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MESSAGES FROM

HER WORK TRIP

WEDNESDAY

Hi, Honey. We just got to the hotel. The flight left a little late, so I was stuck sitting next to Ryan on the plane for an extra half hour. Joy of joys.

I’m going to be around people at this conference all week, but my social quota is drained from a few hours of travelling with Ryan. The guy loves the sound of his own voice. I honestly don’t know how I can keep working with him, especially for the next few days.

Anyway, I hope it’s all going okay back home. Don’t forget to give Kirstie her eyedrops. And cook a proper dinner for them, I don’t want you all eating frozen pizza on night one!

Yeah, he was just showing off. Talking about his boat, finding ways to mention his pool, ergh. He also kept talking about all the networking events we “have” to go to, and how much fun this conference is every year. I mean, we all know what he gets up to on these trips.

I’m in my hotel room now and catching up on some emails, and then I’m going to the opening night reception. Hopefully I’ll get enough time for a nice, relaxing bath first.

Tell Kirstie and Robbie that Mom says hi!

I had a quick bath and a 10-minute snooze. Just had a crappy pod coffee, so I’m good to go! Will be at the reception for the next couple of hours.

Surely I’ve told you the rumors about Ryan at these things? He treats each event like it’s a hook-up app. At every conference he seems to sniff out at least one young woman that lives in his weird, douchey, hypersexualized world. I’d say ‘poor girl’, but to be honest I think they’re just as bad as him. And somehow, amongst it all, he delivers a big presentation that blows everyone away, and the industry is left buzzing about how wonderful he is, and no one seems to notice or care that he’s sleazing on some woman at the hotel bar at 1am.

Anyway, just venting. I’d better stop there and forget about it, seeing as I need to keep him company for the next… 72 hours!

Ryan’s the best. His keynote speech tomorrow is going to be so good. Yeah, I’m super lucky to work with him.

Convincing?

Love you, text you later x

Hey, I’m back in my room. The reception was okay, just a lot of making small talk and searching for the best canapes to fill the time. I caught up with a couple of familiar faces, stayed long enough to tick all the boxes, and then I left a little bit early.

I was with Ryan for a lot of the time. He wasn’t too bad, just his usual cocky self. He did do something a little weird though.

When I came down to the reception, he said I “look nice” and gave me the whole kiss-on-the-cheek greeting, as if he hadn’t seen me in a while. I put it down to it just being him, and he was probably doing his whole ‘showman’ thing, but still. Don’t know if that kind of thing is cool in this day and age.

How was this evening? Did they behave?

Lol, he does not have me “in his sights”. He knows I’m married — he’s met you!!! He was just showing off like he always does. In fact, he was probably trying to catch the attention of some girl behind me so that he could make her jealous.

I left early because I want to go and use the indoor pool tomorrow before breakfast. It looks super nice and, like I had to explain to a certain someone who couldn’t believe I’d willingly miss out on the last hour of a corporate reception, it’s the only chance I’ll get all day.

And on that note, I am tireddd! I’ll leave you to your TV night. Speak to you tomorrow x

THURSDAY

Erm… I think you may have been onto something.

So, I go down to the pool first thing. To get there, you have to walk through the spa area and then past the gym, which is behind floor-to-ceiling windows. On the other side of the glass there are three or four people scattered around using the treadmills and stuff, and as I get near the end, guess who’s doing barbell lifts right there behind the window. He sees me and gives me a smile, and he does his next lift. It seemed like he was slowing it down and trying that little bit harder to show off.

So I get to the pool, and there’s just one woman in there already, the usual super-serious swimmer with the cap and the goggles, thinking she looks like an Olympian. I rinse off and get in, and do a few lengths. It’s really nice and relaxing, and it’s all quiet in there, except for those echoes you get at indoor swimming pools from every little noise.

I’ve been in there for ten minutes or so, and I’m finishing a length, when I notice someone else has come into the pool room. I don’t pay any attention to them — I just want to swim while I have time — so I keep going to the end. And from under the surface, I see someone’s feet drop into the water at the end of the lane in front of me and just hang there. I resurface as I get closer and see that it’s Ryan sitting there. He’s wearing these tight boxer-like things, not Speedos but pretty much just as revealing. Like, I know they won’t leave much to the imagination, so I keep my eyes well away from his crotch. I redirect myself to the side and stop next to him.

He sits there all pleased with himself, leaning back to show all of his torso. I say good morning, and he starts saying he’s nervous about his presentation later, how he had to go to the gym to take his mind off it. It’s such horse crap, it’s just his way of making me stay there next to him instead of swimming, so that he can keep sitting there flexing and tensing in front of me.

So that goes on for a few minutes, him pretending like he’s using me as a sounding board for what to include and not include in a presentation that I know he prepared ages ago, and I realize there’ll be no more swimming. So I keep being polite, and as soon as I get the chance, I say I need to go and call home to check on the kids, and he nods and says he’ll see me at the breakfast symposium. I climb out, and I realize how close to the ladder he’s positioned himself. He’s untwisting his goggles, or pretending to, and I see him glance at me as I climb out. I feel self-conscious because I’m wearing the one-piece that you say “looks better than a bikini on me” because of the cleavage.

So now I’m back in the room, I didn’t swim all that much, and I feel a little weird about the whole thing.

Huh? I tell you all that and you think he is on my mind? How?

Well, yeah, I’m talking about him because he’s annoying, and I know this trip is going to be the Ryan Show. He’s not a terrible boss, but he can be a douchebag, and I’ve heard that these conferences are when that side of him really shines.

And you’re right, he is a bit like some of my exes. They were arrogant show-offs too. And now they’re my exes, for a reason.

Also, I didn’t ‘omit’ how his torso looked, because it’s irrelevant! In fact, that’s what he wanted me to think about, so all the more reason not to say anything. I can’t believe that was your takeaway from the story!

You still think that? Fine: he is in good shape. Like, ridiculously good shape. It’s all muscle and veins and he barely has an ounce of fat on him. I guess that’s how someone can look when they get paid a fortune to talk non-stop for a few hours a day, disappear for the rest of the time, and do no tangible work.

Anyway, Weirdo, I’m going to this breakfast thing, and then a bunch of talks. I’ll message you when I get away for a break.

Hey, the conference has been pretty good so far. Saw some good speakers and made a couple of contacts, which is what I’m here to do really.

Look, are you being jealous about this whole Ryan thing? Because you really don’t need to be. This is Ryan all over, and you know my thoughts on him. And, you know, my thoughts on being married to you. Besides, he’ll meet some skank by the end of today and then he’ll be out of my hair for the rest of the trip!

I do not want him! You’re letting jealousy get the better of you. STOP. WORRYING.

Well, if you’re not worrying, what are you doing? Because it really seems like you’re imagining something is happening when it really isn’t.

… I don’t know what to say to that. You’re messing with me, right? Why would you tell your wife to go and do something like that?!

Also, let me say it again: I do not want him. So there’s no need to make weird jokes like that.

Who are you and what have you done with my husband? I feel like I’m being pranked. Or tested. I don’t know, but one of those.

I’ll be going back to my room at around 2pm so that I can catch up on emails before I go back into the conference hall. I’ll give you a call so I can snap you out of this!

I’m still kind of taken aback after that call. I didn’t know you were into… that! Not judging, we all have our things. But now at least I get that you weren’t being jealous.

But just to be clear, there is no way that’s going to happen for real! For any number of reasons.

We can talk about that stuff more when I get back. For now, I just want to get through the next two days and get home. Going back into the hall now — speak later x

Hi, Honey. Back in the room to freshen up for dinner and drinks. Ryan did his presentation and it went down a storm, as always. He’s now the star of the show, just like he wanted — I had to squeeze past a small crowd of suck-ups coming over to praise him after the afternoon session ended. He was really good though, I have to admit.

One thing, though. He seemed to pick me out among the audience and stare at me a lot of the time while he was presenting. Maybe I just imagined it. Or maybe this is why he always brings someone with him, for moral support. After all, no person can really be as confident deep down as he lets on.

How’s today going?

Robbie’s game, of course! Tell him good luck out there, and I’m rooting for him.

I don’t think it meant anything untoward, even if Ryan did do that on purpose. He was just being his usual self and overstepping a boundary.

Yeah, it’ll be a formal-ish dinner. I’m putting on that black dress I wear for client meetings sometimes. Why do you ask?

Lol, I know you like that one. And I am not dressing up for him! You can give me ‘permission’ to do that all you like, but I’m obviously not going to do it! You have a twisted mind!

Gotta go — speak to you later x

Hiya. Just stepped over to the bar to get a drink and have a moment to myself. First things first, that’s great news about the game — tell Robbie well done.

So Ryan has definitely upped the flirting. He’s asking me all these questions about myself that he hasn’t asked before, and giving me tons of attention. Not the usual bragging about himself. I expected him to have found some girl to hit on by now, but it feels like he’s giving me his A-game. I think you were right… I’m his target for this trip.

I don’t really know how to handle it. He hasn’t said anything that’s inappropriate or whatever. He’s just flirting, pretty hard. He’s literally met you, so he knows full well I’m not available. It’s weird.

Yes, of course I’m flattered. There are plenty of attractive women here, and all his attention is on me. And yes, he’s good-looking and everything. And the thought of… you know… has crossed my mind this evening, but only because of what you told me on the phone earlier.

But you need to stop with that idea, I am not going to do that!

Fine, you’re right. I didn’t say I didn’t ‘want’ him this time, because on some weird level, in a tiny bit of my brain, in a parallel universe, I probably do. I would be intrigued, and tempted by the whole scenario, and I would go with it and see where it leads. But we’re not in that parallel universe!

Out of curiosity, why do you like the idea of that happening? I mean, what would be in it for you? Or would it all just be a play for a quid pro quo…

The barman is getting my drink now, so this is my last text for now.

I don’t totally get it, but I have to admit… I can see what would make it hot for me. I guess I can understand that being the turn-on for you.

It’s weird, you’re planting that idea in my head even more than he is, and he’s definitely trying. But ‘I deserve some fun’ isn’t really a good reason to risk everything and get in bed with my boss!

I’m heading back to the table, love you x

Hiya. So, erm, Ryan wants to go to a bar, just me and him. Like, away from the rest of the conference.

If it was anyone else from work, it would be totally normal to go for a couple of drinks with them after a long day and decompress. But with Ryan, I know it’s not that.

Especially because tonight he’s been flirting like crazy. Really buttering me up, little touches here and there, the whole deal.

Honey… he’s trying to get me into bed with him.

After everything you’ve said to me, and everything he’s been doing, I don’t know where my head is. It’s been a crazy day. This has all happened so quickly.

So, yeah, I’ll just say it how it is. Normally I can’t stand the guy. Working for him and just being around him can be really annoying and draining. But he’s been working on me all evening, and it’s kind of working. I think, if it’s what you want, I want to say yes and go with him.

You need to tell me now. Is this really something you want? And do you promise me that nothing changes between me and you if I do this?

Okay. I’m going with him.

This is crazy. I can’t believe I’m doing this.

I love you x

FRIDAY

Morning, Honey. I didn’t call because it’s super early, and I didn’t want to go off to the morning sessions and leave you waiting for hours for me to call, so I figured I’d message you and just tell you.

So first off… I slept with him.

Me, a married woman with kids, and him, my annoying boss who I can’t stand. I don’t quite know how I feel about the whole thing.

It was hot. Crazy hot. My frustration and plain dislike of him made it hot. Being married made it hot. Him thinking I was cheating on my husband made it hot. Being away on this trip in this weird bubble made it hot. Being the woman who he had made his target for the trip made it hot. Being no better than the bimbos he normally hooks up with made it hot.

Before anything else, I need to hear from you. I need reassurance. Have I messed up? Is this still what you wanted?

Okay. That’s such a relief.

Going into the first talk now. Sorry to make you wait. I’ll give you all the details in a couple of hours, as soon as I get back to the room.

I feel so dirty about last night, and I like it. I think I’m going to enjoy telling you everything.

Hi, I’m back in the room now. Couldn’t concentrate at all this morning… especially about halfway through, when he came over and sat next to me.

I couldn’t stop replaying last night in my mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about the simple fact of what I did: I slept with my asshole boss on a work trip away from my family.

It’s like I’ve done something that makes me a totally different person.

Do you want the specifics? Because I want to tell you everything, every little detail, but it’s… a lot. I want us to enjoy the kinkiness of it all together, but I don’t know if it’s how you imagined it. Or even if you’d rather leave it to your own imagination.

Okay, if you’re sure. Here goes…

We got in a cab to some bar he’d picked out. He was super relaxed the whole way, talking about random stuff like what he thought about a guy at our table during lunch, and a panel discussion we watched. The whole time, my heart was pounding in my chest. I don’t really know anyone here, but I kept worrying about scenarios where someone saw me and word got out that I’m having an affair.

When we got to the bar I felt a little better, because it was a totally different vibe to the conference, and there was no way anyone else had come to the same venue. It was a trendy, overpriced place with a lot of the Instagram crowd. Girls wearing paint-on dresses and paint-on faces. Guys tensing in designer T-shirts. There were a few people our age, but they were either men like Ryan or women trying to look fifteen years younger. I felt like I should know better, and I felt self-conscious around all the pretty, glamorous young things. Maybe Ryan read this, because he asked the girl behind the bar about the private tables he’d heard about. I realized he must have done his research in advance, maybe before we even flew out. The girl told him about the minimum spend and took his card, and then she sent another member of the bar staff to bring us upstairs to our table.

There were a few of these tables overlooking the bar area, with two others each occupied by a pair on a date, or whatever it was that Ryan and I were doing. We sat at the small table on a semi-circular bench for two, and then the girl gave us drinks menus and left us there.

