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		My Beloved Andrew,

		

		My vacation is almost over. I can’t believe how quickly the time has passed! In just two short days, I shall be back in your arms and our bed. I never intended to spend my vacation with just one man, but Frank is kind, gentle, passionate…and a very satisfying lover. I know you would get along with him. He wants me to thank you for allowing him to make love to me all week. I’m not sure which of us has enjoyed this vacation more – him, me… or you? It’s early evening as I write this. I’m lying on the bed in my room as I write this. Frank is gently kissing my body and teasing me with his tongue. He wants me to keep writing for as long as possible, but I don’t know how much I can take. I’m so wet right now! His tongue feels incredible on my sex. I don’t know what he’s doing to me, but I love it. It’s hard to concentrate with his tongue delving into my cleft and gently flicking across my firm clit, but I’ll try to keep writing as long as I can. I hope you appreciate how hard this is for me!

		

		****

		

		Before I get too into this, I need to warn you! Chloe has found out about our lifestyle and the things we do together… I’ll explain later.

		

		****

		

		Being on vacation with Frank reminds me of when you and I first met. You remember what that was like? I do. We were insatiable together. You could barely keep your hands off me. I spent my days dreaming up hundreds of naughty things we could do together. That’s what it’s like being around Frank. I crave him. I need him. You said a vacation would do me some good. It has! I feel like a whole different woman!

		The first couple days I was here, Frank and I tried to behave. We agreed to keep our affair secret because I didn’t want Alexis or Chloe to find out. At first, we tried to only meet at nights, once the hotel fell quiet. But I got greedy. I couldn’t wait.

		(His tongue feels so good!!)

		I spent the first couple of days of my vacation lounging on the beach and getting nicely bronzed in the sun, before sneaking off at night to enjoy several passionate hours with my new friend. These last couple days have been almost the exact opposite. I now spend more time with Frank than with the girls! I need to sneak away from our wicked encounters to sun myself or go for a swim. Even when I’m away from Frank, all I can think about is the next time I’ll be with him. We’re both very aware that our time in this hotel is brief and limited, so we’re trying to spend as much of it together as we can.

		In case you’re wondering, yes, he is still tenderly teasing my pussy with his tongue. I can feel him swirling his tongue around my firm clit in slow, casual circles. He’s making me read my letter aloud as I write it. You have no idea how sexy – and difficult! – this is.

		We’ve made sure to take plenty of photos for you to enjoy later. We’ve filled up the memory card! You have something like five hundred pictures of me and Frank to look through! Most of the pictures were taken by Frank as we made love, showing you how I looked as he entered me. There are a few selfies I took of the two us together, as well as a few special poses especially for you. Frank loves taking pictures of me. He acts like a professional photographer, telling me where to put my hands so you can see my wedding ring, or when to look at the camera, or how he wants me to pose. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t love it. There’s something so sexy, so intimately erotic, about posing for another man, knowing that my husband will enjoy them almost as much – if not more – than Frank. Maybe we could add a camera into our regular lovemaking? I love seeing the expressions of pleasure on my face as Frank brings me to climax again and again. I also love to imagine the look of excitement on your face as Frank takes photos of me gently sucking his hard cock.

		

		****

		

		The last time I wrote, I ended by promising to wake Frank up with my mouth. You’ll be pleased to hear that I was successful! I slowly teased him with my tongue for several minutes before his length stiffened and hardened enough to take him in my mouth. I gave him a long, slow, gentle tease with my mouth and tongue as he slowly woke up. When he finally realised what was going on, he smiled at me and told me not to stop.

		(Frank just said I give the best blowjobs ever! I told him that you agree.)

		I took my time pleasuring him that night. He sighed and groaned and whispered dirty encouragements to me, telling me how good I was, how much he liked it, what a dirty cocksucking slut I was… I loved it. But I stayed calm and I took my time. I teased him carefully and deliberately and slowly. He moaned and sighed and begged me to let him come. But I wouldn’t! I wanted to take my time with him, to enjoy him, to show him how happy I was that we had found each other. I don’t know who enjoyed it more, him or me. I was more turned on than I’ve ever been before, but I resisted the temptation to play with myself. This was all about him. He was patient and let me stay in control, even when I could tell he wanted to grab my hair and force his length deeper into my throat. He gripped the bed and ran a hand through his hair and groaned and squirmed beneath me. But he never tried to take over or interfere with my slow, steady, gentle pace. (Maybe that’s why he’s tormenting my pussy with his tongue right now? Revenge?) I wanted this blowjob to last all night.

		Sadly, it couldn’t. I was hoping Frank would last a little longer – maybe even break your record for my longest blowjob ever – but he finally came, pumping his delicious sticky-sweet semen down my throat. I smiled at him and swallowed it all.

		‘That was amazing,’ he said afterwards. ‘I want to wake up like that every day.’

