulled for a moment.

“I know you’re trying,” she replied softly. “Maybe I need to be more tactful. I’m simply trying to go back to being the fun, friendly, sociable Stacy that I was before all of this happened.”

“I have to stop being paranoid,” I conceded. “I see you talking to other guys and it brings it all back, I guess.”

“Drink up,” Stacy said, taking a long pull from her Mojito. “In fact, I wonder if we can take our drinks up to our room?”

“I doubt anyone would notice if we did,” I replied, looking around the still-bustling restaurant. “Why do you want to head up now?”

“I want to make love to you,” my wife said bluntly. “Let me prove to you that I love you.”

“Stacy, I-” I began saying, then paused. Having sex proved nothing. We’d been having sex like normal the whole time during her three-month affair. I’d suspected nothing. But I didn’t say that. I looked into her blue eyes and saw sincerity, so I nodded. “Okay. Let’s go.”

Cocktails in hand, we made our way from the restaurant to the lobby and then up in the elevator to our room.

“I don’t think I’ve ever had sex in front of a mirror before,” Stacy commented as we put our drinks down on the dressing table before turning to face each other to kiss passionately.

As always, she smelled amazing, of her favourite Chanel perfume and I moved my kisses to her neck and undid the zip on the back of her dress as her fingers fumbled at my belt and trouser buttons.

My sex drive had been wounded after walking in on her and Billy. I hadn’t seen much; thankfully, they’d been under the bedsheets despite it being the middle of the day, but even so, the image of the shape of him on top of her had burned itself into my mind’s eye, seemingly permanently. The first few times we tried making love after sorting out our differences, I hadn’t been able to get an erection because the unwanted memory sprang to mind every time. I couldn’t help but wonder how big his penis was. His body was certainly more buff than mine, I’d seen that much. Was he better endowed than me? Was that why she’d had the affair?

She’d said not. She’d said that it was a moment of drunken madness that had started the affair and that she simply hadn’t known how to break it off with him, but I didn’t believe that.

She’d offered to tell me more. She’d said that if I wanted, she’d tell me everything. Times, places, details. Whatever it took for me to get over it because she loved me. She’d made a horrible, terrible mistake and would do anything to make it up to me.

“Ah, there we go,” Stacy murmured into my ear as her hand found my cock. I’d gotten over the erection problems lately, which was something. “Nice and hard.”

She let the dress fall to the floor and unclasped her bra expertly with one hand while jerking me off slowly with the other, then wriggled out of her panties so she was completely naked.

I took off her shirt. She’d already tugged down my shorts and trousers and then when we were both naked, she turned to gaze at our reflection in the mirror.

“We look hot,” she giggled, then dragged me towards the bed.

She looked hot, with her perfectly round 36D breasts and her freshly waxed pussy visible in the mirror. I didn’t look hot. My body was ageing. I wasn’t as toned as I used to be but I didn’t contradict her. I just hoped she was telling the truth and that she did still think me attractive.

“Fuck me,” she breathed into my ear as she fell backwards onto the bed and pulled me on top of her.

I slid my cock into her wetness and kissed her but I could see that her eyes were looking to the side, watching everything in the mirror. Stacy had a kinky side. I knew that, but her eagerness to look at herself having sex surprised me slightly.

I pushed the thought from my mind. I was horny. The alcohol helped perhaps, but whatever reason it was, I intended to make the most of it so I forgot about all of our issues. I pushed the image of Billy on top of my wife out of my head, closed my eyes and fucked her the best I could.

Afterwards, she took a nap in my arms and I looked across at us in the mirror. We looked happy. It was only ten o’clock. This was the first time in a long while that we’d had sex this early, or with the light on, for that matter. Things were happening; improving. Things were changing between us and it felt good. I wanted everything to go back to normal. I craved normal. Normality was good.

If only I knew how much they were going to change over the next week, I might have felt different but I didn’t. Right then, I was content. Things felt normal.

But tomorrow was going to be a whole different kind of day.
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Tours and Trips

Stacy was in bed, Billy on top of her, the shape of his ass under the covers moving up and down between her open thighs.

“Oh, fuck,” my wife moaned. “Fuck me harder.”

“What the hell?” I said, stepping into the room. “Stacy? No! Why?”

“Ah, shit,” my wife shrieked, pushing Billy from her and sitting bolt upright in bed. Her work colleague rolled all the way out of bed, taking the covers with him and covering his nakedness as he stood up.

“Kris, dude. I’m sorry. I-”

“Get the fuck out of my house,” I growled at him. “Before I fucking kill you.”

He scooped his clothes up from the floor and cautiously walked around me before dashing through the door, and out of the room.

“You cheating slut,” I hissed at Stacy while trying to compose myself. “You lying, cheating whore. Him? In our bed?”

“Wake up,” she replied, sliding out of bed and walking towards me. “You’re having a nightmare.”

Her breasts looked incredible. I wanted to grab them; to push her back onto the bed, push her thighs apart and fuck her slutty pussy but I didn’t. I wanted to reclaim her as mine before it could sink in, what she’d done. Perhaps if I just fucked her now…

“Wake up!” she said, louder this time, grabbing my shoulder this time. What did she mean, ‘Wake up?’ I was quite awake.

“Kris, wake up!”

I sat up and rubbed my eyes, reorienting myself. I was in bed, in our luxury room at the Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa. I’d been dreaming. I gazed at myself in the mirror. My dark hair was spiky and messy from sleep and my face was a mask of confusion. It wasn’t the first time I’d dreamt of that awful moment when I caught Stacy.

“I’m sorry,” I said, taking a moment to clear my throat. My throat was tight and my head felt fuzzy. “Coffee. I need coffee.”

“I’ll make you one,” my wife replied. There was a kettle and two mugs on the small counter in the corner. One was full and steaming already so she poured hot water into the other. “Then you should take a shower so we can go down for breakfast. Someone is meeting us to show us around the hotel properly.”

She was already showered. Her hair was wrapped in a towel and the rest of her was in one of the white bathrobes but droplets of water clung to her bare neck and lower legs.

“Urgh,” I groaned, still trying to rid my memory of the nightmare as I accepted the hot drink that she passed to me. “Fine.”

After I’d drunk my coffee and had a refreshing shower which finally cleared away the lingering unwanted dream, I got dressed while Stacy fiddled with the air-conditioning panel. When I asked what she was doing, she explained that Dennis had told her of an enhanced feature, something to do with better circulating the air. Why she was doing it totally naked, I didn’t know but I wasn’t going to complain. Despite everything, she had a great body and I never got tired of gazing at her curves.

Once we were both dressed, we headed down to breakfast and after more coffee and feasting from a delicious selection of pastries and fruit, we were greeted by the tour guide that Stacy had mentioned.

“Ciao,” said one of the loveliest-looking women I’d ever seen. “My name is Mati. I am the hotel experience manager. You are Stacy and Kris, si?”

I couldn’t find my voice right away because I was utterly taken with the young experience manager. She was young, twenty at the most, with a waterfall of dark brown, almost black hair, down to her waist. Her eyes were equally dark and large with long, thick eyelashes and her lips were full and pouty. She had the perfect hourglass figure with breasts too big for her frame and hips that flared out from a narrow waist.

“Yes, that’s us.” Stacy gave me a long look. She’d seen me staring. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“Are you finished with breakfast?” Even Mati’s voice was sexy, heavily accented with Italian and surprisingly husky for a younger woman. We both nodded and she smiled, displaying a perfect set of white teeth. “Then let’s go. I have so much to show you.”

I tried my best not to stare at Mati’s behind as we followed her from the restaurant. She was wearing a white shirt and black skirt, like most of the staff did and neither the top nor the skirt did anything to disguise their lush contents.

“The Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa has eccellente facilities,” the brunette explained as she guided us through a fabulous series of rooms, including a sports bar complete with a huge TV screen, a pool table and other games galore. After visiting the cabaret bar which hosted singers on certain evenings and even an elegant ballroom with its own professional dance teacher, we came to a hallway with several doors and a set of stairs at the end.

“This place is bigger than it looks on the outside,” I commented to Stacy and she agreed.

“In here we have a beauty salon,” Mati pushed open an obscured glass door to reveal a well-stocked make-up room with hairdressing chairs and sinks. “And down these steps, we have the thermal spa. From your questionnaire, you said you were most interested in the spa for a relaxing holiday, so I will take you down and show you if you like?”

I wasn’t that interested in the spa but Stacy clearly was, so I nodded and went along with it, letting the gorgeous brunette lead the way. What lay ahead of us downstairs was a surprise. The spa was much larger than I’d anticipated because it led outside beyond the hotel building on a separate lower floor that seemed dug into the mountainside.

“We have a steam room and a sauna,” Mati pointed to two doors behind a main reception desk which was manned by yet another good-looking male member of staff.

“They are different,” the man explained with a warm smile. “The steam room has humidity, the sauna is a dry heat. I am Alessio, one of the therapists here at the Azure View. Ciao.”

“Ciao,” Stacy said in an oddly quiet voice and when I looked at her, I saw why. Alessio was young and smooth-cheeked but with his flowing sun-kissed light brown hair and bright green eyes that contrasted with his chocolate-coloured skin and I could tell immediately that Stacy was attracted to him. She blinked and snatched her eyes away to look at me for a second, guilt evident on her face.

“Alessio and Flavia are our therapists and will look after your every need while you’re here,” Mati continued, thankfully leading us away from Alessio to show us another room. In here were two strangely undulating tiled benches and what seemed like a small fire pit or something.

“Ciao,” a statuesque blonde woman said as she emerged from a door that led to the outside area. Unlike Livia, the barmaid, this woman’s blonde hair was natural, not bleached, a pale cascade of platinum fastened into a long ponytail. Despite her hair being so pale, her skin was tanned golden and her eyebrows were dark. She was stunning, but in a totally different way from Mati.

“This is Flavia,” Mati introduced the second therapist. “She is our resident esperta in all types of therapy. I highly recommend her deep tissue massage.”

“This is the massage room,” Flavia waved a slender hand towards the two wavy benches. “We can do light massage or deep tissue or hot stone therapy.” She pointed towards the fire pit.

“The hot stones are splendid,” Mati said, again lilting into Italian, which I found incredibly sexy for some reason. I did my best not to stare at either of the two women when I saw Stacy watching me again.

“We need to do all of these things,” she said, taking my hand and squeezing it. “Please, Kris. Can we?”

“Sure,” I nodded, although the idea of having hot stones placed all over me didn’t sound like fun.

“We also have a hydrotherapy area outside complete with a jacuzzi,” Flavia continued, taking us outside to see two separate pools. One was obviously a hot tub-type jacuzzi, I didn’t know the difference and the other must be the hydrotherapy pool which I’d heard of but again, didn’t know much about. The outside area was interesting, carved into the rock of the cliffside behind the hotel, with a large outcrop of light grey stone covering the pools and shading them from the sun. Even though it was fairly late in the season, it was still hot and the sound of crickets singing filled the pretty area with the pleasant sound of their song, making it even more idyllic.

“I love this,” Stacy said in an awed tone as she looked around. “It’s beautiful.”

“And all included for you because you booked the custom service,” Mati replied to her.

“So that’s what the custom service thing is,” I inquired. “We get all these optional extras for free?”

“Indeed.” Mati seemed to share a look with Stacy for a moment, before turning back to me. “You simply need to book in with Alessio and Flavia and they will look after you and cater to all your needs.”

She paused and glanced at Stacy again before continuing. What was that look about?

“Is there anything else to show us?” My wife said, seeming to want to change the subject. She was still holding my hand tightly and squeezed it but didn’t meet my gaze as I looked at her.

“The gym,” Mati replied, glancing down at our clasped hands and smiling. “This way.”

One final door back inside took us into a small gym with a couple of treadmills and other machines and after explaining that someone called Lorenzo would have to give us an induction course before allowing us to use the equipment unsupervised, the sexy brunette experience manager led us back upstairs to the hotel proper.

“It’s all very impressive,” I said as we returned to the hotel lobby area. It was. If Dennis Webb was the owner of the place, he must be a very wealthy man.

“Grazie,” Mati adjusted the front of her shirt where the top button had popped undone, probably from the stress of holding her large buxom. Again, I tried not to watch but it was difficult. “Finally, the hotel has its own pool which I’m sure you have already seen but also a nine-hole golf course and a private beach. If you want to explore the golf experience, ask Viola at reception and she will see if our golf teacher has some free time. The beach is signposted from the road outside.”

I wondered how old Mati was. She looked in her late teens or very early twenties but she was so utterly professional and knowledgable that I presumed she must be older than she seemed.

Stacy gave my hand a tight squeeze and I dragged my eyes away from Mati’s chest. Damn it. This was becoming a problem.

“Golf isn’t our thing,” my wife replied, “But we might visit the beach one day. And I’m sure Kris will want to spend some time in the games room that you showed us. I think we’ll go there for a drink next. Thank you, Mati.”

“One final thing,” the dark-haired girl said as we turned to leave her in the lobby. “If you want any travel advice, not just to Positano but Amalfi or Sorrento, Naples or Vesuvius, let me know and we can arrange tours for you. Enzo is our tour guide and chauffeur and also, Tito, our security officer sometimes likes to take people out for day excursions. You only have to ask.”

“I would definitely like to visit some of those places,” I replied. “I know Stacy wants a relaxing holiday but I enjoy sightseeing, so I think we’ll be making time for a bit of both.”

“This weekend, there is a special festival at Amalfi,” Mati added. “The festa di Sant’Andrea. It is a lot of fun and there are fireworks. You should go. In fact, I could arrange that now. Several of the staff are going already.”

“That sounds like fun,” I smiled, excited at the idea but Stacy simply stood there with her lips pursed. What was wrong with her?

Mati left us after that and we headed to the sports bar where I ordered a beer for the both of us.

“That sounds like fun,” Stacy mocked with a bad impression of my voice.

“If you’re upset because I looked at Mati’s boobs, get over it,” I replied, rolling my eyes. “You were practically drooling when that Alessio guy spoke to you.”

“Well, he was cute,” she admitted. “But you didn’t see me staring at his bulge, did you?”

“Oh, stop,” I said, taking a sip of my beer as the barman, Pietro, the guy who’d served our dinner last night, handed it over.

Stacy took hers and tried to glare at me for a moment before bursting into a fit of giggles. “I’m sorry,” she murmured around the bottle as she drank. “I was just teasing you. There is something I want to ask you, but it can wait until later.”

“Later sounds good,” I said, looking up at the big screen to see that a football match was starting and it looked like a good game. “As you said, we need to relax, so let’s chill out for an hour before lunch and then we can talk tonight, yes?”

“Okay,” Stacy said, her big blue eyes staring into mine like she was trying to read me. She’d just laughed it off and made it out to be a joke but there was definitely something on her mind.

I was soon going to find out and never in a million years would I have guessed what it was.
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Lemonade and Lies

Lunch was every bit as good as last night’s dinner and this morning’s breakfast and as we chilled out by the small square pool outside, I was beginning to think that maybe a relaxing week might be fun, after all. I was coming around to Stacy’s idea of doing nothing, rather than running around the Amalfi Coast trying to fit everything in.

Luca, the pool boy who had been working behind the bar in the restaurant last night was on duty and made us feel welcome, regularly checking to see if our drinks glasses needed topping up from the small poolside bar nearby.

“The service here is impeccable,” I commented to Stacy from where I was lying on a sun lounger, enjoying the afternoon’s warmth on my skin.

“That’s why I brought us here,” my wife replied. She was wearing a white two-piece bikini that caught the eye of not only the young Luca but also a couple of the other male guests around the pool. “The custom service is what I wanted. It’s only going to get better, I think.”

“Better than it already is?” I closed my eyes, feeling all the tension that I’d carried around with me for the past couple of months slowly starting to ease.

“You have only been at the Azure View since yesterday,” a deep, male Italian voice answered, causing me to open my eyes and look up. The stocky guy that had been looking at Stacy from the bar last night was standing next to us. “Of course it will get better.”

“Hello?” My wife sat up, squinting in the bright sunlight until she picked up and put on her red-rimmed sunglasses.

“I am Gianni,” the shortish fellow introduced himself with a smile and a subtle bow, then ran a hand through his mop of jet-black hair. “I am maintenance.”

“Ah,” I said, wondering what it was about this place that made everyone want to talk to us. So much for a relaxing break if every member of staff kept interrupting our time together to introduce themselves unnecessarily.

“Scusa but Signor Webb asked me to check on you.”

“We’re having a good time,” I said, somewhat grumpily as I rested my head back on the sun lounger again. “Thank you.”

“Be nice,” Stacy chastised me. “We love the hotel, Gianni. Tell Dennis we’re fine and making plans to visit the spa tomorrow and maybe the Amalfi festival this weekend amongst other things.”

“The festa is magnifico,” the maintenance man enthused. “The town folk carry out a tradition where they race around the town from the church to the beach and back carrying the statue of Sant Andrea.”

“That sounds like it would be quite something to experience,” Stacy replied.

“There is food, parties, fireworks,” Gianni added. “It goes on all day and is a lot of fun. You should definitely go with us. There are a few of us heading there ourselves.”

“Perhaps we will.”

I didn’t open my eyes to look at Stacy but I was guessing that she was letting her eyes roam across Gianni’s muscular bare chest from the way she hesitated in between speaking. This place was so full of ridiculously beautiful women and handsome men that I’d stopped worrying about it now. As long as being so close to all these attractive people didn’t make her want to cheat on me again, I was fine.

“Signor Webb also asked me to check that you understood the air-conditioning function.”

Stacy laughed quietly for some reason. “I think I got working as intended.”

“Bene. As long as you understood how to work it. He asked me to double-check,” Gianni said, his words slower now too, for some reason. I opened my eyes and turned my head to the side to see that he was openly gazing at Stacy’s cleavage in the half-cup white bikini top. My wife wasn’t making any attempt to cover up either. She was flirting again. I felt the now familiar sting of annoyance but bit my lip for now. We could talk about it later. I wasn’t going to cause a scene around the busy pool.

“Tell Dennis everything is fine,” Stacy finally said, noticing me looking at her. “And if you wouldn’t mind, could you send Luca over with some fresh lemonades for me and my husband?”

“Certainly,” the buff maintenance man replied and after giving me a cursory farewell smile, he left us to talk to the pool boy who seemed to be chatting up a young redhead on her own by the water’s edge.

“Stop being so testy,” Stacy said softly once he was out of earshot. “He was only asking us if we were okay. The hotel owner asked him to.”

“I was trying to take a nap,” I defended myself. “Besides, he was staring at your tits and not even trying to hide it. I felt like saying, ‘I’m her husband and I’m right here next to you’.”

“Well, I’m glad you didn’t,” Stacy folded her arms as if she was suddenly self-conscious about her breasts. “Don’t embarrass me, Kris. You were only talking about how good the service is a few minutes ago and now you’re complaining about it.”

“Plus I’m pretty sure you were drooling again,” I added, resting my head and closing my eyes. “Why are all the guys here like movie stars or male models?”

“I have two words for you,” Stacy replied, going quiet for a moment as Luca delivered our cold drinks, then continuing once he’d gone. “Mati and Flavia. Oh and the girl behind the bar last night, the one with the bleached blonde hair.”

“Flavia is too…” I groped for the right word. Skinny wasn’t right because while was slim she was also very toned to the point of being muscular. “She’s too athletic,” I settled on.

“That’s a weird reason for not fancying someone. What about Mati? She must be fifteen years younger than you. You shouldn’t be looking at her. She’s just a girl.”

“Please, let’s not get into this,” I said, sitting up and taking a drink of the delicious cloudy lemonade that they served here, presumably made from fresh Amalfi lemons.

“I’m sorry,” Stacy apologised, taking a sip from her glass too. “I feel really on edge. Because of what happened… it’s like I’m walking on eggshells and I don’t want it to be like that.”

“Mati might be nice to look at. Livia, the woman being the bar too, but I assure you-” I stopped to take another drink. It really was delicious; zesty and fresh. “I assure you I am not going to make a move on any of the women… girls, as you said Mati was… while we’re here. I’m not out to get even with you, Stacy, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“Oh,” my wife said, adjusting the sunglasses on her nose so that I couldn’t see her eyes and know what she was thinking. “You know, I’d understand if you did feel that way.”

“But I don’t.” I got comfortable on the sun lounger again. “You’re overthinking things.”

“I feel guilty,” she went on. “So, so guilty. I can’t tell you how bad I feel for hurting you.”

“This isn’t the time or place-” I tried to say but Stacy kept on talking.

“If you did sleep with someone, maybe I’d feel better. Less guilty.”

I stared at her. “Stacy. Chill out. We came here to relax, you said. I saw this vacation as an opportunity for us to get away for a while and maybe see if we can repair our relationship by spending some quality time together. If we can bond again, we can get through this. I’ve forgiven you, is what I’m saying, okay?”

“Okay. If you say so.” She didn’t sound convinced but took one more sip of her lemonade before lying back down to sunbathe.

I hadn’t forgiven her. That was a lie. But I was willing to try and make our marriage work. I wanted it to work. Despite what she’d done, I still loved Stacy and she loved me enough to hand in her notice at work and promise never to see Billy again. We’d made a life together. Throwing it all away over a short-lived affair seemed ridiculous. I owed it to myself and Stacy to at least try. The revelations that had come out just before our trip hadn’t helped but I was trying.

“We had sex last night,” I pointed out.

“Why don’t you tell the whole hotel?” Stacy hissed. “Hush. You’re right, we’ll talk about it later.”

“I didn’t say it that loud. I’m sure no one heard.” I sat up and looked around to see that Luca and the red-haired girl were looking back with broad smiles on their faces. Perhaps they had heard, but whatever, it was too late now. The boy was probably jealous anyway. Stacy was far hotter than the girl he was with.

We sunbathed for a while before returning to our room to freshen up before dinner and nothing else was said about the affair until we were sitting in the restaurant, finishing our main course, a superb tuna steak.

“Can I ask a question?” Stacy looked pretty tonight. She’d kept it simple; a white tee and jeans and her make-up was natural colours. Her hair flowed loose over her shoulders, towel dried after the shower rather than using heat. I loved her look when she went low-effort. It just worked.

“Fire away.” I took a sip of the red wine we’d chosen tonight. I wasn’t a wine expert but Stacy knew her stuff and had chosen well.

“Just for fun,” she paused to emphasize the last word. “If you had to choose one, who would it be? Mati, Flavia, the blonde behind the bar or Viola on reception?”

“I’m not answering that,” I groaned. “I thought we’d moved past all of this.”

“No, this is just for fun,” Stacy said, smiling to lighten the mood. “I’m guessing Flavia. Mati is too young. Bar lady isn’t your type. And I think Viola would eat you alive.”

“Oh, do you now?” I chuckled. I would have picked Mati without any hesitation but didn’t want to say her name now that Stacy had repeated the point about her being young. So I lied. “No, I wouldn’t choose Flavia. She’s… intimidating.”

“So… the barmaid?” Stacy looked across the room to observe Livia, who was pouring a drink for Gianni of all people. “She’s kind of boyish with her short hair. She reminds me of an elf. I didn’t think you’d go there. She’s older too.”

“You’re forcing me to choose,” I explained. “I’d take you over any of those four.”

“Yeah, right,” Stacy arched an eyebrow. “You’re going to say that. I really thought you’d choose Flavia. I think she’s stunning.”

She looked… disappointed, or at least deeper in thought than what this game merited.

“What about you?”

“What about me?” Stacy pushed her blonde hair behind one ear and took a long drink from her wine glass.

“Who would you choose? Say, from Gianni, Luca, Alessio and… who else? Dennis?”

“Dennis?” Stacy scoffed, then straightened her face. “You, Kris. I’d choose you.”

“This isn’t a trick question,” I added. “And I’m not trying to start an argument again. I’m sorry for getting jealous earlier. Maybe I was tired.”

“It’s okay,” my wife considered me for a moment. “You really want to know?”