I still couldn’t be totally sure what was happening, so I let Ryan take the lead. While we decided on our drinks the conversation was a little stunted, but after we had placed our orders there was nothing left to do but talk. He started off by thanking me for joining him on the trip and saying how it had made a big difference, how he gets nervous before these presentations and it helps to have a friendly face there. I still didn’t buy it — I think if anything he was just making up a reason for staring at me while he did the speech — but I played along.

He then did a sort of fake opening-up thing, about the ‘pressure’ of always being asked to present at the big industry events. Again, all B.S., but it was funny to see what his process must be like with the bimbos he usually meets.

After some more of that, and after our drinks had been brought over, he flipped the attention back to me. He asked about my ambitions, and not in a line manager kind of way. It was more on a personal level. I talked about that for a little while, and he was nodding along and listening, being all attentive. That was the weirdest part so far. I didn’t think he could listen to someone else talk for more than five seconds without tuning out or talking over them. Turns out, when he might be getting laid, he’s all ears.

Then things took another turn. He started saying some ‘between you and me’ stuff about the company and my future, and that led to him giving me all these compliments. I kind of laughed it off, but he was saying how I offered so much more than this person and that person. And then he made this vague comment about how he won’t be in his role forever, whether his next move is inside or outside the business, and he said for sure I should be the one who takes his job. And this wasn’t professional feedback or one-on-one management, it was… intimate. It was like he was saying one thing out loud, but his body language was saying another thing.

I realized that the gap between us was smaller than when we sat down, especially between our faces. So I made a point of adjusting how I was sitting and coming closer instead of further. Through my dress and his pants, my thigh was lightly touching his, and he didn’t pull away. And our faces were super close now, way too close for work colleagues.

He looked me in the eye, a sort of ‘are we doing this?’ look. I held his gaze and parted my lips for his attention. And tentatively, he inched toward me, so I did the same. And then he knew he had me.

He kissed me, and straight away it was intense. There was no affection involved, but it wasn’t just physical either — there was a different kind of emotional aspect. I could tell that luring me, his married subordinate, while we were away on this trip was a big turn-on for him. And that same twisted thought was driving me wild. I think the fact that he has annoyed me so much for all this time gave it a real edge, too. Almost like some of the passion on my side was driven by resentment. The whole thing was just so wrong that it was hot.

While we made out, his hands were grabbing at my legs and I liked it. It was like I was thinking Who do you think you are, How dare you, I have a family and at the same time giving him what he wanted. Before long, his fingers were squeezing my inner thighs and my butt cheeks. I broke from the kiss and asked if he wanted to go back and continue at the hotel.

You should’ve seen the look he gave me when I said that. I could see in his eyes that his messed-up fantasy was coming true. And I felt filthy saying it. I was telling him that he could fuck me.

He paid up and ordered a cab — all surprisingly quickly, as if he didn’t want to risk giving me enough time to have second thoughts — and we left the bar and got in the car. I felt weird being in a cab with him on the way to the bar, but I felt a lot weirder about sitting there with him after we’d made out, after he’d felt me up, after I’d suggested we go further back at the hotel. Maybe the cocktail helped, but knowing that this is a different city, that I hadn’t seen anyone I know since leaving the hotel, and that this was just one taxi driver — also, that it was Ryan’s Uber rating at stake, not mine — I also felt a lot bolder.

So I turned to Ryan and we started up again in the back of the cab. He was making himself very familiar with everything he found between the hem of my dress and the edge of my underwear, and I was happy to let him. At the same time, I was getting acquainted with the bulge of his cock through his dark chinos. I was rubbing him through the fabric and I could feel how hard it made him. I couldn’t believe I was about to let that cock inside me, but at this point I was determined to.

When we got to the hotel, he dragged out the process of getting out of the cab, seeing as the material of his pants wasn’t doing much to hide his hard-on. I teased him about it, which seemed to only turn him on more. But between the cab and the door of the hotel he managed to calm down, or rearrange his pants, maybe both.

We got in the elevator and he pressed the button for his own room, which excited me. That we were going to his room rather than mine made me feel more like I was one of his conquests; it felt a little dirtier. We made out in the elevator, which shows how turned on I was by this point. I didn’t really worry anymore about the very small chance of some loose acquaintance seeing us; I just wanted to keep this crazy scenario going.

He opened his room with his keycard, and as soon as the door was closed he turned to me and pinned me against the door, kissing my neck and grabbing at my body. I unbuttoned his shirt so I could shove my hands underneath and feel his super-toned pecs and abs. It encouraged him even more, and he scooped me up and carried me to the bed.

He placed me down and we made out with my legs around him, and he started dry humping me. It was so surreal feeling another cock against me after all these years, even if it was through his pants, and it was hot as hell. I found myself grinding back.

He didn’t waste much time. His hands were up my dress and all over my ass, and before long he pulled at my underwear. I wriggled to let him pull them down, and then he started to feel further up my thigh and towards my crotch.

Then my boss’s fingers were working their way inside me, and I realized from the sensation just how wet I was. I encouraged him by moaning in his ear, and he fingered my inner lips and teased my clit. At the same time I unzipped his pants and took hold of his shaft. It was long, and I noticed how smoothly shaved he was down there. It seemed so typical of Ryan, but I also found it inviting. I began to gently pump his cock with my fist, and he groaned on top of me. He kept working on my clit, but I could tell his concentration was dropping and he was enjoying the feeling of me playing with his cock. It didn’t bother me, because I didn’t want to just keep jerking him off either. I was so horny, and I was reveling in feeling so dirty.

All I wanted at that moment was for my boss to shove his cock inside me.

I shifted under him and pulled his dick towards my entrance, and gave him a look. A look that said: if you want to fuck me, do it.

He took the lead and pressed his head between my lips, and I let go and let him run the show. My dress was bunched up around my hips, and though his pants were off, his shirt was still hanging open; it had only been a few minutes since we came in the door. I watched excitedly as his cock disappeared into me and I felt him slowly fill me up. And then he began to thrust. I was so wet that he didn’t need to ease into it much — and I just carried on clawing at that ripped torso, looking up at that smug asshole as he fucked my married pussy.

His eyes were filled with a combination of lust and something else. I know it wasn’t just attraction. It was like a kind of pride that he had managed to get me into bed despite the obstacles of him being my boss, and me being married. I don’t know exactly why, but I got the feeling that the biggest turn-on of all for him was that I was ‘cheating’ on you with him. I don’t know if that pisses you off, or maybe you like it more if he thinks that. If you want him to know the real situation, I can tell him, but I don’t know. I think it’s better if he doesn’t. I think it’s hotter if he doesn’t.

Anyway, he pulled out and gestured that he wanted to change position. He flipped me onto my hands and knees, and then he moved behind me. I noticed there was a full-body mirror in the corner, just like the one in my room, and I realized that he had arranged us so that we were both facing towards it.

He slid back inside me, and I watched our reflection as he took hold of my hips and pushed his crotch right against me, his cock moving deeper into me. Seeing us both like that while we were still wearing some of our work attire was like a reminder of who we really were, the impropriety of the whole thing, and it made me horny beyond belief. As he pumped inside me, controlling my hips and building up a rhythm, I reached down past my dress and began to play with my clit. When I looked back at the mirror, he was staring into it, watching as he dominated me. And I did the same, rubbing myself as he fucked me.

The reflection was like a catalyst for both of us. His thrusts became stronger, but still I told him to fuck me harder. I was rubbing myself more quickly as he slammed into me. It somehow felt like I was sinking lower onto the mattress and he was rising higher over me.

He was fucking me so hard and fast, and I just about managed to keep my finger in place. I felt myself stiffening, all the excitement kind of numbing me for a few moments, and then I came. I came against his cock, all the while watching him fuck me, and I couldn’t stay quiet. I moaned loudly and convulsed under him, and that tipped him over the edge. While I was still coming, he held my hips in a vice grip and pummeled into me until I felt his cock grow even bigger. Then he came into me, staring back at me in the mirror, his eyes seeming to tell me that my body was now his, or maybe that’s just what I wanted them to say.

When he was done, I pulled off him and lay in a heap on the bed, while he sat down and got his breath back. He didn’t want any post-coital kissing or anything, and neither did I, for the same reasons that I found this so hot. Once I had recovered and felt like I could drag myself to my room, I got up, straightened out my dress, and found my heels. I said I’d see him at the brunch event in the morning, and I told him that this had been fun, which he said too. And then I came back to my room and took a bath, just to let all of this sink in. I fell asleep as soon as I got into bed.

Last night was exactly what I wanted it to be. But I don’t know about you… Tell me what you’re thinking, so I know this is all okay.

You’re a pervert, you know that? But so am I, I guess. I was unfaithful to my husband and fucked a guy who I can’t stand because… well, because you were turned on by the first part, and I was turned on by the second part.

I need to get back for a lunch networking event — with Ryan, of course. I probably won’t get another chance to text you until late afternoon. Hope you’re enjoying all those thoughts about what your wife did last night… x

Okay, so I know I said I can’t text until later, but I just wanted to let you know that I did something with Ryan — during lunch. Something pretty crazy. Something I would never normally do.

Speak later…

Hey, I’m back. I bailed early and skipped the last afternoon presentation because I just really wanted to get out of there and come back to my room. I was itching to message you, and also I think that a little break from sitting next to Ryan would be good right now, and would be particularly good for my underwear…

So, details.

We were at that lunchtime networking thing, sitting at a table of ten and making small talk with randoms on either side of us. I don’t know if it was just because of the excitement of last night, or even because of the after-effects I was feeling just by sitting next to the guy for most of the morning, but I was finding the luncheon extremely dull. Like, trying-not-to-yawn-in-some-poor-guy’s-face dull. And I must not have been the only one, because suddenly I felt something under the table, and when I looked over at Ryan he gave me a little smirk. His hand was on my thigh underneath the table.

I kept on trying to talk to the other guy and not look like I was distracted from our conversation about regional discrepancies in the market or whatever it was, but Ryan shifted gears and moved his hand further in, so that he was fully clasping the inside of my thigh. I tried not to react, but he caught me mid-sentence and it took me a moment to pull myself together and keep going. I tried to deflect attention away from me with some questions for the guy. And meanwhile, Ryan was happily chatting away, still totally in schmooze mode, as if he wasn’t feeling me up under the table.

He didn’t stop there. Slowly his hand worked its way under my pencil skirt, until it was fully enclosed between my legs. Initially I was flustered, and pretty turned on, but also a little pissed off. But when he reached between my legs, I could feel myself getting very hot and worked up. His fingers kneaded my thighs and kept going until they were rubbing against my underwear. And all the while, everything above the table looked kosher — no one would have known what was going on just below it.

I didn’t know what his end game was, but I was getting wet and needed to do something about it, and this time I had an idea. I excused myself from the conversation and said I needed the restroom, and then I whispered in Ryan’s ear. I knew from taking a wrong turn a couple of days ago that there was a disabled bathroom hidden around a corner from the main bathrooms, and I told him to meet me there.

He eased his hand back out, but gave my ass a pinch before I could get up. I left the table, trying to stay composed, but I felt like I was on fire down there. When I was out of view of the room, I hurried down the corridor to the bathroom, and thankfully found it empty. I locked myself inside and waited.

About a minute later, there was a knock, and Ryan’s voice quietly called for me through the door. I opened it, checked that no one was around, and let him in.

We made out, that hot, aggressive kissing again, and then I did something I never thought I’d do.

I pulled away, looked him in the eye, and bunched up my skirt, then turned around and leaned over the bathroom sink for him.

He unbuckled and unzipped, already hard as a rock, while I fingered myself and made sure I was good and wet for him. And then he came up behind me, squeezed my ass, and sunk himself into me in that bathroom. He didn’t take his time, and he didn’t need to. He was just there to get another orgasm out of me, and I was there to give it to him. He hammered me against that sink, and once again we had a mirror to enjoy the view. Within a few minutes, both of us trying our best to suppress our moans, he tensed up, held my ass against him, and filled me with his semen.

He zipped himself up, while I leaned over the sink and dabbed at the come leaking out of me with scrunched-up paper hand towels. Then he left and said he’d see me back at the table.

It was a whole new level of dirty, and he just used me in that bathroom. Turns out he’s generally pretty selfish when it comes to sex, which I guess isn’t really a surprise. But that’s another thing that turned me on. You know me: I don’t put up with any shit in my day-to-day life, and if any one’s in charge in bed, it’s me. But Ryan has been the exception to the former, and now he’s the exception to the latter. It’s like he’s unlocked something in me. I’m getting off on being just another floozy to be used by him on a work trip.

Did I go too far? Or do you like it that your wife just got pounded over a bathroom sink by her boss?

I’m glad you like it. Because tonight is the final event of the conference, and I have one or two ideas for how I can let Ryan go out on a high.

I’ll text you in the morning.

Love you x

SATURDAY

Good morning…

I don’t think you’ll believe me when I tell you the things I did last night.

So, you already know what I did yesterday at lunch. Last night I went a little further. Are you sure you want to know? Maybe I should tell you in person later when I’m back home.

Okay… here goes.

The final event was a dinner, with some awards and speeches and then some music. We got through the dinner without incident — there were some big names at our table in the corner of the room, so I think Ryan was a little too focused on schmoozing to feel me up under the table again, although I kind of wanted him to.

After the meal, there was a live band, and they encouraged people to get up and dance. Usually people are a little reluctant to do that at these corporate events, but the wine had been flowing and the music was good, so the other six people at our table all went to the dancefloor.

Which was perfect for me. I had something planned involving the coatroom, which was at that moment unmanned, but now I had a chance to make it even better.

