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CHAPTER 1

I sat at the bar nursing my margherita and taking in the ambience of the venue. It was a very modern, chrome and glass everywhere, the lights were dim, but it wasn’t dark, the music was soft but loud enough for you to feel it. It was still early, and the place wasn’t busy, so it the vibe was relaxing. I hadn’t been here before, I had chosen it myself, after hearing a positive review from a friend.

It was the first Thursday of the month, which meant date night for myself and Chris. We had been married for 6 years now, and these date nights had become a regular thing over the past year. We had decided that our relationship, which was good and full of love, needed a little more spontaneity. OK, I’ll be honest, it was my idea, I guess being a housewife had been getting me down a bit as I approached my mid-thirties. Sure, I had my work and my friends, and Chris was not the possessive or overprotective type, he allowed me to go out with the girls and have some fun from time to time. But I wanted more romance, more excitement. So, we agreed that once per month we would meet at a random venue that one of us had chosen, leave our wedding rings off, and pretend that we were strangers. It was fun, it made the date seem more… exciting! I would arrive first, find a spot to sit and then Chris would come in and hit on me, we would flirt and ‘get to know each other’. We would even use fake names. Inevitably we would go home together and make love. In all honesty, our love life had never been better. Chris wasn’t the most adventurous lover, but he satisfied me. Most of the time.

On this occasion I had arrived extra early, no real reason, it had been a stressful week at work and I just wanted a little alone time. I had been sitting at the bar, minding my own business for about half an hour when I voice snapped me out of my thoughts.

“I said do you mind if I join you?” The voice repeated.

I jumped, at first, I thought it was Chris at first, but then I realised this voice was deeper than his. I turned to see a classic cliché standing beside me leaning on the counter. He was tall dark and handsome! Short dark hair, dark eyes and a strong masculine jawline that was emphasised by the shadow of his stubble.

“Oh… erm. I’m OK thank you.” I said somewhat shyly.

“Huh, it’s just that you’ve been sitting here for the past half an hour and I thought you might like some company.” He replied with a warm smile.

He wasn’t being forceful, in fact there seemed to be genuine sincerity in his voice, not like when cocky young guys hit on you but then refuse to take no for an answer, even when you flash your wedding ring at them. I hate that, but this was different, more respectful.

“Um… it’s just that I’m waiting for someone.”

“Oh, you have a date” he said knowingly, “Of course you do.”

I smiled at him to express gratitude for his understanding and then turned back to my drink. I quickly glanced at my watch and then he spoke again.

“It looks like you’re almost finished. At least let me buy you another.”

He pointed at the almost empty glass that stood between my fingers. I couldn’t help but notice how big his finger looked next to mine, his whole hand was at least twice the size of mine. I didn’t look up or respond but my eyes lingered on his masculine hand for a couple of seconds, maybe longer, possibly bordering on an inappropriate length of time. He called to the barman.

“Excuse me, could I have an old fashioned and another for the lady here, please?”

“Margherita.” I said instinctively, then felt myself blushing. I looked up at him and he turned to me, his back leant against the bar. He smiled softly and held out his hand. I looked at his hand and then looked up at him. There was a slightly awkward moment and then I reached up and took his hand, just to be polite. He didn’t shake it, so much as just gently cradle it between his big fingers. His hand looked like it could crush rocks, but he held mine like it was a delicate quale’s egg.

“Kostas.” I raised an eyebrow and cocked my head slightly as I contemplated the name. “It’s Greek, my mother is from Rhodes.” I let out a subtle snigger as I realised, he was probably used to people, perhaps women like me asking about the origin of his name. “So, you’re not going to tell me your name then?” He followed up.

I smiled apologetically and then said “Sophie.”

At that point I realised that he was still holding my hand and I shyly pulled it away, reminding myself that my husband would be here soon for our date. I felt myself blushing slightly as I looked away from him and nervously glanced back at my watch.

“I’m sorry, I’ve made you uncomfortable” he said with a soupcon of kindness in his voice.

