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Introduction 

 

What exactly does “a wife in the middle” mean? Initial thoughts might have her tangled in some sexual 

threesome – which would be delightful. But mostly, in the majority of the stories that follow, she is in the 

middle of deciding where her adventure is going. She is reluctant, but unconvinced a change is what’s 

needed. Regardless, her sexual appetite is as strong as it ever was – even though she is starting to see hints 

of that “midlife” frame of mind. 

 

As I said with my first collection of erotica, each of the fantasies within are founded on some element of 

truth, be it from actual experiences to my deepest sexual desires as the author. 

 

I hope you enjoy my second collection of erotic tales as you step into the sexual corners of my twisted 

mind and continue along with me on the path to discovery and adventure. 

 

Andee 

June 2014  

 

 

 

 

 

© 2014 Andee Charm 

 

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner 

whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief 

quotations in a book review. 

  

Published in Canada 

 

www.southern-charms2.com/andee 

 



A Wife In The Middle Page 3 

 

TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 

It Began With A Dare         Page 4 

A night out with her husband leads Andee into a forced to confession her sexual desires for adventure. 

 

Private Dancer          Page 15 

During a visit to a strip club with her husband, Andee finds herself as the object of a wager, but ends up 

turning the tables on the two men behind it. 

 

Hotel Lounge          Page 24 

At a work conference, Andee finds more than business networking opportunities in the hotel lounge. 

 

A Lesson In Art         Page 32 

Andee agrees to help out a friend by filling in as a figure model for a local college art class. 

 

Keeping It To Herself         Page 45 

A change in jobs has Andee preparing her replacement at work, but she soon discovers that requirement 

means a lot more than on-the-job training. 

 

Andee Scores A Bullseye        Page 57 

Just when Andee thought the business trips had come to an end, she finds herself on the road again and 

playing games with a new man. 

 

The Office Party Blow Off        Page 77 

Office parties can be the ultimate in boring – especially when they are not even for your office. But Andee 

finds an old friend when she ditches her husband’s party for a little hallway exploration. 

 

The Video Session         Page 87 

Andee seeks out some help from a co-worker to help her create a memorable present for her husband. 

 

Paying The Export Tax        Page 100 

Clearing customs at a small tropical island turns dangerous for Andee. 

 

Andee Tries Her Luck         Page 110 

A night out at the casino with her husband has the stakes away from the tables getting very high. 

 

Andee’s New Ink         Page 119 

Andee’s husband arranges for her to get a new tattoo – which a little extra on the side. 

 

Lay It All On The Table        Page 126 

A non-Andee tale about a housewife discovering a strange and kinky side to suburban living. 

 

 



A Wife In The Middle Page 4 

 

It Began With A Dare 
May 2014 

 

So far, my sexual adventure so has been mainly focuses on self-discovery and coming to terms with the 

fantasies that play out in my head. As much as I have a deep yearning for some of the stories contained 

within to become more truthful than they are, I also recognize that the journey along that path would be 

something exceptionally difficult to fathom. The expression “the fantasy is always better than the reality” 

couldn’t be more true; but it’s also why reality comes with that adrenaline rush. Without the randomness 

of life going off the rails, the perfectly fine-tuned dream would be, ultimately, disappointing. 

 

The fear of the unknown is what drives a lot of great adventures forward; forcing us to confront the 

challenges we encounter and make quick decisions without the opportunity to over-analyze. And that’s 

what we do with our fantasies; we create them in the perfect comfort of our imagination and polish them 

to a glitter that life sometimes can’t achieve. 

 

Over the past few years, my own sexual thermostat has risen and fallen much like the seasons. Sometimes 

life interferes with the pursuit of pleasure, while at other times the heat is so intense you fear fanning the 

flames of passion to the point of an inferno. But that is what makes it so much of an adventure – the 

constant ebb and flow of life that brings opportunity and intrigue to one’s imagination. 

 

My husband has invested a great deal of time with me as my adventure has unfolded. His encouragement 

and support have introduced me to a world of experiences I don’t believe I would have otherwise 

encountered, from the simplicity of including sex toys in our playtime, through to dipping our toes in the 

torrent of swinging. He’s been a motivator for me to share my fantasies, my thoughts and so much more 

of me with you. And through it all, I’ve learned a great deal about myself as a woman and a sexual being. 

 

But, there have been times when things haven’t been easy. The starts and stops; the grey areas and the 

fading line in the sand. The naughty thoughts, oh, those come very easy; but there have been moments 

when I have needed more than a gentle nudge. Some experiences have come from a forceful push. 

