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  Foreword



Firstly, thank you for buying my first Holiday Hotwives book, Tina: Taking One For The Team. I hope you enjoy it.

Secondly, you might think this book is a little different to what I’ve written before and it is! It’s centered around the same themes; hotwives, cuckolding, a bit of humiliation and plenty of angst but this series of books are deliberately going to be a little more ‘out there’ and fantastical than some of my other more realistic, grounded stories. I wanted the license to push a few boundaries and hopefully, that’s what this series will allow me to do.

Tina: Taking One For The Team might seem slightly slower than some other books but this is because this book is very much a ‘set-up’ book for the future books in the series, establishing the locale and the tone and introducing the recurring characters. Each book will be standalone but will work better if read in order.

Again, thanks for reading and make sure to follow me on my Twitter as a way to reach out to me and give me some feedback, which is invaluable and always appreciated.
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“I’m soooooo looking forward to this holiday,” my wife, Tina, said to me once the plane reached cruising height and the light came on which meant we could undo our seat belts.

“It’s been a long time,” I agreed. It had been. This trip to the Amalfi coast in Italy would be our first proper holiday since before the Covid.19 pandemic threw us into lockdown.

“I really want to let my hair down,” she continued, looking out of the window at the blue sky and the white fluffy clouds below us. “We need to make the most of it because we deserve a good holiday after the last twelve months.”

“We do deserve it,” I smiled, looking at Tina and enjoying how excited she was. My wife had one of those faces that lit up when she was happy. With her almost Mediterranean looks; long, dark hair and brown eyes, she was naturally attractive, but when she smiled she went from merely pretty to stunning.

“Can I get you any drinks?”

I turned, as did Tina, to see a pretty blonde air hostess standing in the aisle, smiling at us.

“Shall we?” said my wife and I nodded.

“Why not?” I replied. “I’ll have a glass of wine. Red. House red, whatever.”

“I’ll have a glass of white,” Tina grinned at me, then as the blonde woman left us to get our drinks, her eyes opened wide. “Joe? Is that who I think it is…”

I looked forward, following her gaze to see two men standing outside the curtained off area at the end of the aisle that led into what was presumably first-class. They were talking to another of the air hostesses although we couldn’t hear what was being said.

“That’s Will Barker and Ryan Logan,” I said excitedly, recognizing - as she had - the two famous England international Rugby players. Will was tall - as most rugby players are - with short blond hair and a ruggedly handsome face. Ryan wasn’t quite as tall as Will, a little under six feet maybe, but he was broad with a chest like a barrel and had a squarer face framed by fiercely dark brows and a mop of black hair.

I suddenly became aware that Will Barker had noticed us staring and with a friendly smile, he waved in our direction.

“Is he waving… at us?” Tina said softly.

“I think so,” I replied as I waved back, then grinned at my wife as she cringed in embarrassment.

“Oh, my God. He’s coming over,” Tina said and I looked back up to see that indeed he was, with Ryan Logan following him down the aisle towards us.

For a moment, I thought I’d done the wrong thing waving at them. Had I pissed them off somehow? Perhaps by drawing the attention of a few passengers, I’d annoyed them.

“Hey guys,” Will said, reaching our seat and putting a large hand on the headrest in front of us. “There’s a load of spare seats in the first-class section and I just asked the stewardess if we could invite some of the other passengers in with us at our expense. She’s just clearing it with the pilot but if she comes back and says it’s okay would you guys like to join us up front?”

“We have Champagne,” Ryan said from behind him with a wink at Tina.

“Sure,” I replied, wondering if they were pranking us somehow. I turned to Tina. “If you want to, I mean…”

“Of course, I want to fly first class!” She rolled her eyes at me, then turned to the two rugby stars. “If it’s okay with the crew, then yes! We’re huge rugby fans by the way.”

“Congratulations on the test match win,” I added, confirming what she’d said. We did both enjoy Rugby and would often watch our local team when we had a spare weekend. Tina was an accountant for an investment company so she travelled for work, sometimes into London but also to  Luxembourg and Germany from time to time, so our weekends together didn’t always line up with the games.

“You beat France,” Tina smiled. “We watched it on TV.”

“When you recognised us, I thought you might be rugby fans,” Will grinned then turned around as the stewardess returned.

“The pilot says it’s fine if you want to bring your friends into first class,” she smiled, her blue eyes twinkling at me beneath her blonde fringe. “As long as they behave themselves.”

“We’ll take responsibility for everything,” Will nodded, his expression serious. “And like I said, we’ll pay.

Tina’s big brown eyes were wide as she looked at me with a huge smile on her face. “Wow. This is amazing.”

“It certainly is,” I said as we got up and followed the two England rugby players out of our seats and towards the first-class section. We’d flown first-class before plenty of times but we hadn’t been able to get first-class on this flight.

Tina’s job as an accountant was well-paid as was mine at a financial tech company where I’d been pretty successful for several years now. We were fortunate. We knew that, but holidays abroad had been few and far between for the past couple of years purely because we’d been busy working so hard. So when Tina said that we needed this holiday to Italy, she was telling the truth. We really did - and so far, it had got off to the best start possible.

Will and Ryan invited a few other passengers too so that by the time we got into first-class, we were two out of about ten lucky people to get to join them. When we did step through the curtain, we realised why we’d not been able to book first-class.

“They’re all here,” Tina gasped, meaning the entire England team and she was right.

I looked around and saw Greg Bryan, Leon Sharpe, Cameron Flynn to name just a few. All England international rugby players. They were obviously celebrating their test match victory with a trip to Italy.

“Please take a seat and enjoy yourselves,” Will said, pointing towards some seats just behind where a couple of the players and coaching staff were sitting. “Have some champagne and snacks. It’s all on us, okay? Our way of giving a bit back to the fans.”

“That’s very generous,” Tina said as we sat down.

“You’re welcome,” the big player replied before heading away to rejoin his teammates.

We were brought Champagne and our attention was drawn to a large buffet-style array of snacks being brought from the attendant’s cabin.

“This is so good,” I said as we enjoyed our hors d’oeuvres and more while sipping on beautiful, expensive-tasting Champagne.

“I can’t believe our luck,” Tina replied, just as Ryan Logan appeared next to us.

“Will asked if you’d like to sit with us,” he said, pushing a lock of his black hair out of his eyes then looking at me with a lop-sided grin. “No offence but I think he fancies your wife or something.”

“Oh, does he now?” Tina giggled.

“Well, why wouldn’t he?” I quipped. “My wife’s kinda hot, right?”

“I’m not going to disagree,” Ryan nodded as we got up to follow him forward a few rows of seating to where a large group of players were sitting in an open area near the front of the aircraft.

Tina was hot. I wasn’t being biased when I said that. Along with her long dark hair and dusky complexion, she had a body a lot of women would die for. She was slim and fairly petite, a British size 8, with curves in all the right places, including her 32C bust. As a working professional woman, she kept her figure under wraps most of the time, wearing classy (but in my eyes still sexy) office clothes but today, on the first day of our vacation, she was wearing a tight pair of jeans and a white t-shirt top which hugged her frame enough to show her slim shoulders and the outline of her bra.

I couldn’t help but stare at my wife’s ass as I followed her into the open seating area and noticed - right before she sat down - a couple of the England players doing the same.

“Joseph and Tina,” I introduced us and the England players mostly did the same, introducing themselves back although they had no need to. A few others were already obviously drunk and singing or fooling about but most of the team were good-natured enough to make us feel welcome.

“So are you two on your honeymoon?” Greg Bryan asked. Greg was a beast of a man. Well over six feet tall and impressively muscular with fierce red hair, he passed me a beer from the bunch he had between his large feet.

“No, we’ve been married for a while,” Tina answered. “We’re just going for a holiday. Our first in a while, so we’re looking forward to it.”

“That’s great,” Greg nodded. “I got a just-married vibe from you for some reason but whatever. I hope you have an awesome vacation.”

“It’s a shame you’re married,” Leon Sharpe said from Greg’s side. “You’re really pretty. You could have come and partied with us.”

“He’s joking,” Greg said, elbowing the big black winger. “Forgive him, Joseph. He likes winding people up, does Leon.”

“I’ll take it as a compliment,” I replied, turning to Tina and noticing that her dusky-coloured cheeks were slightly flushed. Whether it was from Leon’s remark or the Champagne, I wasn’t sure. 

For the rest of the two-hour-plus flight, Tina proved to be popular with the other members of the team as well. I didn’t mind the way several of them flirted with her - she even ended up sitting on the bearded Cameron Flynn’s knee at one point - because she deserved some fun. The several glasses of Champagne she downed and the numerous beers I enjoyed certainly helped me relax, even when I saw Will’s hand on her thigh towards the end of the flight. I trusted Tina. She’d had a few boyfriends before we got together, but she’d always been a loving and faithful girlfriend and wife since we got together. Our marriage was solid, despite us both having full-time jobs and not always getting to spend as much time together as we’d like. We loved each other and made each other happy. This holiday would only affirm that.

Towards the end of the flight, I decided to relieve myself before we were instructed to go back to our seats and put our seat belts on, ready for the plane’s descent. When I came back, Tina was squeezed between Will and Dom Powers, the bald and cauliflower-eared prop-forward. The two big men made her look absolutely tiny between them, their large frames dwarfing her slender body.

“Are you okay?” she said in a slightly slurred voice. “I like these two.” With that, she placed a slim hand on the two men’s thighs and the three of them all laughed out loud.

“I’m sure you do,” I chuckled. “Come on. We should head back to our seats. The plane is going to be landing soon.”

“Awwww,” Tina pouted comically. “Do I have to?”

“Yeah, does she have to?” Will replied, forcing an equally silly, unhappy face.

The in-flight tannoy saved me just at that moment.




We are now beginning our final descent. Please return to your seats and fasten your seatbelts, Thank you.




“There you go,” I said, pointing towards the speaker above our heads. “Sorry, Will, but I’m going to have to ask for my wife back.”

“Oh, well,” he smiled as Tina prised herself up from between them. “It’s been fun, Tina. I hope we see you around during your vacation.”

“Me too,” she replied, then leaned in to kiss the big man on the cheek. “Thank you for today. It’s been fantastic.”

“It really has,” I agreed, taking Tina’s hand as she rose to her feet unsteadily. “Thank you.”

“Sure.” Will waved our thanks away and we walked back to our seats, where we strapped ourselves in.

“Best flight ever,” Tina said, her hand finding mine and squeezing it as I looked out of the window to see the clouds shift and I got my first glimpse of the pale blue Mediterranean and golden shores of the Amalfi coast below us.

This holiday was going to be amazing. I could sense it. What I didn’t know at that time, was why it was going to be so good.
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“Welcome to the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa,” said a very tall, slim man in a smart dark brown suit. “My name is Dennis Webb, I’m the owner of the hotel and if there’s anything I can do to make your stay more enjoyable, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

Dennis waved a slender hand towards the chrome and glass revolving doors behind where he was standing, atop a grand marble staircase that led up from the cliff-edge road to the entrance. Tina looked at me and nodded her appreciation. Everything here, from the view out over the Gulf of Salerno to the handsome exterior of the Azure View Hotel, to the excellent service being offered by the owner himself, was impressive.

Once we were through the rotating door and standing in the grand, Art Deco-styled lobby, Dennis rejoined us and helping me with our suitcases, ushered us towards the beautiful black woman sitting behind the reception desk.

“This is Joseph and Tina,” Dennis told her, surprising me by the use of our first names. “They booked through the Azure View website, the standard service.”

As the pretty young receptionist tapped away on the keyboard in front of her, I couldn’t help but ask what standard service meant.

“Ah, don’t worry,” Dennis smiled at me, his middle-aged face creasing at the corners of his aqua-blue eyes. “Standard service simply means that you booked through our own website. We offer a slightly different experience to some of our customers, which we call custom service.”

“Is that an upgrade on standard?”

“Not necessarily,” Dennis scratched a finger at his temple. His short hair was dark, almost black, and shot through with grey but the silvery wings on either side of his head make him look distinguished and handsome, rather than old. “It’s simply a different offer with a few perks, however standard service has its own perks too. Trust me, you’ll be very well looked after here. Please don’t worry, we will stop at nothing to ensure you enjoy your trip to the Amalfi Coast.”

“Your room is number 203,” the receptionist said in a heavily-accented voice, instantly recognisable as Italian. “Here are your room keys.”

She passed two golden-coloured plastic cards over the counter, which Tina collected and then we followed Dennis to the elevator.

“Second floor, obviously.” He pressed the button at the side of the steel door. “Your room is just off to the left.”

“You’re not Italian,” I commented at his accent, which was clearly southern English.

“No,” the owner replied, his eyes on the digital display above the elevator door. “I’m from London originally but moved here when I bought the Azure View, ten years ago almost to the day.”

“It’s very impressive,” Tina complimented him. “If the room and the food are as good as the foyer and the service, I’m sure we’ll be in for a wonderful holiday.”

“I think you’ll like the room,” Dennis smiled warmly. “We take great pride in everything here at the Azure View. Dinner is served in a little over an hour, so I look forward to seeing you there and finding out how much you enjoy the food.”

His sentence was punctuated by the lift chiming and the steel door opening.

“That’s great,” Tina said as we stepped inside. “Thank you.”

Dennis simply nodded and then the elevator doors closed and we were on our own.

“This place looks amazing,” I said, not just referring to the hotel but also to the fabulous resort of Amalfi nearby. The taxi ride from Naples airport to here had been joyous with incredible scenery, blue skies and even bluer sea, through whisper-grey mountains and lush green and yellow lemon groves.

“It does and Dennis seems absolutely adorable. It’s like he’s determined that we’ll have a good holiday.”

We got out of the lift and found our room, just a few paces away and when we entered, we both stopped in amazement at how spacious and beautifully decorated it was.

“Wow,” I gasped, taking in the large four-poster bed and then I repeated it as I opened the sliding glass doors that led out onto a small but lovely balcony with breathtaking views out over the Mediterranean. Below us was a patio with a small swimming pool; a circle of shimmering water even bluer than the sea.

“Oh, it’s gorgeous,” Tina exclaimed then pulled me back into the room. “Just like my wonderful husband.”

“Is that right?” I grinned, letting my wife usher me backwards towards the bed. She was still slightly drunk from the alcohol on the plane, with a twinkle in her eye and a naughty smile curving her lips upwards.

“Mmhmm,” she nodded, then as the backs of my knees hit the edge of the bed, causing me to sit down, she took hold of the bottom hem of the white t-shirt she was wearing and pulled it up over her head. Next, she slipped down her jeans before reaching behind her back to unclasp the white bra that hid her 32C breasts.

“Are you just going to sit there and watch?” Tina arched an eyebrow.

“For now, yes,” I chuckled. “The scenery here just keeps on getting better.”

“You’re such a cheeseball.” The bra came off, revealing Tina’s round, perky tits. Her dark pink nipples were erect from the cool air circulating from the air conditioning unit above our heads.

I took off my clothes as Tina joined me on the bed, wriggling out of my shorts just in time for her to take me in her mouth eagerly. What had gotten into her? The setting we found ourselves in was romantic, sure, but as she began to suck me enthusiastically, I couldn’t help but wonder at how horny she seemed.

“Let’s take these off too,” I said softly, reaching around her to tug down her panties, the only remaining item of clothing that either of us was wearing. Tina’s pussy was freshly waxed for our vacation and she parted her slim thighs so I could slide my palm over it, my fingers finding her narrow slit as she continued to suck my cock.

“Yes, finger me,” she gasped around my dick as I slid a finger between her folds and into her wet hole. She was already very wet, another indicator of her unexpected horniness but I wasn’t going to complain. I slipped a second finger in her, working them in and out, making her moan softly into my lap.

“Go all the way down,” I urged her, pushing my hips forward to give her better access and she complied, swallowing my length entirely, her face pressed deep between my thighs. “Fuck. That feels so good.”

“Scusa,” an Italian voice said suddenly and I looked up to see a stocky, tanned young man with a mop of jet black hair standing in the doorway. “Oh. I am so sorry. I did not know-”

Tina’s head lurched up from between my legs at the sound, then realising she was completely naked, she dove over the bed to the floor on the opposite side, hiding from view. I grabbed the bedsheets and wrapped them around my waist.

“You left your suitcase and the door was open,” the young Italian continued, his eyes now averted as he pulled the luggage inside. I realised what we’d done. I’d left the suitcase half in and half out of the room in my haste to explore the hotel room, preventing the door from closing properly.

“I’m sorry you had to see that,” I apologised. Getting up and holding the sheet around me, I walked over and took the luggage from him, so that he didn’t have to encroach into the room any further.

“My name is Gianni,” he introduced himself properly, his eyes still downcast at his feet to avoid any further embarrassment. “I work here. I service the rooms, so if you need anything at all or if you have any problems with your room just ask at the desk for me.”

I looked over my shoulder to see a red-faced Tina peeking over the edge of the bed at us.

“Thank you, Gianni,” I nodded and the handsome young man left the room, pulling the hotel door firmly closed as he went.

“Shit,” Tina cursed. “Do you think he saw anything?”

“He saw everything,” I shrugged. “How can he not have? I’m sure that when you work in a hotel, you see things like that all the time. Don’t worry about it.”

“How can I not worry about it?” Tina got up and sat on the edge of the bed, wringing her hands in her lap. “If he works here, we might bump into him and I won’t be able to look him in the eye knowing that he saw… You know-”

“Saw you sucking my cock?” I giggled but Tina cringed as I went on. “Saw me with two fingers in your pussy?”

“Stop!” She threw one of the large, fluffy pillows at me but I ducked out of the way then dived onto the bed, letting the sheet drop to the floor and wrestling her onto the bed beneath me.

“He’s a good looking young man,” I teased her. “I thought you might enjoy the fact that he got an eyeful of you.”

“Shut up!” she protested as I went on, in between planting light kisses down her neck and along her shoulder. “I don’t think he saw that much.”

“Who knows how long he was standing there?” I speculated, bending my neck to kiss and gently nibble one of her hard nipples. “I think he saw it all. And I bet he enjoyed it too. In fact, I bet he got an erection. He’s probably gone to the toilets now to masturbate.”

“Don’t be so ridiculous,” Tina said but her voice had softened to a mumble. Either the thought of young Gianni seeing her naked was turning her on, or my mouth on her body was. I didn’t care which. I wanted her. Now.

Keeping her wrists pinned above her head, I pushed her thighs apart from one leg and placed myself between them. Tina had given up objecting now.  Her brown eyes gazed into mine, giving me permission and I let the head of my hard cock find its home between her legs and then I pushed into her.

She was so wet that there wasn’t any resistance. My dick slid into her easily, causing Tina to stiffen for a moment, her back arching from the bed until I laid my weight down on top of her, pushing her back down. Then our lips met and I began to fuck her slowly.

“Faster,” she whispered against my mouth, so I gave her what she wanted, moving quicker until, within just a few minutes, we were both grinding against each other urgently.

I felt myself getting close much too fast for my liking and tried to slow down but Tina’s arms and legs wrapped around my back, not allowing me to stop and suddenly, I felt the quickening in my balls and then the exquisite release as my cock shot its load into her pussy.

“It seems that you quite enjoyed Gianni seeing you naked too,” Tina commented humorously as I rolled onto the bed at the side of her.

“No, I didn’t,” I chuckled back after I’d caught my breath. I didn’t tell her that she was almost right. The thought that Gianni had seen my beloved wife naked was what had turned me on, but I didn’t want to embarrass her or myself by telling her that. What I wanted now was rest. The flight, the occasion and the spontaneous sex had drained me.

“I’m going to take a nap,” I said, throwing an arm over Tina’s sweat-coated chest and pulling her into my arms. “We can unpack in a bit.”

“Good idea,” she said, snuggling into me. “Then we can have more sex and hopefully, you’ll make me cum next time.”

“I’m sorry,” I smiled, letting my eyes close. “I will. I promise. We can have lots of sex on this holiday. Lots and lots.”

“That sounds like fun,” Tina replied and I could tell from her distant voice that she was falling asleep too. We were going to have lots of sex on this holiday. We just didn’t know the extent of it just yet.
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“Is this dress too much?” Tina asked, emerging from the hotel room bathroom.

“Too much? How?” I asked, admiring my wife from the bed as she did a twirl in front of me. She was wearing a light green, skin-tight sleeveless dress which showed off a healthy amount of cleavage and showcased her toned legs from mid-thigh downwards.

“It’s not too revealing, is it?”

“Revealing?” I repeated, shaking my head. “Not at all.”

“It’s very figure-hugging,” she explained, smoothing it down with her hands where it had ridden up slightly around the curved of her hips. “I can’t wear anything underneath it, so…”

“Ah,” I nodded, understanding what she meant now. “No bra or panties?”

Tina forced a smile at me, then did one more slow spin. “Do you think I’ll get away with it? It’s not too short?”

“As long as you don’t sit with your legs open at the bar, I think you’ll be okay,” I grinned. Back home, Tina had gone out without underwear before - she liked to wear dresses which showed off her slim frame - and I didn’t mind. In fact, I quite enjoyed seeing guys check her out. It was flattering. Sure, I occasionally got a little jealous, but the fact that my wife was hot enough to attract men’s lustful eyes was something I was proud of.