		I lay down next to him. He held me tight. We fell asleep together in a comfortable, naked embrace, both smiling happily.

		

		****

		

		We woke up when somebody knocked on my room door. I made Frank hide in the bathroom before I opened the door. It was Chloe.

		‘You only just woke up?’ she said.

		I made excuses about being so relaxed or something. She made a face like she didn’t believe me.

		‘We’re going down to breakfast,’ she said. ‘Are you coming?’

		‘I’ll meet you guys there,’ I said.

		I got a wicked, naughty thrill knowing that there was a guy hiding in my room while Chloe was at the door, like I was a girl hiding my boyfriend from mom. If we had more time that morning, I would have forced him to make love to me again, to take advantage of that wicked, naughty thrill. Instead, we parted ways again and agreed to carry on like normal for the next day. We made a rough plan to meet later that night in his room. We kissed goodbye. He slipped out of my room and I hurriedly got dressed. I thought I had done a respectable job making myself look presentable, but Alexis immediately questioned my wild hair the moment I joined them for breakfast.

		‘I must have slept funny,’ I said, trying to laugh it off. Alexis seemed to accept this story, but Chloe gave me a sideways look, like she suspected something, but didn’t want to say anything. I tried to change the conversation and started talking about something else, but Chloe kept her eyes on me.

		Alexis was still checking out every young guy who passed by us and declared that we should bring our tiniest bikinis and swimsuits to the beach today. I agreed, much to Chloe’s surprise. She protested, saying that she didn’t feel comfortable being eyed up by total strangers, but Alexis declared today to be ‘slutty beachwear day’ and the matter was settled.

		

		****

		

		I must stop writing. I can’t take this anymore. I need Frank to fuck me.

		

		****

		

		That was wonderful! There’s nothing I love more than slow, gentle, passionate, lovemaking… except on those occasions when I am controlled and forced to be a dirty cocksucking slut…

		Frank made me get on my knees and grip the headboard with my hands. He told me to hold on tight and not to let go. I did as he told me and he fucked me from behind. It felt amazing. He took his time with me. Made me beg. I gripped the headboard the whole time. I was a good slut for him. You would be proud of me.

		

		****

		

		I’m now sitting up in bed. Frank is curled up next to me, his arm across my naked lap. He’s half-asleep right now.

		Where was I? Slutty beachwear day…

		I chose to go to the beach in that little pink bikini you bought for me. You know the one? It’s a soft pink color, almost the same shade as my skin, so from a distance I look naked. The cups of the bikini top aren’t quite large enough to cover my breasts – the swell of my chest is in constant danger of falling out, my nipples barely concealed by the pink fabric. The bottom half of the bikini is a tiny thong that shows off my ass, with a little pink strip only just wide enough to hide my sex. Fallen leaves would hide more of my body than this bikini!

		Alexis loved my choice of outfit. She said it was the sluttiest thing she’d ever seen me wear (how little she knows me, my love!) Alexis was wearing a bikini thong and nothing else. Her bronzed breasts looked fantastic – I’ll admit to being jealous! – and her butt cheeks had a gorgeous tan line across them that I knew you would love. Chloe wore her usual one-piece swimsuit, claiming she didn’t own anything ‘slutty’.

		We splayed out on the beach, sunning our bodies for most of the day. Alexis and I made several trips to the sea, making sure to walk past the young guys playing volleyball. I started to see why she liked all the attention. The group of good-looking, fit young men watched us walk past with hungry smiles and even hungrier eyes. I liked it. I also liked knowing they would never get to touch me. My body is for you and those you give me permission to enjoy… like Frank.

		As you’ve probably guessed by now, I couldn’t wait until that night to meet Frank again. We passed each other a couple times while walking up the beach to the bar. I caught the look on his face as he saw what I was wearing and I knew he wouldn’t be able to wait until tonight, either.

		Later that day, I slipped away from the girls and went for a long swim by myself. The heat of the sun was intense and my skin craved the cool relief of the sea. I swam out a short distance, then turned and followed the beach, gently swimming through the waves. At the end of the hotel’s part of the beach was a rocky outcrop designed to break the incoming waves from bad seas. I decided to swim to that and call it a lap.

		‘What’s a girl like you doing in a place like this?’

		I turned and found Frank swimming close by, a grin on his handsome face. I laughed and splashed him. We swam together for a while, moving slowly, heading for the outcrop. He asked me about my bikini.

		‘You like slutty beachwear day?’ I said.

		He liked it a lot, he said.

		We swam and joked and flirted until we reached the rocks. We paused for a while and pulled ourselves up on the smooth, slippery rocks and sat and watched the waves. Nobody from any part of the beach could see us. After a few long moments, we started kissing. It was a surreal, erotic moment – my feet were in the water and the waves tossed the occasional sprays up at the two of us. We kissed until we couldn’t contain ourselves anymore. His excitement was obvious, his erection straining against his swimming shorts. My breasts had spilled out of my bikini top, the nipples hard, water trickling down my skin. There was just one problem: we didn’t have any condoms.