“Oh, no it’s fine… but…”

He cut me off, placing a strong hand on mine as it rested on the bar by my fresh cocktail. I felt myself blushing again as my ears heated up and I looked in the opposite direction so as not to let him see.

“I’ll leave you be.” He said, “but if your date doesn’t work out tonight. I’m staying at the Radisson until Monday morning.”

He slid a business card across the top of the bar and then stepped away. I glanced up and watched him walk away from me, he looked good in his pinstriped shirt and expensive tailored trousers. I shook myself out of it and turned back to my drink. I was just about to lift my glass when another voice made me jump.

“Excuse me miss, do you mind if I join you?”

It was Chris. I quickly slipped the card, almost mindlessly into my purse, which was rested on the counter next to my drink and turned to face my husband. I smiled and replied.

“Sure. I’m Helen, and you are?” I said with a warm smile on my face, slipping effortlessly into character.

Chris was playing Geoff tonight, we sat at the bar going through our usual routine of ‘getting to know each other’. We had a couple of drinks and then I whispered in his ear; “Let’s go someplace else” which was my usual cue for him to hail us a cab and take me home to make love.

As we walked out of the bar, my hands gently gripping his upper arm, I glanced over and saw Kostas sitting in the corner, he raised his glace discreetly and winked. I blushed and caught myself biting my bottom lip, so I buried my face into my husband’s shoulder until we got outside.

That night we made passionate love. It was the best sex we had had for quite some time. Chris was an attentive lover, but like most men he rarely lasted long enough to get me off, usually finishing me off with his fingers or his mouth. That night we came together as I clawed his back and bit his shoulder. But it wasn’t Chris I was thinking of as he came inside me. It was Kostas and those strong but ever so gentle hands. I just couldn’t get him out of my mind.

The next day was Friday and work usually finished around 2pm. I was an accounts manager for a renewable energies company, quite a new but rapidly growing company with a progressive attitude to work. It had become the culture that if all deadlines were met by Friday afternoon, we would finish up and go to a nearby pub for a couple of post-work drinks. We would usually only be there until 4 or 5 at the latest, a couple of drinks and then home to our respective families. I had arranged for Chris to meet me there so we could go for dinner. My colleagues filtered out one by one and I sat at the bar waiting for my husband. The staff knew me well and they had seen myself and Chris together a few times. As I reached into my purse to check my phone for messages the business card fell out onto the counter. I picked it up and twiddled it between my fingers. My phone vibrated and I checked the message. It was Chris. He was running late. I don’t know what possessed me, but I found myself tapping Kostas’ number into my phone and typing out a message.

“HI KOSTAS. THIS IS SOPHIE, WE MET AT THE BAR LAST NIGHT XX”

I nervously pressed send and then instantly felt guilty. What was I doing? I loved my husband; he was such a kind and caring man. I lied to myself, trying to rationalise my actions, I told myself it was harmless fun to pass the time. I placed the phone down on the counter and agitatedly tapped my manicured fingernails against the bar, looking around like a nervous child. I quickly called over to the barmaid and ordered another glass of wine. Anything to distract myself in that moment.

When I looked down my phone was flashing. It was a message. I felt butterflies in my stomach, what had I done? I hesitated and glanced around guiltily, it’s ridiculous but for some reason I wanted to make sure that no one was watching me, like a guilty child up to no good. I picked up my phone and opened the message. It was the same number. I quickly glanced around again and then opened the message.

“HOW WAS YOUR DATE?”

I took in a sharp breath. What was I supposed to say? That I came hard while thinking about him?

“I’ll stick it on the tab.” Said the barmaid as she placed the glass of sauvignon down in front of me. I smiled coyly and returned to the phone screen.

My hands were shaking, I knew this was wrong. It felt like cheating, but it wasn’t, was it? It’s just a bit of harmless fun, it’s not like I was going to do anything, Besides, he’d be gone after the weekend then I’d delete his number and never contact him again. I decided to play it cool.

“GREAT THANKS. I JUST WANTED TO SAY THANK YOU FOR THE DRINK.”

There, that is innocent enough, isn’t it? I lied to myself. Too soon the phone vibrated again with another message.

