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My Beloved Andrew,

 

I’m only a couple days into my vacation, but I already feel as though I’ve been born again. I feel refreshed, energised, and more relaxed than I have in years. Part of that is the atmosphere at the resort. The sun shines, strangers smile at one another, the sea is perfectly clear and the food is delicious. The other reason I’m feeling so perfectly at peace is because of the man sleeping in the bed behind me as I write this. His name is Frank. You’d like him.

It’s deepest night as I write this. The moonlight casts a beautiful silver glow over the world. I’m sitting on the balcony that looks out towards the ocean. It’s still warm out, even now, and it must be close to one in the morning. I can see the ocean from here. The beach is a dark stripe running along the front of the resort complex. Beyond that is the ocean. The sea is calm tonight, gently rocking back and forth, reflecting the moonlight in the rolling waves. If I strain my ears, I can hear the waves lapping against the sand.

It’s so beautiful here. Sometimes I wish you could see it with your own eyes, but you were adamant that I go on vacation alone. You insisted, actually, even helping me pay for the trip. You told me to have fun, to enjoy myself and spend some quality time with Alexis and Chloe. I’m sure they’ve gotten to see a very different side of me this past week!

From my balcony, I can see most of the hotel on either side of me. The building stretches along the length of the resort in a gentle curve, following the shape of the beachfront ahead. The only thing I am wearing right now is my wedding ring. I’m pretty sure that anyone in the hotel, or anyone on the beach, can see me in all my glory right now if they look my way.

I imagine that thought excites you. I can picture you now, sitting on the couch, reading this letter a day or two from now. Are you picturing me, I wonder? Let me set the scene a little more. I’m sitting on a wooden chair with a thin cushion under my bare butt, leaning on a matching wooden table. My hair is wet from the shower. My firm breasts glow with a silver light and – oh, look at that! – my nipples are hard as I describe the scene to you. I can feel a dull, wet warmth between my thighs. My body aches from the passionate lovemaking I’ve been enjoying with Frank. It’s a good feeling. I haven’t felt this exhausted, satisfied or fulfilled since our honeymoon, my love. It feels simply wonderful.

Seeing as my lover is fast asleep – and snoring softly, much quieter than you, I might add! – I thought I would take the time to write you this little letter and tell you all about my adventures with Frank over the past couple days. I’m mostly recording them here so I don’t forget them, but I do have the bonus of driving you wild with my naughty stories until I get home! I know how much you love to fantasise about your wife with another man.

Frank is a little taller than you. He’s a couple of years older than me. I met him on the first night in the bar and thought he was quite good-looking. Broad shoulders, southern accent, tanned skin from a lifetime spent under a harsh sun. Not the kind of man you’d expect to see in a five-star resort like this. Apparently, he came here to get away from it all – messy divorce, lost the house, you know the story. Well, let me say that his ex-wife’s loss is my gain!

From the moment we got here, Alexis began flirting with every guy she could. She claimed that this vacation was an opportunity for her to ‘feel sexy again’, so she’s been sunbathing topless at every opportunity and wearing low-cut evening dresses and dancing with every available guy at the club every night. Everywhere she goes, the eyes of every eligible young man are fixed on her tight little body. If she doesn’t ‘feel sexy again’ after this vacation is over, there’s no hope for her!

Chloe has been much quieter, much more subdued. She blushes every time some cute guy asks to buy her a drink! You should see her on the beach, checking out all the guys that walk by, trying to look unimpressed. It’s adorable. I know she hadn’t been with many (if any!) guys before she got married, but she keeps biting her lip and looking away every time some young stud smiles at her. Chloe got super drunk a few weeks back and told me that she’s not sure of she’s ever had a real orgasm. Poor girl. Can you imagine not knowing if you’ve ever been truly pleasured before? I feel very, very lucky to have married a man like you, a man who understands my needs and encourages me to experience as many worldly pleasures as possible.

 

****

But you don’t want to hear about my girlfriends, do you? I know you, my love. You want to hear more about Frank, don’t you? I can imagine you sitting on the couch, reading this letter, desperate for the juicy details… I wonder if you’re already touching yourself, or if you’ll wait until you finish my letter first?

As I said, I met Frank in the bar on the first night. I didn’t have any plans to sleep with him – not at first. It was my first night at the resort. I was hungry, tired, sweating from the heat of the night air, and desperate for a drink. Believe me, sex was the last thing on my mind, but you know how these things happen. At first, we just exchanged looks across the bar. Later, we met on the dancefloor. I let him put his hands on my waist and our bodies rocked in a slow, steady rhythm.

I didn’t sleep with him that night. I’ve never been the sort of woman to jump into bed with a total stranger. I like to get to know men first, before I decide whether I become intimate with them. Besides, I was on vacation. I wasn’t going to force anything to happen if I didn’t want to. I wanted to relax and unwind.

At the end of that first night, I went up to my room alone. I kissed Frank on the cheek, thanked him for the dance, and left the bar. I glanced back at him as I left. He was watching me walk away. He looked a little disappointed, but I was hot and tired and jetlagged and wanted to go to bed.

