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Up in the air
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My voice was raw from screaming, and my thighs shaking from the merciless pounding. Malik had me pinned beneath him, sweat dripping from his sculpted chest onto my heaving breasts. His hips slammed into mine again and again, driving his thick cock into me like he was claiming territory he'd already conquered countless times.

Behind me, Tyrese knelt with his hand gripping my hair, forcing my head back as his other hand held my wrists firmly above my head. His cock—hard, slick with spit and my desperate mouth—brushed against my cheek.

"You hear that, Kevin?" Tyrese growled into the room. "This filthy white slut of yours can't even remember your pathetic dick anymore. Tell him, Julie. Tell your cuck husband whose cock you love."

Malik drove into me harder, pinning my hips to the mattress, making sure each brutal thrust would leave its mark. I gasped, pleasure and pain blurring deliciously together.

"I love your cock," I moaned, the words coming out shamelessly loud. "Both of you. Fuck, I love how you ruin me."

"That's right," Malik snarled, pulling almost all the way out, making me whimper. "She begs for this dick. This pussy belongs to us."

I writhed helplessly, desperately craving more. "Yes," I pleaded. "I'm yours. Fuck me harder. Make him watch. Make him see how his slut wife should be fucked."

Tyrese's grip tightened painfully in my hair. He leaned forward, his voice dripping humiliation. "He knows, Julie. He fucking knows. Look at him sitting there, jerking off, while his wife begs two black men to ruin her."

My eyes flashed toward Kevin, seated calmly in the corner chair, his hand stroking slowly, eyes dark with satisfaction. His silence was approval enough, but I wanted more humiliation. More degradation.

"Tell him, Malik," I whispered, staring into my husband's eyes. "Tell him what his slut wife wants."

Malik grabbed my jaw roughly, forcing me to look at him. His eyes gleamed with arrogance and lust. "She wants cum dripping down her legs at the airport tomorrow, Kevin. She wants every man who sees her to know exactly what she is—a nasty, cheating, cum-filled whore."

Tyrese shifted, releasing my hair and forcing his cock between my parted lips again. He pushed deep, silencing any further talk. My eyes watered, spit dribbling down my chin as he fucked my mouth.

Malik's pace turned furious, his breath hitching. "Open wide, slut. Take every fucking drop."

My body seized in orgasm, overwhelmed by the filthy degradation. I convulsed beneath Malik, moaning uncontrollably around Tyrese's cock. Malik buried himself deep inside me, roaring as he flooded my pussy, thrust after heavy thrust.

Tyrese followed instantly, pulling free from my mouth to paint my lips, chin, and neck with thick, hot ropes. I collapsed back, breathless, trembling, coated in their release.

Kevin rose slowly, walking toward the bed with a proud, stoic smile.

"Now," he murmured softly, caressing my cheek, smearing Tyrese's cum across my face, "that's how you send my slutty wife off on vacation."

—-
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The sunlight was already warm on my skin when I opened my eyes. My body ached in all the right places: hips sore from Malik's grip, my throat dry from Tyrese's cock, and every inch of me still humming with satisfaction. I let out a slow sigh and stretched, the memory of the night before flashing through my mind like a private highlight reel.

Kevin walked in, wearing only a towel, damp hair, and coffee in each hand. He sat one beside me, then leaned over to kiss my forehead like the proud, smug husband he was.

"Good morning, slut," he said lightly, sitting on the edge of the bed. "Sleep well after being turned inside out?"

I smirked, sipping the coffee. "Barely slept. My body's still vibrating. Pretty sure I left claw marks on your side of the bed."

He chuckled, casual and calm. "Tyrese said something about breaking you in for Italy. I think Malik took that a bit too literally."

I laughed, stretching again, feeling everything. "They were animals. You should've seen their faces when I begged them to come in my mouth at the same time."

"Oh, I saw," he said, completely unbothered. "I was right there watching you get destroyed—and loving every fucking second."

"Especially when they called you useless and pathetic," I teased, shooting him a sideways glance.

Kevin grinned, wide and unapologetic. "That part? Honestly, it might've been the hottest. I was sitting there stroking my cock while two muscleheads took my wife and made me their bitch without even touching me."

I laughed, setting my coffee down. "I don't know what's more twisted—how much I loved it, or how much you did."

He stood, already pulling on a shirt, his tone as casual as if we were discussing what to order for lunch. "Definitely how much I did. You've created a monster."

I tossed off the blanket and walked over, naked and still sticky. I wrapped my arms around him from behind. "Then you're going to love Italy."