“I WOULD BE DELIGHTED TO BUY YOU ANOTHER IF YOU LET ME.”

Oh my God, I thought to myself, is he asking me out? I suddenly realised that I was grinning to myself, biting my bottom lip as I read the message back to myself. I took a large gulp of wine and put the phone back in my purse. I stared into space, my fingernails nervously drumming on the counter as all kinds of thoughts ran through my mind. There was no way I was going to reply to that message, I told myself, I couldn’t lead him on anymore, it’s not fair on him… or Chris.

It seemed almost surreal, dream-like, as I watched my own hand reach back into my purse and take out my phone again. I glanced up, once again, to check I wasn’t being watched, which was stupid, but that was my own sense of guilt playing with my mind. I opened the screen and read the message back to myself again. I couldn’t help myself, I think I was actually turned on by the whole situation, even though it was just harmless flirting, it felt so taboo, and what Chris didn’t know couldn’t hurt him, right? I typed out a reply.

“I’M SURE YOU WOULD.”

I thought I would play hard to get, there was no need to come off as desperate, maybe he would realise that it’s just harmless flirting and get bored.  The phone screen flashes again. He hadn’t hesitated to reply. I bit my bottom lip, feeling naughty and read the message.

“HOW ABOUT TOMORROW NIGHT?”

I blushed and gasped audibly. He literally just asked me on a date. OK, I told myself, this had to stop. I couldn’t possibly take this any further. No matter how attracted I was to this mysterious stranger, I was a married woman. A happily married woman. I typed my reply immediately.

“I WON’T BE ABLE TO DO THAT, BUT THANKS FOR THE OFFER. ENJOY THE REST OF YOUR STAY.”

That was final enough wasn’t it? I told myself. A few minutes later Chris arrived. We stayed for one drink together, I paid the tab and we left for our favourite restaurant. I small local Indian run by a lovely Bangladeshi family. We were regulars and always got free drinks. We got home quite late and were both a little tipsy. Chris was feeling frisky, but I felt so guilty about my earlier actions that I told him I was too tired and went up to bed alone, while he clumsily cluttered around with something downstairs. As I sat in bed, I checked my phone one last time, just to see if there was anything on social media that I had missed and saw another message from Kostas.

“IF YOU CHANGE YOUR MIND YOU KNOW WHERE TO FIND ME XX.”

I switched my phone off and almost instantly started rubbing my clit. I couldn’t get the thought of his dark eyes, his masculine features and those big, strong but gentle hands out of my head. I had to get this out of my system, I told myself. I wanked myself furiously and came hard, almost as hard as I had cum the night before, moaning into the pillow. Then I rolled over and fell asleep before Chris got into bed.

The next day, I woke up late. The sun was beaming through the curtains and I could smell coffee from downstairs. I threw on a silk robe and wandered downstairs to find Chris stacking his fishing gear up in the hallway.

“Oh, you’re up”, he said, “how’s your head?”

I smiled wearily, “OK babe. What are you doing?” I enquired.

“Getting ready to go fishing.” He half grinned and half frowned, like I had asked a dumb question.

“Don’t you usually go early?”

“Night fishing babe. Myself and the boys are trying out that new lake across town, remember?”

“Ohh…” the penny dropped, I was entirely uninterested in fishing, but I encouraged Chris to enjoy his hobby, “I didn’t realise it was this weekend.” I said.

“Yeah, we’ll probably be back tomorrow afternoon sometime. You don’t mind, do you?”

I could tell he was excited about his trip, as far as I could make out night fishing generally involved more drinking than it did actual fishing, it was a kind of boys only club.

“Of-course I don’t mind silly. It’s not like you’re going to a strip club or anything.”

Chris laughed and pulled me in for a hug, planting a big kiss on my lips.

“As if I would go to a strip club. Why would I want to see any other woman naked, when I have you?”