I dropped a fork so that it bounced under the floor-length table cloth, and then I checked that everyone’s attention was elsewhere. I knelt down and crawled halfway under the table, and then I placed my hand over Ryan’s crotch and flashed him a suggestive look. I asked him if anyone was looking and he said they weren’t, so I disappeared under the table cloth, shuffled between his legs, and unzipped his pants.

His cock was already stiffening, so I jerked him until he was fully hard. He whispered to me that he was going to fake a phone call in case anyone came over; a part of me wanted to put him through the awkwardness of trying to keep up the charade with one of his new contacts if they came back from the dancefloor, but I was relieved that he was making this act a little less risky.

I licked him up and down, kind of enjoying the slightly different taste of his cock, or at least just enjoying the fact that it was different from what I’m used to. I teased him higher and higher until I was swirling my tongue around the tip, and his thighs were tightening and he was shifting eagerly to position himself deeper. And then I wrapped my lips around his head and took him in my mouth.

It was surreal, hearing the music and the cheers from the dancefloor while I hid in the dark beneath the table cloth, feeling the ballroom carpet on my knees, resting my elbows against my boss’s thighs and bobbing my head up and down in his lap. He was fidgeting like crazy, and mumbling something incoherent into his phone above me, and I realized that for the first time I was witnessing Ryan feeling uncomfortable. I loved having that power over him, putting him in such a compromising position — while also being beneath him in a compromising position of my own.

I sucked and jerked his shaft in sync, enjoying making him squirm and the feel of him pulsing in my mouth. Then, with my other hand, I started playing with his balls, and after that I knew he was getting close. His cock was swelling up even more, and he was gently pushing it up further into my throat, tensing it as I ran my fingers beneath his balls and cupped them.

And then I felt his balls tense up, and his whole member seemed to prepare itself. He brought one hand under the table and held my head in place, and then it happened. He came, wave after wave of his ejaculate bursting out of his cock, coating my tongue and the insides of my mouth. I swallowed each surge, his fingers squeezing my hair against the back of my head. As the waves began to die down and his balls relaxed, I continued sucking his shaft, licking and swallowing every last drop. He slumped back in his chair, placed the phone on the table above my head, and left me to zip him back up.

When I was done and had shuffled out from between his legs, he pulled up the table cloth and kept a lookout. As I emerged, he asked me if I had found the fork, in case anyone nearby suddenly clocked the girl emerging from under a table next to its sole, male occupant. And so I climbed up into my chair holding a fork, feeling a little ridiculous but exhilarated by this insane thing I had just done. I had gotten away with it. There were a few hundred people in that ballroom, and no one had a clue that a blowjob had just happened in the corner.

He relaxed in his chair, sipped his wine and looked very pleased with himself. He didn’t say anything. He just placed a hand over my thigh and massaged it under the table… as if he had claimed me.

So, do you still approve of your wife’s activities with her boss?

I’m glad you liked it. Because there’s more to come.

The rest of that evening was a little surreal. I was chatting to people with the tastes of both his dick and his come still in my mouth. I was chatting with Ryan as if we were simply colleagues. I was chatting to people with Ryan, and at one point he introduced me as his “work wife”. In any other circumstances, I would have wanted to puke at hearing him say that. I’d have been furious. But I liked it. I liked the connotations that phrase would make to them, and the heavier connotations it made to me.

It was all a lot to handle, though, and when it was past the point where the awards were done and it was obvious the rest of the evening would just be about the dancing and the drinking, I decided to head out. But I wasn’t calling it a night.

I knew that at this time, the hotel swimming pool would be open for about another hour. I also knew that most of the people staying at the hotel were there for the conference, so they were currently in this room. I told Ryan I was going for a dip, and suggested maybe he’d like to cool off in the pool too — while I touched his crotch under the table. And then I left.

When I got to my room, I changed into my swimsuit — your favorite one, the only one I packed — and wrapped myself in a robe, then headed down to the pool. It was dimly lit for the night swimmers, and again there was one other person there, a guy in his sixties doing a slow, leisurely breast stroke, so I gave him a friendly nod and started on a front crawl. I was filled with too much adrenaline and had too much on my mind to take it slow. I did a few quick lengths and loosened up a little, shaking off some of the nervous energy.

When I stopped for a breather, I saw that Ryan was rinsing himself off in the little poolside shower, wearing those skimpy trunks again. He walked over to a bench beside the pool and hovered next to it, drying himself off. I figured that he was waiting to see if the other guy would get lost. But that guy was in his own world, slowly going up and down his lane, not a care in the world. I gestured for Ryan to get in and swim while we waited. I just hoped the guy would leave soon and allow us enough time with the pool to ourselves.

Ryan slid in and gently pushed off the wall, showing off his backstroke. I kept swimming, keeping an eye on the far lane where the third wheel was still sauntering along. We kept on like that for a couple of lengths, but it was obvious from the start that Ryan was feeling impatient, and I should have known what would happen next.

He was swimming faster, and I realized that he was trying to catch up and swim level with me. And when he did, he took a deep breath, dropped and crossed beneath the floating barrier, and squeezed my ass beneath the water. I brushed him off and pretended to ignore him. When I stopped to take a break at the wall, he followed me over, and then stopped underwater in front of me. He ran his hands up my legs until one of them was pressed between my thighs. I let him feel me up until he ran out of air and crossed back to his own lane, where he leaned against the wall and caught his breath while giving me a mischievous smile. And then he pointed. The other guy was leaving.

I wanted to tease him some more though, so I started another length. While I was swimming, I looked back and saw him doing a front crawl in his own lane, and rapidly gaining on me. As I reached the end of the lane, he swam under the barrier, came over to me and pinned me against the wall.

I acted all innocent and asked him if there was something he wanted. He told me there was, and he also pointed at the one security camera in the far corner and told me that the security guy hadn’t been at his desk in the lobby all evening, because he was taking advantage of a quiet night at the hotel and hitting on the receptionist who was on the evening shift. He felt me up beneath the water, and I leaned over the wall and let him, knowing that from above it probably looked like an overly amorous couple, and not necessarily the prelude to an act of public indecency. Then he slid a hand beneath my crotch, and slowly rubbed my folds through the fabric.

It felt so good and so dirty, but it also still felt pretty safe, especially if no one was watching the security camera. The next stage would be a lot more conspicuous.

I reached over and grabbed his crotch. He was hard, eager to take his prize again, and I stroked him through his trunks to get him ready. When he couldn’t stand the wait any longer, he moved behind me, pulled at the lower body part of my swimsuit and held it to the side. I lowered myself over the wall and arched my back, waiting for him to take me.

This time I couldn’t see anything that was happening behind me, so the next thing I knew was that his cock was sliding into me under the surface. He was having trouble with the swimsuit — because of the elastic, it wanted to ping back into place — so I looked over my shoulder and said:

This is my husband’s favorite swimsuit of mine, but if it’s bothering you, just rip it.

They were like magic words to him. He held me down with one hand, then yanked at the suit. The elastane and the polyester were too stubborn to tear, but they could be loosened. He pulled hard at it, and I felt the fabric stretching out and becoming misshapen. I suspected then, and I know now, that Ryan made the suit unwearable. Sorry about that.

When the swimsuit was out of the way, he slid back in, much more comfortably for the both of us. I was turned on and below the waist we were both submerged, so he had no trouble sliding right inside me. He held me down against that ledge with one hand and pounded into me, while reaching the other hand around and grabbing my cleavage. I guess you aren’t the only guy who enjoyed how my chest looked in that suit. Isn’t it crazy that while I was wearing it you never got to do to me what he did to me?

He fucked me hard and fast, reaching around with his other hand so that both were on my tits. He was clearly getting excited by my chest at this point, because he grabbed the fabric at the front and yanked it hard until he had warped that part of the suit too. Both of my breasts came spilling out. It all felt so lewd, and in a public swimming pool!

He grabbed a breast with each hand and held them while they jiggled outside of the suit. His thrusts sped up, and he moved deeper. Suddenly, he leaned over and pressed hard against me, and I pushed back against him to let him go as deep as possible.

Pinned against the ledge of that pool with my breasts exposed, I took another load of my boss’s come.

When he was done filling me up, he pulled his trunks up, relaxed backwards into the water and just floated there, leaving me to try to make myself decent again with my ruined swimsuit. I covered myself up but the fabric kept falling, especially at the front, so I clambered out of the pool and rushed to wrap myself in my robe before anyone could see me.

Ryan told me that he liked this side of me, and he hoped that I did too — I guess it was his way of checking that it was okay that he had spent the day coming in me with nothing in return. I admitted that I did. I didn’t say this part, but I liked letting him use me like this. I didn’t want him to join me upstairs and begrudgingly make me come, when I could give myself a perfectly good orgasm reminiscing about the slutty things I had done for him. I said goodnight, left him there warming down with a few gentle lengths of breast stroke, and went back up to my room.

By then, I was so turned on by the things I’d been doing all day — I had let my boss come in me three times, in public. I took a bath and gave myself two orgasms, but by the time I got into bed it still wasn’t enough. Between getting back to the room and falling asleep, I came four times. I could have texted you then, but I was still processing everything, and I had to let out all that tension.

So now I’m lying in bed before I go down for breakfast. I even had to get myself off again while I was sending you this text. Do you like that he fucked me in the pool and wrecked my swimsuit?

I’m glad you do. Because we said a few more things before I left the pool…

Ryan said he’d like to take me on his next trip, next month, and see just how far we could take our new and improved ‘professional relationship’. He asked what I thought, and I said I’d like that, if I can clear it with my husband. He just chuckled and said in that case I’d better not tell my husband too much about this conference. So he still thinks he’s making me stray from our marriage and you’re none the wiser.

He then added that maybe one night next week we could ‘work late’, by which he meant I could come over to his, bring your second favorite swimsuit, and he could destroy it in his own swimming pool.

I’m going downstairs for breakfast now, and then we’re getting a cab to the airport. After yesterday, don’t be surprised if something else happens at the airport or on the plane!

Let me know if you’re okay with me putting in those extra hours next week with Ryan… and taking that trip next month with him.

Remember when I said I didn’t know how I could keep working with him?

Problem solved. X


MESSAGES FROM

HER WEEK WITH THE BUILDERS

MONDAY

Heya! Both of the contractors just got here. I went through the plan with them for the conservatory, served up some coffees, and left them to get started. I can see them now from my office window, so don’t worry — I can keep an eye on them while I work.

It’s gonna be a hot one today. They haven’t been working for long and they’ve already taken off their shirts… Lucky me!

I hope you had a good flight and got some shut-eye. I didn’t realize how big the time difference is — 12 hours!!! We’re hardly gonna be awake at the same time! It’s really annoying timing for you to be gone during the first week that the builders are here.

Don’t worry about little ol’ me. I’ve got a few design projects for clients to keep me busy this week. And from the looks of it, I’ve got two nice young men to keep me company!

I’m just teasing you. Or maybe the thought of a whole week without sharing a bed with you is starting to get to me.

And yes, I can confirm that they’re hard at work!

I can’t wait until this conservatory is ready. I’ve got lots of ideas for what we can do with the space.

Sorry for the delay. They were sweating up a storm, so I ran down and brought out a pitcher of water for them. I chatted with them for a little while, just to be polite. Those guys really know their stuff. I think we hired the right people for the job.

What was I wearing? That’s a funny question! And why would you want to know that?

I think someone’s just been bitten by the jealousy bug! If you must know, I wore the same thing that I’m wearing now — my blue gym shorts and a white tank top. You know I usually wear this kind of outfit on days like this.

I’m sorry if I’ve wound you up… It must be frustrating being on the other side of the world and not being able to check on the work going on.

Especially when your wife is looking after those two big, strong men in the heat…

Sorry, that’s the last one!

Oh, I misunderstood you — I thought you were mad. If you want to make the time apart interesting, then sure, I’m game… It must be more boring out there than I thought.

But if you think I’d be too embarrassed to do that, you’ve got me all wrong, my friend!

If I don’t go through with it, then sure — a week of blowjobs, one a night.

If I do go through with it, you do all of the chores for that week. Deal?

Okay. You’d better hope I don’t do too much cooking this week, because those pots and pans will all be waiting for you.

Sweet dreams… I’ll let you know tomorrow how it goes… x

TUESDAY

Good morning / good evening…

That’s too bad you had such a rough night. I hope the jet lag gets better by the morning.

What’s that? You wanted some kind of update?

Oh, yes, that. Silly me.

So I did the first part, no trouble: I went outside with a fresh pitcher while wearing that same outfit, but this time with no bra. I didn’t think that would make much of a difference, but boy, was I wrong. Brad was the closer of the two, and at first his eyes went straight to my chest. While we were talking I got a little self-conscious, but I didn’t hide away or cover it up, because I knew you’d say I was cheating! His eyes drifted back there at least two more times that I noticed.

While he drank his water, and Joe finished clearing the old tree roots with the digger, I gave myself a quick look. It was no wonder he had stolen another couple of glances: in the heat, my boobs must have been sweating a little, because the tank top was clinging to them and revealing more of their shape than usual. It was nothing crazy, just a bit more of a show for the boys. And it was pretty irrelevant, considering what phase two would involve.

Joe came over, particularly sweaty from sitting inside the little digger cabin. I talked to them to make sure they were both looking at me, and then I started to pour out a glass for Joe. I thought the next step would be easy, but it was at this point that I realized how tricky it would be to make this look convincing. I guess it wouldn’t have mattered for our bet, but I’d have looked nuts if it was obvious that I’d done it on purpose.

I loosened my wrist a little, and then I looked up while I was talking so that it might seem like a momentary lapse in concentration, and then I did it. I twisted my hand so that the pitcher splashed right onto my chest.