		Frank was a gentleman. He offered to postpone this impromptu rendezvous for another time, or to swim back to this hotel and return with protection. I couldn’t wait until tonight. I couldn’t even wait another five minutes. I told him we should do it right then and there, but he couldn’t come in me. Only my husband comes inside me. He agreed.

		I sat in his lap, facing him, and pulled my tiny thong to one side. He eased his length out of his shorts and I slowly sank down onto it. God, it was bliss! Condoms might be safe, but they will never be as pleasurable or as satisfying as skin-to-skin contact. I cried out with pleasure as he filled me up, my voice masked by the rolling waves. He felt good before. Now, without the condom between us, he felt amazing. I could feel every delicious inch of his thick length as he filled me. I could feel every vein, every groove, everything. His shaft was red-hot, and throbbed inside me. I loved it. Am I a bad wife for wanting him so much? Maybe I am. Maybe you need to punish me…

		We made love on the rocks, the waves sending cool spray cascading over us as I rode him. Anyone who swam close to the rocks would have seen us. A couple of boats when past, close enough to see Frank and I together. I hope they did see. It only made the moment more exciting.

		There wasn’t much space on the rocks, and the smooth stone was too slippery for us to get too carried away. But rocked my hips back and forth and pushed down into him for as long as I could. Finally, he whispered that he was close. I was disappointed – I wanted more! – but I gently eased my body up and let him out of my hungry pussy. I sat on his lap and gently stroked his hard cock with my hand. He didn’t last long. His thick, warm come spilled out hard and fast, splashing across my stomach, tricking over my hand. I smiled at him. We were breathing hard, our faces flushed with excitement. The sea lapped at the rocks. I scooped up a handful and washed his come from my skin.

		‘If only we had these rocks in the hotel,’ he said.

		I laughed and said, ‘We’re coming back out here tonight.’

		

		****

		

		‘We were starting to worry!’ Chloe said when I finally emerged from the waves. ‘We thought we would need to send the coastguard.’

		I told her that I’d been swimming for a while.

		‘For an hour?’ Chloe said.

		I didn’t know I’d been gone that long! I brushed it aside and asked Chloe if she was going to show any skin this vacation. Chloe grumbled something about me being as bad as Alexis.

		‘Speaking of Alexis,’ I said, seeing an empty sun lounger, ‘where is she?’

		Chloe shook her head like a teacher with a disappointing student and pointed to the volleyball area. Alexis was playing volleyball with the guys, still wearing nothing but her bikini thong. She was jumping around way more than necessary, her tanned breasts swinging and bobbing in front of all the guys. All their eyes were on Alexis. I had to laugh – she was loving the attention and making the most of it. She kept leaping up and giving high-fives with every successful spike. The guys didn’t seem to mind her presence either.

		

		****

		

		That night continued much the same as before. We packed up and left the beach as the sun started to sink beyond the horizon, turning the sky a beautiful mixture of purple and gold colors. I went back to my room and slowly got ready for the night, showering myself clean and applying a fresh layer of makeup. I finished my hair and makeup and sat naked in bed for a long while, thinking about Frank fucking me on the rocks. It was probably one of the most erotic moments of my life. My body felt charged and electrified as I thought about it. I wondered if I had enough time to pleasure myself before the girls arrived?

		I was disturbed by a soft knock on the door. I wrapped a towel around my body and opened the door, expecting to see Chloe and Alexis.

		It was Frank. He looked like he had only just returned from the beach. He still wore his damp swimming shorts and an old, loose shirt.

		‘I know we weren’t supposed to meet until later,’ he said, ‘but-’

		He didn’t get to finish his sentence. I dropped my towel and grabbed him and pulled him inside. We didn’t make it to the bed. I barely closed the door before I tore at his clothes and tossed them on the floor. He lifted me and pinned me against the door and we finished what we had started out on the rocks a few hours before. It was quick, intense, passionate, and exciting. I could hear people walking past my door less than two feet away while we fucked. Some of them probably heard me begging Frank to make me come. A few more probably heard my orgasm – I wasn’t quiet.

		I begged him to come in my mouth and he was only too happy to oblige. He pinned my head against the door as he pumped his thick, delicious come down my throat. I looked at him the whole time, my lips smiling around his shaft. I didn’t stop sucking until he pushed himself away from me.

		When we finally finished, I told Frank how glad I was that he didn’t make me wait until that night.

		‘I came to give you a spare key to my room,’ he said, laughing.