We met again the next day, on the beach. Chloe and Alexis and I were splayed out across the loungers, our skin gently bronzing in the heat of the sun. Alexis was topless, naturally, and attracting a lot of attention from the guys who gathered nearby to play beach volleyball. She loved the appreciative glances and kept waving at her admiring audience. Chloe kept her face turned to the sky, pretending not to notice any of the smiles and glances aimed at her. I walked across the burning sands to get us some cold drinks from the shack a little way up the beach. That was when I met Frank for the second time, while waiting in the line for drinks.

I didn’t get much of a sense of his body when we danced together the night before. He felt large and firm, but when I saw him on the beach in nothing but his swim shorts, I got a real clear look at his body. He was large and strong, not packed with muscle like a gym freak, but big and solid like someone who has done hard work and heavy lifting for their entire life. His skin was beautifully dark already, with no tan lines on his upper body. I could tell that he probably spent a lot of time outdoors, shirtless, in weather a lot like this. You know me, I’m not one to be easily swayed by a muscular figure, but this guy looked big and square and strong, like a football player or a pro wrestler.

‘We didn’t get to finish our dance last night,’ he said, when I slowly came to recognise him.

‘Maybe if you’re around tonight?’ I said, and shot him a flirtatious smile. I’ll be honest, I liked what I saw. There was something real, something natural, about him. He had a genuine smile, and his face looked worn by time and good living. There were wrinkles in the corners of his eyes and he was quick to laugh.

We made small talk for a few minutes while the line of people slowly moved forward. He was staying in the same complex as us, one building over. He was staying for another three weeks – ‘ex-wife is paying for it!’ he said, with a laugh – and asked about myself. He seemed interested. He listened. His eyes were mostly focused on my face, not on my bikini (yes, the bikini you picked out, the one that makes my breasts swell perfectly!)

One thing led to another and we spent most of that day together. He was good company and I liked him. We decided to meet for a few drinks at the bar later that night. While the girls were dancing, Frank and I sat together in a quiet booth on one side of the room. Alexis was on the dancefloor, grinding her hips against any twentysomething man who so much as glanced at her. Chloe danced by herself, refusing the advances of several men.

Frank and I drank together. I flirted. He flirted. By the time we got to our third drink, I knew I wanted to sleep with him. We had a connection, chemistry, a spark. He was funny, charming, and good looking. I knew that you would approve of him, if you were here. You would beg me to sleep with him!

I asked Frank if he was seeing anyone. He said he had been a free agent ever since his wife filed for divorce seven months ago. He said he had spent the last few months catching up on life and everything he had missed during his marriage.

Frank asked me if I was seeing anyone. I said yes. He frowned, looking disappointed. I told him about you. He looked even more disappointed. Then I told him about our arrangement. I told him that my husband loves me very much, and he chooses to express that love by allowing me to take lovers and boyfriends.

‘My husband and I have a very open, very trusting relationship,’ I said. ‘Not only does he encourage me to take additional lovers, he often watches and films us together.’

His eyes widened in shock and interest. He asked me for a little more detail, but I could see the excitement in his face. How many men allow their wives to sleep with whomever they choose?

You should have seen the look on his face as I explained it to him. His smile widened and his eyes lit up like a kid in a candy store. By the end of our talk, he looked like an astronaut surveying the universe, eyes filled with wonder and possibility. He looked at me in a new light, his grin as infectious as it was attractive.

‘I only have two rules,’ I said. ‘One – you must wear a condom. Two – my husband gave me a special camera to take pictures of our… time together. If you have a problem being photographed, we can’t do this.’

Frank’s eyes lit up. I saw him adjusting his pants under the table and knew he was interested – very interested.

‘Are my terms acceptable?’ I said.

He nodded, still smiling at me, his eyes tracing my body, my bare shoulders, my lips. He finished his drink in one swallow and asked when I would like to get started.

 

****

 

The first time we made love, I went to his room. The bar had closed for the night and everyone slowly made their way along the corridors and up the elevators. I made sure Alexis and Chloe saw me go into my room, so they wouldn’t know what I was doing. Frank had agreed that I would wait twenty minutes before walking to his room. Less prying eyes in the hallways. Less chance that the girls would still be awake to hear me leave my room. (I can’t have them knowing about our arrangement now, can I?)

I waited twenty long minutes, my heart racing with excitement. You know how anxious and excited I am when we wait for my lover to arrive. If you were there, you might have calmed me down. Instead, I closed my eyes and stood in front of the mirror in my room. I corrected my makeup. Adjusted my outfit. Made sure my breasts looked good. I paused, trying to decide whether to leave my panties behind, to go to my new lover with nothing more than my tiny dress covering my naked ass. Would you like it, I wondered? Would you want me to go to another man’s room without underwear?

Yes, I decided. Yes, you would. You would love it. If anything, you would demand it. You would beg me to do it. Who am I to refuse the request of my husband?

I took off my panties, threw them on the bed, and left the room. The cool, air-conditioned hallways were quiet. I could hear the occasional far-off sound of drunken laughter or stumbling footsteps, but everything else was silent.

I felt so naughty, so wild, like I was sneaking out on my parents when I was a young girl. The cool air crept up my legs, sending thrilling little sensations through my sex. If only you could have seen me, softly walking along the corridors, holding my shoes in my hands, a smile on my face.