He turned, kissed me on the lips, then smacked my ass. "Now pack. You've got a whole country to corrupt."

—-
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The line snaked slowly toward the check-in counters, filled with impatient couples, families herding children, and bleary-eyed solo travellers pulling overstuffed luggage. Kevin stood beside me, one hand on our suitcase handle, the other holding his phone as he scrolled idly. I wore a loose white T-shirt tucked into high-waisted denim shorts, my bikini top just barely visible beneath the thin fabric. My legs were tanned, bare, and intentionally on full display.

That's when I saw him. Tall, late thirties, dark stubble, hair a little too long to be tidy. He had one carry-on bag slung over his shoulder and no ring on his finger. He looked up from his phone and caught me looking. His eyes stayed on mine half a second too long before flicking down to my legs.

I leaned subtly toward Kevin and said quietly, "Twelve o'clock. Solo traveller. Staring at my thighs."

Kevin didn't even glance up. "Might be staring at your nipples through that shirt," he said, his voice dry. "You're basically advertising."

I smiled. "You think he's interested?"

"Oh, I'd be shocked if he didn't try something," Kevin replied, still not looking. "Give him a little encouragement."

I shifted my stance, tugging my shirt slightly tighter across my chest as I pretended to stretch. The man's eyes followed the movement like a dog watching a bone.

We moved slowly forward in the line. The man ended up just behind us, and Kevin finally turned to look at him. "Morning," he said casually, polite but distant.

The man nodded. "Morning." His voice was deep, slightly rough. His eyes flicked to me and lingered for just a second too long.

I turned and smiled warmly. "Heading somewhere sunny?"

"South of Italy," he said. "Sorrento."

Kevin and I exchanged a quick glance.

"Same here," I said, as if it were a pleasant surprise. "You staying long?"

"A couple weeks. You?"

"About the same," I replied. "Long enough to get into trouble."

He laughed. "That right?"

I bit my bottom lip. "Oh, I hope so."

Behind me, Kevin cleared his throat—loud enough to make the stranger blink.

I leaned toward Kevin, pretending to whisper. "Jealous?"

He didn't flinch. "Not even slightly. I'm just picturing your legs spread across his lap in row eighteen."

I smiled and turned back to our new friend. "What seat did you end up with?"

"Eighteen A," he said, tapping his boarding pass. "Window."

Kevin showed his. "Eighteen C."

The man blinked.

I raised my eyebrows and smiled sweetly. "Looks like I'm sitting between you two."

The plane had levelled out above the clouds, humming gently beneath us. Row eighteen felt unusually quiet, cocooned in the soft glow of overhead reading lights. Kevin sat calmly in the aisle seat, flipping through a magazine. I was in the middle, legs crossed, my bare thigh brushing against the man beside me—he'd told me his name was Marco, and he smelled like cedarwood and cologne.

We'd barely spoken since takeoff, but his body was tense. He stole glances at my chest, legs, and lips every few minutes. The flight attendant had handed out thin blankets, and Kevin had casually tossed one over my lap, his hand brushing my inner thigh as he did. I caught the spark in his eye and knew exactly what he was setting up.

I leaned toward Marco and whispered just loud enough for Kevin to hear. "You ever get restless on flights?"

He looked at me, eyebrows raised. "Sometimes."

I placed my hand lightly on his thigh, beneath the blanket. "I get very restless."

His breath hitched. His hand moved slowly, tentatively, until it disappeared under the blanket, too. I let my legs part, just a little.

Kevin turned a page in his magazine, smirking without looking up.

Marco's fingers slid up my bare thigh. My shorts offered no resistance. I wasn't wearing anything underneath.

I gasped softly, turning my face toward the window. His fingers brushed over my pussy, slow at first, then more confidently as I shifted to give him better access. He found my wetness immediately.

"Jesus," he whispered.

I smiled, still looking out the window. "Told you. Restless."

Kevin leaned closer, speaking quietly without looking away from the page. "She gets like this when she hasn't been properly used in a few days."

Marco swallowed. His fingers moved in gentle circles, then dipped inside. Two slipped in easily. I bit my lip and held my breath, gripping the armrest.

I felt like a bomb ticking in the quiet row. Every movement threatened to draw attention. Every moan I swallowed made me hotter. Marco's hand was steady, his touch greedy but reverent. I bucked slightly in my seat, and Kevin touched my knee as if steadying me.

"She'll come if you keep doing that," he said calmly. "Might want to muffle her."

I leaned against Marco's shoulder, burying my face in the crook of his neck just as his fingers pushed deeper. My mouth opened, but no sound escaped. I gripped his wrist under the blanket as the orgasm rippled through me.

