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Chapter 1

Claire and I had been together for five years. We met at college when we were both eighteen and after a whirlwind romance, we married after only a year together. Within another six months, we had our first child.

We adjusted well and our relationship went from strength to strength, but after our fourth year, things started to change slightly. The sex dried up, going from every day to two or three times a week, to just once a week - if I was lucky. Our relationship was fine, but the lack of sex was starting to put a bit of a strain on things. We had somehow turned into friends rather than lovers. Neither of us wanted to split because we had a lovely little boy, so we decided to try to find that spark again, to reignite our love. We were both only twenty-three, and I was sure we could sort things out.

I had the idea of going on holiday; to see if that might bring us closer together again. Claire's mum, knowing we were having a few problems, volunteered to have our son for a week, making things easier for us, so we flew off to sunny Spain; our first proper holiday for four years.

We stayed in the southernmost part of Spain; the Costa del Sol, and it was incredibly hot. Our hotel was very nice, comfortable if not luxurious, with a great pool which our balcony overlooked from its position on the second-to-top floor. We were both in the frame of mind to enjoy ourselves and had promised each other to let our hair down and go for it.

We had a lovely lazy first day on the beach and then after a nice meal, we hit the bars, determined to both get pretty drunk. It was the early hours when we got back into our hotel room and we were like teenagers again, ripping each other's clothes off, and then having the best sex we’d had for a long, long time.

The following morning, we got up and slept our hangovers off around the pool. About mid-afternoon, Claire went for a dip in the pool and I couldn't help admiring my gorgeous wife as she climbed out and returned to her lounger. Claire is short, only about 5' 3", and she's slim and petite to match. Her breasts are about average size, 36c but they look bigger on her small frame. They’d been smaller - 36b - but grew in size when she had our son and with her being fairly young when she gave birth, they lost none of their shape and firmness and after her pregnancy, they remained larger than they were before.

She looked beautiful with her wet shoulder-length blonde hair tied back in a short ponytail and her body looked great, despite her wearing a quite conservative black bathing suit. I even noticed a couple of the other guys around the pool casting her appreciative glances and I told Claire, but she dismissed my comments, saying I was being silly.

I still think it affected her because when the sun dropped low and we retired back to our room, she asked me if there’d really been some men looking at her, and I assured her that I’d been telling the truth. The thought seemed to turn her on and we ended up making love again, right there and then on the hotel bed. We hadn't closed the curtains but I didn't care and neither did she. Our relationship was just like it was when we were kids; sexy, passionate and exciting again. I was so happy that the holiday idea was a success so far.

That night, we went out for a drink again and I sensed that Claire was still in a horny mood because she dressed a little more provocative than was usual for her. She normally wore a knee-length skirt or shorts, but she did own some shorter skirts - and she’d brought them with her on holiday. I didn't think she would wear them - she hadn't worn anything like that since being pregnant - but either the sun, the alcohol or the looks from the blokes around the pool had definitely had a positive effect on her confidence.

The short skirt combined with the low cut top she wore that night got Claire quite a bit of male attention during the evening, especially from the barmen and waiters. We went into a nightclub, where she got dragged away from me on the dance floor by two young guys who wanted a dance. It was only a bit of harmless flirting, and the two lads bought us both a drink before handing her back to me after a couple of songs.

“Did you enjoy that?” I asked her, having to shout over the loud music.

Claire didn’t answer. She just took my hand, led me out of the club and practically dragged me back to our hotel room where we had a drunken - but still fantastic sex session. She practically howled the hotel down when she came, and afterward, I asked her why.

“Do you really want to know?” she asked back softly, still a little out of breath from the energetic fuck we’d just had.

I looked at her for a moment. She was lying on the bed next to me, totally naked, a light sheen of sweat covering her breasts. “Yes. Tell me,” I replied.

To my surprise, she confessed that while dancing with the two young lads in the club, one of them had quite openly stared down her top at her breasts when they danced close and the other one had been daring enough to have a feel of her bottom. Not just a squeeze either; he had pulled her into him and had a long, lingering feel with both hands. She’d also felt his erection pressing against her through his shorts which was why she’d broken away from him and returned to me.

“I feel guilty,” she added when she’d finished telling me.

“Guilty for what?”

“For flirting and leading them on.”

I looked at her again. She didn’t look guilty. Usually, when Claire felt guilty about something, she’d struggle to maintain eye contact but right now she was looking right at me.

“I really don’t mind you flirting like that,” I said slowly, “If it guarantees me a fuck like what we just had.”

Claire kept staring at me, considering what I’d said for a minute. “I might have a flirt again tomorrow night then,” she chewed her bottom lip and hesitated, “If that’s okay with you?”

“Like I said, if it gets me a fuck like that again…”

Before I could say anything else, she gave me a wink and rolled away from me to get some sleep and I cuddled up close to her, wrapped my arms around her and tried to sleep but something was troubling me. When I’d seen the men ogling her around the pool and again when she’d been dancing with the two young men, I felt something strange. I felt… excited. Perhaps it was the sun, the sea, the alcohol - I wasn’t sure - but it surprised me that I didn’t feel jealous and that it turned me on - in some weird way.

The next day, while we sunbathed our hangovers away again on the beach, I asked her if she had meant what she said last night about flirting with some more guys.

“Are you angry with me?” she asked, not seeming quite as bold as she had the night before. “I was drunk, remember.”

I shook my head. “I’m not angry,” I answered. “In fact, it's almost the opposite. I don’t quite understand why I feel like I do, but for some reason seeing you flirting with those guys and also seeing the blokes eyeing you up at the pool - well, it kind of felt good.”

‘Really?' she asked, “Good how?”

I nodded. “Maybe it’s because I just enjoy seeing you enjoy yourself?” I was trying to work this out in my own head at the same time I explained to her. “Or maybe it’s because I’m liking the fact that other men find you desirable. I don’t know, but when you told me about the young man feeling you up, I realised that it was turning me on.”

Claire looked at me incredulously, and I shrugged my shoulders. “So you’re not mad?”

“No,” I confessed. “I like it.” It was true, though I didn't really understand why. “Did you like it too? When he felt your ass, I mean?”

Claire had only slept with one guy before me, her old school sweetheart and neither of them had been very experienced back then, so it hadn't been particularly memorable. In the past, I’d often asked her if her lack of sexual partners bothered her, particularly just before we got married and settled down. I wanted to be sure she was doing the right thing in marrying me so young, but back then she had denied any such feelings quite vigorously, saying she was madly in love with me and never wanted anyone else.

“If I’m being totally honest,” Claire’s cheeks were red and not from the hot sunshine. “Yes. I did.”

“Remember when we got married, I asked you if you regretted not sleeping around a bit more before me?” I asked her. When she nodded, I carried on. “You said it didn’t bother you. Do you still feel the same now, after five years?”

“Don’t be silly,” Claire said immediately.

“Really?” I persisted, trying to put it delicately into words, “Even now that the passionate bloom of early love has subsided?”

“No,” she insisted, “I’m perfectly happy. ‘When I married you, we made vows, and I meant them.”

“Well that’s good then,” I said, feeling a strange current of disappointment for some reason.

"I love you,” she said softly. “I don't need anyone else." Her beautiful blue eyes looked straight into mine when she spoke, but I could read the doubt in them. Another odd surge of excitement bubbled inside me.

"I don't mind either way," I told her and casually took a drink of the cocktail I was using as a ‘hair of the dog' to get rid of my still aching head. "It's natural if you feel a bit curious. Just be honest with me, okay?"

Claire looked at me, chewing her lip, which she only ever does when she's feeling indecisive or doubtful about something. "Well, I did enjoy flirting, and I might flirt a bit more if that's okay. It's so much fun when you're young and you can dance and flirt with lads. I guess I missed out on all that stuff and I do miss it a bit, I suppose. It was fun last night, wasn't it?"

I nodded as encouragingly as I could. "We'll see what happens tonight."

Claire smiled at me and went for a swim in the sea to cool down. I didn't want her to actually sleep with anyone else because that would be taking it too far, although the thought did make me feel quite aroused for some strange reason. However, I decided I had to try and get her to flirt around again like last night, but this time I wanted to see someone eyeing her up, or witness a guy feeling her bottom or something like that. The thought of my reasonable, innocent and sensible wife being a little flirty or rude with someone made me want to drag her back to the hotel room for another rampant session, but I resisted. I wanted to save it all up for tonight, after whatever flirting might occur had happened.

Today Claire was wearing a silver bikini that revealed more cleavage than any of her others. When she came back from the sea, she drew more admiring male glances which I pointed out to her every time I saw it happen. She blushed each time but smiled, pleased again at the attention. I suggested she go topless, but she gave me ‘a look' and told me to forget that idea.

The next time Claire went into the sea, I had a nap and when I woke up and looked for her I saw her talking to a much older guy. They were both waist-deep in the water, but he had his hand on her arm and was leaning close to say something in her ear. I was much too far away to hear what was being said, but I guessed it was something rude because Claire covered her mouth in shock, although she was laughing. His hand grasped hers and he tugged her closer to him, but she pushed him away playfully, still laughing. I watched them chatting in the water, surprised that she would talk and flirt with someone as old as him. He looked in his late forties - at least - with dark, short grey hair. My only guess was that she was attracted to his body, as he was very tall and quite muscular and fit-looking.

They seemed to be talking for the most part but then they started to splash each other, and the older guy wrestled Claire into the water at one point. They both resurfaced laughing, and I watched them frolic about for quite a while. Nothing too untoward seemed to be going on, apart from his hands slipping to her backside a few times when he picked her up and threw her into the sea.

After a while, Claire bade farewell to him and returned to me with a huge smile on her face. "I've been chatted up!" she exclaimed, and I said I thought she had. I told her I'd been watching her for a while as she dried herself off, and she giggled at me.

"He wanted me to go out for a drink with him tonight," she explained, "He seemed like a nice guy."

"Why don't you?" I suggested.

"No way!" Claire chuckled "He's way too old, even though he did have a buff body." She threw her towel at me playfully then lay back down to catch some more sun. "Would you have let me? If he was my type, I mean."

I shrugged and didn't reply. Again, the thought of her flirting, never mind going out for a drink with another guy was turning me on, and I still didn't understand why.

We stayed until the sun started to lose its heat, and as we walked back to the hotel, Claire repeated her question - if I would have let her go out with the man she had met on the beach.

"Why not?" I said, "I'm sure I could amuse myself for one night." When Claire stared at me incredulously as we walked, I explained further. "You said that you think you've missed out on all that, marrying me so young."

"I know, but..." Claire tried to interrupt me but I continued.

"You don't have to do anything, do you? It would be just a bit of flirting and all that."

Claire looked at me. “He isn’t my type,” she reiterated. “He has his own apartment and comes over two or three times a year. He gave me his card before I left - in case we ever wanted to rent it from him in the future - not for any other reason.”

“Yeah, right,” I chuckled.

“Don’t embarrass me,” Claire said softly. “Look, I will go out with him for a drink if you really want me to.”

“It’s not about what I want,” I replied, turning serious now. We’d reached the hotel but I kept talking as we headed inside towards our room. “It’s up to you.”

“But what if he tries it on - and I'm a bit drunk?" We’d reached our room and Claire was blushing as I closed the hotel room and turned to stare at her. "Well... you know!"

I let my serious face drop and laughed at her. "That's your problem, isn't it?"

