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You will be so jealous when I tell you what my husband did for my birthday. He booked a hotel away as a surprise, which was a lovely treat. An intimate boutique hotel with a pool beside a private beach. What more could a wife want?

A lot more, as I found out.

“No one knows us around here,” he said. “We can do anything we like, be who we want to be, without fear of people gossiping about us.”

“Gossiping! What do you have in mind that might set people gossiping?”

He wrapped his arm around me and pulled me closer. “Just your loving husband and greatest admirer.”

I gave him a friendly slap on the arm.”Charmer!” I meant it. He was charming, and I felt lucky to have him.

“I’ve arranged a little party by the pool to celebrate your birthday.”

“A party by the pool, I’ll look forward to it. Um, what do you suggest I wear? Is it a posh frock or dress-down affair?”

Of course, I thought it would be only the two of us, and he used the word party loosely. After all, we’d gone away and didn’t know any local people.

How wrong was I? Very wrong.

He’d made connections in the area and found the perfect companions to join us in our celebrations.

“A bikini will be perfect for this daytime pool party. Nothing at all would be even better.” He chuckled with a glint of mischief in his eyes.

“Yeah, yeah. As if I’d walk around wearing nothing. In your dreams.”

“In my dreams, you do.” The sweet, charming talker wasn’t naked himself; he wore shorts, a skinny vest top, and flip-flops. He had such a perfect gym-toned body that he looked great in anything. “I thought you’d say that, so I have a present for you.”

“Is it something to wear?” The package was so tiny; it certainly wasn’t big enough to be a dress.

“Open it and see.”

Inside I found the loveliest and skimpiest sexy white bikini, which would leave little to the imagination. Mere strings held it together, the sort that may so easily be untied. I immediately changed into it and wrapped myself in my sarong as it felt too revealing on its own.

“Right, I’m ready to go.”

* * *
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It was surprisingly busy by the pool, as if every guest in the hotel had decided to go for a dip or work on their tan at exactly the time.

After just a few seconds of gazing around sussing out the best possible place at the other guests, it dawned on me that I was the only woman present and the guys all looked extremely fit. I sat down on a sunlounger and wondered if my husband had mistakenly booked us into a gay venue.

Well, if they were gay, they wouldn’t be interested in my body in my new bikini, I thought. As I cast off the sarong, I felt eyes scorching my skin. Either it was my imagination, or I was showing more than enough of my voluptuous curves.

My husband smiled at me in a way that was both reassuring and unnervingly lust-filled.

We are in a public place. Behave!

There was no space for private conversation because two men immediately joined us.

“Hello, I’m Carlos,” he said in a deep European accent. French, Italian? I couldn’t say. And already his British companion was speaking.

“Hiya, I’m Todd. Are you having a good time?”

My husband and I smiled and shook hands with the handsome strangers who looked set up for the day with their towels and bags on the sun loungers next to ours.

“Lovely time,” I said. “It’s a lovely hotel,”

Whereas my husband had a different answer. “I hope things get much more interesting while we’re here.”

Carlos winked at me and he seemed to be grinning, though I had no idea why.

WTF did that mean? What did any of it mean? I felt like I was missing something.

“Interesting? In what way?” Todd asked my husband, which was something I wanted to know too.

And it seemed like all the guys around the pool looked in our direction while listening for the answer.

“It’ll be interesting to see if my wife’s bikini goes see-through when she goes for a swim. Or how easily the straps come undone.”

I was horrified to hear him speak about me like that. How rude?

How thrilling!

Hearing him talk casually about me to total strangers as if I were a sex object — his sex object — set me tingling.

“That would be interesting,” Todd agreed. “And if it doesn’t turn see-through, she can just abandon it altogether.”

A new man suddenly came over. He held his hand out to me. “Hi. I’m John,” he said with a cultured home counties accent, contrasting with Todd’s sexy west country drawl. “And you can count me in for anything interesting.”

“That’s nice to know,” I said as if I had any clue what they were all talking about.