Chris was gone by lunchtime and I decided to go to the gym. I usually went after work on Monday and Wednesday and Saturday mornings. I didn’t do classes, I liked to lift weights to tone my body and usually did a little HIIT cardio afterwards too. On this occasion, I was too tired for cardio so just did a Glute workout and finished off with some ab work, I was only there for, like 30-minutes. Then I went home and sat down to watch the tennis on the TV. I was watching Serena Williams smash some Chinese teenager when I found my mind wandering again. I still don’t know why I did what I did next, it was like I was possessed. But the image of Kostas flickered in my mind and, before I knew what I was doing, I was typing another message.

“HEY. MY PLANS HAVE CHANGED. IS YOUR OFFER FOR THAT DRINK STILL OPEN?”

Sod it, I thought, it’s just a drink, I lied to myself. It’s not like we’re actually going to do anything. I’ll just meet up, I’ll tell him the truth, we’ll have a drink, I’ll apologise for being a bitch and then… oh who was I kidding? Even if nothing physical happened, I was colluding to go on a date with another man, behind my husband’s back. No matter how you look at it, no matter how you try to rationalise it, that was infidelity. I’m not religious, not even slightly but loyalty and honesty are important. I know that I would be hurt if my husband was to go behind my back, yet I couldn’t help myself. I just couldn’t get Kostas out of my head and it was almost like my actions were not being dictated to by my conscious mind, like something deep inside my unconscious was controlling me.


CHAPTER 2

The tennis match was over, and I sat restlessly scrolling through social media. Infuriatingly no reply had arrived. Maybe he was pissed off at being played around, maybe it really was just flirtation and I was now making a fool of myself. For the next hour, I barely paid any attention to the TV and just kept checking my phone hoping to see the screen flash with a message from Kostas. Finally, I scolded myself for being such selfish bitch and started chopping some veggies to do myself a prawn stir fry. I was just about to heat the oil in the pan when my phone started vibrating on the counter. I stopped and stared at it. It was an incoming call, from… Kostas’s number. Holy shit! I thought. I hesitated, butterflies in my stomach, my whole face was burning up. Slowly, I saw my hand reach out and pick up the phone. It was almost like I was watching myself, like an out of body experience. I answered and held the phone to my ear.

“Hello?” I said meekly.

“Hi. Is that Sophie? The voice was deep, slightly croaky, not quite a whisper, like he was just very chilled out.

“Uh… yeah…” He must have detected the nervous hesitation in my voice.

“Cool. Sorry for not getting back to you sooner, I was busy on a conference call. But I’m all yours now.”

His tone was definitely flirty, and I barely managed to stifle a giggle as he spoke. I paused and I could almost hear him waiting for my reply.

“Lucky me.” I blushed as the words came out, I almost threw my hand up to my mouth to stop myself.

“So, listen, I don’t know this town apart from this hotel and the bar we met at the other night. But I spotted a nice looking Taverna last night. Do you like Greek food?”

“I… love it!” I said, just a little too eager.

“Cool. My gran is a great cook so I doubt it will be up to her standard, but I’d love to buy you dinner tonight. Perhaps we could meet at that same bar for some pre drinks? Say about 6?”

“I would like that.” I was grinning unashamedly, like a schoolgirl being asked out by the captain of the rugby team for the first time. I was trying to maintain my composure but I’m sure he could detect my enthusiasm.

“Cool. See you later then hot stuff.”

I could barely bring myself to say an agreeable goodbye when he hung up. Damn, he was super confident and that only made me feel even more attracted to him. What on earth was I doing? Had I seriously just arranged a date with a strange man? I swallowed hard, partly out of guilt, but partly out of the immense arousal I felt at doing something so out of character and so naughty.

I looked at the clock. It was 3pm. I had less than three hours to get ready. I quickly put the chopped veg and prawns in containers and placed them back in the fridge. I grabbed a banana and a protein shake instead and then ran myself a bath.

I soaked in the bath, shaved my legs and my pussy. I always do that in the bath, but this felt, somehow dirty, like I was preparing myself for another man. Of course, that wasn’t what was really going on, was it? I was just going through the motions of my usual hygiene routine. After the bath I dried myself off, massaged in an organic body butter, which left my skin smooth, supple and smelling of lemongrass and coconut.