As you know, I’m not the best actor, so I had decided that the only way I could get away with this was if I went for the ‘shocked’ reaction. I just froze, pretending to be all stunned, and said, ‘Oh, my god’.

They were nice about it, and Brad picked up the clean hand towels that I’d deliberately left out with some snacks the last time I came outside, and offered them both to me. It gave me an idea to up the stakes, just to make your defeat all the more sweet…

I unfurled one and started dabbing my top, but I handed the other one back to him and asked if he could help.

He was surprised, but he was more than happy to get a free interaction with my boobs. I made a performance out of the whole thing, sticking my chest out and sponging up the water near my collarbone, leaving him clear access to the best parts.

He came over and played along by firmly pressing the towel to one breast. He made a few dabs, and then pushed and let the next pat linger. I told him to keep doing that, and he did, slowing down even more. I made sure that Joe still had a good view, and then I made sure that he wasn’t missing out by holding my chest from one side and dabbing at it from the other, so that it pressed my boobs together and gave him a clear visual of my soaking wet cleavage.

Meanwhile, the combination of the cold water on my skin and Brad’s assistance was having an effect. My nipples had shrunk and hardened when I spilled the pitcher, but all of his rubbing was making them swell, and they were sticking out prominently through the shirt. I could feel Brad’s palm running over them through the thin wet towel, so I knew for sure that he could feel them, and the longer this went on, the more he seemed to be taking his time to savor it.

At this point I had to call it quits, because I figured that if I let it go on any longer, I’d have to yell at him or something and it would become a whole thing. I thanked him for helping me, played up my embarrassment, and went back into the house covering myself with the towels.

When I got back up to my office, I looked through the window and saw them whispering. Joe seemed to be recreating the scene to mock Brad, pretending to towel down his buddy’s chest while staring at it in a trance. Brad laughed and brushed him off, and they got back to work.

So, anyway, a deal’s a deal. I’m looking forward to putting my feet up next week while you do all the housework.

Well, yeah, it got to the point where it had to stop! The only normal reaction I could have if it kept going on any longer would be to slap him or something, because I think he would have carried on until he was invited upstairs!

Haha, you pervert. Okay, I admit, it did feel good. Really good. You’ve taken a big risk leaving me alone here for a week.

So, bad day to be my husband. You’ve got a week of chores ahead of you, one of the contractors has copped a feel of your wife, and she got a teensy-weensy bit turned on.

Today they’re finishing up with getting the area ready for excavation, and with all that sweaty manual labor, they’re putting on quite a show. I’m just waiting to hear back from some clients right now so I have a little bit of time this morning — I’m heading down to read a book outside and get a little bit of Vitamin D.

Glad the negotiations out there are off to a good start. Night night! X

WEDNESDAY

Wow, you don’t know when to quit, do you?

Okay, if I do this one, then here’s the deal. If you win, I’ll watch whatever this weird porn is that you want to show me, but only three videos. If you lose, you’re cooking dinner every night next week.

A big risk, seeing as you already have all that washing-up and cleaning ahead of you…

I admire your confidence. And you must be under the impression that I’m too chicken to really put myself on show, which is kind of sweet.

Maybe you didn’t go to the same college as me after all, because you should know enough from those days to know better.

You’re on!

Hiya! I don’t know if you’re still awake, but I just wanted to let you know…

I did it.

And I got more than I bargained for…

They were setting up the markings for the excavation area this morning, so that was the best time for me to go outside. It was already pretty hot and the sun was hitting most of the yard. I went out in my bikini and flip-flops, and made a point of saying hi, even though they’d already seen me a couple of times this morning before I got changed. I saw out of the corner of my eye that Joe did a double take, which felt pretty good — a nice confidence booster before I got to work.

I moved the lounger so that it was both in full sun and closer to where they were working. At first I just relaxed and read my book, although I was pretending for a lot of the time and just watching them through my sunglasses to see if either of them stole any glances (they both did).

I brought out the sunscreen after maybe twenty minutes, because I wanted to build up to it a little. I spread it across each leg, really taking my time and bending them in the air for the men’s attention, and I could see that it was working. When I was done with that, I sat up straight and spurted the sunscreen across my chest. Brad was literally hammering in a stake without looking because his eyes were glued to my tits.

I carried on across my midriff, which gave me a chance to simultaneously lift my tits up out of the way, and stroke my hands nearer and nearer to my bikini bottoms. Joe was sorting through some equipment on their work bench, but I think he was just positioning himself there so that he could stare at me without being obvious.

So, step one complete, and I had the attention of both of them.

I stood up, turned around, and removed my top. I covered myself up by crossing my arms over my chest and turned back to face them. Clearly, they had both been watching, because I caught their gaze for a second and then they hurried back to their tasks.

And then I called out to Joe, and asked if he could come over for a sec and do my back. I figured it was his turn, after Brad’s intimate moment with my boobs yesterday. He must have been confident that he would get similar freedom to explore, because he didn’t hesitate and half-jogged over to ‘help’.

Keeping myself just about covered with one arm, I passed him the sunscreen and then I lay down flat on my front on the lounger. He sat by my legs and started applying the sunblock to my shoulders, and then worked his way down slowly across my back. I stretched my arms forward so that he would see some side-boob, just to be more of a tease.

When he got to my lower back, he was really making an effort to go right up to the edge of my bikini bottoms, and dragging out the process. It put me in an extra playful mood, so I told him I liked to pull my bottoms down another inch to make sure I hide my tan lines, and I said he could do the same thing. He checked if I was sure, and then he did it!

The sunscreen felt a little colder there, and he must have been about half an inch away from touching the top of my butt crack. I’m pretty sensitive there, so the combination of his rubbing and that cold feeling was giving me goosebumps, and making me shiver and giggle without really meaning to.

Sorry, buddy, but once again you’ve lost the bet and let me get kind of horny around these guys!

After that, he did my legs, and what was funny was that he started at my feet. I don’t know if it was deliberate, but it meant that he’d be finishing the whole shebang by rubbing the sunblock into my upper legs. I thought he was slow around my lower back, but this was on a whole different level. He was really concentrating and pretty much giving me a massage now.

And it actually felt pretty good. Without meaning to, I raised my lower leg while he was applying the sunscreen, subconsciously giving him access to do the other side of my leg which he’d just seen me do myself, and straight away I felt embarrassed and apologized. But he laughed it off, told me not to worry, and said he would do that side too because he’d ‘rather be safe than sorry’. So he ended up rubbing my legs all over!

And when he got to the top, I was putty in his hands, to be honest. I told him before he got there that he could go right up to my bikini bottoms. He actually seemed a little disappointed — I almost wanted to say, ‘Um, pal, I think we both know what you’ll be touching if I let you go any further there!’ But a large area of my glutes was exposed, and it didn’t take him long to decide where he would move his focus to. To be honest, I didn’t really consider that he’d actually cover my butt, but seeing as I’d already let him touch most of my body I guess he wasn’t too worried.

So, yeah, I just lay there and he rubbed my ass cheeks!

You’re playing with fire, buddy boy.

Anyway, get to work finding some recipes. I can’t wait to find out what you’re planning to cook for me. X

Lol, I gotta be honest, I was kind of hoping to get a little rise out of you with that one. But you are way too chilled out. If I tease those big, strong men too much, who knows what they might do?

Anyways, how did today go?

That’s great, hopefully this trip is really going to pay off!

I can’t believe you still want to make these silly bets. Did anyone ever tell you you’re a lousy gambler? In fact, I hope you aren’t going anywhere near the casinos out there. These guys don’t come cheap!

Okay, I have to admit, that one’s kinda wild. But I’m not one to back down, and I’ve rather enjoyed messing with these guys. I think I can do this.

If you win, we can write off your debt to me from the last two bets.

If I win, we spend this weekend however I want us to. All of it.

Deal?

If you think I’m going easy on you, you underestimate how many girly activities I can pack into one weekend. Perhaps I should get started on an itinerary.

Sweet dreams x

THURSDAY

Oh, my god. Something terrible has happened, and I really need to talk to you. I tried to call you, but it kept ringing. Please can we talk?

You really can’t? I’d really rather tell you everything on a call. A video call, actually. Your meetings are really going to take that long???

I know you want me to just tell you now. I understand it’s probably driving you nuts that you have to wait. But I did something really, really bad, and I can’t just put it in a text message. We need to talk.

Look, I’ll tell you. But you have to promise me that you will call me AS SOON AS YOU CAN, and that we will talk about this properly.

Okay. I’ll tell you. Just know that I am so, so sorry. I never meant for this to happen. It just… happened. It doesn’t mean anything, and I want everything to stay the way it is. But I know you probably won’t want that. You probably won’t want anything to do with me after this.

I had sex with Brad and Joe.

I’m so sorry.

Thank you for not flipping a lid just yet. I’ll keep my phone on me until you call. It’s still early here, so if you call me within the next two hours it’ll be before they get to the house.

But you can’t say ‘don’t worry’ — obviously I’m insanely worried.

I love you. Speak soon.

I’m still a little confused after our call. I can’t believe you made all those dares with me hoping that’s what would happen. I’m still processing that.

I’m sorry I got angry that you weren’t upset. I’m only really angry with myself. I just… I don’t know. I guess I needed you to be upset and say all the things I deserve to hear.

And Brad and Joe… fuck. It’s gonna be so awkward now. How the hell are we supposed to go on with them working on our house as if nothing happened?

You can’t be serious… I was pretty much expecting you to file for divorce, and instead, not only do you want me to give you all the details, but you want me to have sex with them again.

I knew you were a bit kinky, but I didn’t know this about you.

Well, yeah, I can tell you the details. I just still feel… a lot of things. I feel terrible, and evil, and confused.

Are you sure you’re okay with what happened? You don’t think it’ll all feel different when you’re back home, especially with them still being here every day?

Okay. I’ll tell you what happened.

When I saw that no one was using the digger, I knew they must have been taking a break, so I went out there to do your dare. I was wearing a spaghetti strap top and that little pair of high-waisted linen shorts.

I had done what you told me to do: I ‘dropped’ an earring so that it went all the way under the divan bed, so I told them this and asked if they could come upstairs and move it for me so I could take a look.

They kind of smirked at each other, but they said they would help and followed me into the house. I led them up the stairs, which was kind of a weird feeling. Me, this little defenseless lady at home while her husband is away, leading these two strapping workmen up to our bedroom. It was kind of exciting though, which made me feel guilty.

I showed them to our room and stood back to let them move the bed, and when we could see the earring, I did the last part of your ‘challenge’. I bent at the waist with my ass pointing to them, so that my shorts were straining against it, and slowly picked it up. When I got up and turned around, they put the bed back into place and stared back at me.

I asked if everything was okay, and Brad spoke up. He said it was funny that the earring had bounced all that way under the bed, seeing as the rug would have cushioned its landing. Joe agreed and said it didn’t seem physically possible. I felt a little nervous at this point, so I said something about how I’d turned quickly with it in my hand so it was probably moving pretty fast.

Then Joe said it was interesting just how much help I had needed from them over the last few days. The water I had spilled all over myself, and had needed Brad’s help with. The sunscreen I had needed Joe to apply to my back. He just asked outright if I had some kind of ulterior motive. I said no, but then he stepped forward.

He said, ‘Well, then tell me. If that was all just a coincidence, would you have minded if I had touched that ass you were waving at us just now? Because you didn’t mind me touching it before.’

I was speechless. It was so… direct. But I was excited to see where he was going with this. My heart was racing.

Brad spoke up then. ‘And would you have minded if I had come around the other side and touched your chest again, after you had me feel you up on the first day?’

I really didn’t know what to say. With them talking to me like this here in our bedroom, I honestly wouldn’t have minded. I’m sorry… the temptation was too much, and I realized I was willing to cheat on you with two men. They were making me want the things they were saying. And it was clear I wasn’t convincing anyone with my false pretenses.

Joe asked again, and I just said it. No, I wouldn’t have minded.

Then Brad asked if I wanted them to.

I said yes.

Before I go any further, are you sure you want to know the rest? Are you sure you’re okay with what I’ve just told you?

Wow. Okay. I won’t hold back then.

Brad came right up to me, and Joe walked behind me. They reached out and gently felt me through my clothes. Then the next thing I knew, I was pressed between them, with four meaty hands roaming across my chest and my ass. They each moved their fingers under my clothing, and touched my bare skin. Joe cupped my ass, while Brad’s hands slid up my stomach and then held my breasts. His eyes were transfixed on my chest. He softly squeezed my tits and then dragged his fingers across my nipples. I shivered and gasped a little.

It was the most turned on I’ve ever been. I felt like I was being enveloped. There were two men caressing my body and they were so… powerful. I just relaxed into it and enjoyed letting them take control.

Brad played with my breasts and my nipples, which were getting harder and harder, while Joe kneaded my butt cheeks and my upper legs. He was gradually involving my inner thighs more, and the level of stimulation from their combined touches was beyond anything I’d ever experienced. So I could feel myself getting very wet, very quickly.

Brad started to peel up my top and looked at me, communicating with his eyes that it had to come off. I just thought ‘fuck it’ at this point and decided I was going to get handsy too. I pointed at his T-shirt and told him, ‘Yours first’, and then I pulled at Joe’s behind me and added, ‘Yours too’.

Brad smiled, amused, and then he grabbed the hem of his T-shirt and pulled it up and over his head, discarding it on the floor. I felt a rush of air behind me as Joe did the same, and for a moment I just took in the spectacle. I knew they were well-built, but with their shirts off it was a whole different story. These guys are just all muscle, and I, your wife, was sandwiched between them in our bedroom.