“Bikini removal, that’s my specialty,” Todd chipped in. “If you need any help.”

I was shocked and excited by his bold talk in front of my husband and the other men. But I said, “I think I’ll keep it on for now.”

“You should keep it on,” said Carlos, but he added. “It looks really good on you.”

“It does, darling. Why don’t you go for a swim and try out in the pool?”

All the personal comments from strangers in front of my husband made me self-conscious, so taking a dip and hiding in the cold water sounded like an excellent way of escaping.

“If you’ll excuse me.” I left my towel and slip-on footwear with my husband and went for a relaxing swim.

I swim regularly, almost daily, so it was easy for me to empty my mind and get into a more relaxed frame of mind as I cut through the water. I don’t know how much time passed, but eventually, I got out with the earlier conversation almost forgotten.

* * *
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Once I’d patted myself dry, put on my sunglasses and wide-brimmed sun hat, and sat on the edge of my lounger, I said to my husband, “Should we move to the shade? I have suntan cream, but the shade might be better.”

Many massive parasols were clustered in one area near the building, so we moved to this area. I placed my dry towel on a sunbed, lay on my stomach, and closed my eyes.

“Would you like me to rub on suntan cream?” my man asked.

“No need. We’re in the shade,” I said without opening my eyes.

“What about a little massage while I pretend to rub you with tanning oil? It will help you relax.”

That sounded good.

My husband rubbed my back, I relaxed, and my mind began wandering like his hands, which seemed to get caught up in the strings that secured the bra top in place.

He undid it. The strings fell to the sides.

“You don’t want tan lines,” he said in a low sultry voice.

We’re in the shade! I said to myself.

Okay. Nothing to see here. It’s just my back in a country where topless sunbathing is perfectly normal.

When he moved down to my legs, he stroked the oil all the way to the top, to the line around my bikini-bottoms, and right into my inner thigh.

I sighed as his hand deliberately passed over the gusset.

Naughty man.

At least my bikini was already wet from my swim, so it couldn’t get any wetter down there.

When he moved his attention to my outer thighs, his sweeping hand movements reached right over my buttocks and then up to the bows that held the bikini together on either side.

He didn’t say anything, but I knew his strange hand movements meant he was unfastening those knotted strings. Would he remove the flimsy piece of fabric completely and expose me to the gaze of all the men?

I didn’t attempt to stop him.

* * *
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If things had stopped right there, it would have been thrilling enough, knowing that if I stood up, I’d leave my wet, white bikini behind on the sunlounger and embarrass myself while all those men got an eyeful of my naked body.

But things didn’t end there.

I heard a man questioning my husband. “Do you need a hand there, mate?”

“Sure. Can you take over from here?”

What the...?

The new man — a total stranger — settled beside me and placed his large and strong hands on the backs of my thighs. He smoothed them up and over my tush, casting the bikini aside like it was nothing.

Teasingly his fingers stroked along the crack and dipped inside the now-exposed crevice.

I was mortified. I hadn’t even seen the man’s face, yet his face was that close to that part of me, and he was touching me there.

At that stage, I was thankful he didn’t linger between my cheeks or force his way in. My relief was premature when I had no idea what was to come.

He stroked my butt in a far too intimate way, and his fingers dipped down between my thighs where he’d discover the true extent of how much all this turned me on.

“She’s very wet, isn’t she?” My husband didn’t even whisper that fact to the stranger but said it so loud it was like an announcement to all the men.

“Like the swimming pool, mate.”

Kill me now before I die of embarrassment.

A low growl came from the stranger. “It’s lovely,” he said as a solitary finger slipped inside me.

It wasn’t nearly enough to fulfill my growing need. My cunt clenched and lubricant gushed.

“So horny.”

Did he mean him or me or both of us?

Suddenly, he withdrew his finger, placed a hand on either side of my thighs, and pushed them apart. I didn’t have time to process this new degree to which my private parts were getting full exposure because he settled between my legs with this face against my butt.

He lapped up the excess juices that gushed from my
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