I did my hair and make-up and then started to lay out some clothes and tried several outfits on. In the end I found myself putting on a black lace underwear set with matching suspender belt and sheer stockings. Why was I wearing sexy underwear? He’s not going to see it! I told myself. Maybe it’s just part of the game, making myself feel sexy and desirable… Yeah right!

Finally, I chose a short backless black homecoming dress with nude lining, high neckline, the bra will have to go, I thought to myself. The pattern alternated between black fabric and narrow contoured see-through panels, that hinted at skin, but didn’t show much off. It was stylish and sexy but not slutty. I didn’t do slutty, I was more likely to lounge around in leggings and a tee shirt at home, but when I went out, I always wanted to look chic and stylish. I completed the look with some 5-inch designer heels. Again, sexy but not slutty, I didn’t want to look like a hooker.

I admired myself in the mirror and couldn’t help but take some selfies, which I almost posted on social media before I caught myself in the act and stopped. No way would I be able to explain that to Chris, I thought. What’s that honey? Oh, yeah, I was just getting ready for a date and thought I looked smoking hot.

By the time I was dressed my cab was already waiting outside. I quickly grabbed a short, lightweight jacket, my purse and checked my make-up one last time.

I arrived at the bar a good fifteen minutes late. It’s true what they say about ladies being fashionably late, always keep a man waiting. I don’t think I have ever been on time for anything. I was almost late for my own wedding. I paused outside the bar as my thoughts flashed back to my darling husband. Why was I doing this? I wasn’t unhappy in my marriage, I loved my husband and he loved me, what more could I possibly want out of life? I took in a deep breath. Oh well I thought to myself, I’m here now. I walked in, smiling coyly at the doorman, who was definitely checking me out. That only confirmed how hot I looked tonight. That surely was no accident, no matter how much I tried to convince myself otherwise, I was dressing to impress.

I walked inside, the bar was pretty quiet, around here places like this don’t start to fill up until around nine pm on a Saturday. I looked over and saw Kostas sitting, with his back to the bar, he had clearly been watching the doorway, wating for my arrival. I paused and smiled meekly, doing my best to fight off a blush. He stood as I approached and leaned in for a gentle kiss on the cheek, which I reciprocated. I couldn’t help but drink him in with my eyes. He was wearing snug fitting designer jeans with brown leather shoes, very expensive looking. A matching brown leather belt, his shirt was designer, smart casual and cut in a v shape that accentuated his narrow waist and wide shoulders. The top two buttons were undone, giving him, a comfortable, confident appearance and I could see a gold chain around his neck, stylish, not medallion man tacky. I inhaled and the heady aroma of his cologne filled my nostril. Even his after-shave was clearly very expensive.

He handed me a margherita, which took me almost by surprise.

“You remembered.” I said, with a wide grin as I took my place on the stool next to him.

“I guess you left quite the impression on me.” He said with casual smoothness that came off as cute.

We sat and chatted, making small talk. After just a couple of minutes I was feeling so relaxed that I had forgotten all my nerves. We didn’t flirt hard; any flirtation was subtle and good humoured. He made me laugh, telling me stories about his work. It turned out that he ran his own tech company and had been in town for a conference. He spoke passionately about his sporting hobbies. He played rugby, lifted weights and enjoyed skiing and rock climbing on occasion. I told him I had always wanted to try climbing and, naturally, he invited me to go with him one day. Only half joking.

We had three drinks and became subtly increasingly touchy feely. His hands would occasionally take mine and stroke my fingers, each time he did that butterflies filled my stomach. His hands were huge compared to mine, but his touch was so gentle. He touched my knee as he made me laugh out loud with his stories, I found myself twirling my hair and throwing my head back exaggeratedly each time I laughed at his jokes. At one point there was a brief pause and I found myself just staring into his dark sultry eyes.

“You’re beautiful.” He said softly and I couldn’t help but blush and melt shyly, breaking my gaze from his.

After drinks we walked to the restaurant. Kostas ordered a fine red wine, and we selected a couple of mezes to share. I was too nervous to eat much and was happy for light bites and wine. They actually did a mixture of Mediterranean dishes, including Turkish and despite my low appetite, I found room for some baklava at the end.