"He could try and do anything to me," she said and I stopped to think. I hadn't thought of that.

"Look," I told her, "I'll go out too and I'll try to stay close to you. Then if he does try anything that makes you feel uncomfortable just call my mobile and I'll come and rescue you, okay?"

"So you wouldn't want me to do anything?" Claire dropped the sarong that she’d worn from the beach to the hotel. She took off her bikini top, her gorgeous 36c breasts coming into view. Her dark nipples were erect, I noticed. Was it the cool air of the hotel room, or was she a bit aroused by the tone of our conversation?

"It's up to you, my love." What was I saying? Was I giving her the green light to do something with the guy? Conflicting feelings were running through my brain, and I was getting hard at the sight of Claire, walking around the hotel room semi-naked as we talked.

"Would you be really mad if something did happen? Because if I got drunk - well, you know… he might take advantage of me."

She was reminding me of how easily aroused, and out-of-control she could get when she was very drunk. I didn't need reminding, she had proven that to me last night. Claire slipped her bikini bottoms off, kicking them off her leg. Her pussy used to be completely shaved when we first started dating, but now she’d let her light-brown pubes grow, although she kept them trimmed into a neat triangle.

"You don't have to go,” I shrugged. “As I said, it’s up to you. I’m just saying that the option is there for you if you’d like to.”

Claire opened the patio doors to our balcony to let some more air in and turned back to me. "Okay, I think I want to. Just to see what it would be like. A sort of adventure?"

"Okay." Just as I agreed I heard a wolf-whistle from outside, though neither of us paid much attention to it.

"That’s if you run into the guy again," I reminded her.

"As I said - I've got his address here - oh my god!" Claire shrieked and I jumped as she dashed over to the doorway to the balcony and dragged the curtain across. As she did, I noticed a bunch of young lads on the hotel balcony across the narrow street. They were staring and whistling at Claire. She spun to look at me with horror on her face.

"Did they see me?" her face was crimson.

"Nice tits love! - nice pussy!" came a couple of shouts from outside. Claire had shut the curtain but not the door. She sat on the bed with a hand over her mouth. I just laughed at her.

"Yes, they saw - in fact, I think they got a pretty good view," I chuckled. "Of everything."

"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god..." Claire mumbled as the lads started to call for her not to be such a spoilsport.

"Let's have another look!" came the voices again as Claire got up and walked back to the curtains. She pulled them back for a few seconds, eliciting several whistles and cheers then she stuck her fingers up at them and shut the door and curtain again.

Then she turned to me. "I can't believe a load of lads have just seen me naked!" She rubbed her breasts in a most un-Claire like gesture. "I'm so horny, now.”

She walked over to me, took my hand and led me to the bed.

“Fuck me," she whispered into my ear.

Well, how was I supposed to refuse? So I did.

Later, as we got ready to go out, Claire changed her mind, or should I say bottled out of going to Ray (the older guy)'s apartment to find him. The number on his card went straight to the answerphone. She would have liked to go out, but she didn't fancy just strolling up to his place and knocking on the door. He had told her that he was here on his own for a week, but she didn't know if he was telling the truth. He might have a wife or girlfriend, or even children. I told her that he wouldn't have given her his address if that was true, but Claire still backed out. She did say that she would be a flirt for me tonight when we went out instead.

We got dressed up and went out, even though I was already half-drunk from drinking small amounts during the day to try and get rid of my hang-over. We went to a different set of bars to the night before, determined to try all of them out before we went home.

Claire looked nice. To keep her promise to me about flirting again, she’d dressed sexily with a small pair of denim shorts and a white vest-type top, which showed a healthy amount of cleavage, especially when she leaned forward. She wore her wavy blonde hair loose down to her shoulders and drew plenty of attention from various men as the night wore on. Every time I pointed out someone looking at her, she got more and more excited.

By the time we got into a nightclub, we were both pretty drunk and with Claire being as giddy as she was, she couldn't wait to get on to the dance floor. I went to the bar and left her to dance and when I came back a few minutes later with two drinks in hand, I found her already dancing with some guy. I found a pillar nearby to lean on, had a drink and watched them dance. Claire saw me after a little while and came to join me and collect her drink.

"He was lovely," she told me, "But a bit young."

"Too young, too old - you know how to pick them, don't you?" I laughed and resisted as she tried to drag me onto the dance floor. "Go and flirt some more..." I said and waved her away. She pulled a sad face but went dancing again.

I watched from where I was as she danced with a succession of men, but none of them were as daring as the guys the night before, maybe they were aware of me, I don't know - but nobody tried feeling her up this time.

I enjoyed watching her dance and enjoy herself. I was too tired to join her, even if I wanted to. The heat and the drink were taking its toll, and my eyelids were drooping but then I suddenly noticed who Claire was dancing with now. He was tall and broad, with greying hair - it was the old guy from the beach - Ray.

I saw Claire smile at me and mouth something but I couldn't make out what she was trying to say. Obviously, he hadn't seen me or just didn't care, because his hands were straight onto Claire's bottom as they danced to a slower song. Then when the next one sped the tempo up, he swung her around the dancefloor, bringing a series of loud laughs from a very merry Claire.

However, I almost dropped my drink when I saw what happened next. His hand had been moving up her side as they danced, then when Ray moved behind her as they swayed together to the next song, his hand crept higher, brushing against and then coming to rest on the outside of her breast, very casually having a feel of the curves there. The dirty old man! Claire either didn't notice or chose to ignore him.

A few minutes later, Claire came over and introduced him properly to me. “Ray, this is my brother, Paul. Paul, this is Ray.”

“Hi, Ray,” I said, after a moment of confusion. I looked at her, somewhat surprised then I realised that this was what she must have been mouthing at me from the dance floor.

“I hope you don’t mind me dancing with your sister,” Ray asked me with a smile.

“Not at all,” I replied. “She wanted me to dance but I’m way too tired. Plus, I have two left feet.”

“You want another one of those?” Ray pointed at the beer in my hand. I’d had enough already but nodded anyway and he walked away in the direction of the bar.

“I can’t believe he’s here,” Claire grinned at me. “He saw me and asked me to dance.”

“I saw you. Are you having a good time?” I asked my wife, who had a definite twinkle in her eye, either from excitement or too much to drink.

"Yes. He's invited us back to his apartment after this drink," she said but as she leaned forward she stumbled into me. "Sorry. I'm a bit drunk, I think."

"You think?” I laughed. “He was feeling the outside of your boobs, you know? Rubbing his hand against them, It was subtle but I definitely saw him."

"I know. I felt it but didn’t stop him. Oh, and he felt my bum too," Claire shrugged then smiled drunkenly at me. "Shall we go back to his place after here? He tells me his apartment's very flashy."

"Sure - if you want to? It's obvious what he wants though?"

"So what? He can try," Claire said happily, "Trust me, I won't let him do anything. I just want to see how far he'll go. I want to see if he really tries it on. It will be funny if he does and flattering too. Do you think he will?"

"Definitely," I assured her then we both shut up as Ray returned with more drinks. I let him take her on to the dance floor again, and then when we had all finished the latest round of drinks, they came back over to collect me and we all made the short walk to Ray's apartment.

It was quite late - about 3 am - and I was exhausted, but Claire was excited with all the attention, so I went along with it.

When we arrived, I saw that he’d told the truth about his place being flashy. Ray's apartment was very cool. It was more of a villa than an apartment really - and larger than I imagined. It had a hot-tub outside, a patio with a barbecue and inside it was just as fancy. It had its own smart little kitchen, and a great lounge complete with a huge LED TV and a nice sound system. Ray told us both to relax on the sofas and he turned the TV on and fixed us both a drink.

He sat opposite us on the other white leather sofa and passed me a huge glass of whisky. I looked at it rather apprehensively, knowing I had probably had a bit too much already, but after a taste, I decided to drink it.

It was good stuff but I still sipped it. Claire had a rather strong-looking vodka-and-coke, which she was drinking much faster than I was my Scotch.

Ray leaned forward and was talking pretty much to Claire alone, so I watched the television just joining in with the conversation occasionally when either of them asked me something. They talked about the resort, and how Ray had come to buy his place here. He told us that he owned his own sound studio business back in England, and was bragging about some of the famous people who had come through his doors.

I switched off from the chat but Claire was eagerly lapping it all up. He mentioned that he had two kids, both grown up now and that he used to be married but divorced five years ago when he caught his wife cheating on him. I wondered if it might have been the other way around. Ray was a bit of a charmer, I was beginning to conclude.

He produced a photo album and Claire went to the other settee to sit next to him and look at the photos of his ex and his children. Claire showed me a picture of his wife, saying how pretty she was and I agreed. She was gorgeous - this guy was such a show-off - but his bragging seemed to be working on Claire. My wife was sitting right next to him with the album held in front of her. Ray was leaning close, his body pressed against hers and I saw his hand go to her knee, and then slide up to rest on her thigh. Again, Claire either didn't notice or didn't mind.

My eyes were growing heavier, so I let my head rest against the sofa back and closed my eyes for a bit. It was very warm, even though it was the early hours of the morning. I listened to the television and to Claire and Ray talking while I rested my eyes.

I must have dozed off because the next thing I knew was Ray shaking my shoulder.

"Hey. Claire and I are going to have a dip in the hot tub. Why don't you join us?" Ray was standing in front of me in just a pair of tight black shorts. His body was very muscular, more so than I’d realised before and he was very tanned. Claire was nowhere to be seen. Ray saw me look around and reassured me.

"She's just getting changed - my ex sometimes comes over to stay and I told Claire she could borrow one of her bikinis."

My eyes were taking their time to focus but when they did, I saw he was smiling at me and being genuine about the offer to join them. He was a friendly enough guy, even if he was a show-off.

"Come on," he said, "You can borrow some of my shorts - they're in the bedroom where Claire is. Come on, the tub will wake you up a bit."

I grasped his extended hand and allowed him to help me to my feet. Then I followed his directions into a plush bedroom where a half-naked Claire turned and looked at me as I entered.

"Hi. Are you okay?" she asked as I looked her up and down appreciatively.

"Yeah. Just tired, that's all. Do they fit?" She was wearing a pair of white bottoms that fit fine, but her breasts were overflowing out of the bikini top as she tried it on.

"Obviously not."

Claire laughed at herself as she struggled to fasten the clip behind her back. I helped her with it, and then she looked down at her boobs spilling out of the front of the too-small bikini. It just about covered her nipples and she pulled the cups up over her breasts as best as she could but all that achieved was making her cleavage even deeper by squeezing them together. "It will have to do," she said and shrugged, which nearly made them fall out again so she had to pull the cups up once more.

I found a pair of shorts and was surprised to find my cock semi-erect as I changed into them. Claire's body looked so hot in that small, white bikini. I wondered if Ray would be able to keep his hands off her - he’d been struggling already so how would he react to her looking like that?

"Ray's going to want to eat you alive when he sees you," I whispered into Claire's ear as we stepped out onto the patio where Ray was already waiting for us, chest-deep in the crystal-clear, bubbling water.

"I hope so," Claire giggled back to me quietly as she stepped into the steaming tub. "Oooh - it's lovely," she screamed as she sank in up to her chin, dipping up and down and giggling some more.

Ray smiled at her and then at me as I lowered myself in too. It was comfortably warm without being too hot. The feeling of the cool air on my face and the bubbles tickling your feet and lower body was intoxicatingly pleasant and I noticed that Ray had brought my still half-full whisky out with him, so I took another sip.

