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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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