“Purely hypothetically,” I nodded. “You asked me, so come on.”

Stacy sighed. “Fine,” and then looked around the room, sizing up Gianni for a long minute. “Him, I suppose.”

“Gianni?” I wasn’t surprised really, from the way she’d looked at him this afternoon but in a way, I was a little. “You don’t normally like ‘bit of rough’ type guys. I thought you’d say Alessio.”

“They’re all cute, to be honest,” Stacy shrugged. “Luca is only a boy though, so I’d rule him out.”

“Even Dennis?”

“I forgot about Dennis,” she laughed and put down her glass. “Dennis is very nice but he’s old enough to be my father.”

“Very nice?” I questioned the tame description. “He must be filthy rich to own this place. Maybe you fancy having him as a sugar daddy? He certainly has a thing for you.”

“I picked up on that too,” Stacy blushed for some reason. “Maybe I flirted with him a little bit too much. I was just trying to make sure we get the best service. I really want us to enjoy this vacation, Kris. I need you to enjoy it. I owe you that much.”

“I am enjoying it,” I reassured her.

We finished our meals and as we headed out for the evening to sample the sights and sounds of Positano for the first time, she held my hand tightly. “So I don’t need to worry about Flavia seducing you tomorrow when we have our spa day?”

“You have nothing to worry about at all, I promise,” I replied. “Wait… Spa day? Tomorrow?”

“I booked us in earlier as a surprise,” my wife grinned at me, and then her fun was spoiled when she tripped over the kerb, making me howl with laughter even as I caught her fall. I loved her clumsiness. It only served to make her even more adorable than she ever was.

“It’s not the wine, I promise. It’s guess I’m falling for you,” she quipped, tightening her grip on my hand as she straightened her hair with the other.

“Very funny.” I was still laughing and she laughed along with me as we walked down the hill through the pastel-coloured buildings towards the busy bars and nightclubs of Positano.

I’d never done a spa day before, so tomorrow was going to be interesting. More interesting than I could possibly imagine.
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Oil and Water

The following day was cooler than the previous two days. A thin layer of fluffy white clouds obscured the sun and a gentle but cool breeze wafted in from the sea, so Stacy’s choice to do the spa thing today was a good one.

“I feel nervous,” I said, walking through the hotel lobby in a t-shirt and shorts despite the weather.

“Why?” Stacy frowned at me. “It’s just a pamper day. It’s supposed to relax you, not stress you out, Kris.”

“First-time nerves,” I shrugged. “I’ve never had a massage before or done anything like that.”

“So you’re not excited about having Flavia’s hands all over your body?” my wife asked sceptically.

“No, I am not,” I shook my head. “I might just chill in the hot tub thing while you get your massage.”

“Ah.” We’d reached the steps that led down to the lower level and the spa and gym and Stacy paused at the door to look at me. “So your plan is to sit in the hot tub and watch Flavia rub her sexy hands all over your wife’s body. That’s it, right?”

“What?” I hadn’t even thought that until now but it wasn’t a completely unappealing prospect. “I don’t have a plan, Stacy. I just-”

“Relax, Kris.” She pushed open the door, took my hand and led me through. “I’m fucking with you.”

“You’re here,” Flavia welcomed us from behind the desk in the centre of the room. “How has your morning been? You didn’t have too heavy a lunch, I hope?”

The tall blonde was pretty despite being taller and more athletic than I would normally go for. Seeing her again, I now knew I would definitely go for Mati in answer to the hypothetical question Stacy had asked me last night.

“We had a salad, as you suggested,” my wife replied then pointed towards me. “Even though Kris grumbled about it.”

“I didn’t grumble,” I corrected her. “I just said that salad is not real food.”

“We will have to disagree there,” Flavia chastised me. “But you are on vacation so I won’t punish you too much.”

Punish? I had a fleeting mental image of Flavia dressed in black leather, like some kind of dominatrix and didn’t know whether to laugh or be scared.

“I think Kris would probably enjoy that,” Stacy teased.

“Oh, is that so?” Flavia’s deep-set eyes considered me with an amused twinkle in them.

“Aren’t we here for a spa day?” I suggested, trying to change the subject. Being the centre of attention was never my strong point. “I think I’d like to try the hot tub while Stacy has a massage.”

“No massage for you?” Flavia beckoned us through the door into the room with the two undulating tiled benches.

“Maybe another day,” I explained. “I’ll watch Stacy have one and see if I fancy it.”

“Ciao,” said the handsome Alessio, stepping into the room from the doorway that led outside. “It is good to see you again.”

“You too,” Stacy replied, her eyes widening as she saw him briefly but then she seemed to remember me and looked away and then to me with a loving smile.

“What type of massage would you like?” Flavia asked. “We do Thai massages, Shiatsu, Sports, Aromatherapy, Deep Tissue or Hot Stones?”

Alessio passed us both a leaflet detailing the differences but after a brief scan through it, I handed it back, explaining that I was happy just to relax in the hot tub today but that I might try a massage another day.

“Not a problem,” the handsome Italian replied with a shrug. “I will prepare the hot tub for you now.”

“I think a Thai massage sounds fun,” Stacy said after reading through the information.

“That involves some stretching of the muscles and joints,” Flavia nodded. “Plus here at the Azure View, we use some aromatic oils to enhance the experience. Buona scelta. Good choice.”

Stacy clapped her hands together excitedly and looked at me. “Are you sure you won’t join me?”

“I’m fine,” I shook my head. “I don’t fancy my joints being stretched today.”

“Very well,” Flavia smiled. The statuesque blonde beckoned Stacy towards a door which she explained was the changing room. “Place your clothes and belongings in the locker. They will be safe. There is a gown for you to wear. You can keep your undergarments on if you wish, but I will give you special towels to preserve your modesty.”

Stacy disappeared into the room while Flavia placed a rubber mat over the tiled, slightly undulating massage bench and when she came back, she was wearing a thin cotton gown which she wore while she laid flat on her front.

“The hot tub should be at the correct temperature in a moment,” Alessio said from behind me, so I walked out onto the outdoor patio area to join him but he indicated towards the changing rooms inside. “Disrobe in there. Only swimming shorts are allowed for hygiene reasons.”

I had my trunks on beneath my shorts, so I did as I was bid, walking through into the changing rooms and after stashing my shorts and other clothes in one of the lockers, I returned to the main room and then stopped in surprise.

Alessio was standing over Stacy and was helping her slide off her gown.

“Alessio is the only one who does Thai massages,” my wife explained when she saw me pause at the doorway. “I’ll be okay. Don’t worry.”

I’d expected Flavia to be the one giving her the massage and the Italian must have sensed it because he reassured me with a calm smile. “Worry not. You can trust me with your wife, Signor Kris.”

As he removed the gown, I was surprised to see that Stacy was naked beneath but he deftly covered her bottom with a towel at the exact same moment the garment slid away so that he saw nothing. Then he walked over to a shelf on the wall and selected a bottle of some sort of oil and began applying it to his hands.

“The hot tub is ready,” Flavia said from behind me.

“I… Um…” I hesitated, not ready to leave my wife alone with this man, naked as she was apart from a tiny white towel covering her butt cheeks.

“Relax,” Flavia waved me forwards through the door to the outside area. “Normally we close the blinds or have a portable barrier to preserve privacy but I’ll leave it all open so you’ll be able to see Stacy from the hot tub.”

“That would be good.” I couldn’t stop watching as Alessio’s hands went to my wife’s back, his thumbs and palms pressing against her soft skin, leaving a thin oily coating as he moved up towards her shoulders.

“This really is your first time in a spa, isn’t it?” Flavia giggled and I felt her hand on my shoulder. I could smell the herbal oil that Alessio was using. It was fresh and green-smelling but lemony too. She turned me away from the massage happening inside and steered me through the door towards the steaming hot tub outside.

Again, I was taken by the beauty of the patio area. The hot tub itself was protected from the elements by an outcrop of rock, the same stone that covered the outside of the tub, making it look almost like a natural thermal pool from the outside.

Flavia’s eyes went up and down my body as I walked across the tiled floor and I felt slightly exposed in just the tight grey trunks I was wearing but my attention was too focused on Stacy to let it really bother me.

Trying to keep an eye on Alessio and my wife, I climbed up the small stone steps and dipped a toe into the rolling warm water. Finding it pleasantly hot, I slipped my leg all the way in and then allowed myself to slide entirely into the bubbling tub.

“Wow, this feels good,” I said, enjoying the sensation of the tumbling water against my skin. Jets of water surged against my feet and lower back as I found an underwater ledge that I could sit on.

“I am glad you like it.” Flavia leaned against the edge, looking over into the water and running her hand through it. “Is it warm enough or too hot?”

“It’s perfect,” I said, hoping she’d move because she was blocking my view of the massage happening inside.

“Drink?” Flavia didn’t move so I nodded and asked for sparkling water just so that she’d leave me alone.

When she did, I saw that Stacy was still on her front, entirely naked apart from the towel on her backside but even that was rolled up slightly so that most of her ass crack was on show to the handsome Italian working his hands into her calves.

As he caressed higher, Stacy parted her legs slightly to give him access to her thighs and I couldn’t help but wonder if he could see between her legs at all. Just as he started to rub his oiled hands into her upper legs, however, Flavia came back.

“It is very quiet today,” she said, handing me the bottle of water. “During the summer, it gets very busy here but this late in the season it is often quieter.”

“Thank you,” I smiled politely and took a sip of the water, mentally urging her to move out of the way.

“Would you mind if I joined you?” she asked.

I blinked in surprise. I wasn’t sure Stacy would like me sharing the hot tub with another woman but it felt rude to say no. Not only that, but at least it would get her to move so that I could see Stacy.

“I guess, I mean, yeah, if you want to. Are you allowed to share with guests?”

“Of course we are,” Flavia grinned, her dark eyes twinkling as she stripped off her white top to reveal a tiny black bikini top. When she stepped out of her black gym leggings, she was wearing a matching pair of equally tiny bikini briefs. Her body was amazing, slim and toned to the point of being almost muscular. Her breasts were very small but shapely. I had to remind myself that I was meant to be watching my wife, not letting my eyes explore Flavia’s attractive body.

“And besides,” she said, finally moving out of the way to ascend the steps into the tub, “Even if I wasn’t, you wouldn’t tell Signor Webb, would you?”

“No,” I said absent-mindedly as my eyes found Stacy. Alessio must be able to see her pussy. He was flexing her knee and hip joints from behind but the way her thighs were splayed, he must be able to see everything. If Stacy cared, she showed no sign. Her head was facing the other way so I couldn’t see her face, but everything about her body said that she was relaxed and enjoying it.

I felt a twinge of jealousy in my stomach as Flavia slid into the water alongside me.

“So my secret is safe with you?” she asked, then followed my line of sight into the spa. “Ah, you are watching your wife. She is in safe hands, Kris.”

“Sorry,” I said, realising how obvious it was that I was staring at them. “It’s just that after she-”

I took a drink of the water quickly to stop myself from saying what I’d been about to say. I’d almost confessed about her having an affair. The hot tub was relaxing; too relaxing, it seemed.

“After she… what?” Flavia asked, reaching out of the tub to retrieve a bottle of water that she’d brought over.

“Nothing,” I said, forcing a smile at the blonde masseuse next to me.

“Okay,” she replied, not seeming convinced. Flavia moved slightly closer, her legs brushing against mine. “If you ever want to talk about anything, I am a good listener, Kris.”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling slightly uncomfortable and inching away from her while watching Stacy and Alessio inside once more. It was time for my wife to turn over and so Alessio held the towel covering her bottom while she rolled onto her back, keeping it in place so that her pussy wasn’t revealed. She kept one of her arms over her large breasts and once she was lying flat again, Alessio took another towel from the shelf above her and let her position it across her chest.

There was a moment where her nipples were exposed, only a second or two, but I’m sure his light green eyes flickered towards them during that brief moment.

“Your wife has a bellissimo body,” Flavia commented quietly. I turned to see that was staring at Stacy and Alessio too. “She is very beautiful.”

She raised herself in the water for a moment to place her bottled water back down and I saw that her nipples were visible through the thin, wet fabric of her black bikini top. I felt my cock harden in my shorts at the sight and looked away quickly before she saw me looking.

“I’ve always thought so,” I agreed, not quite knowing how to react to a woman complimenting my wife in such a situation as this. Alessio’s hands were re-oiled and now he was massaging her front, starting at her shoulders.

“Does it make you jealous?” Flavia’s voice was quiet.

“What?”

“Watching another man touch her,” she continued. “Even if it is someone professional, like Alessio, sometimes seeing another man’s hands on your wife can be an unusual experience. Some men get jealous. Other men like it.”

“I have my reasons for watching them and being jealous,” I said, more defensively than I should but the atmosphere felt suddenly intense.

Alessio moved the towel on her chest so that almost all of her upper breasts were on display. I could see the edges of her nipples above the edge of the material but Stacy didn’t seem to mind. Her eyes were closed as Alessio’s hands rubbed across her breastbone and to her soft breasts.

“I understand, perhaps,” Flavia murmured but I was too intent on watching the massage to question what she meant. Alessio’s hands curved around the outside of her breasts, pushing the towel up so that it was a thin, rolled-up strip that just covered her nipples. Then he went lower, to her belly.

Flavia stayed quiet, her small breasts bobbing up and down on the surface of the water but I only had eyes for Stacy. Alessio’s hands went lower, to just an inch or so above her pussy before going to the fronts of her thighs. This time, Stacy kept her legs closer together and the lower towel seemed to protect her modesty.

By the time he’d worked all the way down to her lower legs, I felt a sense of relief but something else too. It was almost a strange feeling of disappointment that the massage was finished. Why was that? Had I enjoyed watching? It had been fascinating, in a way, perhaps because it was interesting to see how Stacy reacted to another man’s hands on her.

The vision of her in bed, with Billy atop her, entered my mind but Flavia’s hand on my thigh snapped me back into the present.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked. Her hand stroked slowly across the top of my leg, moving towards my groin.

I looked into her dark brown eyes. Did she mean the hot tub? Or was she asking if I enjoyed watching my wife with Alessio?

“It was good,” I said neutrally, shuffling away from her touch. “I’m getting out now.”

Flavia watched me hoist myself from the water to take one of the warm towels hanging on a heater next to the doorway that headed back inside. As I wrapped it around me, hoping that my unexpected erection wasn’t visible through the thin trunks, I saw Stacy wrapping the gown around herself where she was sitting on the edge of the massage table. Alessio was standing nearby, washing the oil from his hands in a small sink. How much of her body had he seen when she sat up? I’d missed the moment.

Flavia and Alessio left us to get dressed and we headed into the male and female changing rooms respectively, then when we came out, we headed out for something to eat.

I had a lot to think about and from how quiet Stacy was, she did too.
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Kisses and Confessions

Before we left the spa, we agreed that we’d be back in a couple of days but I really needed to talk to Stacy about it before we planned anything.

“I told you it would be fun,” Stacy said over our evening meal, finally broaching the subject. We’d talked earlier briefly about it being relaxing and as good as she’d hoped it would be but this was the first time she’d brought it up properly since. “Although I was a little surprised to see Flavia in the hot tub with you when I looked up.”

“I was surprised when she asked if she could join me,” I replied.

“Oh, I don’t mind. I’m not angry, just surprised.” Stacy eyed me over a mouthful of food. She looked beautiful tonight in a little black dress. She still smelled of the lemony oil that Alessio had rubbed into her skin.

“I’m not sure she’s allowed to join guests,” I added. “When I asked her, she was kind of vague. She said something like, ‘you won’t tell Dennis, will you?’ I said no but yeah, it was kind of a surprise.”

“I’m not surprised at her asking. I was surprised that you said ‘yes’,” Stacy’s bright blue eyes creased at the edges as she giggled. “It’s nice to see you letting your guard down a little if I’m honest.”

“I couldn’t really say ‘no’ without being rude, could I?”

“I’m glad you let her in.” My wife took a sip of her white wine. “I was getting massaged by a hunky Italian so it was only fair that you got a treat too.”

“I’m not sure it was a treat,” I replied carefully. “I’d rather have had the hot tub to myself.”

“So, let me get this right. You didn’t enjoy being in a hot tub, in close proximity to a hot blonde with a supermodel figure wearing the tiniest bikini I’ve ever seen?” Stacy raised an eyebrow in disbelief. “Kris, when you got out, you had a hard-on in your trunks. You didn’t even try to hide it. Alessio noticed so Flavia must have as well, as you got out. Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy it.”

Shit. They’d seen my erection. I shoved some pasta into my mouth, chewing for longer than I needed to, to give myself time to think. The problem was that I wasn’t sure why I’d been aroused. Was it from being next to Flavia or her hand touching my thigh as she had? Or was it from seeing my wife naked and being massaged by another man? If so, that was weird and I wasn’t ready to process it yet.

“It was the bubbles,” I lied. “The bubbles in the hot tub, the warmth, it made me relax and before I knew it, I’d got a hard-on.”

“Yeah, right.” Stacy laughed, covering her mouth with one hand. “Whatever. It’s fine, Kris. You’re human. Even the most faithful men in the world who are totally in love with their wives are sometimes going to get a boner sitting next to someone like Flavia.”

I felt my cheeks getting hot. “I can’t believe Alessio saw. Did he say something?”

“He just looked at me and grinned. I knew he’d seen it.” She shrugged and took another drink. We’d almost finished the bottle already, so I asked the waiter, Pietro, to bring us another.

“If it makes you feel better, you weren’t the only one to get hard,” Stacy said quietly, fiddling with a strand of her long blonde hair.

“What?” It took me a minute to realise what she was saying. “Alessio got hard?”

“It was sticking through his shorts,” she giggled. “I’m sorry but I couldn’t help but notice because it was kind of on my eye level. I opened my eyes while he was massaging my shoulders and there it was.”

I didn’t know how to feel. It was better that she told me this rather than kept it from me, I supposed, but I still felt a pang of jealousy as she continued.

“I think it was because he could see most of my boobs,” she added. “The towels they use don’t cover much. I mean, if it was Flavia with her small boobs then sure, but it barely did anything except cover my nipples.”

“You weren’t wearing panties either,” I pointed out. “He could have seen more than your boobs when he was massaging your thighs.”

“I know,” my wife said, going quiet for a moment when Pietro came over and poured some wine from the new bottle that he’d brought over for us to test. When I nodded my approval, he left and Stacy continued with a dirty giggle. “I didn’t think about that until I rolled over. I let my legs open a bit because he was doing the insides of my legs. When he did the front of my legs, I remembered and kept them shut.”

“Hopefully he didn’t see too much,” I replied. “He’s a professional. I’m sure he’s seen a lot of things he shouldn’t.”

“Well, if he has, he hasn’t seen enough to control himself. Let’s just say that he isn’t small either. It’s a good job he had shorts on, or he could have taken my eye out.”

I took a deep breath. It was one thing for Stacey to tell me that she’d noticed his erection, but something else altogether that she’d looked at it enough to register his size. I felt envious again, not just because he had a big cock but also because Stacy had seen the shape of it. For some reason, it also made me feel strangely competitive.

“Flavia’s nipples were erect too,” I revealed. “They were sticking through her bikini top. I don’t even know why she bothered wearing it. It covered nothing. She may as well have been naked.”

As soon as I said that, I regretted it. What was wrong with me? It was like I was trying to outdo my own wife and prove to her that she wasn’t the only attractive person out of the two of us. I looked at my empty wine glass. We’d finished one bottle already and perhaps it had gone to my head. I should slow down with the second bottle.

“And there we are,” my wife replied with a smug grin. “Finally he admits to why he got a boner.”

“Shut up,” I replied with a chuckle, more from relief that she hadn’t reacted badly rather than actual amusement. “Are you telling me you didn’t get a bit turned on being rubbed all over your naked body by a young Italian stallion?”

“You’ll have to wait until we get into our room to see if I’m turned on or not.” Stacy pushed a stray strand of blonde hair out of her eyes and gazed at me for a moment before smiling. “I hope you’ve still got that hard-on and that you didn’t jerk off in the changing rooms afterwards and waste it.”

My cock twitched at the sexy tone in her voice. Even after a decade of being together, and even after the affair, my wife could still turn me on when she teased me like that.

“I didn’t jerk off,” I reassured her and grinned back. “I was saving it.”

We finished the second bottle of wine and then had a couple more drinks while watching a young singer called Roland in the cocktail bar. He had a fantastic voice and the looks and charisma to go with it. By evening’s end, he had a number of women, including some that were with their husbands, swooning over him at the bar so I steered Stacy in the opposite direction so that he couldn’t delay us returning to our room.

I was horny as hell by the time we staggered into our room. We’d both had slightly too much to drink, making the normally clumsy Stacy even more accident-prone and right as I closed the door behind us, she tripped over her own feet, landing flat on her bottom.

“Oh, no,” I laughed. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine.” She sat there for a moment, laughing at herself.

“Such a shame you wore panties tonight.” The way she’d landed, with her legs wide open, I had a view of her black panties.

“I should have worn them earlier,” Stacy rued, closing her legs and climbing unsteadily to her feet before sitting on the edge of the bed. “I think Alessio saw everything, you know? He must have. He probably thinks I’m a slut or something.”

“I’m sure he doesn’t think that,” I said, then went quiet as she kicked her shoes off and lifted her dress up and over her head.

You are a slut, said the voice in my head. You fucked your boss in our bed. God only knows how many other times you fucked him. Or how many other men you’ve had.

I suppressed the paranoid thoughts. I was drunk. I needed to relax. What had happened had happened. We were here to move on.

“I got horny,” she admitted as she undid her bra and tossed it to the floor before sliding beneath the bed sheets and waiting for me. “I got horny knowing that he’d seen between my legs. Maybe I am a slut. I’m sorry.”

Oh no, Stacy, don’t do this, I thought to myself as I sensed her mood changing. I got undressed and got into bed next to her. I’m horny and really want sex. Please don’t have a drunk meltdown.

“You’re not a slut,” I said softly, despite the angry voice in my head saying otherwise.

“I cheated on you,” she replied, moving to put space between us. “ I am a slut. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have got horny from Alessio massaging me.”

I shouldn’t have let her drink so much. This was on me.

“You did cheat on me but we’re going to get through it,” I reassured her, pressing my body against hers again. “That’s why we’re here.”

“And you know what I was like before I met you,” she continued quietly, ignoring what I’d just said. “I’m sorry I lied.”

I’d asked her, during the early days of our relationship, if she’d had many boyfriends before me. She replied that she’d only ever been with two men; one was a drunken fumble with her prom partner, a conscious decision to lose her virginity and the other was her first boyfriend, the only proper relationship she’d had before meeting me. It only lasted a year, but the feelings had been real and they’d had sex several times before it ended when he moved away to go to university.

The drunken fumble with her prom partner was true but the rest was a lie. In the days after I caught her with Billy, Stacy’s brother, Craig, turned up out of the blue, wanting to borrow money to get out of some trouble he’d found himself in. She hadn’t seen him in years after a family argument so initially, I declined to help him, explaining that Stacy had moved out for a few days but somehow he managed to worm his way into my confidence. I needed someone to talk to and made the mistake of telling him everything over a crate of beers and a football game.

Craig told me he wasn’t surprised. It was just a matter of time, he said, and when I asked him to explain he told me that while at school and in the years before she met me, Stacy had been the town slut. He said that she’d slept with all his mates and it was only when she met me that she finally seemed to settle down.

I didn’t believe him but he responded by starting to give me names, times and places so I stopped him. I didn’t want to know. I told him I’d speak to Stacy and when I did, she broke down in tears and confessed to it being true.

“We don’t need to talk about this,” I said gently. “We’ve gone through it all already. Sure, it hurt. Sure, it’s been difficult but we’re here to relax and to try to move on.”

“Would it help if you knew the details?” Stacy looked up at me with her blue eyes wide. “I could tell you how it was with Billy. I could tell you about all the guys before. I remember all of them and what we did. I could tell you and it might help you reconcile it all.”