Claire must have finished her drink, because she picked up a different orange-coloured one from the side of the pool, next to Ray's glass of Scotch. My drink slid down nicely, and I found myself relaxed but stimulated and feeling a bit more awake than before. Claire sidled up to me and gave me an affectionate pat on the bottom under the water with her free hand as she took a drink with the other.

"Don't you love it?" she said happily and I nodded, noticing Ray putting his drink back down after a long swig. While they were talking, I’d learned he was 54, although he looked much younger and I saw him wink at me as he crept up behind Claire and then suddenly he dipped below the surface. I took Claire's drink from her as I realised what was about to happen and right on cue Claire suddenly disappeared under the water with a shriek as Ray pulled her ankles out from under her.

They both popped back up a second later, laughing together and then they started splashing each other again as they had done in the sea earlier that day.

"You!" she screamed at him. "I had my drink in my hand."

"And I saw your brother take it from you," Ray laughed and splashed her again. I concentrated on my drink, enjoying the fine whisky and the fantastic sensation of the fizzing, warm water as they started talking again.

Claire was standing with Ray now, leaning against him as she bobbed about in the water. I was directly opposite them and although Ray had both arms stretched out along the rim of the tub, I'm pretty sure that he must have been able to feel her breasts pressing against him occasionally as she leaned close. I certainly saw him looking down at her bulging cleavage every time it cleared the surface of the water.

Claire must have seen him too because she took a small step backward and looked down at her breasts. "This bikini is a bit too small."

"I noticed," chuckled Ray and I saw him glance at me. I let my head fall back and rested my eyes again, but I listened on. “My ex wasn’t as busty as you.”

"They're almost falling out," Claire said, "It's embarrassing!"

"Don't be embarrassed," I heard Ray reply quietly, probably trying not to alert me. "You've got a seriously hot body, Claire. Even better than my ex and hers was great." Claire was quiet as he poured further compliments over her, saying how attractive which was why she’d originally caught his eye on the beach. She was obviously lapping it all up and loving every bit of it. A bit of man-worship was probably what she needed to restock her confidence, so I laid back against the edge of the hot tub with my eyes closed and just listened.

Again, I found myself dozing off slightly and I opened my eyes when I realised they weren't talking anymore. I opened my eyes to see them standing together at the pool edge. Ray's back was facing me and all I could see of Claire was her hands on his shoulders. Ray’s hands were below the surface of the water, but I could see through the bubbles that they were encircling her waist. It had taken a moment for my eyes to focus properly and a moment longer still for me to hear the soft sounds of kisses. That fully woke me up with a jolt - but I didn't try to stop them.

It wasn't a passionate embrace that they were locked in. Ray was just giving Claire slow, soft, wet lip kisses and then he tipped his head sideways to her neck and as he started trailing small kisses alongside her ear I saw her face come into view over his shoulder. Her eyes met mine and she froze, but I smiled and mouthed the words "It's okay," at her and nodded for her to continue.

She didn't say anything but held my gaze for a moment longer before closing her eyes and sighing in enjoyment as his kisses moved up and down her neck and then along her shoulder. I became aware that I had a rapidly swelling erection under the water and because the shorts I was wearing were so close-fitting I realised that if I got any hornier, I would not be able to leave the tub without seriously embarrassing myself. Claire was supposed to be my sister, I remembered.

Before I got stuck in the tub permanently and unable to leave, I downed the remaining whisky and heaved myself up onto the edge. I covered my groin with the hand holding the empty tumbler and when Ray and Claire turned to look at me, I said I was going to go and get a top-up if that was all right. Ray nodded, but then shook his head as I offered to refill his glass too. Claire also declined a top-up, and then mouthed a question at me, "Are you okay?"

Her hands were still wrapped around Ray’s shoulders and his around her lower back. Her chest was pressed right against him. Before I could get any further aroused, I smiled and nodded before going back into the apartment and refilling my glass.

I decided not to rejoin them immediately. Instead, I grabbed a robe from the bedroom and sat on the settee for a while to watch some football on the television. I picked a vantage point from which I could still see them through the glass patio doors, although I could only see them from the shoulders upwards. Ray was much taller than my short wife, so I could see more of him than her and as I watched, his head lowered to kiss her again. The kiss was much more passionate now and I decided to stay where I was for a while to see how things developed.

I didn't want to watch all the time, because they might see me staring, so I tried to concentrate on the football and just look over every few minutes and every time I did, my groin ached with excitement, even though it was difficult to see what was happening with the limited view. They were still kissing, I could see that but they both kept dipping low, out of sight, then reappearing - this time laughing - before resuming their kiss.

When I next looked, they were turned around so that the back of Claire's blonde hair was towards me. I could see Ray saying something but I couldn't hear what it was. Then Claire climbed from the water and came into the apartment to find me. I quickly switched my gaze to the TV, pretending to be intent on the football.

"Hi. Are you alright?" She grabbed a towel and sat on it on the opposite sofa to me, protecting the leather from the wet. As she sat down, I noticed that the water had turned the white bikini slightly transparent. I could just make out the dark outline of her nipples through the sheer material. I wasn't sure but I thought I could just see the outline of her light-brown pubes too, between her thighs. I pointed this fact out to Claire and she giggled again.

"Ray noticed that too," she said cupping her breasts and lifting them so she could see the dark shadows.

“Did he?” I asked as casually as I could manage. “What did he say?”

“Just that he could see my nipples,” Claire shrugged. "Nothing more than that, but he didn’t mention my pubes?" She opened her legs to look at the material between. "Whoops. You can see them a bit, can't you?"

Ray entered just then, fresh drinks in hand for both of them. As he passed Claire her drink, she closed her legs but it was too late because he said, "You definitely can," he confirmed. He must have heard us talking.

“I normally shave, but I just trimmed this time,” Claire said, blushing bright red.

Ray laughed. "Okay. I'm going to go and get dry. Do you want a towel?"

"Yes, “Claire nodded. “I should get dressed too," Ray headed off in the direction of the bedroom, she came and sat next to me. "Are you sure you're okay?" she asked me again and when I nodded, she leaned in close. I could tell she was going to confide in me about something because her eyes followed Ray out of the room. When he’d gone, she spoke again. "He's really trying it on, but he's being a gentleman about it." Her speech was slurred with drink and I looked into her eyes to see the glaze of alcohol shining in them.

"Why? Tried it on how? What did he say?" I prompted her to carry on and she downed a big gulp of whatever cocktail she had in her hand now before speaking further.

"He's going home tomorrow night. Tonight’s his last night here and he keeps saying how sexy I am."

“Okay, and?” I urged her to carry on - there had to be more to it than that.

"He said he wants to kiss me all over and... well... he wants to make love to me." Claire was blushing furiously as she finished.

"And do you want to?" I had to ask.

Claire shook her head, but I could tell she was tempted. She licked her lips and whispered into my ear. "My boobs came out of my bikini in the pool," she confessed. "I put them back in, but they kept popping out... and then... well, I let him kiss them." Claire cringed as she told me and then her eyes opened as she noticed the enormous erection growing in my shorts. "Is this turning you on?"

I nodded and shrugged my shoulders. I didn't know why, but it was turning me on. "Go on. What else happened?" I encouraged her to tell me more.

"He didn’t just kiss them. He felt them and sucked on them. We kissed loads and then he felt between my legs too."

"He fingered you?" I asked incredulously. I didn't think she would let it go this far. I’d been hopeful but wasn't expecting anything further than a kiss and a feel.

Claire shook her head. "No - like I said he's a gentleman. He just rubbed me through my bottoms. You know?" Again my wife paused, probably wondering how to tell me what was coming next. "I felt his willy too. Just through his shorts - and it's - well, quite big."

I couldn't believe my ears. Claire was being so slutty and I was enjoying it. Was this normal? "How big exactly?" I barely managed to ask, my throat suddenly dry. I knew that I wasn't that big down below - about 5" at best - which was below average however Claire's only other lover had been even smaller than me, so she didn't know any better.

"It's thick and about..." she held her hands about 7 or 8 inches apart, "that big - I'd say. It's hard to tell, but it feels really big."

Ray's voice called out from the corridor. “I’m just throwing some clothes in the laundry. There’s a dry towel on the bed in the bedroom if you want to use it.”

“Okay, thanks,” Claire shouted back, then turned to me. "I'll go and get dry and dressed. Do you want to come too?" she asked as she stood up.

I shook my head and looked around for the bathroom. "I need a pee. You go get dressed."

Claire hesitated, and I could tell she wanted to say something else, but she turned to go to the bedroom.

"Do you want me to come with you?” I called after her, realising that she might be a bit afraid of going alone to the back part of the apartment where Ray was. “Wait here for a minute while I find the bathroom and then I’ll come with you."

"No," Claire said quickly. A bit too quickly. "I'll be okay."

"Claire, wait,” I stopped her from leaving the living room for a moment. “Do you want something to happen with Ray?" I asked softly. She turned and she was chewing her lip as she faced me again.

She didn't answer but shrugged, with a kind of apologetic look on her face.

"Go on then,” I sighed, feeling suddenly nervous. “I'll give you ten minutes while I go to the bathroom. Shout me if you want me for anything, okay?"

Claire nodded slowly as she worked out why I was giving her ten minutes and I walked out of the living room, looking for the toilet, which I found near the entrance at the front of the apartment. I only needed a pee, but I sat down and waited for ten minutes as I had promised.

I listened out for Claire's voice, but there wasn't anything.

After ten minutes, there was still nothing so I gave it another five minutes for good measure. My heart was thudding as I finally flushed the toilet, and slowly headed back to the living room where Claire had been.

She wasn’t there. The room was quiet and empty. There was no sign of Claire or Ray, and a quick scan of the patio area outside showed that to be empty too. The hot tub was switched off and the empty drinks glasses from before were still cluttered on the table. I sat down, head spinning and pulse racing as I listened hard for any noises coming from upstairs.

After a minute or two I heard something. It was Ray's voice albeit very quiet. Then I heard a more feminine sound. It was Claire's voice but she wasn't talking. It was more like a murmur or even a moan. I listened but didn't hear the noise again, so treading as quietly as I could, I headed into the corridor and towards the bedroom.

I passed the laundry, which was vacant and I tiptoed softly up the stairs. At the top were two doors, both closed but the light shone out from beneath a gap under the right-most door, the bedroom where we’d got changed. I knelt and put my ear to the narrow aperture and heard Ray saying something again. It sounded like, "Are you sure?" but I couldn't be certain. Then I heard something - a gasp? - from Claire and decided to take a risk.

I pushed the door ever so gently, as I had noticed when we got changed earlier that it didn't have a lock. It opened at my touch, just slightly - maybe an inch at most - but far enough for me to peer through into the room beyond.

My eyes almost popped out of my head and my heart felt like it was going to beat right out of my chest at the sight in front of me.

Claire was topless, laid back on the bed in only the white bottoms and as I watched, Ray reached up and hooked a finger underneath the hem at either hip, then eased them down over her thighs and legs and off her feet.

She opened her legs a little for him as he tossed the bottoms aside, exposing her light brown triangle of pubic hair to him for the first time. Claire was staring right at Ray, watching him as he reached up and stroked a finger through her trimmed, fluffy pubes, ruffling them up and then stroking them back down. His fingers touched her clit as he did so, and I saw her twitch in response, bringing a small chuckle from him and an embarrassed giggle from her in return.