		

		****

		

		I was satisfied and refreshed. I enjoyed another delicious meal with girls, before we continued working our way through the cocktail menu and shaking our asses on the dancefloor. Alexis delighted in grinding her hips against the guys from the volleyball court earlier. You should have seen her! It was like watching a dozen fish fight over a handful of food. They swarmed around her, grinding against her, touching her here and there. She loved it. She was totally in control. Chloe drank her cocktails and danced with me and politely pushed away any adventurous men who came close to her.

		I danced with Frank. Maybe I shouldn’t have, maybe it was too bold of us. Maybe we should have carried on sneaking around or pretended that we weren’t up to anything. It doesn’t matter now.

		Chloe saw us together. She looked at me in shock when Frank placed his hands on my hips and I laced my fingers together behind his head. She even pulled me aside after a few slow, erotic dances and hissed in my ear, ‘What the hell are you doing?’

		I brushed it off and told her that we were on vacation. It was harmless! What was so wrong with enjoying myself? I wasn’t cheating… not that she knew.

		Chloe launched into some half-baked semi-drunk speech about how it wasn’t right, we were married women, we shouldn’t be doing things like this, what would our husbands think, blah blah blah. All that crap. I got the feeling Chloe was reciting a speech she had been saving for Alexis.

		I calmed her down and told her that nothing was happening and I wasn’t doing anything wrong. It took a long time for her to accept that I wasn’t some heartless bitch who sleeps around behind her husband’s back (I do that in front of him!) I told her not to judge Alexis too harshly. We don’t know what her home life is like, do we? Maybe her husband isn’t giving her enough attention, or they’re drifting apart, or maybe they had some kind of ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ deal going on?

		Chloe apologised for what she said to me. She went back to dancing and drinking and keeping an eye on Alexis.

		Less than twenty minutes later, I was in Frank’s room, my legs around his waist, feeling his thick cock stuff my tight pussy once more. He pounded me harder than ever and I came long and loud – several times, in fact. I felt bad for misleading Chloe, but it was worth it.

		As soon as Frank removed the used condom, I begged him to fuck me again. It was almost three in the morning, but I couldn’t go to sleep yet. I needed more.

		

		****

		

		Am I a greedy wife? Sometimes I wonder. I have you, a husband who loves me dearly, and takes care of my every need. You satisfy me mentally, spiritually, and sexually. You are my soul mate. You make me laugh and cry and fill my days with love.

		Sometimes I think that I should feel ashamed for taking other men into my bed, or feel some hint of regret at the very least. But I don’t. I love this side of our marriage. I love that you love me and trust me and want me to be happy and fulfilled so much that you allow me these experiences. Most of all, I love how wild, passionate, and erotic we are together when I tell you all the intimate details of my naughty adventures. I can’t wait to tell you all about this vacation and all go into as much detail as I can about how Frank fucked me. Maybe I’ll sit on your lap and read this letter out to you in my sexiest voice and see how long you can last?

		Some people – people like Chloe – don’t understand the kind of relationship we have. They don’t understand the love, trust, and affection we have for one another. They don’t understand how a husband can give his wife permission to sleep with other men – with or without him watching! They don’t understand that your pleasure is my pleasure. They don’t understand that you enjoy watching me with my lover, or hearing about the wicked things we did together. They don’t understand the difference between sex and lovemaking. Other men might be bigger than you, or better than you, or make me come harder than you can, but they will never make me feel the way you do. They will never make me laugh the way you do, or understand my mind the way you do. I gave you my heart when we married. We agreed that what I did with my body was entirely my choice.

		Sometimes a woman doesn’t want to be treated like a princess. Sometimes she wants to be grabbed and thrown and fucked like a slut. That’s when it’s good to have a lover as well as a husband.

		

		****

		

		I woke up the next morning – this morning – in Frank’s bed. We spoke for a while about our time together, and how much we enjoyed it. He asked if we would ever see each other again once I went home. I said I didn’t know, but I would to. I gave him my email address. He promised to keep in touch. Maybe – if you want – we can invite him to our house when he finishes his vacation? We could re-enact our favorite moments from this week for you…

		We showered together this morning. He insisted on helping me get clean, rubbing a generous supply of lotion into my skin. His strong, firm hands slipped and slid across my body, relaxing my muscles even as it turned me on. He was firm, yet gentle. He caressed my body in long, smooth movements, concentrating like an artist crafting a sculpture. I let him touch me wherever he wanted. He slid his hands over my firm breasts, across my tanned stomach, and down into my cleft. After a long, slow, gentle massage under the falling water, he finally reached between my legs and slipped his fingers inside me. I leaned against him and did everything he asked of me. I was putty in his skilled and talented hands. He lifted me up and pinned me against the wall while we fucked. He bent me over and held my leg up and pounded me from behind. He pushed me to my knees and fucked my mouth.

		I loved every second of it.

		I met the girls in the restaurant for breakfast, walking on unsteady legs. Alexis commented on my still-wet hair. Chloe asked why I looked so flushed and happy. I told them that I had a sexy dream and woke up late.

