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"That's us. That's the one." Craig had his head tipped back at the tower before the coach had finished bleeding its air out, counting the balconies up to the flags. Nine floors, and half the rails already had a flag over them. Two St George's crosses, three of the red Norwegian ones, a Poland flag along the end, the lot of them hanging dead in a heat that hit the back of your neck the moment you were down off the steps. "Two years I've been putting a tenner a week away for this. And there it is."

"There it is." Steph was smiling at him more than at the hotel, and she pushed her sunglasses up into her hair to look at it properly.

He'd had the white England shirt on since the airport and sweated clean through it on the transfer, and he genuinely did not care. Half the coach had been in one nation's colours or the other, and the two sets of fans had spent the whole ride lobbing songs at each other across the aisle, nobody meaning a word of it, everybody grinning. Craig had sung along to all of it. He was thirty-two and he felt about nine, and that was exactly what the money had been for.

Inside, the lobby was cool and loud and smelled of chlorine off the pool behind it. They queued at the desk under a telly running the fixtures on a loop. Steph dug both passports out of her bag, because she was the one who kept hold of things. A big blond bloke came across the marble with a crate of lager up on one shoulder and eyed the shirt.

"England." He said it flatly, half an accusation, and then grinned to show he didn't mean it and put the crate down to shake Craig's hand, so that Craig was shaking it before he'd properly decided to. The bloke stood a clear head over him and was about as broad as the lift he'd come out of. "You are here for the group, ja? Us also. We are the ones you have to beat." He said beat like it was a joke that was never going to happen. "Erik. And this is Lars."

Lars had followed him out with a second crate and no hurry in him at all. Taller again, if that was even possible, heavier through the shoulders, and where Erik filled the space up with talking, Lars just filled it. He gave Craig a nod, and gave Steph the same nod for about the same length of time, and said nothing.

"Craig," Craig said. "This is Steph."

"Craig. Steph." Erik pointed at each of them as he learned them, delighted with himself. His eyes had gone to Steph and stayed there half a second on the way past, the dress and everything the dress was doing, and come back to Craig warm as anything, no harm in any of it. "You have picked the right hotel, my friends. All inclusive. The bar, it does not close." He swung the crate back up like it weighed nothing. "We are on the sixth. You come up, you find us. We cannot drink all this alone, it would be a tragedy." And he was off across the lobby still talking, Lars a slow half-step behind, and Craig caught himself grinning at the size of the pair of them going.

"Friendly," Steph said.

"That one could talk for Norway. Which I suppose is the whole idea." Craig watched them both waiting on the lift. "Bloody hell, though. Look at the state of them. I come up to about his armpit."

"You do not."

"Nearly. I've honestly never stood near blokes so big." Half the men on that coach had spent it sneaking looks at his wife. He'd clocked every one and not minded a single one. And now here were two more, bigger than the whole coach put together, parked in the same block as her for five days. It came and went, light and quick, and he shook it off.

Steph handed him a key card. "Fourth floor. Come on, before you propose to him."

The room was small and hot until the aircon caught up, with a balcony you could fit one chair on and a thin slice of the pool if you leaned out over the rail. Craig leaned out over the rail. A dozen bodies down there already, red and pink and brown on the loungers, the water flat and hard-blue and too bright to look straight at.

He'd married up. It had never bothered him for a second. They'd been together nine years and married for five, and in all that time he had never quite got over the small daily surprise of walking into a room and finding Steph already in it.

She was twenty-nine and she was, plainly, the best-looking woman he had ever stood next to. Long legs, already going brown off two afternoons in the garden before the flight. A high, round arse that the dress slid over when she walked ahead of him down the corridor. Big tits, natural, heavy, sitting up high under the thin cotton with nothing under there holding them. Long dark hair she paid a small fortune to keep shining. A face that turned heads in the Tesco, never mind out here in the sun. He was average enough, average height and build, going a bit soft round the belly the way you did. She was not, and the maths of the two of them had stopped adding up for him a long time back, so he'd quietly stopped doing the maths.

They'd met at a wedding. He'd been the groom's mate who did the readings and fumbled the ring. She'd been a bridesmaid two tables over. He'd spent the meal talking himself out of even trying, because there was honestly no point, not with a girl like that. Then she'd come over and asked him to dance. He still didn't properly understand it. He'd said as much to her over the years, and she always told him to shut up, and he always did, because she'd married him.

Steph dropped the big case on the bed and started unzipping it. "We are not spending five days watching football."

"We are not." He came back in off the balcony. "One game. Our one. Everything else is yours, the pool, that spa place you found, the rooftop bar, all of it. I'm easy." He meant it. He'd have happily watched her read a book by the pool for the whole week and called it the best holiday of his life.

She found the bikini a while later, when the case was mostly hung up and he was flat on his back working out which bar was showing the Norway game. She'd gone quiet, which with Steph was always a sign, and when he looked over she was holding it up by one strap, frowning at it. It was black, and there was next to nothing to it.

"I don't know why I even packed this," she said.

He sat up.

"I bought it in the January sale. For exactly this, a hot holiday. And then it's just sat in the drawer eight months, because every single time I go to put it on I think, who am I, twenty-two? I've got a proper one in here as well, the navy, that's more⁠—"

"Wear it."

"—more me. That's what I was going to say." She held it up against herself, over the dress, and looked down at it doubtfully.

Craig got up off the bed. "Steph. Wear the thing. Go on."

"It's tiny, Craig. There's genuinely no back to it."

"I've seen it, I know exactly what it is." He took it off her, the whole thing weighing nothing in his hand, two triangles and a bit of string. "You bought it to be worn, so wear it. You'll look unbelievable down there and you know full well you will, and that's the entire reason you're pulling this face at me."

"I am not pulling a face." She lifted her chin at him.

"You're pulling the face where you've already decided and you just want me to be the one who makes you do it." She laughed, caught out, and took the thing back off him.

"And if I get down there and it's all mums in one-pieces, I'm blaming you. For the record."

"Then you'll be the fittest woman on that pool deck by a country mile. And I'll sit there with my pint and watch every bloke out there try and get a proper look at you without his missus clocking him." It came out easily, a joke. Most things did, with him. And then it sat in his chest a moment longer than a joke should. The picture of it: her laid out down there in that, the whole deck pretending not to look. He didn't pick the feeling up and turn it over. He just found himself dry-mouthed over his own wife in a scrap of swimwear he'd seen a dozen times, which was daft, and he got up and fetched a beer from the minibar to keep his hands busy.

She'd taken it into the bathroom. He heard the dress come off. When she came out she had a towel knotted at her waist and the top on, and she stood at the foot of it with her chin up, half-defiant, waiting on him.

"Go on then. Say it."

The top was two small triangles and it was losing badly, her tits pushing up over the edges of it and her nipples showing plainly through where she'd splashed water on the thin fabric, testing it. Craig looked at her a second too long to say anything clever, felt himself go half-hard on the end of the bed like a teenager, and did not fight it.

"Christ."

"Is that a good Christ or a bad Christ?"

"That's a get-yourself-down-to-that-pool-immediately Christ." He put his beer down and reached for her. Both hands on her hips over the towel, and she let him. The doubt had burned right off her now, a pleased colour come up in her cheeks instead. "You look about twenty-four. I'm going to look like your bloody uncle."

"So the plan," she said, walking two fingers up the front of his sweated-through shirt, "is I lie about half-naked getting an all-over tan, with my tits basically out, so every fella down there can have a good look at me. And you get to sit next to me and watch them all try. That's the plan, is it?"

She said it easy and low, and it caught him under the ribs.

"When you put it like that," Craig said, "it sounds a bit…"

"It sounds exactly right, is how it sounds." She kissed him quick, let go, and turned to the mirror to check the back of the bottoms, twisting to see over her shoulder and tugging the string straight on her hip. "God. All right. It does still work, then, doesn't it."

"It works." He watched her turn in the glass, the string tied at her hip, the two dimples low on her back. His cock gave a lazy twitch at the sight of her. Two years of tenners, he thought, was comfortably the best money he'd ever spent, football or no football.

They went down for the first drink of the holiday with the light going gold across the balconies and a chant starting up on one of the floors below, one nation or the other, it didn't matter which. Five days. One game. And tomorrow morning his wife stretched out near enough naked on that deck in front of the whole hotel, those two enormous Norwegians watching her from a lounger along the way. He'd come all this way for the football. He was starting to think the football might not be the best thing he saw all week.
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Steph got halfway down the deck before she stopped holding the towel over herself and just carried it.

She'd kept it knotted at her chest the whole way. Up in the lift, across the lobby, out through the sliding doors. Then she was in the open with the length of the deck laid out ahead of her and she wanted it knotted tighter, and no sense left in that. The bikini had no back to it and next to no front, and a towel clamped to her chest would only tell the whole deck there was plenty worth hiding under it. So she folded it over her arm and walked down to the loungers Craig had bagged by the deep end, like she went out in next to nothing every day of her life.

The men looked. Not all of them, not at once, but enough of them. A glance up off a phone and back down. A head that turned a degree too far on its way past. Sunglasses she couldn't see behind and could feel anyway. One lad by the steps stopped his drink halfway to his mouth. Half the men out here had her out of the little bikini already in their heads, the tits and the arse the black string was barely holding, pictured plain as day. By the time she got to the beds her neck had gone warm down one side, and it wasn't the heat, and she liked it. God, she thought. When did that last happen. She put it away where she kept the rest.

"There she is." Craig had his arms folded on the pool edge, hair pushed back off his face, grinning like she'd pulled off a stunt. "Told you, didn't I? Fittest woman on this deck and it isn't close."

"You're biased. And you're dripping on my lounger." She dropped the towel on the far bed and sat on the near one. She didn't lie straight down, not yet. "Are you getting out, or am I coming in?"