Ray moved then and climbed up on the bed, lying down at the side of my pretty blonde - and now very naked - wife. He’d changed into a bathrobe and just as I wondered if he was wearing anything underneath it, my question was answered as Claire's hand moved down and flipped it open.

He was - and his cock looked massive. I’d never really seen another man's erect penis except for on the internet and compared to mine it was a monster. I put it at around 8 inches - roughly the size that Claire had indicated with her hands earlier. I looked at my wife's face and saw her staring at it in appreciation. Ray responded by removing the robe altogether and then as he lay back down, he leaned over and started kissing Claire.

This kiss was much more passionate than the one in the hot tub. His hands moved down to caress her breasts, squeezing and kneading them and then slid further down to between her legs. I saw Claire's hand go to his forearm as if to stop him but as his mouth moved down her neck, she removed it and put it around the back of his head, welcoming his kisses as he rained them down upon her upper body and then to her breasts.

Claire's eyes closed and she let her head fall back on the bed, as his now unrestrained hand started to rub her pussy. He took a nipple into his mouth and as he moved his body slightly over hers, I heard Claire moan again. Her hand moved down, searching for his erection and found it, her fingers wrapping around his length. My hand had found its way into my shorts and I stroked myself gently as I watched.

Ray's fingers slipped between her moist folds and inside her for the first time. Claire's hand began to pump on his cock slowly rhythmically as he worked another finger into her, stopping his suckling to look down at her pussy. As he began to double-finger fuck her. Claire's back arched and her legs spread further apart, completely exposing herself to this man who was more than twice her age. I suddenly realised with a sick-but-strangely arousing sensation in my stomach that this man was about to fuck my wife.

What did I do? Should I stop it? I wrestled with my conscience, aware that if I was going to stop this from going too far, I had to act quickly. Claire was lost in his expert ministrations and he was moving his weight slowly across her spread body, ready to shift between her legs and make love to her with his impressive-looking manhood. Part of me knew I should stop it - that this could permanently damage our relationship - but another part wanted me to see Claire have sex with him. Not just make love, but get fucked - because that was what was going to happen - and get fucked hard, now that I had seen Ray's beast of a cock.

I looked at Claire and saw her hands gripping the bed-sheets tightly, her knuckles white as they clenched in response to Ray's fingers slipping in and out of her. She didn't look like she wanted me to stop it. She couldn't have forgotten about me - I was her husband - so she must want this. If she wanted Ray to stop, she would stop him herself. I remembered her words earlier that night - ‘trust me' - so I made my decision and began to play with my raging hard-on and watched to see what would happen.

Ray shifted again, positioning himself right over Claire and I saw her eyes open and her head lift to look at the man now poised above her. For a moment, I thought she was going to stop him, but she didn't. One hand reached up and behind his head, drawing him down into a kiss and the other moved down and behind his lower back as he moved his legs between hers. She tilted her thighs further apart to accommodate him and Ray's hand reached down. From where I was, I could see him position the head of his angry-looking shaft at the entrance to her pussy - my wife's pussy - and then he moved his hand away and his body sank slowly down onto her.

I took a deep breath. This was it. It had happened. He was inside her. Another man had his cock in my wife’s pussy and she hadn't stopped him. It was too late now. His hips started to move up and down and after a few slow movements, Claire's legs came around Ray, wrapping around his calves and her hands both moved down to clutch at his backside, pulling him deeper. He responded by beginning to pump into her more forcefully, kissing her neck again and causing low moans to slip from Claire's lips.

A 54-year-old man was fucking my innocent, beautiful 23-year-old wife and I was allowing it to happen. The sudden, unexpected feeling of disgust at myself only served to work me up even more for some reason and I had to stop stroking myself because I was on the verge of cumming. I watched, ashamed but enraptured at the same time, as Ray lifted himself onto his arms, putting some distance between their bodies and then I stared as he began to thrust vigorously into her.

With a gap between their bodies, I could see everything now and I was amazed that my little wife was able to take his huge cock. Her pussy lips stretched around it as he pulled almost all the way out, and then disappeared out of sight as he cannoned back into her with a thudding sound as their bodies impacted together.

Claire was moaning loudly now and arching her back, the way she always does just before she cums.

Ray must have sensed it, because he moved away, and manhandling her with his strength, he lifted Claire and bent her over, quite roughly but Claire didn't complain at all. She quickly realised that he wanted her on all fours, and she complied with a look of sexual urgency on her face that I hadn’t seen since the earliest days of our dating.

Ray pulled her legs a little further apart and then guided himself back inside her. There was no finesse now, he put one meaty hand on her shoulder and the other on her hip and simply began to pummel her from behind. I could see Claire's wetness glistening on his long cock as he hammered into her for several minutes, finally bringing Claire close to orgasm again. She began to thrust back onto him as her climax neared and then she rocked onto him hard and trembled violently, her moans turning into a loud wail of ecstasy. Ray put both hands on her shoulders as she sought to move away but he kept himself buried in her as she shuddered through her orgasm, and then when it finally subsided, he began to pound at her again. A few minutes or so later, he pulled an exhausted Claire back onto him again in the same fashion and thrust all the way into her violently, bringing a loud gasp of air from my wife as his buttocks clenched and he groaned loudly.

He was cumming inside her. My stomach clenched at the realisation as I watched him make short, quivering thrusts into her pussy, each one bringing another little whimper from Claire until finally, his seed all spent in my wife, he allowed her to flop forward onto the bed, breathing heavily and a moment later he laid down next to her. Ray wrapped an arm around Claire's waist and moved up behind her, spooning with her as they both recovered. His penis had wilted rapidly, but even soft it was still as large - maybe larger - than mine was when erect. I felt a stab of envy at what he was endowed with, and how he could use it to such effect. I had never made Claire cum so hard, not in all our five years together.

They both had their eyes closed, so I returned to the toilet where I stroked myself to orgasm too. It only took a moment and after the relief flooded through me I felt the familiar tired sensation begin to wash over me too. I returned to the front room and decided to lie down on one of the settees. Within minutes, I was asleep.


Chapter 2

I was awoken a little bit later by someone shaking me and I opened my eyes to find that it was still dark but Claire was dressed now and standing in front of me.

"Come on, we'd better get back to our hotel." She helped me up and I looked around, still fuzzy-headed and half-asleep.

"Where's Ray?" I asked as I sat up and Claire said he was in the bathroom, so I went to the bedroom where they had just been having sex and got dressed. When I returned, Claire seemed in a hurry for us to leave but Ray came back into the room just as we were going. I waved at him and said goodnight, and he waved back with a strange smug grin on his face. I guess he was thinking to himself that he had just screwed my sister and I knew nothing about it. I'd be smug if I had just made love to Claire, she was a good-looking girl after all.

On our way back, neither Claire nor I spoke much. I was quiet just because I was tired, but I could tell that Claire was troubled by what she’d done. When we got back to our room, I decided to put her out of her misery and break the silence by telling her that I knew.

"Listen..." I said, just as she said exactly the same thing. We looked at each other and laughed. The ice was broken and we sat down to talk.

“You go first,” I said, and again she said the exact same words at the same time. Then neither of us said anything for a moment, both waiting for the other until finally, she spoke.

"I've done something really bad," she looked at me with tears in her eyes.

"It's okay," I said and stopped her when she started shaking her head and tried to talk again. "I saw you."

"What?" she said, a fearful look in her eyes. "You saw what?"

"I saw you making love with Ray in the bedroom." I wasn't about to tell her that I had watched, so I bent the truth a little. "I fell asleep while I was giving you a bit of time with him - like you asked - and when I woke up I didn't know how long you'd been gone, so I came to see where you were."

Claire was crying softly, so I took her hands in mine. "I pushed the bedroom door open a little and saw you and him doing it. I could have stopped it, but I didn't. I went back to the sofa and went back to sleep."

"Why didn't you stop us?" she asked, sobbing gently and I gave her hand a reassuring squeeze.

"Would you have wanted me to stop you?" I asked her and Claire shook her head. "I didn't stop you because I wanted you to do it," I admitted. "You probably needed it - a bit of fun - a bit of excitement."

"Oh, I'm so sorry. Please don't leave me," she cried and then broke down in floods of tears.

"I'm not going to leave you," I exclaimed, taking her into my arms. "Didn't you hear what I just said? I'm glad you did it with him... It turned me on. In fact, I can't wait to make love to you now."

Claire prised herself from my arms and stared into my eyes. "It... turned you on?" She looked puzzled so I explained the best I could.

"I still fancy you - I still find you so attractive. Even after five years, the sight of you naked turns me on, so imagine me seeing you making love, even if it was with someone else." I didn't know if I was making any sense, but I carried on. "Seeing you doing it - it just looked so amazing - and you seemed to be enjoying it. Did you enjoy it?"

Claire rubbed her damp eyes and nodded, with a look of shame on her face. "It was so good. I mean, sex with you is really good too, but with him, it was just so... different." I gave her a nod to go on when she paused and she tried to explain further, looking just as awkward as I probably had a moment ago. "He was different from you - not better - but bigger... you know? And older, and well... just different and exciting. I don’t know what else to say."

I understood and I said so, which brought a look of relief to Claire's worried face. I took her by the hand and led her to bed. We undressed in the darkness together and as we cuddled up in bed and started kissing, Claire's passion returned and so did mine. Just as I rolled on top of her and was about to enter her, she stopped me.

"He... came inside me," Claire stuttered and I told her it didn't matter, pushing myself into her. It felt strange at first, very wet and slightly cool, and a little loose; probably from the hammering her pussy had taken. I couldn't be rough with her because she told me she felt a little sensitive down there still, but we had good - if somewhat tired - sex before falling asleep in each other's arms.

The next day we both woke up tired, and with quite sore heads. We talked about the previous night, basically having the same conversation as we had when we first got in but this time Claire wanted more reassurance that I truly was fine with what she’d done.

"You can do it again if you want." I even suggested, trying to persuade her that I was telling the truth about being fine. Claire looked at me amazed.

"No!" she said indignantly. "Besides, Ray is flying home today."

I wasn't convinced by her tone and there was a slight hesitation in her answer, but I didn't mention it. We avoided the beach that day as she didn't want to risk any chance of bumping into Ray before he left. Instead, we relaxed around the hotel pool. When I asked her why she was so worried, she admitted something further to me.

"I told him that you were my husband, back in the nightclub," she confessed, "I didn't want you to feel like... humiliated or anything? So he suggested that I introduce you as my brother. Ray said he met couples like us all the time out here. He said that they often came abroad looking for a bit of fun and that sounded exactly like us. He said he’s been with loads of different men's wives and well, it got me a bit excited."

Now I understood why he had ignored me and the smug grin he had cast at me as we left. The arrogant bastard! Still, I didn't regret it. The sight of Claire being well and truly fucked by someone so physically powerful and well-endowed, and the vision of her cumming so hard and behaving so wantonly was something that I wouldn’t ever forget. I began to realise that it was something that I wanted to see again, but I didn't tell Claire that.

I confessed to her once more that the sight of them doing it had turned me on but still didn't admit to watching them. I wasn't sure how she would react to that, so I kept it to myself.

The day went without any further in-depth conversation and I was glad that we had put the matter to rest now and we enjoyed another great sex session that night when we went to bed.