While they continued to stroke my body, I felt up their torsos and savored the feeling of their skin while their hands moved things up a gear. It felt like they were rubbing and squeezing me all over, and the sensation drove me wild. I let Brad pull my top off, and now that he had unfettered access he didn’t hold back. He grabbed me more firmly now, and I was starting to moan without meaning to. After a few moments, he moved his hands down my stomach, and Joe took the chance to experience my breasts with one hand while the other continued to stroke my inner thighs and began to press against my entrance through my clothes.

Brad had the same thing on his mind though, and he approached from the front and slid his fingers against the hem of my shorts. He caught my eye and pointedly stared at me as his fingertips slid underneath. They then pressed downwards above my folds, while Joe’s hands slipped up my inner thighs and underneath the lower edge of my shorts. Both of them were now teasing my crotch with their fingertips, and it was overwhelming. I squirmed between them, clawing at their bodies and moaning. I reached down on either side of me and pressed against their jeans to feel their cocks. They both felt rock hard, and huge. I rubbed them as they both fingered me around my lips, and it all became too much to bear.

I grabbed each of them by the arm, looked up at them, and told them to fuck me.

Joe had explored nearly all of my lower body, and with his end game in sight he wasted no time. He yanked my shorts and my underwear down in one swift move, leaving them bunched around my ankles and me fully naked between them. I pulled at their belts and helped them get their jeans and boxers off, which they threw aside along with their socks, so that all three of us had no clothes on. And if I was pleasantly surprised to find what was underneath their shirts, I was entranced by what had been hiding in their jeans.

On each side of me was a thick, hefty cock that must have been eight inches long, maybe even nine. They were both enormous. For a moment I was a little worried that I might not be able to take them. But that was overridden by an excitement and a curiosity to try them. I wanted to know if I could take all of a cock like that inside me.

I led them to the bed. I wasn’t really sure how this was going to work, but they seemed to have an idea. They sat either side of me, Brad once again concentrating on playing with my breasts, and Joe stroking my inner thighs. I reached out and took each of their members in my hands. I felt so small next to them, and in awe of these massive cocks. I started to stroke them, and they both groaned, still massaging my tits and thighs.

As we each continued and I gradually built up my strokes so that I was slowly jerking their full lengths, Joe’s fingers moved up between my legs. They touched my folds and I shuddered, feeling like I had been waiting days for this moment. He continued until a finger was pressing past my inner lips, and I felt my wetness beneath his skin.

I looked up at them, ready for them to take me, but not knowing what to do. Brad pushed back and knelt near our pillows, and he pulled me with him so that I faced him. He looked me over and ran his hands along my sides, while Joe got into a matching position behind me. I felt one of Joe’s arms wrap around my waist and he pulled me backwards, at the same time gently pushing my upper body downwards, and Brad caught me. I was now positioned on my hands and knees between them. There was a pause and Brad looked down at me; I figured he was silently checking that this was all okay.

It was more than okay.

And I let him know that by taking his shaft in my hand and, never breaking eye contact with him, licking slowly from the base to the tip. As my tongue flicked off the head of his dick, I slowly rolled my hips in front of Joe to give him the signal to get inside me.

I continued to lick Brad’s huge cock from bottom to top, swirling my tongue around the head each time I reached it, as Joe took hold of my hips and positioned himself closer behind me. I felt his tip press between my folds and shove its way through. His girth made me gasp — he was only just entering me and it already felt like a really tight fit. But it was nothing but pleasurable. He slowly eased into me, making small thrusts so that I could gradually accommodate him. He was pressed against my insides at every angle, and it was stimulating all of me.

I gripped Brad’s shaft at the base and gently took the head into my mouth, then began to suck him lower and back up again, working my way further downwards each time. Meanwhile, Joe was most of the way inside me, and he kept rocking back and forth into me, seeming to reach new parts that hadn’t ever been touched. It was a high level of mental arousal, realizing that I now had two different, enormous cocks inside me, feeling one throbbing inside my mouth, one bulging deep within my sex. I was consumed by lust for them, and I was itching for them both to fill me.

I moved further down Brad’s member and it swelled deeper into my throat, further and wider than any cock had been in my mouth. It was a huge effort, but I avoided gagging, the oozing tip of his cock helping to lubricate it against my lips and the walls of my throat. I suddenly felt my lips hit the soft flesh below the base, and I realized I had fully taken him in my mouth. A moment later, Joe’s pumps seemed to reach all the way into me, and he confirmed this with one long, firm thrust that stretched me and pleasured me in a totally different way. I moaned over Brad’s cock, then bucked my hips back and pulled Joe’s ass towards me to tell him to keep going.

In response, he squeezed my ass, backed up, and repeated the motion. It felt unbelievable. He did it again, and again, a little more quickly, until he was fucking me. Fucking me deeper than I’d ever been fucked. At both ends they built up momentum, Joe thrusting behind me, Brad pulsing up my throat each time I swallowed him. I reveled being in between them, feeling their desire for me, letting them both have their way with me at the same time.

Strangely, it hadn’t really dawned on me until this point that they were doing this to me in the bedroom I share with my husband, on the same bed where we sleep. My husband, who was paying them for their time here, time that they were now spending using his wife. The disrespect and disregard were so brazen, yet that in itself was a weird turn-on for me.

I’d never really thought about a devil’s threesome before, but experiencing it was intoxicating. I was in heaven with these two men filling me. The sensations, the extra hands, the obvious extra something… it was a wonderful kind of sensory overload.

And as if he was reading my mind, Joe reached around, slid his finger against my clit, and began to rub me as he fucked me.

Instantly, I felt like all of that stimulation was multiplied. I was losing control, my body bouncing between them, writhing and squirming against Joe’s finger and their cocks at both ends of me. Seeing me like this seemed to excite both of them, because Joe’s thrusting sped up, and Brad grabbed a fistful of my hair with one hand and rubbed the other across both of my tits.

That did it for me. I whimpered against Brad’s cock, thrust myself against Joe’s hand, and felt the deluge of physical sensations wash over me. I came harder than ever before, and the continued contact all over my body seemed to prolong it. It just kept going. And all the while, my body seemed to be out of my own control. I was tensed up, holding and sucking Brad’s cock as though to support myself, and my insides were spasming all over Joe’s cock and hand. The way I was contracting against him must have been too much for him, because the hand that was on my ass squeezed tight, and then he leaned over me and pinned himself deep inside me.

I felt his cock stiffen, and then his hot come poured into me. His body was pressed right up against my lower back, and it was like I was surrounded by these two massive men.

As though he wanted to make sure that he got his own orgasm from me now that two of us had come, Brad tightened his hold on my hair and raised his other hand from my chest to instead wrap it around the top and back of my head. He gently pressed down so that I would keep going, and then he controlled the rhythm of my mouth and fist as they pumped his cock until I was going at the pace he liked, after which he relaxed his hold on me.

Joe had finished ejaculating into me, but he gently fucked me while he still could, seeming to know that I wanted that cock inside me for as long as possible.

It wasn’t long before Brad was ready. I felt him pulsing hard in my mouth, and then with a grunt he gripped my hair, thrust his cock up into my throat, and came. It was a struggle taking that much cock and his come, but I kept swallowing each spurt and managed to hold on. I felt strangely proud to pull off a blowjob with a cock so big. Are you proud of me, hubby?

After this, all three of us were done. Joe pulled out, and I sucked Brad clean and then let him go. I collapsed onto the bed and they sat beside me, pulling their clothes back on, all of us breathing hard — especially me.

They stood over me as I lay there. Our bedsheets were all messed up, pulled out of place and bearing patches of sweat and dirt from outside. I could already feel some of Brad’s come clinging to my lip and chin, and then I felt some of Joe’s leak out of me and pool under my thighs. I felt filthy. I loved it.

Brad asked if I got what I wanted from them.

I said yes.

Joe asked if I wanted them to fuck me tomorrow.

… I said yes.

I hadn’t come back to reality yet. It hadn’t really hit me what I had just done: cheated on my husband and let two workmen spit roast me in our bed.

I was still in the moment, still in an intense state of arousal — still lying there, a naked and ruined mess, in front of them.

So now that you know what I did… and I know how you feel about it…

Do you want me to fuck the builders again?

You’re crazy.

But because of that, I had the dirtiest, most erotic experience of my life, so I’ll allow it.

And today, I’m going to make those builders come again.

Interesting… I could be down for one more bet before you come home. What were you thinking?

Oh, wow. Now that’s a tough one. We’ll see…

I’ll let you know if I can go through with it.

And if I do, I’ll tell you whatever happens next.

You’re offering me quite the motive with those terms.

Night, love you x

FRIDAY

Hi, husband. Would you like to know what your lovely wife did yesterday?

I’ll tell you about the bet, yes. But no spoilers…

And after that, I have a second story for you.

Here you go…

They spent the rest of Wednesday afternoon after they had left me in our bedroom working on the excavation, and they kept going yesterday. I tried to tease them a little when I came outside to put out some coffee, by wearing my denim cut-offs and a tight T-shirt, but not stopping to make any conversation. Just a friendly, flirty wave, and then I went back inside and shut the door.

I left them to get on with the job, and I stayed upstairs during their lunch break rather than checking in like I usually do, just to mess with them. But I kept an eye on them through the window while I finished some work, and waited until they moved under the patio umbrella for their afternoon break. And then I made my move.

Like you requested, I went outside carrying a pitcher of juice and wearing only my short apron, with nothing underneath.

It was a nice idea — I’d admired my reflection beforehand, enjoying how it just about rode the tops of my thighs, how it curved with my hips and waist. And, most of all, how my breasts were so flimsily supported, the way the top of the apron strained against them and yet it was still so flimsy that the outlines my tits made through the fabric gently moved as I walked.

When they saw me, Joe lowered his sunglasses and Brad blew a wolf whistle. I pretended to brush him off, but I approached slowly to let them take a good look, and then when I got to their workbench nearby I turned around. At the back I was totally bare, and they made noises of appreciation. Then I slowly leaned over at the waist and placed the pitcher down, thrusting my ass at them, parting my legs just a little to give them a fleeting glimpse between.

Straight away Joe got up, but I pointed him back to his seat, and told them they had both been hard at work and needed to rest. Then I walked over to where they were sitting and knelt down in front of them.

I reached up and ran a hand up both men’s thighs until I reached their bulges, and then I left my palms resting there. I looked up at them, my cleavage on show, and asked if they wanted me to help them relax a little before they went back to work.

Joe unbuckled his belt and whipped it off; Brad sat back and pressed my hand against his cock so I could feel it grow.

I took that as a yes, so I unbuttoned and unzipped Brad’s pants, and then Joe’s. Then, at the same time, I reached in and pulled out their growing semi-ons, and held each in my hands as I looked up coyly from Joe to Brad.

Even though I was down on my knees for them, I felt this weird power. It was as if they were under my control, even if it probably looked the other way around. And seeing as we were on the patio, where the neighbors couldn’t see us past the hedge even if they were at home, I didn’t have to worry about anyone looking at all.

I jerked both of them at the same time, feeling them grow rock hard. Then I lowered my head into Joe’s lap and took him in my mouth, eager to put to use my newly discovered ability to take huge cocks in my throat. I gently slid down and back up the length of his shaft, feeling his cock leak and moisten and ease my motions.

I was still jacking off Brad, but after a couple of minutes of this and me building up speed on Joe’s cock, Brad moved my hand from his crotch and pushed it down between my legs while he took over stroking his own dick. I pleasured myself as I serviced Joe, these two burly men looking down at me. The visual from below was overpowering. I came quickly, groaning on Joe’s shaft as I kept going.

When he came, it was sudden, and I wasn’t ready for it. His semen shot up my throat and I spluttered over his dick, trying to take it all. As he kept coming, I struggled to keep up with my swallows, and semen flowed out from my lips and coated my chin and cheeks as I messily finished sucking him.

When he was done, I rocked back on my heels and looked up at them, wiping the come around my mouth with the back of my hand. Brad didn’t seem to notice or care about the mess on my face, as he pulled me up by the hand, turned me around, and pulled me onto his lap with my back to him. Again, I felt so small next to him, especially now that I was looking down at my thin legs sitting on his thick thighs.

He rubbed my chest through the apron with one hand and felt up my ass and thighs with the other, until that hand moved around and began rubbing my wet entrance. I moaned and wriggled my butt against his cock, pleadingly. He must have enjoyed this, because he untied my apron, flung it to the ground and pressed his palm to my nipple as he told me to beg.

I said, ‘Please.’

He asked, ‘Please what?’

And I reached behind me and grabbed his cock. ‘Please fuck me, Brad.’

He lifted me with ease and held my entrance over the tip of his dick. Then he pulled me down, softly but firmly, and embedded himself in me. I squirmed with my hips and ground myself further onto his pole until he was fully inside me, and I let out an involuntary gasp.

I gently bounced against him, my tits and ass jiggling against his hands. I kept making a grinding movement, his cock rubbing new places inside me and sending me close to the edge. Sensing this, he squeezed one of my breasts and my ass cheek, and as I rocked on top of him I felt the tension peak.

And then I was hit by an orgasm that made my body almost seize up and left me bouncing involuntarily on him, riding out the waves of pleasure while he gripped me. He let me slowly rock back and forth on him until I had recovered my breath, and the last pulses had died away.

Then he took over.

He held me and thrust into me from below. I was now so wet and stretched that I could accommodate this size of cock well. He held me by my hips and fucked me hard and fast, dying to scratch the itch and finally finish between my legs.

I was bouncing around like a ragdoll on top of him, completely under his control. My tits bounced and swung. My ass slapped against his lower stomach, amplified by my overflowing fluids.