I never told Tina this implicitly, but I think she knew that I liked men giving her attention. We’d never spoken about it, but a few of the times she’d gone out like this in the past, she’d ended up giving the occasional stranger an accidental flash - by bending over in front of them, or uncrossing and recrossing her legs in front of someone. Was it really accidental or was she doing it to turn me on? Perhaps she enjoyed the thrill of it herself. I didn’t know and I’d never mentioned it for fear of embarrassing her; just in case she wasn’t actually aware of what she’d done.

“Well, if you think I look okay, then I guess we’re ready to go,” my wife said, reaching into the only half-unpacked suitcase sitting atop the bed. We’d had a short nap after this afternoon’s sex, then enjoyed a lovely Italian meal in the restaurant downstairs before coming back up to get ready for our first night out in Positano.

I stood up and put one of the room keys in my pocket while waiting for Tina to slip into some high-heeled shoes (she’d brought several pairs with her, much to the chagrin of my shoulders which ached slightly from carrying the heavy suitcases).  After a spritz of one of her many perfumes, she adjusted her hair slightly in the mirror and then smiled at me. She looked gorgeous.

“Let’s go,” I smiled back.

* * *

Pietro, the dark-skinned, bald waiter that had served us at dinner, was waiting by the door when we got downstairs and he kindly ordered a cab for us which took us to the beautiful town of Positano. It was early evening now and the sun was beginning to dip low over the green hills which sheltered the resort and the crystal blue bay that the town was built on.

The quaint streets were buzzing with people emerging to head to the pretty restaurants and bars and we wandered alongside them, exploring the seafront and then heading up a hill, along a mazy path that led to a row of venues that seemed busy and popular.

“It’s gorgeous here,” Tina sighed, looking out over the water and I had to agree. Positano climbed up the hillside above us, the bars, restaurants and hotel lights flickering into life as the sky darkened. Below us the lights glowed just as brightly but faded downwards until they met the water’s edge, where they reflected into the distance, making the scene even more picturesque.

We walked into the first bar at the top of the cobbled walkway where we were talked into having Limoncellos by a friendly bartender. The delicious liqueur was everywhere here; one of the signature drinks of the region and once the barman realised we were on our first night here, he insisted on giving us two glasses for free, something we weren’t going to turn down.

“I don’t believe it,” Tina said, as I took my first sip of the zesty drink. “Look who’s here.”

I turned my head, following her gaze and saw a group of tall men at the far side of the bar and immediately realised who it was. Just as I did, one of them noticed me looking and pointed in our direction, causing the others to turn. It was some of the rugby players from the plane journey.

“They’re coming over,” Tina said quietly and I noticed her brush down her dress again as they approached.

“I hope you’re not stalking us,” said Will Barker with an easy grin as he reached our side of the room.

“I promise we’re not,” I raised my hands. “It seems we have the same tastes in bars.”

“It’s not a big town,” Ryan Logan admitted. The smaller, stockier man looked at the drinks in our hands. “Do you want another?”

“I’d rather have a beer,” I nodded, finishing off the sour Limoncello in one gulp. Tina did the same.

“Me too.” She puckered her lips at the sharpness of the drink after putting the empty glass down. “Limoncello is nice, but you can’t beat a nice cold beer on a warm evening like this.”

“Absolutely,” Ryan agreed, taking two cold beers from the barman and handing them to us. “As I was saying, it’s a small town. We were likely to bump into each other.”

“And I’m glad we did,” Leon Sharpe said over Ryan’s shoulder. The rest of the group had followed their two teammates over, joining us in our corner of the bar. “There has been a distinct lack of attractive ladies to talk to on our night out so far.”

Will rolled his eyes at the tall, black winger. “She’s married, Leon. Or had you forgotten?”

“Doesn’t stop some women,” the winger replied, then winked at me, indicating he was joking. I glanced at Tina to see her blushing and decided to spare her blushes by changing the subject.

“Have any of you been here before?” I asked. “Do you know the best bars to go to? Or any good restaurants? We’re here for the week, so it’d be good to know.”

“Only Greg,” Will replied, nodding his head towards the ginger-bearded giant standing beside us. 

“I know a few good spots,” he rumbled in his ridiculously deep voice. “The best place is a good walk away though. We’d be best getting a taxi.”

“There’s no rush,” Tina said. “It’s early. We can take our time and explore a few places first.”

“Oh, so you’re inviting yourself on our night out, are you?” Will asked, with an arched eyebrow but a teasing grin at the corners of his mouth.

“No, sorry. I mean-” Tina began but Will waved her apology away with a laugh.

“I’m messing with you,” he assured her, putting a big, meaty hand on his shoulder. “Of course, you can tag along with us. The more, the merrier, so they say.”

“And some female company won’t go amiss, like Leon says,” Ryan added with a chuckle, then turned towards me. “I guess you can come too. What was your name again?”

“Joseph-” 

“I know. I’m fucking with you. I remember from the plane,” Ryan elbowed me gently. “Now down that beer. Let’s get this night out started.”

* * *

The night was a lot of fun. Not all of the rugby team was here, just the handsome blond, Will. The shorter, dark-haired Ryan and the giant redheaded Greg and finally the tall, powerful black Leon. They didn’t make me feel out-of-place, including me in their conversations but they refused to talk about Rugby.

“Do you talk about your work when you’re on a night out?” Will explained. “No. Neither do we. We do have lives outside of being sportsmen, you know?”

We drifted from bar to bar and didn’t have to pay for a thing, despite me objecting every time. Tina and I weren’t short of money. We both had good jobs, we could pay our way. But the rugby guys wouldn’t let us, twice pushing me away from the bar so they could order and pay for the next round.

Tina was the centre of attention, especially in her skin-tight green dress, which, as the night progressed and a few of the guys - and Tina herself- relaxed more and more due to all the alcohol we were enjoying, became a topic of conversation.

“I bet you’re not wearing anything under there, are you?” asked Leon, clearly the one of the group unafraid to be forward-talking. “You can’t be. It’s that tight, I’m sure I’d see a bra strap or panty line.”

“You can’t ask that-” Will objected but Tina silenced him with a shake of her head, causing her glossy brunette hair to fall from her shoulder.

“It’s fine. I can handle myself,” she replied with a curt smile before turning smoothly to talk to the black winger. “No, Leon. I’m not wearing anything beneath and yes, I have seen you looking. But let me remind you that I’m here with my husband, Joe.”

“Ouch,” Ryan snickered under his breath.

“I know, I know,” Leon raised his hands in surrender. “Take it as a compliment, Joe. Your wife is very beautiful. I can’t help but admire her. No offence intended.”

“None was taken,” I replied with a disarming laugh.

Our group collected a few other women along the way around the town, a party of girls out on a hen night and I was especially pleased that Leon shifted his attention to the bride-to-be, an attractive young black lady with a ridiculously long pair of legs. Even so, it was still hard for me to get a moment with my wife as our group grew larger. Two more players joined us; Cameron, the heavy bearded England number 8 and the cauliflower-eared prop forward, Dom, and they each had a woman in tow.

We even got separated on a couple of occasions when the group split and lost contact with each other. We were in one bar and the other half were in the place next door. I called Tina to see where she was, but she reassured me that she was fine. She was with Will and one of the other women, Jessica, who she’d got friendly with and everything was cool.

It was late, after midnight when I finally got to sit next to my wife. We were in a small, cosy bar high up on the cliffs overlooking the dark Gulf of Salerno and Tina was sitting on a high stool next to the balcony. Will and Leon were talking to her and Jessica but they both drifted away from her for a moment as Jessica walked towards the bar and I seized the opportunity to excuse myself from Ryan’s company to sit next to her.

“Hey,” I said, draping an arm around her shoulder and planting a kiss on her cheek. “Are you having a good time?”

“I am,” she smiled and leaned in to kiss me back, this time on the lips. “I love you.”

Her voice was slurred and I could tell by the glossiness of her eyes that she was more than slightly tipsy. “Shall we head back to the hotel after this next drink?”

“Oh no,” she pouted, her dark eyes blinking at me. “Will wants to see this cool little club that Greg’s been raving about all night. They went with Jessica to find a taxi.”

“Ah,” I sighed. I’d been hoping to get her back to our room before we got too inebriated and tired for some naughtiness. “Okay. One more place, then we’ll head back, okay?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” She put her hand in my hair and messed it up playfully. “We can have a dance, Joe. Then we’ll go home and you can fuck me all night.”

She was definitely drunk. I looked around to look for Jessica and the other guys but I noticed Cameron and Ryan first. They were stood only a few feet away but seemed to be staring past me. When I turned to see what they were looking at, I realised that Tina’s legs were open slightly. Not much, but enough for anyone nearby to see up her skirt and if close enough, they’d probably be able to see her waxed pussy.

Not wanting to fluster her, I pressed my leg against her knee and eased her thighs together and she didn’t seem to notice. Just as I did, Will and Leon shouted over to us from the road below.

“The taxis are here, guys,” the blond Will called out, waving at us.

As we walked - Tina rather unsteadily - from the bar towards the cars waiting outside, I heard Dom talking to Ryan. He was trying to be quiet, but due to the copious amounts of beer he’d supped, his voice was probably louder than he intended.

“That Tina’s got a lovely shaved pussy,” I managed to make out, despite the music emanating from the bar behind us.

“I know,” Ryan replied but the rest of what he said was lost in the background noise.

He knew? He must have seen too, possibly just now, possibly earlier. Tina had been out of my sight at various parts of the evening.

For some reason, the thought that two - at least two - of these international rugby players had seen my wife’s pussy turned me on and I felt my dick twitch in my shorts but I didn’t have too much time to ruminate on the fact. When Tina approached the first taxi and climbed into the back, her legs were open again - for just a few seconds, but long enough for me to clearly see her pussy so I suspected the rugby players directly behind me also got an eyeful.

I went to get into the car next to her, but it was full. Will and Leon were sitting in the back with my wife already.

“Jump in the one behind,” Will said, leaning across Tina’s lap as he reached out and pulled the car door shut.

Their cab drove off and I did as he suggested, getting into the next one. I was starting to feel uncomfortable about this entire situation now but nothing could be done until we got to the club.

“Good night so far?” Ryan asked me as he got in the taxi next to me.

“Yeah, great,” I replied but my mind was elsewhere. I wanted to get to the club and get Tina away from Will and the boys. Something just felt… wrong.
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It was difficult because my mind was working slower than normal due to the beer I’d drunk during the evening but I managed to identify the feeling of wrongness - it was the lack of control over the situation. I enjoyed Tina getting all of this attention, and the knowledge that some of the rugby guys had seen more of my wife than they should have was a turn on that I couldn’t deny - the erection throbbing away in my pants was proof of that - but the fact that she was drunk and vulnerable and I wasn’t alongside her to ensure she wasn’t taken advantage of made me feel uneasy.

So it was a relief to finally get out of the cab, especially as it seemed to take a long time to get there. We’d hit every red light along the way and then got caught up in some traffic at a small junction where some of the late-night revellers had spilled onto the narrow winding Italian roads.

The club was a small, quaint building on top of the high cliffs, its whitewashed walls covered in vines that surrounded the open front doors, from which a pulsating bassline pumped out; the only sign that it was a nightclub. The journey had taken at least twenty minutes and I’d been nursing an aching erection for most of it, made worse by the fact that I desperately needed to pee. We couldn’t find Tina or anyone from the first cab; they must have already arrived and gone inside, so the first thing I did once I went down some stairs and into the darkened interior was to locate the toilets. When I emerged, my bladder finally emptied but my dick still semi-hard, I looked around the club. Fog from a smoke machine hung heavily in the air, emphasizing the swinging beams of multi-coloured light and though it took me a couple of minutes, eventually one of the spotlights fell on my wife, pinpointing her out where she was dancing at the far side of the room.

I made my way over but paused halfway there, taking a moment to lean against a pillar and observe her. The thing that had made me stop was how she was dancing now. At first, she’d been doing her usual thing, swaying her hips and waving her arms slowly just above shoulder height but now she was moving much more sexily, grinding her hips backwards and forwards and then I realised she wasn’t dancing alone. She was pushing her backside against someone; that someone being Will Barker.

As I watched, he put his hands on her hips, pulling her against him and then she turned and his hands slid further around, gently grabbing her behind and cupping her ass cheeks. I felt my pulse race at the sight of my wife in the arms of another man and I thought they might kiss for a second when he lowered his head nearer to her, but it was only to whisper something into her ear. Something that made her smile and then laugh.

“You should go over and get your wife,” someone said into my ear. The music made it difficult to tell who it was so I turned and saw Cameron Flynn standing behind me. He rubbed a hand across his mouth, clearing away some beer foam from his dark beard. “One of them is going to end up fucking her if you don’t.”

“She’s just having a dance,” I shrugged. “It’s harmless fun. She’s enjoying herself. I don’t want to make a scene and-”

“They might have already fucked her for all I know.” Cameron’s eyes switched from Tina to me and then back to my wife. “Things were getting pretty heated earlier in one of the bars when you weren’t there. Honestly mate, I’d head over there and stick yourself between her and Will.”

“What do you mean?” I frowned at him. “Getting pretty heated? How?”

“It’s not my place to say,” Cameron replied, taking another pull from his glass of beer before wiping away the foam again with his hand. “I don’t know what the deal is with you and Tina but to say she’s been flirting a lot would be a huge understatement. I mean… she was kind of happy to fool around a little on the plane, but tonight-”

“She didn’t fool around with anyone on the plane,” I interrupted him. “What are you talking about?”

“So you’re not in a…” Cameron looked around to make sure no one was within earshot. “You’re not in an open relationship kind of thing?”

“No,” I shook my head vehemently. “I think you’ve got the wrong idea about Tina and me. We’re just here on vacation and she wants to let her hair down and have a good time.”

“Let me show you something,” Cameron said, fishing his phone from his pocket. “Maybe you don’t consider this fooling around but I don’t know what else to call it.”

He opened his camera roll and passed me the phone. The picture on the screen was of Tina sitting on Ryan’s knee. I noticed that Ryan’s hand was on her thigh, quite close to her groin.

“Is that it?” I shrugged. “That’s just her sitting on Ryan’s knee. There wasn’t much space for anyone to sit at one point if I recall correctly. Everyone was crammed together.”

“Swipe through the pictures,” he replied. “That’s just the first one.”

The next one was similar but the one after was more enlightening as to why Cameron was accusing my wife of fooling around. In this one, she was between Will and Leon and the black man’s hand was on her thigh, almost touching the top/inside area of her thigh while Will’s arm was around her shoulder, his hand resting almost on one of her breasts.

I swiped to the next picture and then the next and this one made me stop and take a deep breath. Will’s hand wasn’t almost on her breast - it was on her breast, not just on it, but cupping it. Tina was looking at him and smiling. She knew what he was doing and the next picture indicated that she didn’t care because his hand was still there and it even seemed to be squeezing her tit through her bra.

Another picture was even more incriminating. This time she was sitting next to Leon again and now the black man’s arm was around her shoulder and his hand on her breast. A final couple of pictures got worse because, in the first, Ryan had his hand right between her legs, definitely touching the crotch of her jeans while her hand - my wife’s hand - was resting on the bulge in the front of his trousers and the last picture I looked at before I gave the phone back to Cameron was of Will trying to slide his hand down the front of Tina’s jeans. Had he succeeded? I didn’t know. That was the last picture.

“When you went to the restroom, the guys all tried it on,” the bearded man said apologetically. “I didn’t think it was right but she never made any attempt to stop them, so I thought maybe that’s just how she is, or perhaps you’re in one of those open type relationships. I’m sure the lads thought the same or they wouldn’t have tried it on as they did.”

This wasn’t real. It couldn’t be. Tina would have told me. Cameron was exaggerating, he had to be. But the photos that I’d just seen suggested otherwise. 

“I’ll go over and talk to her,” I said, feeling slightly numb.

“Good man,” Cameron said, patting me firmly on the shoulder.

“I think I need a beer first,” I said, my first step taking me in the opposite direction from Tina, towards the bar.

“The guys will understand,” Cameron replied, following me. “They won’t cause you any trouble. Just thank them for a good night and say you’re taking your wife home. They’re all good lads, they’re just drunk and horny. That’s all it is.”

I ordered a beer, keeping my eye on Tina. Her dancing with Will hadn’t got any more sexual than it already was. They were just dancing and talking, although Will’s hands kept roaming from her hips to her back to her ass. I downed half the beer in one go and then plucking up the courage it gave me, I walked out onto the dance floor towards them.

“Can I have the next dance, please?” I said when I got close enough and Will immediately released Tina, who smiled at me and wrapped her arms around my neck like nothing was amiss at all.

“I missed you,” she said loudly into my ear. “Where have you been?”

“Our taxi got held up on the way here,” I explained. “Then I went for a pee and got a beer. Plus, I saw you dancing with Will and you seemed to be enjoying yourself, so I let you have some fun.”

“They’ve looked after me all night,” she replied, then suddenly kissed me hard on the lips. “I’m so horny, Joe. When we get back to the hotel, I’ll make it up to you.”

“Make what up to me?” I asked. “You’ve done nothing wrong, have you?”

“No. I-” she looked uncertain for a moment but then her expression changed back to one of drunken enjoyment. “I mean… because we haven’t seen much of each other tonight. I kept getting separated from you and I feel bad.”

“Well, I’m kind of tired, to tell the truth,” I extricated myself from her grasp for a moment to down the rest of my beer. “So why don’t we head back now and then we get into the finer details of how you’re going to make it up to me.”

Tina laughed at that but then pouted. “I was enjoying dancing with the boys though. Can’t you let me have another half an hour? There are a couple of them that I haven’t had the chance to dance with yet. We haven’t been here very long really.”

“I’m tired,” I repeated. “I want to reserve some energy for when we get back if you know what I mean?”

“I’ve got enough energy for us both,” Tina promised. “Why don’t you get another beer and sit down for a little while? I promise I’ll just have a couple more dances to a few more songs, then I’ll find you and we can go to the hotel.”

I was going to object and insist we head out now but right at that moment, Leon appeared from a gap in the packed dance floor, took Tina’s hand and guided her away to a space where they started dancing. They weren’t touching at all, just dancing while talking, so I shook my head in annoyance and headed back to the bar for another drink, making a mental note of the time. I would let her have half an hour, I decided, then we were going, whether she liked it or not.

I bought one last beer and found a table to sit down where I could keep an eye on Tina but I couldn’t see her. I paced around the edge of the dance floor but despite seeing Will, Ryan, Dom, Cameron and Greg, I couldn’t find Leon or Tina. The problem was how full the club was. People were crammed together closely, both on and off the dance floor, so I simply couldn’t see them. After a few minutes, I gave up and sat down, waiting for the people to move until eventually, my wife would come into view.

When she did, she wasn’t dancing but was walking towards me. “Hey,” she said with a tired-looking smile. “I think we should leave now if you’re ready?”

I looked at my watch, pleasantly surprised that she’d only taken fifteen minutes and not the full half-hour that I was going to allow her. “Sure,” I replied, finishing off my drink. “Let’s go. Do you need to say goodbye to the guys?”

“I already did.” Tina looped her arm through mine and set off towards the exit, almost dragging me along with her. “Let’s just go.”

“What’s wrong?” I asked, pulling her back, trying to slow her down to talk.

“Nothing,” she said again with a smile but I could tell it was forced. Something was wrong. “I’m just tired and want to get back now.”

“Tina,” I said, refusing to be pulled any further towards the exit. “I know something’s wrong. What’s up? Has something happened? Did Leon-”

“Joe, stop. Nothing’s wrong.” Tina changed tactics, stepping towards me and putting her hands on my cheeks and looking me in the eye. “I’m just horny. Like, really horny. If you want to know, dancing with a load of hunky rugby players has kind of got me wet and I just want you to take me home and fuck me, okay?”

She kissed me and I kissed her back before letting me pull me away and through the door outside but I knew something was wrong. Something had definitely happened and I needed to know what. As she waved a passing taxi down, I put a hand on her shoulder and said quietly into her ear, “Tina. I saw some photos of you from back on the plane. Will Barker was trying to get his hand down your pants. He, Leon and Ryan all fondled you; touched your boobs. Now you’re acting all weird like this. What’s going on?”

“Where are you going to?” The taxi driver said through the wound down window. Tina didn’t answer. She’d turned around and was just staring into my eyes with an anxious frown. Her eyes looked damp like she might cry.

“Joe, I’m drunk,” she said softly. “I did… something and now I-”

“Do you want a ride or not?” the taxi driver interrupted.

“Yes, I’m sorry,” Tina said, turning away and getting into the back. “Joe, come on. Let’s go back to the hotel and then we can talk.”

I climbed in the back alongside her. “The Azure View Hotel, please,” I said to the taxi driver.

He looked over his shoulder at me, then Tina and then he broke into a wide smile.

“Ah, I see,” he said with a quiet laugh. Why was he acting so weird now? What the hell was going on?

Tonight was one of the strangest nights of my life, but it wasn’t over yet.
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“You did something,” I reminded Tina as soon as we stepped out of the taxi outside the hotel. “You said you did something. What did you do?”

The driver gave us both a look as I’d paid him and now he smiled strangely to himself again as he drove away. We’d sat in silence the whole journey back from the club, so the question felt weird coming from my mouth and obviously, Tina found it equally difficult to answer as I had found it to ask.

I wasn’t angry. I also wasn’t numb, as I had been when Cameron showed me the pictures back in the club. I don’t know what I felt, but for some reason, my cock was rock hard like it was anticipating the answer with glee, whereas my heart was anticipating being broken.