The next day we returned to the beach, and as before Claire got plenty of male attention as this time she wore the smallest bikini she owned, a red and white floral two-piece which complimented her beautiful body to perfection. I could sense that the attention was getting her horny again, and when we returned to the hotel to get ready to go out that night, she was completely back to herself again. The Claire of the day before the night with Ray had returned, but now she had even more confidence than I think she’d ever had.

I was dressed and ready to go, sitting on the balcony enjoying a cold drink while waiting for Claire to get ready to go out. I looked out across the street and noticed the patio doors on the balcony opposite slide open. Two of the lads that had seen Claire the other day stepped out, hanging out their washing and towels on the rail. Claire was still in the shower, so I walked back in and eased the door open to the steamy bathroom.

"Your admirers are still here," I told her as she stepped out of the shower cubicle and wrapped a towel around her.

"Admirers? Oh - the lads over the road?" Claire chuckled to herself as she wrapped a second towel around her wet hair.

"Why don't you give them a flash again? For the laugh?" I suggested, and Claire looked up at me with one eyebrow raised.

"Are you serious? What do you think I am?" She gave me a look which indicated that I wasn’t meant to answer that question and we walked back out into the apartment, where she looked through the patio doors. There were three of them sitting down now, drinking some beers and relaxing in the late afternoon sun. "They are cute," Claire admitted, "But a bit young." She sat on the edge of the bed and began to rub her hair dry. I looked at the lads again; they did look like they were only just out of school or college.

Claire asked me to fetch her deodorant from the bathroom and just as I returned, I saw her looking out at them still. Her blonde hair was damp and tousled and she looked gorgeous right at that moment. She stood up and walked towards me, causing the towel around her body to slip to the floor, then giggled as she reached me standing out of their line of sight.

"Do you think they saw me?" She was laughing as she asked me, and I shrugged.

"I don't know - they didn't get much chance to notice you, did they?"

“True,” Claire bit her lip for a second, “Watch this then.”

She strutted past the open patio doors and picked up her fallen towel. She put one leg up on the bed and dried it, then repeated the gesture with the other leg. She was sideways on to the boys, and no further than two feet from the window, so there was a good chance that the boys could see Claire, but if they were watching then they were doing it in silence.

She started to dry her breasts then and I finally heard a whoop from outside. They must have seen her. I crept to the edge of the window and looked carefully past the edge of the curtain. The three lads were all leaning against their balcony and staring straight over into our room. I looked at Claire, who was drying her back with the towel, giving the lads a full frontal view. She kept her eyes averted, pretending she hadn't noticed them as she finished getting dry and then she walked towards me and back out of their view again. I continued to look at the lads, watching them high-five each other, then I turned back to Claire who was sitting looking at me.

"Did they see me?" she asked and I nodded, making her blush bright red.

"There were three of them, staring right at you."

Claire chewed her lip again. “This is fun,” she said. “Stay there.” Then she brazenly strolled over right past the window again to the other side of the room, giggling as she reached the far curtain. I looked past the curtain and the three lads were still standing there, waiting for another glimpse.

"Are they still looking?" I heard Claire whisper and when I nodded she said "Okay," and then after a brief hesitation, she walked over to the bed and laid down on it, in full view of the guys. She picked up a magazine that we had brought with us and pretended to read it. The way she was laying on her side and her position meant that the lads could see everything. I looked at the boys again, who were staring and saying something quietly to each other and I whispered to Claire that they were talking about her.

Then Claire pretended to notice them for the first time. She stared straight at them for a minute, and then got up and walked to the door. She gave them a cheeky little wave and pulled the door and curtain across, blocking their view. Then she staggered backward and collapsed on the bed, laughing wildly.

"I can't believe I just did that," she chortled to me, "I'm shaking, I was so nervous but it was such a turn on."

I took that as my cue to approach the bed and Claire looked at me with a wicked glint in her eye.

"Come here you," she purred and I joined her on the bed. I started to unbuckle my belt but she stopped me.

"None of that until tonight," she told me and then pushed my head downwards, making it obvious what she wanted. I moved down the bed and she spread her legs for me to give me access to her pussy. I kissed her mound, the soft light-brown hair tickling my face and then lapped at her wet slit, sucking her labia into my mouth, and then licking slowly up from her hole and across her swollen clitoris, making her quiver slightly.

I continued to kiss and probe her folds with my tongue, each time culminating with a lick of her clit until I finally settled in a rhythm of sucking and licking that made her start to moan in rhythm with my actions. After a couple of minutes, I felt her fingers tangle in the hair on the back of my head, and her hips began to push towards me then suddenly her back arched and she groaned almost animal-like as her orgasm hit her.

When her climax had subsided, I undid my zipper and pulled my throbbing cock out. Moving quickly up the bed, I straddled her chest and giving her no chance to argue, I shoved my cock into her face. Claire didn't really like giving me blowjobs, but would do it for me reluctantly once in a while, usually when she couldn't be bothered to have sex. She wasn't very good at it to be told, but it was better than nothing.

When she opened her eyes and saw me shoving my penis towards her face, she opened her mouth and took me in without saying anything. I leaned forward and shoved as much into her mouth as I knew I could without making her gag. Then the vision of her being fucked mercilessly from behind by Ray suddenly came into my mind, and I felt myself moving towards my own orgasm.

"Pretend it's Ray's," I said, feeling incredibly dirty. "Suck it like I'm him." I never usually talked dirty to Claire, nor her to me, but I was right on the edge and a little out-of-control. Claire said nothing but moved her mouth up and down my shaft until I blew my load right into her mouth. The feeling was exquisite. Again this was something which Claire rarely let me do and I savoured it, waiting until my cock had finished twitching in her mouth before pulling away and doing up my zipper. I looked at my wife, who was lying naked, still spread-eagled on the bed staring at me curiously.

"It really did turn you on, didn't it?" Claire said, not taking her eyes off me for a second. "Seeing me with Ray got you all hot and bothered."

I could only nod. “Yes. I don’t know why but it did.”

"I'll have a little flirt tonight," she promised as she got up and started to get ready, "and when we get back, we'll go to bed and I'll pretend you're Ray and show you everything that he did to me."

"I'd like that," I said.

I had a short nap while she finished getting ready. Tonight, Claire decided to wear a gorgeous little black dress. The skirt was fairly short, mid-thigh length and it was strapless on top, held up only by the tightness of the clasps on the back. Claire didn't wear a bra as she didn't have a strapless one. I dared her to go commando, without any underwear on, but she didn't want to tonight. She did wear her sluttiest shoes though - open-toed black heels, which turned her ‘nice’ legs into ‘fabulous’ legs.

We did the usual, went out for a nice meal at one of the nearby restaurants then moved on to the local pubs. Tonight we tried a stretch of bars a little nearer to our hotel and found one which had a dance floor and was playing good music. We danced together for a couple of songs and then I left Claire alone again to maybe dance with some guys while I went to get us drinks from the bar.

We’d already enjoyed a bottle of wine between us during the meal and a couple of drinks in the previous pubs before finding this one, so Claire didn't need any more to drink, but I thought, ‘What the hell?' and bought her another. With her short-ish skirt and no bra beneath her sexy strapless dress, she was primed for something to happen tonight. Her makeup was bolder than she would usually wear it, the lipstick brighter and she’d styled her hair so that it hung in golden waves down to her shoulders. I had to admit that she looked stunning.

Someone else thought so too, because, by the time I returned with our drinks, a young black guy was dancing with Claire. She was laughing and enjoying herself, so I didn't disturb them. I found a table to sit down which was close enough to the dance floor for Claire to be able to see me and had a sip of my drink while watching them dance.

Soon, Claire spotted me and waved discreetly. She stayed on the dance floor for a few more songs, before finally joining me and drinking the cocktail I had bought her.

"Did you enjoy that?" I asked her and she asked me the same question back.

“Did you?” I looked at her confused for a second before she explained, "Me flirting with a black guy - did it turn you on?"

"Ah, right,” I replied, “It's fine with me - whatever. I just want you to have a good time, that's all."

She finished her drink and practically bounced back onto the dance floor to dance some more. The same routine carried on for a while - she would dance and a guy or several guys would approach her for a dance. In between, she’d come over to me and drink the latest drink I’d bought for her, then return to her dancing, chatting and flirting.

The later it got and the more alcohol she consumed, the more daring the dances became. I noticed that she was now dancing repeatedly with a couple of the same guys. I couldn't see very clearly from where I was because they were dancing at the far side of the crowded dance floor, but I could see that it was the same two guys from their clothes so I knew that she must have taken a liking to them in particular.

Some slower music came on later, and I caught a glimpse of Claire dancing slowly with one of her new ‘favourites,’ a young-looking guy in a red t-shirt. His hands were all over her ass, cupping and feeling her butt cheeks and I felt myself stir in arousal. Were we in for a repeat of last night? Then she went from ‘red t-shirt guy’ to her other favourite, a well-built young man with a black vest and close-cropped hair. He too ran his hands up and down her side and around her ass. Claire didn't stop them; in fact, she had her hands on his backside too. Then they disappeared from view and when I next saw her she was kissing with black-vest. Kissing quite passionately.

I looked at the vodka-and-coke sitting on the table. It must be her ninth or tenth drink, but it had been here waiting for her for almost an hour when she finally appeared from the crowd to collect it.

"Sorry I've been so long," she apologised. She didn't sit down, but instead took my hand and tried to drag me towards the dance floor.

“I don’t want to dance,” I said, resisting her pull.

"No - I want to introduce you to someone," Claire explained.

"Your two friends? I saw you dancing with them a lot," I asked her as I relented and let her take me over to the other side of the room.

"Three. They're nice guys actually," she told me and we finally stopped at a table on the opposite side of the dance floor. "This -" she introduced me to them, "- is my husband, Paul. Paul, this is Tom, Pete, and Steve."

My mouth dropped open in shock. The three young lads sitting around the table sipping their drinks weren’t just the men she’d been dancing with. They were also the three guys that had been watching Claire from the hotel balcony opposite ours.

"Hi," I managed to say and we sat down at their table with them as they moved their chairs closer together to make room for us.

"Your wife is a great dancer," said Tom, the red t-shirted guy as he extended his hand towards me. I shook it and agreed with him. Claire was a good dancer. I shook hands with Pete, the black-vested and good-looking one and finally Steve, a somewhat chubby but friendly enough kid. They all looked about eighteen, nineteen at best.

"Yeah, she is," I said back and we all got talking.

Claire went off for a dance again with Tom, leaving me with Pete and Steve. The lads were on their first holiday since leaving school and out for a good time. They were all eighteen and full of bravado, telling me how many girls they had got off with so far this holiday. All three lads had kissed plenty of girls, but Pete, the tall, good-looking one had taken it further than kissing; he’d slept with two girls and Tom had gone all the way with one. Poor old chubby Steve hadn't scored yet though, but there were still a few days left before they went home.

Claire danced with Pete a couple of times during the rest of the night, but she spent most of her time with Tom. I hardly got a look in, and when I spoke about it to Pete and Steve, they laughed and looked at each other.

"Tom's pretty keen on her," Pete said. "But don't worry, he knows you're married."

"No harm in a bit of flirting," I said but just as I did, I glanced over to look at them dancing together. They were kissing!

I heard Steve say, "Oh, shit."

"Don’t worry about it,” I said quickly, feeling my face go a little red in the cheeks. “I don't mind her flirting around a little," I told them.