"What I'm doing is fetching you a drink." He hauled himself up out of the pool, all belly and good cheer, and kissed her cold and wet on the shoulder as he went by, so she yelped. "Bar's over in the shallows. All inclusive. Practically rude not to. Piña colada?"

"Please. Something cold. Go on."

She watched him take the long way round and join the queue of people stood waist-deep waiting to be served. Then she went flat, finally, and shut her eyes behind the sunglasses, and let the heat have her. The self-consciousness came off her slowly, by degrees. Nobody was actually staring. Two afternoons in the garden before the flight had got her most of the way brown, and the light on the rest of her was like being handled. After a bit she reached down without looking, undid the string at one hip and tied the bow looser, so the bottoms sat lower on her. So she'd tan even. That was the reason. She told herself that was the reason and nearly believed it.

"You are braver than my last girlfriend."

It came from the next lounger and she knew the voice before she looked. The big blond one from the lobby. The loud one, sat forward with his forearms on his knees and a warm beer in one huge hand. Erik. Up close in the daylight there was even more of him than there had been yesterday, a wide brown chest with the wet still drying on it, thighs you could tie a boat to. "She would not wear such a thing where people would look at her. It is well you did not listen to that kind of woman."

"I nearly didn't wear it." She pushed the sunglasses up into her hair. His mate lay on the bed past his, flat out, eyes closed. Lars. Longer than the sunbed, one arm hung down off it, doing a decent turn as a sleeping man. "My husband talked me into it."

"Then your husband is clever." Erik said it warmly, and with no shame at all. His eyes went openly down her once and came up to her face like the two things cost him the same. "Where is he, this clever husband? He leaves you here alone. Very trusting. Or very stupid. I have not yet decided."

"He's fetching me a drink." She tipped her head at the bar, where the back of Craig's neck was going pink in the line. "Him. The one not wearing an England shirt for once."

"Ah, no." Erik was up off his lounger already, easily, all that weight, and she felt it move the air. "No, that queue is fifteen minutes, I have timed it. I get you one, it is faster. I know the boy behind the bar. We are close personal friends since this morning." He grinned at his own rubbish. "What are you having?"

"Erik, honestly, he's already gone for one."

"It is all inclusive." He spread both hands like that closed it. "You understand me? It is paid for. To not drink it is an insult. To the hotel. To the whole country. A man has grown the pineapple, and you would leave it to rot, out of politeness?" He shook his head, grave as a funeral. "I could not sleep at night. What are you having."

She laughed properly at that, up at the sky. "Something with an umbrella in it. Surprise me."

"Something with an umbrella." He pointed at her like she'd got the answer right, and set off toward the quick bar, the dry one. It was only once he'd gone that she took in what she had done. Let him. Craig's drink and Erik's drink both on their way to her now, and she felt no great need to fix it.

"He does that." Lars hadn't stirred, eyes still shut. His English came more slowly than Erik's, flat and careful, no music to it. "He comes back with three. One is always for a person who did not ask." He weighed whether the rest was worth the breath. "It is easier to let him."

"I'm getting that." She looked at him properly then, because he'd made it safe to. A man not looking back was a novelty she could afford to study. He was longer than Erik and heavier with it, all of him gone still, a body that had done real work somewhere and knew it. "You don't say much."

"He says enough for the hotel." Lars let his eyes come open and turned his head and looked at her with no hurry and no heat in it, which did more to her than any leer could have. "What is it you want to do here? Besides watch England lose."

"Cheeky." She rolled onto her side to face him, and knew as she did it exactly how the top was holding and exactly where it wasn't, and did it anyway. "The pool. There's a spa, I want the spa. Not one minute of football if I can get out of it." Her nipples had gone tight under the wet triangles, her tits pushing at them, and he could see it and she let him. "Craig's the mad one. I only came for the sun."

"Good." He said it like he meant it, and let the quiet back in, unbothered, watching a plane go over. And she was still looking at him when she should have looked off. At the flat of his stomach. The size of his hands. The plain heavy weight of the man laid out beside her, and the heavy shape of his cock lying down one thigh where the wet shorts clung to it, which she had no business looking at and looked at anyway. Fuck, she thought, before she could stop it. I'd like to know what all of that would feel like. Then she shut that one away too, hard, on top of the others, and reached for her phone and put her eyes on the screen instead.

Erik came back with three.

"For you. The umbrella." He put the tallest one down by her bed, pink and daft and got up like a hat shop, and dropped onto his own bed with the other two, handing one to Lars without a word about it. "For me. And one for the clever husband, so he does not think we are stealing his wife. We only borrow." He raised his glass. "Skål. To the sun, and to bad bikinis that good women almost do not wear."

"You're a menace." She sipped it. Mostly rum. "You know that, don't you?"

"My girlfriend tells me the same." Comfortable, no dodge in it, a fact about the weather. "She is at home. She would not believe this. Sat here between the two most beautiful… herregud, that little bikini, the tits on— no. I stop. Your clever husband is coming, look."

Craig was coming. Wading out of the shallow end with a glass held up clear of the water in each hand, a paper umbrella already going soft in one hand. He'd seen the three of them. The two big Norwegians and his half-dressed wife laid out on the beds between them. Steph watched his face come across the pool for the thing she'd have got off any other bloke she had ever been with. The jaw setting. The pace picking up. It never came. He came up the steps grinning, actually grinning, and it settled in her, warm and quiet, how plainly pleased he was to find her stretched out between two men twice his size.

"You've been replaced," she called over. "Faster service round here."

"So I see." Craig arrived dripping and beaming, put his two pointless drinks down, and shook Erik's hand and then Lars's. "Erik. Lars. Met the wife, then, have you."

"We have met the wife." Erik laid a hand flat on his own chest. "Perfect gentlemen. Ask her."

"They've been nothing of the sort." She lay back, and the four of them laughed, and it was easy. So easy. Too many drinks going between four people in the heat. She let her eyes fall shut and listened to the men start up on the football over the top of her, Craig's voice climbing into the giddy register it had lived in all week, the two Norwegian ones going low underneath it. She was warm right through. The sun printed the shape of the bikini onto her skin in white. Three men's worth of attention crossing over her, settling, moving off. Any one of them could take her off this lounger with one word, and Craig out there floating would maybe like it, watching her let them. Where in nine years had that come from. She stayed put under the football and got her tan and let herself be looked at, and thought there was no earthly reason a woman couldn't have both those things at once.

It was Erik who said it, later, once Craig had gone back in to cool off and was floating out in the middle telling the sky how good he felt.

"He is a good man, your Craig." Erik was watching him bob about out there, fond of him. Steph made an agreeing sort of noise and kept her eyes shut. "So easy in himself. He does not mind, this?" She didn't have to look to know his hand had gone loose over the sunbeds, the drinks, her. "To leave you here. With us." The grin came through his voice ahead of the words. "Some men could not do it. But your Craig, I think he likes it a little. To have you looked at. To watch."

She opened her eyes.

Craig was forty feet out on his back with the sun on his belly and his eyes closed, hearing none of it. The two men either side of her had heard all of it. The word sat there in the warm air over her lounger where anyone could reach up and take it.

Jesus.

Her face went hot now, and the laugh came out of her light and quick. "He's just laid-back," she said. "It's not a… he trusts me, that's all it is. They're only being friendly." She had a mouthful of the rum to give her hands and her mouth a job.

"Of course." Erik was all innocence, hand back on his heart.

And Lars, who had not said a word in ten minutes, said it to the plane going over, dry as a bone. "You did not say no, though."

Nobody laughed at that one. Erik grinned into his beer. Steph looked over at the quiet one, who was already back to studying the sky like he'd let nothing out at all. The warmth this time had teeth in it, a tug low down that made her press her thighs together, and he was right, she hadn't. She could have got up. There were a hundred easy ways to. The sun, another round, going to find Craig out in the water. She took none of them. She knew full well she wasn't going to, either, and she stayed where she was, laid out flat between the pair of them, eyes closed, heart going. In some kind of trouble here, she thought. The good kind.

When Craig climbed out and came back over she sat up and handed him the spare drink Erik had bought him. "The loud one's a bloody nightmare," she said. "Bought me one before I could stop him. The tall one barely got two words out." All true. She left the rest of it lying where it had been said, over the beds, and kept it, folded down small.

"Bloody sound, them two." Craig dropped onto the lounger beside her, happy as a dog, and knocked his soft-umbrella'd glass against hers. "See? What did I say. Better holiday than me already."

"Mm." She stretched out and put the sunglasses back down, and behind them she watched the tall quiet one not watch her. Tomorrow there was the spa. She'd settled that this morning, before any of this had started. But right now the sun was doing its thing to her skin and the rum was doing its thing to her head, three men had spent the afternoon looking at her, and one of them had gone and said the word out loud. She was going to lie here and have every last minute of it before she had to be a sensible married woman about anything.
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Steph peeled the bikini top off over her head at the wardrobe mirror. Where the top had sat, her skin was two shades lighter, a white ghost of the small amount of fabric printed onto a body the sun had cooked brown all around it. She hissed and reached back for the burn where the strap had crossed her shoulder.

"Don't laugh," she said, catching him in the glass. "I'm going to be in agony tonight."

"I'm not laughing." He lay flat on the bed with his hands behind his head, watching her, the aircon finally winning out over the day's heat. He was, a bit. The burn had nothing to do with it. It was the marks the bikini had left, pale against brown, like somebody had gone over her with a stencil of the least fabric legally possible and coloured in everything outside the lines. "Told you you'd catch it out there."

"You told me I'd look unbelievable. You did not mention third-degree burns." She twisted to see the back of her shoulder, and the twist did things to her tits that he watched happen with no plan to make it stop. Then she left the shoulder alone and just stood a moment in the bottoms and nothing else, taking herself in, the tan she'd built, turning slowly one way and back. Pleased with it. She thought nobody was clocking her, and he kept still so as not to spoil it.

He'd carried a question up from the pool all evening. Through dinner, the walk back, the lift. It had sat there quiet the whole time, waiting.