Slow. Deep. Completely silent.

When I finally sat up, breathless and flushed, Marco pulled his hand free and quickly adjusted himself.

Kevin handed me a napkin from the tray table, not looking up. "You dripped on the seat again."

I took it with a shaky laugh. "Your fault for picking the aisle."

I stood slowly, carefully, as if I just needed to stretch. Kevin looked up and raised one brow. I leaned down and whispered, "I need to clean up."

Marco shifted in his seat, eyes following every movement.

I walked down the aisle with practised ease. When I reached the small lavatory, I didn't lock the door. I left it just slightly ajar.

It only took Marco ten seconds.

He slipped inside and latched the door behind him, chest rising fast, eyes wide with hunger. The space was cramped, but I didn't need much room.

I reached down, unbuttoning my shorts and letting them drop to my ankles, then pulled my shirt over my head. My bikini top was still damp from my sweat and his fingers. I tugged it down, baring my breasts.

Marco let out a sound between a groan and a gasp. His hands went straight to my tits, squeezing them like he needed to confirm they were real. He bent forward, mouth hot and desperate against my nipples, sucking hard as I arched into him.

"You're insane," he breathed.

"Lucky, more like," I whispered, grabbing his belt.

His cock sprang free—thick, already slick with precum. I didn't waste time. I turned around, bent slightly over the sink, and looked at him in the mirror.

"You've got two minutes," I said, voice low and firm. "Make it worth it."

He didn't need a second invitation. He gripped my hips and pushed inside, burying himself in one sharp thrust that made me bite my lip hard to keep from moaning out loud.

He wasn't gentle. He wasn't slow. And I loved it.

He drove into me fast, his hands under my breasts, lifting and groping, tweaking my nipples. My breath fogged the glass. His grunts were muffled against my neck. The entire room smelled like sex.

When he came, it was with a whispered curse, his cock pulsing deep inside me. I felt every spurt, warm and wet. We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard, our bodies flushed with heat and altitude.

Then I straightened up, pulling my shirt back over my head and fixing my hair with one hand.

"Clean up," I said softly, kissing his cheek. "And don't forget to wash your hands."

I slipped out into the aisle, returned to my seat, and gave Kevin a knowing look.

He leaned toward me, whispering low, "Did he get to play with your tits?"

I grinned. "He did more than play."

Kevin smirked, flipping the page of his magazine. "Good. You'll arrive in Sorrento properly warmed up."

—-
[image: ]


The sky outside was black, broken only by occasional yellow lights dotting the cliffs. The road twisted along the coast like it had been carved by lovers' fingers—slow, curving, dangerous. In the back seat of the taxi, Kevin sat beside me, one arm casually stretched along the backrest, the other holding my hand.

Marco had disappeared quickly at the airport, flushed and silent. No goodbye. No need.

I leaned against Kevin's shoulder, a low buzz still humming through my body from the seat, the lavatory, the heat of it all.

"So?" he asked, voice quiet, teasing.

I smiled. "You mean the fingering or the fuck?"

His hand squeezed mine gently.

I told him everything.

How Marco's fingers slid into me under the blanket. How he whispered into my neck. How his hand was trembling with restraint until I pulled him into the lavatory and told him to stop pretending.

"How did it feel?" Kevin asked, still staring out the window.

"Quick. Deep. Desperate," I said. "He came hard. I don't think he'll forget it."

Kevin chuckled. "And you? You already forgot his name, didn't you?"

I grinned. "I remember the shape of his cock better than his face."

He laughed. I shifted in my seat, crossing my legs and watching his profile in the glow of the passing lights.

"You know what the best part was?" I asked.

Kevin turned toward me.

"Hearing you across the aisle," I said. "Calm as ever. Letting it happen. Knowing you were hard under that magazine while your wife got fingered and fucked."

He leaned in slightly, voice lower now. "I always get hard when you're a slut."

I kissed his cheek. "Then you're going to stay hard for two straight weeks."

He raised a brow. 

The taxi slowed, turning down a narrow cobbled lane flanked by lemon trees and shuttered balconies. The driver looked up in the rearview mirror.

"Sorrento," he said softly. "You've arrived."

Kevin opened the door.

And I stepped out into the warm Italian night, already wet with anticipation
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A welcoming view
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The villa was even better than the pictures. Pale stone walls, olive-green shutters, and a terrace that spilt out toward the sea. From where I stood, the rooftops of Sorrento dropped away in soft layers until they met the ocean, shimmering and blue.