Frank was waiting for me when I arrived. He looked me up and down with an appreciative glance. I made sure to turn around quickly to shut the door. The movement made my dress lift up. I heard a sharp intake of breath and knew that he had seen my ass.

I leaned against the door, hands behind my back, giving him my best coy smile. He slowly approached me. I could see the bulge in his pants. He pinned me against the door and kissed me, hard. He tasted like the cocktails we’d been drinking downstairs.

‘So,’ he said, after our long, slow embrace, ‘did you bring the camera?’

****

 

 

I can’t wait to see your face when you look over the pictures we took together. Frank loved being my naughty photographer. He made sure to take plenty of pictures of the two of us. But not the first time. That first time, I belonged to him and him alone. He made sure of it.

The first time we made love was slow and gentle. It was almost romantic. Frank asked me to leave the dress on. He said he wanted to slide it up my thighs and expose me. He liked the dress almost as much as you do.

He took me by the hand and guided me towards the bed. We lay down together, giggling like nervous virgins. He was shy at first, but soon found his rhythm. He told me later that he hadn’t been with a woman since his ex-wife left him. He took his time with me. I felt him explore my body with his hands, lips, and tongue for the longest time. I was desperate for him to get undressed and make love to me, but he kept me waiting. I loved it.

Finally, after the longest, most enjoyable tease of my life, he allowed me to undress him. I returned the favor, taking my time with him. It was like unwrapping a long-awaited present on Christmas Day. I kissed his body as each part came exposed to me. After several long, teasing minutes, I sank to my knees and gently peeled down his underwear.

He has a beautiful cock. A little bigger than yours. A little thicker, too. It has a soft curve when it stood fully erect – curving back towards his flat, tanned stomach – and there is a thick vein that runs along the top of his shaft. The head of his cock is a deep purple in color, and much thicker than the rest. I remember his deep, satisfied groan the first time I took it in my hand and grasped it, weighing it, feeling it for the first time. It was hot and thick and all mine. His length was strong and firm and it responded to the feel of my hand with little jerks and pulses. I wasn’t ready to use my mouth on him just yet. My body craved the satisfaction of his passion.

I gently rolled a condom over the length of his shaft. He sighed with contentment. Frank asked me to lie on the bed. I did so, my dress sliding up my thighs just the way he wanted. He smiled and climbed on top of me. My heart was racing so fast! I wished you had been there to hold my hand and gaze into my eyes as Frank gently pushed his thick length into my glistening sex for the first time. I was so wet with excitement that he had no trouble easing his shaft through my yearning entrance. I moaned loudly, not caring if I woke up the other guests. I felt his thick head push through my entrance, opening me wider than I’ve felt in a long time. It was wonderful! I felt my sex opening for him, stretching wide around his shaft. God, I love that feeling! In a moment – too quick! – the feeling was over and his shaft sank deep inside me, all the way to the base. I moaned his name and told him how good he felt, how big he was. I held him tight against me and we kissed hungrily.

There is nothing more exciting than taking a lover to bed for the first time, as I’ve told you many times before. This time felt very different, somehow. It was more intense, more erotic. Perhaps it was Frank’s nervous passion, or the fact that he hadn’t been with a woman for so long. Maybe it was because you weren’t in the room, or listening through the door. Maybe it was because I didn’t have to think about putting on a show for you. When he entered me for the first time, I utterly surrendered to him.

Frank thrust into me, hard, deep, long and slow, while his hands slid beneath me, clutching me tight against his body. His thick length seemed to fill me more completely than any man I’ve ever experienced before. We only stopped kissing to allow ourselves several long moments to breathe and moan and tell each other how much we liked it. I loved the way he looked at me. The passion in his eyes. The smile on his face. I loved the way he held me. Like he needed me. Like he couldn’t live without me. This felt more intimate than sex usually does. This felt like a connection, like companionship. It felt like when you and I make love, Andrew. That’s the only way I can describe it. Frank didn’t want my body, he wanted me.

Frank slowed his movements, thrusting gently, slowly, as though he wanted the moment to last as long as possible. I opened my legs wider and hooked my ankles together behind him, to let him in as deep as possible. I could feel his fantastically thick head touching the inner walls of my sex, so deep inside me. He was driving me wild. The gentle movements of his hips sent little ripples of pleasure across my body. He whispered in my ear how beautiful I was, how perfect my body was, how lucky he felt. I’m not sure what drove me wilder, the way he spoke to me, or the gentle, shallow thrusts of his length. I came first, a small, intense clenching of my body. It wasn’t earth-shattering, but I felt intensely relieved afterwards, like a blocked river that is suddenly cleared of its obstruction.

It wasn’t long before he came. I felt his semen splashing against the condom deep inside me. I could tell he was embarrassed about how long he lasted, but I told him not to worry. Seven months without sex will do that to a man.

‘Would you… stay here tonight?’ he asked.

I said I would love to spend the night with him.

 

****

 

I felt strangely satisfied lying in his arms. I’ve had better lovers and bigger orgasms, but this was different. I felt like a woman who has only sampled a tiny portion of a large buffet – I knew there was more to come, but I had to be patient and wait. Frank was like an avalanche – slow to start, but impossibly powerful and unstoppable once in motion. I knew it. I felt it.