“I’ve told you before, I’d rather not know.”

“I don’t like us having secrets.” Stacy moved forward, into my arms. “There are things I want to tell you-”

“You told me Billy was good in bed. That was more than enough,” I replied. “Please, leave it. Let’s make love, put all of those things in the past.”

“It’s important,” she said so I tried to silence her with a kiss but she only pressed her body against mine in response and continued, “But I wanted to say how hot it was seeing you in the pool with Flavia.”

“What?” Why was she being so weird? She must be really drunk.

“Didn’t you think it was hot, seeing me with Alessio?”

“Stop.” I tried kissing her again but again she pressed against me, her breasts crushing against my chest. She was only getting more turned on.

“If you fucked Flavia, I’d be okay with it,” she said breathlessly, her hand sliding into my shorts and grabbing my cock hard. “You’d be even with me then. You can fuck her if you want. I know she likes you. See? Your cock is getting hard at the thought of it.”

She was right, I was getting hard but it was purely to do with our bodies being pressed together and her hand stroking me.

“You’re wasted,” I hushed her. “Stop. Let’s go to sleep.”

“Don’t you want me?” Stacy said, her voice suddenly sad. “Is it because I’m a slut? You know, if Alessio had touched my pussy, I wouldn’t have stopped him. That makes me a slut, doesn’t it? I want you to fuck Flavia, Kris.”

“No, it’s because you’re drunk,” I corrected her but I felt her wriggling her panties down and then her hands tugged down my shorts beneath the covers. She pushed me onto my back and slid herself over me, guiding my cock inside her and then sitting upright to look down at me.

“I never rode Billy, you know?” she told me. “He always wanted to be on top. Or behind.”

Her pussy was wet and tight, gripping my erection as she moved up and down on me. Her tits looked fantastic, swinging gently with the motion.

“I don’t want to know,” I repeated. I didn’t need the image of another man fucking my wife but there it was suddenly, painted vividly in my mind. I rolled her over onto her back before she could say anything else and drove my cock into her hard. The only way to quieten her would be to fuck her, so I did, as hard and fast as I could.

“I love you,” she murmured sleepily into my chest after we’d finished fucking, wrapped in each other’s arms.

“I love you too,” I said back. It was true. I did love her but everything she’d said tonight gave me more to think about than ever before. Just as I’d started to move on, now the image of Billy fucking her - this time in a different position, from behind - was back in my head again, reinforced by the sight of Alessio massaging her body earlier. I knew what it looked like now; another man with my naked wife; touching her; caressing her, so it was easy to imagine Billy or any of her lovers before me, doing it.

I heard Stacy’s breaths deepen and slow down as she fell asleep and I closed my eyes and tried to do the same.
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Experiences and Opportunities

We spent most of the following day nursing our hangovers around the pool. I didn’t bring up any of the strange things she’d said that night but the day after that, with our heads feeling clearer, I decided I should broach some of the subjects she’d brought up.

It would have to wait until the evening though. That day, we’d booked a trip to Pompeii and I was delighted to learn that Mati would be accompanying us.

“Good morning,” the beautiful brunette greeted us as we met up with the rest of the tour party in the hotel lobby. “How has your week at the Azure View been so far?”

“Fantastic,” Stacy replied with a smile, lowering her large sunglasses to the tip of her nose so she could look at the young woman.

“I’m glad,” Mati replied, switching her deep brown eyes from my wife to me. “And you, Kris? Did you enjoy the spa facilities? Flavia said you were too shy to have a massage.”

“I wasn’t shy,” I replied. “I just wasn’t sure if a massage was for me. After watching Stacy have one, I have decided to try. We’re booked in for tomorrow.”

“Very good,” the hotel experience manager replied. “Have a deep tissue massage. Trust me, you’ll love it.”

Today was warmer than the past couple of days, so Stacy and I were wearing a t-shirt and shorts but Mati had a thin vest and a short skirt. The vest did nothing to cover her tanned cleavage and I struggled not to stare as she led us outside to the minibus that awaited us. We’d been told when we booked the trip yesterday that Enzo, the hotel chauffeur would be driving us, but instead, it was Gianni, the hotel maintenance guy that Stacy had admitted to fancying. When he saw us approach, he ran his hand through the thick mop of hair on his head and waved.

“Great,” I murmured to my wife as we got into the minibus with the other four tourists that were joining us and Mati. “I hope I’m not going to have to endure you slobbering over him all day.”

“As if you’re not going to be staring at Mati’s boobs in that non-existent top?” Stacy arched a brow and I shrugged in defeat. She was right. It was going to be hard to not look at her impressive bosom.

The trip was nothing short of spectacular. We started with lunch at a wonderful seafood restaurant near the entrance to the site, then a tour, led by both Mati and Gianni around the ancient ruins of the Roman town devastated by the eruption of Mount Vesuvius in AD 79.

The Antiquarium museum was incredible but walking around the excavated streets and seeing sights such as the large theatre and the amphitheatre were truly breathtaking, with views of the volcano itself dominating the horizon.

As we walked around a stunning building called the Villa of the Mysteries, an incredible house with the most beautiful, brightly-coloured wall paintings, Mati sought us out to check that we were having a good time.

“It’s stunning,” I replied, taking the amazingly well-preserved friezes in front of us.

Stacy echoed the sentiment, then walked ahead of me a little way, leaving me with the young brunette for a moment.

“I hope you’re still coming to the festival in Amalfi at the weekend,” she asked. “You will enjoy that also.”

I nodded, trying not to stare openly as she pulled at the front of her vest to waft some cool air down the front of her top. It was a warm day and inside the building where we were there was no air at all.

“We’re looking forward to it,” I replied. “Are you arranging transport again?”

“Yes,” she smiled at me. Her eyes were gorgeous; dark and deep with long, fluttering, thick lashes. “Several of the staff are going, Gianni and Alessio so Stacy would enjoy it, I’m sure.”

What did she mean by that? Was it that obvious that Stacy was attracted to the two men she’d mentioned? I looked to see where Stacy was and saw that she was standing with Gianni over by the exit. He put his hand on her arm and she laughed at whatever it was he said. I felt a flare of jealousy again. I needed to get over this. She was only being friendly.

“Are you okay?” Mati said and when I turned back to her, she took my hand and gently squeezed it. I stared down at our hands until she let go. “You seem preoccupied, that is all. I asked Flavia how your spa treatment went and she told me that you watched Alessio the whole time he was massaging your wife. It just made me wonder if you are okay.”

The question seemed so totally out of the blue and slightly intrusive that I didn’t know what to say. The girl in front of me what twenty at the most. What did she know about relationships?

“I don’t mean to be rude, but it’s none of your business,” I snapped, then immediately regretted it. “I’m sorry, Mati. I didn’t mean to snap.”

“Mi dispiace. I am sorry,” Mati took a step back, making me feel even worse. “I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“No, don’t be sorry.” I knew she was only trying to be good at her job by making sure we were okay. I felt dreadful. “Look… There was a… thing… that happened before we came here. My wife and I came here to get away from it. That’s all I want to say, okay? I promise you. I’m good. We are good. Don’t worry.”

“Well,” Mati seemed a little comforted, which made me glad. She was young and trying to be helpful. “You know when you have your spa day tomorrow if you wanted to talk to someone about anything, speak to Flavia. She is very wise and understanding. Sometimes, getting stuff off your chest while being massaged or in the sauna can be good for you mentally and physically.”

Her mention of the phrase ‘getting stuff off your chest’ made me glance at her cleavage again and this time she saw me but only gave me a knowing smile before leaving me to catch up with my wife before the tour moved on.

After completing the tour of Pompeii and all its ‘frozen in time’ sights, the tour took us to Mount Vesuvius for a half-hour climb to the volcanic rim. The path was rocky and uneven and there was nowhere to shade ourselves from the sun, so partway to the top, Stacy took off her t-shirt and completed the uphill trek in just her black bikini top. Gianni led the way but every time he turned around to check that we were okay, I saw him stare at Stacy’s cleavage. I couldn’t blame him, my wife had begun to tan nicely and her breasts looked good in the revealing top.

“Wow,” she said, as we finally crested the ridge and looked down into the three-hundred-feet-deep crater.

I gasped at the vista around us. The crater was enormous and although the volcano was dormant, there were several cracks and holes that we could see which seemed to be still venting steam. As well as the volcano being spectacular, the landscape around us was breathtaking. Mati pointed out the city of Naples and the glorious, glittering blue bay of Naples beyond.

“What a view,” I said, once I’d caught my breath from the steep climb.

“A very beautiful view, si,” Gianni agreed but I noticed that he was looking at Stacy as he said it, his eyes glancing down at her breasts again. Stacy’s cheeks reddened although I couldn’t read her reaction properly or see where her eyes went because of her large dark-lensed sunglasses.

From Mount Vesuvius National Park, we were treated to a brief tour and an evening meal in the wonderful town of Sorrento before heading back to the hotel. It had been a long day and we were both exhausted but we were talked by some of the other tourists that we’d gotten to know on the trip into joining them, Mati and Gianni for a nightcap in the cocktail bar.

“I haven’t seen you try one of these yet,” the charming maintenance man passed two shot glasses full of a bright yellow liqueur to us as walked around the tables.

“What is it?” I asked, picking up the small, ice-cold glass and sniffing at it. It had a strong, lemony scent that reminded me of the oil Alessio had used on Stacy in the spa.

“Limoncello. You will enjoy it,” the thick-haired Italian smiled. “Drink up.”

“Saluti,” Mati raised her shot and downed it in one, so I did the same, as did everyone else. I found the sweet, pungent and sour lemon shot to be delicious, but several of the others, including Mati, grimaced at its sharpness.

“Mmmmm,” Stacy said, licking her lips as she put the shot glass back down. “I liked that.”

“Me too,” I said but when I went to order two more, she stopped me, saying that her stomach and head hadn’t quite recovered from the other day’s hangover enough for more alcohol.

“Did you have a good day?” said a voice we hadn’t heard in a couple of days and I turned to see Dennis Webb standing behind us. He was wearing a pinstripe shirt and black trousers, smart as always.

“We had the best day,” Stacy replied. “Mati and Gianni were the perfect tour guides for the day.”

“Excellent,” Dennis nodded, his slender hands smoothing down the greying hair on either side of his head. “And your holiday so far? Is everything to your satisfaction?”

“Perfect,” I reassured him.

“There are still things I want to do,” Stacy said, looking up at the English hotel owner from where she was sitting. “But there’s plenty of time yet.”

She held Dennis’s watery blue gaze even when I looked over at her. What was she referring to?

“I believe you’re having a day in the spa tomorrow,” he replied. “And there’s the festival at the weekend. There will be lots of opportunities to do the things you want to do.”

This direct exchange between them seemed odd for some reason, almost like there was a subtext I was missing out on, so I decided to break up their strange conversation.

“What exactly is it you want to do?” I asked my wife directly.

Stacy hesitated before answering and out of the corner of my eye, I saw Dennis smile for some reason.

“More relaxation,” she said slowly. “More time in the spa. I want to try the hot tub and sauna. And the festival. I’m looking forward to that.”

That didn’t really answer the question beyond what she’d already said so I frowned at her in puzzlement. What was going on here?

“I’ll tell you later, in private,” she said quietly in response to my curious expression. “I don’t feel comfortable talking with all these people around.”

That made no sense. Gianni, Mati and the other guests were busy drinking or having their own conversations. It was only me, Stacy and Dennis listening, who she’d already involved in this talk.

Stacy’s blue eyes shifted from me to Dennis, who I noticed was staring at my wife again, more intently than I found comfortable, so I suggested we call it a night.

“Shall we head up to our room? I’m tired. The climb up Vesuvius was quite something.”

“Worth it though?” Dennis asked. “The hardest things are usually the most worth doing.”

“Absolutely,” I nodded, looping an arm around Stacy’s shoulder and guiding her away from the hotel owner who was still smiling at her. “Good night, Mr Webb.”

“Good night,” he replied.

“What was that all about?” I asked Stacy as we made our way to the elevator.

“When I was talking to him,” she explained, “On the first night we arrived, I told him that we’d had a tough time recently.”

We stepped into the elevator and I waited until the doors closed before speaking. “A tough time?”

“I just want this holiday to be good,” Stacy took both my hands in hers. “Good as in really good. I told him that whatever opportunities the hotel has to offer, I wanted to make the most of them for you.”

The hotel doors opened and I let her lead me towards the Room With A View. Something still seemed off. It wasn’t like Stacy to talk so vaguely.

“Opportunities?” I said and shrugged. “What does that mean? Why are you being so vague?”

“You know what I mean,” Stacy slid the key card into the door and we walked into our room, both heavy-legged and weary. “Tours. Spa. All those sorts of experiences. I want us to make the most of our trip, Kris. That’s all I’m saying.”

I wasn’t going to get anywhere with this, so I gave up. Perhaps she was acting weird because she was tired. Or maybe I was tired and reading too much into it.

“I’m going to have a shower before bed,” I announced, stripping off my shirt and sniffing at the armpit. “Because I absolutely stink.”

“Me too.” Stacy was already undressing, unclasping her bra and then wriggling out of her shorts. A mischievous look crept across her face. “Why don’t we shower together? It’s certainly big enough.”

She dropped her panties to the floor and the sight of her perfectly shaped tits and shaved pussy made my dick twitch despite my tiredness.

“Why not?” I grinned.

She dashed into the bathroom, giggling the whole way, her breasts bouncing pleasantly as she went and as I heard the sound of water running, I dropped my shorts and followed her into the quickly-steaming-up room.

As soon as I stepped into the shower, the sensation of the hot water hitting my exhausted body made me sigh in pleasure. “Oh, that feels good.”

“Are you looking forward to a massage tomorrow?” Stacy asked, pouring some sweet-smelling soap from a bottle on the shelf into her hands and then lathering it up. “If you think a hot shower feels good, wait until you’ve got Flavia’s hands on you tomorrow.”

“Flavia?” I said, watching her rub the soapy bubbles onto her body. “It might be Alessio.”

“I’m sure you’d rather have Flavia,” my wife said quietly, soaping up her breasts suggestively. “Wouldn’t you?”

“Maybe,” I shrugged, taking the soap bottle from her and beginning to lather myself up. “As long as you’re not going to suggest I fuck her again like you did the other night.”

“I’m sorry about that.” Stacy was washing her pussy now but her eyes were on me. She knew what she was doing. I’d expected her to deny being able to remember anything from the other night but she didn’t. “I was drunk. The wine loosened my tongue a bit too much.”

Watching her lather her body had my cock rock hard. “The only person I want to fuck is you,” I said, pulling her towards me.

“Shame,” she said, almost too quiet for me to hear, right before I kissed her.

A moment later, I had her turned around, her face and breasts crushed against the shower wall while I fucked her from behind.

Shame? Did she really want me to fuck someone else? Did it mean that much to her for us to be even? I didn’t question her because I didn’t want to get into another weird conversation. I just enjoyed making love to her from behind until I came inside her, then we finished washing each other, headed to bed and after such a long and eventful day, we both quickly fell asleep in each other’s arms.
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Endings and Beginnings

Idon’t know why I was so nervous about having a massage, but I was. I skipped breakfast and only had a light salad for lunch and drank water and nothing else. I didn’t mention the conversation we’d had in the shower last night because I didn’t want to embarrass myself or Stacy in front of Flavia.

“Exactly on time,” the tall, young blonde masseuse greeted us from behind the small desk as we walked into the spa. “How are you guys today?”

“We’re good,” Stacy informed her, “But Kris here is a little nervous. I’m sure he’ll be fine but you might have to be gentle with him.”

“We’ll be gentle, I promise.” Flavia stood up. She was wearing a tight white blouse that hugged her athletic frame and a pair of tight black leggings. “This way.”

Stacy followed her through the doorway towards the therapy room and I took a moment to admire the two women and compare them. They were both blonde, but Stacy was much curvier. She was wearing tight shorts so it was easy to see the difference. My wife’s ass was curvy whereas Flavia’s was tight and firm but out of the two, I preferred Stacy’s.

“We are busier today,” the Italian woman said, although she didn’t need to point it out. A canvas screen was erected around one of the massage benches and through the glass door I could see a couple of people in the gym. “I don’t know why but we are. It’s not a bad thing.”

“I was thinking of trying the hot tub or the sauna,” Stacy commented as Flavia took us to another door that we hadn’t been beyond yet.

“No massage for you today?”

“Not for me. Just Kris,” my wife replied as we entered the room, a small office.

“Sure. No problems.” Flavia spread her arms. “This is our massage parlour for you today, Kris.”

“Here?” I questioned. It wasn’t a large room. There was a desk with a computer, a chair and a folded-up piece of equipment which Flavia began to lower to reveal that it was a massage table.

“Don’t worry. It is very comfortable. I will be back in one moment.”

As Flavia stepped outside, I whispered into Stacy’s ear. “I’m not sure about this,” but my wife elbowed me gently and told me not to be a wimp.

“You’ll enjoy it.”

“Here we go.” Flavia returned with a tray of oils and towels. “What type of massage would you prefer?”

“Mati recommended a deep tissue massage. Does it hurt?”

“No,” Flavia laughed. “It is a deeper, firmer massage but it doesn’t hurt. It is very relaxing and healthy. Now if you’d like to undress, then lay on your front on the massage table and cover your bottom with a towel while I arrange with Stacy what she is doing. I will be back in five minutes.”

“Don’t be a wimp,” Stacy reminded me with a smirk as Flavia guided her outside.

I looked around the small room, wondering if I should lock the door somehow. I didn’t want someone walking in as I was undressing but there wasn’t any way to do so, so I slipped my t-shirt and shorts off, placing them neatly on top of the desk and then, with a quick look over my shoulder, I hurriedly took down my underwear and laid flat on the padded portable massage table before reaching to the tray, taking the towel and positioning it over my ass. No one wanted to see my hairy behind.

I tried to relax while waiting for Flavia but it wasn’t easy. This was a new thing for me. As I lie there for a while, I pondered on what I’d do if it was Alessio that stepped through the door to massage me. Could I let a man rub his hands all over me? I shuddered at the thought and then felt a sense of relief when the door finally opened and the tall blonde stepped through.

“Your wife is in the gym,” she smiled. “Don’t worry about her. Lorenzo is in today and he is giving her an induction on how to use the machines. Now… Where were we? Deep tissue, you said?”

“Yes,” I said, taking a deep breath and trying to relax. Lorenzo? I couldn’t remember if we’d met him yet but I’d have put money on him being good-looking too.

“I will put some lotus oil on my hands, just to lessen the friction. It might feel warm on your skin. It has a warming effect.”

I closed my eyes and didn’t watch her rub her hands together although I could hear it, then I suddenly felt her press down on the backs of my shoulders.

“Here we go,” she said in her heavily accented voice. “Try to relax and enjoy.”

“I’ll try,” I said, finally finding my voice. The sensation of her hands gliding over my back was pleasant enough but then suddenly she pushed down harder, squeezing some of the air from my lungs. “Whoa.”

“Relax.” Her voice was soft and calming. “A deep tissue massage works out knots in your muscle fibres while also purging the lymphatic system and encouraging your circulation. It might feel uncomfortable while I am working out the knots and tension, which you have a lot of.”

“A lot of tension?” I asked, tensing slightly as she moved her palms deeply into my lower back and then upwards towards my shoulder blades.

“You’re so tense, yes. Your back is full of knots. Your neck too. Try to relax.”

I was trying but the firmness of her ministrations was uncomfortable, however, after a couple of minutes, I began to feel the oil warming my skin and a sensation of loosening down the centre of my back.

“Why so tense?” Flavia asked. “I haven’t felt someone with this many knots in their neck, shoulders and back. I’m surprised you haven’t been in pain.”

I sighed. The feeling of my muscles softening beneath her hands was becoming more and more pleasurable.

“I’ve been busy with work,” I replied.

“And your home life has been difficult?” Flavia probed gently. “Your wife said something about it.”

“Did she?” I wasn’t aware of Stacy talking to the masseuse but perhaps she’d told Alessio who had mentioned it to Flavia. I knew she’d told Dennis something from the conversation we had yesterday, so maybe he’d told her.

“She said that was why she brought you here.” Her hands pushed the towel down and began to knead my buttocks. Fuck, that felt good. “To try and work things out, like I am working out even more knots in your muscles.”

“I suppose I can tell you,” I moaned slightly as she went in with her knuckles to the sides of my hips, then lifted my towel to do the lower sides of my bottom. “We’ve had a few issues in our relationship. She paid for this trip to make it up to me.”

“I see,” Flavia’s hands went to my thighs, rubbing up and down the backs of them vigorously for a moment before slowing down. “While Alessio was massaging her, she mentioned that she’d been unfaithful. I am sorry about that.”

“She told him?” I looked up at Flavia in surprise, then quickly turned my face away in shame and embarrassment. “Wow. She shouldn’t have told him.”

“It’s okay,” Flavia pressed hard against my hamstrings, making me grunt slightly, then eased my thighs apart.

My balls, I thought. She can see my balls, but she gave my testicles no heed. She massaged the insides of my thighs but didn’t go too close to them. I was sure that she’d seen plenty of men’s dangling bits before and tried not to think about it too much.

“My husband cheated on me last year,” Flavia continued. “So I slept with his best friend to get my own back. We’re fine now. It worked itself out.”

“Really?” I turned to look at her again. “You slept with his best friend? How did he react to that?”

“I did it to spite him but it turned out he quite enjoyed it,” Flavia worked on my calves. “It is a long story and complicated, but whatever, it worked out.”

“He enjoyed it?” I couldn’t help but ask.

“Yes,” Flavia said, her dark eyes meeting mine. “Why don’t you tell me your story? It might help to talk to someone.”

Had Mati said something? She’d advised me to talk to Flavia. I didn’t know but as the masseuse worked on my feet and then instructed me to turn over, I found myself telling her about Billy and how I’d caught them together.

I managed to roll onto my back while holding the towel in place to cover my manhood while she asked me how I’d felt, seeing her like that, in bed with another man.

“I was devastated,” I replied honestly. “Heartbroken. I felt anger at first, then hurt. I’d never felt that kind of pain before. Betrayal.”

“It’s the worst,” Flavia gazed at me sympathetically. “But you’re still together. Did you fuck her best friend like me?”

“No,” I chuckled. “Her best friend is hideous.”

“Oh dear,” the Italian woman laughed back.

“We’ve built a life together. That’s a lot to give up,” I explained. “She apologised profusely and pleaded with me to give her another chance. I love her. I don’t know what else to say.”

“They say love conquers all.” Flavia’s hands were on my shoulders, then slowly moved to my arms. I closed my eyes and relaxed for a while as she massaged me and as she began on my chest, I opened my eyes to find her own chest hovering over my face. I could see the small curves of her breasts, just inches from my eyes.

“You seem to be nice and relaxed now,” she said as her hands moved across my stomach to the edge of the towel. I didn’t know what she was hinting at until she moved back slightly so I could see the smile on her face.

I had an erection. My dick, as modest as it was, was standing proudly through the thin white towel.

“Shit. I’m sorry,” I cringed in embarrassment, feeling my cheeks grow red hot.

“Don’t worry, it happens all the time. It’s a good sign.”

Her fingers were still on my abdomen and they pushed the towel down slightly as she kneaded across the front of my hips. If she moved the towel just one more centimetre, the tip of my cock would pop out.

But she didn’t, her hands skimmed over the top of it to do the front of my thighs. Again, I was sure she could see my balls but once again, she was too professional to say anything about it.

“How are we doing in here?” My wife stuck her head through the door and then stepped through. “Are you enjoying it?”

“I believe he is,” Flavia said, mirth evident in her voice and then I saw Stacy’s eyes widen as she saw my hard-on.

“Oh, my,” she giggled. “Not again. Excuse my husband, Flavia. He has a very excitable penis.”

“So I see. Perhaps I should leave you two alone for a moment so you can deal with it?”