"Go on then. What were you all laughing about down there? You and them two." He said it to the ceiling. "I'm floating about in the middle like a lemon and every time I look over, the three of you are having the time of your lives."

"When?" She pulled one of his old t-shirts off the chair and put it on. It hung to the top of her thighs, and that was somehow worse than the bottoms on their own.

"All afternoon. But there was one bit. You properly went, the lot of you, and the loud one had his hand on his chest like he was having a coronary."

"Oh. That." She came and sat by his hip, tucking a leg up under her. "That's Erik. He's a nightmare, I told you. He decides you're his mate and there's no shaking him. He got me a drink before you'd even reached the bar. Wouldn't take no. Big daft speech about how it's all inclusive, so leaving a pineapple to rot is basically an insult to the whole country." She was doing his voice, badly, loving it. "That set us off."

"And the tall one? He barely got two words out in the lobby."

"That one says about one thing an hour." She picked at a strip of loose skin on the sunburnt shoulder. "But when he does say something it's proper dry. He lets Erik run out of steam, then he lands one on you. You'd miss it if you weren't listening."

"So what did they land, to set you off like that?"

She looked at him a second longer than the question wanted, and something moved behind her face he couldn't read from that close. Then she let it out easy, like she let most things go. "It was daft. Erik was on about you leaving me down there on my own. Very trusting, he says, or very stupid, he hasn't decided which." She softened the accent for the last of it. "And then he goes, 'your Craig, I think he likes it a little. To have you looked at. To watch.'"

She said that lightly. She meant it lightly, the last daft thing Erik had come out with. But her eyes stayed on his face, close, reading him, and the word went into Craig and stuck somewhere it had no right to, and he had no answer for her at all.

The room went quiet. The aircon ticked.

He had the picture before he could head it off. This wasn't the afternoon's pool, the one he'd watched with his own eyes, her gone golden and laid out between them both, which had honestly felt fine, better than fine, and which he hadn't stopped to question. This was the version his head built now, in the dark. The sheer size of those two blokes, one either side of her. Steph half-naked and knowing exactly what she looked like. One of them saying that word out loud over her. Watch. And Craig kept back in the water at arm's length, allowed to see and not to touch. His cock had gone hard against the sheet before she'd finished the sentence, harder than he'd been off nothing in years, and it stayed exactly like that.

Fuck.

So that was in him, then. Good to know.

"You've gone quiet," Steph said.

"Have I."

"You've gone dead quiet on me." She said it slowly, shifting her weight round toward him, and her voice had lost the funny accent and picked up a new thing entirely. She laid a hand flat on his stomach, over the sheet, and slid it down without hurry until it cupped him and gave the whole game away. She held still, and he held stiller.

"Craig." Barely a breath. Delighted. "You're rock hard."

"I'm aware of that, thanks."

"He says that, and you go like this." She pressed her palm down the length of his cock through the thin sheet, once, testing, reading his face for the second time that night and getting a very different answer off it than the funny voice had got. Her lips had come apart. Colour climbed her throat, no part of it the burn and none of it shame. She was working it out and liking where it took her. "It's not even me in the bikini, is it. It's him saying it."

He was the one who laughed things off. He went to do it and found he genuinely couldn't be bothered to lie to her with her hand where it was.

"Take the shirt off," he said instead.

She took the shirt off.

She came up over him, kicked the sheet down out of the way, and nothing careful was left in her after that. Whatever he'd caught off her, she'd caught the same thing straight back off him. She kissed him hard and filthy, shoved a fist into his hair and pulled, then kissed her way down his body. When she took his cock in her mouth she looked up the whole length of him to find his eyes, and only sank down once she had them. She took him deep and worked him wet and loud in the quiet of the room, until she had to drag off for air.

"God, look at the state of you." She came off him wet, working him in her fist, thumb over the tip. "You want them all looking at me. You do. Say it." She wasn't going to wait for him to. She had two fingers between her own legs now, and he could hear how wet she'd got, the small slick of it. "Fuck me while you think about it. All those men out there today with their eyes on me, and you floating about grinning like it was your birthday. And now your cock's like this because a bloke you fancy reckons you like it." She swallowed him down again, hollowed her cheeks, dragged off with a gasp. "So fuck me. I'm so wet. Come on."

He'd stopped being able to answer in words. He fisted a hand in her hair and moved her how he liked, and she let him, which she didn't always. Then he'd had enough of the crown of her head and he hauled her up and rolled her onto her back. His mouth went to both her tits, nipples gone dark and stiff, then kissed a line down her belly to her pussy. She was soaked and swollen and hot on his tongue. He worked her clit with his mouth and got two fingers up inside her, wet to the knuckle and loud with it, and she came straight up off the mattress.

"There. Don't stop. Don't you dare stop…" and then a loud, helpless noise, her thighs clamped round his head, gone before he'd properly begun.

He came up while she was still shaking and flipped her over, up onto her knees. There were the marks again, the white the bottoms had left across her arse startling against the brown, this thing half a hotel had wanted a proper look at today and hadn't got. He spread her open with both thumbs and looked his fill.

"Craig, come on." She shoved backwards at him, propped on her forearms, arse in the air. "Stop staring at it and put your cock in me."

He pushed his cock into her, and whatever she meant to say came out as air. He fucked her face-down in the pillow with her hips in his hands, the slap of it loud in the little room, and she gave every stroke back to him. She was talking into the mattress, half of it lost. What he caught was filthy and not a word of it about him. The afternoon, that's what she meant. Being looked at. About what she'd have let happen if he'd only told her to, right on the deck, with the whole place watching, and him watching hardest.

Two of them, his head kept up, on the beat of it. Both bigger than him, her between them and loving every second. And here he was, gone painfully hard off the thought of standing there letting it happen.

"You'd have loved that." She got the words out over her shoulder, wrecked. "Me letting them. You know full well you would."

"Yeah." Barely there. "Fuck. Yeah."

"Say it, then."

"I'd have loved it." He would have, and his own voice saying so against her nape was what tipped her. "I'm cumming," she said, plain and urgent, and then she clenched tight round his cock and broke into a long sound she muffled into the sheets, one hand scrabbling to grab any part of him it could reach and hold him deep while it went through her. He gave her a moment. Then he pulled out and turned her over, because he wanted to watch her face at the finish, and she pulled him down and wrapped her legs high round his back and held his eyes the whole way in. When he came it ached, buried deep, and she dug her heels into his thighs and kept him there and held him deep while he emptied into her.

They lay in a heap after, the aircon drying the sweat cold on them, her sunburn making her wince each time she moved and both of them laughing about it, low and easy. When she shifted her legs a warm trickle of his cum ran out of her onto the sheet, and she only laughed and reached down and pressed a hand there, too wrung out and too happy to do anything about it.

"Ow. Don't. Everything hurts." She smiled up at the ceiling, wrung right out, one leg still hooked over him. "That's this sunburn's fault. I want it on record. Blame the burn."

"Best money I ever spent, that bikini."

"You never spent a penny, I bought it." She turned her head to him. There was a question sat behind her eyes she chose not to ask. He had one behind his he chose not to ask back, and they left them both lying exactly where they were.

She dropped off first, like she always did, curled into him with the burnt shoulder held clear of the sheet.

Craig stayed awake a long while, his hand moving slow on her spine. Now the doing of it was done and nothing was left to hide behind, he looked at the thing straight on. She'd had it right. It was never the bikini. He'd married the best-looking woman in any room he had ever walked into, and nine years of that had not once got him as hard as one enormous Norwegian saying a single word across a pool. There was plainly a proper think to be had about what that made him. Tomorrow, maybe. Some other day. Not tonight, with her gone soft and heavy against his side and the whole rest of the holiday still ahead of them. He shut his eyes. He'd paid for the football. This part, whatever it was turning into, the trip was throwing in for free.
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The first thing the man did was fold the sheet down to the small of her back and stand there a moment, working oil warm between his palms. Steph listened to him at it, her face down in the padded ring of the table, the room quiet around a low flute-and-rainfall thing playing off a speaker in the corner.

She'd booked it herself that morning, before she could talk herself out of it. Sixty dollars for ninety minutes, and she had never once in her life paid a stranger to put his hands on her. A year ago she'd have laughed at the idea. But Craig was off at the fan park with two lads he'd adopted off the coach, texting her photos of enormous beers. She had come down in the hotel robe with her hair up, got onto the table, and thought, clear as anything, that nobody in the world knew she was here. She liked how that felt, more than was sensible, and didn't look at it too closely.

Then his hands came down flat between her shoulder blades and pressed, and the thought went out of her.

He worked slowly, up the long muscles either side of her spine and out over her shoulders. When he reached the top he went careful over the burn the bikini strap had left, the oil cool on it, and she let out a breath she'd been holding half the day. He barely spoke. He asked once if the pressure was all right and she told him it was lovely, harder if anything, please, and after that it was only his big warm hands and the rain-noise and the slow drag of oil into her skin.

She'd expected to lie there deciding what to have for dinner. Instead every place he pressed lit up and stayed lit. She had never been so aware of her own body, handled by somebody who wasn't Craig. He read her off without a word. The flat of his palms went low on her back, and his thumbs ran down to where her arse started and stopped there, always stopping, right at the edge of the sheet. He folded it lower to do her hips and she let him. He pushed the heels of his hands slowly up the backs of her legs, high and hard, and she went warm and loose and then, with no say in it at all, wet. A slow throb set up in her pussy, heavy and insistent, ridiculous really, over a man with a diploma on the wall.

Craig would love this. Another man's hands, oiled and slow and high on the inside of her legs, and his wife lying there taking it, getting more soaked by the minute than she'd ever admit to a soul. She turned her cheek down into the cradle and shut her eyes. She wasn't going to stop him. He wasn't doing one single thing he shouldn't. His thumbs pressed up under the curve where her cheek met the top of her thigh, all of it above board, and she pushed into them half an inch before she caught herself. He didn't react. She was glad and cheated at once, and after that she stayed still, her clit throbbing and her pulse thudding low and deep.

