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Chapter 1

It was the holiday we'd always dreamed of. And it turned out to be so much more than even that. More than just my holiday dreams came true during those two weeks in Greece.

My wife Kirsty and I were enjoying our first holiday without our two daughters, who our parents had kindly agreed to babysit so that we could have a nice break to ourselves for once. We had already taken them away that year, so the kids didn't mind too much. We had actually won the holiday in a magazine competition, and while we could have paid the extra money to bring our two girls along, it was a perfect excuse to have a relaxing vacation with just the two of us, like in the good old days, before we started a family. Sure, we missed them, but it was really refreshing to be able to do what we wanted to do when we wanted to do it. The weather was hot, and it was enjoyable to be able to relax and sunbathe without having to wonder where the kids were or what they were doing. Add the fact that we could get drunk and stay out as late as we wanted to, and what we got was the best holiday in a long time, and we were determined to let our hair down and have a great time before we had to head back home.

I'll describe ourselves to you. My name is Matt, in my late thirties and I'm a pretty normal guy. I'm average to short in height, average to slender in build, and pretty average looking to boot. How I got a girl like Kirsty, I don't know. She was - and still is - a hot looking girl; petite, a little over five feet tall and very slim with a pert pair of 32B breasts. Her hair is dark and straight, cut to shoulder length and frames a cute face, lovely big eyes, and a full-lipped mouth. When she smiles, her eyes twinkle and her face comes alive, and even now, just turned thirty-one and having given birth to two children, she still turns guys' heads when she walks past.

That first week of the holiday, she got more than her fair share of male attention, especially at the beach and around the hotel pool, in her black two-piece bikini. There were three waiters who worked at the poolside bar, Nik and Toni who were both friendly Greek guys, and a less friendly, imposing black man called Jerome, who was an American now living in Greece. Since we arrived, I saw all three of them check her out, staring at her ass as she walked away from the bar with drinks or food in hand, or occasionally their eyes lingered over her small bust a little longer than they should have. I didn't mind, in fact, I took it as a compliment that my wife was so desirable.

When I was younger, before Kirsty and I got married, I would have been defensive of her. If another man looked at her that way, I would have said something to him, or at least pulled her away, especially because she was a virgin when we got together and so I was protective of her. We were childhood sweethearts in a sense, although I slept with several girls before meeting Kirsty, whereas she was rather innocent when we first met. It took me a while to get her into bed, but it was worth the wait. She was shy at first, but her wonderful body more than made up for her inexperience. Her neatly trimmed pussy was tight, and her pert breasts were firm to the touch and amazing to suck. She did become a much more capable lover after we got married, and while she wasn't always the most vocal or enthusiastically wild girl between the sheets, she kept me more than satisfied and what man wouldn't settle for that?

Nik was the friendliest of the waiters, dark-skinned and black-haired, and his green eyes twinkled with mischief when he flirted with Kirsty, but he never overstepped the mark, at least not once he realized she was married. The first night we arrived, he asked her for a dance and Kirsty accepted somewhat reluctantly, after I encouraged her to go and have some fun. She loved dancing, and I wasn't the most coordinated man on the dance floor, so I told her to go have some fun. She was a little drunk, and went for a dance with Nik, who we didn't know was a waiter at that time. She was having fun when Nik pulled her in close for a slow dance. Kirsty looked at me over his shoulder with a shy smile on her face, but then her expression turned to one of shock and I looked down to see why. Nik's hands were on her bottom, and not just cupping her ass in her shorts but actually having a cheeky squeeze! I saw Kirsty tell him off and remove his hands, and then she pointed over to me, presumably as she explained that she was married. Nik saw the funny side, and brought us both a drink over from the bar as a way of saying sorry. That was when we realized he was one of the hotel waiters, so I told him to relax and accepted the drink and the apology. Nik patted me on the back and told me I was a lucky man for having such an attractive and sexy wife and that was the end of it. Everybody was happy. Kirsty was a little bothered about having her bum squeezed, but she saw the funny side when I teased her.

Over the next few days, we got to know Nik and his fellow waiter Toni quite well. I could tell that Kirsty was attracted to Toni, who it turned out was Nik's brother. Nik was about the same height as me, though bigger built, Toni was much taller and his body was more muscular than his brother. His black hair was kept back from his face by a cord band, and he wore a bit of stubble around his chin. Toni was very much your typical good-looking Mediterranean guy and I caught Kirsty staring at him a few times when she didn't realize I was watching.

"Close your mouth, you're drooling," I teased her one time when we were sitting in the restaurant eating our evening meal. Toni had just topped up our wine glasses and was sitting at the end of the bar lighting up a cigarette and I couldn't help but say something as Kirsty just gazed at him a little too long.

"What do you mean?" she said, trying to recover quickly, but she smiled and told me to shut up as I simply laughed at her. "He is good looking," she said defensively, "And I've seen you look at young girls on the beach in their bikinis..."

"I know, I know... Don't worry, it's fine," I told her, chuckling at her embarrassment. She had turned a bright pink and then I realized why. Toni was standing at the side of our table, looking at us quizzically. "Sorry Toni," I apologized to him for not sharing the joke. "My wife, Kirsty has a bit of a crush on you, and I was just teasing her about it."

"I do not!" Kirsty spluttered indignantly, her face now bright red. "I just..."

"It is okay," said Toni, in his accented voice, "Kirsty, you are a most attractive woman, and I am flattered if you think the same about me. Do not worry about it."

"I..." Kirsty was speechless and obviously flustered, "Thank you," was all she managed to say as an amused Toni walked away. "You!" she hissed at me, "You just so embarrassed me! Oh! I'll get you back for that!" All I could do was laugh at her.

Over the next few days, Toni and Nik would chat with us, more to Kirsty than me but only being friendly like a good waiter or bartender should. They never really stepped over the mark at all, although I often saw them check Kirsty out, especially when I had my sunglasses on and they didn't realize I could see them. Kirsty wasn't innocent, I saw her admire Toni quite often, especially if he had a dip in the pool to cool down, his toned body dripping water when he climbed out of the pool. I didn't say anything until one particular time when Toni stepped out of the pool right in front of where we lay on our sun loungers. His shorts were plastered to his groin, and his dick was clearly visible through the thin material. I spluttered on the lager I was drinking, coughing it all over myself and as I looked at Kirsty, she quickly looked at me, but I saw where her eyes had been trained a moment before.

"Are you alright?" she asked, even glancing over my shoulder at Toni as he walked away.

"I'm fine," I said, grinning at her.

"What's so funny?" she said, puzzled.

"You," I said, "I saw you looking at Toni just then."

"I don't know what you mean?" she said, settling back on the sun lounger.

"So you weren't looking at his dick?" I joked quietly so that the waiters couldn't hear.

"No!" she said, but the grin on her face told me she was lying. I didn't mind really. We were here to have a good time after all. If I was a woman, I might have stared too. Toni did have quite a big package from what we saw. I was reasonably big in the trouser department, a little bigger than average but Toni looked to have me beat. Then again, not all men with a big dick when soft were huge when hard. My dick was quite small when soft, and grew much bigger when erect, but some people didn't grow all that much when aroused from how big they were soft. Perhaps Toni was like that. He couldn't be that good looking and big in the dick department too. That would just be unfair.