I stared at the Italian woman. Had she really just said that? Was she suggesting Stacy and I have sex or something?

“I think if you just keep massaging him, it’ll deal with itself,” my wife giggled as she sat on the chair nearby.

“What are you suggesting?” I replied indignantly. “That I’d cum just from being massaged? That’s not true.”

“You do look very hard though,” Stacy pointed to the towel, or at least, I thought she was pointing. Instead, she took hold of the edge of it and tugged it down an inch, making my hard end pop out into view.

“For fuck’s sake, Stacy,” I objected, quickly righting the towel and apologising to Flavia.

“Don’t worry,” she replied with a small shake of her head. “You know, I get asked all the time for a happy ending massage. You know what that is, right?”

“I’ve heard of it,” I said, clearing my throat and trying to regain my composure. What did Stacy think she was doing, pulling the towel down like that?

“Would you like me to?” the masseuse asked quietly. My head snapped towards her, to see her looking from me to Stacy and then back. “I will give you relief if you like. It will be fun and relaxing for you.”

I kept on staring. I couldn’t believe my ears.

“Would you like that?” Stacy asked. I could hear a tremor in her voice. She sounded… nervous. No, excited. “Do you want Flavia to make you cum?”

“For real?” I asked. My heart was thudding in my chest. This was bizarre and unexpected but the sudden thought of it was making my cock throb beneath the towel.

“I know it’s not quite getting even with me, but maybe it’ll make us both feel better,” Stacy nodded gently, her blue eyes gazing into mine.

Flavia put some more oil on her hands. “Just lay back, Kris. Let me deal with this for you.”

The towel was pulled away by someone, I didn’t know who. I kept my eyes on the ceiling until I felt an oiled hand wrap around my shaft. As she began to wank me slowly, I had to look down, as if to make sure that this was really happening.

It was. The statuesque, beautiful Italian woman was jerking my cock, squeezing it gently from root to tip and then back. After a few moments, her other hand cupped my balls, holding them and gently massaging them as she began to work me faster.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned. It felt incredible, the oil making everything warm and smooth.

“Is it good?” Stacy asked and I looked sideways to see my wife watching intently. Was she enjoying this? It felt weird and yet incredibly horny at the same time.

“Yes,” I groaned. Was this really happening?

“He’s going to cum,” Stacy told Flavia. “I can tell.”

She was right. The situation was so intense that I couldn’t last much longer. Flavia’s hand pumped my shaft hard and fast and after just a minute or so, I felt the muscles in my groin pulsing and then a streak of white cum shot from the tip of my dick and landed on my stomach, followed by another and then a weaker jet, which covered Flavia’s hand. She kept stroking me, unbothered by the sticky white semen that was still leaking from me as I gasped to get my breath back.

“I will get you tissues,” she said, when she finally released me, then reached into the drawer and fetched out a cardboard box.

Stacy took it from her and pulled a couple of pieces out, handing them to me. “Did you enjoy that? I told you that you would.”

I studied her, trying to work out what had just happened. Shouldn’t she be angry? If anything, she seemed happy, to the point of being smug almost.

Flavia washed her hands in the sink as I wiped the cum from my dick and body. “I hope that was satisfactory for you, Kris. If you’d like another massage, book in with me anytime. For now, I will leave you with Stacy to get dressed. And to talk. You two need to talk.”

She walked out of the door, leaving us together.

“What the fuck just happened?” I asked my wife, as I retrieved my clothes from the desk and began to get dressed.

“Flavia was right,” Stacy said softly. “We do need to talk. Let’s go for something to eat and a drink and then talk.”

“Why?” I asked, confusion filling my mind. There was something I was missing and I didn’t like it.

“There’s something I want to tell you,” she replied. “But first, let’s have a drink. I need a drink to tell you and I think you’ll need one to hear it.”
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Revelations and Ultimatums

My hands were shaking as I lifted my Sex On The Beach cocktail to my lips and took a sip. We were sitting in the cocktail lounge but this time neither of us had eyes for the pretty Livia or Luca that were serving. My attention was focused completely on Stacy, who was sitting opposite me, her hands folded in front of her atop the table and her eyes staring down at them.

“I don’t understand what’s going on?” I said after a couple of minutes passed during which she still didn’t speak. “Flavia just jerked me off and you watched it happen but now… I’m afraid you’re angry with me or something.”

“I’m not angry,” Stacy shook her head, her blonde waves falling down over her shoulder.

“Then what is it?” I asked softly. She hadn’t touched her own Mojito cocktail.

“I’d hoped things would just happen,” she replied, still not looking up. “But it feels wrong doing it this way.”

“What things?” I frowned. “You’re not making any sense, Stacy. What feels wrong? You’re scaring me now.”

Something had felt off for a few days. I’d sensed it but not been able to put my finger on whatever it was.

“This is scarier for me than it is for you,” my wife replied after a long moment.

“I know you told Alessio - and Dennis, I think - about your affair,” I tried to help her out. It had to be something to do with that. Had they given her some unwanted advice, like a suggestion that she should leave me?

“Flavia told you?” Stacy looked up for the briefest of seconds, then away again as she finally took a sip from her glass. “It’s not just that.”

“So what is it? You can tell me anything. You know that.”

“I want to tell you about Billy,” she replied. “I understand that you don’t want to know but it’s important, Kris. Just… humour me. I know it might be painful to listen to, but please. Let me talk about it.”

“Go ahead,” I said in a resigned tone and took a long drink to prepare myself. There was more to this than just some sort of confessionary or cathartic admission. I knew Stacy and this wasn’t like her at all.

“You know how we met. You know how it started. It was partially my fault for responding to his flirting at work. I led him on. I didn’t intend to, but I did. The night of the work anniversary party, he made his move and kissed me. Again, it’s my fault for not saying no, for not pushing him away. I was drunk, but that’s not the reason I didn’t fend him off. Not if I’m telling you the truth.”

“So what is the reason?” I asked. She took a drink and her eyes met mine over the top of her glass. “You liked him? You were falling for him?”

“I liked him, sure. But no, I don’t have any feelings for him. It was never that.”

“So what was it?”

“I was horny, Kris. Horny, frustrated… Unfulfilled, I guess.”

That stung, but I pushed the feeling down and tried to keep a poker face. “Unfulfilled? As in sexually, I guess you mean?”

“Yes. I’m sorry. I know that no man - or woman - wants to hear that, but it’s true.” Stacy swallowed deeply then continued. “Making love to you is good. I love you, Kris. I really do, but right at that moment, I needed more and I went for it. And I’m so sorry.”

“Why are you telling me this now?” I finished the Sex On The Beach and waved for Luca to come over and take an order for more alcohol. I needed it.

“Because it has to do with what I’m going to tell you later.” Stacy sat back in her chair as the young Italian came over waiting until he’d left with an order of a beer each. “I enjoyed sex with Billy, I won’t lie. That’s why I kept seeing him. He’s got a nice body and a nice dick.-”

“Stacy, I don’t need to know this. You don’t have to-”

“You do need to know this,” she interrupted. “If we’re to make our marriage work, you need to know how I feel and what I want. If I don’t tell you this now, I won’t be able to ever tell you. I can’t go on like we have been doing.”

I looked at her deep blue eyes and saw nothing there but genuine emotion and sincerity.

Luca came back with the beers and I took a long draught from my bottle. “Go ahead,” I sighed, bracing myself for the details I’d never wanted.

“The first night was a drunken fuck at his place after the party,” she confessed. “But even then, it was good. He made me cum with his cock. I haven’t cum like that since the early days of our relationship. I wanted to do it again. I thought I could do it - get what I needed - without you finding out, without hurting you.”

“Yeah, well, that didn’t work out well, did it?” I took another drink. I should have ordered several bottles, not just one.

“We just fucked missionary position that night. I didn’t even suck his cock, so I wanted to know what it would be like to have a full night together. I lied to you about work meetings, about going out with my friends. I had sex with him a lot, Kris. More than I told you about. I’m sorry. That day you found us wasn’t the first time we’d fucked at our house. He fucked every way it’s possible to fuck a woman. From behind, him on top, me on top. In his bed, on his sofa, in his shower, in our bed, in the car. He came in my mouth, my pussy, even my ass. I need you to know this. I can’t go on lying to you and hiding things from you any longer.”

“Right,” I replied, my jaw tight with a mixture of anger and hurt. We’d had sex in the shower last night and it had been great, but now I learned that she’d fucked Billy in the shower too, it somehow felt less good. Plus, she’d let him cum in her ass? “You had anal sex with him?”

“He brought out a side of me that I’d forgotten existed,” Stacy said, then wiped a hand across her cheek. Was she crying? She was. Her mascara was slightly streaked around both eyes. She sniffled and continued, “My stupid brother decided to tell you what I was like before I met you. Everything he said was true. I loved sex when I was young. I couldn’t get enough. Call me a slut, Kris. Call me what you want, I deserve it, but Billy brought it all back.”

“I’m not going to call you anything,” I said, after taking a deep breath and then exhaling slowly to contain my emotions. “So what are you saying? That you want to break up?”

“No,” Stacy’s eyes widened urgently and she reached across the table to take my hand and squeeze it. “No. I don’t want that. I love you more than anything in the world, Kris.”

“So… what? Why are we having this conversation? Are you just trying to hurt me? I don’t understand, Stacy.”

Livia gave me a look as she walked past with a tray of drinks and I realised my voice was getting louder, so I sat back in my chair and tried to force myself to relax.

“My marriage is the most important thing in the world to me,” Stacy continued, also lowering her voice to not attract any unwanted attention. “So, if you say ‘no’ to what I’m going to suggest, I’ll accept your decision. I just know this is what I need to be happy.”

“You need what to be happy?” I furrowed my brow at her. “You want to go back to fucking Billy behind my back?”

“Let me finish what I’m going to say,” Stacy finished her Mojito and moved on to the beer I’d ordered for her. I’d almost finished mine but I wasn’t going to order another one so fast and make it obvious that something was wrong. “I broke it off with Billy. I quit my job, to make my marriage work. I felt… I still feel… So guilty for hurting you. I began thinking of ways to fix what I’d done. One of those things was to let you sleep with someone; to let you get even.”

“It doesn’t work that way,” I replied. “We’ve talked about this before, remember? It’s not just the sex, Stacy, it’s the lies, the betrayal, the breaking of trust. Me fucking someone else doesn’t do anything to undo those things, does it?”

“I know that but the thing is… When I thought about you and someone else… This is hard to explain.”

“Try,” I shrugged. “You’ve come this far. You might as well put your cards on the table, Stacy. Just say it. Whatever it is.”

“When I thought about you with someone else; with another woman, it turned me on.”

“It turned you on?” I said slowly. Some things suddenly started making sense.

“I got horny… I get horny, whenever I think of you with another woman. I started masturbating, imagining it. When we have sex, I imagine it. I have done it for a while now. That’s why I brought you here, or part of the reason, at least.”

“You think of me fucking someone else when we have sex?” I felt stupid for repeating everything she was saying, but I was struggling to comprehend it all.

“I don’t why it turns me on as it does,” Stacy screwed up her face, an awkward cringe of embarrassment. “I just get so fucking horny picturing it. I decided that if I couldn’t have Billy, if I couldn’t have someone else to give me what I need, then perhaps this new… this new fetish, could fill the void instead. The other day you said something about three being a crowd. I disagree. I really want to watch you fuck someone else, Kris.”

“No,” I shook my head. “This is fucked up.”

Stacy’s face dropped but she immediately forced an optimistic smile and reached over the table again to take my hand. I withdrew it before she could grab it.

“But you let Flavia wank you off,” Stacy said quietly. “You let her make you cum and don’t you dare try to deny that you enjoyed every fucking moment.”

She was right. I had enjoyed it but what man wouldn’t enjoy having a sexy blonde jerk them off?

“Yes, but-”

“No, Kris,” she interrupted me, her voice insistent that I listen. “No buts. When I watched her play with your dick; when I saw her make you cum; it turned me on so fucking much. I can’t tell you how much. I was desperate to take my shorts off and play with myself while watching. I almost did. That’s how much it turns me on.”

I shook my head, unable to process what she was telling me.

“I’m not that unusual,” she carried on defensively, her cheeks flaming red. “I Googled it. There are other women like me. Cuckqueans, they label themselves. They get off on seeing their husbands with other women.”

“This is just a lot to take in,” I said, polishing off my beer. “It’s a bit out of left field, Stacy.”

“Do you know how hard it is for me to tell you this?” she whispered, her blue eyes avoiding mine again. “I feel so incredibly stupid. I feel… embarrassed, dirty, pervy, ashamed almost. Please don’t reject me. Please just try to understand. I need more from our sex life, Kris. I need it. That’s why I brought you here.”

I knew what she was asking me.

“So what you’re saying is, I either let you fuck Billy - as a fuck buddy or whatever they call it these days - or I fuck other women for you. While you watch, right? That’s what you’re saying. It’s an ultimatum.”

“Don’t say it like that,” Stacy sighed. “Kris, you’re making me feel so bad.”

“How do you think I feel?” I laughed bitterly. “Having this thrown at me? We’ve been having sex. We’ve been getting on. I thought we were really getting over things.”

“We are,” she fumbled for my hands again and this time I let her take them. “We’ve been good together. The sex has been good, but only because I’ve been having these dirty fantasies about you and about…”

She trailed off and I squeezed her hands this time. “About… what? Or should I say who?”

“Kris-”

“Alessio?” I guessed, cutting her off. “Or Gianni. You said you’d pick him if you had to pick someone. That conversation makes so much sense now.”

“I’m baring my soul to you, Kris. Don’t be angry. I want you to talk to me. I want us to discuss this properly, like adults.”

I took a deep breath and tried to gather my thoughts and reel in my emotions which were threatening to get out of control.

“If I say no,” I said, working through things in my head. “If I don’t want to have sex with anyone else; if I don’t want you to have sex with anyone else either, then what?”

“I said at the beginning of this conversation,” my wife answered, “That if you say no, then I’d respect that and I meant it. I’ll just be very sad. I was hoping this holiday - this hotel - would inspire you.”

“Inspire me?” I scratched my head in puzzlement. “Inspire me to fuck someone else? Is that it? That’s why you talked me into having a massage? That’s why you brought me here?”

“Yes,” Stacy nodded, fiddling with her blonde hair before tossing it back over her shoulders. “Because that’s what this place is all about. I tried keeping it from you, but I can’t. I lied to you once before and I promised myself I’d never do it again. The Azure View, it’s not everything it appears to be.”

What was this fresh bullshit? The Azure View isn’t what it appears to be. What was she talking about now?

“You’re losing me,” I stretched my arms above my head. It felt like all of the tension that Flavia’s massage had worked out had suddenly returned. “Stacy, you need to give me some time to think about everything you’ve said, okay? Let’s just have a drink and talk about something else. Let’s try to enjoy the rest of our evening and I’ll see how I feel in the morning.”

“Fine. Cards on the table first.” Stacy put her palms flat on the wooden surface separating us, as though she really was playing her cards. “This is how it is. Yes, I get turned on by the thought of watching you with another woman. I’d like to try it. Yes, I’d like to fuck Billy again but I know that would be unhealthy for our marriage, so instead, I’d like to have someone else. Alessio. Gianni. Heck, I’d even fuck Dennis… I’d even do a foursome, Kris. I fuck someone while you fuck someone. I like sex. I’m sorry if that makes me a slut or something but I do. Does none of this do anything for you?”

I stared at her, completely stunned by her outburst. I didn’t know what to say.

“There you go. Cards on the table, as you say. If you don’t want to talk about it now, then fine. We’ll enjoy the rest of tonight as normal and talk tomorrow after you’ve had some time. And whatever you decide, I respect it but at least now you know the truth.”

“I respect you for telling me,” I replied when I finally found my voice. I stood up. “Another beer?”

“Fetch me two,” Stacy nodded, echoing my own sentiment and I walked to the busy bar, where Livia and Luca were serving still. I felt numb. What the hell was I supposed to do with this new information? Where did we go from here?
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Ice Cream and Memories

We didn’t make love that night. We had a few more drinks in the cocktail lounge and then headed up fairly early to chill and watch some TV before bed. But we didn’t have sex.

There was an odd distance between us. Not a distance that felt bad or threatening. It was more of an awkwardness. Stacy’s secrets were all out in the open now. Her motivations for bringing me here, the way she felt about our relationship, what had really happened between her and Billy, she’d well and truly spilt the beans and it couldn’t be taken back.

The following morning, she roused me gently and handed me a cup of coffee.

“Hey,” she said, sitting on the edge of the bed and kissing me on the forehead.

“Hey yourself,” I replied, taking a sip of the hot drink after I’d pushed myself into a sitting position. “Thanks for the coffee. Are you okay?”

“I think so.” She looked downcast, so I put a hand on her knee and stroked it.

“Yesterday was kind of fucked-up, wasn’t it?” I smiled, bending my neck so she had to make eye contact with me. “But it’s okay. We’re still here, aren’t we? I still love you.”

“I’m scared.” Stacy’s blue eyes were damp. “I’m scared you’ll leave me. I told you everything because it was the right thing to do but now I’m scared.”

“I’m not leaving you,” I promised, putting down my coffee and taking her into my arms. “Never ever.”

We showered and headed down for breakfast. Stacy seemed slightly reassured but was still quiet.

“How did you sleep?” she asked, once we were sitting down with our food. She was wearing a creased t-shirt and shorts, her hair was still wet from the shower and she didn’t have any makeup on but for some reason, I found her more beautiful than ever this morning. I loved this woman so much. I needed to figure my head out and process everything she’d said last night.

“I slept okay,” I nodded. “It was a lot to take in; what you told me last night and I won’t tell you that I’ve worked through it all but one thing I do know is that I love you and I don’t want to lose you. The thing with Billy happened but the way I see it, you’re still here, with me and that must mean something.”

“It means I love you,” she replied without hesitation. It felt weird talking like this while stuffing croissants in our mouths to recover from the drinks we’d downed last night but perhaps it was a good thing.

“The fact that you planned and paid for this trip for us and that you’ve put thought into it all…” I continued, working through everything as I said it. “The fact that you know what you want; what you need; and that you’re trying to make it work by putting all your cards on the table last night tells me that you value me and our relationship.”

“Of course I do,” Stacy nodded. “It’s hard. I’m doing this the hard way because I love you. The easy way would be to throw in the towel and split up or to hide everything from you and cheat on you again probably sometime in the future. I don’t want that. I want to fight for what we have and if that means doing the hard stuff, like baring my soul to you, then so be it. If we don’t work out, then I know I tried.”

Hearing her say that made my heart ache.

“I should have let you talk sooner,” I admitted. “You wanted to tell me about Billy and I said no because I knew it would hurt. I guess you wanted to tell me more, about your feelings and fantasies but I said no. I was afraid of what you were going to say. I should have been braver and heard you out, no matter how much it might hurt.”

“Well, it’s said now,” Stacy pursed her lips as if she wanted to say something else but she didn’t.

“I guess we need to talk more,” I suggested. “Is there anything else you want to tell me?”

“I just want us to be more open about our desires,” she replied slowly. “I have all these fantasies and things I want to try but I feel like it’s all me. I feel like the dirty one and you’re the vanilla one.”

“Vanilla?” I sat back in my chair and puffed my cheeks out. “Is that how you see me? Plain and boring?”

“I didn’t mean it that way.” She crossed and uncrossed her arms and sighed. “I don’t know how to explain it, Kris, but you’re right. We need to talk more.”

We finished our breakfast and decided to go for a walk into Positano. The weather was warm and fine without being hot, so we were fine as we were, even in our lazy, creased t-shirts and shorts.

“Can I ask you something?” Stacy asked as we bought two ice creams from a pretty gelateria on the corner of one of Positano’s winding streets.

“Sure.” I tasted the beautiful lime and mint treat in my hand. Like all of the food here, it was delicious.

“Was Flavia’s handjob as good as the ones I’ve given you?” Stacy asked, biting her lip nervously. “Can I ask that? You’re not going to flip out, are you?”

“You really need to know this stuff, huh?” I asked, cringing inside because I knew she was going to say yes and I was going to have to answer.

“Is she better at handjobs than me?” Stacy repeated. My ice cream was in a tub but hers was a ball on a cone. “That’s all I’m asking.”

“I can’t tell after one handjob,” I shrugged, enjoying watching her lick the ice cream. Stacy was so good with her tongue.

“She made you cum good. It looked like you enjoyed it,” Stacy commented, holding my hand as we wandered down towards the seafront.

“Flavia knew what she was doing,” I conceded. “I don’t think I’m the first handjob she’s given out, put it that way.”

“Fuck,” Stacy murmured. “It was really hot, watching her get you off. I know I should get jealous, but I didn’t. I just got horny. Seeing it happen, rather than fantasising about it made me realise that my feelings were real. I was worried that my fantasy becoming a reality would feel different; that I’d regret it afterwards or that it wouldn’t live up to expectations, but it did.”

It was strange, hearing my wife say that she got turned on watching another woman jerk me off but I guessed I was going to have to accept Stacy the way she was. If this was what made her happy, being able to talk freely, like this, then it made me happy too.

“Do you think she’s good in bed?” Stacy asked next.

“Jesus, Stacy,” I chuckled. “How am I supposed to know?”

“She’s fit. She clearly works out. There’s not an ounce of fat on her,” my wife summated. “She’s good at handjobs. She’s a masseur, she knows how to use her hands. I bet she’s really dirty in bed, don’t you?”

“Well, by the sounds of what you were telling me last night, no dirtier than you.”

We were walking down a short but steep road with the beach in front of us and Stacy stopped, holding onto my arm. “What do you mean?”

“The things you did with Billy. You didn’t hold back on telling me last night. Anal, blowjobs, you said he came everywhere. It sounds like you did everything possible to do sexually.”

“Ouch,” Stacy grimaced. “I did say that. I’m sorry. I got carried away in the moment.”

“But it’s true?” I asked as we descended some rocky steps to the Spiaggia Grande, the largest beach in the town. I kicked my shoes off and Stacy did the same, and then we walked onto the unusual black sand, enjoying the feeling of it between our toes.

“Yes, I’m sorry,” she apologised again. “Don’t take this the wrong way but I think after ten years of having sex with the same man, I went a little crazy.”

“What’s done is done,” I sighed. “I wish you hadn’t done it, but as I said this morning, we’re still here. We’re still together. I have to accept what happened and move on if I want my marriage to work.”

A pleasantly warm breeze swept in from the pale blue waters ahead of us, billowing her loose blonde hair out behind her. “Was Maria a good fuck?” she said. “Or the other girl you dated before me. What was her name again? Zoe?”

“Zoe, yes,” I said, cringing inwardly again while telling myself that I had to stop being surprised at these sorts of questions now. “Ummm, Maria was okay, I guess. As for Zoe, we were young. We didn’t know what we were doing.”

“It’s funny that we’ve been together for ten years and I’ve never asked before.” We found a space isolated enough to talk, close enough to the sea to hear the soothing sounds of the waves lapping at the water’s edge. “Tell me about one time you fucked Maria then. If I’m not going to get to see you have sex with someone here, you can at least give me something to think about, something to picture in my head.”

“Wow. Stacy, this is… a lot,” I said slowly. sitting down on the grainy black sand.

“Tell me and I’ll suck your dick really good in bed later.”

That was a hard offer to refuse. “You really want to know?”

Stacy sat next to me and we looked out at the sea, dotted with white boats from the harbour into the distance. “If she was better than me, just say it.”

“She wasn’t,” I chuckled. “Really, she wasn’t. She wasn’t bad. She was the best I’d had at the time, I didn’t know different. I guess the best sex we had was a spontaneous fuck behind Edwards, the bar that used to be in town. It’s called something else now.”

“I know it,” Stacy replied, elbowing me gently in the side. “You took me there a few times on our early dates.”

“Oh yeah,” I laughed. “Whoops.”

“How did you do it?” she probed. “From behind? Tell me the details.”