Kostas insisted on paying the bill, I tried to persuade him to split the bill, but he simply pulled out his card and handed it to the waiter.

“You can cover the tip if it makes you feel better.” He smiled. I left a twenty on the table and we left.

Outside, I found myself instinctively wrapping my hands around his firm, strong arms and huddling in tight against his body to feel his warmth in the cool spring air. We walked slowly until we got outside Kostas’s hotel. We stopped and I looked up at him.

“Thank you for a lovely evening Kostas. You’re a true gentleman.” I said softly, trying not to gaze into his eyes.

He reached up and brushed some hair behind my ear and then just stroked my cheek with his big, gentle hand. His touch sent shivers down my spine and I leant into his palm, closing my eyes for a moment. His large hand felt so good and warm against the skin of my cheek. I took a deep inhale and then opened my eyes lazily. I paused for a second and then took a step back, smiling without making eye contact.

“I uh. I had better go.” I said as I reluctantly turned away.

I took one step and then felt him grab one of my wrists, not aggressively, but I felt his thick fingers close around my hand and turned me back to face him. My breathing was shallow, and my eyes must have betrayed me. He pulled me into him, one arm around my waist and one cupping my cheek. Our bodies were touching, my hands rested feebly on his manly chest as I looked up into those eyes once more. I knew I couldn’t resist him any longer as our faces moved closer and our lips met.


CHAPTER 3

I stood in the elevator, barely breathing and looking up into the eyes of this literal Adonis of a man. My hands lightly cupped his face, my fingers tracing the contours of his cheeks, jaw and lips, studying every minute detail, his fingers gently tracing up and down my spine through my jacket. We hadn’t spoken since the kiss outside the hotel, the kiss which was perhaps the most passionate and erotic kiss of my entire life, the kiss that literally took my breath away and, seemingly my voice too. After we broke away from that embrace Kostas simply looked at me longingly and then took my hand to led me through the hotel lobby to the elevator. My breasts rubbed lightly against his chest, my nipples so hard and erect that he had to be able to feel them through the fabric of my dress and his shirt. By now, there was nothing on my mind except the masculine beauty of the man whom I was cheating on my husband with. I didn’t even think about Chris, who was probably already several cans into a case of larger with his fishing buddies by now.

I leant in and gently nipped Kostas’ lips with mine before returning my gaze to his, losing myself in his dark dreamy eyes. The elevator pinged and snapped us both out of our lustful slumber.

Once we were inside his hotel room things started to heat up. Kostas peeled my jacket off and pulled me into him, squeezing my bum and pressing his crotch into my abdomen. I cupped his face tighter with my hands as our mouths met and our tongues grappled like Roman Greco wrestlers. I felt one of his hands on my thigh, sliding my skirt up with it and my leg instinctively lifted, my foot wrapping around the back of his knee. I was moaning audibly now as the kiss deepened. One of my hands left his face and slid down over his shoulder, to his chest. I slid my fingers inside his shirt and felt his skin for a moment, and then let my hand continue down. I felt Kostas’ hands slide up from my thigh and bum, to the clasp at the base of my neck above the backless dress. As he released the clasp to open my dress my hand found its target, and I started to rub his crotch.

Both feet now planted on the floor I created just enough space between us as I pulled out of the kiss and stared longingly into his eyes, feeling the more than a handful bulge in the front of his trousers. I guess, if I am honest with myself, this was the reason I had become so fixated on his big strong hands, but feeling his hardness sent shivers up my spine, as the dress slid down and fell to the floor. I whispered his name breathlessly as I took a step back for him to see me in my underwear. My small but firm breasts with the erect nipples pointing directly at him. He looked down slowly, taking in every inch of my toned, shapely body. The black lace suspenders and panties, the sheer stockings and my high heels. Then he began to undo the buttons of his shirt, one by one, fixing me with his eyes as one of my hands unconsciously moved to my crotch, the other caressing and pinching my nipples one after the other. I had never wanted a man so much in all my life, I didn’t even know that I could feel lust to this extend.