We slept naked, our bodies pressing together, my bare ass against his sleeping penis, joined as one. My body yearned for more, but my mind was exhausted. I slept peacefully in the arms of this man I hardly knew.

 

****

 

The second time was much, much better. I woke to the stimulating sensation of Frank gently licking and sucking my breasts, his tongue dancing across my hard nipples as his skilled fingers gently opened and explored my wet sex. It was a wonderful way to wake up. I didn’t know what time it was, but the bright morning sun was hidden behind the drapes. The hotel was silent.

We took our time exploring our bodies, slowly, almost teasing, softly, gently getting to know one another. I told him what I liked and placed his hands on me just how I wanted. He was very gentle, very understanding, and eager to learn how to please me. In return, he told me what felt good, what he liked me to do, and took his time becoming acquainted with my body. He had a gentle touch and a wide, flat tongue that he used with expert precision.

Frank took plenty of photos of me in his bed, posing for him. He smiled and clicked the shutter and I grinned and pouted and posed for him. I could tell how much he enjoyed it by how hard he became. I loved being the centre of his attention, hearing him sigh as I bent and exposed my body for him. We laughed and gasped and slowly stoked the fires of our excitement for the second round. I displayed myself proudly for him – and you! – and let him see every part of my body. Even though we didn’t touch, it felt so intensely intimate and erotic… I loved it. I want all my lovers to see me this way. The way you see me.

After a long, lengthy tease – and several hundred photos – I sank to my knees in front of him, watching his attractive smile widen. I teased his length with my lips and tongue, slowly, enjoying his taste and the way he sighed and moaned my name. He kept taking pictures the whole time. I saw a few of the pictures afterwards. You can see my lips smiling around his shaft, my tongue flicking across his glistening head. He was delicious! I know how much you enjoy watching me pleasure another man, so we took plenty of pictures. In fact, Frank insisted on retaking a few. He wants to be sure you enjoy this vacation as much as I do!

 

****

 

The first time I take a lover to my bed is always thrilling, but the second time we make love is so much better. The nervousness, the pretence, the shyness – it all goes away. These feelings are replaced by an intense need, a desire to reach new heights of pleasure, and a burning lust. The second time we throw caution to the wind and stop trying to impress each other. All bets are off!

****

 

 

Frank let me take the lead that morning. We didn’t rush. We took our time. The sun slowly rose over the world. People in the other rooms woke and went to the hotel restaurant for breakfast. We heard the vague sounds of people laughing and splashing in the hotel pool from far below us. We didn’t care. We lay down on the bed and made slow, passionate, gentle love together. I rode him, my fingers intertwined with his, our bodies rocking back and forth as one. I loved the feeling of his thick shaft entering me. He was slow and gentle and kept telling me how beautiful I was, how good I felt squeezing his cock with my tight pussy, and how lucky you were to have me in your life. I climaxed twice as I rode him. I wished you were there to see it. My whole body shook and I closed my eyes and moaned his name. I think people heard us in the corridor. I didn’t care. He was wonderful.

Once my second orgasm has passed, Frank took charge. He sat up and grabbed me and rolled me onto the bed. This time he was much more confident in himself and he seemed to take great pleasure in controlling me. He lifted me up, threw me around the bed, rolled me on my stomach, lifted my legs, pinned my arms… it was incredible, Andrew. He moved with me, not against me. He was a fluid lover, constantly adapting to me, sensing instinctively when to speed up, when to slow down, how hard to thrust, how fast he should move… I’ve never ever had a lover like him!

We must have been making love for at least an hour. Maybe longer, I don’t know. I lost all track of time. I remember the sun was brighter behind the drapes and the room felt warmer.

Eventually, Frank had me on the bed on my hands and knees, his hands gripping my hips as he pounded me urgently from behind. I heard him ask a question.

‘Can I come on you?’ he said.

I moaned and said he could. In fact, I begged him to come on me. I lay on my back on the bed, my legs parted, my aching, soaking pink sex on display, and looked him in the eyes. He removed the condom and tossed it aside and furiously stroked his length. I massaged his soft testicles, gently squeezing them in that way I know you love. Frank moaned my name and finally came, a hot jet of his spend shooting over my breasts and stomach. It was wonderful. I could imagine you watching us with your mouth open, furiously pleasuring yourself. You love seeing me covered in another man’s come.

Frank carefully climbed off the bed. He grabbed the camera from where it had fallen and took a few photos of me as I lay on the bed, exhausted and drained, but delighted, with his semen drying on my sweaty, sticky skin. I smiled for the camera. I smiled for you.

 

****

 

I miss you, Andrew. I can’t wait to be back in your arms. No matter how good Frank is in bed, or how much fun I have with him, it’s your body I long to hold. I love the life we have together. I love that you take almost as much pleasure from my lovers as I do. I can’t wait to see the look on your face as I tell you all about my wicked nights with Frank. Maybe I’ll even re-enact parts of my letters with you…

 

****

 

This leads me to today.

Frank and I agreed to respect each other’s boundaries during the day. I didn’t want Chloe or Alexis learning about our lifestyle. I also didn’t want to mix the pleasure of sunning myself on the beach with the pleasure of Frank’s body.