“Jeez,” I sighed. “Okay. We’d been drinking - obviously - and making out in the bar and we slipped out the back because we were both horny and couldn’t wait until we got back to my place or hers. I pushed her against the wall, lifted her skirt and fingered her-”

“Were you a bit rough with her? How many fingers?”

“Stacy… fuck! Let me tell the story,” I said, nudging her the same way she’d nudged me. “I can’t remember how many fingers. This was what? Eleven years ago or something. Anyway, I finger-fucked her, she undid my jeans and got my dick out.”

“Keep going.” Stacy’s voice sounded tight but I couldn’t bring myself to look at her. This felt so weird, detailing sex with my ex, but I carried on.

“She got me hard and then was going to drop to her knees and suck it but I didn’t want a blowjob. I wanted a fuck, so I turned her around and bent her over the low wall that runs around the back of the bar and fucked her.”

“So why was it so good? Why was it the best?”

“I don’t know if it was the best fuck,” I admitted, “But it was the most memorable for one reason. We got spotted.”

“Someone saw you?”

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, remembering it more clearly now I thought about it. “I’d lifted her top and got her boobs out and was fucking her over the wall when a taxi came around the corner. I saw him park up about ten yards away and turn the light off. Maria and I both saw him watching us but we were so into it - so horny - that we didn’t care. I remember she came while I was fucking her and afterwards she said it was because knowing that this guy was watching us and probably jerking off turned her on. Anyway, I came inside her and as soon as the taxi driver realised the show was over, he drove off. Last we ever saw of him. Which was a good job because I’d have had no idea what to say or do.”

“Wait,” Stacy paused me by putting her hand on my arm. “You had outdoor sex and let someone watch you and you’ve never told me this before?”

“You never asked,” I shrugged.

“Did she have big boobs?” Stacy said, after a moment of staring into the distance.

“Oh my God,” I shook my head. “Why do you want to know all this all of a sudden? You’ve had ten years to ask.”

“Because when I fuck you tonight, I want to imagine it.” The sea air swept across again and I could smell and taste the saltiness of it.

“You said you were going to give me a blowjob.”

“I am. I’m going to get your cock rock hard then I’m going to fuck you while imagining you fuck Maria while the taxi guy jerks off watching. Maria was a redhead, right?”

“Natural redhead, yes.”

“Did she have a ginger bush too?”

“Come on, I’m not answering-”

“Just tell me, Kris.” Stacy grinned. “I’ll make it worth your while later, I promise.”

“Okay, fine, whatever. Yes. She did.”

“The best sex I ever had wasn’t with Billy,” my wife said quietly. “It was with a guy called Angelo. I was at college and he was my maths teacher. An Italian guy, much older. I think that’s why I like these Italians here so much, especially Alessio. He kind of reminds me of him. His name is even similar. I can’t help but wonder if he’s as good a fuck as Angelo was.”

“You fucked your maths teacher?”

“My brother didn’t tell you that, eh? I went with a lot of men before you, Kris. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I just liked you. A lot. I didn’t want you to reject me because I was the town slut.”

“It’s all so much to take in,” I exhaled, then took in a deep breath of the fresh, salty air. “Shall we find somewhere to eat? I’m starving.”

“That sounds like a great idea.” Stacy stood up and brushed the sand from the back of her shorts. “Can we keep talking like this, please? I really want you to understand me and I want you to tell me how you feel about it all so I know where your head is at. Please, Kris?”

I stood up and held her hand. “The only thing talking right now is my stomach complaining about being empty but yes. Let’s go.”

I’d spotted a lovely-looking seafood restaurant earlier and we headed towards it, to eat and talk more. So far, today had gone better than I expected when I first woke. We felt close, maybe closer than ever, but the evening ahead was going to push things even further.
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Games and Shots

“Ican’t believe you’ve talked me into watching the game with you,” Stacy said, gazing up at the big screen above our heads. We were sitting in the games room, back at the Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa after spending all day in Positano.

“We don’t have to watch the game,” I replied, pointing at the pool table nearby where we were sitting.

“I haven’t played pool in ages,” Stacy looked doubtfully at the table, then back at the television. “But yes, why not. You go get us some more drinks and I’ll set it up if I can remember how.”

“Sounds like a plan.” I smiled and walked over to the bar where Gianni was serving. He waved at me as I approached.

“Ciao,” he said. “Same again?”

“Yes, please,” I nodded. The handsome Italian maintenance man didn’t usually work behind the bar but because he and some of the other staff were taking the night off to go to the festival at the weekend, they’d agreed to cover some of the remaining employee’s shifts for them.

As I waited for Gianni to pour us the two glasses of red wine I’d just ordered, I looked back at Stacy. She looked gorgeous. Upon returning from our walk around Positano, we’d gone to our room first to shower and change into something better suited for an evening in the sports bar. She’d styled her hair, fixed her makeup and was wearing a tight black top and miniskirt that showed her curves off to perfection.

“Stacy looks good tonight,” Gianni said as he passed the two glasses across the bar to me.

“Thanks.” I looked at my wife again right as she bent over the table to take a practice shot. Her ass looked round and firm in the miniskirt and I glanced at Gianni to see if he was looking too. Of course he was. Why wouldn’t he? My wife was hot.

I took the wine over and we started our game. Stacy wasn’t a bad pool player. We hadn’t played for a while and I almost forgot, so when she got two balls ahead of me, I had to get my game on.

“She’s beating you,” came a familiar English voice from behind and I turned around to see Dennis Webb, the hotel manager.

“Stacy can play,” I told him as we both watched her bend over and sink yet another ball with a long shot.

“So I see,” Dennis nodded appreciatively, not only at the shot but also at her curvy behind as she bent over again. “Very nice.”

I blinked in surprise at the older man’s forwardness but didn’t say anything because Stacy missed and it was my turn. I couldn’t let her beat me with Dennis watching, so I lined up my best shot and luckily, sunk the pot perfectly.

“I’m back,” I taunted her jokingly. “I hope you didn’t think you were going to win.”

“If I don’t win, you don’t get that blowjob I promised earlier.” Stacy gave me a sickly sweet smile and I turned around to see if Dennis had heard.

“I think you had better let her win,” he suggested with a smirk.

“Did I hear right?” Alessio said, walking across the room to join us. “Are we playing for blowjobs?”

“It’s just me and Kris playing,” Stacy said, giving the long-haired Italian a level look while chalking the end of her cue. “And no, we are not playing for blowjobs. What would I get if I win?”

“That’s obvious, oral sex from your husband,” Dennis answered. “I’ve seen and heard people and couples play games for much worse things too.”

“You haven’t.” Stacy shook her head as I lined up my next shot. “Really?”

“I’ve been in this trade a while. I’ve seen and heard everything, trust me,” the older man shrugged.

“No way. Like what?” Stacy asked, her interest piqued.

“Earlier this year, during the summer, a couple played against a group of guys, three or four and they were putting money down on games and the couple kept winning, then they one more game and they were so confident that the husband said he’d let the guys spend a night with his wife if they won. She was totally cool with it but guess what? The couple lost.”

“And they went through with it?” Stacy’s jaw dropped when Dennis nodded.

“They all went upstairs to the couple’s room together and didn’t come down until the morning,” the hotelier stroked his clean-shaven chin. “The poor woman seemed very tired at the breakfast. I don’t think she got a lot of sleep for whatever reason.”

“You’re messing around,” I laughed after watching my next pot fly into the pocket. “There’s no way-”

“I believe him,” Stacy stopped me. “Things like that do happen.”

“It is true,” Alessio added. “I gave the lady in question a massage the next day and she told me she was very sore from the night before although she didn’t tell me it was sex.”

“And her husband was fine with it?” I shook my head in disbelief.

“I think they were into that sort of thing,” Dennis explained. “Some couples are more liberated sexually than others.”

I shared a look with Stacy and she smiled sweetly at me again. “Do you hear that, Kris? Some couples like that kind of thing.”

Dennis and Alessio both gave me an amused look but I ignored them and tried to concentrate on my next shot, a long diagonal pot across the table.

“Do you fancy a game after this one?” Alessio said right as I took my shot and I cursed when it rebounded out of the jaws of the corner pocket.

“If you guys get us a round of drinks, I’ll think about it,” Stacy replied, walking around the table to find her next play.

“I own the hotel,” Dennis replied smoothly. “A doubles game: Alessio and myself against you and Kris and the drinks are on me for the evening.”

Stacy made her shot convincingly, the target ball flying into the middle pocket. “Let me just finish my husband off and then it’s game on.”

She did just that, potting her final ball and then the 8-ball with aplomb.

“Wow,” Alessio walked over and high-fived my wife. “Me and Signor Webb might have made a mistake here, eh?”

Dennis ordered a round of drinks at the bar and asked me to help him carry them over while Stacy racked the balls back up on the table.

“I wanted to speak with you or Stacy alone for a moment,” he said quietly as he passed me a glass of wine for Stacy and a beer for me.

“Why?” I asked, concerned that we’d somehow done or said the wrong thing during that conversation about the dirty couple taking guys to their room.

“Is everything okay?” Dennis’s watery blue eyes were full of concern. “Livia and Luca both told me that you were arguing yesterday evening in the cocktail bar. Excuse me if I’m sticking my nose in where it’s not wanted, but I just wanted to ensure that you enjoy your vacation and ask if there’s anything we can to do help if not.”

“Ah,” I replied, suddenly worrying about exactly how much of the conversation the two staff members might have heard. “Don’t worry. We had a disagreement as couples do, Dennis, but it’s all sorted out now. Thank you for asking.”

“That’s good to hear,” the tall, slender hotelier looked over at Stacy, who was laughing at Alessio’s jokes again as she finished setting up the next game. “Your wife is beautiful, Kris. I must admit I’m a little taken with her. You’ve probably noticed.”

“I guess,” I smiled awkwardly. This wasn’t a conversation I wanted to have.

“She reminds me so much of my ex-wife, that’s all. Can I ask, she wouldn’t be related to someone called Christine Fuller, would she? Or have any other Fullers in her family.”

“Not a name I’m aware of,” I shook my head. “Christine was your ex-wife?”

Dennis nodded. “Yes. She passed away a few years ago. Cancer.”

“Oh, no. I’m sorry to hear that,” I commiserated with him. “That must have been terrible for you.”

“She was only forty-five,” he lamented. “I loved her very much and miss her a lot.”

“I can imagine.”

“So when your wife walked through the door, looking the spitting image of her, it was…” Dennis’s eyes looked into the distance for a moment. “It was nice. It brought back memories. It made me think of Christine and the things we did together. That’s not a bad thing.”

“She looks that much like her?” I questioned.

“Kris, she looks exactly like her. Ask Viola in reception, she knew Christine well. The likeness is uncanny. Stacy could be her daughter. That’s why I asked if there’s a chance she could be related.”

“Not that I know of,” I shook my head and took a sip of my beer, explaining that Stacy had a small family and I knew all of them, including her asshole of a brother.

Dennis was staring at Stacy and it felt kind of creepy because I knew he was attracted to her and thinking of his late wife. I gave myself a shake to snap out of it. He was just making conversation and trying to explain to me why he’d been the way he’d been around her.

“They’re waiting for us,” I said, changing the subject and Dennis nodded and followed me over to the table where we handed out the drinks. The hotel owner had also bought a full tray of mixed alcoholic shots and he placed one over each pocket on the pool table.

“Every time a team pots a ball, alternating members of the opposing team have to down the shot on that pocket,” he explained the rules. “Ready to play?”

“Let’s do this,” Stacy grinned competitively. “I hope you can handle your drink, Dennis Webb, because you’re going to be downing a lot of those shots.”

“Bring it on,” the hotel owner replied with a worryingly calm voice.

I should have known that he’d be good at pool. Alessio wasn’t quite as good, but could still match Stacy and me, and we lost the first two games in quick succession. Necking several shots seemed to work for us, however. Perhaps it steadied our eye, I don’t know how but we won the next game convincingly and it was hilarious to see the masseur and Dennis grimacing at the sour shots he’d used for this game.

“I think we’ve had enough shots now.” Dennis cleared away the empty tray. “The room is beginning to spin. Why don’t we make the next game more interesting and put some money on it?”

“I don’t know,” I shook my head. “What I do know is that I could use another beer. Are the drinks still on you, Dennis?”

The hotel owner nodded. “Tell Gianni whatever you want.”

I headed over to the bar and Stacy followed me, grabbing my arm. “I need to talk to you,” she whispered into my ear as I asked the handsome maintenance man for our drinks.

“Sure. What’s up?”

“Somewhere private,” my wife said quietly, then when Gianni brought us our glass of wine and a fresh bottle of beer, she tugged me into the corner of the bar beneath the noisy screen which was playing music now that the game had finished.

“Is everything okay?” I asked, eyeing Alessio and Dennis over at the pool table to make sure they weren’t looking at us talking conspiratorially away from them.

“You can say no to this,” she said softly, then bit her lip nervously. “I know I’m a bit drunk and horny, but I’m really enjoying Alessio’s company.”

My heart sank. What was she about to ask?

“Go on,” I said reluctantly.

“He’s into me, I know he is. He’s been flirting with me all night,” she explained. “While you were playing one of your shots earlier, he said he’d love to play a game with me for oral sex like that couple did that Dennis told us about.”

“He said that?” I said, anger flaring up in me but I kept it locked away. “You’re my wife. The cheeky fucker.”

“He knows that Flavia wanked you off,” Stacy pulled an apologetic face. “He asked me if it was true and I said yes. I’m sorry.”

“So I guess he thinks you’re fair game,” I puffed out my cheeks in exasperation. “Fuck. You shouldn’t have said yes and Flavia shouldn’t have told him either.”

“I know but they’re close,” Stacy smiled awkwardly. “I think they’re probably fucking but who knows?”

“So what did you want to ask me?” I pushed her on the question. “Are you saying you want to take him up on his challenge? You’re asking if you can have oral sex with another guy?”

“I knew you’d say no,” my wife sighed. “After everything we talked about earlier, I didn’t see the harm in asking. It’s fine.”

“You need to give me more time to figure all this stuff out, Stacy.” I was shocked that she’d asked such a question but felt bad about disappointing her at the same time. As we walked over to the table, I looked at the handsome Italian and saw him smile at her. Again, annoyance flashed through me but at the same time, I had a realisation. We were on vacation. In a few days, we’d be heading home and we’d never see him again. If Stacy was having these sorts of thoughts; these sorts of desires, wouldn’t it be better for her to do them here? With someone that there was no danger of attachment or risk of something long-term forming?

Should I let her get something out of her system? Was that how these things worked? Could I even let her do it or would it hurt too much?

“So how about it?” Dennis said as we picked up our pool cues to resume our next game. “Fifty Euros a game?”

“I dared Stacy to higher stakes,” Alessio murmured to his boss but it was loud enough for Stacy and I to hear.

“Your masseur here wanted to play for oral sex,” Stacy revealed to Dennis. “The loser gets the winner off. But I’m not sure that you’d enjoy sucking Kris’s dick.”

“That’s not what I meant,” Alessio said quickly, glancing at me worriedly.

“I know,” Stacy laughed at his reaction. “Anyway, my husband said no. Sorry, guys.”

“A handjob,” I said, surprising myself at the impulsive gesture. Was I sure about this? It was too late now, I’d said it.

“What?” Stacy turned to me and when I saw a mischievous and hopeful look in her bright blue eyes, I knew I couldn’t back down.

“A handjob,” I repeated. “The guys stick fifty euros on the table. If we win, we get the money. If we lose, one of the guys - not both - gets a handjob from you.”

“We’re not going to lose,” Stacy shrugged confidently. “What do you say, Dennis and Alessio?”

“You’re going to lose,” Dennis squinted at us. “Are you sure?”

“If you’re that confident, make it a hundred.”

“Done.” The hotel manager fished in his pocket and slid several Euro notes out of his wallet, placing them on the edge of the pool table. “Whose break is it?”

“Mine,” Stacy informed them, placing the white ball where she wanted on the table and lining up her break.

Shit. What had I gotten us into?
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Secrets and Truths

“Take your time,” I told Stacy as she lined up the winning shot on the 8-ball. It had all come down to this. A black ball game.

My wife looked down her cue. It was a long pot, across the table into the far corner pocket.

“I got this,” she said but I knew what was going to happen before she even struck the ball because she smiled at me.

“Unlucky,” said Alessio with a smug grin as the ball rebounded off the jaws of the pocket and landed right over the edge.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Stacy rued, faking an expression of regret as she stood up and moved aside to let the Italian take the fateful shot.

She’d missed on purpose. My heart sank. I should have known she’d do this. Now what was I to do?

“Vittoria!” Alessio cried loudly as he crashed the final ball into the pocket with ease. “Victory.”

“Oh dear,” Dennis pursed his lips then chuckled to himself as he picked up the one hundred Euros and stuffed them back into his wallet. “Perhaps I should have insisted on a prize too.”

Alessio looked over at Stacy. “So where do we go for this fantastic handjob that you’re going to give me?”

My wife looked at me and I just stared back, not knowing what to do or say.

“It is okay,” the Italian said after a moment. “I am joking. I am not going to make you do it. Do not worry.”

“No,” Stacy turned to him and shook her head. “A bet is a bet. I’d have wanted the hundred Euros if we’d won.”

Then she turned to me and kissed me on the cheek. “Can I do it? You don’t have to say yes, but if you do, I’ll make it worth it when we get to our room.”

“You already owe me a blowjob and sex,” I pointed out. “Stacy, I don’t know about this. I don’t know if I’m ready for this kind of thing.”

“Trust me.” Stacy’s blue eyes peered deeply into mine. “And I tell you what; I’ll let Flavia give you another handjob. It’s just a handjob, Kris.”

It’s just a handjob.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing from my wife’s mouth.

“Fuck,” I cursed under my breath. The thought of Flavia making me cum was again tempting but it wasn’t that. If I let her do this, would it get something out of her system? It was just a handjob, she was right. “Fine. I just feel like an idiot.”

That was the problem. I felt humiliated.

“You’re not an idiot.” She kissed me again, this time full on the lips. “I love you.”

Then she turned to face the two men standing at the pool table. I also noticed that Gianni was watching us from behind the bar. How much had he heard?

“Let’s go,” Stacy sighed as if she was reluctant to make good on the bet. “Shall we head to my room?”

“Sounds good.” Alessio grinned at me. “Are you okay, Kris?”

I felt my cheeks redden in shame and wanted to say ‘no’ but I couldn’t, so I simply nodded, unable to speak.

Stacy took hold of the Italian’s hand and led him out of the bar. I watched them go and then sat down heavily on the nearest bar stool.

“You need to come with me,” Dennis said firmly, catching me by surprise as he walked over and put a hand on my shoulder. “Stacy asked me to explain something to you. It’ll all make sense if you follow me.”

My cheeks were on fire and I felt smaller than I ever had done in my entire life. I hadn’t been prepared for this. I was letting my wife give a guy a handjob and this man in front of me, Dennis Webb, a complete stranger knew about it.

“Why?” I said, my voice sounding flat in my ears.

“Just trust me,” the hotel owner said, squeezing my shoulder and tugging me to stand up. “I promise. This will make you feel better.”

I reluctantly stood up, glancing again towards Gianni but the young man behind the bar was serving a couple and their friend. “I’m sorry about my wife,” I found myself apologising as Dennis led me from the sports bar and into the elevator to take us upstairs.

“Why would you be sorry?” he asked with a deep frown. “I think she’s amazing.”

“She’s giving another guy a handjob,” I said, feeling a sense of numbness as the words left my lips. “And it’s not the first time she’s done something like this.”

I didn’t know why I said that and wanted the words back as soon as I said them but Dennis simply nodded and replied, “I know.”

“You know?” I asked as the lift doors opened and Dennis strode out in the direction of our room.

“I will explain,” he promised, leading me down the corridor and then stopping outside of the door labelled ‘Supplies’ which was next to our room. “Come in here with me for a moment.”

Why were we going into a supply room? He pushed the door open and my eyes widened as I saw through it. It wasn’t a supply room.

“Welcome to Observation Room 3,” Dennis said and stepped inside.

I followed him in, closed the door behind me and then looked around at my surroundings. “What the fuck?”

In this small room was a desk with two chairs and atop it was a bank of computer monitors, all turned off at the moment. But what shocked me to the core the most was the wide window that looked into our room.

“Your room is called the Room With A View for a reason. Do you remember me saying that?” Dennis looked at my wife and Alessio through the glass. They were sitting on the bed, talking, nothing more.

“This is… this is illegal,” I gasped, realising that we were looking through the wide mirror in the room. The one Stacy had enjoyed looking into while we had sex. “It’s a two-way mirror.”

“No, it’s not,” Dennis corrected me. “Your wife knows all about it. She also knows about the cameras in the air-conditioning unit. She even turned them on deliberately so that she could be recorded having sex with you.”

“What? What cameras? What are you talking about?” I sat down on one of the chairs because my legs felt like they were about to fail me.

I remembered Stacy fiddling with the air-con buttons and the slightly weird conversations that she’d had with Dennis and Gianni about it. Was he telling the truth? What the hell was going on?

“The Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa caters for normal tourists,” Dennis continued to explain, “But it also deals with a specific clientele through a second website. Those clients are usually men who want their wives to be seduced. They want their wives to have sex with other men, usually while they watch.”

“Dennis, this is really weird. Is this some sort of prank?”

The hotel owner ran a hand through his short, greying, dark hair. “No, Kris. Stacy told me everything. She told me that she’d had an affair and that you caught her in the act. She told me all this before she booked the holiday. I will let her explain her reasons fully but she wanted to bring you here for two reasons. She wanted to give you the opportunity to have sex with someone else, ‘to get even,’ as she put it. She also wanted to explore her sexuality further, with your consent. She hoped that the unique facilities that the Azure View offers would give her that opportunity.”

“So this is a hotel for swingers?” I asked, utterly confused.

“Not really,” Dennis replied. “Although we do have some couples in the lifestyle that come here. My hotel is full of beautiful people. I’m sure you’ve noticed. Men bring their wives here in the hope that they will be tempted into having sex with them. Most husbands want their wives to sleep with one of the male staff, Gianni is very popular. Some want to see their wives with women. Flavia and Livia are both bisexual. My employees are all experts in the art of seduction. Very few husbands go home without getting what they want and better still, they get to watch, either in person or through one of the observation rooms. Like this one.”

“This is insane,” I said under my breath, continuing to watch Stacy and Alessio. They were sitting very close, their legs touching.

“Stacy is unusual, in that she wants to see you with another woman. She told me about Flavia giving you a handjob. Did you enjoy it?”

Everything was making sense, just as Dennis had said it would. My head was spinning.

“I enjoyed it,” I admitted. I had a thousand questions but just then, it started. Stacy’s hand went to Alessio’s knee, bare beneath the long shorts he was wearing. They’d stopped speaking now and she slid her hand upwards, feeling at the bulge between his legs. Then she slid it inside his shorts and I saw Alessio’s eyes tighten slightly as she touched him.

I wasn’t ready for this. Images of Billy and Stacy popped into my head unbidden but I stayed rooted to my seat.

Stacy tugged down Alessio’s shorts and his semi-erect dick popped out into view.

“He’s quite large,” Dennis noted. “Not the most well-endowed in the hotel, but fairly big.”

I could see that. Alessio’s dick was at least an inch longer and much thicker than mine. As Stacy’s hand wrapped around it, stroking it to life, I felt my stomach lurch.

“I don’t know if I can watch this,” I muttered. “Why are you forcing me to watch, Dennis?”

“Stacy wants you to,” he replied. “We set this up earlier. You can stop them at any time. All you have to do is knock on the mirror and they’ll stop.”

“She set it up?” I don’t know why I was surprised. The string of revelations starting yesterday just kept rolling.

Dennis pressed a small green button on the wall and a speaker in front of us crackled into life.

“You’re so girthy,” I heard my wife say. She was slowly tugging the skin on Alessio’s cock back and forth while staring at it. “I love a girthy cock.”