		

		****

		

		The usual beautiful weather was interrupted by a storm earlier today. We saw it coming closer from the sea, the clouds growing larger and darker overhead as the horizon began to flash and roar. The sea became rougher, the waves crashing against the shore with more force than usual. There was no chance of a possible repeat performance. The lifeguards insisted everyone leave the water and head back to the hotel. We could hear the rumble of thunder drawing closer as the first splashes of rain fell all around us. Within a few seconds, the rain crashed down so hard I couldn’t see my own hand in front of my face. We ran towards the hotel, laughing and screaming as the warm rain streamed down our skin. Before we’d even made it halfway across the beach, we were soaked to the skin.

		Somewhere in this mad scramble to get out of the rain, I lost sight of the girls. I wasn’t sure if they were ahead of me, or if I was ahead of them. I kept moving, running in the direction of the hotel, in the middle of a swarm of drenched sunbathers. The mass of damp people burst through the hotel’s beachside entrance and I broke off from the pack, stepping to one side to try and see if the girls were behind me. I couldn’t see them through the stream of partly-dressed beachgoers who flooded past me, rain water dripping from their bodies. I felt a tap on my arm and turn, expecting to see Alexis, or Chloe, but it was Frank. He had a mischievous grin on his face.

		‘Come with me,’ he said.

		I followed him away from the wet crowd, heading a little further into the hotel. He glanced over his shoulder to make sure we weren’t being followed and we turned down a corridor, hiding us from the rest of the guests in the hotel. We could hear the noise of dozens of voices, far away from us, but there was nobody nearby. He stopped, turned, and pinned me to the wall in a passionate kiss. I could hear everybody in the hotel just around the corridor, a few yards away. It turned me on to know that anybody could walk around the corner at any moment and catch me kissing a man who wasn’t my husband… My heart raced in my chest as his hands slid down my warm, wet body, his expert fingers slipping inside my bikini thong. My gasp was muffled by his mouth as he began to tease and caress my sex. It was one of the most erotic moments of my life. He carefully stroked my lips and swirled his finger around my clit and I could feel my body responding. Part of me wanted to fuck him right there in the corridor, even with everyone in the hotel just around the corner. But sanity prevailed and I whispered urgently in his ear, ‘Please fuck me!’

		Frank took me by the hand and we ran upstairs to my room as it was closer. We barely made it through the door before my hands were on his tanned, firm body. We didn’t bother to take out clothes off. He unrolled a fresh condom over his length and pulled my thong to one side and we fell to the floor in a heap. I was on top, riding him harder and faster than I’ve ever fucked any man before in my life. I was like a starving woman and he the only food source. I needed to come. I needed his come. I needed to feel him come deep inside me. I moaned long and loud as his firm length filled me completely. My breasts swung and bounced in the bikini top. He grabbed my ass and pulled me down against him as hard as he could. We were animals in heat. I was talking dirty to him the whole time, telling him how good his cock felt inside me, begging him to make me scream, urging him to fuck me harder than he’s ever fucked anyone before. He responded in kind, telling me what a good slut I was, how good I was fucking him, how tight my pussy felt.

		‘Are you this much of a slut for your husband?’ he said.

		‘No,’ I said. ‘Only for you.’

		He reached up and placed his hand around my throat, not squeezing me, only possessing me. The feel of his strong, powerful hand sent me over the edge and I came hard, my sex gripping his hard shaft tight as he continued to pound and pump me.

		‘I’m your slut!’ I said, gasping as I came harder than ever before. ‘I’m your fucking slut!’

		He gently squeezed my throat, applying enough pressure for me to feel his power and control without hurting me. Then I felt him climax as a burst of semen crashed against the condom inside me. If I’m honest, I felt a little disappointed that he wore a condom. I desperately wanted to feel his hot come inside me, but that privilege is yours, and yours alone, my love.

		We collapsed together, breathing hard, sweat mixing with the rain water across our damp skin. I kissed him long and slow, feeling his length slowly wilt inside me. As I slowly rolled off his body, the storm broke and the sun gleamed through the window again. Everything was perfect.

		We lay on the floor together for a long moment as strength slowly returned to our bodies.

		‘That was awesome,’ Frank said. ‘I think that might be the best sex I’ve ever had.’

		I laughed and kissed him again.

		After a long moment, we agreed to head back downstairs and re-join everyone else. Now the storm had passed, the beach would be filling up again. Frank helped me to my feet and carefully adjusted my bikini. In the heat of the moment, both my breasts had spilled out of their restraints. I kissed the tip of his penis with gratitude and promised him we would do more later that night. We opened the door and froze in shock.

		Chloe was stood outside the door, fist raised to knock, eyes wide, her mouth hanging open.