On the first weekend of our holiday, Jerome started to work the pool bar, covering Nik's days off. Whereas the two Greek lads were friendly and chatty, the black American seemed to just want to do his job with the minimum of effort. He was efficient enough; happy to serve us with drinks, but he didn't seem to want to talk much beyond asking what we wanted and how much the bill came up to. The one thing he did have in common with his Greek colleagues though was that he had an eye on Kirsty, especially when she came out of the pool. One time there was a bit of a cool breeze and her nipples were erect and visible through the wet bikini top. Through my dark glasses, I saw Jerome look very deliberately at her breasts as she asked for a drink. She must have seen him because she folded her arms across her chest in response, and I saw Jerome grin at her, then leer at her bottom none too subtly as she walked away with our drinks.

"He's an arsehole," Kirsty muttered as she passed me my coke. "You should have seen him leering at my boobs just now."

"I saw him," I commented, taking a sip of the cold drink. "You can't blame him, you do have a nice pair, babe."

"What are you on about?" she shook her head, "They're too small, so shut up." Kirsty always complained about her modest bust, even though I constantly assured her I love her boobs.

"They're perfect," I said like I always did. "You should give everyone a treat and sunbathe topless."

"Oh yeah," she said sarcastically, "And give that old bloke over there a heart attack?" I looked where she was pointing and saw an old couple on the opposite side of the pool to us. They were in their sixties at least, but that didn’t stop the old man from having the odd crafty look at Kirsty's bikini body, we noticed with a touch of amusement. I half-admired him and hoped that I still had an eye for the ladies at his age.

"I dare you to go topless, just once," I said to her half-jokingly.

"No way!" she said, "I would if we were at the beach because I do hate having tan-lines, but not in front of people we have to eat with during the evenings." I could see her point, but I was a bit disappointed she wasn't up for having some fun with the big black waiter and the perverted old hotel guest. Kirsty never usually went topless on holiday because the kids were with us, but this time, of course, the kids were back at home, so if she wanted to get a nice tan without any white bits then this was the perfect opportunity.

As things would have it, we ended up at the beach the next day. Not deliberately, but because we got up a little late and the poolside area was full. We found a nice spot, right near the crystal-clear water's edge and I decided to remind Kirsty about my dare from yesterday. "So are you going to go topless today?" I said, as casually as I could.

She turned her head to look at me from her sun lounger and raised her sunglasses up on the top of her head. "Are you serious?" she asked. I just shrugged, so she told me to go and get her a strong drink from the beach bar nearby. When I came back with a triple vodka and coke, she gulped it down, looked around to make sure no-one close by was watching, and then after taking a deep breath, she reached around her back and unclipped the bikini top. "Put me some sun cream on my back?" she asked, and all too quickly she dropped her bikini top and rolled onto her front. Anyone looking would have got a very brief glimpse of her tits, but wouldn't have seen much.

"Ah, so you're topless," I chuckled, as I put some sun cream into my hands and warmed it up. "Not quite what I meant, but very funny." She didn't say anything, just smiled triumphantly and then sighed and relaxed as I rubbed the cream into her back. When I was done, I lay back down on my lounger, closed my eyes and decided to have a bit of a nap.

When I awoke, I was shocked to find Kirsty lying on her back, boobs exposed while reading her book. She saw me look and when she giggled, I realized my mouth was hanging open and I closed it with a snap. "Whoa," I said, looking around to see if anyone was nearby, but the nearest people were a foreign-looking couple about twenty yards away.

Kirsty laughed to herself, "There's no-one looking, and you were right, we are on holiday so we should relax. Plus I do hate tan-lines."

"Do you need some sun cream rubbing in?" I asked cheekily, and she told me to go get her a drink and stop being rude. I decided to come back with another vodka and coke, after all, the last one seemed to have a good effect on her, and she sipped it happily and went back to reading her book. At this point, I thought I was really enjoying the holiday, but it was about to get even better.

I didn't quite fall asleep again, but I was very relaxed when a little while later, I heard a noise beside me and opened my eyes to see someone standing nearby. "Hello?" said a familiar voice, and I opened my eyes to see Nik standing between our loungers. I immediately looked at Kirsty and noticed that she had put her book down and fallen asleep, but she was still topless, her small breasts completely exposed to the eyes of the Greek waiter. He followed my gaze and looked down at Kirsty but when he was about to say something, I told him to be quiet, putting a finger to my lips.

"She's sleeping," I said, even though I was pointing out the obvious. I didn't want him to wake and embarrass her.

"Sorry," he whispered, "Why are you at the beach today? Our pool not good enough for you no more?"

"Not at all," I answered, "There just weren't any sunbeds free when we got up today."

"Ah," Nik seemed to take my explanation okay, "Your wife, Kirsty? She is very hot. I like her... um, how you say? Titties?" He grinned at me. His teeth were very white against his dark skin. I wasn't sure whether he was taking the piss out of me, or just being naively cheeky like many Mediterraneans were, so I gave him the benefit of the doubt.

"Thank you," I said, fumbling for what to say, "Um, yeah, I guess her... titties... are nice. She thinks they're too small, but I like them."

"Ah," said Nik with a shrug of the shoulders, "Big titties, small titties, they're all nice I think."

"Yeah, right," I laughed, "I guess so."

"Okay, see you at the pool tomorrow?" he said as he left us in peace again, "Tell Kirsty I said hello?"

"I will," I said as he wandered back up the beach towards a waiting group of men I assumed to be his friends.

"Well that was almost embarrassing," said Kirsty, making me jump. She was awake!

"Have you been awake all this time?" I asked her and she lifted her sunglasses again and nodded.

"What could I do?" she said, "I just laid there and pretended to be asleep. I wouldn't have known what to say?" It was hard to tell in the bright sunshine, but I thought she had gone red again.

"You could have rolled over or something," I suggested, "But anyway, he liked what he saw, did you hear what he said?"

"You men are all the same," she sighed and rolled her eyes, then flicked her sunglasses back down and went back to reading her book. I lay down too, blaming her surprising response on the triple vodkas.

The rest of the day was fairly uneventful and relaxing although I couldn't get my mind off the fact that Nik had seen her bare breasts. When we got back to the hotel, Nik was talking to Jerome behind the bar and I thought I saw them stop talking and stare at us as we walked through the foyer towards the elevators. I shook my head. They weren't talking about Kirsty's tits. I was just being paranoid.

Luckily, it was Toni who served us in the restaurant that night. He was his usual charming self, friendly and polite, and he even gave us a free bottle of wine by way of an apology for the pool loungers being full that morning. Kirsty thought that was really sweet and he promised to reserve us two loungers for the following morning, an offer which we accepted gratefully. It was a pleasant night, warm but not too hot, and the hotel restaurant had a singer performing, so we stayed after the meal and enjoyed a few drinks from the bar, both getting slightly merry.

Everything was going fine, I even allowed her to drag me to the dance floor for a slightly drunken dance. We were having such a good time and the balmy atmosphere was so enjoyable that we ended up drinking more until Kirsty was beyond tipsy. Whereas it seemed to energize Kirsty, the beer was having a more tiring effect on me, so I left her to dance alone while I had a sit-down and a drink of coke to sober up a bit.