By the time he tucked the sheet back up and murmured that he'd give her a minute, she was wound so tight she could have wept. She lay in the warm a long moment after the door clicked shut. Thirty seconds and two fingers and she could have finished the job, and not a soul on earth would ever have known. She didn't. She got up slowly, knotted the robe, and carried the whole hot secret of it up in the lift.

She would tell Craig she'd had a lovely massage. Relaxing, she'd say. The rest of it she kept back for herself, a thing she'd let herself have and didn't owe to anybody.
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They watched the Brazil game that night, the four of them, at a long table down the side of the sports bar off the lobby, under the big screen. Not England, nobody's team, a nothing group game that let everyone be loud with nothing riding on it. Erik had a jug of red sangria going before Steph and Craig had even sat down, and was pouring it freely into whatever glass came nearest.

"Sit, sit. You are late, you have catching up to do." He filled Steph's glass to the brim. "They are winning and it is boring. So we drink instead. This is the correct decision."

Craig was three beers deep from the river already and glowing with it, and he and Erik went at the football sideways-on the whole first half, Erik loud, Craig louder, agreeing about everything at volume. At some point Craig got onto how he and Steph had met, the wedding, the reading he'd done and fumbled the ring at, and Erik roared and banged the wood. Steph told the version where she'd asked him to dance because he was plainly never going to manage it himself, and Craig spread both hands, guilty, and it was easy and warm, and she'd had three glasses of Erik's jug before she clocked how many it had been.

Lars sat across from her, drinking slowly, saying not very much, and topped her up once without being asked and without making a thing of it.

"You've gone quiet on us," she said to him, over the noise, once Craig and Erik had got into something about a linesman.

"I am listening." He turned his glass on the table. "Erik has told your husband his whole life twice now. Somebody in this group should keep track of what is true."

"And is any of it?"

"Some." A dry pull at one corner of his mouth. "The parts that make him look bad, mostly. Those are usually the real ones."

She laughed, and he watched her do it, and she asked him what it was he actually did, then, when he wasn't trailing his mate round the world drinking hotel bars dry. So he told her. Rigs, mostly. Three weeks out on the water off some coast and three weeks home, and in the home weeks he went places, because there was money and no reason not to. He'd woken up on a night bus in a country whose name he'd got wrong. He'd eaten things at a table he wouldn't describe at another one. He told it all flat and plain, no showing off in any of it, a man reading out a list that happened to have half the world on it. Steph found she'd stopped watching the screen entirely. She had her chin on her hand and was leaning right in without once deciding to.

And she watched his hands while he talked, big enough to make the wine glass look like a thimble, and thought about the afternoon, the ache it had left in her that still hadn't fully gone.

"You just go," she said. "On your own. There's nobody sat at home waiting for you to come back and tell them all about it."

"No." He looked at her a moment, unbothered, letting the quiet sit where Erik would have filled it in an instant. "You would like it, I think. You are not a person who is happy sitting still in one place." He said it with no weight on it at all, like he was telling her the time, and poured her another to the top. "Only my opinion. Drink up."

Across the table Craig was doing the linesman with his whole arm and Erik was crying with it. Steph sat back and took a slow drink, glad of something to do with her hands, warm the whole way down and not from the sangria. Two big men and a full evening, and here she was soaked again under the table and aching with it, over a daft story about a bus in the wrong country, wondering what either one of them would be like. On the screen somebody scored a third, and not one of them so much as glanced up.
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Craig couldn't sleep for the football and the beer and the whole good day of it. When Steph came out of the bathroom in one of his old t-shirts and got in beside him, he could smell the spa oil still on her, a green expensive smell he didn't know off his own wife.

"Go on then," he said. "This massage. What actually goes on? You're lying there with nothing on and some fella you've never met has his hands all over you for an hour and a half?"

"Ninety minutes. And there's a sheet." She turned onto her side to face him, a hand tucked under her cheek. "He only ever has out the bit he's working on. It's all very professional, Craig, whatever it is your face is doing."

"I've not done a face." He'd done a face. He was doing it now, propped on an elbow, his cock already stiffening against the sheet, and he could feel the thing turning over in him already, low and warm, the same thing the pool had started that he'd stopped pretending he couldn't name. "Where did he do, then? Whereabouts on you?"

"Everywhere. Back, shoulders, my legs." She gave it to him easily, watching him take it. "All the way up the backs of my thighs, proper hard, thumbs and all."

"How far up?"

"Far enough I had to have a quiet word with myself." She told it into the pillow, a smile starting, her cheeks gone hot with it. "There. A total stranger had his hands that close to me, and I laid there and let him, and I liked it. That's your spa trip for you."

His voice, when it came, had dropped low and even, lower than it usually went. "And you're only telling me the tidy version, aren't you."

"Maybe." She was loving this. "Maybe I got a bit… you know. Maybe I had to think about the shopping to behave myself."

He got his hand up under the borrowed shirt and found her bare and soaked, his fingers sliding into her slick and loud, and she gasped and pushed down onto them. "You're dripping. All that off a back rub."

"Off you asking about it." Her hand had gone down the front of his shorts and taken hold of his cock, working him slowly. "Feel how hard your cock is. Some stranger puts his oily hands on your wife for an hour, and you get like this over it."

He didn't argue it. He couldn't have got a word out straight. A man she'd never see again had had his hands between her legs all afternoon, and she'd got wet off it, and he was aching because she had. That was the size of him now. He'd stopped fighting it back around the pool.

She shoved him onto his back, swung a leg over, reached down and guided his cock up into her, and sank down slowly until she was sat on all of it. She went still, rolled her hips once, and started to ride him. He came up on his elbows to watch the place they were joined, his cock going up into her and back with every roll of her, her pussy dragged tight and shining round him, and the sight of his own wife taking him like that was near as good as the feel. He got both hands up under the shirt onto her tits, heavy and full, thumbs going over her stiff nipples, and she rode him with her head dropped and her hair coming down, moaning low every time she took him deep.

"Ask me the other thing." She got there before he did, grinding down, so wet now he could hear it each time she came down on his cock. "You've been dying to since the pool. Go on and ask it."

He had to clear his throat. "Those two."

"Say it properly."

"Are they big. Lars and Erik." He got it out. "You've clocked, course you have. Are they."

She laughed, low and pleased, and ground right down and held there, deep. "You want me to have looked at them."

"I want you to tell me."

"Then yeah, I've looked." She started to move again, slowly, her mouth gone to his ear. "Wet shorts don't hide a lot, love. They're big lads all over, so you can do that sum yourself." She rocked down onto him, slow, and held there before she went on. "I've wondered about their cocks, if you want the truth. Lying there between the pair of them in that little bikini, wondering. It's had me going all week, same as it's had you." She kissed him filthy, dragged off it wet. "There. Your dirty wife's had a proper think about it."

"Fuck," he breathed. "Yeah. Say more."

Two men built like that, and his wife had lain in a pool and pictured it. She was picturing it right now, riding his cock, handing it to him one filthy piece at a time, and he pulsed inside her at every word of it.

"So picture it with me, then." She took it over properly, palms flat on his chest, her whole weight coming down onto his cock, riding him faster now. "You'd love it. You know full well you would. Me and the two of them, and you sat right there watching every second of it." She was moaning it into his mouth. "Fuck, I'm going to cum. Don't you dare stop."

He had her by the hips and drove up into her, and she came first, sat right down on his cock and grinding onto it, clenching tight round him, a long shaking thing with no words left in it. She was still going when he got a grip on her waist and worked her down onto him.

"Oh fuck."

He finished like that, spilling up inside her, holding her there through the last of it, and she folded down onto his chest with her heart slamming into his.

They lay tangled a while, her sweat going cold on them, his hand moving slow in her hair.

"That's a new one," she said into his neck, mild. "You and your twenty questions."

"Is it all right?"

"It's very all right." She kissed his jaw and settled into him. She was asleep inside two minutes, like always, heavy and gone against his side.

Craig lay awake. It wasn't the massage that stayed with him, or even her voice telling him what she'd wondered about the pair of them. It was that hearing about it was never going to be enough now. He'd wanted the pool joke, and then he'd wanted her to say she'd looked. Now, in the dark, with his wife asleep on his arm and his heart still coming down, he knew what the next one was, and it was a good deal bigger. He wanted to be in the room when it happened. He wanted to watch.
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Craig had his arm round a stranger's shoulders, the two of them bawling the same song up at a sky the colour of a gas flame, and he could not have told you the man's name to save himself. It didn't matter. Everyone in white was his brother for the day. The street down to the ground was one solid, shuffling, singing thing, flags held two-handed overhead, a bloke banging a drum behind them, the heat coming up off the pavement through his trainers, and Craig loved every last one of them.

"All right, easy," Steph laughed, unhooking his arm long enough to not get trodden on. "You'll do your voice in before kickoff."

"Two years, babe." He got the arm straight back round her and tucked her in tight against his side, clear of the crowd. "Two years I've had this in the diary. Let me have it."

She let him have it. She was in his spare England shirt, knotted at the back so it pulled tight across her tits, and denim shorts, and a good few of the men heading up the far side in red openly looked at her as they passed. Craig saw each one do it and felt about ten feet tall on it. A fella his own size he'd have squared up to. These were on holiday, same as him, grinning, gone in a second. He walked his gorgeous wife slowly down through the thick of all of them and let them look their fill.

The ground came up over the rooftops, a huge white bowl, and the noise changed the second they were through the turnstiles and up the steps into the light. Craig actually stopped. A green pitch too bright to be real under the floodlights, thirty thousand of them one end in white and a packed corner of red at the other, the two sets of songs climbing over the top of each other. He'd watched a lot of football on a lot of tellies in a lot of front rooms. He had never once stood in the middle of it like this.