“Can we walk for a bit?” Tina asked. “I don’t want to go straight to the room. I need some air.”

“Okay,” I replied, feeling more and more nervous from that unexpected reaction. Tina reached out and took my hand and I let her hold it. She squeezed my fingers and gave me a weak smile, then led me around the side of the hotel and up a path. 

“Where are we were going?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she replied slowly. “It doesn’t matter. I just need to walk.”

“You can tell me anything,” I said softly as we rounded a corner and across a large courtyard in the middle of the sprawling hotel complex. “I just want to know what’s going on, Tina.”

“What were the photos you mentioned?” she asked, not looking at me, but instead gazing into the black, star-filled sky.

“Cameron showed me,” I began, wondering how to phrase things. “He thought I should save you from Will and the others. You were dancing sexy with him.”

“Yes, but what did you see?”

“Will’s hand on your tits,” I said, the alcohol making my reply blunter than first intended. “Ryan touching you between your legs, you doing the same to him. Leon groping you-”

“Okay, okay,” Tina stopped me. “I’m sorry. The champagne went to my head and I got excited and let them get a bit too friendly with me. I felt terrible about it when we got to the hotel and my head cleared.”

“Which is why you almost jumped on me as soon as we got into the hotel room?” I guessed. “You felt guilty and wanted to make it up to me.”

“Something like that,” Tina said. We rounded another corner and found the small swimming pool below our hotel room. She kicked off her heels and sat on the edge, letting her feet dip into the water. “That’s all that happened though,” she continued. “The guys just got a bit hands-on. I promise that’s all it was.”

“So what about tonight?” I sat down next to her, doing the same, discarding my shoes and socks and letting my aching feet dangle into the surprisingly cold pool. “What did you do that you wanted to bring me back and make it up to me again?”

“If I told you it was more than what happened on the plane,” she began, kicking her feet softly around in the water, making the reflection of the star-filled sky disappear in a wave of ripples. “If I tell you I did something - if I let them do something - are you going to divorce me?”

“What?” I said, slightly louder than intended, causing Tina to put a finger to her lips in alarm.

“Sssshhh. I don’t want the entire hotel to hear this.”

“Then let’s go to our room.”

“I don’t want to. I want to talk out here.” Tina kicked her feet again then lay backwards on the stone patio, her feet still in the water.

I did the same, allowing myself to lay on my back, looking up at the stars. “Just tell me what happened. I want the truth, Tina. Whatever happened, just tell me.”

“I kissed Will Barker,” I heard Tina say quietly. I didn’t turn my head to look up at her. I just kept studying the stars while she spoke. “I also kissed Leon. Or I should say, I let him kiss me.”

“You kissed a couple of guys. There’s more to it than that, isn’t there?”

“Yes,” she confirmed. I watched the red and white flashing lights of a plane fly overhead, dissecting the stars. “I let a few of the guys feel my boobs. I even let Ryan get one of my boobs out. They all saw it.”

“What else?” I knew there was more. I could tell by her voice.

“They fingered me.”

“Who did?”

“Will, Ryan, Leon.”

“Fuck,” was all I could say.

“They knew I didn’t have any panties on. I should have stopped them, but I was drunk, Joe. Drunk and horny. I know that’s no excuse but…”

Her voice trailed off and I looked sideways at her for the first time. She was staring at the sky, watching the same plane I’d been watching.

“Why do I feel like there’s something else?” I said, keeping my eyes on her face as she stared upwards.

“I felt Will’s dick,” she said, her voice even softer than before. “Only through his trousers, but I stroked it. It felt big. I got turned on.”

“Jesus, Tina,” I took a deep breath, which made her face turn to look at me finally.

“I’m sorry,” she said and I saw a tear run down her cheek. “I was horny and drunk and when Leon followed me to the toilets, I…”

“You had sex with him,” I said, my voice suddenly croaky like it didn’t want to say the words.

“No!” Tina said, suddenly pushing herself up onto her elbows. Her feet lifted from the water, splashing us both with a sprinkling of droplets. “I didn’t fuck him. I would never… No, listen, I let him finger me again and then I made him cum. That’s all. I didn’t have sex with anyone.”

“You… made him cum?”

“I gave him a handjob,” Tina confessed, turning away from me but not before I saw her cheeks inflame with shame. “He came in my hand, then I suddenly felt bad, so I left, came to find you and we left. I don’t know what happened, Joe. I was drunk. I don’t know what else to say apart from I’m so sorry and I don’t want you to leave me.”

“I’m not about to leave you,” I said, sitting up and looking down at my feet in the water. “I just need time to think.”

“I was drunk and out of control and I made a mistake, a terrible mistake.” Tina put her hand on my shoulder and when I looked at her, I saw more tears, streaking her cheeks with mascara. “I promise I’ll do anything to make it up to you. We can head home tomorrow if you don’t want to stay. I understand-”

“We’re not going home,” I shook my head. “We only just got here. We can fix this. I just need time to get my head around it. Let’s just go up to our room and let me sleep on it.”

“We can have sex,” Tina’s hand slid down my arm and grasped my hand, squeezing it tightly. “You can do whatever you want to me.”

“I don’t need sex to fix this,” I said, squeezing her hand back.

“You don’t want sex with me anymore, do you?”

“It’s not that,” I said, putting a stop to her overreaction before it could start. “Sex won’t help. Look, I’ve had too much to drink. I can’t think straight. I don’t know how I feel and perhaps tomorrow, when I’m sober, everything will seem clearer.”

“I don’t want to sleep yet,” Tina tugged my arm, forcing me to face her. “There are things I need to say and I might as well say it while I’m drunk. I’ll be too nervous to say it tomorrow when I’m sober. They say the truth comes out when you’re drunk and I want to tell you the truth and I want to hear the truth from you, Joe.”

“I just don’t think it’s a good idea-”

“It wasn’t a good idea for me to wank off Leon Sharpe, was it?” Tina said, a little too loudly. She realised, grimaced and looked around but luckily there wasn’t anyone around to hear.

“Fine. Say what it is you’ve got to say,” I sighed, returning my gaze to the shimmering pool.

“Our love life,” Tina began, after a moment to gather herself, “Is fine. It really is. But don’t you sometimes think something is missing? Something… exciting? Something new?”

“We’ve been together a long time,” I shrugged, finally taking my hand back when she let go of it. “All couples go through this but it’s about being committed to each other and making it work. I try, Tina. I do romantic things, I-”

“Yes, you do and I love you for it.” Tina finally dipped her feet back into the pool, then kicked some water at me playfully. “I do love you, Joe. I just need a little excitement and I think that got the better of me tonight.”

“I love you too. I’m just…” I sighed, working through the myriad of emotions trying to rise to the surface through my alcohol-slowed brain. One particular feeling came to prominence. “I’m just embarrassed. Those guys all groping you. You’re my wife, Tina. I bet they’re laughing at me right now. It’s… humiliating.”

“They’re not laughing,” Tina shook her head, her long dark hair fluttering in a slight breeze that blew across us from the direction of the beach. “I told them that you were okay with it.”

“You told them what?” I said, spinning around to face her. “I never said I was okay with you giving handjobs to strangers!”

“Come off it, Joe,” Tina said, folding her arms beneath her breasts so that they almost popped out of the top of her dress. “Don’t give me that. You like it when guys check me out. I know you do. You always have. Why do you think I sometimes go out without a bra or panties? In the past, before we came here, why do I sometimes flash guys a little or tease them by bending over? I know they’re checking out my cleavage and you do too, but you never say anything? Why is that, Joe?”

“I.. I don’t know what you’re-”

“Don’t lie to me,” Tina scowled at me. “I know you too well. You’ve even admitted it once or twice when you were drunk before, but only when you’re so drunk you probably don’t remember.”

“I have? When?”

“Tonight, I flashed my pussy when we were sitting at the balcony. You knew because I saw you notice but you didn’t say anything. You only pushed my legs shut when you saw the guys looking and Joe, I literally saw your hard-on, it was bulging down your leg. It got you aroused. Don’t even try lying to me.”

“That’s not true-”

“Yes, it is.” Tina interrupted me again. She wasn’t going to let this go without a fight. “Admit it, Joe. You got horny knowing those big hunky rugby players saw your wife’s pussy. I saw you watching me dance with Will. He had his hands all over me and you didn’t stop it. I bet seeing those pictures of him feeling my tits got you horny too, didn’t it?”

She was right. I knew she was right and she knew too. I’d often wondered if her little accidental ‘flashes’ back home had been truly accidental or if she knew it stimulated me and liked to tease me. Now, I knew. Everything made sense.

“Fine, so I get turned on,” I confessed. “Having other guys desire my wife is flattering. It’s a turn on when I see them looking at you, knowing that they’re mentally undressing you. But Tina, that doesn’t mean it’s okay to let them feel you up, or finger you or for you to fucking masturbate them in a nightclub toilet. Just because I get horny from you teasing guys doesn’t mean I actually want you to have sex with them.”

“Really?” Tina said coolly, her dark eyes staring at me, challenging me to tell her the truth. “I don’t believe you, Joe. Maybe you’re telling the truth that you don’t want me to have sex with them, but I think the thought of them feeling my breasts, playing with my pussy, putting their fingers inside me, I think that turns you on.”

“Tina-”

“I think the thought of me stroking Leon’s big dick - and it was big - I think that turned you on. Am I wrong?”

I was going to deny it - I was going to lie - but before I could, she reached down and felt at my groin.

“Aha!” she cried triumphantly, finding my erect cock and gripping it through the cloth of my shorts. “I knew it. You’re hard. Say what you want, say that it doesn’t turn you on, but your dick says otherwise.”

The feeling of her hand; encircling my cock, squeezing it, was too much. I groaned at the sensation of my cock responding to her touch, growing harder and then Tina leaned over and kissed me while beginning to tug down my shorts.

“What are you doing?” I hissed, opening my eyes and looking around but she didn’t reply. She pulled down my underwear and straddled me in the same movement, hiking up her skirt and with one hand, guided my cock inside her before resuming the kiss.

I couldn’t have stopped if I’d wanted to. I tilted my hips to accommodate her, then pulled down the front of her dress to expose her tits. My hands found them and squeezed them, rolling her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, which made her moan against my lips as she rode my cock eagerly.

The sex lasted just minutes. She had one hand between her legs, rubbing her clit as she rode me fiercely and almost at the same time that her orgasm ripped through her, making her shudder on top of me, I came, shooting my load deep inside her.

I flopped back onto the hard surface of the pool decking and Tina laid down on top of me, kissing me softly.

“You really shouldn’t do that out here,” a young male voice said, making us both look sideways in surprise.

A young man - little more than a boy, by the look of him - was standing just a few feet away. He had long, brown hair streaked through with blonde and a tanned, handsome face. His dark blue eyes twinkled in the dim lights around the pool.

“I’m Luca, the pool attendant,” he introduced himself. “I do a patrol of the pool at night to make sure no drunk people have drowned.”

“We’re so sorry,” Tina said, getting up and pulling down her dress and tucking her breasts back into the neckline. “We’ve had a bit to drink and got carried away.”

“No need to explain,” Luca grinned at us. “It happens sometimes. It is fine. You’re on holiday, having fun. Just be more careful not to get caught next time, yes?” 

With that, the youngster walked past us and into the hotel through a small side door.

“So that just happened,” I commented, once he’d gone.

“How long was he standing there?” Tina asked me as we hastily made our way to the entrance and into the elevator to our room. “Do you think he saw much?”

“I think he saw everything he wanted to see,” I replied with a reassuring wink at Tina. “Don’t worry. We’re not going to get kicked out of the hotel or anything. I don’t think so, anyway.”

“Okay,” Tina took my hand as we reached our room. As we stepped inside, she turned to face me. “Joe, is everything okay? Where do we go from here?”

“Let’s just sleep,” I told her, giving her another kiss on the cheek. I had to work things out in my head. My brain was struggling to process all this new information and the events of tonight. “I’m sure that tomorrow, everything will make more sense.”

Tina seemed to take some reassurance from that answer and we climbed into bed, where she almost immediately fell asleep. It took me a little while longer as I struggled to work my feelings out. When I’d cum, things had come into focus somewhat, the post-orgasmic focus making everything feel different.

Eventually, sleep found me and a new day - and a new start - beckoned. Where we went from here, I wasn’t yet sure, but it was going to be exciting to find out.
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“Good morning. I made you a coffee.” I was woken the following morning by Tina’s gentle shaking.

“Wow,” I said, struggling to a sitting position in bed. “My… head… hurts.”

“Mine too,” Tina nodded, massaging her temples. “We drunk way too much last night.”

“What time is it?”

“Almost lunchtime.” Tina stretched, lifting the black nightshirt she was wearing, showing off her thighs almost to her pussy. “I’m going to have a shower while you come around.”

I watched her head into the bathroom and then heard the sound of the shower running, I slumped back onto the bed. Not because of my hangover but rather from the memories of last night’s events coming back to me in a rush.

Much of it was fuzzy but I knew what had happened. My wife had let a bunch of strangers touch her while on a night out. More than that, she’d let some of them finger her and at the end of the night, had jerked one off in the toilets until he came in her hand. Only then had she come to her senses and stopped. Added to all of that was the fact that not only had I been turned on by it but that Tina knew. It was humiliating enough that a bunch of men had enjoyed pleasuring my wife while I was there or nearby, it was even more so that my wife knew that I’d got excited by it and challenged me and then teased me about it afterwards.

I sat back up and took a sip of the hot coffee, its comforting warmth soothing my troubling thoughts momentarily. What was next? The events of last night were real, they couldn’t be undone. What had happened, had happened. Should I bring it up and talk to her about it? Or was it best to wait for her to broach the subject? Maybe she didn’t want to talk about it. Perhaps it was best to pretend it had never happened, to put it down to a drunken misadventure to learn from.

“About last night,” Tina said as she emerged from the bathroom, sparing me from having to make such a decision. “I guess we need to talk.”

“I was just thinking the same thing,” I said after a moment’s thought. There was no avoiding it. Last night would always be the elephant in the room if we didn’t clear the air.

“Seeing as we’re both feeling a little fragile,” Tina dropped the bathrobe she was wearing from around her shoulders, exposing her perfect body for a moment before she dressed in a black bikini and then pulled a grey t-shirt over the top. “I thought we could have a chilled out day by the pool. We can rest, do some sunbathing and talk about it in our own time.”

Even though she was naked for only a few moments, I immediately couldn’t help but imagine the rugby players’ hands roaming on her breasts and their fingers probing her shaved pussy. I pushed the mental images out of my head as quickly as they’d appeared, before I became aroused and my cock betrayed me through the thin bed sheets.

“That sounds like a good idea.” I finished off the coffee and hurried into the bathroom, feeling my dick twitching. “I’ll get showered now.”

* * *

It was a beautiful day. The sun was shining directly overhead so we’d found two sun loungers with canopies to prevent us from getting too sunburned if we fell asleep from our lingering hangovers, which we both inevitably did after we’d eaten a light lunch to settle our stomachs.

“So, do you want to talk about last night now?” Tina said quietly when we were both awake and feeling a little more with it.

I’d been hoping she’d take the option of pretending last night didn’t happen, purely because the situation felt awkward, to say the least, but she clearly wanted to clear the air.

“We were both drunk,” I began, deciding to start the conversation off by attempting to mitigate the enormity of what had happened. “Some crazy stuff happened - like it does when people are drunk.”

“Are you angry with me?” she asked softly.

“No,” I replied honestly. There was no question of me being angry at Tina for what she’d done. It was a shock - there was no denying that - but I’d never felt anger or betrayal or hurt, which surprised me.

“I behaved like a cheap slut.”

I looked at Tina to see her looking down at her hands in her lap. “No, you didn’t,” I said quietly. “You were drunk and things got a bit out of hand. The guys took advantage of you and I wasn’t there to stop them. It’s as much my fault as anyone’spoo. I shouldn’t have trusted them with you.”

“Joe, stop,” Tina lifted her chin and looked into my eyes. “It wasn’t down to you or even them. It was me. I know I was drunk but what I said last night was true. I’ve felt like we need some excitement in our sex life for a while. I just had to get drunk to be able to tell you about it.”

“Okay,” I said, swallowing down a sudden surge of discomfort. I didn’t know where this conversation was leading. I’d anticipated an apology and a taking back of what had been said last night, not this. “I suppose I get it.”

“So, where does that leave us moving forward?” Tina asked, chewing her lip nervously.

“What do you mean?”

“How do you feel about it today? I let a bunch of guys finger me, Joe. I wanked a man off and made him cum.” Tina’s dark eyes flickered to the front of my shorts. “I know it turned you on, last night proved that, but how do you feel about it?”

“I… Yes, I guess it turned me on.” There wasn’t any point in denying it. She was right. “I’m not angry. I suppose my ego is a bit dented that some other guys got to do stuff like that. I don’t know what else to say.”

“Christ, Joe. Do I have to spell it out?” Tina rolled her eyes, took a deep breath and continued. “I mean, what does this mean for us as a married couple? Where do we go from here?”

“Last night happened,” I said hesitantly. “We were drunk. We put it down to experience, move on and-”

“I don’t want to put it down to experience,” Tina sighed, leaning back into the sun lounger as though she was exasperated with me and losing patience.

“What are you saying?” My heart was beating hard in my chest. Was she suggesting we break up? This couldn’t be happening.

“It was exciting.” Tina rolled onto her side to face me. She’d taken the t-shirt off and her breasts almost fell out of the black bikini as she moved, so she stopped to adjust them. “I haven’t felt that alive for ages. You enjoyed it too. I know you did.”

“So?” I prompted her to continue.

Tina didn’t answer straight away. She slowed down, choosing her words carefully. “I thought maybe we could experiment with it a little,” she said eventually. “Do something like that again. Then see how we both feel about it.”

I stared at my wife in surprise. I hadn’t seen this coming at all.

“When you say ‘do something like that again’ what do you mean by that?”

Tina shrugged, making her boobs slip a little from the containment of the black bikini top again.  I could see part of her pink areola but I didn’t mention it.

“Hey, it’s my favourite romantic couple.” At first, I didn’t recognise the voice of the young man interrupting us but then as I squinted sideways into the sunlight, I recognised him.

“Hi,” Tina said to the pool attendant. “Luca, wasn’t it? Sorry, my memory is a little fuzzy. I had quite a bit to drink last night.”

“Luca, yes,” the young man grinned at her, pushing a lock of blond-streaked brown hair out of his eyes. “I was hoping I would see you today.”

“Oh, yeah?” Tina raised an eyebrow at him.

“I just wanted to say pardonami, forgive me, for intruding on you last night. I hope you aren’t embarrassed.”

“We wouldn’t be sitting around the pool if we were embarrassed,” Tina replied coolly. I stared at her again, enjoying how she was handling the young man who it seemed had come over to gently tease us. “It is fine, Luca.”

“I am glad you’re enjoying your vacation so far,” he smiled again, the grin reaching the young man’s twinkling dark blue eyes. “You certainly seemed to be enjoying yourselves last night.”

There it was, another reference to last night. I decided to leave Tina to deal with him. “I’m going to get some drinks,” I announced, before wandering over to the bar on the far side of the pool.

I ordered two diet cokes and while I waited, I looked over at my wife and the pool boy still talking. He was only wearing a pair of tight red shorts and a short-sleeved white shirt unbuttoned and hanging open so everyone could see his toned, tanned torso. He’d decided to sit down on my sun lounger so he could get closer and then I saw him point to Tina’s breast. She looked down and realising that her nipple was half-showing, she calmly recovered herself with the cup of the bikini. There were no signs of alarm or discomfort, she just repositioned the material and then continued as though nothing had happened.

As I walked back over, two cold drinks in hand, Luca saw me and pulled over another sun lounger for me to sit on, placing it on the other side of Tina so she was sitting between us.

“Luca was just telling me he’s off duty now,” my wife said, accepting the coke and taking a sip. “He asked if he could sit with us for a while and I said it was okay, as long as it’s fine with you.”

“Sure,” I nodded but gave Tina a quizzical look as if to ask what she was up to. She didn’t seem to notice. Her attention was fully on the young man sitting with us as he removed the shirt and stretched out on the sun lounger, showing off his toned body.

“Your wife is very attractive,” Luca said, turning his head to talk to me past Tina who was positioned in the middle. “When she told me you are married, I was heartbroken.”

He put his hands to his chest comically, as if nursing his poor heart.

“Don’t you have a girlfriend? I’m sure a good-looking lad like you must have a beautiful girlfriend. Or two,” she added playfully at the end.

“I am eighteen years old,” Luca shrugged. “Why do I need a girlfriend? I am too young for that.”

“True,” Tina shrugged and nodded. “You should definitely play the field while you are young. Don’t settle down too young is my advice.”

Luca smiled at that, then got up and stretched. “I am just getting a drink also,” he said. “I will be right back.”

“You let him sit with us?” I asked, as soon as he was out of earshot.

“He’s gorgeous,” Tina giggled at me. “But he’s also very full of himself. I thought it might be fun to talk to him for a while.”

“You’re flirting with him,” I corrected her. “And he’s so young!”

“So what?” she stuck her tongue out at me. “That makes it even more flattering, that someone as young and attractive as him wants to flirt with me.”

“He’s flirting because he saw us having sex last night and probably thinks you’re a bit of a-”

“A… what?” Tina regarded me steadily.