I don't know how long I was there, I got distracted by Toni who brought me over a free drink and sat down for a chat. He was just making polite conversation, and when he left to serve some customers I looked for Kirsty on the dance floor. I couldn't see her at first, and then I saw why. She was dancing with Nik! Not just dancing; they had their arms around each other, and her head was resting on his shoulder as they moved slowly to a love song. I panicked at first, wondering if Nik would bring up the fact that he had seen her tits, but then I realized that Kirsty could take care of herself if he tried anything inappropriate. And besides, I was sitting here so I could keep an eye on them. Nik had probably just seen that she was alone and joined her for the slower dance.

Then my breath caught in my throat as I realized where his hands were. They were both on her ass, and not just resting there, but both cupping her ass cheeks and squeezing slightly just like before, but unlike the last time she didn't remove them. One of his hands stroked her backside, and then I noticed that Kirsty's hands were on his butt too. I wondered if I should say something, but I saw her look over her shoulder at me and wink. She was enjoying it! I felt a small tinge of annoyance but suppressed it. We were here to let our hair down and have a good time, so I left them to it. Nobody else in the bar was paying them any attention, so it really didn't matter.

I needed to pee, but didn't really want to move from where I was watching them, near the edge of the dance floor. But my bladder wouldn't wait. I hurried to the gents' toilet at the back of the bar and relieved myself as quickly as I could but when I returned, things had progressed. And how.

Kirsty and Nik were kissing. Not just tentative kisses either; they were full-on kissing, tongues probing into each other's mouths hungrily. I had to do something now, but what? I couldn't kick off and upset the waiters of the hotel we were staying at! Still, Nik was definitely out of order. I moved back into the shadows to think, keeping an eye on them while I decided what to do. Nik's hands were all over Kirsty now, one hand even moving upward and briefly squeezing her tits, before returning to her ass, and their groins were pressing together as they kissed urgently. For some reason, I felt myself growing hard at the sight and then I saw Toni walking towards me.

"I'm sorry," he said, "Should I?"

"I was just in the toilets," I explained hurriedly, "But yeah, I was going to, but if you could..."

"Leave it to me," he said and turned smartly back to the dance floor. I pretended to emerge from the toilets just then, as Toni put a hand between Kirsty and Nik and started to tell his brother off. Several fellow guests who I recognized from the hotel were staring at me, and I felt a surge of embarrassment which didn't get any better when Kirsty pouted in disappointment as Nik walked away. Then she saw me and swayed forward and it was only then, as I was about to tear into her about what the hell she was doing, that I realized how drunk she was. She could hardly stand up, and I caught her before she fell.

"Whoops," she chuckled, "That got a bit out of hand... hic!" She ended the sentence with a hiccough.

I felt so many eyes watching us, waiting for me to have a go at my wife. "Upstairs," I hissed, taking her by the arm, "Now!" Kirsty stuck her bottom lip out again, but let me take her to the room.

When we got inside the room, I shut the door and turned around, ready to let rip at her for embarrassing me, but Kirsty slammed me against the door, crushing her lips against mine in a fierce kiss. I couldn't help but respond to her passion, kissing her back with equal vigour. After a few minutes, she stepped backwards, pulling me along while keeping the kiss going, until we fell onto the bed.

Her hands were at my shirt, popping the buttons off in her haste to get me undressed, and did the same to her, pulling her dress up and over her head, and then half tearing her lacy knickers when I yanked them down her legs. Leaving her black bra on for the moment, I discarded my shirt and shorts and climbed on top of her to resume the kiss, but the short break had cleared my mind enough for me to pause.

"What happened down there?" I asked, pulling my head away as she tried to kiss me.

"I'm sorry," Kirsty said, breathing heavily, "It was a heat of the moment thing. I forgot where I was."

She managed to steal a kiss from me as I stared at her, trying to weigh her up and I began to kiss her again, but slower and more measured, giving me time to think. "Did you enjoy it?" I asked when I managed to pull away again.

"Me? What about you? Don't pretend you didn't enjoy it," she snapped at me suddenly, although she had a smile on her lips which took the heat out of her words, "I saw you watching, you were there for ages. You saw everything and you could have stopped it, but you didn't."

I didn't quite know what to say. I had indeed gotten a hard-on while watching them. Did she know that? She couldn't possibly have seen it from where she was.

"Come on, admit it," she taunted me, snatching kisses in between the words, each one taking the air from my lungs. Any anger that had built up inside me at her was dissipating, each kiss she stole and word she said eroding it until all that was left inside me was desire.

Kirsty tired of waiting for me to answer. "Okay, okay... I enjoyed it! Nik's a great kisser, he really got me horny, touching me and feeling me..." She trailed wet kisses down my neck, making me gasp, and curled her legs around my back. "Admit it, you liked watching us..."

"Yes," was all I managed to mumble. My hand moved down and guided my rock-hard cock inside her shockingly wet hole. "You're so wet?" I breathed into her ear as I began to move inside her.

"Mmmm, fuck me..." Kirsty moaned, "God, I'm so horny." She began to buck her hips in motion with my thrusts and I lifted myself up slightly so I could fuck her properly. I bent my head down to kiss her lips and she locked her eyes on mine and spoke again, softly and confessionally. "I couldn't believe he saw my tits earlier. All I could think about when we were dancing was that he had seen me half-naked and then he began to whisper in my ear about how sexy he thought I was, and what he would love to do to me and..."

"Somehow you started kissing?" I finished the sentence for her. "It's alright. If you had a good time, then it's okay with me," I smiled gently at her, "And if it has this sort of effect on you, then..." Kirsty silenced me with another passionate kiss, and there wasn't any more talking after that. I began to slam into her wildly, knowing that I wasn't going to last long. Kirsty moaned as I took her as hard and fast as I could, and I could tell her orgasm wasn't far away either. After a short time, she cried out as it hit her, and I felt her pussy clench around my dick, the extra sensation tipping me over the edge. I buried myself in her one last time, as deep as I could, and filled her with my cum.

We were both dripping with sweat as we lay back on the bed to catch our breath. "I love you," Kirsty whispered, before closing her eyes and going to sleep. I stared at her, drinking in the sight. Her smooth, sun-kissed skin, the rise of her breasts above the half-cup bra she wore, the trimmed, neat triangle of dark hair between her legs, the point of which was wet with her juices and my cum. She was truly beautiful. Thankful to have such a woman as Kirsty for my wife, I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep too.

I was so content at that moment. I had no idea of what the rest of the holiday held, or I wouldn't have slept as well as I did...


Chapter 2

Of course, we woke up with heads full of hangovers, and hearts full of regret but it was a new day and a warm, sunny one at that.  Kirsty and I had been honest with each other the night before, probably too honest, and there wasn't really any more that could be said about her actions. I knew that her kissing with Nik was largely down to the drink but I also knew she had enjoyed it. There wasn't any way she could deny it, after how her body has responded to it and mine likewise.

We both felt better after some breakfast, and while we talked and chatted, we didn't discuss her unfaithful kiss or the incredibly hot sex it had instigated between us afterwards. It would be talked about; we both knew that, but later, after we had time to think it over. More prominent in our minds was the day ahead, and how we would and should react to seeing Nik again.