"They're all over each other," apologised Pete. "I'm sorry, mate."

I looked over again. Tom's hands were on her backside and they looked like they were really going for it now; French kissing each other in the middle of the dance floor. Their bodies were pressed tightly together and I knew that Tom would probably have a hard-on and the way they were crushed together, Claire would be able to feel it.

"Honestly, it's no big deal. You've all seen her naked anyway," I told them as Claire and Tom finally broke away from the dance floor and came to join us.

"They have, haven't they?" Claire said. She must have heard me. The club was practically empty now. “I need the bathroom. I won’t be a minute.” Claire winked at me and went to the toilet while Tom joined us.

He looked embarrassed. “Claire said that you wouldn't mind her flirting,” he said half-apologetically.

“We’ve got a little deal that we can have a bit of fun on holiday,” I lied.

Tom’s face changed to an expression of relief. “That’s pretty cool,” he smiled.

The barman allowed us to have one last round of drinks, even though the club was shutting and I got one for Claire even though she'd obviously had far too much already.

I passed her drink to her when she returned, sitting between me and Tom. I felt her nudge me and when I looked at her, she shoved something into my trouser pocket and gave me a wink. I reached and drew whatever it was out and Claire tried to stop me. When I lifted it above the table I realised why. It was Claire's knickers.

"I took them off for you," she hissed at me, embarrassed because all the lads had seen them and were staring at me with shocked expressions.

"I dared her to go out commando tonight but she wouldn’t," I explained to the lads.

"I changed my mind. He wasn't supposed to show you though," Claire explained, giving me a scolding look.

I just shrugged. How was I supposed to know what she was up to? As I put the knickers back in my shorts pocket, the barman approached the table to clear some glasses.

"No knickers? Very naughty," said the Spanish waiter to Claire, who giggled at him in reply. We were the only people left in the bar now, so it was much quieter. He must have heard us talking as he walked up. "So which boy is getting lucky tonight?"

Claire shrugged and looked at us all around the table. "I haven't decided yet," she giggled again. Some eyebrows went up around the table, but I only laughed at her answer.

"What about me?" the cheeky waiter asked. He pulled up a chair and pushed between Claire and me at the table to sit down.

"Who knows?" Claire was flirting like crazy and I loved this transformation in her. There was no doubt that the copious amount of alcohol she had consumed had something to do with it as well as the confidence-boosting experience she had enjoyed last night.

I needed to pee and so left them all chatting and went to the bathroom. As I had done with Ray the previous night, I didn't rush back but left Claire alone with the four men as long as possible.

When I did finally return, the conversation had somehow moved on to the guys having seen her undressed in the hotel room. Steve was telling the waiter - whose name turned out to be Esteban - that Claire had a fantastic body, just as I sat back down.

“She’s all curves,” he told the Spaniard, “Big tits.”

“I can see that,” Esteban’s eyes roamed my wife’s chest. “Did you see the pussy too?”

“She was totally naked,” Pete answered as I joined them at the table, “So, yes.”

Esteban raised an eyebrow, then dropped his hand into Claire's lap and grabbed the hem of her skirt. "Can I see it too?" Claire was so surprised at the boldness of his question that she simply didn't reply and the waiter lifted her skirt up to look at her pussy. The young guys all leaned across the table for a look, and I bent forward to see around the waiter. He had raised the front of her skirt right up, exposing her light-brown triangle of pubic hair to everyone. "Very nice," said Esteban before Claire finally reacted and pushed his hand away.

“Bit cheeky,” she reprimanded him, giving his hand a light smack. She wasn't cross but was blushing slightly.

Esteban just smiled. "So any of you fuck her yet?" said the extremely forward barman, and the three lads all shook their heads, so Esteban turned to me. "You going to let them fuck her tonight?"

Instead of reacting the way I should have as a husband - punching him in his stupid, arrogant Spanish mouth, I just shrugged my shoulders. "It's not up to me," were the words I heard come from my mouth.

What was I doing? What was I saying? I saw Claire look at me with her mouth open in surprise. First, Esteban had shocked her opening up the conversation so bluntly with his question then I had given her a double-whammy with my nonchalant and rather vague answer.

We were alone in the club now; there weren't any other barmen or customers around, and I suddenly began to wonder where this was all going to lead.

Esteban turned to Claire and asked her directly in his purring, Latin-accented voice, "I know you want to fuck them. I can see it in your eyes. You were kissing Tom earlier?" He pointed around the table at the three, equally stunned lads.

I don't think Claire didn't know where to look or what to do. She just burst out into a fit of embarrassed laughter and covered her face with her hands but when she did that, Esteban took advantage of her hands being away from her lap and flicked her skirt up again causing a round of chuckles from around the table as her pussy was partially on show again.

Claire noticed and immediately covered up but then Esteban countered by tugging her top down. One of her breasts and nipples became exposed for a moment before Claire could push Esteban away and tugged her strapless top back up.

"Hey - nice titties!" said the Spaniard, causing us all to laugh. Claire looked at me in exasperation, but I could tell that she wasn't at all upset because she had a smile on her face as well. "Anyway, I leave you now. I have to close in five minutes, okay? And if you want to fuck, the alleyway through that door is very dark," Esteban pointed towards a double door in the wall opposite, and then he placed a light kiss on Claire's cheek. "I would fuck you, okay. You are very beautiful English girl." Claire turned bright crimson as Esteban went back to the bar with an armful of empty glasses.

Claire took a deep breath, trying to pretend she wasn’t embarrassed. "I need some fresh air,” she said to me. “Are you going to be long with that drink?"

I looked at my beer. It was still almost full so I took a deep swig. "Esteban will kick us out when he's done," I said. "I want to finish my drink and to be honest, I don't want to go back to the hotel yet. I’m having a good time."

"Okay. I'm going to get some fresh air though. I feel really drunk." Claire said and when I nodded she walked over to the double-doors Esteban had indicated and went outside for a moment. I thought I saw her look at me over her shoulder as she left. Did she want me to follow her? Or one of the boys? I couldn't be certain it was me she looked at meaningfully and not one of them.

The lads all looked at me. “You should go with her,” Tom suggested, “Just to make sure she’s okay.”

I took a large swig of my drink, wondering how to play this but before I could answer, Esteban made my mind up for me. He must have seen Claire leave, and the look she gave us because he came back to the table and poked Tom in the shoulder.

"She's waiting for you outside, man,” he said to the youngster. “Get out there - she wants fucking."

Tom looked at me with obvious indecision and awkwardness etched on his face. I remembered how young and inexperienced they all were. I was about to tell him to go when Esteban sighed out loud.

"Jesus,” the Spanish waiter shook his head at us all, “I'll go and ask her what she wants then."

Before any of us could stop him, the tall, long-haired Spaniard strode off and through the doors into the dark night beyond. Briefly, the sound of crickets singing outside wafted into the silent bar before being cut off as the doors swung shut again behind him. The four of us all sat there looking at each other before Tom broke the awkward silence.

"Are you okay with all this?" he asked me and I nodded, and for some reason, I told them all about what had happened with Ray last night. I didn't say that I watched, just that I saw them and left them to it. I justified our actions by explaining how little sexual experience she’d had before me and that this was a way of us opening us new sexual horizons to try and improve our sex-life when we got home.

"Whoa! That explains a few things," said Pete, the good-looking one. "I thought she was being really forward."

Steve, the quiet plump one who was also the youngest, piped up somewhat clumsily. "Do you think she might shag one of us then if we go outside?"

I saw Pete elbow him hard after the tactless question, but I was all too aware that Claire was still outside. And Esteban hadn't come back. They had been out there for quite a long time while I told the lads the story about her and Ray.

"Maybe she will," I answered Steve’s question. Humouring them, "She’s pretty drunk, so you never know."

"And this really is okay with you?" asked Tom with a look of disbelief on his face.

I nodded to him and I stood up, then put a finger to my lips and beckoned them to follow me. What was she doing outside with the Spanish barman? They had been out there far too long.


Chapter 3

I eased the door slightly ajar and peered out but couldn't see a thing; it was pitch black outside. Esteban had been telling the truth when he said the alleyway was dark. There didn’t seem to be any lighting at all.

I put an ear to the gap and heard talking so I stepped outside and let my eyes adjust to the gloom for a moment. I finally managed to make out Claire, sitting on a beer barrel some way down the alleyway. Esteban was sitting on one too, next to her. His hand was on her leg, but that was all.

I felt an odd sense of disappointment. Had I been hoping that I would catch them at it? Claire was smoking a joint of something, which smelled quite strongly of weed. She offered me a drag when I walked over and joined them, but I declined.

"We're just talking," Claire answered my unasked question as though she could read my mind.

Esteban stood up and told me to sit down where he’d been sat, then he gathered up the four lads who had followed me outside and ushered them back inside. "See to your wife," he said to me over his shoulder. "She wants you."

The Spaniard pulled the door closed behind him, plunging me and Claire back into darkness. "We only kissed," she said softly. Her words were heavily slurred, either with the beer or the pot. "He felt my tits too, but then he kept putting my hand on his cock," she giggled, "It's not very big. I thought foreigners were supposed to be..." she held her hands about ten inches apart and laughed. "He's no Ray, put it that way."

"Maybe you should have fucked the poor guy," I said to her and waited for her response. Her silence said more than a million words. In the moonlight, I saw her hand move to my crotch and she began to rub me through my trousers.

"That would have turned you on, wouldn't it?" Claire purred sexily. "I do want sex, so I guess you’ll have to do." She moved, kneeling in front of where I sat on Esteban's beer barrel.

"The lads are all in there," I reminded her and pointed at the closed double doors that led into the bar. "I know you fancy Tom. I saw you making out, you know? And I know they all want to fuck you. They told me while you were out here."

Claire had opened my zipper and pulled my erect cock out, but stopped short of taking it into her mouth when I said that. She looked at me, her eyes twinkling in the hardly-there light. "They said that? Really? But they're a bit young."

"I guess so. Well, it's up to you anyway," I gasped in pleasure as the warmth of her mouth encompassed the head of my penis. "You can do whatever you want."

Claire's mouth started to slide up and down me. The feeling of her, the warmth around my cock contrasting against the cool night air was exquisite. After the briefest of moments, I was fully erect and I entwined a hand in her blonde hair, pushing her further down onto me. Then she stopped for a moment and looked at me again.

"Do you want me to fuck someone again?" She looked at me, and I could tell she wanted to. She just needed me to sanction it. Her hand kept stroking me off while she waited for me to reply. “Do you? Is that what you want?”

"Yes. I really want to see you this time. I want to see you get fucked." The honest answer just blurted out of me, and with a satisfied smile, she went back to sucking me. I put both hands on her head now, and I was concentrating on what she was doing when I saw a line of light appear across the yard where we were sitting, as the back doors opened a crack.

A moment later the line expanded, and I blinked at the bright light. Claire didn't stop even though she must have been aware of the light that washed over us.

Again, my eyes took a moment to adjust but when they did, I saw the three young guys and Esteban come through quietly, stopping just yards away and watching us. Claire kept on sucking my cock, while I watched the four other men watching us. Esteban got his cock out of his trousers and started wanking himself as he watched us. Pete and Steve did the same, but Tom hung back for some reason. I couldn't see much from where I was, as they were silhouetted against the lights from inside, but then Esteban moved closer, right behind Claire where she kneeled in front of me.