Then, as I still flailed up and down on his shaft, I felt him throb and then start to ejaculate in me. Again, it was so messy, his come dripping out of me and smearing between us. I felt as though I was just their sex toy, being bounced up and down and ejaculated into, their semen now clinging to my face and crotch.

When he was done, I climbed gingerly off his lap and grabbed the apron to cover myself again, suddenly feeling a little self-conscious.

Joe told me I’m ‘a really good time’. Brad said he’s looking forward to me joining them on their breaks for the rest of the project.

I liked the thought that they could have me for their pleasure while they’re working here. And the orgasms they’d given me, especially that first one, were wild. I wanted more.

And an idea was coming together in my mind that could give me an even more intense orgasm.

So later that day, I did something about it. You want to know what happened? It might not be for the faint-hearted, hubby…

Okay, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.

They were nearly done, so I came back down in my denim shorts and slim-fit T-shirt, having showered since their break, and made some snacks for them. I’d been chilling some beers in the fridge all afternoon, and I called out to them as they were packing up and asked if they wanted to hang out for a little while before they set off.

They both had plans in the evening, but they were happy to stay a while longer. I waved them into the house, let them get comfortable in the living room, and brought them some of your beers and some chips. They relaxed and chatted with me for a little while, told me some funny stories from other jobs, that kind of thing.

At one point I got up to top up the snacks, and Joe grabbed me and dragged me onto his lap. I giggled and pretended to resist, but I liked sitting on him in my skimpy clothing, feeling his arm wrap around my waist. He ran his hands along my legs and told me I had a great body.

‘Your husband’s a lucky man,’ Brad said. ‘Well, he was a lucky man.’

I asked them if they liked taking me, an innocent married woman, and corrupting her in her own home and the bed she shares with her husband. They laughed. Joe asked who was really corrupting who.

Then I asked if they liked sharing me between them.

Brad said if I wanted both of them, they were happy to give me both of them.

And then I asked them about my idea.

They said that could be arranged.

Brad hauled me off of Joe and flung me over his shoulder in a firefighter’s lift. They seem to have this effect on me where I become some kind of giggly, slutty idiot, and I was no different after that. Joe led us towards the stairs and Brad followed while carrying me. I wiggled my ass tauntingly at Joe, and he grinned and gave me a hard smack. I yelped in surprise, and then I laughed and admitted I liked it.

They brought me up to our room, and Brad threw me on the bed. I pulled them both down with me, and they each kissed my neck and fondled me all over. The feeling of four hands and two mouths wandering over my skin was incredibly erotic, and I was still clothed. It wasn’t long before they had stripped me naked, and I had finished helping them peel off their clothing.

Once again, your wife was naked with two men in your bed.

But this time, I was going to be doing something a little different.

I asked them which of them wanted to take my anal virginity, and which of them wanted to help make it my first double penetration.

Joe was very acquainted with my rear at this point, and he immediately said he wanted to make my ass belong to him. Brad had no objections; he said he loved my tits and he wanted to ‘come in your pussy more than anyone else’. I loved being claimed by them both, the way they made me theirs.

They kept feeling me up and rubbing me all over, and then they positioned me between them on my hands and knees. But this time, Brad lay back, propped up by our cushions, and stroked himself until he began to grow harder. I stooped down and took over for him, priming him for another round inside me, while at the same time bending over for Joe.

Joe was kneeling behind me, kneading my hips and ass cheeks with his hands. Then he turned his attention between my legs, and pressed his fingers to my folds, teasing me with one long stroke until he found his destination with my juices coating his digits.

I’d been talking a big game, but I was kind of worried about how he might do this, and how it might feel. But, very gently, he ran his finger up to my asshole and pushed his fingertip over it, applying just a little pressure. It was a strange but exciting feeling.

He pushed a little more firmly, and kept going while I worshipped Brad’s cock with my mouth. I now felt his fingertip fill and stimulate my tight opening, and that alone seemed to push a button. It felt really good. But he wanted more than that, and I wanted him to have it.

He pushed. His fingertip embedded itself. He pushed more. Gradually, his whole, slick finger slid in. I moaned and tensed, but when he was all the way in and the initial discomfort had passed, I relaxed and accepted him. He gave me a couple of moments to get used to the feeling, and then he began to squeeze a second finger alongside it.

Keep in mind, these guys’ hands are thick. They’re big guys, and they do manual work all day. The introduction of another fingertip to my opening, which already felt pretty packed, felt like a lot. I found myself pulling my mouth from Brad and taking deep breaths, though I continued to stroke him absent-mindedly; he ran his fingers through the hair at the back of my head, which was weirdly comforting.

Joe pushed his second finger in small thrusts, almost like he had when he got me used to his cock the first time. I matched his rhythm, rocking my hips back and forth with him. With that and the lubrication from my folds, it made the process a little easier, and he got all the way inside. I had his two muscular fingers inside my butt, and I realized that already I had the equivalent of a normal dick inside me. I pushed back against him and he responded by pushing both fingers as deep as possible. Again, it made me shudder, and there had been a couple little flashes of pain, but now it felt so good.

I wanted to go all the way. I looked over my shoulder and told him I was ready for his cock.

As he pulled out his fingers he rubbed his dick against my wet inner lips and then spat on it, coating it in our fluids. I climbed onto Brad and sank down onto his cock, with more ease this time, sighing as he filled me. I leaned over him and he stroked my breasts as I presented my ass to Joe.

Then I felt the thick tip of his cock press against my hole. With Brad filling me below, the pressure against my ass was much greater. Joe pushed slowly, and I felt the tip breach my opening and his cock become the first to enter my ass.

The feeling of it entering the now limited space above my vagina was really, really intense. Joe seemed to realize this, because he moved very slowly, inching forward. I was whimpering and at one point let out a little yelp. He stopped abruptly, but I told him to keep going. To give him better access, I leaned further over Brad, who took the opportunity to suck my nipples and squeeze my breasts.

My ass now spread out before him, Joe continued to push in. It was a little more painful, but so arousing that I got past it quickly. My whimpers were involuntary, and they turned into noises I didn’t know I could make. Meanwhile their bodies were enveloping me from both sides, hands and mouths all over me. I felt like every single part of me was being seized and pleasured by them.

Joe pulsed inside me. I writhed against their two shafts. He was about as deep as his fingers had been, but stretching me further. He kept going, and I clutched onto Brad’s pecs, my nails digging in, until he was fully inside me.

Two long, thick cocks were inside your wife, on your own bed. And now, they were both going to fuck me.

Brad started, gently pumping into me from below while stimulating my breasts. Joe then matched him, holding my thighs and rocking into my ass in small movements. I already felt incredible. But they were only just getting started.

With Brad setting the pace, they moved up to a steady speed, their thrusts still gentle. And that was enough. The overwhelming deluge of sensations took hold of me and I spasmed against them, crying out, completely filled with the most wonderful, out-of-body orgasm. I kept shaking, kept coming, as they caressed me, fucked me, and waited for me.

After what felt like whole minutes had passed, my body flopped in their arms, completely satisfied, but wanting them both to finish in me. And they took their cue. They thrust firmly now, and in my post-orgasmic yet hyper-aroused state, I felt no pain, only continuous fulfillment deep inside me. Content that I could take them, they went faster, harder, pulsed their cocks inside me. I emitted strange moans and whines, and gripped their asses, willing them on.

Soon, I was helplessly bouncing on their cocks. They were building up to their own orgasms but I came again. I don’t even know what they were hitting to trigger these unexpected, debilitating orgasms, but I was in heaven. They fucked me hard now, Joe hammering into my ass, and I felt both of them tense up at once.

Four strong hands grasped my skin, Brad pulling me down onto him, Joe stooping low over me. They pinned me in place, smothered between them, and I was now just a receptacle for them both. Their members stood tall deep inside me, throbbed, and exploded, filling me front and back. I lay there and took it, letting them squeeze my body and gratify themselves with it.

When they were done, Joe gently slid out of me and pushed himself off the bed. Brad rolled me onto my back and pulled out. I lay there, the sweat making my hair and our bedsheets cling to my skin, feeling flushed and winded. They smirked back at me.

I asked if they had ever double-teamed a girl before me.

They said no, never.

I said they made an amazing pair of partners for one girl. And I asked if I could keep them.

They said no, but they could keep me.

I think I’ll let them.

So, that was my day. How do you feel about the builders taking your wife?

I’m glad you like it. And I’m looking forward to you coming home, especially after all of these developments in your absence. Things will be a little different around here.

As a result of all those bets:

Next week, you’ll be cooking all of our dinners. And sorry, there won’t be any food ready for you when you get home. I just haven’t had the time to prepare anything.

You’ll also be doing all of the housework. Just so you know, our bed sheets are a mess, and there’s mud all over the house.

And as per the terms of your last bet, I will continue fucking our builders. That was quite a deal to make, although I suspect we would have both been happy to ignore the conditions if I lost that bet. I don’t think I would have been able to stick to a ‘no more threesomes with the builders’ rule. And I don’t think you’d have wanted me to.

So, while you spend your evenings making our food and cleaning the place, I’ll be enjoying the builders in our bedroom, on top of any other time I feel like treating them, like during their breaks.

And remember me getting to decide how we spend this weekend after one of our bets? Well, you’re sort of off the hook, because you can spend it how you like. I’ll spend it by going over to one of their places to hang out with them.

Oh, one last thing. They said they’ve had to do a few extra hours because of the ‘delays’ this week, so you’ll have to pay them more.

I hope this is what you wanted, hubby. The box is open, and if you want it closed, you’ll have to deal with Brad and Joe.

See you soon x


MESSAGES FROM

HER SOLO VACATION

WEDNESDAY

Hi, Babe! I just got to the hotel. The flight was fine, but it’s been a long day and I was pretty beat when I landed. Also, the taxi driver who drove me to the hotel could really talk…

I feel so naked without my rings on my finger! But I think it was the right idea to leave them behind in the safe. I’m sure I’ll be fine out here, but I’d probably feel nervous walking around with that diamond on show all alone in a new city.

Do you think maybe that’s why the driver was so chatty?!

I should have known you’d bring that up, lol.

It’s been fun to fantasize about, but I don’t know if I would really ever do it. I’m just here to have fun — and not your kind of fun! It’s been a long year, and this vacation is just about relaxing and unwinding. And sleeping!

Because of a few reasons, I guess. One, I don’t know if it would be as good in reality as it is when we talk about it. Two, I would be worried that it could be too much for you, or it might hurt you. And three, it couldn’t just be with anyone. It would need to be someone who really, you know, stands out. Someone who I would feel comfortable with. There aren’t many guys like that — just look at my dating history, or lack thereof!

Anyway, I’ve had a little nap and I’m gonna go spend the rest of the afternoon doing some sightseeing. It’s beautiful here. I feel guilty that you have to stay in the office working while I get to go have fun. I tell people I teach because I can shape the minds of the future, but really I think I just love these long holidays.

Speak to you later!

Hey, I’m back at the hotel to get changed before dinner. The concierge told me about a nice tapas place not far from here with live music and stuff. It isn’t too touristy apparently. Is it weird that I kind of like going for meals alone when I have these solo trips? I’m just comfortable on my own like that.

Lol, the concierge was not trying to get in my pants! He was just a nice, friendly, definitely gay, middle-aged man. Anyway, I’m heading out to dinner now. Text you later!

Dinner was great — that was hands down the best tapas I’ve ever had. And the atmosphere in that place was amazing. They had a really great band but also a couple of dancers. They played flamenco stuff at the start which was really fun, then it got all intense and romantic with some tango, and then some slow acoustic stuff. And I think you’ll want to know about this next bit…

During this really slow, hot number, the waiter came over with a cocktail for me and said it was from a guy by the bar. I look up, and there’s this guy there with a couple of friends. Honestly, he was kinda cute, but probably too young for me. I waved to say thank you, and I kind of hoped that would be all, but he came over to flirt with me.

It was kinda awkward, especially as his English wasn’t great and my Spanish isn’t even decent. I told him thank you for the drink but I’m married, and I could see he was a little disappointed, but he was friendly the whole time. I offered to buy him a drink in return, but he refused and said to think of it as a welcome to Argentina. Kind of sweet, huh?

I dunno, maybe deep down I’m just not convinced about really going through with the kind of thing you want me to. He was pretty good-looking and he was a nice guy, but I just wasn’t feeling it.

Sorry, Babe, looks like you’re stuck with a faithful wife.

Night x

THURSDAY

Morning! Wow, even that turned you on a little? Honestly, I kind of thought it would change your mind about that whole fantasy of yours. There I was thinking most guys would want to beat up anyone who tried to talk to their wife, but you’d just hope I would go off with them!

You’re right though, it did feel good. I guess I felt flattered, and I did wonder a little what it might be like. But yeah, that’s probably all you’re gonna get out of me.

I gotta say, one of the best things about this vacation was going home to a nice, cozy hotel bed on my own, watching some weird local TV, and falling asleep for ten hours. It’s been less than 24 hours since I got here, and already I feel super well-rested and relaxed. I’m gonna go get some breakfast and figure out my day.

Hey, so I’m gonna be out and about for most of the day now — the plan is two museums, lunch, and then an ornamental garden. I don’t want to use mobile data or texts over here unless I absolutely need to, so you probably won’t hear from me until the late afternoon.

I’ll leave you with this though… I have to admit, I’ve found myself thinking about that whole thing at the tapas bar a lot more than I thought I would. I could get used to getting hit on by cute locals.

Hi! I had the best time today. I fit so much into the day — you’ll probably see about thirty Instagram stories from me straight after I send you this text.

To answer your first question, no, no one tried to hit on me today. It’s still early though, lol.