"Go on," Steph said in his ear, over the din. "You can cry. I won't tell anyone."

"I might, an' all."

He nearly did, come the anthem. He stood with his hand flat on his chest and roared it out of tune with thirty thousand others and had to blink hard at the end of it, and Steph quietly squeezed his hand and said nothing about it, which he loved her for.

The football itself did its level best to ruin the day. Norway were big and organised and perfectly happy to bore everyone to death. Then they went and scored first, against the run of it. A corner swung in, a great blond head rose to meet it and put it down past the keeper, and the whole red corner went up like a bomb. Craig sat down hard. All around him men had their heads in their hands. Steph put her hand on his knee.

"There's ages yet."

"There's forty minutes."

"That's ages. Drink your nine-pound beer and calm down, you big baby."

England huffed and puffed. They hit the bar. They had one cleared off the line. Craig lived and died on every ball, up on his feet then back down again, groaning, gripping the seat in front. A knot sat in his gut the size of a fist, and it was glorious. Then, with twenty minutes left, a scramble in the box, and someone bundled it in off a shin. The whole white end came down like a wave. Craig lost Steph, lost his footing, ended up three rows down hugging a man he'd met that same second. One each, the whole thing still to play for.

The winner came four minutes into stoppage time.

He'd carry that one in pieces for years. A ball hung up to the far post. A white shirt climbing above the lot of them. The net going in, and then no sound at all for one whole second while thirty thousand people got their breath back. Then all of it came at once. It came up through the concrete and into his chest. Craig was screaming with nothing coming out, both fists in the air, tears running freely now and not a shred of shame anywhere in him.

"GET IN! Get in, you beauty, fucking GET IN!"

He grabbed Steph and lifted her clean off the step and she shrieked and held on, and everyone round them was doing the same to whoever they had, strangers piling onto strangers. She was laughing down at him with her whole face, and he thought, plain and clear through the roar, that this was the best day of his whole life and it wasn't even dark yet.

Then the whistle, and they'd won.
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The two tribes came back together in the warm outside, winners and losers all mixed in, everyone too hot and too far from home to mean a word of the songs. Craig floated out on the tide of it with Steph's hand in his, hoarse, grinning, still not quite down off it.

He heard Erik a good moment before he saw him, that big voice carrying above everyone else.

"Ah, Craig! My winner. Come here." Erik came through the crowd in his red shirt with both arms already up, got Craig by the shoulders and shook him, sick about the result and delighted to see him at the same time. "Your keeper. Herregud. He has two hands on the ball, two, I see it, and still it goes in. This is not football, it is robbery. I want a lawyer."

"Late one, eh." Craig was grinning too hard to gloat properly. "I'll be honest with you, mate. I thought you had us."

"We had you!" Erik appealed to the whole street. "We had them, and then, pfft." He threw his hands open and gave it up. "Ah. It is a good goal. I am a bigger man than the goal. Well done, genuinely."

Lars arrived a step behind him, hands in his pockets, red shirt hanging untucked, taking his loss like he took everything, flat and unbothered. He looked at Craig a moment.

"The better team lost," he said. Then, dry, before Craig could be gracious back about it: "But you scored more. This is usually how they decide it… congratulations."

"He is sad," Erik confided, loud. "Inside, he is weeping. You cannot see it, but I know him."

Steph came round to the front of them out of the press, flushed from the sun and the shouting, that shirt of Craig's clinging where she'd sweated through it, and she looked between the two big men in their beaten red with her chin up and her eyes going.

"Aw. Were we horrible to you?" She reached up and patted Erik on his big chest, once, all sympathy and none of it real. "There, there. You watched it better than anyone. You've got a lovely gutted face on you."

"You see?" Erik laid his hand over hers where it sat on him, mournful. "Your wife knows my pain. She is the only kind one here."

"I'm not being kind. I'm gloating. I don't even like football and I'm gloating." She was up on the balls of her feet, giving as good as she got to two men who had her by a head and a half. Craig stood there and openly watched her wind the pair of them up. Something warm stirred in him, and it had stopped catching him off guard a couple of nights back.

Because here it came, unasked, like it did now. Her flushed and bold and pleased with herself between two men so big they closed the street off behind her. Either of them could take her over a shoulder and carry her off up the road and she'd only laugh. Neither one bothered by that, and her so plainly glad to be stood among them. The picture ran on past the pavement all on its own. Later, tonight, the four of them behind a door with the lights down low and nobody kind and nobody gloating. It pulled at him, hot and slow, a proper ache low down, and he had to drop his eyes to his own feet a moment.

He didn't chase it off. He was two goals to one up and half a foot shorter than every hand he'd shaken and drunk on a day he'd saved two years for, and for once he just let the thing come and stand there next to him.

"So." Erik clapped him on the shoulder, decided. "This is settled. You have taken our match, so tonight you buy the drinks. All of us. The bar off the lobby, nine o'clock, ja? You do not get to win and go to bed early. That is too much winning for one man."

"He's got a point," Steph said.

"Nine o'clock." Craig shook the offered hand, Lars's and then Erik's, both of them swallowing his whole. "Go on then. You can watch me be insufferable about it all night."

"This I am counting on."

They peeled off toward their end of the walk and Steph slid her hand into Craig's back pocket and steered him the other way, warm at his hip, going on about a cold shower and a proper drink and how she was never letting him near a match again as long as she lived. Craig said the bar sounded spot on. He was hoarse and sunburnt and grinning and the best part of a mile from the ground, and the picture hadn't gone anywhere, and he honestly didn't want it to.

Nine o'clock, then.
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The tray came down in the middle of the table and Erik was handing the glasses out before they'd stopped sliding, cheerfully getting everyone's order back at them wrong. He set the tall one down carefully in front of Steph.

"For the winner's wife. The most dangerous woman in this hotel." He dropped onto the curved bench beside Craig and left the far end of it, the quiet end, for Lars, who was already there. Which put Steph in the centre of the curve. It hadn't been anybody's decision. It was just where the seats went, and where she'd ended up.

The bar had turned into something else since they'd come down. It was the same low room off the lobby where they'd had the sangria the other night, but the win had got right into it. It was packed and loud and half in white, a scatter of beaten red down the far side taking it well. Up on the big screen a highlights loop ran, and a knot of England fans cheered it noisily every single time the winner went in, as if it might not this time. Steph had a warm shine on already. She'd stopped counting what Craig was buying about an hour ago.

"Right, that's you paying." She lifted hers at Craig. "Champions buy. It's the rule."

"It's the rule," Craig agreed happily. "I'm buying till my card gets declined and then Erik's buying, and he can put it on the room he's not paying for either."

"This is a beautiful plan," said Erik.

Craig had come down off the very top of the day but not by much. He'd showered and changed and lost none of it. He and Erik had their heads together over the football almost the second they sat, going back through the whole game move by move like two men who'd watched different matches, Craig hoarse and gleeful, Erik loud and mournful and openly enjoying the punishment. It left the quiet side of the table to Steph, and to Lars, who drank slowly and let those two make all the noise.

"He'll do that for an hour," Steph said to him, over the din. "Kick for kick. He'll still be at it on the plane home."

"It is good for Erik." Lars had his glass turning on the wood, half an eye on the other two, not bothered about getting in among it. "He needs to lose to somebody kind. You are kind people." A dry beat. "It is unfortunate for us."

She laughed and turned a little more his way to hear him, and his arm was already stretched along the top of the bench behind her, not touching, just there, the warmth of it a hand's width off her neck. She didn't sit forward out from under it. She sat on in the warm shadow of a big arm, had a sip, and put a question to him instead.

"Go on then. You. What's the maddest place all that carting about has landed you?" She'd wanted to ask him something all night. "You told me the dull bits last time. The rig, the buses. Tell me a proper one."

He thought about it, taking his time, not fussed whether he was interesting for her. "There was a town on the Black Sea," he said. "I got off a boat there with two other men and no plan. We were meant to be somewhere else by morning." He turned it slowly. "Come morning, we were not anywhere near it."

"That's not a story, that's a synopsis. Details."

The corner of his mouth went. "You want details."

"I want details."

So he gave her a few. A family had taken all three of them in off the harbour for no reason he ever worked out, to a table that filled and filled, and a clear drink out of an unlabelled bottle he was fairly sure had blinded better men than him. The daughter and her husband had decided the foreigners were the best thing to happen to the town in a year, and weren't wasting them on an early night. It went on. It went to a lake at some black hour with more people than had started out, and stopped being about the drink. Lars told it plainly, in the same flat unbothered voice he told everything, no colour on it, no working the room. She had to lean right in over the table to be sure she was getting it, and she wasn't sure, at a couple of points, that she was.

"And the daughter," she said. "And her husband." She was leaning in on both forearms now, her drink forgotten. "Did all that end up where I think it did…? The two of them, and the three of you."

He looked at her a moment before he answered.

"Ja," he said. "Some of it… It was a good night, and nobody was sad about it in the morning." He said it exactly the way he'd said the rig was three weeks on and three weeks off. A thing that had happened, that he'd been easy inside of, that hadn't cost him a thing. "People want more than they say they do. Away from home, sometimes they let themselves have it." He drank. "It is not a big deal, if nobody makes it one."

She'd have left it there any other week of her life. She didn't leave it there. "So you fucked her," she said, low, just for him, under Erik's racket. "In front of her husband. And everyone got up happy the next day."

"Ja. It was mostly her idea." He wasn't bothered saying it, no more than the rest. "The husband liked it more than he thought he would. It usually goes that way, if nobody spoils it."