 

My writing has been a new outlet. It’s not something that came easily to me, but as I became more 

comfortable with putting my sexual thoughts into words, everything began to flow. Now my imagination 

is more alive than it has been in years, allowing me a method of sharing and creating. 

 

At the same time, my writing and sharing has also led to trouble. Not marital trouble, but a forced 

emergence from my usually shy shell and comfort zone. The anticipation of the reaction when words 

become public … and the thoughts I can’t hide from. It’s not easy to adjust from being in what you 

consider to be a traditional marriage to actually believing in the sexual freedom your spouse has granted. I 

tend to hover, waiting for the other shoe to drop. But it hasn’t. 

 

That is a very weird feeling for someone like me. 

 

And then there’s the confessions … oh, Lord, the devious ways my husband has forced me to admit to 

some experiences and fantasies that I never wanted to tell the truth about; wanting to keep the secret to 
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myself out of some fear that he may not understand why I went along with his schemes, and wanting to 

keep something sexual just for myself. 

 

The big turning point came, as you may recall from my previous tales and blog posts, when my friendship 

with a certain co-worker became a sexual connection. 

 

I have always been honest in my relationships, ensuring that both my husband and my potential lover 

knew the truth – and that they each knew the other man was equally informed. My co-worker struggled to 

understand how I could have the kind of freedom to explore; that I wasn’t hiding things from a jealous 

husband. He found it rather odd I would share our every flirtation and innuendo with the man responsible 

for the gold bands on my finger. It never was my intention to create an affair, but rather send an invitation 

to someone who I found attractive to join a party only a handful of adults ever get to attend. 

 

My full confession about my co-worker fantasy began somewhat innocently enough. The plan for the 

evening was a dinner date with my husband, followed by a bit of indulgent adult entertainment at an 

“adult lifestyle trade show.” More than just a warehouse experience for buying sex toys, these events 

include workshops, fashion shows and burlesque dancers.  

 

So obviously, the environment is designed to tweak your libido and provide solutions to sexual intrigue. 

By the end of our night, I had a sizable shopping bag of gadgets, lingerie outfits and “marital aids” to 

bring home. And, I also had a sizable desire to get laid. 

 

I wasn’t sure if fate was trying to work against me, as we found ourselves stuck in the middle of bumper 

to bumper traffic jam. The downtown core was still very much alive, and it was frustrating to watch the 

pedestrians make better time than those of us in cars. Naturally, the conversation between my husband 

and I was extremely sexual as we were both anxious to get home and try out some of the new items. 

 

My husband was well aware of my increasingly flirtatious relationship with a man at work – and as this is 

very much a true story, I’m going to reserve sharing his name. Our conversation turned to my growing 

sexual interests, and the fact that this man had recently kissed me under the guise of a Christmas wish – 

except it wasn’t a tiny peck on the cheek, it was full-tongue tonsil hockey. 

 

And so, as we waited for traffic to clear, and the conversation warmed, I figured it might be fun to give 

one of my new toys a front seat test drive. And it wasn’t just about the whole exhibitionist thing and 

masturbating in the front seat while crowds of people walked by on the sidewalk just a few feet away. I 

felt this amazing connection with my husband at that moment – propped up by knowing I had the 

freedom to confess some of my fantasies without fear of being judged. Sexual honesty in a relationship is 

by far one of the quickest routes to horny. 

 

As I sat there with my skirt hiked up and legs spread, a buzzing tiny wand pressed against my swollen 

clit, our conversation turned to the idea of me masturbating at work ... and then the eventual fantasy idea 

of revealing myself to another man. 
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And so, came the challenge – or dare, perhaps - of me wearing a skirt to work, then not being able to get 

into the car for the trip home with my husband unless I have ditched my panties at some point during the 

day. I still point out that the rules were a tad sketchy, but in the end, I was the one who benefited anyway. 

 

Obviously, when we got home – both horny as hell – we got down to some serious sex business. Now, 

this is usually when it all goes my way: when I get to have a bit of control over the sex fantasy, sharing 

with my husband all the flirtations, accidental breast brushes and suggestive chat from my week at work. 

But this time, my husband really forced me to open up my imagination and confess to things I have held 

deep in my dirty mind. I don’t know if it was the whole mood of the evening, the moment – or because 

our sexual adventure had been progressing into some new avenues and fantasies. Either way, I shocked 

myself by going there ... and by how unbelievably erotic it was. 