I was late down to breakfast this morning. I showered in Frank’s room and quickly walked back to my room with wet hair and a crumpled, creased dress from the previous night. I quickly changed into appropriate day attire and headed down to the restaurant. Alexis and Chloe were almost finished eating. They laughed at me, assuming I had been too drunk to hear them knocking earlier. I tried to convince them that I had been in the shower. Alexis said that I looked like I hadn’t slept. Chloe kept asking me why I was smiling so much. I told them I had a wonderful night and was so happy to be on vacation with them.

We hit the beach as soon as I finished eating my breakfast. Alexis chose a spot with three sun beds close to the volleyball court again so she could admire the tanned bodies of the men as they played. Chloe and I walked down to the calm waves of the sea as Alexis made a show of removing her bikini top and slowly rubbing lotion into her breasts.

‘She’s so embarrassing!’ Chloe said, as we walked into the cool ocean. I gasped with delight as the refreshing salt water rose higher up my body. Chloe paused to splash water on her skin, getting her body prepared to sink further down. I dove straight down, under the waves, immersing myself completely. You always said I was a mermaid in a former life!

We laughed and splashed one another and swam out to the line of orange buoys that kept swimmers separated from the fishing boats. We waved at the passing fisherman and they waved back.

We spent the day enjoying ourselves. It was wonderful. The three of us sunbathed until we were too warm. We cooled off in the clear blue sea. We gently massaged fresh sun lotion into each other. We bought cocktails at the bar and laughed and drank and lay in the sun. Once or twice I caught a glimpse of Frank across the beach. We smiled at each other and looked away. I think Chloe caught my look, but she didn’t say anything.

It was a wonderful feeling. I was so relaxed and comfortable. I didn’t have any cares or worries. I was looking forward to being with Frank again that evening, but I was also perfectly content to enjoy my day.

 

****

By the time the sun began its slow descent towards the horizon, I was comfortably buzzing on cocktails and good vibes. The beach had begun to empty as people made their way back to the hotel for a fun evening.

We gathered our towels and bags and slowly made our way back. Excitement began to build inside me as we walked through the hotel to our rooms. My sex began to tingle and throb with nervous anticipation. I could hardly wait a few more hours to be with Frank again. I hoped he was as excited as me. I showered and selected an evening outfit – the thigh-length blue dress with the low cut at the front! – and headed downstairs to meet the girls in the restaurant.

I was so excited that I barely ate. The meal was delicious, but all I could think about was Frank. I saw him on the other side of the restaurant, eating by myself. He met my eyes, a coy smile on his face.

After dinner, we made our way to the hotel’s club room and partied for a few hours. Alexis wanted to drink and dance and party until the small hours again. I had other plans. I slipped through the crowd and found Frank. I whispered my room number in his ear. He nodded. I told the girls I was feeling tired. Alexis begged me not to go to bed so early. Chloe begged me not to leave her alone with Alexis. I hugged them and said I would see them in the morning.

I went back up to my room, heart racing, an excited tingle trembling in my sex again. I undressed, opened my suitcase and found my lingerie – the lingerie you selected and packed for me – and quickly dressed. I admired my body in the mirror, enjoying the way the lacy red bra cut low across my breasts, both restraining and revealing the firm mounds. My ass looked perfect in the matching red lacy panties, the tight material hugging my cheeks. I looked good enough to eat. I finished my naughty outfit with sheer black stockings over my legs and pair of black heels. Yes, I took photos of myself for you. I knew you would want them!

Once I was ready, I covered myself up again with my dress. Aside from the slightly slutty heels, I looked like a normal tourist, a sexy woman ready to party. It was super sexy, knowing how naughty I looked under the dress.

I didn’t have long to wait before I heard a soft knock at the door. I opened it and hurried Frank into my room in case anyone saw, closing the door behind him straight away. He pulled me in and tried to kiss me, but I gently pushed him away, a naughty smile on my face. I made him sit on the edge of my bed and stood back. He watched me with hungry eyes, like a starving man looking at a plate of food, sitting coiled like a viper ready to strike. I smiled at him and slowly, carefully, teasingly, began to take off my little blue dress. He made little appreciative sighs and exhales as I slowly began to let the dress slip down my body. I watched his face brighten as the dress gently peeled away from my skin, until it softly fell to the floor and I stood there in nothing but my lingerie. I could see how excited he was – the bulge in his pants looked like it was about to punch a hole in the fabric. I loved the way he looked at me, the way he smiled as he took me in. (We didn’t take any photos of my striptease. I wanted that to be just for him. Forgive me?)

‘My God,’ he said, his eyes sweeping me up and down.

‘You like?’ I said, taking a step towards him.

‘I love,’ he said.

I fell to my knees in front of him, my fingers deftly unzipping his pants. His grin widened as I eased his length free. He sighed as I gently, lovingly, kissed his shaft. I took my time with him, placing delicate kisses up and down his manhood. After a few long minutes, I couldn’t restrain myself any longer. I took him inside my mouth, greedily sucking his length in a passionate frenzy. He moaned and placed his hands on my head, encouraging me. I made little appreciate groans in the back of my throat and used my hands to stroke his shaft and gently squeeze his balls.