It dropped low and heavy in her the second he said it, and there was no reasoning it away, a deep ache between her legs she'd have had to press her thighs on if the table weren't already doing that for her. She was wet. Sat in a loud bar in her good dress with her husband an arm's length down the same bench, properly wet, and not a fucking thing to be done about it, and she'd been soaked since the boat in his story got to the harbour. It had been coming and going like this all trip, at the pool, on the spa table, and not once had it been about anybody's words. She wanted to be the wife in that story. Two men this size, and her own husband sat there watching her let them, and she wanted it so plainly now it ought to have frightened her more than it did. She took a sip to cover it. Her knee, somewhere in the last minute, had come to rest against the long hard line of his under the table, and she knew the exact instant it happened, and she kept it there. She could feel how much bigger his leg was than hers through the denim, the size of him folded in against her side, and her nipples stood stiff against the dress just from sitting there in it. She didn't take her knee off him. She turned it, if anything, a fraction more into him, and asked him what happened to the daughter after, keeping her voice level. They sat there talking in ordinary words, her knee pressed warm against his, neither one saying a thing about it.

"Oi. Oi, you two." Craig was pointing his pint at them across Erik, buzzing, only half of it aimed to land. "What's he telling you? Don't believe a word. He's too quiet, that's how they get you."

"Travel stories," Steph called back, light as anything. "He's been everywhere. You'd hate it, you get homesick in Wales."

"I do not get homesick. That was one time, and it was the signal, I couldn't get the football." He appealed to Erik. "One time."

"He is a homebody, your husband," Erik told the whole table, laying a fond heavy hand on Craig's shoulder. "This is a good quality in a man. It is why he keeps such a wife and does not lose her. Me, I lose everything. My keys, my sunglasses. My girlfriend, if she saw one photograph of tonight." He got his phone half out, waggled it, thought better of it, and put it away, laughing quietly at himself. "No. Some things she does not need. Skål."

"Skål," said Lars, beside her, low, and touched his glass lightly to Steph's without leaning out from behind her at all.

It was somewhere around then that Craig made the joke.

He'd got up to do another round and couldn't get the barman's eye, and he came back empty-handed and slid in and threw an arm round nobody, just the night in general, and said it easily, grinning, to the two Norwegians, about his own wife.

"Here, I'll tell you what, though." He was pink and happy and a couple over his sensible limit and entirely himself. "Nine years I've had her. And she comes on one holiday with me and gets more attention off you two in four days than I've managed the whole time." He put his hand on his chest, wounded, playing it. "I've given up competing, lads. Genuinely. You have her. She's had a better night than me and I scored the winner."

Everybody laughed. Steph laughed too. And the light easy words she'd have batted it away with, the ones she'd have reached for on any night before this week, stop it you, they're being daft, it's the beer talking, rose in her and got no further.

She let them go. She didn't say them.

She had a drink instead, and said nothing to it. He'd meant it for a laugh, and he'd got his laugh. But he'd said it to the two big men and not to her, and he'd never once said anything close to it before, and none of them jumped in to laugh it off and move it along. Lars still hadn't moved his arm. Nobody had moved.

"You see. I like your husband more every hour," Erik said warmly, and refilled everything within reach. "A man who can say that and mean it. Herregud, and an arse like that on his wife, and he sits her down between two strangers and buys the round." He raised his glass to Craig, entirely fond. Steph felt her face flush and let it show.

Last orders came too soon and not soon enough. The barman rang the bell and half the room groaned and the England end near the screen started up one more song against the dying of it. Steph looked down at her empty glass and thought, in a clear cold second under all the warm, that here was the exit. Everyone stands, everyone says what a night, everyone goes up in twos to their own separate doors and sleeps it off, and come the day it's a mad holiday she'll tell nobody the half of. All she had to do was stand up first.

"I have a bottle upstairs." Erik said it while he gathered the glasses, to all of them and none of them. "Duty free. Very good, very cold, wasted on a man alone. We are not finished, I think. Nobody is finished." He was already up, big and certain, sorting Craig's chaos of empties. "Craig. Come. You cannot win the World Cup and then go to your bed like a child."

"Can't argue with the man," Craig said cheerfully, and got up.

Steph stood up too. She picked her drink up to bring the last of it with her, and slid up out of her seat, and when Lars stood the whole length of him came up beside her in the narrow gap and she was near enough to feel the heat off him. She didn't step back to make the room. "Come on then," she said lightly, to nobody, like it was the most ordinary thing going, only carrying the good night on a bit further. And she went with them across the lobby to the lifts, her drink in her hand and her heart going hard, and did not once look back at the empty booth.
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Craig felt the drink and the day and the long good tiredness of it all the way to the lifts. None of it stopped the other thing coming up in him, the same as it had all week, unasked.

He'd watched the whole of it from behind his own pint. His wife folded into the corner of that booth with the big quiet one, the pair of them talking low for a solid hour while he and Erik shouted about a linesman, her leaning right in, her face doing the thing it did for him in the dark when it was going well. He'd watched Lars reach an arm along the back of the seat behind her and leave it. He'd watched her not move. And the whole time it had sat warm and low in his gut and hadn't turned once into the thing it was meant to turn into, the jealousy, the getting-up-and-taking-her-home. It just wasn't in there. What was in there, when he was honest about it, was simple. He'd made a joke to two enormous men about handing his wife over for the night. He'd meant every word of it, and he was harder saying it than he'd been all week. Some part of him wanted them to take her, and wanted to watch when they did.

The lift came. Erik held the doors with one big arm and swept the other one in, mock-grand, after you, and the four of them got in, and it was tight, the big men taking up what they took up. Steph ended up in front of Craig, her back not quite against his chest, and he put his hands loose on her hips the way he always had, and she leaned back on him, the warm weight of her arse against him, half-hard from that alone, packed into a lift with the two men who were about to have her.

Somebody had to press the floor. Erik looked at Craig. Craig looked at the buttons.

He reached past his wife and pressed six.

The doors shut them all in together and the box started to climb. Craig stood there with his hands on her and the two Norwegians filling the mirror behind them, and said none of the sensible things he could have said. He knew, right down in himself, watching the number climb steadily, that he was the one who'd pushed the button, and that lobby was not a floor he'd be pressing.
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Erik got the door open on the second go and backed into the room with the bottle held up like a trophy. The four of them came in off the corridor. It was the twin of their own room two floors down. Same bad art, same thin runner of carpet, two single beds shoved together in the middle and made up as one big one. Somebody's kit bag slung on the chair. The aircon going flat out against a heat the day had left behind in the glass.

"Glasses. I have two glasses, this is a crisis." Erik was already hunting the shelf over the kettle, talking and pouring at once. "We share. We are friends. Craig, you take the tooth glass, it is a great honour, I have decided."

"Leave it," Steph said.

She said it quietly and it stopped the room. She'd come in last, and she hadn't gone for a drink. She put her own down half-finished on the telly stand and stood at the foot of the bed with her back to all of them. When she turned round she wasn't laughing any more. She reached back for the zip at the side of her dress and drew it slowly down, and stepped out of the dress, and left it lying on the carpet where it fell.

Craig had watched his wife undress a thousand times. He had never once seen her do it like this. For a room. Chin up, three men watching, in the black underwear she'd put on tonight knowing exactly. Lars looked at her the way he looked at everything, slowly, in no hurry about it. Erik put the bottle down and stopped talking, which was more than Craig had managed to make him do in four days.

"Herregud," Erik said, low, and for once let the joke go.

Nobody had touched her yet. That was the last second it stayed a mad idea they'd carried up in a lift. Then Lars crossed the two steps to her, put one hand flat on the small of her back and the other into her hair at the base of her skull, and drew her up onto her toes into him. She went with a small sound Craig felt in his own chest. After that it wasn't an idea. It was happening. His wife's mouth open under a man half a head taller than him, in a hotel room he wasn't paying for. Craig stayed by the door and did not move to stop it. He was already hard, hard enough to ache, watching her reach up and pull the big man's head down to hers like she'd been waiting all week for the chance.

She had been. So had he.

"Sit down, Craig." Steph, breaking off Lars's mouth to say it, finding him across the room. She reached behind her without looking, got a fistful of Erik's shirt and pulled him in on her other side. "You wanted to watch. Go on. Sit down and watch."

He sat down. There was one chair by the balcony door and he took it.

They got her out of the black underwear between them. Erik's big hands came round her from behind and had the bra off cleanly, and her tits fell free heavy and full into the light. He made a sound against her neck and got both of them in his hands, thumbs going slowly over her nipples until they stood dark and stiff and she arched back into him. Lars hooked a finger in the last scrap at her hip and drew it down her legs. She stepped out of that too, and then she had nothing on at all, brown all over now bar the strip the bikini had saved. Craig's mouth had gone properly dry.

Then the two men got themselves undressed, and Craig found out what he'd come upstairs to find out.

Erik's shirt went over his head, all that width of him, and then his shorts. He was hard and he was big, heavy and dark, standing up against his belly. But it was Lars, working his belt open without hurry and pushing the denim down, who quietly shut the whole room up in Craig's head. He'd seen the shape of it at the pool through wet shorts and told himself he'd made half of it up. He hadn't made it up. It stood out from him long and thick and heavy, a good deal longer than Craig's own and thicker than he'd known they came off a screen. Steph looked at it and her lips came apart. She reached out and took hold of it and her fingers did not close round it. She turned it slowly in her hand, weighing the plain fact of the thing, and looked back over her shoulder at Craig in his seat.

"Craig." Wrecked already, delighted, wanting him to have it. "Craig, look at the state of his cock. I can't even get my hand round it."

Fucking hell.

He couldn't have got a word out if the room were burning. She'd said it out loud with her hand round the proof of it, and he sat there in the chair by the balcony, the ordinary one, the only average thing in a room built to a scale he'd never stood inside. The size of what she was holding went through him hot and ashamed, better than anything had in years. He gave her the one thing he had. He nodded slowly.

She went down onto her knees on the carpet and got to work.