And as for your other question, no, I don’t have any regrets. Like I said, it was a little awkward with that guy, and we could barely communicate. And he was a little too young, although it did make me feel good in a cougar-y way that he was interested. I just don’t think anything was ever going to come from that interaction.

Except maybe one thing did: I kinda want it to happen again. Just maybe with someone I can have more of a conversation with! It was exciting, and it felt kind of naughty. Me sitting there all alone, available as far as the guys around me know, and you all those thousands of miles away…

So tonight I’m going to try one of the ‘must visit’ steak places in town. I’ll manage your expectations now: I ain’t gonna feel too sexy after a slab of red meat and a carafe of Malbec. After that and the twenty-five thousand steps earlier today, I’m gonna be done.

How’s everything back home? Have you managed to keep the cat alive for a day and a half?

Ah, I’m sorry you have to do that, Babe. I could never do your job. Although selfishly, I guess I’d prefer for you to be working crazy hours while I’m not there than when I’m stuck waiting for you at home.

I hope ‘working late all week’ isn’t cover for something else — I thought you were hoping for me to get some this week…

Don’t worry, I don’t think you’re up to something. I know what your work can be like. And I was only kidding, don’t start thinking I’m gonna go and really do it!

Heading out now. So hungry, I can’t wait to try this place. Hope you’re not at the office too late, and remember to eat the leftovers in the fridge instead of ordering a pizza!

Good evening, handsome. I’m sorry to tell you this, but not only have I had the best tapas of my life, I’ve now had the best steak, too. For the food alone, I think I need to come back here again with you so we can both enjoy it together.

And something else happened afterwards that I think you’ll like. Not that, but it was still something a little naughty…

So I was walking back from the steak place at about 9pm, and the street was getting pretty lively. At that time, everywhere along my route was busy: everyone was either having dinner, some drinks, or both, and it was all al fresco. It was a really cool atmosphere, plus it’s all good food and drinks around here, not like back home. The smell of barbecue places and spilt beer and the sounds of frat guys yelling doesn’t exactly give off the same vibe.

Anyway, I’m walking along and some guy calls out to me. He says ‘Miss, Miss’, and he sticks his hand out over the sidewalk to get my attention. He’s sitting at a little table with two other guys, all sipping red wine. Straight away I can tell he loves himself maybe a little too much — you know, slicked back hair, tight shirt to show off the muscles, smug look. But I stop. Had it not been for last night, I know for sure I would have kept going and ignored him, but I was kind of hoping someone would try to talk to me again.

He introduces himself and his friends, and he asks all about me. He wants to know why I’m out here walking on my own, and then he wants to know why I’m on vacation alone. And you know what? I answer his questions, but without really planning to, I don’t tell him the whole truth. I don’t say anything about being married.

I didn’t want to join him or anything — and he kept insisting and grabbing a nearby chair for me — but I did want him to keep trying. I guess I was being a tease. But I liked the attention and I liked that he was showing off a little for me. It was fun.

Anyway, in the end I said I was tired after a long day and that I was going back to the hotel. He really tried to convince me to join them, but he didn’t get too pushy, and he was cool about it when he realized it wasn’t gonna happen. I said goodnight, and as I left them I could feel them watching me from behind, and then I could hear them whispering something about me in Spanish.

I couldn’t wait to tell you. What do you think about your wife going away on vacation and getting hit on by the locals?

Well, I was never going to stick around all night to hang out with that guy, to be honest. He was too cocky, too cheesy. But it felt good. And honestly, I’m kind of warming to the idea of what we talked about, just a little bit. Being out here alone and getting all this attention… I like it. I just don’t know if there’s a guy who will make me want to go through with it.

But I do like telling you about it, and I like your dirty texts. I’m lying on my bed now and I feel pretty horny. I’m gonna put my phone down and think about your idea some more…

Fuck, that was hot. It’s one thing being in bed with you and talking about it… but it’s another thing being alone and getting off on the idea of being with another man. I honestly haven’t done that even once during our whole time together. Now, here I am flirting with strange men and starting to think about whether I could sleep with one… This is crazy! Would you really want me to do it?!

Well, I’ll keep chatting to guys here and see how that goes. But like I said: it has to be the right guy or there’s no way. I don’t even know what the ‘right guy’ is like. And I still can’t see myself going through with it, to be honest. This little game is hot though.

Anyway, how did you spend this evening? Did you finish work at a better time?

That’s so late… Try to finish on time tomorrow and give yourself a break. I’m glad I could give you a fun distraction at least.

Night x

FRIDAY

Morning, Babe. Not gonna lie, I had an on/off night of sleep. I was still pretty horny… I had to address it in the middle of the night just so that I could get back to sleep.

But I’m here for a different reason, and I’ve got a busy day planned! I’ll be doing a tour of the city center this morning, and in the afternoon I’m going for a wander around a market where there’s apparently really good food and music. I’ll text you later this afternoon!

Hiya. So today was great, this city is so cool. I posted a few photos which pretty much sum it up. But I thought you might be more interested in something else…

I kept thinking about what we’ve been talking about, and the idea of actually doing it gives me such a rush — like, on a whole different level to when we just imagined it those other times. So, because you’re still encouraging it, I decided to do something about it…

I had some time to kill after I went to the market, so I went downtown and tried some of the shops. I almost didn’t go ahead with it, but I found a dress which I think you and maybe some of the local guys would quite like… and I bought it. You want to see?

I thought you might… here’s a photo from the changing room.

I know, this dress isn’t me at all! I think maybe that’s part of the appeal. Even just wearing it felt so naughty. I nearly backed out, but as soon as I tried it on I imagined what it could be like wearing it while a guy hits on me, and I felt curious. Anyone who knows me would be shocked if they ever saw me wearing this, and that kind of excited me too.

It’s at least a few inches shorter than any dress I would usually wear. And the fit is a little tight, but I don’t feel uncomfortable or even too self-conscious wearing it. I think maybe the last couple of nights have been a confidence boost. But maybe it’s also because I’ll fit right in at the place I’m going to soon…

Sorry, I’m enjoying teasing you right now. I’m going to one of the bars downtown, and it connects to one of the big clubs, which opens a little later.

So, yeah, I’m really going out to look for a guy.

If you’re unsure at all, now’s the time to tell me!

Okay, if you’re sure. I still don’t know if I could ever really do it when I get there, but just taking this step is such a thrill…

I love you. Maybe the next time we speak, I’ll have hooked up with someone…! X

SATURDAY

Quick! Sorry, I know it’s nearly 1am but I’m hoping you’re awake.

I met a guy…

Long story short: we talked a lot in the bar, and now we’re going into the club, just me and him. When we go in there, I don’t know if I’ll get a chance to talk to you again.

So you have to tell me now. Are you SURE you’re okay with me dancing with him, and… kissing and stuff?

Yeah, of course I still want to check with you! This is all so crazy. I still didn’t know if you’d feel differently if it was real.

I’m going back over to him now and then we’ll head into the club. I’ll tell you everything as soon as I get back to the hotel.

I love you. You’re the only guy for me. Just, maybe not when I get out on that dancefloor… x

Morning, Babe. I have updates for you… Long message incoming…

Sorry, I still like teasing you a little. It must drive you crazy.

I just got back to the hotel, and I’m gonna sleep soon. You must really love hearing that while you get ready to go to work(!)

So, here’s what happened.

I went to that bar. I started to feel a little less confident when I got out of the cab and I was really out in public dressed like that. But when I got inside, I went straight over to the bar, took a seat, and ordered a cocktail to calm my nerves. It was gone in about three minutes, so I got a second and took my time with it.

The bar ran around a corner and I had picked a spot that gave me a good view of most people coming up to order drinks. I was getting a few looks, but to begin with, they weren’t coming from the kind of guy I’d like. It started to make me doubt the whole thing — if I didn’t like the looks I was getting now, was I ever going to like it from one hypothetical guy?

After a little while, this guy went up to the bar with his friend, and he looked right at me. He was the typical tall, dark and handsome type, and he had a nice tan, plus some muscles. And you know when someone looks you in the eye and you feel kind of entranced? He had these green-brown eyes that I just wanted to stare at. And I kind of did. So he smiled at me. And I smiled back.

He ordered drinks for him and his buddy, and then he pointed over to me and my near-empty glass and asked the barman something. Sure enough, the barman made another one and brought it over. He told me the guy had bought it for me — he must not have seen me watching the whole interaction — and I told him to say thanks and ask if the guy wanted to join me. It felt so bold and forward of me, but I figured he had made the first move so there wasn’t much risk of it going wrong. And sure enough, the barman told him. Then he chatted with his buddy for a moment, and they parted ways.

He came over, and my heart was pounding in my chest. All these doubts started to hit me. What was I doing? I was a married woman on vacation, wearing a tiny dress like some college girl, about to flirt with some guy at a bar. And when I thought of it like that, those thoughts changed back from doubts to excitement.

We started talking. After a little while, a group of girls next to me left, and he took the next seat over. He’s called Juan, and he works downtown as a marketing guy. He lives with a friend, the guy I just saw, and he said not to worry about him because they had just been hanging out to kill some time before his friend met a date.

Obviously, I kind of lied about myself. Well, I told him what I do, where I live, yada yada. But I led him to believe that I was single. And I gave him a fake name, in case he ever tried to look me up. Was that too much?

Anyway, he was a nice guy, but he also had this sexy, quiet vibe about him. You know how I said that your fantasy probably wouldn’t ever come true, because I would have to find the right person first? Well, this was The Guy.

So, we talked for a while, and then we saw that the club was opening up, and he asked if I wanted to go dance. That’s when I excused myself to the bathroom and texted you. And then I went straight back to him and we headed towards the club entrance.

That’s when the first crazy moment happened. The bar had really filled up by then, and we had to squeeze our way past people to get to the club. So he went first and took my hand! I haven’t held hands with a guy other than you for years and years. It was so strange. But I liked it… And at this point, I also started to like the looks I was getting from other guys. I could see they were interested in me, and then jealous of Juan when they realized I was with him. They didn’t even know I’ve also got a husband back home!

We got into the club and headed over to the dancefloor, which was already pretty busy. The music was what you’d expect in a South American club, super catchy dance songs with a real rhythm to them. He guided me by the hand out into the middle of the floor, then lifted both of my hands in his to start dancing with me.

He was a good dancer, without even doing very much. His movements were pretty relaxed but he had good hips and good rhythm, and he guided me. I kept thinking it was such a crazy experience, being seduced on the dancefloor by this Argentine stud — I know married girls that would daydream of this kind of thing, and here I was living it.

We danced through two songs, gradually moving closer, Juan making little moves like placing his hand on my hip to guide me. By the third song we were pretty close, my hands over both his shoulders, and the music became a little slower and intense. And that’s when he moved things along.

He positioned himself against me and led me, so that we were both moving our hips together. It was super hot. My chest was brushing against his, and my legs were either side of one of his, so his crotch was pressed against my thigh. I felt him grow a little while we danced like that, and then he actually pulsed against my thigh. That really tipped me over the edge. I let my hands slip from his shoulders and started to press them against his chest and his biceps. They were muscular but defined — it felt like sculpted rock under there. And that encouraged him to gently move his hands up and down my hips and thighs.

For a while we’d been looking down at our bodies as we danced, or at least I had. I guess I was too nervous to look at him. But when his hands started feeling me, I got more confident. Maybe I just got more horny. Either way, I made the next move.

I looked up. While I had been turned away, he had been looking right at me, waiting. Our eyes were locked on each other’s. And we were just a few inches apart, our bodies still touching. I felt his breath against my lip, and I glanced at his mouth and then back at his eyes.

He slowly leaned towards me and closed some of the gap. I stared at his lips, willing him on, and he accepted the invitation. He pressed a hand to the small of my back, gently pulled me in the rest of the way, and kissed me.

The whole thing felt like some crazy dream. It was so hot and it all felt so… scandalous. I’m the quiet schoolteacher with a nice husband and a place in the suburbs. And here I was making out with a Latin stud, grinding against him, feeling up his torso and letting his hands explore my thighs. Imagine if people back home knew! My friends wouldn’t believe it. Your friends wouldn’t believe it.

We made out for the rest of the song and throughout the next one, and then he suggested we go grab a drink. We sat in a booth with our glasses, and chatted a little bit, but it was kind of half-assed and neither of us had chit-chat on our mind. We made out some more in the booth, and sitting there with a table for cover our hands could do a lot more roaming. I felt his hard-on through the fabric of his pants. He felt my bare thighs and teased me just below the hem of my dress. I was so horny.

But it was starting to get late, and I didn’t want to rush into it, even though my body was screaming at me to let him take me right there. I asked him if he’ll be available tomorrow night and he said he’ll be free. We swapped numbers, agreed to meet up, and kissed goodnight. And that was some kiss.

He made sure that I got in a cab, and then I left and came back to the hotel. I exchanged some flirty texts with him when I got to the room, and then I said goodnight for real and cooled off so that I could write you a coherent message about the whole thing.

So, there you have it. I just hooked up with a guy. How do you feel? What are you thinking?

Hey, sorry for the delay. I must have fallen asleep straight away after my last text.

Of course I didn’t sleep with him last night! You know me, I haven’t had a one-night stand in my life. I wanted to give myself a little more time so I can be sure about this — and I wanted to give you more time, too. But I’m seeing him tonight. I think I’m gonna do it. I still can’t believe it.

I’m so relieved you’re okay with it. Well, it was your idea to begin with, but I don’t know… I was still a little worried that the reality of it would be a lot to handle.

This is such a crazy situation. I never thought I’d ever date again. I’m doing it out in the open while married!