Frank moaned and told me how much he loved it. He told me how amazing I was, how lucky you were, how I was the best little cocksucking slut he’d ever met. I don’t usually like to be called a slut, but somehow the word drove me wild this time. I teased him with my tongue and took his length to the back of my throat for as long as he could manage. Finally, he moaned that he was close. I was torn. I badly wanted him to fuck me, to feel that beautiful cock stretching me open again, but I also needed to taste him. I wanted to show him what a dirty cocksucking slut I could be.

I leaned my head back to look him in the eyes and opened my mouth. Our eyes met. His face was a picture of orgasmic passion. He groaned and his length twitched and jerked in my hands, pumping warm, sticky fluid into my mouth. I smiled at him and lovingly sucked his head until his peak subsided.

‘My God,’ he said again once it was over. ‘You are amazing.’

I smiled at him and swallowed.

God, I felt so naughty!

 

****

 

He returned the favor later, of course. I lay on the bed, my legs parted, with his face comfortably nestled against my yearning cleft. I insisted on keeping my lingerie on as long as possible, so he pulled my lacy red panties to one side to give him access to my mound. I sighed as he softly explored me with his tongue, carefully teasing and probing my sex, gently caressing my intimate lips. While I devoured him hungrily, he was slow and gentle and took his time. He swirled his tongue across my clitoris like a skilled fencer in a duel. He trailed his tongue up and down my lips, sending shivers through my body. He delved his tongue into my silky entrance, lapping up my juices. Even when I begged him to go faster, or harder, he continued with his slow, steady pace. It was almost sexual torture. It was heavenly.

I knew I was going to come, it was just a question of when. I felt like a pan that has been left to simmer. It was a slow, gradual build to a beautiful, loud, explosive crescendo. I came hard and felt my orgasm burst through every pore of my being. My thighs clenched into his face, legs locked behind his head. He still continued to tease me in his slow, methodical way, increasing the intensity of my pleasure. In the end, I begged him to stop. It was too much. My body couldn’t take anymore. My clit was too swollen, my pussy too hot. I don’t think I have ever begged you to stop before, have I?

We lay together on the bed for a long moment, enjoying the glow of one another’s pleasure. It lasted for a few delicious moments, until my hand found his member and gently squeezed and caressed him until I felt it beginning to stir. He asked how I wanted to do it tonight. I told him he could do whatever he wanted with me. I was his dirty slut.

He didn’t disappoint.

 

****

 

First, Frank mounted me in a hot, intense, passionate frenzy. He pulled my panties aside again and held my legs open and buried his length inside me. He thrust hard and fast, his body slamming into mine, with a look of fury on his face, completely overcome by lust. I held onto the bed as tight as possible and screamed his name. It didn’t take long for another delicious crescendo to consume me. You know how much I enjoy a deep, hard fuck… well, this was deeper and harder than any fuck I’ve ever had in my life.

He pushed my legs together and gently leaned down, bringing my knees close to my chest. I gasped in surprise. His length touched whole new parts of me and it felt incredible! You have got to fuck me like that when I get home!

After my first explosive climax, Frank was gentler. He slowed down his thrusts, gently entering me in long, smooth strokes. My pussy was so tight and so tender that my moans were loud wails of sheer delight. My throat still feels dry from the force of my cries.

Just like last night, Frank adapted to my body. He controlled me. Threw me around the bed. One moment I was one my back with my legs in his hands. The next, he rolled me over onto my front and mounted me from behind and slid his strong arm under my throat like he owned me. I loved it. I totally loved it. You know how much I love a strong hand in the bedroom. I think I started to come again almost immediately.

Frank kept whispering in my air, telling me all the filthy things he was going to do to me, all the ways he was going to use my willing body. He filled my mind with impossibly erotic thoughts and desires and I begged him not to stop. He fucked me like it was our last night on earth and I loved every second of it.

We fucked in as many positions as we could think of. I was underneath him. I was on top, riding him hard. I was bent over in front of him. He spanked my ass and teased my tight little asshole with his thumb. He reached around me and squeezed my breasts. He pulled my hair and grabbed my throat. It was wild. It was dirty. It was passionate.

Eventually I had to stop him. My body could only take so much. I begged him to come. Pleaded with him. I needed him to come. I was exhausted. Every time I managed to catch my breath, another orgasm snatched the air out of lungs again. If he kept fucking me another ten minutes, I might need medical attention.

Frank grinned and threw me down on my back again. He mounted me like a king claiming his conquest, easing himself inside my tender sex once more. He looked me in the eyes and slowly, gently, thrust into me. Long and slow. Deliberate and considered. Tender and loving. It was the total, contrasting opposite of everything we had just been doing. We had been animals before, fucking hard and desperately. Now he was making love to me. The change was wonderful.

He kissed me softly as his thrusts slowly became quicker and deeper. I responded to his lips, opening my mouth to him. I tasted myself on his tongue. I wondered if he tasted himself on mine.

After a few long, gentle moments, I heard his breathing change. Felt his body tighten in my arms. Felt him tense up as he pressed down into me. I wrapped my legs around his back and drove him deep inside me. For a brief, crazy moment, I wished he wasn’t wearing a condom. But that is your special privilege, and yours alone. I would never take that from you.