She took Erik first, because Erik was nearest and because Erik plainly couldn't wait, and wrapped her mouth round the head of him, one hand at the root. His head went back. Then she turned and did the same to Lars, up higher to reach him, having to open right up for the width of him. Lars took a fistful of her hair and fed it to her slowly, and she gagged, eyes going wet, and came off it with a string of spit hung between her mouth and the end of him, and went straight down again. She worked from one to the other like that, turning her head between them, both hands busy, and the room filled up with the wet noise of it. Spit ran off her chin onto her tits. She was never quiet in bed, and this was well past that, his wife making a filthy mess of herself for two strangers with him sat six feet off. Every time she came up gasping for air, her eyes went round and came back to him where he sat before she dropped her head again.

That was the part he hadn't known to expect. She kept looking at him. Halfway through, with a stranger's cock in her mouth, she kept coming back to check he was still there and still watching, and every time she did it, it landed low in him and stayed.

"Ah. She sucks like she means it." Erik got it out on half a laugh, cradling the back of her head. "Craig. Your wife. My friend, I am sorry, but. Faen." He wasn't sorry in the least. He kept her down on himself with a flat hand at her nape until her eyes streamed and her palms came flat on his thighs, not pushing him off, just riding it out. When he let her up she dragged in a breath and turned her wet face to Craig. "His cock's a proper mouthful, love." Grinning, streaming, delighted with him. Then she dropped her head and went back down for more of it on her own.

Then Lars said one low word and lifted her up off the carpet by the arm, like she weighed what the bikini had, and laid her on her back across the joined beds.

"Now her," he said, to Erik, over her. Then to Craig, in that flat unbothered voice, no more heat in it than when he'd talked about the rig. "Come closer. You cannot see from there."

Craig moved the chair. He got it right up to the foot of the bed and sat forward with his forearms on his knees and watched two men open his wife up. Erik went at her tits with his mouth, sucking one then the other, a hand flat and heavy on her belly. Lars put his mouth between her legs. Her back came up off the bed. He worked her with his tongue and then his fingers, one, then a second curling up into her, and Craig could hear how wet she already was, the sound of it loud, wetter than the pool had got her and wetter than the spa table. She had a fist in the sheet and a fist in Erik's hair, keeping his mouth on her chest, and her hips chased Lars's hand up off the bed. She came like that inside a couple of minutes. Fast, loud, helpless, a stranger's fingers deep in her and a stranger's mouth on her tits, her heels skidding, and she cried out into the roar of the aircon and did not care who up and down the sixth floor heard her do it.

Craig had made her come plenty of ways in nine years. He had not once stood and watched somebody else do it. He sat two feet off and felt his own cock throb against the front of his shorts, untouched. That's not my hand. She's coming that hard and it's got nothing to do with me. It didn't hollow him out. It lit him up.

Lars came up off her and moved between her thighs and pulled her down the mattress onto himself by the hips. He took himself in hand and ran the head of it up and down through her wet, and Steph reached down and got her fingers round his wrist, not to stop him, only to feel it.

"Slowly," Lars told her, the once. "You are small for this."

He put it in slowly. Craig watched the head of him press against her and part her and go in. Watched her stretch round it. Watched Lars feed it to her by the inch and stop, and give her more, her folds dragged tight and shining round the girth of him, until she'd taken the whole length and lay there breathing like she'd run for a bus, one hand splayed low on her own belly as though she could feel him through it.

"Oh. God." She got the words up at the ceiling. "Oh my God, he's…"

"He's what." Craig's own voice came out of him low and cracked, from the chair, before he'd decided to use it. He'd been asking her sideways all week, in the dark, getting it back in pieces. He wanted the whole of it now, out loud, in the light, while it was in her. "Go on. Is he bigger than me."

She turned her head on the sheet to look at him, and she didn't spare him a thing, because he'd asked and because she knew it was what he wanted.

"You know he is." Barely a breath, a filthy little smile under it. "You know full well he is, love. I can feel every inch of his cock up in… ah." Because Lars had drawn back and pushed in again, slowly still, and it took her voice off her for a second. "He's splitting me right in half, and you're going to sit there and let him do it, aren't you? Good. That's exactly where I want you."

Then Lars stopped being slow about it.

He got a proper grip on her hips and fucked her, and Craig had no other word for what it was. Hard and deep and steady, the length of him driving in and dragging back out wet and driving in again. The bed took it. Steph took it and gave it back, one hand flung up to brace on the headboard, her tits going with every stroke, that mouth of hers open and loud. Erik came up on his knees at her mouth and she turned and took him in without being asked, so she had one at each end of her. Craig got up from the chair.

He couldn't sit still for it. He went round the side of the bed on his feet, close, the way he came up out of his seat when the ball was in the box, and stood over the middle of it, and watched his wife get worked front and back by two men who between them made him look like something left out of the box. He had never wanted anything as badly as he wanted this. Erik caught him standing there, grinned round nothing, and reached up and clapped him on the shoulder, matey as the lobby, holding Steph's head down on himself with the other hand.

"You see her, Craig? You see this?" Loud, delighted, hiding none of it. "This is a happy woman. Look at her go."

He saw it. He got down on the bed by her head to see it better.
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Steph had lost the run of where she was.

She knew the room. She knew whose hands were whose now, the difference gone plain to her, Lars's grip bruise-sure at her hips and Erik's fist rough-gentle in her hair. And close, right there against her cheek on the mattress, her own husband's face, watching, his breath going as hard as hers. She knew all of it. She just couldn't hold a single thought longer than the next thrust before it went. Nobody had ever fucked her like this, not once, not anyone, so deep and so hard and so full that it had stopped being a thing being done to her and turned into the only thing there was.

She came off Erik to breathe and turned the two inches to Craig's face, because he was the one she wanted to tell.

"Craig. God, Craig, his cock's so deep." She had to stop and take a long one, her whole body shoved up the bed with it. "You can't even, that's the thing, you can't, and he can, and you brought me up here just to watch him fuck me…"

"Yeah," Craig said, right against her cheek, ruined with it. "Yeah. I did."

"My clever husband," Erik said fondly from up above her, and put himself back in her mouth, and she took him gladly and moaned around him.

Then they moved her. Lars slid out and the sudden empty of it made her clutch at nothing. The men turned her over roughly onto her hands and knees, like a thing they were sharing out, and she was gone on it. Lars took her again from behind, a hand fisted in her hair to pull her head up off the sheets, and the new angle put him somewhere that made her shout. The slap of his hips against her arse came loud and steady under the aircon, and the wet slap of his balls with it. Erik knelt in front and she took him back in, strung between the two men again, rocked forward onto one and back onto the other. She found Craig through the hair hanging over her face. He'd come round to kneel where she could see him. His own cock was out now in his fist, out and hard and wet at the end, and the sight of him unable to leave himself alone while he watched her get used at both ends tipped her right up to the edge and held her there.

"Switch," Lars said.

They swapped ends. They did it easily, like men who'd done it before, and maybe they had, and the thought of that went straight to her cunt, hot and filthy. Erik got behind and pushed into her, into a cunt gone stretched and wet and used, thick and blunt where Lars was long, a different kind of full. She groaned into the mattress and shoved back onto it. "Go on, then," she got out. "Fuck me properly. I don't care whose it is." Lars stood up off the mattress at her head, the whole height of him, and she got up on her forearms and took him into her mouth, tasting herself all down the length of him. Above her Lars looked down, and for once said a whole sentence.

"Look at your husband." Low, only to her, guiding her head. "He does not want to be anywhere else. Give it to him."

She lifted her eyes up the length of the big man and past his hand in her hair and found Craig kneeling on the bed. She held his eyes and let him watch her take another man to the back of her throat. It was the most wanted she had felt in her whole life. Not the size, though God, the size. This. Two big men using her at both ends, and her own husband knelt right there with his cock in his fist, unable to look away from any of it.

Erik pulled out. They still weren't finished. Lars lay back in the middle of the bed and they brought her up over him, and she sank down slowly onto him again and took him deep, her legs folding either side of his. Then Erik came up behind her on his knees with a bottle of something out of the kit bag, and she felt his hand go cold and slippery down between her cheeks, and understood.

"Oh," she said. Then, "oh…"

She'd only ever let Craig there, and only now and then, and never with two men already in the room. But she was so far gone and so open and so past anything sensible that when Erik's oiled finger pressed and worked and pushed slowly into her arse, she pushed back onto it instead of away. It lit up somewhere that made her see white. She heard herself begging for it in words she'd be mortified by tomorrow and did not own tonight. One finger, then a second, Erik patient about it, working her open while Lars stayed thick and still up inside her cunt so she never once went empty. And Craig, when she turned her head and found him, had gone still as stone, watching what they were about to do to his wife, wrecked with it.

"You want to see this," she told him. "You want to see me take them both. Then get right up here where you can."
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Craig got up where he could see it.

He knelt up by her shoulder and watched them line it up. Lars underneath her now, buried to the root, Steph lowered onto him. Erik behind, close on his knees, working himself slippery, one hand spreading her open. This was the thing. This was the exact thing his head had been building since a Norwegian said one word to him across a pool, and here it was in front of him, real, his wife stretched over one huge man with the second lining up to go into her arse, and Craig could not get his breath to sit right.

"Slowly," Steph said back over her shoulder to Erik, and Craig heard the nerve come into her voice for the first time all night, the size of what she was doing landing on her at last. "Slowly. Okay. Okay."

Erik pushed in slowly. Craig watched his wife take a second cock into her body and stretch round it where she was already stretched full, her face going through fear and out the far side of it, her mouth open on no sound at all. Her hand skidded out sideways over the sheet, found his, gripped it hard while it happened. Holding his hand while two men filled her right up. He held on. He'd have held on if the ceiling came in.

"There," Erik breathed, all the way in. "There she is."

And then they moved. Both of them, in her, together. The two of them found it between themselves, one drawing back as the other pushed up, a slow filthy rhythm that had her pinned and full and taken over completely, wet and loud where they dragged in and out of her, and Steph made a noise Craig had never once heard out of a person.