Esteban touched her, stroking a finger down her back but Claire didn't even flinch, so he left his cock alone for a moment and lifted her up by the hips, pulling her from my cock, but then he pushed her further forward, bending her over so she could resume the blowjob. The other three lads clustered around closer, as it dawned on them what was about to happen.

As Claire took me back in her mouth, I realised that she hadn't even looked over shoulder to see who it was that was positioning himself behind her for sex. I wondered what was in the joint that Esteban had given her.

Esteban lifted her skirt right up, exposing her bare bottom to everyone in the amber glow coming from the wide-open exit door. The Spaniard moved her feet apart with one booted foot and aimed his cock at her from behind. I saw it for the first time properly and I could see what Claire was talking about just before. He was maybe four inches long, smaller than me although it looked of average thickness. Esteban looked at me and winked as he shoved himself inside my wife, and holding her hips he started to fuck her.

Even now, Claire didn't stop to look or even acknowledge what she was doing in any way. Only when Esteban started screwing her a bit harder and faster, did she finally moan a little around my cock. Esteban pumped into her for five minutes or so, before finally pulling out and after placing his small cock between her arse cheeks, he came over her lower back. Spurts and spurts of his man juice came out, dribbling down and out of sight as he stepped back and put himself away.

My cock was throbbing in Claire’s mouth and I was about to cum myself, so I pushed her head away before it happened. I saw Esteban walk back to his bar and just before he entered and closed the door behind him, he stuck his head out and looked at the three boys who were all still playing with themselves.

"Have fun," the Spaniard said before the door closed and we were all plunged into darkness again. Just as the light disappeared, Claire looked at me with a questioning expression on her pretty face, wondering why I had pushed her away, so I whispered to her that I didn't want to cum just yet - I wanted to fuck her.

"Not here though," she replied to me quietly, but not enough.

"We could go back to our hotel room if you like?" said Tom from the shadows on the other side of the alleyway. My eyes were adjusting to the gloom and I saw Claire look at me.

"Shall we?" she said, and when I shrugged she stood up, pulled her cum-covered skirt down and turned towards the three boys who were now straightening themselves up. "Okay. Let's go."

"This way I think," said Pete as we tried to find our way out of the alley and back onto the main road without going through the bar. When we found it, Steve hung back to take a leak in the darkness of the alleyway and I decided to join him.

When we finished, we had to jog to catch up with Claire and the other two lads who had carried on walking. When we finally caught up with them, Claire was walking hand in hand with Tom, obviously her favourite. I saw Tom look at me sideways but I said nothing about it.

When we reached the hotel, the walk up the single flight of stairs to the hotel room seemed to take an eternity. My heart was pounding again with anticipation at what was going to happen. Hardly anyone had said anything during the short journey and Steve especially was looking nervous. He was sweating and breathing quite heavily as we entered their room, and I don't think it had anything to do with the warmth of the night or the climb up the steps.

"Does anyone want a drink?" said Pete, the taller and in my opinion the most handsome of the three lads. He opened the fridge door to show numerous cans of lager, so I nodded and caught the one he tossed me. Everyone else joined us, including Claire which surprised me as she wasn't usually keen on lager.

There was a very tense, strange atmosphere as we sat down in the small space of the hotel room. There were just three single beds and a couple of chairs, one of which I decided to sit in. Steve sat next to me and Claire and Tom sat together on the nearest bed as Pete switched on the small portable television to show the news, in Spanish as usual. Pete then turned the light out and lay down on his own on the middle bed.

Still, no-one said anything. We just drank our lagers and pretended to watch the news. I also pretended not to notice when Tom and Claire started kissing, even though Steve was staring at them. Pete was laid down but propped up on one elbow and he looked at me when they began to kiss. I winked at him and he grinned. He knew what was going to happen as much as I did.

Tom's hand hesitantly slipped down onto Claire's thigh and then, bit by bit, he began to inch upwards until his fingers went under the hem of her skirt. Claire let out a heavy sigh as he presumably found her wetness for the first time, and she broke away and looked at me.

"Maybe we should turn the television off," she said and I frowned at her as it seemed like a strange request. I guessed she wasn't comfortable doing anything in the unflattering light cast from the small screen, so I got up and switched it off as they resumed kissing. With no distractions now, Steve, Pete and I just sat and watched as they progressed things on the bed.

Tom's hand went further beneath her skirt and I saw Claire spread her thighs to give him better access, and then she groaned slightly as he probably put his fingers inside her.

I returned to the chair, next to an avid Steve who was staring as though he had never seen anything like this before. Pete was watching too, as Tom laid Claire back on the bed, their cans of lager forgotten on the cabinet next to them. There were no lights on in the hotel room and it was very dark now, but there was enough light coming in through the windows that we could see enough. Tom lay next to Claire, and as they resumed kissing, his hand flicked her skirt up to her waist, so that her pussy was fully in view.

I saw Steve shifting his position in the chair next to me but I couldn't take my eyes off my gorgeous wife. As Tom's hand returned to her pussy, Claire opened her legs for him wider and he began to work his middle finger into her. I couldn't believe this was happening. Yes, Claire was drunk, but even so, I could scarcely believe that she was letting Tom finger her in front of me, and two other young guys who were basically strangers. She had slept with Ray the previous night, but this was totally different. Last night, Ray had taken advantage of her, and Claire had just gone along with a situation that had gotten out of her control.

But here, she was actively involved and encouraging things to happen. As I had last night, I briefly wondered if I should stop her but once again the combination of my own desire to see this, and the realisation that Claire must want it too made me stay quiet. Tom was finger-fucking her fast now, and they were kissing each other passionately. Watching his somewhat clumsy sexual foreplay reminded me of how young these lads were and how limited their sexual experience probably was. His clumsiness continued as he suddenly broke off the kiss to stand up and take his shorts off. His dick was already hard, springing out of his shorts as he removed them.

As he peeled off his t-shirt, I looked at his firm young body with some envy. Tom wasn't anywhere near as big or muscular as Ray, but he was slender and toned. I was slim, but I didn't have anywhere near the same tone as this young guy. He was obviously intending to screw Claire right away, but instead, she grabbed his cock from where she was still laid down on the bed and took him into her mouth. I saw Tom's eyes close in appreciation, and his hands went down to her head, tangling in her blonde hair. His dick was fairly average, maybe six inches at most, but what I noticed was that it was shaved completely bald. It made his dick look bigger, and I thought I might do the same when we got back to England.

With her legs still open, Claire began to suck in earnest and I looked at her pussy, exposed to us all. There was some of Esteban's cum which must have dribbled down her ass into her light-brown pubic hair, but it still looked very inviting. Esteban's cock hadn't been very impressive and her pussy didn't look like it had been fucked at all. I turned to look at Steve and noticed that when he had been shifting in his chair he must have got his cock out because he was gently stroking himself off. Pete hadn't moved at all, his eyes were glued to my wife sucking his friend's dick.

My cock was rock-hard, and I thought I might actually cum in my shorts within minutes. As neither one of the two other guys was making any move to join in, I decided to do something myself, seeing as I was going to cum soon anyway. I might as well get my rocks off properly. I stripped off my shirt and shorts, a little bit conscious of my slightly less than average cock but right at that moment I didn't give a damn. If Tom's cock had been as big as Ray's I might have been a little bit shy, but he was only average so I didn't feel too worried.

Steve and Pete watched me but didn't move, however, I saw Tom look at me with a question in his eyes, wondering if I wanted my wife back to myself, so I winked at him and told him to stay where he was. Claire turned her head to look at me but didn't say a word. She just kept sucking Tom as I positioned myself in between her thighs, and then guided myself into her. Her pussy didn't feel any different to normal, just as tight as usual, but very wet.

I felt Claire's hand snake around my back but I didn't need any encouragement. There wasn't much point in me trying to please her. I was moments away from cumming, so I just screwed her for all I was worth. I pounded it into her, making her gasp and moan a couple of times around Tom's cock before I pulled out and came into my hand. I didn't want to cum inside her as I didn't want to put any of these young bucks off screwing her after me.

I didn't need to worry about that though, because the minute I stepped away and headed to the bathroom to clean myself up, Tom moved across the bed to replace me.

I washed my hands nervously in the bathroom, wondering what was happening. I gave them a few minutes so they could get started properly before walking back across the landing.

I didn't enter the room properly as I didn't want to disturb them. Instead, I just stood at the doorway and surveyed the room in front of me. Tom was on top of Claire, fucking her. His backside gleamed white in the moonlight streaming in through the window as it bobbed up and down on top of my wife. I couldn't see her face because they were kissing as he fucked her. It was that quiet in the room that I could hear the wet sounds of their kisses as well as the thudding noise of their groins bumping together.

I looked at the other two guys. Pete had removed his clothes while I’d been gone and was sitting on the edge of the bed, wanking himself off right next to the action. Steve was standing up, also naked and stroking himself. His cock seemed to be the biggest of the three, maybe an inch bigger than Pete and Tom but none of the three youngsters was anywhere near as long or thick as Ray. I swallowed down a feeling of disappointment. I’d thoroughly enjoyed watching Claire get well and truly screwed by Ray’s huge cock, but then again, maybe the fact that there were three cocks this time would make up for their lack of size.

I finally went into the room and laid down on the bed furthest from them, but none of the lads paid me any more attention than a simple glance. Their attention was firmly locked onto Claire and Tom - now fucking like animals - in front of them. Tom lifted his face for a moment and I could tell from his strained expression that he was going to cum.

"Don’t cum inside her,” Pete said, obviously also noticing that Tom was close. “I don't want to have to shag her with your... mess... in there," he said somewhat tactlessly.

Claire's eyes were closed, her head thrown back in pleasure. She either didn't hear him, or she didn't care. Her blonde hair was fanned out on the bed around her face and she looked beautiful. Tom suddenly rolled off quickly and turned away, his cum landing mostly in his hand, although some shot out onto the bed.

Claire didn't have long to catch her breath before Pete replaced him between her legs. Again, there was little finesse and I could tell that he didn't have much sexual experience. He raised himself up on his hands and looked down excitedly at his cock going in and out of Claire's pussy as he fucked her.

Within less than five minutes of frantic pumping, he jerked suddenly and pulled his dick from her. His cum squirted out in a jet across her belly, reaching almost as far as her large, still-wobbling breasts.

As he moved away, Claire lifted her head and groaned that she wanted more. Her speech was slurred, so I could tell she was drunk, but even so, I couldn't believe she was being so wanton.

Steve looked at her cum-splattered belly with a grimace but it wasn't enough to deter him from fucking my wife too. “My turn, I guess,” he said and glanced at me as he climbed onto the bed.

“Your turn,” Claire slurred quietly from the bed, smiling at him.

"I... I've never done this before," I heard him stammer, and Pete and Tom both encouraged their friend to fuck her.

“Go on, Steve,” said Tom.

“She’s really good,” commented Pete.

"Come here," I heard Claire purr, very unlike her but then again what about tonight was normal. This whole holiday had gone from being just a holiday to the most surreal experience of our lives.

Steve was playing with his dick, which I noticed that it wasn't fully hard. He was obviously a bit nervous, and his cock had softened to a semi-erect state while he’d hesitated about fucking her.

Claire noticed it too, as he knelt between her legs and stroked himself, trying to coax it back to full hardness. She sat up, pushed his hand away and started to stroke it for him. When that still didn't have the desired effect, she moved around to crouch in front of him and took him in her mouth.