“I mean… he probably thinks he has a chance,” I said, deciding to rephrase it.

“Perhaps he does?” Tina giggled again, then when I stared at her, she apologised. “I’m sorry. Too soon, after last night?”

“I’m just getting my head around things,” I said, leaning back and trying to relax.

“Can I at least just flirt with him a little?” Tina asked, sitting up and leaning closer so she could whisper. “Please. Trust me. Just let me have a little fun. That’s all I ask.”

A little fun? “Fine,” I said, closing my eyes and trying to enjoy the sunshine which was now coming from a lower angle, streaking in beneath the parasol above me and bathing us in its warmth. “Just don’t wank him off.”

I meant that seriously but realised it came across as a joke when Tina laughed. I kept my eyes closed and tried to rest but couldn’t help but listen to Tina and Luca’s conversation when he returned and sat back down on the other side of her.

They talked about mostly normal things. He asked where we were from and how long we’d been married, what we liked to do back home, what jobs we did, things like that.  She asked about his life here in Italy and how he came to work at the hotel. I dozed lightly, fully relaxed now, the effects of the hangover more or less gone but when I finally woke up and righted myself to an upright position, I was in for a big shock.

Tina was still talking to Luca but now she was laid on her back, also enjoying the sun. She was also topless. Not only that, but Luca had pulled the sun lounger closer, next to hers and he was sitting on the edge of it, applying sun lotion to my wife’s arm.

“Relax,” Tina said, seeing the alarm on my face. “He’s only putting some lotion on for me. He did my back just now. You were asleep or I’d have asked you.”

“You were snoring,” Luca chuckled. “You are probably very tired still from last night.”

“Are you allowed to go topless around the pool?” I asked, my voice suddenly tight.

“There is no one else here,” Luca said, gesturing around us. He was right. There hadn’t been many people to start with and those who were here must have moved on while I was dozing. I looked at my watch. It was late afternoon now, almost early evening. In fact, dinner would be served soon. “I am not offended by breasts,” Luca carried on. “Many women sunbathe topless here.”

I looked at Tina and saw the faintest of smiles cross her lips when her eyes met mine. She was enjoying this. I sat back against the sun lounger but continued to watch the young man rub more lotion into Tina’s soft skin, which was already showing some colour from the sun. His hands went up to her shoulders then down, around the sides of her breasts. For a moment, I thought he was going to rub lotion into them, but he didn’t.

“I will let you do those,” he said with a smile at my wife. Then his hands went further down, across her stomach to her hips and then along her thighs, moving inside them, perilously close to her pussy without actually touching the cloth of the bikini there.

“Is everything okay?” another voice said from behind me, startling me for a moment.

“Mr Webb,” Luca smiled up at the hotel owner, his boss. “Yes. I am looking after our guests, Joe and Tina. They are having a good time at the Azure View so far, aren’t you?”

“We definitely are, thank you,” Tina said, looking up at the tall man, Dennis Webb, who had greeted us on our arrival here.

“I’m glad.” Dennis looked down at my wife, his aqua blue eyes lingering openly on her bare breasts. Tina made absolutely no attempt to cover up. She simply looked up at him as though nothing was amiss. “Well, if I can do anything for you at all, don’t hesitate to ask. Dinner will be available in the restaurant soon.”

As he walked away, Luca finished applying the sun lotion and sat back for a moment. “I never asked but did you book standard service or custom?”

“Standard,” Tina replied. “What is this custom service that I keep hearing about?”

“Ah,” Luca’s eyebrows raised and he stood up suddenly, as though something was wrong. “Standard is great, do not worry. Custom just has some extra facilities, that is all. You are not missing out on anything. Anyway, I must leave now. Mr Webb will want me to start my other duties. Ciao.”

With that, he picked up his shirt and walked away, leaving Tina and I nonplussed as to what had just happened.
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A couple of days passed before we saw Luca again. We spent the following day on the beach but then the day after that we spent by the pool but there was no sign of the young attendant. Tina started to wonder if we’d somehow gotten him in trouble with his boss and when he wasn’t at the pool the next time we spent a day sunbathing there, I began to think the same thing.

“Do you know what?” I said as we discussed it while sunbathing that afternoon. “I think I might find the owner and ask him. I can’t help but feel bad if he got the sack or something.”

“That’s a good idea,” Tina agreed. Things had been good between us since that afternoon. We hadn’t really talked about the subject of what had happened or Tina’s desire for some more excitement in her life. We’d just kind of silently agreed that she could flirt with guys and that was about it. I’d taken a personal decision to just go with the flow and see what happened. Bridges could be crossed when - if - we ever got to them.

I left her by the poolside and walked into the hotel foyer, but the only person on duty was the pretty black receptionist. “Can I help?” she called over to me when she noticed me looking around.

“Hello, Miss,” I said as I walked over, forgetting the Italian way to address a lady politely. “I was looking for Mr Webb.”

“You can call me Viola.” She smiled and I was caught up for a moment by how good-looking she was. Her ebony skin shone and her short curly hair glittered in the light coming in through the window beside her. My eyes were drawn to her large bust by the way the buttons of her navy blue shirt were strained, leaving a small gap through which I could see a hint of a pink bra. “Mr Webb is in his office. I’ll call him now for you.”

She picked up the phone and said something in Italian to him, then smiled at me as she put it down. “He says to sit by the pool and he will join you in a moment.”

“Thank you.” I walked back outside into the glorious Italian afternoon sunshine and after buying two cold beers, I rejoined Tina.

“Well?” she asked as I sat down. She looked gorgeous, as always, but something about her today just looked great. Perhaps it was that she’d washed her hair and it seemed to be getting some lighter highlights from the sun or maybe it was the bronzeness of her skin - Tina had an olive complexion anyway but also tanned easily, so now, after several days here, her skin was a beautiful colour. The small white two-piece bikini she was wearing amplified her skin tone further, making her - in my eyes - look like a total goddess.

“He was in his office but the receptionist says-” I cut the sentence short because at that moment, I saw the tall hotel owner walking towards us. He was wearing a wide-rimmed straw-boater hat, which he doffed politely as he sat down.

“Viola says you’d like to speak to me,” he said to me with a friendly smile but Tina took the initiative to talk to him.

“Luca,” she said, smiling back, “We were concerned about him as we haven’t seen him since that evening when we last saw you.”

“He’s on his days off,” Dennis replied, his pale blue/green eyes switching between Tina and me. “Why are you concerned? Do you need assistance with something? Is it to do with the pool? I hope everything is to your satisfaction.”

“No, everything’s fine,” Tina reassured him. “We were… worried that he might have got himself into trouble. He seemed… agitated - after you’d spoken to us and left rather abruptly then we haven’t seen him since.”

“Ah,” Dennis nodded then looked down at his sandal-clad feed for a moment before returning to his gaze to Tina. “I remember now. He was applying sun lotion to you - and you were topless. I came over to make sure that everything was okay. I’m sure you can understand why.”

“That’s right,” I nodded. “I didn’t want you to think that he’d been at all inappropriate or anything. We were both absolutely fine with what he was doing. Tina actually asked him to apply the sun lotion. It’s not like he was at all forward or anything.”

“He’s lovely,” Tina added. “We enjoyed his company and I suppose we missed him being around.”

Dennis looked at Tina, his eyes narrowing slightly, then at me as though he was studying me before quickly returning to his usual, open, friendly expression.

“You booked here for the standard service,” he stroked his chin as he spoke. “Didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I frowned. “That’s what Luca asked, strangely enough, right before he left.”

“Don’t worry about anything,” Dennis stood up, having to readjust the hat when it almost fell from his head. “I will call Luca and ask him if he wants to work this afternoon. He only lives on the next road.”

“There’s no need,” I said but Dennis waved my words away and winked at me for some reason before striding away back into the hotel.

“This place is fantastic but it’s very strange sometimes,” Tina commented, watching him leave. She was right. Over the past few days, we’d thoroughly explored the complex, enjoying the fully-equipped gym, the sauna and spa and we’d been surprised at just how many facilities the resort featured. There was a small golf driving range nearby that belonged to the hotel, a tennis court at the rear of the main hotel buildings and even a small cinema to name just a few. The place must be worth millions, we’d realised, making us wonder how wealthy Dennis Webb was if he could afford to buy this place and where he’d come into such a fortune.

“I know what you mean,” I agreed. “It’s almost as though this standard service/custom service thing is some weird secret but whatever, we’re only here a couple more days, so let’s make the most of it. We’ll be on that plane home before we know it.”

“Here’s to that,” Tina replied, raising her glass as a toast and we clinked our glasses of beer before settling back down to enjoy the afternoon sun.

* * *

“My favourite romantic couple.” Luca’s familiar voice and greeting woke me up a short while later. I’d been dozing - the combination of the hot weather and a few beers getting the better of me this time, rather than a hangover.

“Hey,” Tina replied, putting down the book she’d been reading while I was taking a nap. “We got worried about you but Mr Webb explained it was your days off. We didn’t mean for you to have your time off interrupted.”

“Not at all,” Luca answered as he pulled a sun lounger over to join us where we were sitting in our usual spot right next to the pool. “I was going to come over for a drink anyway today. I have nothing better to do.”

“No ladies to rub sun cream into?” Tina teased, making me glance at her. It hadn’t taken her long to start flirting with the young pool attendant again.

“Exactly,” he shrugged with an easy white-toothed smile. “My hands are yours, Signora, should you need assistance again.”

“Well, seeing as you offered,” Tina finally looked my way, giving me a small smile, acknowledging that she was flirting again, then passed the bottle of sun lotion to the Italian who immediately squeezed some into his hands as turned over onto her front.

I watched, idly sipping my beer, as the youngster rubbed the cream into her shoulders and back and then the backs of her legs. Neither Luca nor Tina paid me any heed the whole time, even when she turned over so that he could do her front.

“Not taking your top off this time?” he said, looking around the pool at the ten or so other guests sitting around the pool. “Too many people?”

“None of them seems to be looking,” Tina shrugged and then to my surprise reached behind her back and undid the string-thin bikini strap, letting it fall into her lap.

I took a sharp intake of breath but didn’t say anything to interrupt them, not that they seemed to care that I was there. As Tina laid back so that Luca could begin to apply more cream - to her upper half first - I looked around the pool but what I saw contradicted what Tina had said. People were looking. Several of them, in fact, both men and women. I saw one couple whisper to each other, probably commenting on the fact that I was letting a man much younger than me rub sun cream into my wife. They probably thought we were swingers or something.

Again, Luca didn’t touch her breasts, skirting around them to her belly and then down her legs although he did go very close to her groin again with his thumbs as he coated her thighs.

When he’d finally finished, he handed the sun lotion to Tina, who brazenly applied it to her own boobs, clearly teasing the young man before rolling back over onto her front.

“Thank you, Luca,” she said in a distinctly seductive low voice, which suggested that she was turned on by the experience. I also was, suddenly noticing the obvious bulge in my shorts and crossing my legs to hide it.

I looked at him, wondering if he was aroused and indeed, I saw a large lump in his tight black shorts, which made me grin to myself. Unlike me, he didn’t try to hide it, standing up straight and stretching his arms above his head. His black shirt was unbuttoned and I got another view of his tight, toned young torso, making me envious for a second. Then he stroked the long brown hair from his face and told us that he was just going to speak to Mr Webb but that he wouldn’t be long, promising us drinks when he returned.

“I bet you enjoyed that, didn’t you?” I murmured as he walked away.

“God, yes,” Tina replied, turning her head to face me. “It was orgasmic. Did you notice that he got a hard-on? Fuck. His dick looks really big too.”

Such naughty talk caught me off guard. How many drinks had she had? I tried to count. Three? Four? It wasn’t so many that she was drunk. Tina must just be extremely horny for her to openly say something like that, so I decided to play along.

“I did notice.” I let out a quiet laugh. “Poor kid. He’s probably never been as close to a real-life married hottie like you. I bet he hasn’t gone to talk to Dennis. I bet he’s gone for a wank to relieve his erection.”

“Do you think?” Tina looked at me, her face breaking out into a huge grin. “If he’d asked, I’d have helped him out.”

“Well, you’ve become quite the expert in giving handjobs,” I exaggerated, referring to her making Leon cum the other night. For a second, I wondered if I’d gone too far teasing her but she laughed at the comment.

“One guy,” she replied. “I don’t think giving one guy a handjob suddenly makes me an expert. That being said, it was a big dick that I made cum, so maybe I am. I wonder if Luca’s is as big. It looked it, in his shorts.”

“Why don’t you ask him?” I teased, wondering how far I could push the joke but Tina played along further.

“Would it turn you on, if I did?” she arched an eyebrow at me. “Maybe I should suggest going for a walk with him so he can show me.”

“Maybe you should,” I chuckled, trying to show indifference at her attempt to wind me up. She wasn’t drunk enough to dare, of that, I was confident, although if she had a few more beers, I wouldn’t put it past her. Short of having full sex with someone, I’d realised over the past few days, that there wasn’t a lot I would put past Tina. That was something of a realisation but seeing as we weren’t planning on any more crazy nights out with rugby players, it didn’t matter right now.

“I have another idea,” Tina replied. “Joe, are you okay with me having a little bit of fun with Luca?”

“It depends what you mean by fun?”

“Do you trust me?” she said, sitting up and putting the bikini top back on - to the obvious disappointment of a couple of old men who were sitting opposite to us on the other side of the pool.

“Of course,” I nodded, just as Luca reappeared with three beers in hand as promised.

“I was just about to have a dip in the pool,” Tina told him before he could even sit down. “Do you want to join me?”

The young man nodded, taking his shirt off as Tina got up and jumped into the water, disappearing below the crystal blue surface for a moment before reappearing and smiling at me after rubbing the water from her eyes and pushing her wet hair out of her face.

I smiled back. What was she up to?

Luca dived into the pool alongside her and I reached over, taking my beer and enjoying it while watching the two of them swim around the pool for a while before stopping at the far side. They talked about something - I couldn’t hear because they were too far away from me now - then started splashing each other, frolicking about until they were both out of breath. Now, they were back at the far edge of the pool, talking again and whatever it was that he was saying made Tina blush. At one point, she turned to look towards me, her cheeks glowing crimson and I waved and mouthed ‘I love you.’ 

Tina just stared at me for a moment - an unreadable expression on her flushed face - then eventually she mouthed the same back but didn’t wave. They stayed there for a few more minutes, only their heads above water, talking and then finally, Tina swam over to my side of the pool and climbed out.

Something about Tina seemed on edge, as she walked over, her gaze not meeting mine. “Are you okay?” I asked, as she pulled a towel from our bag and began to dry herself off. 

“I can confirm that his dick is as big as it looks,” she said, nervously biting her lip as her eyes met mine finally.

“What?”

“I just had a little feel,” she admitted. “Beneath the water.”

“Through his trunks, you mean?”

“No,” she said, almost shyly, “I got it out. No one could see, could they?”

Jesus. What had gotten into Tina on this holiday? I felt my cock stiffening in my shorts and crossed my legs again but Tina noticed.

“Does that make you horny?” she asked, gaining a little confidence from the knowledge that I’d got an erection. “I played with it a bit and he got really hard.”

“Fuck, Tina,” I sighed quietly. “I know we didn’t get him into trouble the other day but this could.”

“You care more about him getting into trouble than you do your wife giving another stranger a handjob,” she observed with a giggle.

“It’s not that-”

“Oh, isn’t it?” Tina had finished drying herself off and wrapped the towel around her waist, eyeing my groin as if trying to judge how turned on I was. “Well, what about if I told you that he had a bit of a feel under the water too?”

“Did he?”

Tina nodded. “My boobs, my bottom and my pussy too. He put his hands down my bikini bottoms but I stopped him before I had an orgasm in the pool.” She let out a little giggle. “I’m not even joking. I’m so horny, Joe.”

“Hmm,” I replied, sitting up carefully so as not to reveal the bulge in my shorts to everyone around the pool. “Perhaps we should go up to our room then?”

Tina didn’t answer right away. She was chewing her lip again like she always did when she was nervous. She didn’t realise how sexy it made her look.

“Or perhaps you let me go for that walk with Luca?”

Just then, the young Italian finally joined us, wringing water from his long blond-streaked brown hair. “So, do you still want me to show you the old part of the hotel I mentioned?” he asked her.

“Old part of the hotel?” I queried.

“Luca told me that this hotel isn’t as new as it appears. It was built on top of a much older existing building, a smaller hotel, more like an old coaching inn and the remnants of the old building are still visible in the hotel’s backrooms.”

“Backrooms?” I parroted, my eyes switching rapidly between Tina and Luca.

“Give me one minute,” my wife said to the young pool attendant and then when he nodded, took his beer and walked over towards the bar, she leaned in towards me.

“Do you trust me?” she asked quietly, her dark eyes wide and her lips open slightly.

“What are you doing?” I whispered back.

“I won’t lie to you,” she replied. “I want to have a bit of fun. Please, Joe. I promise you can trust me.  I won’t have sex with him.”

“Just a handjob again?” I asked, my voice turning tight and hoarse at the realisation of what was happening.

“No more than what happened the other night,” she promised.

Fuck. Could I let her do this? I looked towards the bar and saw Luca watching us talk.

“Please, Joe,” Tina whispered softly. “I’ll make it worth your while tonight.”

“Go then,” I said, scarcely able to believe the words coming from my mouth. “Before I change my mind.”

She beamed at me happily, kissed me on the cheek and then I watched her walk over to Luca. My cock felt like it might burst, it was that hard.

Was this really happening? I watched Luca take Tina’s hand and guide her into the hotel.

Yes, it was.
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“May I have a word?” Dennis Webb’s words made me jump. I was sitting on the edge of the sun lounger facing the hotel for only a few minutes when the hotel owner suddenly appeared behind me. I’d been watching the doors where Tina and Luca had disappeared from view so intently I hadn’t heard him approach.

“Yes?” I said, swivelling around. “Is everything okay?”

“I should be the one asking you that question.” Dennis was still wearing his straw boater hat and it cast a shadow across his face from which his pale eyes looked intently at me.

“Me?” I asked, feigning surprise. He must know that Tina and Luca had gone off together. Why else would he say that? “I’m fine, thank you, just chilling out with a beer.”

I tried to act relaxed, picking up my bottle and as I went to drink from it, I realised that it was empty.

“Yes, well if I could have a quiet word somewhere more private?” Dennis said, his gaze shifting around the pool, eyeing the eight or nine customers still sunning themselves.

“Of course,” I nodded, my chest tightening. Shit. I didn’t want Luca to get in trouble. Or Tina, for that matter. Some hotel owners might not take kindly to people getting up to sexual acts on their property, especially forbidden backrooms with historical importance.

“This way, please.” Dennis beckoned with a slender hand towards a fire exit door behind where we were sitting. It must have been where he’d come from.

I scooped up our bag of belongings and followed him through into a darkened corridor lit only by a dim safety light and followed him around a corner until it led into a small room with two old-looking doors.

“I don’t understand. What’s going on?” I asked Dennis, feeling slightly nervous. Was this the backrooms? Did he know what was going on and was going to spring in on them and launch into some sort of furious attack on us? The man’s always calm exterior unsettled me.

“Do you know where your wife is?” he asked softly but firmly.

“She went for a walk with Luca,” I answered truthfully. “He wanted to show her something about the history of the hotel.”

Dennis nodded patiently. “I’m just going to ask you right out, Joseph, if that’s okay? Are you and your wife in the lifestyle?”

“Lifestyle?” I’d heard that word bandied around but wasn’t entirely sure what it meant.

“Are you swingers?” he asked, his face such a mask of normality that he might as well have been asking if I wanted a beer or something. “Or do you have an open relationship? There are lots of ways of putting it. Are you a stag? Or a cuckold?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I replied, taking a step back from him and crossing my arms in front of my chest defensively.

Dennis sighed, scratching his chin for a moment. “You have no qualms letting a much younger man rub sun lotion onto your wife’s body, not even when she is topless only a few feet away. The other night you had sex next to the pool where anyone could have seen you.”

“What? How-”

“We have CCTV, of course,” Dennis replied before I could even ask the question. “I didn’t want to say anything. It’s not the policy of the Azure View staff to embarrass anyone.”

“You saw that?” I asked, becoming more and more worried as to where this was leading.

“Not personally,” Dennis shook his head. “But Tito, one of my security staff informed me. It’s fine, please, don’t worry. But you can see why I might think that you and your wife are… a liberated couple. Especially, when you then let her go for a walk with Luca, knowing full well that the young man has designs on her and why he is taking her to the backrooms.”

“I trust my wife,” I responded indignantly. “She can be… flirty, but that’s all it is and I don’t take kindly to these sorts of aspersions if I’m honest.”

“Relax,” Dennis said, putting a hand on my arm, which only made me stiffen up even more and back away further. “I’m not judging you. Look, I will tell you something. A secret, if you promise to keep it.”

So there was a secret. This was getting stranger and stranger and it wasn’t doing anything to ease the anxiety that was coursing through my veins right at that moment.

“There’s nothing to judge,” I insisted, then unable to resist, I continued. “What sort of secret?”

“Luca and Tina came into the hotel and he told me he wanted to show Tina the backrooms.”

“Right,” I said slowly, trying to work out what was going on.

“My staff always have to ask before they are allowed to go there,” he explained. “You see, the backrooms are a special place, reserved for custom service guests only.”