"I've never…" She couldn't finish it. Her hand crushed his. "Craig, I've never been this full. I can't. Both their cocks are in me, I can feel the both of them, oh fuck…"

God.

He knelt there gripping his wife's hand while two men fucked her at once, and the plain size of the thing went through him like nothing before it. That her body could do that. Could take the pair of them. Could turn what they were doing into that noise, that face. He was the smallest thing in the room by a country mile and it was the hardest he had ever been in his life. He got his other hand round himself and couldn't have stopped working it if he'd tried.

"That's it," Erik was saying, loudly, hips going. "Look at her, Craig. She is taking both our cocks. Herregud, look at what she can do."

"Fuck." It came out of Craig on nothing, low, to her, to no one. "Look at you."

He was looking. He was never going to look at anything else again. Two men buried in his wife at once, and it was still his hand she wouldn't let go of. He knew he'd never get anywhere near a thing like this on his own, not in ten lifetimes. His cock was leaking over his own fist.

They fucked her like that a long time, the two of them, in rhythm, and Steph came somewhere in the middle of it, a long shattering thing that seemed to find no top to it, her whole body locked and shaking between them. Still they didn't stop. They fucked her through it and out the other side until she was babbling, wrung out, gone. It was Lars who tipped first.

"I am close," he said, flatly. The only warning he gave.

"In me." Steph got it out fast, lifting to it. "Cum in me, do it in me. I want to feel you cum…"

He did it in her. Craig watched the big man go still and grip her down hard onto himself, buried to the root, emptying into her on a low grunt forced out through his teeth. And he saw it go through her, the feel of being filled that deep landing all at once, her whole body seizing helplessly with it and her mouth falling open on a broken sound. She came again on it, or never stopped, Craig couldn't tell where the one finished. Erik pulled out of her arse, rocked back on his heels, and finished a few strokes later into his own fist, spilling in thick ropes up over her belly and her tits and one across her collarbone. She reached up and pulled him nearer through it, taking it, wearing it, both men's cum on her and in her at the same time.

For a moment nobody moved. The aircon roared. Steph lay in the wreck of the two beds, spread and streaked and full, one arm slung up over her head, breathing. Then she turned her face and found Craig where he crouched over her with himself still in his fist. She reached down between her own legs and touched where Lars had been and drew her fingers back wet and heavy, and held her arm out to him.

"Come here," she said. Only to him now, the room gone quiet behind it. "Come here. Cum in me, love, with all their cum still up in me. I want it to be you."

He went to her. Erik climbed off the bed and gave them the room without a word for once, and Lars slid out from under her, and it was Craig between his wife's legs. Craig pushing into her where she was stretched loose and slick and full of another man, so wet and so open after them that he could barely feel the sides of her. He had never wanted her more than right then, taking her after them, in the mess the men had made of her.

"Yeah," she breathed, both hands coming up to his face, keeping his eyes on hers, her heels pressing him in. "There you are. That's mine. It's yours after, always yours. Come on."

He lasted about a minute. He came hard enough to hurt, buried in her on top of everything Lars had left, her holding his face and watching him do it. He heard himself make a noise into her neck, and felt her arms come round his back and hold him there through it, the two of them wrapped up tight in the middle of a wrecked bed like there was nobody else in the world. For that one minute there wasn't.

They lay in it after. The aircon dried the sweat cold on his back the way it had every night of the trip. Behind him Erik was laughing softly, delighted with the whole of existence, splashing something into the tooth glass at last. Steph's heart was going hard against Craig's chest and slowing by degrees.

When she shifted her hips to get comfortable, Craig felt it before he saw it, and came up on an elbow to look properly, because he wanted to. A slow slick of white had begun to run out of her and down the inside of her thigh, his and Lars's both, and neither of them made a move to do anything about it. She caught him looking and didn't cover herself. She looked wrung out and filthy and lit up, and about as far from ashamed as a person gets.

"Don't you dare say sorry," she said, before he could, reading him wrong for the first time all night. "Don't. That was…" She started to laugh, low and helpless, and it set her wincing where she ached. "God. I haven't even got a word for it."

"You don't need one." He got a bit of wet hair off her face. He was grinning, and couldn't stop. "Best money I never spent, this holiday."

"Idiot." She pulled his head down and kissed him slowly, tasting of the whole night, and settled back into the pillow with a leg thrown over his and let the mess run where it wanted. Across the room Erik was pouring three fingers and asking Lars something in Norwegian, and Lars was answering it in one word, easily, the pair of them like men who'd had a good night and had nowhere in particular to be.

Craig lay in the wreck of somebody else's bed, his sated wife heavy on his arm, two enormous strangers he honestly liked pouring duty-free four feet off. He kept waiting for the part where he was supposed to mind. It wasn't coming. What came instead, before his heart had even slowed right down, was plain and low and not going anywhere.

He wanted it again.
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Steph woke before he did, and lay a while in the grey light working out which bits of her were sore.

All of them, was the short answer. Her lower back, deep. A raw stretched ache between her legs that flared when she shifted and went quiet when she held still. And another one behind it, one she'd earned honestly and would be feeling on a hard chair for a week. She lay in the dragged-about sheets they'd fallen back into at some black hour and took the whole inventory without moving a muscle. Waited to feel bad about a single part of it.

She didn't. She checked twice, half expecting to. There was nothing in her that wanted any of it back. Just the ache, and under the ache, low and warm and steady, the most pleased with herself she'd been in a good while.

The memory of it came back in pieces, out of order, and every piece landed hot. The plain size of Lars's cock in her fist, that first shock of the weight of it. Erik's mouth going wherever it liked on her tits. And the bit she kept snagging on, that she knew already she'd be coming back to for months, was the pair of them moving in her at the same time. That filthy rhythm they'd found between themselves. Craig's face two inches off hers the whole way through it, watching her take what she couldn't believe she was taking. She clenched around the empty ache of where they'd been, and had to press her thighs together and breathe out slowly.

She'd had no idea it was in her. All those settled married years, the good easy life that never once used how she looked, and it had been down there the whole time, waiting. Now it was out and stretching itself, and it wasn't going back. She knew that lying there, plain as the light on the ceiling. Last night wasn't some mad one-off she'd carry quiet to her grave. It had opened a door in her, and she was glad of it.

Craig stirred, rolled, found her with an arm, eyes still shut, and drew her back in against him, and she went, sore and all.

"Morning," he said into her hair, wrecked and happy with it.

"Morning." She fitted her spine along his front. He was hard against her, the ordinary morning kind, and she pushed back into it on pure habit and felt him go still.

"Don't," he said. "There's nothing left in me, babe, I swear. You've had the lot off me."

"I've not laid a finger on you."

"Doesn't matter, does it? I watched you get fucked halfway through the mattress by two blokes the size of wardrobes. I'm running on fumes." His hand moved slow and flat down over her hip and over the curve of her arse, not going anywhere with it, just having it back. "How are you, though? Honestly."

She thought about it, because he'd asked it honestly. "Sore," she said. "Everywhere. Properly ruined." She turned her head on the pillow to find him. "And I'd let them fuck me stupid all over again tonight, so you can stop looking at me like I'm about to cry into the breakfast."

He laughed, low, and she felt it come up through his chest and into her back.

[image: ]



Craig gave up on sleep before she was properly under again. He worked his dead arm out from under her, and went and made the two terrible little in-room coffees standing in his shorts.

He took his out onto the balcony. The pool was empty this early. One man in a hotel polo shirt went slowly round the rim of it with a net on a pole, lifting last night off the top of the water. Without the sun on it yet, the whole thing had gone flat and pale and honest. Floor on floor of curtains still shut over it. Down below, the smell of a breakfast they were nearly too late for.

He drank his coffee and felt, mostly, fine. Better than fine, if he was straight about it, which was the thing he kept prodding at like a tooth. He kept turning the night over to find the catch in it. The part that was meant to land on a decent married man and make him sick to his stomach. And it just wasn't in there. He'd sat in a chair, then knelt up on a bed, and watched two big men he'd honestly come to like take his wife apart between them. He'd been harder doing it than he'd been in years. And this morning the sky was still up where they'd left it, and Steph was asleep in their bed, sore and grinning and his. He'd stopped needing it to make sense. It belonged to the two of them now, that was all. One more thing nobody else would ever get to know about.

Through the gap in the curtain he could see her, on her front with one leg kicked out of the sheet. The long brown length of her, and the arse a stranger's hand had come down on last night, loud, a foot in front of his face. Even now, even wrecked and half asleep and used right up, the sight of her did the same thing to him it had done since the day he met her. His.

And here was the mad part, the bit he'd not have owned to a soul a week ago. The first clean thought in his head this morning, stood there watching the lad skim the pool, wasn't relief that the thing was done with. It was him already wondering who came after. Who, and when.

His phone went off on the plastic table. Erik.

good morning my friends!! you are alive?? breakfast is on until ten, we have saved you the good table by the window. come down, there is a game this afternoon, we watch it together, ja?

Ten seconds behind it, a second one, the way Erik did everything.

lars says hello. he will not text you himself. he thinks a phone is a thing for children.

Craig stood on the balcony grinning at it like a fool, and typed back that they'd be down for the eggs.

He carried his coffee in. Steph had rolled onto her back and was watching him from the pillow, hair everywhere, the sheet down around her waist and neither of them fussed about it. He sat on the edge of the bed and picked his phone up again. It was still open on the tournament page from days back, so he had a look. He was a football man before he was anything else, and that ran older than the rest of it.

"We're through, by the way," he said. "Last night, that win, it's put us into the next round."

"Have we." She said it into the back of a yawn, then propped herself up on one elbow, taking more interest in a fixture than she'd shown the whole trip. The sheet slid off her as she came up. He watched it go. "Go on then. Who've we got next?"

He scrolled down and found the next one.

"Congo…" he said.

She turned that one over. He watched her think about it, up on her elbow with the morning all over her, and one corner of her mouth curved up, slow and pleased.

"Interesting," she said.
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