		

		****

		

		So that’s how Chloe found out. I don’t want you to worry. I know we agreed to keep this lifestyle between us and not tell our friends, but I think she believed me when I told her about it. It took a lot of convincing. Yes, thought about lying, about telling her a crazy story about Frank helping me move furniture in my room, but it would have been pointless. My hair was messy and dishevelled, my check flushed, my skin damp. Frank’s arm was around my waist and we were both smiling like we knew some naughty secret. There was no way to convince her that we hadn’t just been having passionate sex in my hotel room. Besides, Chloe already suspected something was up, but she never would have guessed.

		We started to explain. Chloe looked ready to pounce on Frank and scratch his eyes out. Frank told Chloe he knew about my husband. I told Chloe you were okay with me sleeping with Frank. Chloe looked as though she was about to pass out. I sent Frank downstairs and brought Chloe into my room and sat with her on my bed.

		I told her everything. I told her about our lifestyle, about our extra-marital arrangement. I told her that Frank wasn’t the first man I’d slept with since marrying you, and he wouldn’t be the last. I opened up to her about how it made me feel, how much you enjoyed it, how it brought us closer together every time.

		The whole time I spoke, she looked at me like I’d grown an extra head.

		After a long, long, long talk – mostly me, she just stared at my face – Chloe nodded slowly.

		‘Your husband enjoys you sleeping with other guys,’ she said, talking slowly, as though trying to understand what I was saying.

		‘Yes,’ I said.

		‘And you’re okay with this.’

		‘Yes.’

		‘And this is normal to you.’

		‘Yes,’ I said, a little irritated by the way she used the word normal.

		‘Okay,’ she said.

		And that was it. Chloe didn’t look like she had accepted it, but at least she wasn’t denouncing me as a witch, or swearing vengeance on Frank, or whatever else she might have done. She simply nodded and then asked me if I was coming back down to the beach now the sun was out.

		(Would you mind talking to Chloe once we get back? Just make sure she understands. I feel like she doesn’t believe me a hundred percent.)

		Chloe and I returned to the beach to find a hot young man rubbing sun lotion over Alexis’s back.

		‘What?’ Alexis said. ‘You weren’t here to help.’

		

		****

		

		The rest of the day carried on like the others. We lay in the sun and bronzed our skin some more. We went for long swims in the water, laughing and splashing each other. Chloe was distant towards me, but not cold. I was glad. I love Chloe very much. I don’t want there to be any problems between us. I hope we can resolve this when we get back.

		As we splashed in the cool, refreshing sea, I asked Alexis if she ‘felt sexy’ now, after she had spent the entire week being surrounded by gorgeous guys. Alexis laughed and said she had never felt so wanted.

		‘Sometimes it’s nice to know a guy really wants to get in your pants, you know?’ she said.

		I said I knew exactly how she felt. I resisted the temptation to tell Alexis about our arrangement. I told her she must make a pretty hot wife. She smiled at me.

		‘If only my husband felt the same way,’ she said.

		Poor Alexis.

		Then the afternoon came to an end and we slowly made our way back to the hotel for the night. That’s when I started writing this letter to you, with Frank slowly, softly kissing my pussy.

		It’s late evening now. I need to get dressed and meet the girls for dinner. I have no idea what tomorrow will bring, but I look forward to telling you all about it when I get home. Maybe I’ll make you undress me using just your mouth while I tell you all about it?

		I’m going to wake Frank up now so I can start getting dressed. He needs to conserve his energy for tonight. I plan to make every moment count. Right now, I’m going to lay out all my sexiest underwear, and my shortest, tightest, most revealing outfits, and I’ll let Frank choose what I wear tonight. No limits. Maybe he will insist I wear that tight green dress that barely covers my ass, with no panties underneath? Or maybe he’ll dare me to wear that deep rose-colored dress that makes my breasts heave perfectly, with my black panties and stockings underneath? The possibilities are endless…

		

		I’ll see you soon, my love. I can’t wait to have you inside me again.

		

		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 didn’t expect to write a second part to the original story, but there was something intensely erotic about the idea of a long, flowing confessional letter from a wife to her husband. I know my husband enjoys reading my stories… I wonder how he would react if he read a letter like this?

		

		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

		x

		

		xxxandreamartin.tumblr.com

		

		Please read on for samples of my other stories I hope you’ll also enjoy!

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		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.

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		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.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin:

		

		Hustled

		

		When Madison agreed to go on a second date with Chad, this isn't what she had in mind...

		A biker bar. A pool table. A high-stakes game with two tough bikers. Madison had better be prepared to bet big, because these guys play to win, and there’s only one prize they have in mind tonight…

		

		‘Relax, little girl,’ Tank says. ‘We’ll take good care of you.’

		‘Your boyfriend needs to be taught a lesson,’ Butch says.

		Tank steps up close to me now. I look up at him, over the vast expanse of his chest. My heart rate increases.