We were back to this custom service thing once more.

“I think you need to explain, once and for all, what this custom service thing is,” I said, eager to get to the bottom of this before Tina returned to the pool and wondered where I was.

“The Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa, if booked through the normal channels is a luxury hotel - an excellent one, if I do say so myself - but that’s what it is. A normal hotel like any other.” He held my gaze, those aqua-coloured irises locked on mine. “But if you were to book a stay here through a more specialised website, you would receive a different experience.”

“Go on,” I prompted him. “What type of experience?”

“There are men who enjoy their wives sleeping with other men,” Dennis said matter-of-factually as though he’d explained this many times before, which he probably had. “Some women are into it too. They might call themselves swingers or in an open relationship. They might refer to themselves as cuckoldresses and cuckolds or stags and vixens. There are many terms for it and they all mean slightly different things.”

“Dennis, I have no idea what you’re talking about but I should really get back to the pool,” I said, feeling increasingly uncomfortable. “Tina might return at any time and wonder where I’ve gone.”

“One more moment,” Dennis raised a solitary finger and continued. “But there are some women who aren’t as open to the idea and sometimes need a bit of encouragement. There are also some men who suspect their wives might cheat - some might even want them to cheat - or perhaps they just want to put their wives in an environment where they might explore a more sexual side of themselves. For any of those things, for those men and women, the Azure View offers that opportunity.”

I just stared at Dennis for a moment, digesting what he’d just said. “So custom service is what… a honey trap?”

“It can be,” he nodded, “But it also a place where a wannabe cuckold can bring his wife in the knowledge that she will have every opportunity we can give her to explore a new side to herself.”

So that was why all the staff were attractive. “So if we’d booked for custom service, what would happen?”

“Your wife would be unaware but we’d have put you into a different room. One with a secret camera or viewing point. From her arrival here, our staff would do everything they can to seduce her - not only the male staff but the females too, if that is what you’re into. If she succumbs to their advances, which is what the men who book custom service want, of course, then we enable them to watch, if they so desire.”

This was unbelievable. It seemed… ludicrous. But here I was, in such a place, having it explained to me by someone who I now realised was probably a twisted pervert. His overly calm manner, his wealth - in fact, now I knew where his money must come from. I imagined booking custom service didn’t come cheap.

“I don’t know what to say,” I paused, trying to process everything. “So, if you knew why Luca and Tina were going to the backrooms, what’s the reason for bringing me here?”

“Because you’re standard service,” he answered. “This isn’t normal. When Luca saw you having sex the other night - yes, he told me - he thought you were custom guests. This is why he flirted so heavily with Tina the following day. When he became aware that you weren’t, he backed off until today, when you told me that you actually wanted to see him. How did your wife put it?”

“She said she missed his company,” I filled in the blank for him.

“The next thing I know, you’re letting him rub lotion into your topless wife again and then they’re fooling around in the pool. What else was I to think except that perhaps you were indeed swingers?”

“Which we’re not,” I repeated. “But you still haven’t explained why you’re here, telling me all of this.”

“Because I wasn’t sure,” Dennis answered. He finally took the hat off and discarded it to the floor. “And I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself if I’d knowingly allowed your wife to cheat and it ruined your holiday and worse, damaged your marriage.”

“Right,” I replied. That was a satisfactory answer but it still didn’t explain what we were doing in some dark little storage room or whatever it was. “So what now?”

“Luca and Tina are in the backrooms, but unknowing to your wife, he will be stalling her, waiting for the go-ahead signal from me. When he went into my office for the key, I discreetly told him to wait for me to give him the green light.”

“What?” This was insane.

“So, are you okay with him and Tina having sex in the backrooms, Joseph?”

“They’re not going to have sex.” That wasn’t a lie. She was just going to give him a handjob but I didn’t tell Dennis that.

“Well, she hasn’t gone into the backrooms for a history tour. We both know that, Joseph and it’s fine. I was in an open relationship for many years. That’s why I run this business. I understand. Just relax and tell me if you want me to give them the go-ahead.”

“And how do you do that?”

“Follow me,” Dennis replied and opened one of the two doors behind him. Beyond it was another room and this one was filled with TV screens and a panel of buttons and switches.

He sat down on one of three chairs and pressed one of the buttons, which lit up at his touch. The monitors came to life and showed a room that seemed to be lit by infrared. They each showed a slightly different angle but on all of them was my wife and Luca. They were standing by a table, Tina resting on it, while they chatted. She was still in her bikini and the towel was still wrapped around her waist as it had been when she’d left, some time ago. I wondered what Luca was finding to talk about this whole time while we kept him waiting.

“Please, sit,” Dennis patted the chair next to him. “This is what we offer the husbands who bring their wives here. A chance to watch their wives step outside of their comfort zone.”

“This is crazy,” I murmured, looking around the various screens and wondering what all the different buttons and switches did. “So - wait - you get to watch too?”

“Only if you want,” Dennis conceded. “If you’re uncomfortable, I can leave the room but then I won’t be able to send the stop signal, should you want me to.”

“Stop signal?” I said out loud and Dennis shrugged. “It’s up to you but we probably need to make a decision now before Tina gets bored and wants to leave.”

As I thought about it, I saw my wife lean forward, resting her body against Luca. The towel dropped to the floor as she stood on her tiptoes to kiss him but after the lightest of kisses, he pulled away.

“He’s waiting,” Dennis reminded me.

Tina put her hand against Luca’s chest just as Dennis pressed another switch on the control panel and noise came from a speaker right in front of us, below the screens.

“This is all very interesting,” I heard my wife say. “But I didn’t come down here for a lecture on the history of the Amalfi Coast.”

“So why did you come down here?” Luca replied and Tina stretched up and kissed him again, this time her hand sliding downwards to the front of his shorts. Again, he pulled away but I found myself not wanting him to. What was wrong with me?

“Fuck it,” I sighed. “Give them the go-ahead.”

Dennis looked at me and I’m sure I saw a glimmer of triumph in his eyes.

“Very well,” he said and pushed a large round red button in front of him and I saw one of the wall lights in the backroom flicker on and off. Luca saw it too and immediately his head dipped down to kiss my wife.

Dennis was watching me for a reaction but I was too occupied by what was going to happen next, so he turned back to the screens to watch too.

“Enjoy the show,” he said softly.
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It took Luca less than thirty seconds to undo and remove my wife’s bikini top and this time, as his hands roamed her body while they kissed, he didn’t avoid her breasts. He cupped one and squeezed it firmly, then the other before pushing her away so that he could trail his kisses from her lips, down her neck to her upper chest.

Tina’s head rolled back, making her pert tits stand out further as Luca’s mouth moved over the slopes of her breasts to find her nipple, which he gently sucked, eliciting a shallow moan from my wife, loud enough to hear through the speakers.

His hands were already at her hips, working on the knots that held up her bikini bottoms and as we watched one side of them fall loose, Dennis nudged me gently with an elbow.

“It’s also possible for me to stop them,” he said, a soft, gentleness to his voice. “Just say the word and I can set off an alarm which will make Luca stop.”

“I… I think I’m okay,” I stammered as Luca successfully undid the other knot and my wife’s bikini bottoms fell to her ankle before she kicked them away.

“Tina has a beautiful body,” Dennis commented. “I find tan lines so sexy.”

She didn’t have much in the way of tan lines on her breasts because she’d managed to get some sun on them but on her bottom half, she had a pronounced white triangle around her shaved pussy, which came into clear view on the cameras as Luca stepped away to admire her.

“You are so beautiful,” the young Italian’s voice came through the speakers, echoing the compliment Dennis had just said. Tina was standing in front of him with one hand over her face, her shyness getting the better of her until he reached out and took her hand. “Come here.”

He pulled my wife into his embrace and they resumed their kiss, this time more passionately. I saw her hand go down to his groin again and this time he didn’t stop her, so she took hold of his erection through the cloth of his shorts, rubbing it up and down for a moment.

“Luca has only been working for me for a short time,” Dennis informed me. “But he’s already proved popular with a few of the wives that have visited over the last couple of months. Mainly because he’s young and has a big penis.”

I was about to see that for myself as Luca helped Tina out by sliding his shorts down and kicking them off. My wife’s hand went straight to his long, thick, shaved cock, gripping it and stroking it slowly as they continued to kiss.

This was it. I was actually watching my wife give another man - a relative stranger - a handjob. I visibly saw his cock grow harder and straighter until Tina finally broke away the kiss to look down on it.

“Wow,” she giggled. “For such a young kid this is impressive.”

“Grazi,” Luca said softly, leaning back against the table and pushing his hips out so that his dick stood straight out in front of him. Tina knelt in front of him so she could jerk him off from a better angle, working it with both hands back and forth, which made Luca toss his head back in pleasure.

“Has your wife done this before?” Dennis asked quietly. I looked at him and saw that he was watching the monitors almost as intently as I was.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Obviously, she’s masturbated me, sure, and she had several boyfriends before me if that’s what you’re asking.”

“No, I mean as in while you’ve been married. Has she had sex with another man while you’ve been together?”

“This is the first time,” I replied, realising as I said it that I was lying. She had, just a few nights ago, but I didn’t tell Dennis that. I knew by now that if I’d told him, he wouldn’t judge her but for some reason, it felt more exciting to pretend that this was actually the first time she’d done anything like this.

“She’s going to suck him,” Dennis said making me jerk my attention back to the screens. 

“She isn’t,” I began to say but went quiet as her head moved closer to his cock. “She said she was going to give him a handjob-”

“Ah, I think she changed her mind.” Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the hotel owner glance at me but I couldn’t tear my eyes away as my wife opened her mouth and closed it over the swollen tip of Luca’s circumcised penis.

“Oh, my God,” I muttered to myself. “She’s giving him a blow job.”

She was. Tina’s head moved back and forth, taking as much of Luca’s long cock in her mouth as she could until she gagged a little. She released it for a moment, leaned to the side and spat out some saliva then looked up at him and smiled. What the fuck? This wasn’t the Tina that I knew and loved.

After a moment to compose herself, she went back to suck him, her hand working the base of his shaft while her mouth took care of the tip and as much of him as she could fit down her throat. My own cock was rock-hard in my pants, aching for me to get it out and relieve myself but I couldn’t with Dennis sitting next to me.

“Tina knows how to suck a cock,” he commented. “I wonder if she’ll make him cum or if he’s going to fuck her.”

“She said she was just going to give him a hand job,” I reminded him. “I doubt she’ll let him go any further than this.”

“Tina,” Luca’s voice sounded thick and strained through the speakers. “I want to fuck you so bad. Don’t make me cum yet.”

“No sex,” my wife replied, almost breathless after taking his cock out of her mouth for a moment. “I promised Joe no sex. I want to make you cum though.”

“Then let me lick your pussy,” Luca replied, stopping her from resuming the blowjob. “Please, Tina. Let me taste you.”

We watched as she thought about it for a moment, then nodded. Luca bent down, lifted her from where she was kneeling and sat her on the tabletop. She’d gone from being a willing cocksucker to being shy again, I noticed because he had to gently prise her legs apart and when she finally parted her thighs for him, she closed her eyes in embarrassment.

That embarrassment only lasted a couple of moments though. Once Luca ducked his head down and slid his tongue along her tidy, waxed slit, she shuddered and her eyes opened wide at the sensation.

“Fuck,” she moaned softly, almost too quiet to hear. “Luca…”

The youngster buried his face deeper into her pussy, his tongue working into her and Dennis and I watched, equally transfixed until he brought her to a leg-shaking orgasm just a couple of minutes later.

“Oh…. fuck!” she squealed through the speakers. “Lu-uuuuuuuu-ca. I’m cumming… Oh, fuck!”

He kept licking her clit until she pushed his head away and collapsed backwards onto the tabletop and then he quickly stood up and seizing the moment, put the head of his cock against her pussy lips and shoved it in.

“No-” she quickly pushed herself to a sitting position and pulled herself away, his cock sliding out as soon as it had gone in. “No, Luca. I don’t want to.”

“Yes, you do,” the young man said with a smile. “But, okay. I will be happy to finish in your mouth.”

“Good boy,” Tina said, the relief in her voice evident. They switched places, the pool attendant leaning back against the table as my wife knelt in front of him. This time, Luca held his cock, stroking the shaft as Tina took the head into her mouth.

“She almost let him fuck her,” I said in disbelief.

“But she didn’t,” Dennis glanced at me and I met his gaze. “Well, officially, it went in, so he has fucked her but she honoured her promise to you. You should be proud of her.”

“I am,” I replied, realising as I said it that it was a weird thing to say. Should someone be proud of their wife for only sucking a guy’s cock and not fucking him?

“I cum down your throat now,” Luca said then, his voice tight and I turned to see him put a hand on the back of my wife’s head and push his cock deeper into her mouth.

“Does she swallow?” Dennis asked but I couldn’t find my voice to reply. I watched as another man - a much younger man, barely more than a boy - emptied his balls into my wife’s willing mouth. Tina kept her head there, obviously fighting the urge to gag by the way the muscles in her jaw and neck were bulging, until he’d finished spurting into her throat, then finally he released her, his softening cock flopping from her mouth, dripping a trail of cum and saliva on the floor.

I watched her swallow, a slight look of distaste on her mouth, but then she smiled at him. “Did you enjoy that?”

“Si,” Luca grinned back, reaching down to pick up his shorts and putting them on. “That was a lot of fun. Did you?”

“Oh, my god, yes.” Tina giggled, then picked up her bikini and towel, also beginning to dress. “I’m sorry I stopped you from putting it in. I was tempted but-”

“It is okay,” Luca stopped her. “You don’t have to explain. I am happy. You are happy. It is all good, si?”

“Si,” Tina nodded in an awful Italian accent, making them both laugh, then she wrapped the towel around herself and looked at Luca. “Do I look okay? We should head back to Joe. He’ll be nervous waiting for me, not knowing what’s going on.”

“You look molto bella,” he replied, making Tina smile shyly. “Very beautiful.”

“So you can’t tell I’ve just had an orgasm and then swallowed a load of sperm?” she double-checked. “It was a lot of sperm too. You cum a lot, Luca.”

“Because you sucked it so good,” he replied with a shrug.

We watched them leave the room and then Dennis switched the screens off with the press of a red button on the desk. “We should return you to the pool, I suppose.”

“Do you get a lot of custom guests?” I couldn’t help but ask as we walked back down the darkened corridors towards the fire exit where we’d entered. “Does this happen a lot?”

My mind was still trying to digest what had just happened so the question served as a good distraction for me.

“Our customers are about half standard and half custom,” Dennis replied, opening the door to the outside. “More than you would expect, probably. Some of those sitting around the pool, in fact.”

I blinked at the bright sunlight as it hit my eyes, then turned to face the hotel owner who stayed behind in the corridor to close the door. “Well, thank you, Dennis. I don’t quite know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything,” he smiled, a twinkle in his aqua-coloured eyes once more. “I enjoyed watching it and I suspect you did too. What you do next with Tina is up to you, but if you want any help with anything, you only have to ask.”

I walked back to where I’d been sitting before and put our bag back where it had been. Tina wouldn’t even know I’d left the sun lounger if I didn’t tell her. My heart was racing as I waited for her to come back and I realised I was tensed up with anticipation of what she was going to tell me. I didn’t quite know how I was going to react either. I heard my stomach gurgle, it felt like my insides were doing back-flips. My emotions were a chaotic tumble of conflicting sensations, ones I hadn’t expected, like jealousy at the sudden, stark fact that a man little more than half my age had just enjoyed cumming in my wife’s mouth and that he’d licked her out and made her cum. Other feelings too; a strange and intense urge to do the same thing, to shove my tongue in her and my dick down her throat, like I wanted to reassert my ownership of her.

Then I saw her walking towards me - no Luca, she was on her own - and my heart skipped a beat at how much I loved her. Even though she’d just done what she’d done, I was still in love with her, possibly even more so than ever before. I wasn’t sure how that worked, but it was true.

“Hey,” I said, feeling strangely nervous as she sat down next to me.

“Are you okay?” she asked, her eyes averted for a moment. She obviously felt awkward about what had happened. I could empathize with that. If things were the other way around, I’d feel weird too.

“I’m…” I wanted to say okay, but I didn’t feel okay. I was aroused, jealous, curious, nervous and oddly insecure. What if he’d been better than me? What if she liked his big penis so much that she wouldn’t enjoy my average-sized one anymore?

“I made him cum,” she said softly, her cheeks glowing red as she finally managed to make shy eye contact with me. “And he made me cum too.

“Oh,” I replied, finding it hard to speak because of the emotions raging in my chest. “Did you enjoy it?”

Tina nodded, biting her lip nervously. “Do you want to talk about it?”

“Can we?” I asked, “But in our room?”

She nodded again. “I love you, Joe,” she whispered into my ear as I stood up.

“I love you too,” I replied honestly, then holding the bag in front of me to hide the throbbing erection that was threatening to burst through the front of my shorts, we made our way back to our room.
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“When he came in my mouth, I almost choked,” Tina confessed. “There was so much cum and when it hit the back of my throat, I almost threw up.”

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned. I was lying naked on the bed with Tina next to me, her hand around my rock-hard cock, slowly stroking it as she told me everything.

“I managed to swallow it all,” she continued, “He held my head there until I swallowed, so I didn’t have a choice but to swallow but honestly, I’ve never had a man spunk so much in my mouth before.”

“I’m going to cum,” I said, unable to hold back anymore.

“Already?” she said, surprised. I didn’t have to answer, my balls tightened and I closed my eyes, gripping the bedsheets beneath me because the sensation was so fierce as my cum shot out, spraying all over my stomach and chest.

“Holy shit,” I said as I finally relaxed. “That was incredible.”

Tina let my exhausted cock flop onto my belly and wiped her hand on the covers with a similar look of distaste to the one she’d sported when Luca came down her throat.

“I was hoping for sex,” she said, looking disappointed, then prodded my rapidly-deflating member. “Not much chance of that now.”

“I’m sorry,” I replied, fighting to get my breath back. “I was just so turned on, I couldn’t help it.”

“It’s fine,” she sighed, then rolled onto her back next to me. “At least I know now that you’re into this as much as I hoped you were.”

When we first got into the room, we’d immediately gone to bed and I’d asked her to tell me everything. I emphasized the word everything because I expected her to lie and pretend that she’d only given him a handjob, but to her credit, she didn’t. She told me every single detail that I’d witnessed on the screens, the whole time totally unaware that I already knew.

The most exciting thing was hearing it come from her own mouth though and in her own words. Long before this, Tina had told me a couple of sex stories from her past involving her ex-boyfriends and it had turned me on, but back then I’d never realised that I was this way inclined; that I liked the thought of her with other men. The stories of her exes were from a different time before we’d met, so it was kind of okay to find them a turn on. But this - the realisation that I liked her being with other guys - this was something new. Now the arousal was draining from me after ejaculating, my head started to clear and I wondered what it meant; what it said about me and about us as a couple.

Tina had been scared of my reaction, first when she’d admitted to sucking him, then when she revealed that he’d gone down on her and made her orgasm but I’d assured her that she could tell me anything and promised I wouldn’t be angry. Of course, that was easy for me to say because I knew exactly what she was going to tell me, but I knew that it was still going to be difficult for her. However, once she saw how turned on I was hearing all the different details and how hard my cock was getting in her hand, she relaxed and by the end, she blurted it all out quite confidently, obviously enjoying the fact that I was getting off on it rather than being angry with her.

“I was tempted to let him fuck me.” She sighed again, louder this time, as though she was frustrated. “Would you have been angry at me if I’d let him?”

“You said the tip went inside you,” I mumbled, feeling tiredness washing across me from what had been an intense afternoon. “Technically that means he fucked you.”

“No, it doesn’t,” Tina replied, curling up close and putting an arm across my chest. “It doesn’t count. Anyway, you didn’t answer. How would you have felt if I’d gone all the way with him?”

“I don’t know,” I said sleepily. “I need to sleep for a bit. This has completely worn me out.”

“Okay,” I heard her reply. My eyes were already closed but when she made a soft noise like a suppressed moan a few minutes later, I opened them to see Tina’s hand between her legs. She’d given up on me and was playing with her clit to get herself off. Normally, I’d have done it for her but I was so tired that I left her to it and allowed myself to sleep.

* * *

Tina’s excitement at what had occurred that afternoon didn’t subside. I’d expected her to want to talk about it further - I did too - but I didn’t expect Luca and his big penis to be the constant topic of conversation for the rest of the day and into the evening. She kept recounting things to me as they entered her head; how hard his dick was with him being so young and virile; how it’d felt, smooth and shiny, in her mouth; how hard she orgasmed from his tongue and how surprised she’d been at how expert he was at oral for someone of his relatively tender years.

It was fun to hear her talk that way even when she continued with it over dinner and sitting in a busy dining room. I was constantly looking over my shoulder to make sure no one heard, although the thought did strike me that if what Dennis told me was true, many of the people would be custom guests and probably wouldn’t judge her if they did overhear the subject matter of our conversation.

Towards the end of the night, as were relaxing at the hotel bar with a generous amount of alcohol in our veins, she resurrected the question from this afternoon. I’d known it was coming - I’d sensed it - so I was ready.

“You didn’t answer me earlier,” Tina said after we’d ordered one last round of drinks. “You only said you didn’t know.”

“I didn’t answer what?” I replied, taking a sip from my beer as the waiter passed it over the luxurious walnut-topped bar.