“I am glad you like it,” Alessio said, sighing in pleasure as she started to stroke him properly.

We watched as she got him fully hard so that his cock stood straight upright.

“I want to suck it so bad,” she moaned.

“I’m not going to stop you,” the Italian replied.

Shit. No way.

“She said she was going to give him a handjob,” I said out loud, turning and looking at Dennis.

“Knock on the glass if you want them to stop,” he replied.

I was too late. Stacy slid from the bed and knelt on the floor between the masseur’s spread feet. Then she opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the bulky head of his cock.

I don’t know why I didn’t stop them. Stacy’s mouth slid up and down his thick shaft and Alessio put his hand into her blonde hair, encouraging her to go deeper and take more of his length.

All I could do was watch and wait for him to finish but that wasn’t about to happen just yet.

“Take your top off,” the Italian asked, his voice breathless from the vigorous and enthusiastic blowjob my wife was giving him. “I want to see those big tits of yours.”

Stacy didn’t hesitate. She stripped the top off and without needing to be asked, unclasped her bra and let it drop to the floor.

“Bellissimo,” Alessio groaned, leaning forward to cup her breasts and feel them in his hands. He’d seen most of them during the massage but now he saw her nipples fully and was groping her, enjoying the weight of them as I did.

Stacy’s mouth went back to his dick, swallowing it deeply for a moment before pulling away again. “I want you to cum all over them,” she said, and when he nodded, she continued sucking him once more.

“You’re a lucky man,” Dennis said softly. “I would give anything for her to do that to me. Your wife is beautiful, just like Christine was and she knew how to suck a cock too. She sucked a lot of cocks, Kris. I used to love watching her make men cum.”

“That’s why your hotel caters for this?” I guessed. “You’re into this sort of thing yourself, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he admitted as we watched Stacy give Alessio a long, slower blowjob now. “My first-ever girlfriend, Donna, fucked a much older man when I was young. We were drunk and stoned. He took advantage of me and seduced her right in front of me. He made me watch and I think it set me on this path from that night onwards. Donna and I didn’t last long that first time around but I watched her have sex with a lot of men. And I mean a lot. After we split up the first time, I met Christine and wanted her to do the same thing. She wouldn’t. Until we got the cancer diagnosis. Then she decided she wanted to live her last few years to the full and I got my wish, albeit in tragic circumstances. She fucked fifty men in those last few years. Sometimes more than one at a time.”

“You don’t have to tell me all this, Dennis,” I said, feeling hugely out of my depth. Stacy stopped her blowjob as Alessio told her he was close, and instead, she wrapped her large breasts around his cock and began stroking them up and down his saliva-covered length.

“I’ve kept it to myself for a long while now,” the older man said softly. “Only Viola knows everything but lately, I’ve felt the need to be more open with people.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off what Stacy was doing. It felt wrong but it was also strangely erotic and almost fascinating, seeing how different she was being with Alessio from what she was with me. She’d never give me a tit wank like this. Not ever. She hated the sensation of sperm on her skin.

“You said ‘first time around’ with Donna,” I said, purely to end the awkward silence that had developed in the room as we watched Stacy bringing Alessio close to his climax. “Did you get back together with her?”

“I married her,” Dennis said. “After Christine died and we met up again. I thought I could make it work because I knew she was into the same thing as me. She loved having sex and I loved watching. But it didn’t work out.”

“And now you’re with Viola?” I asked, guessing because of the vibe the two of them showed whenever they were together.

“No,” Dennis tore his eyes away from Stacy and Alessio to frown at me. “Viola and I are best friends. She helped me get my life back on track after Christine’s passing and after Donna and I split so acrimoniously. She’s an amazing woman but no, we’re not together. She doesn’t like me in that way.”

I stared back at him, wondering what else this man had been through in his life and how he’d ended up running this hotel and setting it up as the perverts’ paradise that it was.

“I’m cumming,” Alessio grunted, drawing my attention back to the scene on the other side of the glass.

“Cum on my tits,” Stacy moaned sexily, pushing them together with both hands while Alessio took hold of his cock and jerked off frantically. A few seconds later, a thick rope of creamy white cum shot forth, landing squarely across her right breast, then a second, this one hitting her on the chin and upper chest. More and more cum spilt from his big cock, coating my wife’s chest until finally he relaxed and leaned back on the bed to get his breath back.

“Fuck, that was good,” he sighed, then added, “You missed the black on purpose, right?”

“Duh,” Stacy giggled. “Of course I did.”

Dennis looked at me and smiled. “How are you feeling, Kris? Are you ready to reclaim your wife?”

Reclaim?

I wasn’t sure what he meant by that but I nodded, unable to vocalise my confusing feelings right at that moment.

“Go on then,” he encouraged me. “Alessio will leave as soon as you arrive.”

I got up and walked out of the fake supply room but hesitated with my hand on the hotel door handle because I realised I didn’t have a room key. I knocked on the door and a moment later, Alessio opened it.

“I had a good time,” he smiled at me as though nothing untoward had happened, as though my wife hadn’t just sucked his dick and let him cum on her tits. “See you later.”

He walked past me and I looked through the open doorway to see Stacy sitting on the bed, still topless, her breasts coated in sticky white cum. She curled a finger and beckoned me inside and I walked in, closing the door behind me.
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Dreams and Fantasies

“That was so fucking hot,” Stacy said as I walked over to her.

I felt strange, like I didn’t know this woman in front of me. “I saw everything.” I pointed to the mirror as a way of explanation.

“I know,” she smiled, then wiped the sperm from her chin with the back of her hand. “That’s why it was so hot, because I knew you were watching.”

“Has he watched us fuck?” I asked. A million things were racing through my head. “Dennis, I mean. You know he watched with me?”

“Yes, but not through the mirror,” Stacy replied. “He watched through-”

“A hidden camera in the air-con,” I finished for her. “He told me.”

She stood up and walked over to the control panel. “There’s a little red light that comes on when the camera is activated.” She pressed the small button on the panel and I looked up to see a red light glowing through the grill. When she pressed it again, it went out.

“Watching you cum with Flavia was a huge turn-on,” Stacy said softly, walking back towards me with Alessio’s cum dripping from her breasts as she moved. “But being watched while sucking a dick was something else. I got so envious of you earlier, when you told me about the taxi driver.”

“That turned you on?”

“I’ve always fantasized about some stranger watching me have sex,” Stacy confessed. I stared at her as she reached me and stopped. Who was this woman? It was like something had become unchained inside her and a new Stacy had come to the fore.

“Stacy, this is a lot to take-”

“A lot to take in, yes, I know. You keep saying.” She leaned forward and kissed me then reached down to grab my dick through my shorts. I got a salty taste on my lips as she broke the kiss. Alessio’s cum. “You’re hard. That’s good because I need fucking.”

“Is Dennis…?”

“Yes, he’s still watching. I told him I wanted him to watch.”

She grabbed my shirt and dragged me towards the bed. I was in shock at everything that had happened. My cock was hard and I didn’t know why. Was I turned on by watching her suck Alessio just now? Or was it from the prospect of Dennis watching me and Stacy?

I tumbled onto the bed as Stacy pushed me, and then she joined me after slipping out of her skirt and panties and dragging down my shorts to reveal my rock-hard erection

“Yummy,” she giggled and immediately took it in her mouth. “Here’s what I promised you but don’t cum. I need it inside me.”

Her tongue slid against my shaft as she went deep on my cock, then she worked it with her hand as she withdrew and spent a minute or so just gently sucking the tip. Fuck. It felt so fucking good.

I looked at the mirror, knowing that Dennis was in there, watching her suck my cock, then I put my hand on the back of her head and pushed down, making her gag slightly.

“Don’t cum,” she murmured, then sucked me hard and fast until I was groaning with pleasure.

“Get on top,” I gasped, “I’m close.”

Stacy straddled me, then turned around so that she was facing away from me and towards the mirror and sank her pussy down onto me. I knew she was giving the hotel owner a show and for whatever reason, that tipped me over the edge.

“I’m going to cum. Slow down,” I told her. But it was too late, my cock throbbed and I felt it explode deep inside her.

“Already?” she complained. “You’re kidding, right?”

“I’ll make it up to you tomorrow,” I apologised. “I’m sorry. I was so horny, I couldn’t help it.”

“I need to cum too,” she said, her voice sounding desperate. “Fuck it.”

Stacy lay down on the bed next to me and spread her thighs wide. Again, I looked at the mirror, imagining the view Dennis would have right now. He’d be able to see everything.

Then she licked her fingers and put them inside her pussy. I rolled onto my side. It was a long time since I’d seen Stacy masturbate. She used to tease me like this when we first got together, but since getting married, I couldn’t ever remember her doing it. I watched as she slid two fingers in and out of herself, collecting her wetness and then moving to her clit and rubbing and circling it with her fingertips.

Her other hand went to her breast, cupping and squeezing it while she played with herself and a few minutes later, I saw her upper chest beginning to redden and heard her breaths quickening.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried, arching the small of her back from the bed as she orgasmed. “I’m cumming.”

Her body trembled and quivered and then she slumped back onto the bedsheets, her chest rising and falling with deep, ragged breaths until she looked sideways at me and giggled.

“Did you enjoy that?” she grinned, then glanced at the mirror, obviously wondering if Dennis had enjoyed it too. Then she reached to the lamp beside the bed and turned it off, throwing the room into darkness before sidling up to me and snuggling against me.

I put my arm around her and drew her close. “Yes, I enjoyed it,” I whispered, hoping that Dennis couldn’t hear or that he’d left Observation Room 3 now that the show was over.”

“Good. I love you,” my wife murmured into my ear.

“I love you too.” I pulled the bedsheets over us and kissed her on the forehead tenderly as she wrapped her legs around mine as she often did.

“Thank you for trying this with me,” she said sleepily against my chest. “I know it’s all a bit wild and crazy for you.”

“It is wild and crazy, yeah,” I agreed. “I need to sleep on it and process it all.”

“I really want to watch you fuck someone,” she whispered, her voice tentative. “I need to see your cock go inside another woman. And I want to make you watch me fuck someone too.”

She wanted to make me watch? What did that mean?

I didn’t get a chance to ask. Within minutes, she was asleep, leaving me staring into the darkness above me, the taste of Alessio’s semen still on my lips as I contemplated what all of this meant for my marriage.

* * *

Stacy was in bed, Billy on top of her, the shape of his ass under the covers moving up and down between her open thighs.

“Oh, fuck,” my wife moaned. “Fuck me harder.”

“What the hell?” I said, stepping into the room. “Stacy? No! Why?”

“Ah, shit,” my wife shrieked, pushing Billy from her and sitting bolt upright in bed. Her work colleague rolled all the way out of bed, taking the covers with him and covering his nakedness as he stood up.

“Kris, dude. I’m sorry. I-”

“Don’t stop,” Stacy said, grabbing his hand and pulling him back onto the bed.

“Are you sure?” he said, turning to me for an answer as she lowered himself back between my wife’s open thighs.

“You cheating slut,” I chuckled at Stacy, stepping closer to the bed for a better view. “I love you, you lying, cheating whore. I can’t believe you’re fucking your boss in our bed.”

Stacy grinned and looked down between her legs as Billy pushed the end of his dick against Stacy’s pink slit. I watched it slowly slide inside her.

“Wake up,” she said, looking over Billy’s shoulder as he settled his weight on top of her, his cock fully impaled into her. “You’re dreaming.”

She looked incredible. I wanted to help Billy; to push his ass and thrust his dick into her slutty pussy as she wrapped her legs around him.

“Wake up, Kris,” she said and someone grabbed my shoulder. Who was this? Had someone else come to watch my wife get fucked? I hoped so.

“Kris, wake up!”

I sat up and rubbed my eyes, reorienting myself. I was in bed, in our luxury room at the Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa. I’d been dreaming again. Only this time, it was a nightmare. It was a sex dream and my cock was rock hard, tenting the covers between my legs.

“Whatever you were dreaming about, it looks like you were enjoying it,” Stacy said from where she was standing by the bed. She pointed to my erection and tilted her head enquiringly.

I scratched my head as if trying to recall the dream. “No. It’s gone. I can’t remember what it was but yes,” I slid the covers back to reveal my cock, standing straight up like an arrow. “I think it was something good.”

“I had a dirty dream too,” Stacy said, enjoying the sight of my dick for a moment. I was hoping she’d walk over and make me cum but she didn’t. Instead, she drifted towards the small kitchen corner and began making coffee.

“Oh yeah?” I got out of bed and stretched, forcing the sleep out of my muscles. I didn’t want to think about what we’d done last night. My mind wasn’t ready to figure out how I felt about it just yet. “What was it about?”

“Hmm,” she replied, stirring the drinks and then passing me one after I’d put my shorts on. “Do you remember that phrase you used the first day we got here? About two being a company, but three’s a crowd? Well, let’s just say I disagree.”

“You dreamed about having a threesome?” I took the hot coffee and had a sip. “Me and Alessio, I’m guessing?”

“Actually, it wasn’t.” Stacy was wearing one of my t-shirts and some panties. Even though I’d seen her make Alessio cum last night, I still wanted to bend her over the counter and fuck her.

I waited but Stacy hesitated. “So… are you going to tell me?”

“Yes, but…” She looked at me, her blue eyes wavering for a moment. “It was a dream of something I did before. More of a memory than a dream.”

“A memory of a threesome? Wait. You’ve done a threesome?”

Stacy walked over to the chairs and sat down, so I followed her and sat opposite.

“I’ve tried to tell you about the boyfriends I had before you,” she said slowly. “Every since my dipshit brother told you about my past, I’ve tried to tell you but you always say you don’t want to know.”

“But he didn’t mention a threesome,” I replied. “He just said you’d been with a lot of guys. ‘All his friends’ was what we said and then you told me about the teacher guy. Wow. So you had a threesome. Was it with two guys? Or a guy and girl?”

“Ah, you want to know now, do you?” Stacy considered me seriously for a moment. “Did last night change how you feel?”

She was asking me directly. There wasn’t any time to think and I couldn’t keep saying that I needed more time and space to work it out. I’d said that numerous times already. The dream this morning had revealed something to me also. In the dream, I’d enjoyed watching Billy fuck her. I’d enjoyed it.

“I lied about my dream,” I said, avoiding her gaze because this was going to be difficult to admit. “I did remember it.”

“Right,” Stacy said. I couldn’t look at her, so I didn’t know what expression was on her face but she sounded worried. “And?”

“My dream was a memory too,” I replied. My throat was tight. Was I really about to say this? “My memory of catching you with Billy. I usually get angry and mad. It’s usually a nightmare, but this morning, it was different. In my dream, instead of being pissed at you, I told you to carry on having sex.”

“So you dream of me and Billy a lot?”

“Yes,” I admitted. “It’s haunted me for a long while. I have nightmares of it but last night, it was different. I enjoyed it.”

“You woke up with a boner,” she nodded. “So this time it was different. And you think that’s because of what we did last night?”

“I know it is,” I let out a long, ragged breath. I could feel my pulse throbbing in my ears. “Seeing Alessio… Watching you suck his cock, seeing him cum on you, was a shock. A huge shock but while it was happening, Dennis talked to me. He told me that he shared his first girlfriend with other men. He watched her have sex with them and he enjoyed it. Then he did it with his first wife and then again with his second wife. He loves it. I think he thrives on it that much that he created this business to cater for people like him.”

“I didn’t know that about Dennis. I knew about the hotel and what it does, obviously.” Stacy pushed her blonde hair out of her eyes as I finally looked up at her. “I brought you here to try to make my fantasies come true and somehow save my marriage by opening you up to the things I want to try.”

“I know.” I nodded. “Knowing that Dennis and lots of other men - men who bring their wives here - enjoy seeing them with other men, I don’t know how, but it somehow opened my eyes a little.”

“That’s nice to hear,” Stacy smiled and I saw her eyes moisten. “So you don’t hate me for being a slut?”

“Of course I don’t hate you.” I got up and she met me halfway as we took each other into our arms for an embrace that lasted several minutes. “I love you.”

“I didn’t finish telling you,” Stacy said as we finally let go of each other. “About the guys before you. Yes, I did have a threesome. Two, actually. One was with a boy and girl and the other was with two boys.”

“What?” Hearing that she’d been in a three-way with a girl was yet another shock to my system. I didn’t know if I could take any more but here we went again. Did I even know Stacy at all?

“Why don’t we have a shower together, and I’ll tell you all about it?” she suggested, peeling off the t-shirt and walking in the direction of the bathroom with a playful look on her face. “I dreamed about the time with the two boys but I’ll tell you about my girl-on-girl experience too if you want me to?”

I wasn’t ready to hear yet more of her past sexual experiences but I realised something at that moment. I was never going to be ready. Life rarely gave you a warning or waited for you to be ready for things. It just throws them at you. You simply had to learn to be good at catching them when it does.
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Saints and Sinners

“Do we have everyone here?” Gianni said, his eyes visibly counting each person standing in the hotel lobby. “Otto, Nove, Dieci. Eccellente. We’re ready. The bus is outside. Let’s go.”

“I’m excited,” Stacy squealed, giving my hand a hard squeeze as we followed the handsome maintenance main and our driver for today out through the silver revolving doors. “Amalfi Town is supposed to be really pretty and the festival sounds so interesting.”

“The Festa di Sant’ Andrea is a wonderful experience,” Dennis said as we walked down the marble steps towards the minibus. “You’re in for a treat.”

Along with Gianni and Dennis, Alessio and Flavia were with us and two other couples from the hotel, a slim brunette whose husband was old enough to be her father and a quiet, plump, young couple with wide eyes for everything. They’d only just arrived the day before I wondered if they were here as custom guests, which I’d learned was the term given to people looking for a sexual adventure as opposed to standard guests; people booking the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa for a normal, regular vacation. Stacy had told me how it worked. Dennis had built two separate websites, the first being a standard hotel experience but the second went into detail on the special facilities the hotel offered, designed specifically for men who wanted their wives to cheat on them and that website was only advertised on sex forums aimed at those types of men, cuckolds, as they were labelled.

Nothing new had happened since yesterday when Stacy had revealed her past including the two threesomes she’d participated in before meeting me. She’d told me - in graphic detail - about everything that occurred during each ménage à trois. I got so turned on hearing how her then-boyfriend had invited his ex-girlfriend around one night and the three of them had ended up in bed together. Stacy denied being bisexual, saying that she’d just been horny and desperate to impress the guy she was seeing. She didn’t want to appear boring by saying ‘no’ and went along with it for that reason but actually ended up enjoying herself. The girl had gone down on Stacy and to her surprise made her orgasm but Stacy couldn’t bring herself to return the favour. Instead, she’d let her boyfriend fuck his ex and Stacy rubbed the girl’s clit and made her cum while his dick was pumping in and out of her.

The mental image of that drove me crazy as she told me in the shower and we ended fucking under the water in a lust-filled frenzy but that wasn’t the end of it. During the afternoon, while we relaxed by the pool, she continued to tell me about the other threesome. This one was with two guys she’d met just hours before while on a night out. She’d been on a blind date set up by her friend and after her date turned out to be a disappointment, she got talking to two men at the bar and later that evening, ended up in bed with them. She told that she’d taken both of them one at a time, one after the other, then in the morning they’d fucked her together, taking turns at her pussy and her mouth and then switching ends.

It was hard to believe but she had no reason to lie. She was confessing everything and I just had to accept it. It didn’t make Stacy any different. She was still the same Stacy I’d married, I just knew more about her now. I understood why she’d kept it from me. I might well have judged her as a slut back then and not wanted to continue seeing her if I’d known the truth. I was glad she’d kept it from me for that reason. We’d made so many amazing memories together. I loved her and even though things might be different from now on, I still wanted to be with her.

The trip to Amalfi town was spectacular, climbing and dipping along the winding roads of the Amalfi coast until it flattened out at the small but pretty town of Amalfi trapped between the mountains and the pale blue arc of the Tyrrhenian Sea.

“Welcome to Amalfi,” Flavia said, looking out through the windows of the bus. “This is where I was born, in a small house down by the sea.”

“Wow. It’s so pretty,” Stacy said, smiling at me happily and she was right. While it wasn’t as spectacular as Positano with its pastel-coloured buildings clinging to the cliffside, Amalfi had its own unique charm, including a beautiful church that caught the eye as we drove past it.

“Here we are,” Dennis said as Gianni brought the bus to a halt on a small street before a large square with steps that led up to the church. “The Piazza Duomo and we’re just in time for things to begin. The morning mass is finished.”

We got out, and as a group, walked into the busy square to see a clergyman and several men in red gowns bring the silver and gold statue of St Andrew out of the church. As we watched, they carried it carefully down the steps, the whole time being followed by a marching band playing a variety of music.

There was a collective sigh of relief from the crowd as the statue reached the bottom safely before being carried forward along the main street towards the beach and we followed along, enjoying the festival atmosphere alongside the crowds and many people hanging out of their townhouse windows to watch the procession.

Following a blessing on the Marina Grande beach, the red-gowned men carried the Saint’s statue back to the Piazzi Duomo and we had the most fantastic view of what was to follow because Dennis took us to the top floor restaurant of the hotel that faced directly across the square and we had lunch and a drink together while watching the finale of the event; the running of the statue. This time, the red-gowned men gathered themselves with the statue held aloft and sprinted up the fifty-seven steps back to the church. When they reached the summit, everyone in the hotel and the square below burst into cheers and applause.

“What an incredible experience,” I said, once the clergyman had delivered his final blessing to the assembled throng and the statue was returned to the church. “That was amazing.”

“It really was,” Stacy agreed as we finished our lunch, followed by several glasses of Prosecco, all paid for by Dennis.

“We will have some free time this afternoon,” the hotelier announced. “Explore the town by yourselves or in groups, whichever you prefer then we will meet by the Marina for dinner and drinks at a nearby bar that my friend owns before the fireworks.”

“Fireworks?” I queried.

“They are spectacular,” Gianni assured me. “You don’t want to miss the fireworks.”

Stacy and I headed into the town and enjoyed the plethora of shops, stopping for an exquisite espresso along the way. The weather was warm for so late in the year and the blue skies remained clear late into the day when we headed to the Marina and spotted Dennis and his group waiting for us.

“My friend’s bar is this way,” the hotel owner directed us to the eastern part of the beach, where the road began to climb up the mountainside once more. It had been a fantastic day and the festival and Amalfi itself were a much-needed distraction from the topics of the last couple of days. We felt like a normal couple on vacation again, enjoying the sights, sounds, tastes and smells of a foreign land, rather than two people discovering secrets about themselves and each other that they’d never known before despite spending a decade together.

Paolo’s Pizzaria was a quaint bar and restaurant, a white-painted building atop a railed-off terrace that looked along the full length of the Marine Grande beach. Paolo himself, a wizened older fellow dressed in chef’s whites, met us at the door and ushered us upstairs to a separate balcony upstairs with the most spectacular views over the bay. Boats of all sizes and shapes were pulling into the town, preparing for the firework show to come later.

“Sit, per favore,” he said, not appearing to speak much English. “Sit. Enjoy.”

There were several tables and chairs arranged on the balcony and Stacy and I ended up sitting with Alessio and Flavia, of all people, as the food and drinks began to be served.

“How are you today?” the male masseur asked, as we tucked into a dish of salad and clams dressed in lemon oil. “Have you enjoyed the day so far?”

I nodded because my mouth was full of the delicious food but Stacy spoke, telling him it had been an amazing ending to our week in Italy. “We’re here one more day,” she rued, “Then back home on Monday. I wish we were staying longer.”

“Me too,” smiled Alessio. “I’d like to finish what we started the other evening.”

My eyes widened at his boldness and I glanced at Flavia but she waved a hand at me to not worry.

“I already know,” she said around a mouthful of salad. “Alessio told me about the other night. You both know what the hotel does now, yes?”