		‘We know how to treat a woman,’ Butch says, behind me. His body presses into mine, trapping me between them. I couldn’t run even if I wanted to. The intoxicating feeling of danger pervades my senses. I thought I was into Chad because he was a bad boy… then I met real bad boys.

		‘How do you boys treat a woman?’ I say, my heart pounding now. Why do I feel so excited?

		‘A woman like you?’ Tank says. He takes hold of my chin in his huge hand. ‘You don’t like posers like that asshole. You need the real thing.’

		There is a tension between the three of us, a feeling of excitement and danger in the air. Butch’s hand slides down my waist, to the curve of my ass in these tiny shorts. He pats my ass, gently.

		Tank’s hand moves from my chin, tracing my face, head to my neck. He lets his hand rest at the base of my neck.

		‘I could scream,’ I say. The thought of what they might do next is intensely exciting, but I don’t want them to have an easy time with me.

		‘Go ahead,’ Butch says.

		‘I could fight,’ I say.

		‘You could try,’ Tank says.

		Butch grabs my wrists from behind. Pins my hands together at the base of my spine. I can feel his strength.

		‘What makes you think I’ll let you?’ I say.

		Tank grabs the front of my jean shorts. He grips me with one large hand, the other placed behind my neck still. I am completely in their power right now. And a dark part of me really likes it. Another part of me says that this isn’t right, that I don’t know these guys and I don’t know what they have in mind for me. I push that voice away. I’m in way too deep now. Chad lost the bet to these guys. Chad lost me to these guys.

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Bull’s Account:

		One Night, One Offer

		

		Tyler is a bull. He lives on the road and spends his time staying in hotels all across the world. His specialty is seeking out married women who need a little spark in their lives and seducing them. Tonight, Tyler has his eyes on Mia, a lonely woman in need of a strong, dominant man. She is about to enter Tyler's world of intense, erotic pleasure...

		

		‘Keep going,’ I say. ‘Don’t stop now.’

		You grasp my shorts with both hands now, one on each side, and gently pull. You reach the base of my manhood. Then you expose the shaft. Then you see its thick, throbbing length. Then finally the head springs free and my erection sits upright, tall and proud. I watch your eyes shine with desire as you study my member, your prize, your gift for tonight. You want this so badly. I can tell.

		Finally, you ease my shorts down my thighs, and off. You toss my shorts and my pants to the floor, forgotten. I am totally naked before you. I am totally ready for you.

		You look at me, asking a question without speaking. I nod.

		You reach out with one hand and gently grasp my shaft. I let out a sigh. Your soft, warm hand feels wonderful on my length. You smile to yourself, apparently pleased with what you see. You give my member a gentle, reassuring squeeze.

		‘You’re still dressed,’ I say. ‘We need to do something about that.’

		‘What do you want me to do?’ you say.

		‘Take off the bra,’ I say.

		You reach behind your back and unclip the clasps. I watch as you gently remove the bra and free your heaving breasts. They are wonderful. Big and juicy, with small, hard nipples.

		‘Now the panties,’ I say.

		You get to your knees and slip your thumbs into the elastic of your panties. You slip them down your thighs. I can see that you also take care of your intimate region – there’s a small patch of hair above your cleft, but it’s trimmed short and looks freshly maintained. I wonder if you shaved it earlier today to feel sexy when you put on the dress?

		I watch as you slowly remove your panties and throw them behind you. Now we’re both naked. You and me. Two consenting adults. No responsibilities.

		‘Come here,’ I say.

		You come. I pull you in close and kiss you again, hard and passionately. You lay on top of me and press your warm, soft, naked body into mine. We meld into one together.

		After a long, passionate moment, you break away the kiss. You whisper three little words into my ear.

		‘Please fuck me.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		Slut Wives:

		Desperate Measures

		

		Newlyweds Sarah and Bruce are struggling to make ends meet. Between raising their baby daughter and trying to turn their crumbling house into a decent place to live, they’re barely getting by. Bruce spends more time driving trucks than he does at home, and Sarah is beginning to feel the burden of their financial worries.

		

		When Sarah goes to Bruce’s boss to beg for her husband’s raise, he makes an alternative offer instead, one that changes her life. If she agrees to have sex with him, he’ll pay her two hundred dollars. At first, she is horrified. But how long can she survive before she resorts to desperate measures?

		

		I straddle him on the couch, one knee over his legs, looking down at him. My breasts are directly in front of his eyes.

		Chuck reaches up with both hands. He takes hold of the low cut of my dress and pulls it down, exposing my breasts in their lacy red restraints. My heart skips a beat. My lips are parted. I’m breathing hard. This is happening. This is really happening. I should stop this. I should leave.

		But I couldn’t leave if I wanted to.

		Chuck’s large hands grab my breasts, gently squeezing them through the bra. His hands are bigger than my chest. I am tiny compared to him. I bite back the urge to groan as his fingers squeeze and stroke my breasts.