We briefly thought about spending the day on the beach, but it was further to walk and we couldn't avoid the waiters forever, so we settled around the pool as we had done most days so far. As it worked out, Nik made it easy for us. He came straight over when he saw us, and immediately apologized.

"I am so sorry," he said to me firstly, wringing his hands dramatically. Then he turned to Kirsty, "I apologize if I caused you embarrassment."

My wife waved away his apology, "It's fine, we were both drunk. Let's pretend it never happened, okay?"

I wasn't in quite as gracious a mood. This guy had dared to try it on with my wife, in front of everyone, but for some reason, as he turned to me, chewing his lip and saying sorry, I found myself doing the same as Kirsty. "It's cool," I said for some reason, "Don't worry about it." I felt slightly stupid but was determined to try and forget about the whole incident.

The moment he smiled at me and walked back to the bar, I saw several of the other hotel guests staring at us. I even noticed one guy whisper something into his buddy's ear and they both smirked. Or was it my imagination? I couldn't be sure. I had only seen these guys once before, last night, so they must have been new arrivals yesterday. There was a pretty woman with them who burst into laughter as one of the men said something to her, and then all three looked back at our direction. I shrugged it off, Kirsty didn't seem to care. She put her iPod on and lay back to enjoy the sun, just as Jerome came wandering over.

"Compliments of the management," he grunted and put an ice bucket down on the floor between our sun loungers. He returned to the bar, giving Kirsty's bikini-clad body his usual leery eye before he left and I looked into the bucket to see a couple of flute glasses and two chilled bottles of Champagne.

"Wow," I said, turning one of the bottles in my hand to read the label. Not cheap plonk either, but the good stuff! "I guess Nik is feeling guiltier than we realized."

"He must be," agreed Kirsty, "Are you going to pour me a glass?"

"Isn't a bit early?" I asked her, although it was lunchtime, but she shook her head and suggested a 'hair of the dog' might make us feel better, so I poured us both a glass of the lovely fizz and we settled down to drink it and relax.

It was another day full of cloudless sky, and our tans were coming on great. Kirsty was wearing a dark pink two-piece again, and she lowered the straps off her shoulders, revealing two slim white lines. She also shuffled down the bikini itself to tan the top slopes of her breasts, without showing too much. She certainly wasn't showing as much as the young pretty woman sat with the two new guys opposite me. She had removed her top, sunning her small breasts.

"Look at her," I commented quietly to Kirsty, "She isn't shy, is she?"

"She's almost flat-chested," Kirsty said, squinting over her sunglasses. "It's not like she's got much to show." I agreed, sizing the woman at probably a 36A.

Then I noticed another woman taking her top off too. She was older, and her breasts were large, too large to even hazard a guess at her bra size, but they were really droopy, hanging down to her belly. "Good grief," I chuckled, "They're all it now."

Kirsty grinned when she saw the old woman's enormous boobs, "Sometimes I'm glad mine aren't huge. I wouldn't want to look like that when I'm older."

"Hers are a bit too big," agreed Jerome, in his deep, gravelly American voice. I hadn't realized he was standing right behind us. It was the first time I had ever heard him string more than two words together.

He was gazing down at Kirsty's half-exposed breasts, quite brazenly, as usual, not bothering to avert his stare even when she looked up at him.

"Say thank you to Nik and Toni for the Champagne," Kirsty said to him, "It's very nice."

The muscular black man nodded but didn't take his eyes from Kirsty. "Nik told me you go topless on the beach. You can go topless here, you know. It's not against the rules or anything."

Kirsty glanced at me and then smiled at Jerome. "Thank you, but I don't really want the people I have to dine with every night seeing my breasts."

"You'll get white bits," Jerome said, flashing her a grin back. His white teeth stood out against his dark skin. "Seriously though, no one is bothered here, look-" he gestured around the pool area with his hand, and he was right. No one was paying the two topless women any attention, "See?"

"Jerome? I'm not stupid," Kirsty laughed, "You just want to see my boobs."

The normally grim barman grinned even wider. "I've seen plenty of tits in my day, Kirsty, though yours do seem pretty nice from what I can see." He had barely moved his eyes from her body the whole time they talked, but finally, he turned and walked away, the smile still on his face. "No need to be shy," he said over his shoulder as he went.

Kirsty shook her head at his cheek, but then saw me staring at her. "What?" she asked.

"You!" I said, "You were flirting with him."

She shrugged. "Maybe he's right. Maybe I should go topless, get a good tan. No one is looking like he said and besides, it would be fun to tease him some."

After last night's episode, I was shocked at her suggesting it but I was willing to play along. Maybe once Jerome had seen her tits he wouldn't stare at her so much. "Go for it," I said, shrugging with indifference.

I didn't know whether she would actually go through with it, but she did. Perhaps the Champagne had gone to her head rapidly, with the alcohol of last night still in her system. I wasn't sure, but after casting a quick glance around, she undid the clasp behind her back and laid down, her pale B-cup tits exposed to everyone.

My first look went to Jerome and I saw him stare across at Kirsty from the bar. He gave out a 'whoop whoop' yell and punched the air, but he stayed where he was, for the time being, serving customers. After a little while though, one of the other waiters appeared. I would have expected Nik, but he seemed to be giving us a bit of space today. Instead, it was Toni who strolled up to us and sat at the foot of my lounger.

"I hope you are feeling better about things now?" the good-looking Greek said, brushing his long, dark hair out of his eyes. I saw his gaze take in the sight of the topless Kirsty, his eyes lingering for a moment, but he directed the question at me. "My brother apologized earlier, as I told him to?"

"He did," I said. Kirsty was listening to her iPod, and with her eyes closed, she was oblivious to Toni's presence. "Thank you for the Champagne too. You didn't have to do that," I added.

"My pleasure," he said, then tapped Kirsty on the foot, making her jump slightly. She removed her earphones so she could hear him as he spoke. "Hi Kirsty, you are okay today?"

"Fine thanks," she said, sitting up. "Where is Nik today? Is he alright?" Kirsty was definitely feeling more confident, as she made no attempts to cover up her breasts as she topped up her Champagne glass.

"He's okay," Toni said, helping her out by holding the glass for her. "It is our day off today, and we normally hang out around the pool, but I thought it would be best if he went into town and gave you some space."

"No need," said Kirsty, taking a sip of the cool bubbly. "We're over it now, aren't we, Matt?" I nodded, even though I was still secretly annoyed. I wasn't going to let anything ruin our holiday.

"Good, good," said Toni, standing up and stripping off his shirt and revealing his toned torso. He was very muscular, not big in the bodybuilder way like Jerome was, but very defined and his olive skin seemed to amplify the hard ridges of his stomach and chest. Because she had her sunglasses on, I couldn't be certain, but I was fairly sure that Kirsty was checking him out as he threw the shirt to the floor.

"I am going for a dip to cool down," he stretched, flexing his arms and chest. "Do you two want to join me?"