“Dennis explained,” I nodded, taking a deep breath and a drink of the beer in front of me to gather myself. “Stacy too. It’s blown my mind but I’m getting my head around it, I guess.”

“I’d like to finish what we started too,” Flavia said softly and I felt her foot rub against my leg beneath the table.

“Oh, fuck,” Stacy murmured to the woman sitting opposite me. “Don’t talk like this now, you two. You’ll get me excited and I want to be able to concentrate on the fireworks.”

“Perhaps we can make our own fireworks,” Alessio commented sexily. He was staring at my wife, openly admiring her cleavage on show through the deep-cut neck of her black top.

“Maybe we want to get you excited,” Flavia added. A few days ago, their overly flirtatious behaviour would have annoyed me but now I simply found it amusing, especially when Stacy shifted in her chair uncomfortably, not quite knowing how to respond.

As the sun began to slowly set behind the mountains, a party atmosphere settled over the town and Paolo put on some music for us although the tunes emanating from the bars along the street below us was already enough in my opinion. Still, it made for a fantastic ambience for the rest of the evening.

“It’s so romantic,” Stacy looped her arm through mine as she rejoined me at the balcony where I was enjoying the sight of the many boats dotted around the bay. It was growing darker and the lights from the boats glittered as brightly as the stars in the indigo sky high above. “Are you okay?”

“I love this,” I said, taking a drink from my latest beer. Dennis had paid for a free bar for us and the drinks had flowed all night since our dinner. I’d let Stacy circulate with the other guests for a little while - Flavia wanted her to dance with her - while I spent some time relaxing and enjoying the view and atmosphere by the balcony.

“I love it too but are you okay?” She squeezed my arm tightly. “You seem distant.”

“I’m just thinking.” I put an arm around her waist and pulled her close. “We came here to try to leave everything behind and rebuild our marriage. But in reality-”

“Instead of leaving it behind, we’ve brought it with us,” Stacy said, reading my mind. She knew me far too well. “After everything that happened, we couldn’t pretend it didn’t happen. We couldn’t leave it behind.”

“We needed to confront it,” I agreed. A cool breeze swept in from the sea, catching in Stacy’s long blonde hair and fluttering it out behind her for a moment. “And we have but what does it mean for us, moving forward?”

“We have tonight and tomorrow left,” she replied. Stacy smelled good, her perfume was sweet and musky as she rested her head on my shoulder, and then looked up at me. “I’d like to do as much as I can before we go home.”

“Do you have anything in mind?” I asked, watching a small group of people dancing in the street below us.

“If I can get some things out of my system while we’re here,” she said softly over the top of the dance music pumping out of Paolo’s speaker system behind us, “Maybe we can go back to something like normality when we’re back home.”

Stacy couldn’t possibly know but I’d been thinking the same thing while standing here alone. I’d watched her mix and mingle with the group. I’d seen her dance with Flavia but I’d also watched as she talked to first Dennis at some length and then Alessio and Gianni. I’d seen how flirty she was with them, especially Alessio and it felt strange, knowing that just two nights ago, she’d had his cock in her mouth and he’d cum all over her breasts.

The chemistry between them was obvious and I wondered if Gianni knew. I also wondered if the other two couples that had come with us today could tell. It seemed all too apparent to me that there was something between them.

“So what do you propose?” I asked, feeling like I knew the answer already. “What things do you want to do?”

“They all want me,” she sighed, turning around to look at the three men who were at the other end of the bar’s balcony. “I’d like to do something with one of them tonight while the mood’s right.”

“So when we get back to the hotel,” I said quietly, “After the fireworks, you want to take one of them to our room?”

“I just want to see what happens.” Stacy went silent. “But yes. Do I have your permission? And before we go home, I want you to do something with Flavia again. Watching her jerk you off was so incredibly hot. My fantasy come true. Please say ‘yes,’ Kris. When we go home, we’ll have these memories forever. Just think of how good our sex life will be, being able to talk about what we did and think about it in bed.”

I didn’t know what ‘see what happens’ meant but I nodded.

“Okay.” Stacy leaned into me and kissed me lightly on the lips. “I’m going to go talk to the boys. I’ll ask Flavia to come and keep you company.”

“You don’t need to,” I said but Stacy was already walking away. She was wearing a low-cut black top and tiny black shorts and I even saw the ancient Paolo checking her out as she walked across the terrace towards Gianni and Alessio.

A full moon was rising over the dark Tyrrhenian sea casting its shimmering reflection onto the boats moored in the bay. The party was in full swing and the fireworks would soon start, signalling the end of the festival and afterwards, our return to the hotel.

What was going to happen when we got back? Was I going to see Stacy do more than suck Alessio this time? I looked over and saw the Italian masseur leaning into her ear, whispering something to her but then my view was blocked as Dennis stepped into my line of sight.

“Kris,” he said softly, “We need to talk.”
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Fireworks and Fornication

“Ican’t take my eyes off your wife tonight.” Dennis leaned against the iron railing that separated us from the beach below and looked out over the moon-glittered sea. “Cigar?”

“No, thank you,” I replied, watching as he pulled a gold-embossed cigar case from the inside pocket of his grey jacket. He took a single cigar, cut the end off with a shiny gadget that he produced from his other pocket and then put the case away.

“Stacy is getting a lot of attention from Alessio and Gianni,” he commented. “I’m not surprised. She looks beautiful.”

“She does,” I nodded, looking at my wife for a moment before turning my gaze out to sea, looking at the coloured lights of the dozens of boats waiting for the firework display.

Dennis struck a match, lit the cigar in his mouth, and then tossed the flaming stick over the balcony, its light fluttering out as it disappeared into the darkness of the beach below us.

“Would you object to me spending some time with her?” he asked, blowing a silver-blue ring of smoke into the cool night air. “If she wants to, that is.”

“It depends on what you mean by spending time,” I said slowly but it was obvious.

“She’s the most beautiful female guest I’ve had in my hotel for years and she reminds me so much of Christine. I’d give anything to spend just one night with her, Kris. If you say no, I’ll respect your wishes but if you say yes, I promise I’ll give her a night she won’t regret.”

“Wow.” I shook my head at his bravado. “Look, Dennis. I’ve told her she can talk to Alessio and Gianni and get some things out of her system tonight and tomorrow before we return home. If you want to talk to her and be a part of that, I won’t stop you. I’m letting her do what she needs to do.”

“You should talk to Flavia.” The hotel owner blew another smoke ring and then straightened up and stubbed the cigar out on the steel rail. “She likes you.”

“I know I need to mingle,” I acknowledged. “I’m not the most social man in the world at the best of times but I’ve had a lot to think about these past few days, as I’m sure you appreciate.”

“I understand,” Dennis nodded, then put a hand on my shoulder and gave it a firm squeeze. “When you have a beautiful bird, it’s a shame to keep it caged. You need to let it spread its wings.”

“E molto cliche,” Flavia said, joining us at the railing and winking at me.

“What does that mean?” I asked, looking at the beautiful masseuse. She was wearing a tiny white vest top and a denim skirt. Her pale blonde hair was loose, flowing around her shoulders and her lips were painted bright red. She looked gorgeous, if not as curvy and sexy as my wife.

“She was calling me out for being cheesy,” Dennis chuckled, then walked past me towards where Stacy was still talking to the two Italians. “I’ll leave you two alone.”

“Ciao.” Flavia peered into the distance. “What are you looking at?”

“Nothing,” I smiled at her as she leaned over the railing next to me. “I’m just enjoying the atmosphere and the music.”

“The lights of the boats look pretty out in the bay,” she pointed with a slender hand. “They are all waiting for the fireworks.”

“I gathered.” I looked to see if Dennis was talking to Stacy but she wasn’t where she’d last been. I swivelled around, taking in the full view of the balcony but she was nowhere to be seen. Neither were Alessio or Gianni. I saw Dennis briefly but he left too, walking into the restaurant proper with Paolo.

“They were talking about going for a walk on the beach,” Flavia said when she saw me searching for my wife. “Alessio, Gianni and Stacy.”

I looked down over the railing but the balcony stretched out over the road and the wall beyond that blocked off the view of the nearest part of the beach.

“Would you like to go too?” Flavia held out a hand. “Come on. We’ll walk together.”

We left the two remaining couples in the bar and headed back through the restaurant and down the steps that led us to the main road outside. I looked left and right along the busy street but I still couldn’t see any sign of Stacy or any of the men from the hotel.

“Down there,” Flavia pointed towards a gap in the wall and a small set of stony steps that led down onto the beach’s edge, shadowed from view in the darkness of the Amalfi night. “But before we go, you know what we might be walking into, si?”

“What do you mean?” I asked the tall, athletic blonde. “I know she wants to have some fun with them but not until we get back to the hotel.”

There was a huge flash above us, lighting Flavia with a green glow followed by an enormous bang and we looked up to see the first firework explosion fading into the sky.

“Come,” Flavia grabbed my hand and we weaved through the traffic on the road, which had all stopped to watch the show and onto the paved path on the far side which led down the steps. “Let’s find somewhere private where we can watch the fireworks together.”

The steps were uneven but another enormous red rocket lit the way so I could see where to put my feet and a few seconds later, we stepped out onto the soft, dark sand of the Marina Grande beach.

“This way, around the corner,” the pretty Italian kept a hold of my hand and led me beneath the wall to a small alcove looking across sideways across the portion of the beach which was fenced off for the display. There was a tumble of large rocks nearby, so we sat on them and gazed upwards as more and more explosions began to light the sky in a tumult of spectacular colours.

“Wow,” I said, looking at a pinkish-red firework that burst into a heart shape. “Look at that.”

Flavia was still holding my hand. I’d not even noticed until she pulled me closer. I turned my attention from the sky to her face, illuminated in different colours by the flickering lights of the display above us. She leaned in, moving slowly, her dark eyes staring into mine until her lips touched mine.

I heard a noise behind me but as I made to turn around, Flavia wrapped a hand around my neck, fixing my lips against hers and not letting me look. Her tongue entwined against mine. She tasted sweet, like apples but with the heady tones of alcohol too.

We kissed while the fireworks burst overhead and after a moment, I felt her hand at my groin, rubbing my cock through the thin fabric of my shorts, then she slid it inside my waistband and took hold of me, stroking me slowly.

“I want you,” she broke the kiss and breathed into my ear.

I wanted her too. My dick was rock-hard already but I needed to check that this was okay with Stacy. As strange as it sounded to my ears, I vocalised the thought.

“Stacy,” I said, having to talk loud to be heard over the fireworks. “I need to tell her. She wanted to watch.”

“I’m here,” my wife said from somewhere behind me and I turned to see her standing nearby. Gianni and Alessio were there too, standing a little further away in the shadow of the wall above us.

“I was just-”

“It’s fine,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “Don’t stop. Watching you kiss is kind of hot.”

Flavia was tugging at my shorts and then I felt the cool air rush around my erection as she got it out. Stacy said something but the words were lost as a thunderous explosion filled the sky with bright, white stars.

Fuck. This was crazy. Flavia pulled my shorts all the way down and tossed them to the sand, then knelt next to them, her eyes looking at my cock for a moment before taking me in her mouth.

Stacy took a step closer, stepping from the shadows into the moonlight and I saw her slide her hand down the front of her tiny black shorts to touch herself while Flavia began to glide her mouth up and down my shaft.

I looked down at the Italian woman, enjoying the sight of my cock in her pretty mouth and her eyes glanced upwards at me, holding my gaze as she continued to work me with her lips and tongue.

“Oh, fuck, that feels good,” I sighed and saw the corners of her mouth curve upwards in response.

More fireworks illuminated the sand around us in a cascade of coloured light and Flavia looked around to see if anyone was around apart from Stacy and her two hotel colleagues and then lifted the hem of her vest and peeled it off, casting it aside so she was topless. Her small breasts were perfectly shaped, curving upwards slightly and her small, dark nipples were hard in the cool of the breeze swirling gently from the sea.

I looked around too to ensure we weren’t about to be stumbled upon by any other tourists but we had this dark corner of the beach to ourselves. As I turned to Stacy, however, I saw Alessio approach her from behind and wrap his arms around her waist. In response, she turned her neck and kissed him gently, then returned her attention to what Flavia was doing.

The blonde masseur stood upright, leaving my painfully hard cock standing straight up in the air and then reached beneath her denim skirt and pulled her panties down. Was she going to fuck me? Would Stacy really be okay with this?

Flavia took my hand and placed it beneath her skirt, letting me touch her smooth, hairless mound and in response, I slid a finger into her tight slit, feeling how wet she was.

“I want you,” she said over the rumble of another round of fireworks that leapt from the sand high into the night sky before exploding into huge golden flowers of light.

“Fuck her, Kris,” said my wife and I looked to the side to see that Alessio had replaced her hand with his inside her shorts. He was standing behind her with his arm around her waist, sliding under the waistband and inside her panties. I could see the material at the front of her shorts moving as he rubbed or fingered her.

Flavia climbed onto the pile of rocks next to me and leaned back, opening her thighs invitingly. As soon as I saw her small, wet slit in the light of the fireworks, I couldn’t resist. I stepped forward, took hold of her thighs and pulled her closer so that the tip of my erection nestled against her tiny folds and then I eased forward, savouring the sensation of it sliding inside her.

“Are you in her?” Stacy said, her voice sounding deep with arousal. “Oh, fuck. You’re inside her, aren’t you?”

I didn’t reply or turn around to look at her. My eyes were fixed on Flavia’s toned body, the denim skirt bunched around her waist and the waxed pussy between her muscular thighs. My cock looked so good inside her and as I withdrew it slowly to slide it back in, it was already slick with her juices.

I grabbed the skirt at her hips and used it to pull her further onto me while thrusting forwards, bringing a low moan from the Italian woman’s lips.

“Go on, fuck her,” my wife encouraged me from behind and then I heard her moan softly during a break in the fireworks that plunged us all back into darkness.

As I started to plunge my cock in and out of Flavia, I heard Stacy groan again from behind me but when I turned, the shape of her and Alessio was just a black shadow, silhouetted by the dim blue moonlight. I couldn’t tell what they were doing. It was too dark so I turned my attention back to Flavia, letting my hands glide over her firm stomach to her small, hard breasts.

“Ah, fuck. Fuck me, Alessio,” I heard Stacy say but then the fireworks resumed, this time accompanied by dramatic music that boomed from speakers somewhere in the distance.

I knew my wife was having sex but I still didn’t turn around yet. Flavia’s tits felt so good in my hands, her flesh unyielding, unlike Stacy’s larger, softer breasts. I pumped into her hard and fast, knowing I wasn’t going to last much longer. Flavia was groaning sexily with every thrust and when the sky lit again, this time in a purple flash, the view of her in front of me was amazing, her head tossed back, her face a mask of ecstasy as I fucked her.

“I’m cumming,” I announced, feeling my balls tighten and the tingle in my cock that signalled time to pull out. I withdrew from her and she immediately reached down to take hold of me, jerking my slick length with her hand until I came.

As my dick jerked in her hand, my sperm spurting out all over her wet, used slit, I saw shadows moving in the corner of my eye and saw the two couples that had come with us on the trip, watching from a short distance away. How long had they been there?

I felt a moment of panic until I noticed that the two couples weren’t with the same partners they’d been with before. The quiet, plump, wide-eyed young woman was with the much older man and her innocent-looking male partner was with the other man’s woman. Were they custom guests too? My question was answered when I saw that both couples seemed to be holding hands and then the older man kissed the curvy young woman and they began to make out in the shadows of the tall beach wall above us.

“That was so good,” Flavia said softly, squeezing the last few drops of cum from my cock and then rubbing the tip of me against her pussy. “I wish we’d done this earlier, perhaps somewhere more comfortable.”

“Mmmmm,” I heard my wife moan from behind me and I finally turned around to see what was happening but wasn’t prepared for what I saw when a final round of enormous fireworks exploded above us, lighting the entire beach in pure white light.

Stacy was naked and on all fours, her hands and knees pressed into the sand. The mop-haired maintenance man, Gianni, was kneeling in front of her and his long, impressive cock was in my wife’s mouth. Behind her, also on his knees, was Alessio. His hands were holding onto her hips and he was pounding his cock into her pussy. Because of the angle they were at, I could see the silhouette of his girthy dick as he withdrew, and then it disappeared as his body crushed against hers, ramming it into her.

I picked up my shorts and put them back on, feeling weird about my now-flaccid cock being on display to everyone. Flavia got dressed and joined me where I was standing, just a few feet from the incoming tide’s edge and my wife nearby, being spit-roasted right in front of me.

The fireworks were finished and I heard the crowd clapping and cheering in the distance and some from the wall high above us, out of sight. Then the sound subsided and all I could hear was the gentle murmur of waves washing against the sand, the slap-slap-slap sound of Alessio’s balls hitting my wife’s pussy and the grunts she was making, stifled by Gianni’s huge-looking cock in her mouth.

Stacy wasn’t lying when she said that she disagreed with the idiom of two being company. For my wife, three definitely wasn’t a crowd.
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Showers and Surprises

Flavia put a hand on my shoulder and whispered into my ear. “Your wife is the horniest slut I’ve met in a while. I love her. She looks so sexy being fucked, don’t you think?”

The two men had rolled her onto her back and Gianni moved between her willing thighs while Alessio took his place near her head. Stacy had damp sand stuck to her body, on her hands and knees but she didn’t care and neither did either of the two men. I took a step closer so that I could see the thick head of Gianni’s penis press against my wife’s pussy lips and was surprised at how easily it went in her.

She grunted as he shoved deeper until their groins met and the little gasp that escaped her mouth told me that he was bigger than she’d had before.

“Fuck,” my wife moaned but then she was silenced by Alessio slapping his dick against her face and she opened her lips to allow him to put it in her mouth.

The tide was coming in slowly. The encroaching waves were inching closer but the three of them paid the water no heed. Gianni began to pound his dick into my wife, withdrawing all the way out before ploughing back inside her, bringing loud moans of pure pleasure from somewhere deep in her chest. Alessio held himself above her, fucking her mouth slowly.

It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen and despite ejaculating only a short time ago, felt my cock stirring once again in my shorts.

Stacy’s large breasts were bouncing softly back and forth as the two men used her pussy and mouth and she stopped them by grabbing them in her hands as Gianni began to fuck her harder and faster.

“Uuuunngghhh,” she grunted, turning away from Alessio’s cock for a moment and then her back arched up out of the dark sand and her thighs shook as an orgasm rippled through her.

“Fuck,” she groaned for the umpteenth time after her climax had passed but Gianni didn’t slow down. Alessio moved away so the young Italian maintenance man could settle his weight on top of her and then he watched with us as Gianni’s ass moved between her thighs, the muscles of his lower back bunching up as he thrust deeply inside her.

“Cum inside,” murmured Stacy, wrapping her sand-covered arms and legs around him as he sped up until a minute later, his thrusts ended with a hard, stiff movement and a growl from somewhere deep in his throat as he emptied his seed inside my wife,

Was this similar to how Billy used to fuck her? Stacy’s hands didn’t let go of Gianni right away. She stayed clutching to him, holding the Italian against her for a moment, until he’d spent himself entirely inside her and then she finally relaxed and let the young man stand up to admire my wife, legs open on her back in the sand.

As Gianni stepped away, Alessio moved forward and placing an arm beneath the crook of her knees and the other beneath her upper back, he lifted her from the beach and then expertly turned her so that she was facing him. The tide was close now, the water rippling around his feet as he opened her legs gently and she wrapped her arms around his neck and slid her thighs around either side of his hips. Supporting her weight, she curled her legs around his back and expertly, Alessio thrust his erection upwards and into her.

With his cock buried inside her, he carried her away from the water’s edge, past Flavia and me, until her back met the stone wall beneath the steps that led upwards.

Pressing her back against the cold stone, he thrust upwards into her and began to fuck her like that, his hands beneath either of her thighs to keep her held at the right height so that he could penetrate her deeply.

Stacy’s eyes were closed but they flickered open and she gazed over the masseur’s shoulder at me, giving me an intense look of pure arousal as he fucked her hard and deep.

Gianni’s sperm was oozing out of her, mixing with her own juices and some dripped from Alessio’s balls onto the sand beneath his feet. I turned to see that Gianni had dressed and disappeared, as had Flavia and the two couples that had been watching a while ago. It was just the three of us alone in this dark and quiet corner of the beach now, so I pulled my cock out of my shorts and began to stroke myself while watching my wife being fucked so expertly.

Alessio’s muscles in his back were taut and ridged from holding her like he was and I could see Stacy’s hands enjoying the feel of them, her fingertips brushing over them gently as he pistoned in and out of her while keeping her pressed against the wall.

“Cum for me, Alessio,” I heard her say softly over the noise of the sea lapping gently along the beach’s edge, coming steadily closer to us.

“Aaargh,” I heard him cry out and then he pumped into her several more times, uneven, hard thrusts that made Stacy whimper loudly until eventually, he stopped, lowering her down upon the rocks where Flavia and I had fucked earlier.

He’d finished inside her too. As he stepped back, a long rope of cum connected the tip of his cock to her gaping pussy for a moment before it finally snapped and then a long, trickle of white semen bubbled from her and slid down the sloping surface of the rock beneath her.

“Put that cock inside me,” Stacy said quietly, pointing to the dick in my hand that I was rubbing furiously as I looked at her ravaged hole. Why was I so turned on? This made no sense to me. Before we’d come to Italy on this vacation intended to save our marriage, I’d found the memory of the sight of her and Billy having sex to be nothing but painful.

But now, the sight of her with other men was the opposite, it was arousing, it was thrilling. Was this my mind’s way of coping? Was this the way I moved on, by learning to enjoy the thing that hurt me before?

Alessio was getting dressed nearby but I didn’t care. I stepped forward, climbed up onto the rock and positioned myself between my wife’s legs.

“Fuck me,” she instructed me. “Reclaim me.”

Reclaim. Dennis had used that word. Where was he, anyway?

I slid my cock into her. It was shocking, how different her pussy felt. It was sticky and gooey and felt colder than usual with the remains of Gianni and Alessio’s sperm inside her but I didn’t care. My mouth found Stacy’s and she wrapped her thighs around me as I began to fuck her, long, deep strokes, enjoying the strange, loose feeling of a woman’s pussy that had already been fucked by someone longer and thicker than me.

I didn’t take long to add another load to the two inside her and afterwards, we lay on the rock, wrapped in each other’s arms, still kissing and enjoying the warmth of each other’s sand-coated bodies.

“I love you,” I whispered, her eyes seeking hers for a moment before taking in the water which was now threatening to lap around the rocks that we were lying on. “But we had better get dressed and go back to the others before the water cuts us off and we have to be rescued.”

She giggled and nodded. “I love you too,” she murmured. “Let’s go.”

* * *

I’d expected an embarrassing round of applause or something when we returned to Paolo’s Pizzeria but quite to the opposite, no one made any mention of what we’d just done down on the beach. The two couples were now reunited with their proper partners and along with Gianni, Flavia and Alessio, they were enjoying one last drink at the bar. Dennis was sitting at a table nearby, talking to the white-haired owner of the restaurant.

“Ah, there you are,” he smiled, his watery blue eyes twinkling at us knowingly. “Did you have a good time? Shall we head back to the hotel, now that we’re all here?”

“We certainly did,” Stacy replied and the hotelier stood up, brushing the creases out of his trousers and jacket.

“Then let’s go,” he said and once the others at the bar had finished their drinks, we made our way back to the minibus and the drive back to Positano and the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa.

Even on the journey back, nothing was mentioned about the group sex we’d just enjoyed. People talked, but it was the festival and the splendid food we’d enjoyed at Paolo’s and before that, at the hotel in the centre of town that overlooked the Piazza Duomo.

It wasn’t until we were in the hotel lobby once again and everyone had branched off in their own separate directions that Dennis finally broached the subject.

“Was everything okay earlier?” he said, standing between us and the corridor that led to the elevator. “Gianni told me what happened down on the beach.”