		His hands drift higher up my body, to my soft neck. One large, powerful hand gently holds my throat. The other strokes my hair. I feel powerless. I feel helpless. I like it. He is in control here and he knows it.

		‘You have beautiful lips,’ he says. ‘I want you to use them.’

		I feign ignorance.

		‘Use them?’ I say. ‘Use them how?’

		His hand gently squeezes my throat.

		‘I want you to use these beautiful lips,’ he says, ‘on my cock. I want you to pleasure me with your mouth.’

		‘That wasn’t the deal,’ I say. ‘You only paid for my pussy.’

		‘Fifty.’

		‘What?’

		‘Another fifty dollars. For your lips on my cock.’

		I hesitate. His strong hand feels amazing on my throat. I like it. Bruce has never held me like this. It turns me on. This feeling of submission, of giving in to him, it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. When Bruce and I make love, it’s gentle, tender, passionate. I get the feeling that Chuck isn’t going to give two shits about my own wants and needs.

		‘Fifty dollars,’ I say.

		The hand that stoked my hair pushes my head down.

		‘Go,’ he says. ‘Suck my fucking cock. Use those beautiful lips.’

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin:

		

		Slut Wives:

		The Other Woman

		

		Lucy and Alice have been best friends for years, and there’s nothing they don’t know about each other – or so Alice believes. One night, Lucy confesses her darkest desire to Alice – a fantasy to watch her husband with another woman…

		

		‘Do you want to touch them?’ Lucy says.

		‘Touch your boobs?’ Joe says. He reaches out and places his hand on Lucy’s chest, a smile on his face.

		‘I mean, do you want to touch Alice’s breasts?’ Lucy says.

		‘Huh?’ Joe says.

		There’s a soft, subtle change in the air. A ripple. An electric tingle that passes across the room. A few seconds ago, we were laughing and kidding around. But now the mood has changed. There’s a serious expression on Lucy’s face. A serious tone in her voice. She’s not laughing and she’s not kidding. I feel a hot tingle rush through me. It’s like we’re back in that restaurant again and Lucy is looking me in the eyes and saying, I have this fantasy, about my husband… and another woman. She’s finally baring her soul to her husband.

		Lucy places her wine glass down on a side table. It’s empty.

		‘Do you want to touch Alice’s breasts?’ she says again.

		Joe’s face registers a dozen different expression all at the same time. Excitement. Confusion. Arousal. Shock. Humor. His eyes widen and narrow and he looks from her to me back to her.

		‘Huh?’ he says again. ‘You’re… serious?’

		She nods. Her eyes gleam. Like they did before, in the restaurant, when she spilled her wicked little secrets and fantasies to me.

		Joe looks at me, still confused, still trying to make sense of it all.

		‘I guess… yeah?’ he says. He has no idea what the right answer is here.

		Lucy turns to me, excitement on her face.

		‘Alice,’ she says in a soft, faint voice, ‘do you mind if my husband touches your breasts?’

		It all clicks into place for me. The reason she told me her fantasy. The reason we came back to her apartment. The reason she opened another bottle of wine. She doesn’t want to see her husband with any woman. She wants to see her husband with me.

		I finish the last of my wine and place my glass down next to Lucy’s.

		‘If you want Joe to touch me,’ I say, ‘I’m happy to let him.’

		I stand up and walk over to the couch and stand in front of my best friend’s husband. He still looks bewildered, like he can’t believe this is really happening.

		‘Seriously?’ he says, looking at Lucy. ‘You’re serious?’

		She nods.

		‘Please,’ she says. ‘For me.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Reclaiming Chelsea

		

		Chelsea and Justin are a loving, happily married couple with a shared interest in a very particular kink. Chelsea loves to enjoy other men, and Justin loves to hear about it. All Justin needs to do is get through the long, lonely night by himself and wait for his wife to return to him. She will return to him, right?

		

		It’s a strange feeling, hearing your wife confess to openly flirting with another man, hearing her admit to proposing a threesome with a guy she’s barely met. I feel a mixture of emotions – jealousy, lust, a hint of anger.

		‘Does that upset you, baby?’ she says. ‘I wanted this guy and his friend to fuck me instead of coming home to you.’

		‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘It upsets me.’

		‘You gonna punish me?’ she says.

		‘Absolutely.’

		‘Good.’ She smiles wickedly. ‘I need to be punished. I’ve been a really, really naughty girl.’

		‘How naughty?’

		‘I’ll show you.’

		She stands up on the bed, looming over me. She unzips her pants and slowly pulls them down.

		I watch as my wife turns around and bends over and lets her pants fall to the bed. Her beautiful ass draws my eyes. She still wears the panties I chose earlier, but now they look different. There’s a dark, wet spot on the fabric, all along her slit.

		She kicks off the pants and kneels next to my head. She slips her thumbs into her panties and gently pulls them down.

		‘I was really naughty,’ she says again.
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