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Yesterday morning I received a letter in the post. There was no forwarding address or a name to identify who had written it. It was a letter containing the sender’s sexual wants, needs and desires. It was so graphic that it made my pussy throb just from reading it. It has been a while since I’ve had any sexual satisfaction in my life. My husband, Mike, just doesn’t seem interested and every night he will just go straight to sleep – not even a kiss goodnight. I know our marriage is over and deep down I don’t really care. But this letter hadn’t just gotten my curiosity aroused, but I was secretly aroused too. I had been so turned-on by what the secret letter writer had written that I spent the rest of the afternoon lying naked on my bed and playing with the dildo that I’d bought since my husband had gone cold on me. 

After relieving the ache in my pussy, I returned to the mysterious letter and continued to read it. There were a set of instructions written clearly and precisely that the mystery sender wanted me to follow. I was to turn up the following evening at Clear View Marina and find a yacht called, Flame. I was to arrive no earlier than eight o clock and I wasn’t to be wearing panties. As you can imagine, I spent all night wondering and fantasizing about this secret rendezvous and who the mystery letter writer could be.

It’s now the evening of my secret rendezvous and I look down at the letter on my bed. I’m so excited, yet nervous too. Who could the mystery sender be? It has to be someone I know. But who do I fancy? Certainly not any of my husbands’ friends. They’re all way too immature for me. At twenty-three years-old, I’m looking for someone with experience—someone who knows how to get me wet. A hot mature stud is what I need to take me to places I’ve never been. Mike certainly hasn’t managed it for me. But I can only think of two guys who could possibly fit the bill. My husband’s boss, Kurt, or Sean, my husband’s supervisor. Kurt is fucking hot. I’ve seen him on many occasions when we’ve been invited over to his place for a pool party with just a towel wrapped around his waist when he’s stepped out from his swimming pool. His dark hair has streaks of grey in it and his lean chest has just the right amount of hair on it. His abs must make all the younger guys envious, and I have spent many an occasion with a needy throb in my pussy as I’ve watched him secretly swimming in his pool. I have no doubt that my husband’s boss must have a huge cock. The eyewatering bulge at the front of his swimming shorts has always stood out and made my mouth and pussy water. I certainly wouldn’t say no to having his dick buried inside of me—pounding my pussy to ruin.

"I must stop thinking about my husband’s boss,” I breathe, beginning to feel wet. "God knows why he’s single.” He broke up with his wife over two years ago. This guy could have any woman he wanted. 

I try to clear my head of such thoughts about my husband’s boss. Not only is my pussy juicing up but it’s wrong to have such filthy thoughts about him. It’s forbidden after all, fucking my husband’s boss is a step too far, even if my husband doesn’t show any interest or affection for me. But what about, Sean, Mikes supervisor? He’s a younger version of Kurt. Just as sexy and handsome but at twenty-six, not mature enough for me. Still, if I saw his dick and he was willing to share, I probably wouldn’t decline a roll under the sheets with him.

I pick up the letter and place it in my bag. I stand and look at my naked body in the full length mirror. Whoever I’m meeting soon, I’m sure he won’t be disappointed in what he sees. I’m not being big-headed, but I’ve certainly been blessed with a big set of full round tits, curvy hips and a tight ass. I’ve got plenty of flesh for my fantasy mature stud to grab on to. But of course, I have no idea who will be at the marina waiting for me. It had better not be one of those immature friends of Mike’s who gawk at my tits whenever they see me.

I pick up my red lacy bra, fasten it and grab my summer dress. The material is silky and very slinky, and it moulds around my tits nicely. It’s just long enough to cover my bare pussy and offers easy access to my body. I slip my feet into my stilettos, grab my car keys and head out. There’s no need to say goodbye to anyone as Mike is out for the evening again.

I arrive half an hour later at the marina and get out of my car. The evening is still light but a little cold to be wearing such a flimsy dress. My nipples are like two hard bullets poking out under the material. The breeze is gentle but enough to catch the hem of my dress and blow it up revealing my pussy. I look down at the dark patch of pubic hair and hurriedly cover up my nakedness. I don’t want everyone to see my pussy—just the mysterious letter sender.

I begin to teeter along the jetty in my high heels, checking each yacht for its name. I’m looking for Flame and it isn’t long before I find it. My eyes widen at how expensive and glamorous it looks. "This certainly can’t belong to one of those silly friends of Mikes,” I say to myself as I step aboard.

I stop in my tracks as I notice a short note addressed to me on a table. Beside it is a blindfold and handcuffs and the note requests I put it on and to wait here until I’ve been handcuffed.

I smile to myself and feel an excitable buzz rush through my body. My thoughts are consumed with lots of hot sex and kinky foreplay. I squeeze my thighs together, suddenly feeling my pussy getting wet. If I’m this turned-on before any action has taken place, then fuck knows how gushing my pussy will be when it gets fucked.

I don’t waste a single moment and put on the blindfold, securing it tight. I can’t see a thing and now I feel a little nervous.

I turn my head to the right as I hear someone approach. My heart is racing as my wrists are suddenly grabbed and held behind my back, then cuffed. The mysterious letter writer is silent. He slowly leads me somewhere—I’m unsure where exactly, but I guess it’s inside the yacht as I can no longer feel the breeze whispering around my legs.

I’m taken down a set of steps and I continue to let myself be led until we stop walking. The yacht is silent except for the water lapping at its sides and the sound of my racing heart in my ears. I suddenly feel vulnerable but in a naughty kind of way. I actually love it.

I lick my lips and say, "Who are you?”

There is no reply but there is movement. I feel the hem of my dress being lifted up all the way to my waist. I squeeze my thighs together, suddenly feeling bashful that my pussy is exposed to someone I don’t even know. The dress stays held up for a good few minutes as I stand still like a statue, too shy to move. Then it drops and the mystery guy walks behind me. He stands close as I can feel his breath on the back of my neck. Does this guy just like to look? I hope not. I want more than just eyes on my body even if I am feeling embarrassed that my pussy is exposed. I’m about to ask again who this guy is when I feel the back of my dress lifted up once more, just above my hips. My body trembles with a mixture of excitement and nerves. Now I’m having to stand while my bare bottom is looked at. I want to turn around and discover who this guy is. What if it’s someone I hate? Am I really going to let someone fuck me without knowing who it is? It could be some guy I despise
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