Kirsty looked at me questioningly so I told her to go in if she wanted to, but that I was okay where I was for now. She put her bikini top back on, asking me again if I was sure this was all right and I said that of course, it was, but I did borrow her iPod while she went for a swim. I trusted Kirsty with Toni more than I would have done with Nik for obvious reasons, or even with the leering Jerome. While I lay and enjoyed the sunshine and music, Toni jumped in the pool, making a huge splash as he bombed into the crystal-clear blue water. Kirsty tried to dodge out of the way of the splash, but got caught by it and with what looked like a curse and giggle she followed him into the pool, splashing him immediately and making him splutter and laugh.

I helped myself to more Champagne, and relaxed for a while, leaving Kirsty and Toni to their frolics. I laid back and closed my eyes, getting into the music and forgetting about them for a little while. When I next opened my eyes to get another drink I saw them at the far edge of the pool, swimming close together and talking. My attention was distracted by the pretty young blonde, she was in the pool too with one of her male friends, and I was surprised to see that she was topless. Then I noticed what was going on; she was yelling at her friend, but laughing at the same time and I realized why when I saw him hold her bikini top up in the air out of her reach. He must have undone the strap and stolen it from her. The small-breasted girl was jumping up, trying to get her top back but that was only resulting in everyone getting a clear look at her tits as she leapt and tried to snatch the bikini top back.

Kirsty and Toni were watching and laughing, and I briefly wondered if he was going to pull the same prank on her when she pushed away from him suddenly. Toni disappeared under the water, and Kirsty did too, and when he came back up laughing I realized he had grabbed her legs and dunked her. My wife's head popped back up, spluttering and coughing and then she chased him across the pool, presumably shouting curses at him. It looked like harmless fun, so I leaned back and let myself doze off for a while.

I was awoken a little while later by Kirsty shaking me. I took the headphones out so I could hear what she was saying, "I'm sorry, I must have dropped off!"

"You were dead to the world," she smiled. She was sitting on the sun lounger next to me, the sun cream bottle in her hand. "Listen, we've run out of sun cream, so I'm going to go fetch some from the room, okay?" When I nodded and lay back down, she wrapped a towel around her lower half and turned to leave. "Go back to sleep if you're tired," she said, giving me a slightly strange look before walking off in the direction of our room. I watched her for a moment, puzzled at her oddly nervous face, before putting the headphones back in my ears and laying back down to relax.

Again, I dropped off and again I don't know how long it was for, but it felt like a good half-hour or so. Kirsty wasn't on the sun lounger next to me, and I scanned the busy pool for her but couldn't see her anywhere. It didn't look like she'd been back since either, because there wasn't a new bottle of sunscreen in our beach bag but just as I was starting to panic, she appeared from behind me, unwrapping the towel from her waist and lying down.

"You've been a long time," I said, "I was getting worried."

She put on her sunglasses before looking at me, "I couldn't find it anywhere," she said, suddenly seeming slightly on edge, "I... found it under the bed," she mumbled and then began to rub some into her arms.

"Are you alright?" I asked, and when she nodded she then changed the subject.

"Could you do my back?" She seemed relieved for some reason when I didn't ask her anything further, and after passing me the lotion, she rolled onto her front. As I rubbed the cream into her shoulders and back, I looked around and saw Toni talking to Jerome at the bar. Then Nik appeared too, with his arms full of shopping bags. The three of them didn't come over to us for the rest of the afternoon, for which I was grateful. I had enjoyed my nice, lazy afternoon and didn't really want another awkward conversation with Nik to spoil it.

"I think we should go elsewhere for dinner tonight," Kirsty said suddenly, as though she had read my mind, and I agreed. Anything to make her seem comfortable again was good with me, as she had seemed quite jumpy since returning from the room and I could only imagine it was something someone had said to her on the way. My guess was that it was Jerome because Toni seemed a good guy. Either way, if she wanted to talk to me about it she would, Kirsty wasn't the kind to keep quiet if someone had annoyed her. I asked her a couple more times if anything was amiss, once during the afternoon, and then later as we walked into the old town to have a nice, romantic dinner but she just kept telling me she was fine, so I left it at that.

The next day I suggested we go to the beach, but Kirsty seemed to have got over her shyness with the waiters and we settled next to the hotel pool again. Today, Nik was working the bar with Toni, but neither of them brought up the events of the other night, so the atmosphere was relaxed and friendly once again between us.

About lunchtime, I went to the bar to order some dinner, and while Nik was pouring my drinks he pointed over my shoulder. "Hey," he said, grinning, "Are you okay with my brother doing that?"

I turned to see what he was looking at and saw Kirsty laid out on her front, with Toni rubbing her shoulders. At first, I thought he was giving her a massage but then I saw him squirt some sun cream into his hands and begin to massage it into her lower back.

"It's fine," I said, though I was a little surprised she was letting him do it, "He's just helping her put some lotion on."

"Sure," Nik said, "It's no big thing, is it?"

When he had finally finished mixing our cocktails, I headed back to where Toni was now rubbing lotion into the backs of my wife's legs. "Hi," he said, looking at me for a moment as I sat down next to them.

"Hi darling," Kirsty said, hardly even giving me a glance, "I asked Toni to put me some cream on because you were taking so long. You don't mind, do you?"

Toni looked at me until I shook my head, and then continued to apply the cream to her legs. I watched as his hands ran higher, rubbing the cream into the backs and then the insides of her thighs. His thumbs went very close to her groin and then higher, his palms briefly stroking her buttocks, exposed as they were by the barely-there black thong briefs she was wearing today. I saw him look at me out of the corner of his eye as he did so, and I didn't avert my gaze so he knew I was watching. He rubbed her ass cheeks one more time, then wiped the remaining cream off his hands, just as I noticed that the couple opposite was staring over at us, the wife giggling as she whispered into her husband's ear.

"I'll leave the rest to Matt," Toni said, standing up. I felt like wiping the smile off his smug face for some reason. I became aware of a couple of other people too who were looking our way, and no doubt commenting on how I was allowing my wife to be rubbed down by a waiter.

"Thank you," Kirsty said, smiling at him from where she was laid, "If Matt isn't around, I might need you to do my front."

I almost spat out the mouthful of mojito I had just drunk. As I glared at my wife, she laughed out loud. "I'm only teasing you," she chuckled. "You're so easy to wind up." Toni had walked away, also laughing but I didn't see the funny side. Everyone around the pool had been watching what was going on, and no doubt drawing their own conclusions about Kirsty.

"Don't you care what people think?" I said to her quietly. How I was managing to keep my temper, I didn't know, but my voice was surprisingly calm.

"No!" she giggled, "We're on holiday, Matt, and we're only here for a few more days, so who gives a shit what anybody thinks?" I shrugged, and she continued, "I thought we had agreed to let our hair down and have a good time? Who knows how long it's going to be before we get a chance for a holiday like this again, without the kids?"

I took a deep breath and was about to speak again, but Kirsty's back was up now. "What about me going topless?" she hissed at me, "You don't care about men leering at my boobs, and yet you get pissed off at me for letting someone rub cream into my legs?"

Kirsty wasn't shouting, but a couple of people were watching our little argument, so I stood up and headed off to the pool to cool down before I lost my temper.

"Next time," Kirsty said quietly but loud enough for me to hear as I dived in, "I'll let him do my front, see how you like that!"