Kostas removed his shirt and stepped towards me, still I couldn’t speak but my eyes were begging him to take me. He reached around my hips and lifted me off the floor, I screamed out in surprise and then giggled lustily, attempting to kiss him again, but he carried me over and threw me onto the bed. To this point he had been ever so gentle and sensitive with his touch. Yes, he had assertively pulled me into that kiss outside, but he wasn’t rough, and it wasn’t like I resisted him either. But being manhandled in this way, a way no man had ever handled me before almost made my brain snap. He grabbed my legs and slid me closer to him and then started to slide my knickers down, slowly. My breathing was ragged and shallow as I raised my hips to assist him. The panties were discarded, and he parted my thighs, positioning himself between them at the foot of the bed. I looked down at him, his eyes never leaving mine as he slowly sank to his knees. He began kissing my inner thighs, as one hand caressed my flat abdomen. I was muttering incoherently through breathless gasps until I finally managed to form an actual word.

“Please…” I blurted out breathlessly.

He looked at me enquiringly, teasingly and my eyes widened, pleading for him to give me what I wanted, what I needed. I couldn’t contain the gasp as his mouth made contact with my sopping wet pussy. I reached down and entangled my fingers in his dark hair as he worked his tongue up and down my pussy lips. I guided him to where I wanted him to be, and he let me do so without resistance, a sign that he wanted to please me as much as I wanted him to. His tongue stimulated my clitoris and I yelped and moaned until my body started to tense. My toes curled and a deep guttural moan left my throat, a husky moan that soon became as high-pitched squeal as I reached my climax, and my mind went blank.

It took me a good minute or more to even open my eyes after the intensity the orgasm, my chest heaving. When I looked down Kostas was removing his underwear, his manhood flopped out and I bit my hand as my eyes bathed in the vision of his fit, strong body and impressive endowment. It wasn’t like what you see in porn films, like a forearm. But it was thicker and, perhaps, a couple of inches longer than my husband’s penis. Chris wasn’t small and his penis always felt good in me, it was just that he couldn’t always last for me. I turned him on too much, he would say. I could feel myself nodding desperately and mouthing “Yes yes yes” as Kostas climbed up onto the bed.

He hovered over me in a press-up position, I stroked his cheek with one hand as he guided his penis to my vagina and started to tease my slit, lubricating the bulbous head of his cock with my pussy juices. I gasped, my eyes bore into him, pleading for him to enter me.

“Please Kostas” I gasped desperately.

He pushed slowly into me, centimetre by spine tingling centimetre. My breath caught in my throat again and I animalistically wrapped my arms around his shoulders pulling him tight into me. He kissed my neck and I let out another desperate scream as he stretched out my pussy, and it felt like all my nerve endings were tingling. He bottomed out in me and I wrapped my legs around his lower back. I was gasping and moaning, shivers running through my whole body. I was so turned on by this man and the feeling of his thick cock filling me entirely I knew that another orgasm wasn’t far off. He started moving his hips back and forth, slowly at first. I squeezed him tight to me, like I was trying to absorb myself into him. With one hand on his upper back and the other wrapped around the back of his head I could hear him whispering in my ear.

“You are so hot Sophie. Your pussy feels so good. I wanna make you scream.”

That tipped me over the edge, and it was only a few more seconds before I was having my second body shaking orgasm. I had lost all self-control by this point and my screams of pleasure were surely audible enough to be heard down the hall.

Just like the first climax my mind went blank, he didn’t stop fucking me though. But now he was picking up the pace. I gripped his face with both hands and kissed him desperately, moaning and screaming into his mouth as his hips started to slam into my pelvis. My God, I had NEVER been fucked like this before, this was like something out of a tacky erotic novel, I didn’t think any man had that kind of stamina. He varied his pace, slowing right down and then speeding up again, he fucked me deep and then shallow, he ground his hips and I clenched my vaginal muscles to squeeze his cock, making him moan loudly too. He continued this for what seemed like an eternity, somehow managing to keep the pair of us one the edge of climax the wholetime, my moans and screams had become the soundtrack to our lovemaking. Yes, this wasn’t just sex, we were making love!