I stepped outside, barefoot on warm tile, stretching my arms above my head. The thin white sundress I wore clung to my body like a second skin—no bra, of course, and the sides hung low enough to hint at the shape of my breasts with every movement. The fabric fluttered lightly around my thighs in the late morning breeze. I wanted to be looked at. Desired. And soon, taken.

Inside, Kevin stood at the small espresso machine, frothing milk for his morning latte. He moved with that calm, steady ease of his, like he belonged anywhere he chose to stand. The soft clink of the spoon and hiss of steam grounded me, even as the sunlight pulled me toward trouble.

That's when I heard them—male voices. Young, laughing, a little too loud for the hour. They drifted from the villa next door, the one we could see into just enough from the far edge of our terrace.

I stepped forward, peering subtly around the stone balustrade.

Three of them. All shirtless, tanned, lean. One had a towel over his shoulder. One was drinking from a water bottle, his hand resting casually on the waistband of his shorts. The third was dragging a chair into the sun, flopping down like he owned the morning.

They hadn't seen me yet.

I leaned my hips against the railing, letting the curve of my body tilt slightly. The breeze lifted my hem just enough to tease, and I let it.

Then one of them looked up.

His eyes landed on me. He paused. Nudged the guy next to him.

The second one turned. Then, the third. All three were looking now.

I smiled.

I stayed there, hips against the rail, pretending to look out at the horizon—but I could feel their eyes clinging to me.

The one who'd first spotted me—the tallest, lean and dark-haired—raised his water bottle in a lazy wave. I returned it with a casual smile as if we were old neighbours. His grin widened. He leaned in and whispered something to the others. They laughed, but didn't look away.

I stepped back into the villa, slow and unhurried. Kevin handed me my latte, his expression unreadable except for the glint in his eyes.

"Students next door," he said, taking a sip from his own cup.

"Very observant ones," I replied.

He gave a small smile. "That dress will make most boys observant."

I took a long drink, the warmth sliding down my throat. "And you made sure they saw me."

He chuckled softly. "It's going to be a long two weeks for them."

That afternoon, while Kevin dozed in the shaded part of the terrace with a book on his chest, I stepped out again in the same dress. This time, no pretense. I bent over the lounge chair to adjust the towel, letting the dress hem ride up my thighs.

The laughter from next door stopped.

I didn't look, but I could feel it: the pause, the held breath, the way curiosity had evolved into something sharper.

Later, as Kevin stirred from his nap, I told him casually, "One of them's going to make a move soon."

He didn't even open his eyes. "Only one?"

—-
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The sun was just beginning to lower behind the buildings, casting long shadows over the narrow lane in front of the villa. I had thrown on a soft linen wrap over my dress and headed out with the lazy thought of finding fresh lemons at the shop around the corner.

As I stepped through the gate, I nearly ran into him.

He was the same one who'd raised his water bottle that morning—tall, lean, and close enough now that I could see a light dusting of stubble on his jaw and a streak of sweat shining along his collarbone. He wore a faded tank top and swim shorts, and he was carrying a small bag of groceries.

"Oh," I said, surprised, but not at all sorry.

He grinned immediately. "Sorry, didn't mean to sneak up on you."

"You didn't," I replied. "Just poor timing on my part."

We lingered a little too long in front of each other. He adjusted his grip on the bag, eyes flicking from my face to the barely tied belt of my wrap.

"I'm Jamie, by the way," he offered.

"Julie."

"You here long?"

"A couple of weeks."

"Nice. Same." He shifted his weight. "You're staying just there?" He motioned toward the villa behind me.

I nodded, letting my wrap fall slightly looser around my waist. "Right next to yours."

He smiled, but his voice dropped just a little. "Yeah, we noticed."

I tilted my head. "Did you?"

He laughed, clearly enjoying the game. "Hard not to. You kind of... caught our attention."

"Was that before or after I bent over the lounge chair?"

His eyebrows lifted. "So that was on purpose?"

I smiled without answering.

He looked slightly stunned. Then he smiled wider. "Well, thank you for that."

I stepped closer, brushing past him to continue toward the shop. But as I passed, I let my hand graze his forearm lightly, casually.

"You're welcome," I said.

I didn't look back, but I could feel his eyes on me until I turned the corner.

—-
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The sun was lower now, golden and warm, painting the terrace with that perfect, hazy glow. I stepped back inside from the shop, lemons in hand, the sweet citrus scent mingling with the salty air. Kevin was there, just as I left him, but now he was leaning against the counter, his eyes already on me.

"You're back," he said casually, his voice low, a teasing smile playing on his lips.

I grinned back. "It's hard
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