I ignored the comment, blaming it on too many cocktails. In fact, I didn't even look at her for a while, deliberately letting my attention be distracted by the pretty blonde sunbathing topless again on the opposite side of the pool. She even smiled at me, and I returned it, wondering if I should get out and talk to her while her male companions weren't around. I looked back to see if Kirsty was looking. What would she make of me letting my hair down? But she wasn't there. I looked over to the bar, but no sign of her there either. Our sunloungers were both unoccupied, but our beach bags and drinks were still there, so I didn't think she had gone off in a mood to our room or anything. Maybe she had just gone to the toilet or something.

Unfortunately, I missed my window of opportunity with the pretty blonde as one of the guys came back and sat next to her, so I swam back across the pool and decided to dry off in the sun on the edge near our stuff while I waited for Kirsty.

Fifteen minutes later, my wife still hadn't reappeared, and I was starting to get a bit worried. Her t-shirt and wrap were still there, so wherever she had gone, she had gone in just her bikini. Gathering up our stuff, I decided to head back to the room and see if she was there. I walked past the bar, but neither Toni nor Nik was there, so I told the young kid who was covering the bar temporarily that if my wife should return and wonder where I was, to tell her I had gone up to the room and he nodded to me. I don't think he understood much English, because he gave me a bit of a strange look but I headed back and up to our room.

It was empty. Where the hell was Kirsty? As I stood out on our balcony and looked out over the pool and hotel grounds to see if I could see any sign of her, I heard the sounds of someone having sex next door. A woman was moaning loudly, and a man was grunting and saying something inaudible in a deep voice. I moved to the edge of our balcony, as close to the adjoining hotel room as I could get, and listened amused and slightly jealous at the same time.

The woman's moans were muffled by the glass doors facing out onto the balcony, but I could hear enough to tell she was having a good time. Her wails got slightly louder and more frequent and as I walked back into our room I could hear what was presumably the headboard of their bad banging on the wall fiercely. Again I heard a man's voice saying something, but I wasn't going to put my ear to the wall and invade the couple's privacy any further. I thought about waiting for Kirsty to reappear but I wouldn't be able to sleep with the racket from the hotel room next to us, so I decided to go looking for her. As I closed the hotel door behind me, I heard the woman's muffled moan again, and it sounded as though she was orgasming. Kirsty and I had enjoyed some good sex while on holiday, but I was envious that the couple next door were even having sex in the day time! Something we hadn't done for a long time.

I strolled down to the hotel foyer, and walked once around the hotel itself, checking the local shop, before returning back to our still-vacant sun loungers by the pool. Just as I was about to ask the startled looking youngster standing at the bar if there had been any sign of my wife, she appeared behind me.

"Kirsty!" I snapped at her, "You had me worried! Where the hell have you been?" I looked at my watch; she had been gone for a full half-hour.

"I'm so sorry," she said, then pulled something from behind her back. "I realized I'd been a bit off with you, and felt sorry for you." In her hand was a bag containing some crisps, chocolate and a car magazine. "So I bought you something." Kirsty gave me the bag and when I reached into it, I also found some after-shave. Only cheap stuff, but it was a nice gesture, I supposed.

"Thanks," I said, calming down, "But where were you?"

"I was bored, so I went to buy a newspaper," she explained, "Then I decided to buy you something to say sorry, and got chatting with the shopkeeper and..."

"I looked in the shop?" I said to her but then realized that our paths could have crossed each other as I had walked the other way around the hotel in the direction she would have gone from our loungers.

Kirsty just shrugged, "I don't know how you didn't see me?" She seemed slightly off again, just as she had yesterday when she disappeared, and I found myself growing more and more suspicious, but I didn't want to risk arguing with her on holiday. I almost said something, especially when I saw that her bikini bottoms were crumpled-looking. In fact, Kirsty looked slightly... dishevelled. "Where is our stuff?" she said, looking over at where we had been sitting.

"I went up to the room, looking for you," I explained, "I'll go up and get it." I walked away when she nodded but paused. Something about the way she was acting was still bugging me. I decided to ask her again where she had been, but when I turned around she was right behind me. I had expected her to be on the sun lounger waiting for me to come back.

I opened my mouth to ask her, but she put a finger on my lips. "I'll come up to the room with you if that's okay?" she said, smiling coyly at me. "Maybe we could spend some private time in there, and work out your jealousy issues?"

The look she gave me was so sexy that I let her take me by the hand, and she practically dragged me into our room, slamming the door loudly behind me.


Chapter 3

"Get on the bed," she said breathlessly, and as I lay down, she tugged my shorts straight down with one hand, while tracing wet kisses from my chest down to my belly button.

"What are you doing?" I said to her. Obviously, I knew exactly what she was doing, but Kirsty's naughty mood had caught me by surprise.

"This!" she said, as she took my rapidly-swelling cock into her mouth, and began to suck it while caressing my balls with her hand. Only a short while ago I had been envious of the couple fucking next door, now my dreams were coming true. Kirsty sucking me felt so good, and it got even better when she slipped off her bikini top.

"Come and get on top," I urged her, but she stayed me with a hand against my chest.

"No," she said, "We'll save that for later, this is just a little treat for you." She resumed sucking me, but now she was alternating sucking with stroking me off, and as I approached my climax, she moved so that my cock was pressed against her modest breasts. Then she pumped my cock hard and fast, rubbing my pulsing tip against her nipples until I groaned and shot hot gobbets of cum all over her pert tits.

"What's got into you?" I said when I got my breath back.

"Are you complaining?" she asked with a pout, and I shook my head double-quick. "Good," she continued, "Then stop asking questions."

After that, I laid back and had a nap, while Kirsty went into the shower. When I awoke, she was ready to go out and looked a dream. I showered and we headed out, deciding that we would be okay in the hotel restaurant tonight. The meal was good as usual, and we stayed in the bar as they had a disco on and Kirsty wanted to dance. After making Kirsty promise not to kiss anyone tonight and make a fool out of me again, I let her go and dance while I relaxed at a table at the rear of the room.

After the previous time she had danced alone, I kept an eye on her but her choice of dance partner surprised me. Jerome, the big, black American guy wasn't someone who struck me as a dancer, but he showed some nifty moves as he sidled up to Kirsty. My wife laughed at him and clapped along, encouraging him to strut his stuff, before a slow song came on, and then Jerome confidently swept her into his arms, and they swayed together to the music.

If Jerome knew about me watching, he didn't show it, not even glancing in my direction the whole time. He had seen me and Kirsty earlier when he served us dinner, so he knew I was there. After the meal, he had changed clothes, so I supposed he had finished his shift and now was relaxing with Nik and Toni, who were both also off duty tonight.

There didn't seem to be anything to worry about, Kirsty had admitted to finding Toni attractive, but if anything, she seemed intimidated by Jerome. She was enjoying dancing with him for sure, but I felt secure in the knowledge that she wasn't interested in him in any other way. I had another drink or two, while Kirsty enjoyed herself. She took a break from dancing and I watched her enjoy a drink at the bar with Jerome, chatting away about something or other, until they resumed dancing again.