I was surprised when he suddenly switched positions, I let out a disappointed gasp as he vacated my aching pussy, but he raised my legs up and rested them both on one of his shoulders, he slowly slipped my stockings off and then re-entered me. I gripped the sheets as my eyes rolled back into my head. The new position reached different parts of my pussy walls and refreshed the sensations, sending more shivers up my body. I didn’t want it to end, this was like nothing I had ever felt in my life, and if I thought I was screaming before, now I was howling.

I was so close. He brought me to the edge and I was pleading for him to make me cum between howls of desperate, painful pleasure. Another change of position, this time he positioned my hips on their side, drawing my knees up towards my chest and he fucked me side on. I couldn’t take it “OH FUCK!” I screamed out.

This was swiftly followed by my third orgasm. I had never, in my life, had three orgasms in one night before. How could he keep going? I thought to myself, but just as I reached my climax, I heard his moaning grow louder and gruffer and then he pulled out. He let out a roar like a bear and I felt stream after stream of hot cum splash over my bare buttocks. The feeling of his hot sticky load coating the skin on my buttocks and thigh was one of the most erotic sensations I had ever experienced.

Kostas collapsed on top of me and I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him in for a deep and passionate kiss.

As we lay there catching our breath and our composure, the dawning realisation of what had just happened hit me. I had just had the best sex in my life, sex beyond all reasonable expectation. But it wasn’t with my husband, it was with this gorgeous, romantic and Godly man that I barely even knew.

Then came the guilt. A flood of conflicting emotions erupted through me and I began to cry. Just a sniffle at first, but a sniffle became a sob and then the flood gates opened, and I couldn’t contain myself. Every emotion I had been feeling over the past 48-hours came flooding out. The arousal, the confusion, the guilt.

Kostas, the poor man, didn’t know what to do. Had he done something wrong? Had he hurt me? He tried to console me, to enquire what was upsetting me but I didn’t answer. I rolled onto my side and clutched my man tight, burying my face into his strong chest and sobbed until I had no tears left inside me. Finally, I rolled onto my back and wiped my eyes, taking a deep breath and then spoke, my voice was croaky, almost a whisper.

“Kostas… I have a confession.”

“You’re married, aren’t you.”

I rolled back onto my side and looked at him, shocked at first, then angry, then guilty. My bottom lip started to quiver again. He reached over and stroked my cheek tenderly with his big hand, wiping away a tear with his thumb.

“It’s OK” he said softly “this can be our little secret.”

I looked into his eyes, leaned in and kissed him, my lips lingering on his and then I whispered croakily “I’m sorry.”

He pulled me into a gentle embrace and whispered in my ear “That was him at the bar the other night wasn’t it?”

“Yes… Oh Kostas, you must think I am a terrible person. I love my husband dearly and have never done anything like this before. Never even thought about it.”

He looked at me and smiled warmly “then I guess that makes me a very lucky guy.”

God dammit, why did he have to be so perfect? I thought to myself.

We lay there cuddling and making small talk for at least another hour. Eventually I got up to leave but Kostas got up too, he held me in his arms, we kissed slowly and tenderly, and then led me into the en suite bathroom. I decided, despite my guilt, that a good shower and another orgasm or two wouldn’t hurt. We made love under the running water, I got down on my knees and finished him off in my mouth, swallowing his full load. A little keepsake from my romantic escapade.

I got dressed and started to open the door when Kostas spoke up. I looked back at him, sitting on the edge of the bed with just a hotel towel covering his nether regions, his muscles glistening with moistness.

“I’ll be back here in few months. If you…” I started to shake my head and opened my mouth to speak but he held a hand up to stop me “I’ll message you, if you don’t reply then I shan’t persist. Don’t feel bad about yourself Sophie. You are a beautiful and sexy woman, a sexual Goddess! I don’t know your husband, but I do know that he’s a very lucky man, and I’m sure what the pair of you have is very special…” he paused, “but we both know that we shared something very special tonight too.”

I looked deep and longingly into his eyes, my jaw and lips quivering, I know what I wanted to say, but no words came out. Then I smiled meekly and walked out of the room closing the door behind me.

The End?
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