“If I’d let Luca fuck me,” Tina said, her tongue freed up from any sort of tact by the rich Italian red wine she’d consumed all evening, “Would you have been angry?”

“Well, technically-”

“Stop avoiding the question,” she elbowed me playfully. “I want to know.”

“Okay,” I chuckled. I had anticipated this question coming and already formed the answer in my mind. “There’s a lot to consider. One, what if he hadn’t used a condom? I know you’re on birth control, but there’s always a chance, plus, he’s a young man. Who knows where else he’s been sticking his cock. He could have a sexually transmitted disease. There are all these things to think about.”

“Urgh. That’s not answering the question,” Tina huffed at me. “Okay, let’s say he put a condom on and fucked me. Would you have been mad at me for not stopping him?”

“I’d have been surprised,” I replied, honestly. “Maybe a bit shocked that you broke your promise to me. But I wouldn’t have been angry, no. Does that answer your question?”

“I suppose so.” Tina took a sip of wine, watching me over the rim as she did so. “So, next time I do something like that, what if I let the guy fuck me? Would you be okay with that?”

I almost spat a mouthful of beer over the bar. “Next time? We haven’t talked about a next time.”

“I just feel like it could have been even better than it was,” Tina said slowly, putting down her glass for a moment. “I was nervous. If I had a chance to do something like that again, I’d be more confident and I’d make the most of it.”

“By fucking him?” I blinked at Tina, caught out by what she was saying. I’d expected some of the conversation to flow the way it had, but not this. “You’re talking about Luca, I presume?”

“Actually, no,” Tina tilted her face and considered me for a moment. “The thing with Luca was fun and kind of perfect the way it was. I want to keep that memory the way it is. I wouldn’t want to risk doing it again with him and it be disappointing. It’d feel more fun and exciting if it was someone different.”

“Someone different?” I had to take a minute to stop myself from choking. “As in… who? Do you have someone in mind? Not Dennis, surely?”

“Not Dennis, no!” Tina scowled at me. “I do have some taste, you know.”

Dennis wasn’t a bad-looking guy but I didn’t say that to her. “Then who? Oh, wait, the maintenance guy. What was his name?”

“No, not him either.” Tina let a small smile slip across her face. “I have the numbers of a couple of the rugby guys from the other night. I could give them a call and maybe see if they fancy another night out before we go home in a couple of days?”

“Absolutely not,” I replied straight away. “You can’t be serious, Tina.”

“Why not?” she countered. “Are you insecure? Because they’re these big famous guys? I’m not going to run off with one of them or anything.”

I didn’t reply right away. I simply sat there looking at my wife and wondered where this had all come from and what it was that had triggered it. Was it the sexiness of being in a sunny climate, in a place of amazing natural beauty, after so long without a holiday? Was it frustration with our own, perhaps less than satisfactory sex life at home? Was it something specific about this hotel? Dennis had apparently designed it to have exactly this effect on housewives if what he’d told me was to be believed.

I could have asked her right then, but I didn’t. I made a decision. This was obviously what Tina wanted; what she perhaps needed. The events of this afternoon had been a huge turn-on. They’d made me accept the part of myself that enjoyed this version of Tina; something that had only been a fantasy before but was now becoming a reality. Perhaps, I should accept this side of her and let her experiment with it.

“Can I ask you something?” I said softly, leaning towards her and taking her hand.

“Anything.” Her hand squeezed mine.

“Tell me truthfully,” I continued, taking a breath to try and calm my nervous heart, thumping in my chest. “Do you want to sleep with someone else? Do you really want it? Do you need it?”

“Only if you’re absolutely okay with it,” she replied after lengthy consideration during which I could barely breathe, in anticipation of the answer. “Yes. I think I do. I’ll use a condom, anything you want. I just want to feel that excitement again; that passion; those butterflies in my stomach.”

“I get it,” I nodded, releasing her hand and taking a drink from my bottle. My own hands were shaking. I couldn’t believe I’d just asked that question and that she’d answered it in the way that she had. Could we actually do this?

“You had better make that call then,” I said before I could change my mind. “Tomorrow is our last full day, remember.”

“Oh, my God. This is so exciting,” she squealed, almost bouncing on the bar stool with excitement. She fished her phone from her bag and stepped down from the stool. “I’ll take a walk outside and try ringing them now. I have Will’s number and Leon’s, I think. Thank you, Joe. I hope you’re know how good I’m going to fuck you when we get back to the room tonight.”

I watched her walk outside, the phone pressed to her ear while I sat at the bar nervously, trying not to think about what she was saying or what was going to happen next. This was insane. The whole thing was crazy but fuck it, we were on vacation. Things would return to normal once we got home. I tried to focus on that while enjoying the beer.

“Hey,” Tina replied as she returned, just a couple of minutes later with a happy look in her eyes that told me almost everything. “I spoke to Will. They’re having a boat party tomorrow and he’s invited us. So, if you’re sure about this…”

“He’s invited us?” I said, working this through in my head. “Us? Do you want me to go or should I stay here?”

“I’m not sure I’m confident enough or that I trust them enough to be alone on a boat with a team of horny, drunk, rugby guys,” Tina giggled. “So, yes, you’re coming. I’m sure you’ll enjoy it. You love a good party, right? Especially when your wife is the centre of attention.”

She was right. I was going to enjoy it. I just didn’t realise how much.
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“You came!” shouted Will Barker as we reached the boat, a bigger-than-expected luxury yacht moored in the beautiful Tyrrhenian Sea, a few hundred yards out from Positano harbour, a bustling area full of tourists boarding the ferries to the Isle of Capri and Amalfi Coast tours. We’d been a little confused as to where to go at first until the bald, cauliflower-eared Dom Powers had found us and escorted us to a small private speedboat that shuttled us out to the yacht.

“We made it,” Tina smiled as she climbed up the short ladder from the shuttle boat onto the deck of the gleaming white ‘Flower of Amalfi’. I noticed Dom looking up at her pink bikini-clad backside as he followed her up the ladder and smiled to myself despite my nervousness about what might happen today. Tina was insistent that she was going to seduce Will Barker if circumstances allowed. She seemed to really want it to happen but I wondered if that was possible while on a small party boat. However, looking at the size of the yacht as I climbed aboard, those doubts lessened somewhat. A boat this size would have several private areas and rooms below deck, I was sure. Somewhere that Tina and Will might be able to retreat to if everything went according to Tina’s plans.

“We couldn’t find the boat at first,” Tina complained as I joined her on the main deck. “You didn’t tell us we had to get another boat to get here.”

“That’s why we left Dom at the harbour,” the tall blond, Will Barker said, joining us with two beers in hand, which he passed to us both. “But now we’re all here, we can set the boat on its way and get the party started!”

“Let’s go!” the shorter, square-faced but equally handsome Ryan Logan called out to the raised deck and I saw an ancient-looking, dark-skinned guy in a Captain’s hat wave a hand in acknowledgement.

Shortly after, the boat’s engines fired up with a deep growl and then we started moving away from the harbour into the crystal-blue expanse before us.

“Have you had a good holiday?” Leon Sharpe asked, putting a large black hand on my shoulder and squeezing it. “I didn’t know if we’d see you guys again.”

“Fantastic,” I nodded. “It’s been everything we wanted and more. This place is beautiful.”

“Much like your wife,” the black man winked as he turned to Tina. “The lads were pumped when Will said you were joining us today. There’s a couple of other girls with us but none of them quite as gorgeous as you.”

Tina rolled her eyes and waved his words away with a dismissive hand. “Where are the other girls? Which other players are here? All of the team?”

“Pretty much,” Will replied. “Cameron and Greg and the rest are at the front of the boat. There are some chairs and sun loungers, more beers than we’ll ever drink and a barbecue ready to go.”

We followed him around the boat to the raised-up front of the yacht, a large oak-panelled platform which tapered away to the pointed prow which was where the rest of the players were hanging around, leaning against the railings with drinks in hand and chatting with two slim, attractive girls.

The muscular, red-haired Greg Bryan and the friendly, dark-bearded Cameron Flynn both said ‘Hello’ as we found a spot where we could stand at the railings to admire the stunning views of Positano and the surrounding Amalfi coastline that emerged as we headed further out into the bay.

“This is perfect,” Tina marvelled, taking in the scenery. I looked at my wife, her long brunette hair waving behind her in the sea breeze, which pinned the gauzy white kaftan she was wearing against her curves.

“You’re perfect,” I replied softly, which made her smile at me but there was a twinkle in her eyes.

“I was going to say it’s a perfect way to spend the last day of our vacation but it might get even better yet,” she added as Will Barker walked over towards us.

“Enjoying yourselves?”

“Definitely,” Tina nodded enthusiastically. “Is the yacht yours?”

“No!” he chuckled. “I wish it was. It must be worth a few million, this boat. No, it belongs to one of the team sponsors. They let us use it for our last day here.”

“Ah, it’s your last day too?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Will shrugged then grinned. “Which is why we’ve got to make sure it’s awesome.”

“And how do you plan to do that?” Tina said, her attention now fully focused on the big man.

“Well, we’ve got food, beer, music,” Will replied and as he continued, I found my attention drifting to the two girls standing on the other side of the boat. They were both attractive. One girl had golden skin - she looked Japanese or Korean - with short jet-black hair and she removed the thin tunic dress she was wearing to reveal a petite, slim frame with a bikini so small that it hid almost nothing. Her tall, blonde-haired friend followed suit in removing her silky wrap and showing off her much more voluptuous figure.

Tina and Will continued their small talk but when I finally dragged my eyes from the two sexy female guests, I noticed that Will was also enjoying the view as the oriental girl bent over to pick her drink up that she’d put down before disrobing.

“But I’ve never been on a yacht as impressive as this,” my wife was saying until she noticed that she’d lost Will’s attention. Her dark brown eyes narrowed slightly at the sight of the two other women and how they’d drawn the gaze of most of the men around us. Then she - rather unsubtly - cleared her throat, reached down, took the hem of her gauzy kaftan and lifted it up and over her head, passing it to me to put in the beach bag that we’d brought.

“Sorry,” Will said, returning his focus to Tina. “I-”

“Was just checking out those two girls,” my wife’s lips curled up at the edges. “And here I was thinking that you only had eyes for me, Will Barker.”

Will’s deep-set eyes widened a little but then he broke out into a loud belly laugh and he let himself look Tina up and down, admiring the newly exposed skin before him. Tina was wearing a small pair of pink bikini bottoms and a tiny white strapless bikini top. Her skin was a beautiful, deep bronze by now and with her dark locks pushed out of her face by the cool breeze sweeping across the deck, she looked utterly gorgeous. Several of the other players must have thought so too, their heads swivelling to check Tina’s body out.

“Well, now you have my undivided attention,” Will replied, leaning closer and putting his hand so close to Tina’s on the handrail that their fingers touched. I saw her glance down at his touch but she didn’t move her hand. In fact, she lifted her forefinger and stroked it along his.

I took a deep gulp because my heart was beginning to race from the awkward feelings beginning to swirl around in my stomach. Tina’s less-than-subtle flirting with another man right in front of me made me simultaneously nervous, embarrassed and turned on. 

Leon and Ryan were standing close by and I saw them both look at Tina’s open finger-flirting - she was now idly stroking the back of Will’s hand while smiling at him - and then the two men looked at each other with raised eyebrows before looking my way. I quickly shifted my eyes to a rocky island covered in seabirds that we were passing, pretending that I hadn’t seen what Tina was doing.

“I’m going to get another beer,” I said, a few minutes later when the outcrop was long passed and there was nothing to divert my attention to. “Do you want one fetching?”

“Yes, please,” my wife replied but didn’t move her hand from where it was now, resting on Will’s forearm as she laughed at some joke or other that he’d just made.

“I’m going to have a look around the boat too while I’m at it,” I added, thinking that she might join me, separating herself from Will for a moment, or if not, it’d give me an excuse to avoid their awkward closeness until it resolved itself somehow.

“No worries,” she replied, turning back to Will and leaning in to talk to him further.

Again, I saw Ryan and Leon observing me and I wondered what they were thinking - they didn’t know that I was okay with this, so they must have thought me either a blind idiot or a total sap. Hoping I wasn’t blushing, I left them behind, walking around the edge of the boat to find where the drinks were stashed.

I didn’t rush. I wanted Tina to conclude her flirting with Will and possibly wonder where I was and come looking for me, but she didn’t. I spent at least fifteen minutes at the quieter rear of the vessel, looking at the white trail left behind by the churning yacht’s fans on the otherwise calm sea but when no one came searching for me, I drifted inside some sliding doors and located several beer-stocked fridges. I grabbed two, one for me and one for Tina and turned around to return to the party.

“Hello,” said one of the two women that I’d seen earlier, the golden-skinned girl, standing right behind me. “I’m Marie.”

“Hi,” I nodded politely, reopening the fridge door that I’d just closed. “Do you want a beer?”

“Sure,” she smiled at me and pulled one out. “Do you have a bottle opener?”

“I don’t, but-” I looked around, spotting one on the nearby counter and passing it to her.

“Thanks,” Marie said, her dark eyes not leaving my face as she popped the cap off. “You don’t look like a rugby player.”

“I’m not,” I admitted, taking the bottle opener from her and taking the lid off my beer. “I met the guys on the plane over here and we became friends.”

“Cool,” the pretty Asian nodded. “We met them in a bar a few nights ago. I didn’t know who they were but Bella did.”

“Bella?” I inquired. “Your friend with the blonde hair?”

“She’s my girlfriend, actually.” Marie’s eyes held mine, waiting for a reaction. Although the thought of the two beautiful women having sex immediately popped into my head, I managed not to let my surprise and arousal show.

“You’re lucky,” I smiled, trying to act cool.

“You think?” Marie replied coolly. “I like to think she’s the lucky one.”

“You’re um… both lucky,” I responded neutrally but she laughed at a sudden twitchiness that had appeared in my voice.

“Relax,” she said, reaching out and placing a delicate, long-fingered hand on my upper arm. “I’m joking.”

“You’re not really a lesbian?”

“Well, not technically. I’m bisexual. We both are.”

I examined Marie’s pretty face, studying her exotic features for any signs that she was teasing me. She was really pretty, now that I looked at her properly. Long black eyelashes surrounded almond-shaped eyes above high cheekbones and her lips were perfectly cupid’s bow-shaped. She tilted her face slightly as if to ask what I was staring at.

“Sorry,” I shook myself out of the momentary trance. “I was trying to work out if you’re still joking with me.”

Marie tilted her face back, accepting the explanation. “No, I’m not. Bella and I are together but we’ve both been with men too.”

“Do the rugby boys know you’re together?” I couldn’t help but ask.

“Oh, yes,” Marie chuckled while taking a sip of her beer. “And they love it, obviously. All guys seem to love a pair of hot bisexual girls.”

“Well, I’m not going to deny it’s kind of sexy,” I shrugged and smiled over the top of my beer. What was I doing? Was I… flirting? “I should get back to my other half. She’ll be wondering where I am.”

I walked back through the sliding glass doors and was about to turn the corner to head back to the yacht’s bow but Marie followed me.

“I came back here to escape the rugby team,” she said, making me pause for a moment. “They’re not my type. I don’t like big men. Or men that are cocky and full of themselves. Can’t you stay here for a bit longer?”

“What about Bella?” I asked. “Aren’t you worried about her?”

“Bella can handle herself,” Marie shrugged. “Plus, she’s more into guys than I am, if I’m totally honest. Especially their sort, macho men, arrogant men, she loves all that.”

I didn’t quite know what to say to that. I looked down at the second beer in my hand. “I told Tina I’d get her a beer.”

Marie raised her bottle and downed it, then before I could react, she reached out and snatched Tina’s from my hand and grinned as she took a swig from it. “You’ll have to get her another one then.”

I laughed at her cheekiness. “Aren’t you worried about leaving your girlfriend with all those guys? Especially if she’s into them. Shouldn’t you be there to stop them hitting on her or whatever?”

“The same way you’re up there stopping them flirting with your wife?” Marie arched an eyebrow. “Why were you hanging around back here? I saw you leave half an hour ago and yet you’re still here.”

That question caught me off guard so I tried to deflect it back to her. “Even if Bella can handle herself, doesn’t the thought of Bella getting hit on make you jealous? I’m not saying you don’t trust her-”

“My relationship with Bella is complicated,” Marie turned away for a moment. “As I said, she’s more into guys than I am. So, I sometimes let her… you know? Get that stuff out of her system.”

“Oh, right,” I replied, wondering if I’d embarrassed her. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to pry.”

“Is that how things are with you and your wife?” Marie dismissed my apology, turning back to me. “Are you giving her time to flirt with them on her own? Because she certainly wasn’t hiding it while you were there and after you’d gone, she wasn’t exactly fighting them off, if you know what I mean.”

Should I tell her? Part of me wanted to tell her, wanted to open up to someone but was Marie that person? It felt weird to talk to anyone about it, never mind a woman. Then again, perhaps a woman would understand better than a man.

“Yes, that’s how things are,” I began, feeling suddenly insecure in case she was joking with me again. “Tina likes Will and asked me if I’d mind her flirting with him.”

“Flirting?” Marie’s dark, tilted eyes bored into mine. “Only flirting, or…?”

“More… than flirting,” I admitted. “She got off with a young guy at our hotel the other day. They only fooled around but she really enjoyed it and, well… I guess I did too.”

“Ah, I see.”

Fuck. I hadn’t meant to say that but it just all came out in a rush. I was all-in. I might as well carry on.

“She only wanked this guy off,” I explained, backtracking slightly. “They didn’t actually have sex but-”

“It’s okay,” Marie put her hand on mine. “You don’t have to explain. It’s cool. Whatever does it for you is fine by me. Mine and Bella’s relation is hardly conventional either, so I’m not judging anyone.”

“Do you think I’m an idiot for letting her?” I asked, feeling strangely vulnerable but I’d come this far, I might as well see this conversation through as much as it might damage my dignity. “Am I pathetic? Soft, for letting her do this? Should I put my foot down as her husband and say no?”

“You said you enjoyed it too,” Marie reminded me.

I felt my face growing hot and suddenly let out all the air I’d been holding in my lungs while trying to find an honest reply that didn’t make me sound like some kind of pervert.

“Look, I told you, it’s cool,” Marie’s fingers wormed their way in between mine and she squeezed my hand softly. “Bella’s already fucked two of the guys that she’s up there talking to right now. I’m fine with it. It makes me a bit jealous if I’m honest but it’s also kinda horny too in a weird way. It makes her happy and whatever makes Bella happy makes me happy.”

I let my eyes roam Marie’s face, again searching for an indicator that she wasn’t being honest, that she was humouring me somehow, but her expression was sincere.

“Let’s head back,” she said, standing up. “Get some more beers and we’ll go and see what they’re up to, yeah?”

I still couldn’t find my voice, so I just nodded and did as she suggested, grabbing three bottles of beer, one for her, one for me and one for Tina and together we headed back to the bow to see what was transpiring between our two partners and the group of horny rugby players.
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“Hey,” Tina said as I sat down next to her. To my surprise, she was on her own, lying out sunbathing on the very front of the boat. “Where have you been?”

“I had a look around the boat and got talking to people,” I said, which was sort of true. It was more of a person rather than people but I didn’t want to get into who it was or the topic of the conversation. “I did bring you a beer though.”

“I’ve had a couple of cocktails while you’ve been gone.” Tina smiled but took the cold drink gratefully, pushing herself up onto her elbows. “Will got them for me. There’s a mini-bar downstairs.” 

“Oh, well,” I shrugged. “I wanted to explore the boat anyway, plus it gave you a bit of alone time with the guys. What else is downstairs?”

“Sleeping quarters, a bathroom, I think Will said there was a lounge. I don’t know what else. I was hoping that he’d show me but he’s sorting the barbecue out now while I top up my tan.”

I felt slightly disappointed that Tina wasn’t getting the attention I’d imagined while I was talking to Marie. I’d had it in my mind that the guys were all over her, flirting with her, touching her, perhaps more… but from what she went on to tell me, they’d just talked, drank and then as the party settled down to a more chilled out affair, she’d decided to relax and do a bit of sunbathing. I wasn’t sure if I was disappointed for Tina or for myself but either way, things hadn’t progressed yet at all and I was worried that if they didn’t, it might put a dampener on the last day of our holiday. I hoped that Maria and Bella weren’t going to consume all the rugby players’ time and leave Tina feeling rejected. That was a strange feeling - actually wanting other men to hit on my wife.

I joined Tina, sunbathing for a couple of hours until the sun got low, threatening to set over the hills of the Amalfi Coast behind us, during which time the party got into full flow. Ryan and Leon brought some terrific steak and sausages over from the barbecue and a few of the other guys joined us for more drinks but none of them was overly flirtatious until Tina finally decided to take things to the next level.

“If it’s okay with you,” she said to me, her dark brown eyes looking up at the Italian sky, “I’m going to catch the last few rays before the sun goes down.”

“Sure,” I nodded. “Might as well make the most of it, seeing as it’s last full day here.”

“And as the other girls aren’t around,” Tina looked at me mischievously, then reached around her back to unclasp the strapless white bikini top, “I’ll take this off. No one wants tan lines.”

Although Marie and Bella weren’t around at the moment, we weren’t alone. Several of the team were with us, Will and Ryan sitting just a few feet away and Cameron and Dom were talking by the prow railing. I didn’t know where Greg and Leon were.