I saw Steve's eyes close in pleasure as she started to suck up and down his shaft, and I could see it stiffening before my very eyes. Within a few minutes of slow, sensual, sucking, he was standing to full attention and while he was nowhere near the size of Ray, he had a good inch over his two friends standing watching and trying to stroke their own spent dicks back into life.

Finally satisfied with the now-hard cock in front of her, Claire turned around but stayed on all fours, offering her pussy up to it. Steve aimed his cock with one hand, holding her ass with the other and slowly shoved it into her, but Claire turned quickly using one arm to push him away again, just as he’d got the tip in.

"Wrong hole," she berated him.

“I’m sorry,” Steve said quickly while his two friends giggled nervously at their clumsy mate.

“Let me do it,” Claire said, reaching down between her legs and taking his cock in her hand.

Steve pushed forward again and this time Claire let him sink himself into her pussy. She pushed back against him, sighing loudly as he put both hands on her hips and thrust forward into her.

Again, there wasn't much in the way of technique in their love-making. Steve just pumped himself rapidly into her, bringing a series of moans from my wife until he started to accelerate faster and faster and then pulled out to shoot all over her lower back and arse, just as Esteban had done.

Claire rolled onto her back, laid down on the bed, opened her legs again and I knew she was frustrated because she hadn't cum. I thought about going over to fuck her again but I was still tired. The sight of the three young studs screwing my wife had got me horny but my dick was only semi-erect and besides, my eyelids were drooping with weariness.

I was laid down and my heavy eyes closed as I started to doze off. I was aware of one of the lads standing beside Claire again, and I opened my eyes again to watch him offering his cock for her to suck. I saw her raise herself up onto her elbows to oblige him but I was too tired to watch and closed my eyes again.

I must have fallen asleep because the next time I opened my eyes, things had moved on. It was still dark outside so I hadn't been asleep that long and Claire was now being fucked again. She was kneeling up again, but now on the very bottom of the bed, and Tom was standing behind her, hands on her hips while he pumped into her hard. Steve was sitting on the bed, legs spread while Claire gobbled hungrily on his shaft. Pete was asleep on the bed between mine and the one that my wife was being spit-roasted on.

Whereas before, the guys had seemed quite shy of each other's sperm, it didn't seem to bother them now because Tom rammed Claire with a couple of heavy pumps before groaning out loud as he came inside her. After a few seconds, he withdrew and Steve quickly got up and they exchanged positions, Claire sucking Tom's softening dick while Steve had another go at fucking her.

I was really drunk, and the room was spinning so I closed my eyes to drown out the sensation. Sleep took me into her comforting embrace once more and when I woke up again, it was dawn.

Pale sunlight was filtering in through the window, but Claire was still being fucked. Whether she’d slept in-between or not I had no idea at that time, I could only watch in amazement as my formerly prudish little wife continued the most debauched behaviour of her life.

Steve was asleep on the centre bed, and Tom was nowhere in sight. Pete, however, was on top of my pretty little blonde wife, who was moaning loudly underneath him while he screwed her. She was laid on her back again, and I could see Pete's arse bobbing up and down between her spread legs as he enjoyed her in the missionary position. He speeded up while I watched, thrusting powerfully into her and then I saw Claire's hands grab his back tightly as an orgasm rippled through her and his buttocks clenched as he came in response, emptying his load into my wife.

I watched him roll off, to fall asleep beside her and I thought about getting up to take my turn, but once more that nauseous dizzy feeling swept across me as I tried to move so I slumped back down and tried to sleep it off.

When I awoke a few hours later it was full light and I felt a lot better. Steve was still asleep, as were Pete and Claire, laid together where I’d just watched them fuck.

Tom was the only one awake and when he saw me sit up, he smiled at me and brought me a glass of orange juice and gave me a slice of his buttered toast which I gratefully accepted.

"Great night, wasn't it?" he said as I rose a little unsteadily to my feet.

"Hell yeah," I agreed as I looked at my sleeping wife. She was still naked, and her legs were opened slightly. Her pussy looked swollen and tender and her fine light-brown pubes were matted in cum. There were splashes of dried sperm all over her belly and thighs too and my dick started to harden at the sight, so before Tom could notice, I got dressed and then decided to wake Claire up.

“What time is it?” she asked groggily and then her eyes opened wide when she realised she was naked. “Where are my clothes?” she asked softly.

“On the floor,” I chuckled, pointing to them.

Claire didn’t look either Tom or me in the eye and she blushed bright red, probably as the realisation of last night's events came to mind. She scooped her clothes up and hurried away to get dressed. When the bathroom door closed behind her, Tom burst into quiet laughter.

"She's a bit embarrassed, isn't she?" he asked and I nodded, suddenly feeling a bit sorry for my wife. The alcohol and the circumstances had taken things so much further than any of us expected and this morning she was probably feeling awful, both physically with her a hangover and emotionally because of how far she’d let it go.

I walked over and knocked gently on the door. “Claire, are you okay?” I asked.

“Yes, I’m fine,” she called back. “I’m just going to have a quick shower.”

I heard the water start to run and left her to it, hoping that she was as okay as she was making out.

By the time she came back out of the bathroom, the other two lads had woken up too. They’d asked me if everything was okay and I assured them it was.

“So how many times did you do it?” I asked each of them.

“Three times,” Steve said with a huge grin on his face.

“Twice,” Tom said and Pete said he’d done it twice too. Counting Esteban and I as well, that made nine fucks altogether. No wonder her pussy looked so puffy and swollen this morning.

When she emerged from the shower, Claire still didn't look any of them in the eye.

“We should go,” she said rather hastily, seeming really uncomfortable.

“Thanks for a great night,” Steve said, walking over to her, but Claire just mumbled something about them being welcome before practically dragging me through the door out of the hotel room.

We made our way back to the hotel in silence, and I wondered if she was angry with me, but that notion was dispelled when we got back to our room.

“Is everything okay?” I asked her once we were back in our own room.

“Shut up and fuck me,” Claire said, then leaned in and kissed me.

Within five minutes, we were in bed and I was fucking her once more. I could still feel the cool, sticky feeling inside her that betrayed the remnants of last night’s loads of cum and her pussy felt kind of vacuous inside. If it was dark, I would have sworn it was someone else and not my normally tight little wife. It didn’t feel like Claire’s pussy normally did at all.

Afterward, we slept off our hangovers, and after a bit of lunch, I decided we need to discuss last night's events.

“You never answered me earlier,” I tapped her on the arm. We’d come back to the bedroom for another lay down.

“I was just embarrassed,” Claire reassured me. “I’ve never done anything like that before and I just didn’t know what to say to them. Plus I was horny, so I just wanted to get you back here so we could make love on our own.”

“That’s good then,” I smiled. “I still can’t believe it, what you did.

“I know,” she looked at me with a look of doubt on her face. “I’ve slept with five different men in the past two days. Do you feel differently about me? It feels like I’ve cheated on you - five times.”

“I don’t feel any different,” I said honestly. “It’s been nothing but a huge turn on, to tell you the truth. You don’t regret it, do you?”

Claire hesitated before answering. “I feel guilty,” she started to explain, “But if I’m being truthful too, I have to admit that I enjoyed it. So, no, I don’t regret it. It’s just guilt I’m feeling.”

“Why?” I shrugged. “You had my permission. I did nothing to stop any of it from happening.”

“Not guilty about what I did,” Claire frowned, trying to find the right words to explain, “I feel guilty for enjoying it as much as I did.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I shrugged again. “I’d feel bad if you didn’t. What did you enjoy the most?”

“The sex with Ray was amazing,” Claire confessed. “But do you know what? In a weird way, the thing that turned me on most was letting Esteban have me in the alley.”

“Even though he had the smallest cock?” I raised an eyebrow. “He can’t have been that good.”

“He wasn’t,” Claire agreed, “But doing something like that, letting a total stranger do what he wanted with me behind a bar in a dingy alleyway, it’s something I’d never normally do, which I think is why it was such a turn-on, and the fact that you and all these young men were watching me behaving so slutty just drove me wild.”

“You didn’t look back after that,” I added.

“Well, once I’d done that, I just kind of let go of my inhibitions,” Claire was blushing as she reflected on everything, “After Esteban had gone, I just thought ‘fuck it.’ I’d had sex with Ray the night before, then just been screwed by a total stranger in an alleyway, I might as well throw everything out the window and realise a few fantasies.”

“You’ve fantasized about this sort of thing?”

“Of course I have,” Claire giggled shyly, “I’ve often imagined doing it with a stranger and fantasized about being gangbanged. I’ve thought about doing it with young guys, all of it. A lot of women fantasize about things, they just don’t ever get the chance to actually do them.”

“And you did - and you took the opportunity,” I nodded in understanding.

“Yes, I’d already come this far, so I just went with the flow,” she explained. “What happened in their hotel room was amazing too. Again, none of them were particularly well-endowed or skilled in bed, but just letting three young, inexperienced lads, do whatever they want to me…” she gave a small involuntary shiver of excitement, “It was such a turn on. I think they made me cum four times, even though I was drunk.”

I put my arms around her. “This sounds kind of weird, but I’m proud of you.”

“Really?” Claire looked up into my eyes. “Even though I’m a slut?”

“You’re not a slut,” I shook my head, “You just had two wild nights where things got a little bit crazy.”

“But what if I want to do it again?” Claire was biting her lip as she asked the question.

“When?” I looked at her in disbelief. “Today? There won’t be anyone left in Spain that hasn’t had you by the end of the week if you go on at this rate.”

“Not here,” Claire thumped me in the chest. “When we go home. There are a few people I’ve always fancied. And now that I know you like me doing this sort of thing, I could perhaps see if they might be available for some fun or something…”

I couldn’t believe what a holiday this had turned out to be. We’d come away together to bring us closer, but this trip had ended up doing much more than that. It had brought out a new side to us and taught us things that we never knew about each other.

“Who are these people?” I had to ask. “Do I know them?”

“Does it matter?” Claire murmured into my chest as she started to kiss my body and her hands roamed down to my cock, finding it already semi-erect again.

“Well, yeah, obviously,” I sighed as she started to stroke me.

“You don’t want them knowing that your lovely wife is actually a bit of a cock-hungry whore?” Hearing those words come out of Claire’s mouth was so unexpected that I was about to stop her and argue the point but then she slid down and took the head of my cock into her mouth.

I groaned and gave up, letting her suck me to full hardness. The thought of her fucking my friends, my family, my boss - it all ran through my mind as she gave me an amazing, enthusiastic blow job and I wondered if she was going through the same thought processes as me. Who did she want to have sex with? Had she always secretly fantasized about fucking them?

As much I was enjoying the sun, sea, sand, sangria, and sex here in Spain, I now couldn’t wait for the flight home - to find out just what my previously innocent little wife was capable of.

And who she was going to fuck next.


A Note to the Reader

I just wanted to say thank you very much for purchasing my book, and reading it right to the end! At least I hope you did, and that you didn’t just skip forward!

By purchasing the book, you’re helping to support me in writing future novels - make sure you follow me on my social media channels and website or join my mailing list (you get a free book!) to stay updated about those future projects.

Finally, if you enjoyed the book and really want to help me - please go to the product page on Amazon and leave a review. Even if it’s just a star-rating. Reviews really help my books get found by search engines, so if you could do that for me, it’d be great!

Thanks again, for buying and reading my books, it’s really appreciated!

Until next time,
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