He came inside me. I felt his semen pounding against the rubber sheathe in a furious torrent. I kept him gripped against me tightly until the flow was over.

Then my body and my mind shut down and I let out a long, grateful sigh.

 

****

That brings you up to where I am now, sitting on the balcony under the moonlight, writing you this letter. I slept for a few short, comfortable hours in his arms before I woke up. I needed to write all this down, to get it clear in my mind. That way I can focus on each day as it comes.

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this as much as I’ve enjoyed writing it, my love. Reliving these experiences is exciting. I feel tingly and horny all over again. My nipples are firm. My sex is slick with excitement, hungry for my lover’s skilled touch. My body yearns for satisfaction.

The night air is still wonderfully warm on my skin, despite how late it is right now. There is a storm at sea, probably several miles out. I can see the clouds flashing every few seconds. It’s quite beautiful.

I hope you aren’t missing me too badly, Andrew. Frank is taking excellent care of me in your absence. I hope this letter arrives quickly, so you can enjoy it for as long as possible before I return.

I will write again in a few days. Until then, my body yearns to return to my lover. I wonder if I can wake him using just my mouth.

I promise, we will take lots of pictures for you…

 

All my love,

Eliza




x

 

Also Available from Andrea Martin

 

Lizzie’s Awakening – An Amazon Exclusive Series

Episode One – The Flower Ripens

Episode Two – The Flower Glistens

Episode Three – The Flower Shines

Episode Four – The Flower Opens

Episode Five – The Flower Awakens

 

Hotwife Stories

Becoming

Letters from Afar I

Letters from Afar II

Date Night

Have Fun

 

The Cuckold’s Tale

My Wife’s Hot Date

Secret’s Out

Made to Watch

A Deal’s A Deal

My Wife’s New Boyfriend

Reclaiming Chelsea

Power Play

Oblivious

 

The Bull’s Account

One Night, One Offer

Tonight You’re Mine

 

Slut Wives

Desperate Measures

Couple’s Retreat

The Other Woman

In Too Deep

A Wife’s Confession

The Rumors Are True!

 

Confessions Series Goddess

 

Edgy Erotica

Hustled

One for the Team

Room Service

Bad Girl: Caught by the Cop

 

The CEO’s Son

I – Obeying His Command

II – Following His Orders

 

Others

Who’s the Boss?

 

Collected Works

Lizzie’s Awakening – The Complete Collection

(Episodes One – Five)

From Hot Dates to New Boyfriends: The Cuckold’s Tale Five Story Collection

(My Wife’s Hot Date; Secret’s Out; Made to Watch; A Deal’s A Deal; and My Wife’s New Boyfriend)

Sluts, Bulls, Cucks & Hotwives: Four Erotic Tales of Marriage in the Twenty-First Century

(Desperate Measures; One Night, One Offer; My Wife’s Hot Date; and Becoming)

Sluts, Bulls, Cucks & Hotwives 2: Four More Erotic Tales of Marriage in the Twenty-First Century

(The Other Woman; Tonight You’re Mine; Power Play; and Date Night)

Delicious Sin: A Slut Wives Collection

(Desperate Measures; Couple’s Retreat; The Other Woman; In Too Deep; and A Wife’s Confession)

Married and Available: Five Hotwife Stories

(Becoming; Letters from Afar I; Letters from Afar II; Date Night; and Have Fun)




About the Author

 

By day, Andrea Martin is a housewife and erotic fiction writer. By night, she makes all her fantasies come true. She likes to write stories about married women, dominant men, and tales of rough, passionate encounters. She releases new stories every two weeks.

 

I’ve met a lot of wonderful, liberated, sexually fulfilled people since I’ve been married. This story was an attempt to capture some of that intimate, erotic delight.

 

If you’ve enjoyed my work, please consider leaving a brief review to help others find it, too. Authors like myself only survive thanks to your generosity and goodwill. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read this story. I love you all!

 

Until we meet again,

Stay beautiful

 

-AM
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Power Play

 

Husband and wife Derek and Kat are nervously preparing to go to a restaurant for dinner with her boss, Don Maclean. Neither knows the reason for this meeting, but they’re both hoping to make the best of it.

 

As the night wears on and the couple start to unwind, Don makes his power play – an offer that shocks the couple. All they need do is give in to this alpha male’s demands.

 

Don whispers something in her ear. She giggles again. He takes his hands off her body. She slips her thumbs into her panties and slowly tugs them down, bending over in front of him, her bare ass and wet slit an inch from his hard cock. Then she stands up, naked and proud, and walks over to me, panties in hand.

‘These are for you,’ she says, reciting the words he just whispered into her ear. ‘They’re a gift from Don.’

She holds out her panties to me. I look at them. I look at Don. He nods. I take the panties from her, cheeks reddening with shame and embarrassment and humiliation. I can feel damp heat on the thin purple fabric. How wet is she right now? Kat clears her throat.

‘What do you say when someone gives you a gift?’ she says.

‘Thank you,’ I say.

‘Don’t thank me,’ she says.

‘Thank you,’ I say, looking over at Don.

He grins at me again, loving this, loving my embarrassment, loving that I’ve meekly taken my wife’s panties as a trophy.