Then something changed, I couldn't tell what, but Jerome seemed to be whispering in her ear, and said something which made Kirsty stop dancing suddenly and back away from him. I watched, slightly concerned, but then she glanced my way and seeing me half-raised from my seat, she motioned for me to sit down, flashing a slightly nervous smile and then continuing to dance with Jerome. What had that been about? I put it down to the smug American probably making a dirty comment to her, but I knew Kirsty could handle herself with that sort of thing.

I ordered some nachos, feeling slightly hungry again, and when they came I looked for Kirsty, wanting to invite her over to help me eat the huge bowlful that had been placed in front of me. She wasn't there. I scanned the dance floor, waiting for gaps in the dancers, wondering if they were just dancing at the far side, out of sight, but after several minutes, I realized she wasn't there. I wasn't too alarmed at first, she had probably just gone to the toilet or something, but when she didn't reappear some twenty minutes later, and she wasn't answering her mobile phone, I began to get concerned.

I had finished the nachos, so picking up Kirsty's bag, which she had left on her chair, I got up to look for her. After doing a full lap of the room, I looked for Nik, Toni or Jerome, to ask them if they had seen her, but all three of the barmen were missing too. To be honest, I hadn't seen them for a while, and Jerome had disappeared at the same time as Kirsty. What was going on? All sorts of things ran through my head, the main one being if the men had invited her to a club or something, but surely she would have told me she was going? They could have gone for a walk together to the local shop, but she would have been back now, a half-hour after I had last seen her. The shop was only five minutes walk away from the hotel.

I was stuck for what to do. I could just stay here, and wait for her to return, or I could go looking for her. First thing I decided to do was offload her handbag, so I jogged back to our hotel room, just to check if she was there and if not to dump the bag and go for a look around. As I unlocked the door, I heard the couple making love again next door - they were always at it! Kirsty hadn't heard them yet, but I had told her about it earlier and she seemed quite amused.

I threw the handbag on the bed when I found our room empty and then decided to have a quick look out from the balcony, just to see if I could see her anywhere from up high. As I slid the patio doors open I heard the woman next door moaning as she was being screwed or licked or whatever, and by the volume and clarity of the sound I realized that they had their balcony doors open.

I looked for Kirsty from the vantage point the balcony gave me, but still no sign of her, so turned to leave, but as I did so, I heard the woman next door groan loudly with sounded like an orgasm, and a male voice mutter something like 'yeah, baby.'

Feeling slightly guilty for being a voyeur, I edged towards the edge of our balcony where it connected with theirs so I could hear better. They really should have closed the balcony doors, the way they were going at it, I could even hear his balls slapping against her ass as he fucked her, and she was grunting with every thud. What was this guy doing to her? I leaned over to see if I could get a glimpse through their doors, but I couldn't. Then she said something like 'oh, fuck me, yes, fuck me...'

Wait. That sounded like... It couldn't be. I froze. My breath caught in my throat.

"You love that, don't you," I heard the man say. In an American accent.

My heart felt like it was made of lead. Cold, hard lead, as I heard a woman that sounded just like my wife reply that yes- she did love that.

The blood was pulsing so hard through my veins that I thought I was going to explode as I traced my steps back through the room, not even bothering to lock our hotel door. I walked to the next room and then paused, wondering how to approach this. Perhaps they were American tourists - maybe it wasn't Jerome and my wife. I could just be paranoid, putting two and two together and coming up with five.

But I had to know. I tried the door handle, very gently and cautiously, and found it unlocked. I was shaking as I eased it open an inch, looking through the gap and into the room beyond and my heart sank a little deeper as I saw the couple's legs. His were between hers; his were black and muscular, and hers were white and slender. With a silent prayer on my lips for this not to be happening, I eased the door further open and peered inside as discreetly as I could.

Any hope I still harboured of my fears being unfounded were crushed. On the one big bed in the centre of the room was my gorgeous wife. And on top of her was the huge guy that she had been dancing with just over half an hour ago.

Any caution I had gone out of the window. Full of anger, I stormed into the room, much to the alarm of both Jerome and Kirsty, who both let out a yell. Jerome jumped off the bed, as my naked wife sat up, pulling her skirt down and her top up in a panic.

It was then that I realized that Nik and Toni were in the room too. They had been standing at the side of the bed. What the hell was going on?

As I was about to vocalize that thought, Jerome squared up to me. "What the fuck are you doing here, man?" He said, dipping his face down into mine threateningly.

"What?" I said, incredulously, "She's my wife! I should be asking you that question!"

Jerome just sneered at me, "Get the fuck out. Now, before I throw you out!"

He was obviously crazy, so I ignored him. "Kirsty," I said sharply. "Come on, we're going home."

She said something, and moved to get up but then screamed as Jerome grabbed me by the throat. "Jerome, no!" she yelled at him as I tried to get his hand from around my neck.

"What the fuck, man?" I managed to sputter when he let me go. The big black man still had his fists bunched and his face in mine, but I wasn't going to just let this happen.

"It's my fault," Kirsty whimpered from the bed, and I looked at her. Her dress was crumpled, and her mascara was running down her face from her tears. "I'm so sorry..."

"Your fault?" I repeated dumbly.

"Listen to your woman," Jerome growled at me, and then Nik stepped in too.

"Tell him," he said to Kirsty and after glancing at Toni, who also nodded, she began to confess.

"Matt, I'm sorry," she took a deep breath, "I've been unfaithful..."

"I can see that!" I exploded. Jerome's dick was still hanging out of his trousers, long and black and thick.

"Listen to her!" Nik repeated Jerome's comment, and so I gave her a chance to speak.

"Yesterday, when I went to the room to get the sun cream," Kirsty began but then she paused, and so Toni helped out.

"She came in here with me," Toni at least had the balls to look me straight in the eye as he told me of my wife's infidelity, "And we fucked."

Kirsty cringed as I lunged at him, but Jerome caught me again, twisting my arm painfully and ramming me hard against the wall. She screamed as I grunted in pain.

"Stop," she begged, "Jerome, Matt, you as well - stop it, the lot of you!"

Jerome released me and pushed me towards a chair in the corner. "Sit down," he told me in no uncertain terms, so I did, as Kirsty stared at me concerned. Sympathetically, she spoke again.

"I was drunk, the Champagne had gone to my head," she sighed, "Toni and I were playing about in the pool, and I was just so horny, I made up the excuse about needing the sun cream and we came here. Toni told me there was an empty room he had the key for..."

"Kirsty?" I shook my head in disbelief, floundering for what to say. "I don't understand. Why?"

"I'm sorry," Kirsty was going to say something else, but Jerome was getting impatient.

"Enough, you can tell him the rest later," he said, gruffly, and climbed on to the bed again.

"What!" I was yelling again, and about to rise out of the chair, but Nik caught me by the arm as I shouted at the black American, "You don't actually think you're going to carry on - with my wife - and with me here?"

Jerome stopped halfway through taking his shirt off to snarl at me, "I already started fucking her, and I'm going to finish what I started..."

Toni's arm pulled me back from lunging at him, and then Kirsty spoke, something that made my heart go cold. "But I want to," she said, pausing before finishing almost apologetically, "I want to finish doing it with him."

I sagged back into the chair. "You... want to?"