“Fine by me,” I said as casually as I could even though my heart skipped a beat at the thought of Tina getting her breasts out in front of them.

Tina didn’t let the bikini top drop right away. She held it to her chest and looked around at Will and Ryan. “You boys don’t mind if I sunbathe topless, do you? I want to fill in my tan lines a bit before we go home tomorrow.”

“Why would we mind?” Will remarked with a twitch at the corners of his mouth that wasn’t quite a smile and Ryan’s eyebrows lifted and his lips curved into an unashamed grin.

“I definitely don’t mind,” he quipped, “As long as you don’t expect us not to look.”

Tina dropped the bikini top with a comical flourish then lay down on her back before looking up to see if they were watching, which, of course, they both were.

“What’s up?” she teased as their eyes were drawn to her firm, round breasts. “Been a while since you’ve seen a pair of pert boobies?”

I glanced at the two men who both laughed at her teasing. They were openly admiring her tits and I felt my cock twitch in my shorts in response. Cameron noticed Tina too and I saw him nudge Dom and indicate in our direction. The big bald prop-forward looked over and lifted his barely-there eyebrows at the sight of my wife topless. The two said something to each other and walked over to join us.

“I was surprised to see you,” Cameron said quietly in my ear as he sat down next to me. Dom sat closer to Will and Ryan. “After everything that happened earlier in the week.”

“Well, Tina and I had a talk about what happened,” I explained back just as quietly. “She was honest with me about everything and said she’d enjoyed herself.”

“And you’re okay with it? I guess you must be if you’re here,” he surmised. Cameron had been the only player out of all of them that had the decency to tip me off the other night about what was going on with Tina while I wasn’t around. He seemed a good guy.

“She wanted to see Will again before we head home tomorrow,” I replied, skirting around the question of if I was okay with it. It had felt okay to talk to Marie about it but talking to a guy was much more difficult.

“Ah, she’s got the hots for Will?” Cameron glanced sideways at his teammate who was talking to the still-topless Tina. “She’s not the first one. He’s a popular guy.”

Marie had mentioned that Bella had already slept with two of the men here on the boat, but she hadn’t said who and now I wondered if Will was one of them.

“I imagine you all get your fair share of women throwing themselves at you, not just Will. I suppose it’s part of being a famous sportsman.”

“Sometimes,” Cameron answered. “But Will and Ryan do especially and along with Leon, they’re the ones that respond to women the most, if you know what I mean? You’ll have to keep an eye on him with Tina.”

“I know everything that happened the other night,” I said, still talking in a hushed tone. “As in everything. I know they touched her and that she played with Leon in the toilets.”

“By touched you mean fingered?” Cameron’s eyes held mine for a moment, then when I nodded, he continued, “Yes, Will and Ryan fingered her in the taxi. There are photos. They showed the taxi driver her pussy and he let them off without paying. You know all this?”

I didn’t know all that, no, but I pretended I did. “Yeah,” I replied, acting as coolly as I could. “I mean, I haven’t seen the photos but I know all about it. She told me everything.”

“I heard she wanked Leon off,” Cameron chuckled and scratched at his thick, dark beard. “But I didn’t know if he was making it up or not. He’s the worst of the lot of them, in fact, he’s below decks right now with the Asian woman you might have seen earlier. Greg’s with the blonde. They’re probably having sex right now, they’ve been at it all week.”

“Really?” I’d noticed that the girls had disappeared and that Leon and Greg weren’t around but I hadn’t assumed that they were together.

“Yeah and to make it worse, he’s one of the married men like me,” Cameron shook his head, “But as they say, what happens on team trips stays on team trips.”

Right then I heard a scream and a laugh from Tina behind me and turned to see her pushing Ryan’s hand from one of her breasts. She saw me looking and I must have had an alarmed expression because she told me to relax.

“It’s okay,” she explained. “They were talking about my boobs, saying they look firm and Ryan here took it upon himself to have a squeeze.”

“Sorry! I should have asked first,” the dark-haired, square-faced Ryan apologised but the smirk on his face suggested it wasn’t a very sincere apology, “They are firm though.”

“They might not be the biggest but they’re a nice shape, I think,” Tina said, leaning back and looking down at them.

“They’re perfect to me,” I added.

“Definitely a nice shape,” Will agreed, then reached out with his hands from where he was sitting next to her. “May I?”

Tina glanced at me for approval. Will had already had his hand on them on the plane but that had been through her top and bra. This was different, but it was why were we here - so she could have some fun - so I gave her the slightest of nods.

“Okay,” she said and the big man put his hands on her breasts, cupping and squeezing them while Tina looked down and watched. The rest of us were all staring and suddenly I realised how quiet it was. The atmosphere had changed to something more sexually charged.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” Tina asked after a moment when his hands lingered much longer than they should have for a firmness examination. “Oh, I think I can see that you are.”

She was pointing at his groin and when my eyes followed hers, I saw the obvious shape of Will’s erection sticking down one leg of his shorts. It looked long and thick.

Everyone laughed, including Will himself but he just gave her a small shrug of indifference. “You can have a feel again if you want,” he countered.

“Ooh,” Tina giggled, a pinkness spreading across her cheeks but she didn’t display any other signs of shyness as she leaned forward and grabbed his dick, stroking and then squeezing it through the thin material for just as long as he’d spent on her breasts. “Also very firm,” she commented comically when she finally let go, returning to her sitting position and grinning at him.

I noticed that he’d said ‘feel again’ not hiding the fact from me that she’d felt his dick earlier in the week. Whether or not that was deliberate or if it was an accidental slip of the tongue, I wasn’t sure. I also didn’t know how much she’d told them about me being willing to let her have some fun with Will but there wasn’t an easy way of asking right now. I suspected she’d said something while I’d been away because they seemed extremely comfortable being so forward with my wife in front of me. Then, as though he’d read my thoughts, Will answered the question without me having to ask.

“While you weren’t here earlier,” he said, turning to look my way, “Tina told us that you don’t mind her having a bit of fun on holiday. She says you’re quite open-minded about these things. Is that right?”

“Open-minded?” I said, taken aback for a second by the unexpected direct question. “Yes, I suppose you could say that.”

“So you wouldn’t mind me asking your wife for another kiss?” he continued to ask.

The use of the word another confirmed to me that he was aware of my knowledge of the events earlier in the week, so I simply nodded. “It’s up to her, not me.”

“Ahem,” Tina cleared her throat. “I am here, you know?”

“What?” Will pulled a face of pure innocence. “I’m just being considerate to your husband.”

“You didn’t ask his permission the other night,” she pointed out.

“We were all drunk,” Will protested, then chuckled, “Plus, he wasn’t around to ask.”

Tina’s face was flushed but I couldn’t tell if it was embarrassment or excitement. A long moment of silence settled over us, then she leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. Not just a quick peck, but a long, lingering kiss.

I looked away, struggling to contain the emotions that flooded through me at that moment; a complex mixture of jealousy, embarrassment, awkwardness and arousal. The sun had finally succumbed to the mountainous horizon and was igniting the darkening sky with fiery red streaks. As I glanced at Tina and Will, still making out in front of me and the other rugby guys, illuminated in the dying sun’s rich orange light, Will’s hand slid onto her breast and her hand returned between his legs, rubbing his cock slowly.

“Should we go somewhere more private?” Tina said softly and in response, Will stood, taking Tina’s hand and helping her up.

As they walked down a small ramp towards the stairs to the deck below, Cameron put his big hand on my shoulder. “Why don’t we go grab a beer?” he suggested. I got up, feeling strangely numb and followed him towards the back of the boat where I’d talked to Marie earlier. As I turned the corner, I had one last look back. Tina was walking down the stairs but looked over her shoulder and our gazes met for a moment.

“I love you,” she mouthed and then she was gone, out of my sight again. What was going to happen this time? Were they going to fuck? Was this really happening?
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“Joe?” Cameron said, waiting for me a few yards ahead. I was still standing there, staring at the space where Tina had just been. 

“Beer,” I replied, my voice sounding hoarse in my throat. “I need a beer.”

As we reached the rear interior area with the fridges, he passed me an ice-cold bottle after popping off the lid. “Are you sure you’re okay? You know he’s probably going to fuck her, don’t you?”

“I’m trying not to think about it,” I replied, taking a long pull from the bottle. “Just so you know, we’ve never done anything like before. It’s not like we do this all the time, so if I’m a bit quiet, that’s why.”

“Ah,” Cameron’s bushy black eyebrows climbed his forehead. “From the impression I got earlier, I thought you and Tina were experienced at this kind of thing.”

“Nope,” I smiled lamely at him and sat down on a chair in the corner of the room, looking out of the window at the brilliant sunset.

“Well, if it makes you feel any better,” the big man sat down next to me. “This… kind of thing happens more than you might think. Some guys love the fact that their wife has slept with their sporting idol. It’s really not that uncommon. This isn’t the first time this has happened. That’s why some of the boys might seem… nonchalant about it all. Trust me, this is far from the wildest thing that’s ever happened on a team trip. You wouldn’t believe some of the crazy stuff that goes on sometimes.”

“That doesn’t surprise me,” I sighed. “That’s not you though?”

“I don’t like the rock and roll lifestyle so much,” he replied. “Call me boring but I’m happy enjoying a beer and watching everyone else have fun.”

“You like watching?” I said, then realised I’d misinterpreted him when he shook his head vehemently.

“No,” he laughed. “Not like that. I didn’t mean literally. I’m just happy to sit back and let others have their fun.”

We sat and downed our beers while chatting and Cameron did a good job of keeping me calm and distracted from what might be happening below decks with Tina and Will. He recounted stories of some of his favourite international games and some of the amazing places he’d travelled to but after a while, perhaps half an hour, maybe more, I started to become increasingly on edge and Cameron noticed.

“Shall we go for a walk?” he suggested and I suddenly felt ashamed, like he was looking after me. I realised I needed to man up and pull myself together. You’re a man, not a kid, I chastised myself in my head. Grow a fucking pair of balls, Joe.

“I’m sorry for keeping you away from your friends.” I got up and stretched my arms and legs. “Let’s go and see what your friend and my wife are getting up to.”

“Yeah?” Cameron followed me onto the rear deck. The sun had descended fully now and the sky was a striking shade of indigo, the first few stars glimmering low over the dark horizon out to sea. “Are you sure?”

“You’re good company,” I forced a smile, “But just sitting and talking while wondering what she’s doing is fucking excruciating.”

He grabbed a couple of fresh drinks from the fridge and we retraced our steps around the side of the Flower of Amalfi towards the foredeck. “Hey, do you want to see the photos I mentioned earlier?” Cameron said and when I nodded, he brought the pictures up on his phone and passed it to me.

Holy shit, I thought as I saw the first one. It was of someone’s hand - I couldn’t tell whose - pulling Tina’s waxed pussy lips apart. Seeing such a close-up, intimate photo straight away like that made me pause for a moment and I had to lean on the railing to stop myself from stumbling. Cameron saw me and waited while I flicked through the others. There were only four more. One of Tina pushed against a wall. Ryan was standing in front of her - close enough to suggest they might have been kissing - and his hand was up her skirt. The others were all of Tina sitting in the back of the taxi. Will was on one side of her, Leon on the other and her dress was pulled up far enough that her pussy was totally on display. Her legs were apart on the next one and first Will’s fingers and then Leon’s were inside her in the subsequent two photos.

“Wow,” I gasped. “I didn’t expect them to be quite so… um…”

“Graphic?”

“That’s the word,” I said, continuing to look at the two final photos as we resumed walking towards the front of the boat, finally handing Cameron’s phone back to him as we rounded the corner of the upper deck and onto the bow where we’d spent most of the afternoon.

“Hi,” Will said as we walked over. I looked around for Tina but she wasn’t there. “Ah. If you’re looking for Tina, she’s… um, busy.”

“Busy?”

Will pointed to the floor below him. “She’s with Ryan.”

“What?” Was he saying what I thought he was saying?

“Joe.” I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned to see Marie with a glass of wine in her hand. “There you are.”

“Marie, I-” I continued to look around for a moment, wondering if Will was messing with me but Tina definitely wasn’t here and neither was Ryan or any of the others besides Cameron.

“She’s below deck,” the pretty oriental woman confirmed what Will had just said. “With Ryan.”

I felt my chest tighten like I couldn’t breathe for a moment. Tina was here for Will Barker, not Ryan Logan. What had changed?

“Can you show me?”

Marie’s dark eyes looked into mine for a moment, weighing me up. “Of course,” she said softly. “If you’re sure?”

“I need to know she’s okay,” I whispered. Will had turned his back and was talking to Cameron as if nothing was out of the ordinary. For them, it wasn’t perhaps, but for me, this was a huge deal. There was no way Tina was having sex with Ryan Logan if that’s what he meant by busy. What else could he be inferring?

“She’s okay,” Marie’s hand found mine as she guided me down the ramp and to the stairs where I’d last seen my wife. “I checked on her earlier when she was with Will and she said she was having fun.”

“Where’s Bella?” I asked, realising that I also hadn’t seen the blonde on the above deck.

“She’s in… ah, here we are.” She paused by a wooden door, the first one we came to. It was almost closed but not quite and I could hear heavy breathing coming through the gap. “Bella is in there with Greg again.”

Marie looked through and then nodded for me to do the same. I stepped sideways and peered into the room to see her partner naked on the bed, legs spread and the ginger rugby star between them. I stayed there for a moment, watching his backside moving up and down and listening to them having sex before pulling away.

“You’re okay with this?” I asked the pretty Asian. “Really?”

“I had sex with them earlier,” she shrugged, her small breasts wobbling in the small black bikini top she was wearing. “And Leon too.”

“A foursome?”

Marie didn’t answer. She just winked at me, smiled and pointed at the closed door on the other side of the short corridor. “Your wife is in the other sleeping quarters.”

I took a couple of steps towards it but stopped, my hand hovering over the handle.

“Do I just walk in or should I knock?”

“She’s your wife, it’s up to you.”

When I continued to hesitate, Marie gave me a reassuring smile then walked over and put a finger to my lips to be quiet. Then she very gently turned the handle, pushing the door open slightly, enough for her to look through. She kept her head there for a moment, her eyes widening at whatever it was she saw. Then she stepped back, pointing for me to take a look.

I almost daren’t but I had to. I needed to know what was going on in there. I poked my face cautiously around the door.

Despite having seen close-up, explicit pictures only a short time ago of Leon’s and Will’s fingers two knuckles deep in my wife’s pussy, I still wasn’t prepared for what I saw now. The first thing I noticed was Tina’s pink bikini bottoms among several other discarded items of mostly male clothing. Tina herself was on all fours atop the bed, completely nude and facing away from me. Standing next to the end of the bed, his hands on her hips and fucking her from behind, was Ryan Logan.

What caught me by surprise - what made my knees buckle slightly - was the fact that it wasn’t just Ryan in the bedroom with her. Dom Powers, the ugly, chubby, bald prop-forward was on the bed in front of her. He was sitting naked with his back against the headboard, playing with his cock while he watched them have sex.

“Oh, fuck,” I heard Tina moan as Ryan slowed down, then thrust into her, twice, really hard, the sound of his body slamming against hers echoing around the room.

I stepped away, taking a deep breath and then another, trying to slow down my heart which was drumming so loudly in my chest that it almost drowned out what Marie was saying to me.

“I should have warned you,” she was saying as I tried to reorient myself. I felt dizzy. The corridor spun around and I had to put my hand on the wall so as not to fall over. “I’m sorry.”

My wife was having a threesome. A fucking threesome! And not with me and someone else but with two other men, both relative strangers. 

I took another deep breath and gave my head a shake, trying to regain my composure. Marie was talking again but I wasn’t listening. Pull yourself together, Joe. You wanted this almost as much as she did.

I moved back to the gap, pushing the door slightly further open and looked through again. Ryan was still fucking her from behind, pounding her hard and fast now but Dom had moved. He was kneeling up and her head was bobbing up and down on his cock. I walked into the room, making Dom look over but no one stopped what they were doing. Standing closer, I could now see Ryan’s cock as it slid in and out, wet with her pussy juices. He wasn’t wearing a condom.

As I approached the bed to get a better view of Tina’s mouth wrapped around Dom’s cock and then, finally, Tina realised I was there and she stopped, letting his short but thick penis go for a moment to look at me.

“Joe, I wondered where you were,” she smiled. She smiled! “I’m sorry but this just kind of happened. Are you okay with it?”

I didn’t know what to say. “Well, it’s a bit late to say no, isn’t it?” I said, a bit of unexpected anger suddenly rising inside me.

Ryan hadn’t stopped ploughing her from behind, not even when she spoke to me. He kept up his rhythm and I looked at his hands, gripping her hips, digging into her flesh and realised from how fast he was going and how jerky his movements were becoming that he was about to cum.

Tina’s head dipped, her face pressing into the white sheets and I saw her hands grab the covers, clawing at them tightly as she orgasmed. “Ohhhhhhh, fuuuuu-uuuck,” she groaned, her voice muffled against the bed.

“I’m cumming too,” Ryan announced, giving her one last thrust before pulling his dick out and wanking himself off rapidly until a shot of white cum leapt out, landing on her, followed by another and another until it left a pool of sticky sperm in the small of her back.

I exhaled slowly, thinking it was all over but then I realised it wasn’t. Dom moved around the bed, putting a hand on Tina’s side and guiding her over onto her back as she tried to get her breath back. Then he moved his large bulky frame over her, positioning himself between her thighs, which she obligingly spread for him.

She wasn’t going to let him fuck her too, was she? I got the answer within seconds as Dom positioned his dick at the pink, swollen lips of my wife’s pussy and then pressed against her. Tina didn’t stop him, in fact, she wrapped her arms around his large back and welcomed his kiss as he settled his weight on top of her, his cock sliding inside.

This was really happening. My wife was behaving like a slut, having sex with her - at a minimum - second, most likely third man in the space of an hour or so. There was nothing I could do to stop her. It was too late. Dom was inside her and was fucking her, his heavy ass cheeks thudding together as he took her.

“Fuck me,” I even heard Tina say softly to the big prop-forward. “Go on, fuck me.”

“Your wife is amazing,” Ryan said to me, pulling his shorts back up as he walked past and out of the room. I turned around and saw that Marie had gone too, but I wasn’t the only spectator for long. A minute or so later, Leon and Will stepped into the room, silently watching their teammate fuck my wife for several minutes until Dom groaned and quickly lifted himself up, holding his cock over Tina’s pussy until he emptied his balls onto her waxed mound and lower belly.

Tina took a few seconds to open her eyes but when she did and saw me standing there still, with Will and Leon to either side of me, she smiled and I could only watch as the two players took down their shorts and climbed onto the bed either side of her. Will’s penis was as big as it had looked earlier, a couple of inches longer than mine and very thick and veiny. Leon’s was big too, a dark chocolate brown with a pinkish head where he was circumcised. The black man put it near Tina’s face and she moved her head to take him into her mouth while Will got between her thighs.

I watched, transfixed as the giant purple head of Will’s penis pressed against my wife’s swollen folds before pushing in, making Tina moan loudly around Leon’s cock.

“Round two,” announced the blond-haired Will as he then rammed it in hard and began to stroke in and hard much more powerfully than I ever could. Leon propped himself over Tina’s head, pushing his black cock further into her mouth and moving in and out, slowly fucking her face.

For a while, they both screwed her like that before switching ends. I got to see Leon’s black dick slide into my wife’s white pussy, something I’d never even imagined in my wildest dreams and then a short time later, they moved places again, Leon laying on his back so that Tina could get on top and ride him while Will stood on the bed for her to suck him.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Will said sharply after a few more minutes and I saw him put his hand roughly into Tina’s dark hair, impaling her head onto his length. She gagged but he held her there and I saw his legs tremble slightly as he came in her mouth. Tina didn’t resist, she held as much of him in her mouth until his ass cheeks relaxed and then she swallowed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand as he dismounted the bed.

“Are you not joining in?” the big blond England player clapped a hand on my shoulder, then walked out of the room.

“I’m cumming,” Tina groaned and I turned around to see her have an orgasm on Leon’s cock. She had one hand between her legs, rubbing her clit and as she pulled it away, I saw a small jet of wetness squirt from her pussy as she convulsed on top of him.

“Me too,” Leon said, but Tina couldn’t get off on time. Her thighs were still shaking, her eyes still squeezed tightly shut as her orgasm continued to ripple through her and then I heard Leon grunt and saw his hips lift, pushing up into her and realised he was cumming inside my wife.

That was it. It was all too much. As Tina rolled from on top of Leon and sagged onto the bed after the black man moved out of the way, I pulled my shorts down and finally joined her.

“Oh, hi,” Tina smiled. She sounded tired. Leon got up and walked out of the room, leaving us alone finally, so I knelt between Tina’s feet, pushing her legs apart but then paused, shocked by the sight of her ravaged pussy leaking the black man’s white sperm.

Tina opened her legs wide for me and I watched as the movement made more cum ooze out onto the bed. I wasn’t going to let it stop me from fucking her though. As disgusting as it seemed, nothing could stop me from reclaiming her as mine.

“Come here,” Tina purred, reaching down and grabbing my rock-hard cock. She pulled it towards her pussy and I moved over her, kissing her as she guided me inside.