Kat turns and walks back to him, back to her boss, her lover, the man who has claimed her for himself. Her beautiful ass sways left and right with every step. She leans up on her toes and kisses him. His dark hands slide down her pale skin and squeeze her ass. I feel my fragile ego shatter.

Don picks her up in one effortless movement. Kat laughs in delight. He carries her to the bed, lays her down gently on it, climbing on top of her. I’m looking at them side-on, my view clear and unobstructed. Exactly as he wants it. He wants me to watch this. My wife and her boss, naked in his bed.

They kiss for a long, long moment, her hands on his back, pale fingers on dark skin. She clutches him hungrily, desperately. Then, finally, he leans back. I hear her panting.

Don reaches over to a nearby drawer and opens it. He pulls out a small foil packet, silver on one side, black on the other. I see the letters XL stencilled on the black side and my stomach backflips. He opens the foil packet and takes out a thick latex condom with a base ring as wide as my watch strap. My wife and I both watch in nervous anticipation as he gently places the condom on the tip of his length and eases it down over the shaft, sheathing his member.

‘Watch closely,’ he says, looking at me. ‘This is the moment you become a cuckold.’
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Hotwife Stories:

Becoming

 

Ray and Abi have been married for several years and have a good life together. One night, Ray suggests spicing up their sex life by adding a third person into the mix. Intrigued, Abi begins to research the hotwife lifestyle and starts seeking another man to join them in the bedroom. Will she be able to go through it, and will it affect their marriage afterwards?

 

Marcus slides a hand up my leg, to my bare thigh. His hand is warm and his skin is soft. The feel of another man’s hand on my leg is thrilling, exhilarating. I run my hands through his hair, discovering how different he feels to my husband.

Ray sighs from across the room. I break off our kiss and look over to him.

‘Babe?’ I say. ‘You okay?’

He nods, mouth open, eyes shining. He sits back in the chair, trying to look relaxed and carefree. I can see the excitement in his pants, straining to be free.

I smile at my husband and return my attention to my lover. Marcus pulls me in for another long, passionate kiss and our tongues continue their, exploratory waltz together. He traces a finger along the back of my neck. I shiver. His hand trails a gentle path across my body, from the back of my neck to the swell of my breasts. He cups my breast, giving a gentle squeeze that makes me sigh into his mouth.

Our lips part. He leans down and kisses my throat, my shoulder, my breasts. His hands reach around to the back of my dress, searching for the zipper.

‘Should I take it off?’ I say.

‘Please.’

I get off the bed and reach around behind me. I watch his face carefully as I slowly pull the zipper down. He looks at me with delight on his face. I haven’t seen that expression on a man in a long time. Usually it’s hunger or desire. But Marcus is content to enjoy himself and enjoy me at the same time. There’s no rush, no pressure. I relax even more.

The dress falls from my shoulders. I slowly ease it down my body, watching the smile on Marcus’s face widen as more and more body is revealed to him.

‘Wow,’ he says, as the dress falls to the floor and I stand before him in my underwear. His grin widens as he studies my body, his eyes roaming across my curves. ‘You’re a lucky man.’

‘I know,’ Ray says from behind me.

I blush like a shy schoolgirl and turn on the spot, showing off my body to Marcus. I hear him let out a long breath as he sees the curve of my ass in these killer panties.

‘You are magnificent,’ he says.

I get back on the bed, sitting next to Marcus. He puts a hand on my thigh, caressing my leg. Little electric tingles surge through my body. I can’t wait any longer. I have to have him.

Right now.
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Hotwife Stories:

Date Night

 

For most married couples, ‘date night’ has a simple meaning. Maybe dinner at a fancy restaurant. Maybe a movie. Maybe an evening of passionate lovemaking.

 

Jen and Larry appear to be a normal, boring husband and wife, blending into their surroundings. Nobody would suspect that their ideal date night starts with Jen walking into a seedy bar by herself, wearing her sexiest dress…

 

‘Javi,’ I say, ‘be honest with me. I don’t like wasting time, so I need you to tell me right now, yes or no, will you fuck me?’

‘Yes.’ No hesitation. Good. Very good.

I smile at him. I say, ‘I really want you to fuck me tonight, Javier. I want you to take my married pussy however you want.’

‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘I will. I mean, yeah, I’ll fuck you. Right now, if you want.’

A tremble of anticipation runs through my cleft. I feel hot, wet excitement building in my sex. I rub my thighs together, feeling the first tingles of real, pure arousal spread throughout my body. I want him. Now.

‘That’s the right answer,’ I say.

‘My place is close by,’ he says. ‘We can go there, if you want.’

‘I have something else in mind,’ I say. This is it, the make-or-break moment, when my newest potential lover is forced to make a choice they never even considered making. This is the reason I must hook them early. If I launch straight into what we’ll really be doing together too early, Javier might bolt or refuse or laugh me out of the building. But now that I have his interest – and his undivided attention – he should be more receptive to my suggestions.

‘What’s your idea?’ he says, leaning in closer, excitement written all over his face.

‘As you noticed, I’m a married woman,’ I say, picking my wedding ring back off the table and holding it between my finger and thumb. ‘If you want to fuck me, then I have just one request.’

‘Sure,’ he says.

‘My husband gets to watch.’
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