Don’t worry, I’ll tell you everything! I want you to get enjoyment out of this too. It was your idea, and thanks to you I’m hopefully going to spend tonight in bed with a Latin hunk…

The plan for my last day is a little different now. I was gonna go and look around a few more landmarks and get photos and stuff. But now I’m just going to spend the morning at the big cathedral, and then I’m going shopping.

Juan is going to take me to a nice bar which has amazing views over the water, and then we’re going dancing. I’m planning to go with a look that’s a little less ‘single and on the prowl’ and a little more ‘fun and flirty’. And for when he gets me out of that outfit, I need to get myself some sexy underwear. I did not pack for this trip thinking I’d end up stripped to my underwear for someone!

It’s a shame you’re not working today so that you could keep yourself distracted, huh! What have you got planned?

That’s nice, it’ll be fun to watch the game. And tell your friends I said hi. But whatever you do, do not tell them anything about what I’m doing!

Well, I don’t know. I guess you’d never tell your friends something like that. I just want to be sure. Here, I feel like I’m in some sort of sexy fantasy world where I can just do what I want. Back home, it’ll be completely different. Like, imagine if Pete found out — he’d tell Amy, and then the whole world would know within a few hours!

Anyway, I’m heading out now for my nice, innocent tourist morning, and then my naughty, sexy shopping afternoon. I’ll text you when I get back to the hotel. Have fun at the game and speak later! x

So, what do you think?

I know! Nice, huh? They were on sale, too. Honestly, I think I’ll be a little more confident going into this date with these hidden under my dress, ready for him to find…

And speaking of the dress, here it is!

Yeah, it’s not quite as tiny as the dress I wore last night. But it’s a little more relaxed and date-appropriate, while still showing off a little. Last time my legs were on show, but tonight it’s all about the cleavage.

You think he’ll like it?

Phew, that’s good. I hope you’re right and the cleavage thing seals the deal. I didn’t ever show you this much skin when we started dating! I didn’t let you get me into bed so quickly, either…

Okay, I’m gonna have a little dinner in my room and then I’ve got to go. How was the game? Are you still with the guys?

Good, stay out with them! It’ll make the wait go faster…

I’m all dressed up and ready for Juan. I’m a little nervous, but mostly I’m just excited, and a little turned on already. I can’t believe I’m doing this.

This is my last text…

I love you. Have fun tonight, and I’ll text you when it’s all over.

X

Babe! Are you still awake? This is it — are you SURE you want me to do this?

Okay. I do, too. I’m going back to my hotel room with him.

I love you, good night x

SUNDAY

Good morning… Juan just left…

It happened.

I can’t wait to tell you all about it, but I wanted to make sure you’re okay first?

Okay, good. I’ve got a lot to tell you, so this will take a little while!

So I met Juan at this super nice bar overlooking the water. When I got there he was already at our table, and he got up to meet me, looking so hot in this dark slim-fit shirt that showed off the shape of his shoulders. I think we both planned to do the whole cheek-kiss thing, but when we made eye contact the spark from last time came back straight away, and we kissed. He pulled me to him and I let my body press softly against his, just savoring the feel of him. It wasn’t for long, but it was so sensuous. We both knew what this date was really about, even if he didn’t know all of it, and there was a lot of tension.

We took our seats and ordered drinks, but after that kiss I didn’t know how I was going to get through an evening of chatting and waiting. But he was a good conversationalist — or, I guess, good at getting me to talk and then happy to listen for ages. He got me talking all about my job, the school, the kids I work with. And then he got me onto my hopes and dreams for the future, but not just with work. When I talked about my art and my side hustle idea, he really picked up on my passion for it and kept me going on and on about it for ages. It’s such a small thing but I found it really sexy.

And that’s when, a few drinks in, he suggested we move on to dancing.

He took me to this venue where a live band was playing. I was a little worried on the way that he might try to have me dance the tango, which would have been a disaster. But it was a chilled-out place in this beautiful historic building, and the band was playing slow covers of old classics with a South American feel. It was perfect.

I had a little drink for courage and then we went out onto the floor. He gripped my hand and the small of my back and he led, dancing just as well as he had at the club. At first I just enjoyed the music, the atmosphere, the whole scene. We just blended in with the crowd and danced. That alone felt like such an escape.

But the longer I was this close to him, the more I wanted him. The tension was just growing and growing. I think we both wanted to sleep together the night before, and we were both now dying to put an end to the wait.

I was feeling confident so I teased him a little, moving in and then pulling away, and slowly coming straight back. It worked, and he wanted more. Almost without trying to, our bodies pressed together once more, and my hands moved over those muscular shoulders. I just thought ‘screw it’ and pulled his jaw towards me. We kissed and within a few moments we were all over each other, as much as we could be in the middle of that dancefloor.

We had only been there for a handful of songs, but I was ready. He made me want to experience a new man. I stepped off the dancefloor to text you, and as soon as we had spoken I grabbed him and asked if he wanted to come back to my hotel room.

Throughout the cab ride to the hotel, I was so hot for him but the driver was right there, and I think neither of us are the type to go that crazy. But I did do something a little crazy.

I was in the middle seat and leaning against him, and both of us were gently running our hands up and down each other’s thighs while we waited to get there. I was in the driver’s rear-view mirror, but Juan was mostly hidden behind the front seat, so each time I stroked my hand back up his thigh I let it wander a little higher. I reached his crotch and brushed his package, and then I slowed down, and each time my hand returned I let it linger a little while. I felt him pulse beneath me and enjoyed the feel of this new cock growing beneath my hand. When I saw that we were getting close to the hotel, I pressed down and gripped the shape of his cock through his pants. I could tell that it had a nice thickness to it. And then I withdrew my hand and let it rest on his thigh. I gave him a little smile to wind him up, and he exhaled and gave me a smirk.

We pulled up in front of the hotel, and he insisted on paying. Then he took my hand and we headed inside.

In the bright lights of the lobby, and then in the elevator, it really hit home what I was about to do. My marriage was back home, all the double dates with friends, the dinners with each other’s families. And here I was, pretending to be a single woman, bringing a local man back to my hotel — and loving it.

The nerves started to kick in at this point, and I think Juan could tell because he checked if I was okay. I reassured him that everything was fine, and at that moment the elevator stopped at my floor, so I grabbed his hand and led him towards my room. The excitement overcame the nerves. We were nearly there, and now I just wanted him in my bed.

After I brought him into my room and closed the door, I didn’t have to hold back anymore, and I turned to him and pulled him to me straight away. We made out again, but now I could finally let my hands explore, and so could he. He picked me up and I wrapped my legs around him, then he scooped his hands under me so that he was holding me by my butt and carried me to the bed. Being dropped onto the duvet and looking up at his strong frame looming over me got me so horny.

I pulled him towards me and unbuttoned his shirt while I kissed him. His torso was something else— muscular but lean and defined. I kept grabbing at his abs while we made out. He was lying against me and I could feel his cock against my crotch through his pants.

He felt me all over, running his hands along my hips and my legs, but my dress must have worked because what he really wanted was my chest. He kissed the length of my neck and kept going downwards until he was kissing the tops of my breasts that I’d displayed for him all evening, and at the same time he moved his hands up until he was grasping them through my dress and my bra. It felt so good but I wanted to give him more. So I pushed him, so that he lay down on the bed and I flipped on top of him, then I gave him a long kiss and stood up. While he watched me, I unzipped my dress and let it fall to the floor. I was just standing in front of him in my new sexy bra and underwear, almost naked for him. And he looked so hungry for me.

He stood and kissed me, gently exploring my exposed skin. I did the same to that chiseled torso of his, but not for long. I loved putting myself on show for him like that and seeing his lust for me, but I wanted him to do the same. I pulled off his unbuttoned shirt, felt his toned arms and shoulders, then let my hands drift down over his pecs and each row of abs until they were nestled against his lower stomach.

I unbuttoned his pants and slowly unzipped. My heart started to beat a little faster now; I had crossed a lot of lines since the night before, but this was a pretty big one. I was about to feel the cock of a new lover. I should have felt conflicted, but I wasn’t. I wanted him.

I held his shaft in my hand. It was a nice size, thick and neatly shaved at the base. I pulled it free of his boxers and stroked it slowly while I kissed him, teasing him, but I think driving myself a little bit crazy too. I pulled him back to the bed and on top of me. I loved the feel of my skin against his, the dirty thought that this was not my husband.

He removed my bra and focused his attention on my chest, sucking one nipple while fondling another, tracing the shape of each breast with his fingers. He kissed in a line down my stomach, so slowly, knowing all too well the effect he was having on me. He grazed the insides of my thighs with his fingertips, gradually reaching the edge of my underwear while still playing with my nipples with his other hand. It felt like the heat inside me was almost burning my underwear, and when he could feel that heat, he didn’t tease me for much longer. He yanked them off and approached my entrance with his fingers. I was so wet for him. When he touched my lips he was able to slide his fingertips inside them with ease.

He kissed downwards over the last few inches as he gently stroked at the insides of my lips, and then his face was between my legs. He gently approached my entrance, and then his fingers joined his tongue. My senses were on fire at this point, maybe partly because this scenario was so spicy, maybe partly because he was so hot… but mostly, because he was amazing with his tongue and his hands. It was a totally new sensation.

He seemed to really enjoy doing it, and he took his time. He dragged it out and resisted my attempts to speed him up. He would graze my clit and then back away, toying with me. After a while he started to linger for longer each time. He carried on building me up like this until we picked up the pace, and I was fully against his tongue. While he did his thing, I was churning my hips against his face, almost riding his tongue. And then it started.

It was like I felt a huge wave rising and gathering, and then it just washed all over me. I came against his face and it just kept on going. It was incredible. I was gripping his hair, not letting him go anywhere, but I didn’t need to. He knew exactly what he was doing. It was an amazing, drawn-out orgasm, and then I came back to reality. A man who was not my husband had just made me come hard. And now I was going to let him fuck me. I badly wanted him to fuck me, and I made that very clear. I pulled him up, grabbed his cock, and held it against me.

I hope you’re not mad about this next part… I was just so turned on. And I trusted him.

I let him fuck me without protection.

His bare cock felt so good against my entrance, and I was so wet. It was so easy to slip him inside that the temptation just took over, and I pulled him into me. Having the exposed head of his cock slide straight into me, it turned me on even more.

I lay back and just ran my hands all over his torso while he started to pump into me. His cock felt so different to yours. I loved the feel of it, and mentally feeling like I was ‘straying’. I hoped it would drive you wild that your wife was really doing it, really taking another man inside her.

He shifted from missionary so that my legs were propped up higher, and then he really got going. He fucked me pretty hard but he kept stimulating my breasts and my nipples the whole time. It felt so good, and he was so deep. And I thought that was good, but then he went up another level.

He pulled my legs up so that they were flat against his chest and over his shoulders. Then he slowly pushed himself back in. He was right against the G-spot and going so deep inside me. He slowly built up speed, still feeling my chest and spreading the stimulation. And I realized I was going to come again. I told him to keep doing it like that, fucking me deep and hard, squeezing my breasts. And then the feeling came back again, that surge of tension, and then the huge wave of relief that kept going and going. All the while he kept his rhythm, and just when my orgasm was dying down, he had this concentrated look on his face and he sped up. I just stayed in position with my legs still up over his shoulders, and I pressed myself against him and watched.

And then I felt it. His dick pulsed against my entrance. His abs tightened between my thighs. And then I felt the hot gush as he ejaculated into me. That wonderfully dirty feeling intensified, knowing that he had filled me with his come.

When it was over we kissed, and then he collapsed onto the mattress next to me. I just lay there taking in the moment. What I did with him was huge. I often thought that doing something like that would be wrong and leave me feeling… I don’t know… repulsed by myself. But it was nothing like that. I realized that, as long as the reality was as good for you as it was for me, I could have an amazing thing going on here: happily married, but taking lovers abroad with no one knowing but us.

We relaxed on the bed for a little while, but I was so tired from the whole thing. I guess he was pretty tired too from his performance, because he also lay there dozing off and he didn’t complain when I turned off the side light.

This morning we had breakfast in the room, and he knew I had to pack, so he didn’t stick around for too long. He told me to let him know if I’m ever going to be back in town, and then he gave me one last kiss and left.

So, how does it feel? Are you still okay with all this now that it’s happened?

I’m so relieved you enjoyed this too. I know I resisted the idea at first, but it was so hot. And here I am with a job that gives me all this time to travel alone… if we both want it to, this could be a thing.

At the next break in the school year, I’d like to do this again… Maybe I could spend a couple of weeks in Europe, trying a few different cities. Maybe at some point I could even come back here for a long weekend and enjoy Juan a little more…

Anyway, I’m gonna pack now. My car to the airport gets here in about an hour. I’ll let you know when I’m there and waiting at the gate. Can’t wait to see you and reminisce a little more with you…

I hoped you’d notice that. Yes, I did omit some of the story… I was saving it for when I get home, but I’ll give you a little sample.

When I woke up this morning, he was half-awake next to me. I was turned on just seeing him there in my bed, both of us totally naked. So I started feeling him up, and when he opened his eyes I made out with him a little. I decided that he had earned a little extra from me after those moves of his last night, so I shifted down the bed and played with his dick until it was nice and hard, and then I went down on him.

I know, I can’t remember the last time I did that for you! I don’t know why — I guess I just got a little tired of giving head, and always having to run to the bathroom to spit it out afterwards. But he had a nice cock, and I wanted to try it.

I knelt between his legs on the bed, pumping his shaft with my hand and sucking his head, looking up and watching him as he relaxed into his pillow and enjoyed the feeling. And at that moment I realized I do like giving head, or at least I liked giving head to him.

I’ll save the rest of the details for later. But I’ll leave you with this thought:

I sucked his cock until he came… but what do you think happened next?

Going to the airport now. Love you x
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