“Let’s just say it was the best fireworks display I’ve ever been to,” Stacy said, her cheeks colouring and her blue eyes looking away shyly.

What was this? She’d been outrageously flirty earlier, then had shown the confidence and utter wantonness to engage in a wild threesome while a crowd of people including two sets of strangers, myself and Flavia watched.

“Good,” the hotel owner smiled, his creased face wrinkling and his watery eyes twinkling happily. “Then I will bid you a good night for now.”

“Yes, we really need a shower before bed,” Stacy smiled. “Sand gets everywhere.”

We were both still covered in the dark sand from Amalfi’s beach and Dennis stepped aside to let us pass and head up to our rooms to get washed and then no doubt, reflect on the evening’s insane events before we went to bed.

Stacy was quiet as we rode the elevator up to our floor and then as she skimmed the keycard through our room door and stepped inside, she turned towards me.

“The night isn’t over yet, you know.”

So she wanted sex with me again? I didn’t know if I could get it up one more time but I would sure as hell try. Perhaps a hot shower would help.

I headed into the bathroom and set the tap running, then stepped out of my sweaty and sand-covered clothes. Stacy followed me and did the same.

“Tonight was wild,” she said softly, taking my hand and leading me under the hot running water. “Thank you.”

“I never imagined I’d do anything like that,” I said, enjoying the warm shower hitting my tensed, knotted shoulders. I briefly wondered if I should have another massage tomorrow or before we headed home the day after that. It might be strange, being massaged by a woman I had sex with tonight, but I was okay with strange now.

“I’ve imagined having sex with two men for so long.” Stacy squeezed some shower gel onto her hands and began to gently rub it onto my chest and shoulders, washing me as she talked. “I’ve fantasized about watching you fuck another woman. I’ve always wanted to have sex on a beach at night. I’ve longed to fuck someone with strangers watching. Tonight, we did all those things.”

I thought about it and realised she was right. “In one night, we ticked off all of your bucket list boxes,” I said softly. Her soapy hands on my skin felt so good, especially when she went downwards, lathering up my soft, spent cock.

“Not all of my boxes,” she corrected me, playing with my dick for a moment before standing up alongside me beneath the hot jets of water and letting it wash the grey sand from her body.

“There are more?” I asked, tipping my head back and enjoying the feeling of the shower running through my hair.

“Mmhmm,” she replied mysteriously and then giggled. “You’ll see.”

I looked at my gorgeous wife as she rinsed her hair as I’d just done. Streams of water ran down the front of her body, dripping from the tips of her nipples and running in rivulets across her stomach and down between her legs to her smooth pussy, squeezed between her closed legs. What did she mean? Had she got something else planned for tomorrow? I didn’t know if I could cope with any more surprises.

After we were clean, we dried each other; a loving, romantic moment and then settled next to each other on the bed. I picked up the TV remote and turned it on but Stacy immediately took it from me and switched it back off again.

“No,” she murmured. “We need to talk.”

“I guess we do,” I agreed. I’d been hoping to just cuddle while watching some TV and then go to sleep. Talking could wait until tomorrow but it seemed that Stacy was less patient than me.

“Did you enjoy fucking Flavia?” she asked, her eyes following her finger as she ran it along my chest, then when I nodded, she continued. “Did her pussy feel good? Was she tight?”

“Not as tight as yours,” I said, although I couldn’t be sure. The two women felt similar if I was honest but I had an idea of what Stacy wanted to hear. “But yes, she felt good around my cock.”

“Mmmmm,” my wife moaned softly, obviously turned on by my words. Her finger moved down, across my stomach. “Did you enjoy watching me get fucked by Gianni and Alessio?”

“I didn’t think I would, but yes,” I answered honestly. That wasn’t a lie. It had been incredibly erotic to watch a threesome, three people having sex live in front of me. The fact that the woman in the middle of it was my wife had somehow served to make it even more exciting.

“I did not expect Gianni’s dick to be so big,” Stacy sighed. Her finger continued to track downwards until it stroked along the side of my flaccid cock. “He was a lot bigger than I’m used to.”

Again, I had a sense of what she wanted me to say.

“Did it feel good?” I asked tentatively, still trying to figure out how to please this new side of Stacy. “Did it feel good inside you?”

“It filled me up and stretched me, yes,” Stacy nodded, curling her fingers around my shaft and gently stroking it. “He’s the biggest I’ve had since the maths teacher I told you about. He was hung too.”

“I was shocked that you let them both cum inside you,” I whispered, enjoying the feeling of her hand around my cock, even if it wasn’t enough to stir it back to life yet.

“I wanted to feel them throb inside me,” she revealed. “The same way I enjoyed feeling Billy cum in me. Letting another man that isn’t my husband finish inside me feels good. It feels slutty and dirty but in a good way.”

“I guess I can understand that,” I replied.

“You’re not getting hard,” Stacy gave my cock one last squeeze then let go. “You’re done for the night, yes? Satisfied and spent?”

She didn’t sound disappointed. Instead, she seemed… glad… or as though she’d hoped that I’d be unable to get another erection. Something felt… different. Something was about to happen, I could sense it.

There was one last surprise to this crazy day and the insane sexual adventure that my wife had taken me on. But never in my wildest dreams could I have foreseen what was about to happen.


17

Normal and Different

“Kris,” she repeated, waiting for an answer while I ruminated on where this conversation was going. “Are you going to get hard or are you too tired and spent?”

“I’m done, I think,” I shrugged. “Maybe you should keep playing with it, or suck it and see what happens. Do you really want more sex? Aren’t you sore?”

“I could go all night,” she replied, then pushed herself to a half-sitting position on the bed and slid her hand between her thighs. “Yes, I might be sore tomorrow, but it’s worth it.”

As she touched herself in front of me, I saw her blue eyes slide across the room to the mirror. She watched herself, spreading her thighs so that we could see the reflection of her pink, slightly swollen pussy and her index finger gently massaging her clit.

“I talked to Dennis earlier,” she said, her voice low and sexy, almost more of a purr than a voice. “He told me he wants me. He said I look like his ex-wife and that he’s never wanted anyone more than me for a long, long time.”

“He told me that too.” I continued to watch her reflection as she slipped her finger inside herself.

“I like him. I know he’s older than us but do you know what?” She let out a little moan and slid a second finger into her wetness. “That’s another one of my boxes.”

Then she waved at herself in the mirror and I realised what was going on. She wasn’t masturbating to herself. Someone was watching and that someone was obviously Dennis.

“He begged me for one night,” she continued. “One night of making love. I said yes, Kris. Is that okay?”

“He’s watching now, isn’t he?”

“Yes,” Stacy put a third finger into her pussy, pushing them further in and groaning softly. “He’s waiting for me to talk to you and get you to agree that he can sleep with me tonight.”

“Really?” I looked away from the mirror, realising that I was also naked on the bed and he could see everything, including the fact that I was flaccid.

Stacy didn’t reply. Instead, she finger-fucked herself, her head tipped back in pleasure for a long moment before eventually slowing down, taking her fingers out and looking at the wet, sticky juices that coated them.

“So am I inviting him in, or not?” she asked, pointing at my soft penis. “You can sleep on the pull-out bed. You’re no use to me tonight with that.”

I’d thought today couldn’t get any crazier. I was wrong.

“Okay,” I nodded. “If this is what you want?”

“It is.”

Stacy nodded at the mirror and a moment later, there was a click as the door’s lock opened and Dennis walked into the room, then closed it behind him, sliding his key card back into his jacket pocket.

“Good evening,” he said, his voice deep and intense.

I felt awkward. This was so weird, welcoming another man into our bedroom with the express intention of letting him spend the night with my wife.

“I’ll sort the pull-out bed,” I said, cringing inwardly at myself because I felt so out of place. Stacy might be comfortable with this, but for me, I was back to three being a crowd.

I felt as though I was in the way as Dennis slowly undressed, taking off his jacket and shirt and hanging them over the back of one of the chairs, then waited for me to finish setting up the pull-out bed before lying down on it.

Stacy was on the large bed, completely unfazed by her nudity even as the older man’s eyes explored her body for a moment before he finished undressing and joined her on the bed.

“Turn the light off,” he said quietly and as Stacy reached across and flicked the switch to the ‘off’ position, I happened to glance upwards at the air-conditioning vent above the bed, noting the small red light shining through. He was recording this. Did Stacy know? Did she even care?

They wasted no time. Dennis was very slim and his body was hairier than the Italian boys who had all kept themselves meticulously groomed. Although it was dark in the bedroom, enough moonlight crept in through the windows that I could see, once my eyes adjusted to the gloom. I heard the soft, wet sounds of their kissing and saw my wife’s hand take Dennis’s semi-erect penis in her hand and begin to slowly stroke him to hardness.

He was on the small side, a little smaller than me but she didn’t seem to mind, wanking him firmly as he grew harder. The old man’s hands roamed over my wife’s body, cupping and squeezing her breasts as she played with him.

I lay down on the extra bed. It was more comfortable than I’d expected it to be and I slid the covers up over my legs to my waist so that if Dennis looked over at me, he wouldn’t see my dick, shamefully flaccid even as I watched the two of them making out.

“You even smell like her,” Dennis’s voice said softly in the dark. “Do you wear Chanel?”

“Yes,” Stacy sighed, and I saw why. The old man’s slender hand was between her thighs, his fingers gently massaging her clit. As had happened numerous times over the past few days, I took a moment to process what I was witnessing. My beloved wife was about to have sex with a man possibly twice her age. It felt incredibly wrong but I did nothing to stop it. She wanted this. Another box she needed to tick off.

Stacy moved, sliding down the bed and bending over him. I saw the shape of her as she stood his dick upright, then lowered her head to suck him. Dennis moaned quietly, enjoying my wife’s mouth as she sucked his small cock before eventually moving again, straddling him and holding his cock at the entrance to her pussy before slowly sliding down onto it.

I watched as she rode him, her breasts gently swinging in front of her until Dennis’s slim hands cupped them, holding them and caressing them.

The fact that he had a small dick and that he was old enough to be her father didn’t do anything to stop Stacy from enjoying herself. After a few minutes of rocking her hips faster and faster, she leaned forward and shuddered, grinding against him hard as she orgasmed.

Dennis took over, flipping her over and onto her front. Shoving her legs apart with one knee, he put himself inside her from behind and began to fuck her. To my surprise, she came again, her long, drawn-out moan stifled into the pillow that her face was buried in. Dennis came not long after, a fourth load deposited inside my wife before he sagged to the bed beside her.

The room was still and quiet apart from the sounds of the three breathing and I fell asleep once I’d realised that both my wife and the hotel owner were sleeping, the old man’s arm curled around my wife.

Sometime later, I awoke to the noises of them fucking again and looked up from the pull-out bed to see Dennis on top of her in the missionary position this time.

I propped myself up on my elbows, waiting for my eyes to adjust to the darkness while listening to Stacy’s quiet moans. She was trying to be quiet, probably not wanting to wake me.

Dennis pushed the covers back as I watched, so I could see his slim behind bobbing up and down beneath Stacy’s soft thighs. With my eyes now tuned to the gloom, I could just about make out his old dick going in and out of my wife’s much younger pussy.

Shortly afterwards, the hotel owner grunted and then the room went quiet again, so I turned away and went back to sleep again.

They still weren’t finished. When I next opened my eyes, it was early morning. The room was illuminated by the pale light of the rising sun, barely clear of the horizon outside as I glanced out of the window before looking across to the bed.

Stacy was on her side, facing towards me. Dennis was also lying on his side behind her, fucking her from behind in the spoons position. Because of the way he was holding her uppermost leg upright, I had the most explicit view yet of my wife’s pussy being penetrated by another man. Dennis’s modest dick was thrusting in and out quickly, slipping out on a couple of occasions only for Stacy to reach down and put him back in.

I watched them, in admiration of the older man’s stamina. Being able to get it up three times in one night at his age was impressive although his cock didn’t seem quite as hard as it had done last night when they first fucked.

He released her leg and groped her tits from behind, jackhammering her for a moment and then he cursed under his breath and held himself against her as he came one last time inside my wife.

Stacy rolled over so they were facing each other. Again, I heard the soft sound of kissing and some murmured talk too quiet to be audible before the pair went quiet once more.

I couldn’t sleep. The sight of Stacy’s young pussy being screwed by an older cock had turned me on, so I waited until I was sure they were both asleep and then wanked myself off quietly until I came in my hand.

“Wake up.” Someone was stroking my hair and I opened my eyes to see my pretty blonde wife sitting on the edge of the pull-out bed. “Good morning.”

“Hey,” I replied, sitting up and rubbing my eyes. “Where’s Dennis?”

“Gone. He has a hotel to run, you know?” Stacy walked over to the window with the balcony and slid the patio doors open wide. “It’s a beautiful day outside.”

I climbed out of bed and stretched, trying to force the sluggishness from my tight muscles. Perhaps I did need a massage today before we headed home tomorrow.

“Did you enjoy watching us this morning?” Stacy said as she stepped out onto the balcony. She was only wearing panties and a thin vest that did nothing to hide the shape of her breasts and nipples but she didn’t seem to care. “I saw you jerking off while Dennis fucked me that last time.”

“Ah,” I replied slowly. There was no point in denying anything at this stage. We’d reached a point where we told each other everything and very little, if anything, was off the table. “It was horny, watching an old guy fuck you like that. I didn’t want to interrupt so I just got myself off.”

“To say he’s older and got a smaller dick, he knew how to push my buttons and make me cum.” Stacy looked down at the work-in-progress terrace below us. There were a couple of builders and construction workers and one of them happened to look up and see us. He tapped his buddy on the shoulder and the two of them wolf-whistled at her so my wife lifted the vest, giving them a quick flash of her boobs and then ducked back inside, leaving them shouting in Italian, presumably for more.

“So how do you feel about everything?” I asked, walking over to the counter and making us both a coffee. “Yesterday was wild. I haven’t had time to digest everything but I guess we have today to do that. Unless you plan on fucking anyone else. Is there anyone else in the hotel you haven’t slept with? I’ve lost count.”

“No,” Stacy giggled. “Stop it. I’m not that bad. Well, not yet. Wait until the next time we come here.”

“Next time?” I passed her the coffee I’d made and we sat down to talk.

“Dennis is a little bit in love with me, I think. Before he left this morning, he told me that I’m welcome to return to the hotel as often as I like. Completely free of charge. He says he’d even pay for my flights. The only proviso is that I spend at least the weekend with him.”

“And you said you would?”

“Hell, yes,” Stacy looked at me as though I was insane. “A free holiday in Positano whenever we want? I won’t say no to that.”

“He invited you, not me,” I pointed out.

“I told him it had to be us,” she replied. “The two of us. You’re my husband, Kris. I love you. We’re on this adventure together, you and me. I need you to enjoy everything we do as much as I do.”

“And he agreed?”

“He agreed, although he will want me to himself for the weekend. But I didn’t think you’d object to that, especially with the hot girls in the hotel all wanting a piece of you. There’ll be no shortage of things for you to do while I’m occupied with Signor Webb as they all call him.”

We sat in silence for a moment, holding our hot drinks while I thought about what she’d said.

“Everything’s changed, hasn’t it?” I concluded. “We’ve changed. Things are going to be different from now on.”

“Everything changed when you caught me in bed with Billy.” Stacy reached out and stroked my bare knee lovingly. “That’s when it changed. All we’re doing now is adapting to that change.”

Stacy headed into the shower and when I’d finished my coffee I went in after her. When I came out, she’d changed from the vest and panties and was wearing her sexiest lingerie, a black lacy bra and panty set, complete with sheer stockings and she was standing out on the balcony again, enjoying the filthy comments from the builders below.

“Men are so much fun to tease,” she said, heading back inside when she saw me emerge from the bathroom with just a towel around my waist.

“What’s with the lingerie?” I asked as she walked over towards me. “Who are you wearing that for?”

“For you,” she smiled and dragged me to the bed. “You’ve shared me enough on this vacation. I think you deserve me all to yourself today.”

* * *

After the sex, I left Stacy to have a morning nap on the bed and sat down outside on one of the balcony’s sturdy wooden chairs. It was a beautiful day. The sun shone brilliantly high in the clear sky above me as I gazed out at the incredible view of the shimmering blue Tyrrhenian Sea.

This had been a fantastic week, if not how I’d originally envisioned it. I remembered sitting out here on the first day at the Azure View, thinking how strained our relationship had been prior to coming here and hoping that this could be the remaking of us.

At that point, I’d decided to do whatever Stacy wanted to do while we were here. I was going to make every possible effort to make her happy. Whatever it took, were the words I’d used in my head.

I’d never imagined that what it was going to take was three different men inside her and a couple of sexual encounters between me and a statuesque blonde masseuse.

It was funny how life worked out sometimes. What I had to figure out now was how this translated to life back home. I remembered our first night here. We’d made love on the bed and afterwards, I’d felt like things could go back to normal and I was happy. I craved normality. Normality was good. Would everything go back to normal tomorrow? Had she gotten everything out of her system now?

“Kris?” Stacy called from the bed. I thought she was going to have a morning nap.

“Yes?”

“When we get home, I want to get in back in touch with Billy and fuck him one more time.”

Question answered. Life was never going to go back to normal but I didn’t care any more. I had Stacy, a new Stacy but at the same time, the old Stacy. The Stacy I had now was a true version of Stacy, not a woman living within herself, denying herself what she truly wanted.

“Let’s do it,” I said, “But only if I can watch.”


Epilogue

“How did the festival go yesterday?” Viola asked Dennis as her boss and best friend strolled across the lobby towards the reception desk.

“It was unusual,” he replied, stroking a hand through his dark, greying hair and smoothing down his white shirt. “But fun. Everyone enjoyed it.”

“Unusual?” Viola frowned, her dark eyes examining the still fidgeting Dennis. “Wait. You didn’t… Did you?”

“I did.” Dennis grinned, then quickly straightened his face. “Anyway, we have things to plan and discuss. Did you run the competition for the Christmas Roast?”

“I did but stop changing the subject.” The curvy black receptionist folded her arms beneath her large breasts, making them look even bigger. “You slept with Stacy?”

“I stayed the night in their room, yes.” Dennis knew that she’d only look at the hotel CCTV if he tried lying. She’d catch him coming out of their room, he knew that, but still, he tried to change the subject again. “Anyway, you also need to have a word with the builders working on the Roman Room terrace. They’re sitting on their fat asses drinking and hollering obscene comments at one of the guests. It’s never going to be ready for the start of next season if we don’t hurry them along.”

“Just last week you scolded me for breaking the rules and fucking Martin,” Viola narrowed her eyes and waggled her finger disapprovingly at her boss.

“And Dan. You fucked Dan too.”

“That’s not the point. You broke your own rules, Dennis, despite me warning you not to get involved with Stacy. She looks like Christine. That’s why you like her. I’m not stupid and neither are you.”

The hotel owner puffed his cheeks out and exhaled slowly. “I couldn’t help myself.”

“It’s not healthy,” Viola warned him but then her expression softened. “I just don’t want you getting hurt. I care about you, Dennis. Be careful.”

“I gave her a free season pass.”

“You did not.”

“I did.” Dennis shuffled his feet uncomfortably.

“This is bad.” Viola stood up and shook her head slowly and deliberately. “You know the punishment for rule-breaking, don’t you?”

“The dungeon?”

Viola interlinked her fingers and cracked her knuckles. “Yes, Dennis Webb. The dungeon.” She picked up her phone and called Mati to cover reception for an hour or two. “I’ll go and get my paddles from my room, then you’re coming with me. It’s been a while since I had to spank some sense into you but I think you need it right now.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied, just as the lovely young brunette, Mati, the granddaughter of the previous hotel owner arrived to relieve Viola. She eyed the pair of them suspiciously.

“What’s happening?” she asked. Mati had fantastic intuition. She always seemed to know when something was going on.

“Don’t let Signor Webb out of your sight,” Viola replied. “He’s been a naughty boy again so I’m taking him to the dungeon.”

Mati giggled and sat behind the check-in desk as the black receptionist left to collect her equipment, a collection of sadistic tools that she kept in a leather bag in her room. Dennis had been on the receiving end of Viola’s punishment before and he always rather enjoyed it.

“A naughty boy, huh?” Mati smirked at him over the top of the computer screen. “I’m guessing you did something with one of the guests. Let me guess. Stacy, the blonde girl?”

Dennis nodded and Mati rolled her eyes in disappointment at his predictability. He loved all of the staff that he’d carefully recruited to work here, even the young brunette who he’d been forced to employ to keep her quiet about how he’d obtained the hotel from her grandfather.

He loved them all and he worried about them. The hotel was in danger but only he knew about it. Once they’d got their Christmas bookings out of the way, he’d find a way of fixing it.

His mini-obsession with Stacy over the past week had taught him something. It had made Dennis realise that he did have a future. Since losing Christine and then the failure of his marriage to Donna, he’d almost given up on love but Stacy had awakened feelings inside him that he thought were long dead.

Now all he had to was confront his past.


What’s Next?

Dennis Webb and Viola Green return in the fourth Holiday Hotwives book, Gemma: Four Little Words, out now, but they won’t be in the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa. Get ready for a trip to the Caribbean, the Onyx Vista Hotel and be prepared to meet its mysterious owner, a shady figure from Dennis’s past.

Get Gemma: Four Little Words right now: https://geni.us/gemmafourletterwords
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Also, find out what happens to the winners of Viola’s Christmas Competition in ‘A Hotwife’s Christmas Roast’ - a special bonus entry to the series, set between ‘Stacy’ and ‘Gemma’ and part of a Christmas collaboration with many other hotwife authors.
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Holiday Hotwives Book 3.5 - A Hotwife’s Christmas Roast

And if you haven’t read it yet, check out the bonus chapters that continue Tina and Joe’s adventures after Tina: Taking One For The Team here: Tina Takes Another One For The Team, now live on Amazon!
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The Cerulean Archives Series:

Hannah’s Helping Hands

The One That Got Away… Until He Didn’t

Perfectly Cucked!

Over Cucked!

I Caught My Wife In Bed… With My Boss, Book 1

I Caught My Wife In Bed… With My Boss, Book 2

I Found A Box Of Photos Of My Wife… And Her Ex, Book 1

I Found A Box Of Photos Of My Wife… And Her Ex, Book 2

I Found A Box Of Photos Of My Wife… And Her Ex, Book 3

I Found A Box Of Photos Of My Wife… And Her Ex, Book 4

The Cerulean Erotica Presents Series:

The Dream Holiday Nightmare

What Would You Do?

A Seduction in Sorrento

A Friend in Need

Beth and her Boss

Costa Del Cuck

The Complete 6-Book Bundle
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About the Author

Paul Garland is an author of erotic novels and short stories, guaranteed to keep you turning the lust-filled pages until the early hours of the night. He lives with his wife and two children in a small house in a the suburbs of Sheffield, England along with a lazy green budgerigar, an African Grey parrot that curses and a tubby tabby cat who would love to eat either. (Preferably the vulgar-tongued parrot.)

He has been writing since the turn of the millennium but only turned to the erotica genre in 2018 with his Cerulean Erotica Presents series and No Angels series of books which rapidly gained him a following. In 2020, he began ‘The Cuckold Collection,’ a brand new collection of cuckold-themed books and two new series of shorter stories: The No Angels Stories, The Sexy Season Stories and The Cerulean Archives. 2022 began two series, Holiday Hotwives and A Size Queen Story and 2023 will introduce a new series, Improper Investigations and 2 ACHE collaborations.

You can connect with me on:
[image: ] http://www.paulgarland.net
[image: ] http://www.twitter.com/eroticapaul
[image: ] http://www.facebook.com/paulgarlanderotica
[image: ] http://www.instagram.com/paulgarland
[image: ] https://medium.com/@belgarionten
[image: ] https://www.patreon.com/paulgarland


Subscribe to my newsletter:
[image: ] https://storyoriginapp.com/giveaways/7375561e-1ec9-11eb-a48c-6f06a9bd6d9e
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