Kirsty was hoisting her dress back up over her hips, as a now naked Jarrod tugged her top down, pawing at her small tits as she spread her thighs to accommodate him. "I'm sorry," she said, turning her attention to me for a moment, "Just let me, please? We'll talk after."

"You might as well let her," Toni said into my ear, "You're on holiday, Matt," he had a sympathetic look in his eyes and I knew he was trying to make this easier for me. "Kirsty was just curious - she'd only ever slept with you all these years."

"Let her have some fun", said Nik as Jerome laid his weight on top of Kirsty, guiding his impressive dick inside her. "You'll be going home this weekend; you can pretend none of this happened and go back to your normal life."

I felt like screaming at him and his brother that they knew nothing of our normal life, but I couldn't take my eyes off what was happening on the bed in front of me. Kirsty had her arms and her legs wrapped around Jerome now, and his ass muscles bunched as he began to thrust into her.

The strangest thing was that I felt myself growing aroused. I couldn't understand why, but as I watched this big guy fuck my petite wife, I supposed that I was becoming detached from the fact that this was Kirsty. I was viewing the sex before me as just that - sex between a well-hung guy and an attractive woman - just like watching porn really - live porn - and it was exciting me.

"So you fucked her?" I asked Toni, and then Nik added that he had as well.

"This afternoon," Nik admitted, "I'm sorry but she's so attractive, I couldn't help myself."

Kirsty's disappearances all made sense now. Everything clicked into place. I felt such a fool, being cuckolded like this, but for some reason, I couldn't move. Jerome flipped Kirsty over onto her knees. He was so much bigger than her; she looked like a doll at the side of his huge form.  I wondered if he was hurting her as he began to fuck her from behind; surely she couldn't take all of his cock inside her tiny pussy but the only sounds she made were ones of pleasure as he gripped her hips and powerfully rammed in and out of her from behind.

I barely noticed Toni strip from his clothes at the side of me, entranced as I was. He offered Kirsty his cock to suck as Jerome pounded her rear, and to my surprise, Kirsty took him in her mouth without hesitation. What had happened to my shy and inhibited wife?

Kirsty had to stop sucking Toni for a moment as an orgasm took her, her back arching and her thighs clenching for a moment, but then she resumed, Toni's hands going to the back of her head so he could feed her his dick deeper into her mouth. Finally, Jerome pulled out and stroked his cock until a jet of cum sprayed onto Kirsty's exposed back and ass.

I felt as if I were trapped in a horrible and confusingly arousing nightmare. Kirsty rolled on to her back when Jerome moved from the bed, her eyes meeting mine for a moment until Toni positioned himself between her willing thighs, shoving his hard cock into her easily. They even kissed as they fucked frantically and now Nik was at the side of the bed, waiting his turn.

"Come on Matt," he said quietly to me, "You might as well have some fun? You never know, you might even enjoy it."

My dick was rock hard, and like a robot being controlled by someone else, I undid my buttons and pulled it out. I couldn't bring myself to join them on the bed, but I began to play with myself as I watched Toni fuck my wife. I could hear his balls slapping on her arse as he screwed her, a familiar sound.

Jerome has dressed again and leaned into me as he left. "Your wife is one hell of a good fuck man, you'd be an idiot to split up with her." I wasn't sure if the wink he gave me was one of amusement or one of friendly advice, but I didn't reply as he walked out of the room.

Kirsty let out a muffled cry as she orgasmed again under Toni. Her face was buried in his neck as he buried himself one last time in her cunt. I knew he was filling her with his cum, but still, I sat, rooted in my chair.

Even when he got up, and Nik laid on the bed, Kirsty straddling and then sliding down his proud cock, I sat there, pulling myself off at the scene before me. Kirsty was good in bed, she always had been, and while seeing doing the things to these men, things that should have been reserved only for me; her husband, I felt anger and jealousy raging through me, but my excitement was just as great.

Kirsty rode Nik with abandon, putting her hand between her legs and rubbing her clit as she fucked him. Nik was stroking her tits as she bucked on top of him, teasing, pulling and twisting her nipples, causing her to moan loudly. She was going to cum for the third time, her head was tossed back and then with Nik pumping upwards into her, she almost screamed the place down as another powerful orgasm swept through her.

When it subsided, he rolled her over, and lifting her legs up over her shoulders, he began to pound her cunt hard and deep like there was no tomorrow. Both her and Nik were coated in a sheen of sweat when finally, he groaned and sank himself balls deep into her, filling her with a second load of cum.

My own dick couldn't take anymore either, I felt my own release rock through me, my hot cum spilling out all over my hand. By the time I had finished cumming, so had Nik. Toni was already dressed, and neither of the brothers said anything as Nik got ready and together they walked out to leave me and Kirsty alone.

"Get dressed," were the first words I said to my wife after I didn't know how long. She covered herself, pulling her skirt down over her cunt, which I had stared at for a moment after Nik had left. It was strange seeing it - the familiar shape of her pussy looked so weird with other men's cum leaking out, matting her dark, pussy hair.

"It won't happen again," she said as we walked in silence out and into our own hotel room. "I'm so sorry."

I didn't know what to say to her. I felt hurt and betrayed, and yet I was haunted by the fact that it was the single most extraordinarily arousing thing I had ever seen in my life. How could I leave her? How could I lash out, or scream and shout at her, when my body had responded like that to what she did? I was no better than her.

We didn't talk much that night. But the next day, with our minds clearer from a night's sleep and free of the influence of alcohol, Kirsty explained that she had always felt curious about other men. Although she was happy with our marriage and loved me, our home and children, she also felt somewhat resentful that she hadn't slept with other men. She felt as though she might have missed out on something.

I didn't say much, I didn't want to lose her, and our family life at home, so I let her talk it out. Kirsty confessed to how Toni had seduced her that first day, and then how she had slept with both him and his brother on the next occasion. She hadn't intended to sleep with Jerome, but he had threatened to tell me, blackmailing her into sex, as she danced with him on the dance floor.

Nik and Toni had seen them leave together and had walked in to join in the fun just before I had. Kirsty encouraged me to talk about how I felt, and after a day or two, when the numbness wore off, I admitted to feeling heartbroken but also to how much of a turn on I had found it. Kirsty was shocked by that, and now it was her turn to go quiet.

We stayed away from the hotel, and the three men who had been at the heart of these problems for the last couple of days of the holiday, and even had enjoyable if initially awkward sex on the final night. My heart kept telling me to exact some revenge on Nik, Toni, and Jerome before we left, but Kirsty's insistence that she had been just as much to blame than them, if not more so, stopped me from causing any trouble.

When we got home, we talked further, and even considered the options of Kirsty sleeping with other men, if she ever felt the need again, as long as I could be there to watch or perhaps join in. She was intrigued by my confession that I found it arousing, and after researching on the internet, reading stories about others who live a similar life and corresponding with like-minded people, we have decided to visit a swinging club.

So this truly was a life-changing holiday, a dream holiday that turned into a nightmare, and yet one I woke from as a different man.


A Note to the Reader

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

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

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

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

Until next time,

Paul
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It was the vacation we'd always dreamed of.
And it turned out to be so much more than even that.
ore than just our holiday dreams came true during those two weeks...
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