She was looser than normal, not surprising as she’d had at least four cocks inside her already and it felt warm and yet cool at the same time, the heat of her pussy and the cold of Leon’s cum. But it only acted to make Tina’s pussy feel softer and more lubricated as I began to fuck her. Her lips found mine and we kissed, not even the distinctive salty taste of sperm in her mouth stopping me.

Unfortunately, I didn’t last long. I’d only just got started fucking her but I felt that familiar tension in my balls and before I could employ any way of slowing myself, I came into her.

“Oh, dear,” Tina giggled into my ear. “That didn’t take long.”

“I was too turned on,” I sighed, rolling over onto my back at the side of her. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” she murmured, rolling onto her side and propping herself up on her elbow to look at me. “What a party, eh?”

I looked at my beautiful wife. Her hair was messed up, her make-up was smeared and she had some dried cum on her chin but she was still beautiful. Now that I’d cum and the testosterone was fading from my bloodstream, I felt a sudden, strong sense of regret at what had just happened - I’d let four men have sex with my beloved wife. I’d let them treat her like a whore, like a slut. However, I swallowed down the depressing emotion as I looked at Tina because she looked the opposite of what I was feeling. She was grinning from ear to ear, her eyes shining brightly, her skin almost seeming to glow with happiness and perhaps… satisfaction?

“I love you,” she murmured, lowering her head to kiss me. I tasted Will’s cum on her lips again but kissed her back anyway.

“I love you too,” I said and it was true. Despite everything that had happened today and before today in the lead up to all this, I truly did.








  
  14

  
  
  The Aftermath

  
  




“I didn’t mean for it to happen. I don’t know what came over me.”

We were in the airport departure lounge having a coffee while waiting for our flight. We’d talked all that evening about what had happened, long after the party had finished and the boat returned us to the shore, and we were still discussing it now, the following day. There was a lot to talk about. She’d gone to the boat party hoping to have some fun, maybe sex, with Will Barker but somehow she’d ended up being gangbanged by three of his other teammates as well. She’d told me how she’d first had sex with Will on his own in the bedroom, explaining in detail how he was the one to remove her bikini bottoms and how he gave her oral sex first and it was only when she had her first orgasm did he then stop and make love to her.

And it was making love, she’d said. It wasn’t the hard, crazy sex that had gone on afterwards. They did it in the missionary position, then from behind until he came. It was during the latter that Ryan had stepped into the room to watch. Tina confessed she’d been surprised at first but she was so horny and close to her second orgasm at that point that she didn’t say anything and as things went further, his presence served only to turn her on.

We talked about her not using condoms and she explained that Will had told her that they have regular tests with being professional sportsmen. I didn’t believe that but I didn’t tell her that because I didn’t want her to feel stupid. She was on birth control, so considering everything, she thought it safe to let him take her bareback.

After Will had cum (on her back), Tina admitted that she’d had some reservations at first about being left alone with Ryan but once the dark-haired, cocky, young player stripped naked and she saw his toned body and his hard dick, she’d not objected to him joining her on the bed. She said they fucked in the spoons position and then from behind and the next thing she knew, Dom Powers was the next in the room.

“Once Dom was there, it all became a bit of a blur,” she said, sipping her coffee, recounting the events to me for the umpteenth time.  “Suddenly you were there then Leon and Will again. I really don’t know what I was thinking but it just happened.”

The one thing we hadn’t really discussed yet was our feelings. It was all still too soon, too fresh for me to talk about and Tina had said the same but today things felt different. The bizarrely kinky Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa, the buzzing nightlife of Positano, the Flower of Amalfi sailing out into the beautiful crystal blue Tyrrhenian Sea, all those things were behind us now. Our usual life was ahead, only a short flight between us and normality.

“Do you regret it at all?” I asked her, watching her tanned, perfect face as I waited for her to answer.

“Absolutely not,” she replied after a moment’s consideration. “Do I feel a bit ashamed of myself? Secretly, yes, but if I could go back, would I change anything? No.”

“You enjoyed it,” I said simply, taking a sip of my own coffee while still studying her, trying to get inside my wife’s head.

“It was amazing if I’m honest.” Tina frowned, her forehead wrinkling. “Does that make me sound like a slut? Perhaps I am. On the inside, I mean. I’m not about to go having gangbangs back home, just in case you’re worried. That was very much a one-off, Joe. You know that, right?”

“A holiday fling?” I suggested a phrase for her to use.

“What’s that about a holiday fling?” a familiar voice said from behind us and we both turned to see Marie and Bella standing there. The Asian woman laughed softly. “Is that what you’re calling it?”

“Can we join you?” Bella asked. The curvy blonde was holding a tray with two glasses of wine.

“Of course.” I beckoned for her to put the tray down and the two women sat opposite us at the table. “I didn’t realise you were flying home today too.”

“Yes, the rugby guys are too but they’re on a different flight.” Marie smiled. “I’d love to stay longer, Positano is absolutely gorgeous, isn’t it?”

“Stunning,” Tina agreed. “What flight are you getting?”

“The six-ten to Gatwick,” Bella replied.

“No way. That’s the same flight as us!” Tina ruefully looked at their glasses. “I wish I could stomach a glass of wine but-” she stuck her tongue out and pulled a face.

“Hungover?” Marie asked, glancing at me and I nodded. We both were. “Oh, well. Maybe we could all meet up for a drink sometime after we get home?”

“I’d like that,” Tina looked at me. “Would you?”

“Sure,” I replied. “Why not?”

“Perhaps we can talk about our kinky partner sharing experiences some more,” Marie added with a smile and a wink in my direction.

“You never did tell me what you two were talking about,” Tina murmured with a raised eyebrow, her gaze alternating between Marie and me. I’d told her that Marie was the person I’d spent time talking to during the first part of the boat party yesterday but I hadn’t fully explained what the Asian lady had divulged to me about her relationship with Bella.

“Just stuff,” I teased.

“Yeah, just stuff,” Marie agreed with a giggle, making Tina frown at me again.

We drank and chatted until it was time to board the plane but unfortunately our seats were several rows apart from the two women’s so we didn’t see much of them during the flight home. However, we did exchange numbers and agreed to meet up as promised in a couple of weeks’ time.

Upon returning home, we showered and went to bed but didn’t have sex. We hadn’t done it last night or that morning either because Tina was - unsurprisingly - a little on the sore side. Tonight we were just tired, but when we woke up, back in our marital bed, the first thing we talked about was the boat party, yet again.

“You asked me if I regretted it,” Tina said, her head on the pillow next to mine, her large brown eyes, slightly sleepy from just waking up. “What about you?”

“If you want the truth, I did regret it a little, at first,” I admitted. “While I was horny and turned on, I enjoyed it but the moment I came, I felt jealous and not just that, I felt guilty. I felt like I’d let those men take advantage of you.”

“That’s not how it was-”

“I know,” I interrupted her. “But that’s how it felt. Almost like I’d done something crazy and ruined everything but once we talked and I thought rationally about everything, I felt different.”

“Different? How?” Tina shifted, resting her head on my shoulder.

“I enjoyed it,” I confessed. “You said our sex life wasn’t exciting enough anymore and looking back, you were right. What we did in Italy was… crazy. And nerve-wracking. And yes, exciting.”

“I want to do it again,” she moved again, her body sliding over mine, her lips brushing against my throat and along my jawline to my ear. “Is that bad?”

“No,” I said, swallowing deeply and feeling my cock stirring beneath the covers, the first time it had shown signs of life since cumming inside her prematurely yesterday. “No, it’s good. I do too.”

“You want to watch me get fucked again?” she purred seductively, moving further so that she was on top of me. Her legs straddled mine and she expertly rubbed her mound against my rapidly stiffening cock.

“Yes,” I moaned, her words finding this new button of mine that she’d learned how to push.

“I’m going to enjoy trying lots of new cocks,” she teased, sliding her arm between us and guiding me into her. “Some nice young cock again. Maybe some older guys, perhaps some big black ones too. You enjoyed watching me fuck Leon, didn’t you? Is that why you came so fast?”

“Yes,” I said again. “I liked watching you with black cock inside you.”

Where this was all spilling from, I didn’t know. Tina had found my weakness and was exploiting it. It was like she’d flicked a switch and a floodgate had opened inside me.

“You can fuck Marie too if you like?” Tina whispered into my ear as she began to grind up and down my cock. Her pussy felt so good. “I can tell you like her, Joe. Would you like to fuck her while I watch? Maybe I could even join in. I’ve never been with a girl but now that I’m expanding my horizons…”

Again, that was too much and I felt my cock explode inside her after only a few seconds of sex.

“Oh, dear,” Tina giggled. “This really won’t do, Joseph. You’d better learn how to control yourself if we’re really going to do the things we’re talking about.”

“I suppose I do,” I sighed. “So are we? Going to do these things, I mean?”

Tina rolled over and got her phone from the bedside table. She scrolled down her list of contacts and I saw her settle on the name Will Barker. She tapped the screen and pressed ‘dial.’

“Yes, Joe,” she said. “Yes, we are.” Then when Will answered, she smiled at me. “Hi Will. It’s Tina. When are you back in England?”

As she suggested the possibility of meeting up again with Will, I lay there in bed thinking. She’d told me that she wasn’t about to become some sort of gangbang girl yesterday and that it had been a one-off thing; a holiday fling; an unexpected adventure.

But now I realised the adventure wasn’t finished with the end of our Italian holiday.

“I’m soooooo looking forward to it,” I heard Tina say to Will before saying goodbye and hanging up before turning back to me with an excited grin. “I’m meeting him next week.”

Oh no, our adventure wasn’t over.

It was only just beginning.
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Epilogue

  
  




“Good afternoon,” Dennis said, greeting the attractive young couple on the front steps of the hotel. “Welcome to the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa. My name is Dennis Webb, I’m the owner of the hotel and if there’s anything I can do to make your stay more enjoyable, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

The young couple, a slender, freckled redhead and her husband, a tall and serious-looking man several years her elder, followed the hotel owner through the revolving doors and into a grand, Art Deco-styled lobby. Dennis helped them with their suitcases, ushering them towards a beautiful black woman sitting behind the reception desk.

“This is Martin and Kelly,” Dennis told her, surprising the couple by the informal use of their first names. “They booked through the Azure View website, the custom service.”

“Custom service?” Viola replied, looking them both up and down with a warm smile. “Well, in that case, I guarantee you’re going to have a wonderful time. You’re in one of our very best rooms. Number 69.”

The serious-looking Martin actually allowed his thin lips to curve into the smallest of smiles at the number but Kelly saw it and quickly snuffed it out with a single arched eyebrow.

Dennis escorted them to their rooms and after leaving them to acclimatise themselves, he returned to the front desk.

“She looks like she might be hard work,” Viola noted quietly.

“Oh, don’t worry,” he replied. “I’ve done my homework and I’m confident we’ll be able to get Martin what he wants.”

“Does he have any specific requests?” Viola asked, pulling an emery board from her drawer and beginning to file her long, pink-painted nails.

“Nothing special,” Dennis shrugged. “He just wants to see his wife get fucked. The usual sort of thing.”

Just then, a young man with a mop of shaggy dark hair entered the foyer from outside, wiping a thin sheen of sweat from his forehead. “Was that the new custom couple?” Gianni asked in his thick Italian accent.

“It was indeed. You had better get working on her. Viola thinks she might be a tough nut to crack,” Dennis replied. “They’re in room 69, Gianni. Go introduce yourself. You know the usual routine, pretend the air conditioning needs setting up.”

“I’m on it,” the young maintenance guy grinned. “This will be fun. I haven’t had a redhead for a while.” With that, Gianni walked towards the elevators, his mission begun. 

Dennis exchanged a look with Viola. “I love owning this place,” he said, taking in a deep breath and surveying his surroundings with pride.

“I know you do, you old pervert,” Viola rolled her eyes at him. “Now go and find something useful to do and let me finish off what I’m doing.”

“Shaping your nails?”

“So what if it is?” Viola waved him away impatiently and returned to working with her emery board. Dennis smiled contentedly. He was happy. His staff were happy. And it was his and their job to make their guests happy, no matter how complicated or strange their particular requests might be.

By the time they left the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa, the haughty Kelly would be a changed woman and the wannabe cuckold Martin would walk back down the marble steps outside with a big grin on his face and a spring in his step.

Dennis would make sure of it. But first, he had some videos to watch, of the young couple that had checked out yesterday, Joseph and Tina, fucking by the pool.

* * *

While Joe and Tina’s finished, the story of Dennis Webb and the Azure View is only just beginning.




Dennis, Viola, Gianni and the other staff of this Hotel for Hotwives will return in the next ‘Holiday Hotwives’ novel: ‘Kelly: Takes Two To Tango.’ 






Kelly: Takes Two To Tango (Preview Chapter)
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Chapter 1: Room 69




“If it’s anything as nice on the inside as it is on the outside, you’ve outdone yourself,” my wife Kelly said, as the taxi dropped us off outside the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa.

I looked up at the elegant alabaster building in front of us, pleased with everything I’d seen so far since arriving at the Amalfi Coast. The resort of Positano was beautiful and the hotel, perched high on the rocky cliffs looking out over the cyan-blue waters of the Gulf of Salerno, was everything I’d dreamed it would be.

“Well, there’s only one way to find out,” I said, taking her hand and leading her up a set of shallow marble steps that led to the gleaming silver revolving doors.

“Good afternoon,” said a very tall and slim handsome man that I’d thought was just another hotel patron, standing by the entrance. “Welcome to the Azure View Hotel Resort and Spa. My name is Dennis Webb, I’m the owner of the hotel and if there’s anything I can do to make your stay more enjoyable, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

I looked at Kelly, hoping she’d be impressed that we were getting such good service and she squeezed my hand and smiled happily. I loved the way she got cute little creases at the corners of her light green eyes when she smiled like that. She was beautiful anyway, with her long, flaming-red hair, full lips, creamy-pale skin and lightly freckled cheeks but when she smiled, her entire face seemed to light up.

“Please follow me, I’ll get you checked in and show you to your room,” the man who’d named himself Dennis said. As we let him lead us through the revolving doors and into the air-conditioned Art-Deco-styled lobby, I couldn’t help but think to myself how Dennis didn’t match my expectations. I’d emailed him during the booking process because of the special requests that I had but I’d not expected him to be as old as he was. He wasn’t ancient, but I put him in his fifties at least. His neatly-styled short dark hair was shot through with silver at the temples and his face was lined, although it didn’t affect his overall handsomeness. He was sharply dressed in a slate-grey, pinstriped suit and was the very image of an English gentleman, so what was he doing running a hotel such as this on the Italian coast?

“Wow,” Kelly breathed to me as we approached the check-in desk, which was manned by a strikingly beautiful black woman. “This place is amazing. Do you think the rooms will be as good?”

“I hope so,” I replied as Dennis walked us to the desk.

“This is Martin and Kelly,” he told the receptionist, surprising me with the informal use of our first names. “They booked through the Azure View website, custom service.”

“Custom service?” the receptionist replied, looking at me and Kelly for a moment before flashing us a warm smile. “Well, in that case, I guarantee you’re going to have a wonderful time. You’re in one of our very best rooms. Number sixty-nine.”

Sixty-nine? I couldn’t help but smirk at the naughty number. It was childish, I knew that, but considering what I’d got planned for this vacation, it seemed ironic and hilarious. Kelly saw my grin and gave me one of her usual disapproving looks. I immediately straightened my face. “That’s great,” I said as professionally as I could manage. “Thank you.”

“This way, please.” Dennis stepped towards the lift nearby after Kelly received the room key cards from the receptionist. “May I say that I absolutely love your hair? I love red hair but yours is the most beautiful colour.”

Kelly didn’t reply as we followed him into the lift but she looked at me as if to say, ‘That was kind of weird’ and I shrugged as a way of half-agreeing. Dennis was only trying to be friendly and complimentary but I wondered if it was also part of the plan that he had for my special requests.

We came out of the lift on the second floor and walked the length of the corridor, holding hands as we always did, to the door right at the very end. “Room sixty-nine,” he announced outside a door marked with the number in gold numerals. “I’ll leave you to settle in. Enjoy your stay.”

With that, he left us to explore our room and what a room it was. Classical Art-Deco styling was present here too. From the fine ivory and black wallpaper to the mahogany furniture, everything about the room was exquisite.

“Look at the bed!” Kelly exclaimed as I finally wheeled our suitcases in and closed the door behind us. The bed was grand indeed, a dark wood four-poster with a silk canopy above. Kelly leapt onto it, smoothing her hands over the covers. “The sheets are silk too. Wow. This must have cost us a pretty penny.”

“Not really,” I lied. “I got a special deal. I told you.”

“Is that what they meant by custom service?” she asked, testing the mattress by pressing down on it with both hands. “Oh, this bed is going to be so comfy to sleep in.”

“Custom service means we get all the optional extras,” I lied again. “You’ll see. Hopefully, you’ll be happy with a few of the surprises I’ve got lined up.”

I explored the room, finding a refrigerator next to the wardrobes and opening it. “Ah, Champagne. Very nice.”

“Don’t you have to pay for that?” Kelly slid from the bed and stopped me just as I was about to pop the cork.

“No,” I replied, pointing to the note stuck to the label.

Enjoy your stay. Our compliments, Dennis and the staff of the Azure View.

“This is getting better and better,” Kelly grinned, making the corners of her eyes crease again in the cutest way. “Let me have a quick shower while you pour us both a glass. I feel all sweaty in these clothes.”

With that, she stripped off the t-shirt and shorts she was wearing, giving me a cheeky flash of her slim figure before disappearing into the bathroom.

“Ciao,” came a voice from the doorway.

“Hello?” I said, wondering who the stranger was that was poking his head through the hotel door.

“Scusa, I am Gianni,” the stocky young man introduced himself in heavily-accented English. “I am the maintenance man for the building. I apologise but I forgot to activate the air-conditioning.”

“Ah, I see,” I replied, beckoning him in. “My wife is just in the shower.”

As I said that, the sound of falling water drifted from the bathroom door, which she hadn’t closed behind her but we couldn’t see anything because the shower was just out of view from where we were standing.

Gianni rubbed a hand through his thick mop of black hair then walked over slowly and quietly. “You have booked for the custom service, yes?”

I nodded, then whispered. “Yes. Kelly doesn’t know, so please be quiet.”

“Of course,” he said in a hushed tone. “I will show you the air-conditioning.”

He walked over to a display panel on the wall, pressed a green button and a gentle breeze of cool air wafted down over us from the large vent on the ceiling.

“This button is the on and off,” he explained, then pointed to a smaller round, white button and lowered his voice again. “And this one turns the cameras on and off.”

“Cameras?” I whispered.

He pressed the white button and then pointed to the vent. I looked up and saw a faint red light glowing behind the grill.

“There is one behind the mirror too,” he murmured in a low voice, pointing towards a square mirror on the wall opposite before chuckling lightly. “Keep them off if you don’t want to be watched. Of course, if that is your thing, then leave it on.”

“I see.” I looked over my shoulder into the bathroom. The water was still running.

“If things work out and Kelly brings someone to your room, then you can watch them as long as the camera is on,” Gianni continued to explain. “Mr Webb will explain fully and arrange everything when you talk later but for now, that’s all you need to know. You’re going to have a great time, Martin, I promise.”

The sound of the shower stopped.

“Well, thank you, Gianni,” I said, louder now so that Kelly would know someone was in our room. “I think I’ve got it.”

The Italian maintenance man made no move to leave until my wife emerged cautiously from the shower, with a large, white, fluffy towel wrapped around her.

“This is Gianni,” I introduced the young Italian. “Gianni, this is my wife, Kelly.”

“Ciao bella,” he said, taking her hand and kissing it lightly. She was quite taken aback, I could tell, but she didn’t object. She pushed a lock of her wet, red hair behind her ear and smiled at him.

“He was just showing me how to use the air-conditioning,” I explained.

“That’s good,” she replied, then folded her arms across her chest. “Now, if you don’t mind, Gianni, I’d like to get dressed.”

The dark-haired hotel worker nodded and smiled back, showing a row of perfect white teeth before leaving, closing the door behind him so that we were alone again.

“I hope the staff don’t take it upon themselves to walk into our room whenever they like,” my wife said, staring after him for a long moment. “There’s good service and then there’s too much service if you know what I mean?”

“Mmhmm,” I nodded. The thing was, Kelly didn’t know that the custom service I’d booked for us included just that - too much service was exactly what I wanted. She didn’t know that the Azure View Resort Hotel and Spa was a very special place; a hotel designed for men who wanted to see their wives with other men. It had a nickname on the internet, the ‘Hotwife Holidays Destination’. I wasn’t sure how it was going to work yet, but in our emails backwards and forwards during the booking process, Dennis had guaranteed me that Kelly would be given every possible opportunity to cheat on me, something I wanted her to do. Not so that we would break up. Far from it, I loved my wife more than anything. I just had a fetish to see her with someone else.

“So, are we going to have some Champagne or what?” Kelly said, dragging me from my thoughts.

I took out the two glasses that were kept in the fridge for coolness, then popped the cork and poured us both a tall glass of the sparking, golden liquid.

“To this being the best week of our lives,” I said, raising a toast. Kelly tapped her glass to mine, and then we both took a long sip of the Champagne.

“I’ve got a feeling I’m going to enjoy this vacation,” she said.

I hoped she was right.

* * *

Holiday Hotwives #2, Kelly: Takes Two To Tango is out now on Amazon. Click here to get your copy today.
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