 

I’ll cut to the chase here anyway, and spare some of the events that led to the arrangement… 

 

The result of this dare had me wearing a very sexy dress to work. Underneath I was to wear stockings and 

garters, with the very implicit rule that I cannot return home after my shift with my panties still on. That’s 

my husband’s side of the bet; the other side is that I have to reveal my choice of outfits to another man. 

 

On the day in question, I wander into the bathroom to get ready for work. I’m usually up before my 

husband, so I leave my clothes set out in there. This time I discover he has had a hand in selecting certain 

items for me. Hanging with my dress is a garter belt and a pair of stockings – clearly an indication that the 

challenge is on. His selection of the specific items bears a bit of irony as well: they were both gifts from 

someone I have become friends with on the Internet as a result of my adult website. 

 

My stomach was filled with butterflies as I dressed after my shower. At this point in my life, wearing 

stockings and garter belt had been a very rare occasion for me outside of my naughty hobby; and even 

more rare for me to wear them to such a public environment like my job. Despite my initial fear, it 

doesn’t take me long to actually feel comfortable in them. My biggest concern was having to spend the 

day feeling awkward and having to make constant adjustments; when, in fact, I found myself really 

feeling kind of sexy. 

 

Sadly, my fear never really disappeared. By the time I got to work, my mind had run through the idea of 

sexiness and back to wondering if anyone would notice. In my own eyes, I could see the outlines of the 

garters as they extended from my waist to the lace stocking tops on my thighs. I worried about the hem of 

my dress and would the lace tops show if I bent down or sat in certain ways. It didn’t help when my co-

workers made frequent comments about me being so dressed up for work – made even more obvious by 

the fact that my department is a very casual-dress area. 

 

As the clock ticked away at work, I became more anxious – but surprisingly turned on – as I waited for 

afternoon break to roll around. When it did, I met my intended friend in the hall and whispered in his ear 

that I needed to see him in his office. Normally I tried to avoid doing this, mostly because I am afraid of 

what might happen if we get behind closed doors. Not so much of me being vulnerable or what people 

might think, but of me losing all control and initiating something more than flirtatious banter. 
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When we arrived at his office, I closed the door and pulled him close. Without saying a word, I slowly 

lifted the hem of my skirt to reveal what I was instructed to wear that day. I leaned back against the office 

door, partly to keep anyone from coming in, but also because I wanted to ensure my friend had a very 

good – and long – hard look. I know this is something he likes because he has often complimented me on 

my legs and told me how much of a turn on it is for him to imagine me in stockings and a garter belt.  

 

The expression on my co-worker’s face will be something I will remember for a very long time. It’s hard 

to explain, other than to say “you know that look when you see something you’ve always imagined … 

and it’s way better?” That was his expression. I swear I could see his eyes bulge in sync with the front of 

his pants. For a woman, when a man looks at her like that, it shoots through you like a hot electrical jolt, 

passing through your heart and straight to your pussy. 

 

I took his hand and gently placed it against the nylon-cover front of my thigh, allowing him to feel the 

silky smooth stocking, the lace top and the warmth of my flesh. I run his hand along the garter, looking 

deep into his eyes as I do, looking for that sexual excitement in his. Slowly I help him stroke me, hoping 

he will take the hint and do more than just that. As I get hotter and hotter, he gets a little higher with his 

touch, until with each gentle pass he brushes his thumb against the wisp of lace panty. 

 

My mind momentarily reflects on the text my husband had sent just before lunch, telling me that in order 

to accomplish my purpose for the day, I would need to adjust my underwear; removing of panties would 

be more difficult if the garters were on the outside of them. I’m only slightly amazed as his astute 

awareness of women’s lingerie until reality returns to my thoughts – he’s spent many hours imagining 

this very moment already. 

 

“My panties are yours for the taking,” I whisper in my co-worker’s ear as I lean against his body. My 

husband said I only had to show up with no panties, but now my friend has something to remind him of 

the moment; something to spark his own imagination time and time again. 

 

“All I ask is that you don’t hang them from your rear-view mirror,” I add, trying to bring a little levity to 

the sexual tension between us. 

 

At this point in my marital bed confession, my husband pauses in his teasing to describe to me how he 

believes my friend has likely masturbated several times to the memory of me in such a way ... my pussy 

grower hotter as he tells me these things and the conversation begins to blend the truth of what happened 

with the fantasy of where I wanted it to go instead. 

 

Anyway … 

 

I tell my husband about how my co-worker shuffled slightly and knelt so he could pull my little black lace 

panties off; how he hooked his thumbs up from underneath and inched them slowly over my thighs and 

down until they fell around my ankles. I had bought a very special, sexy pair for the day, something erotic 

and naughty under the explicit instructions of my husband. The intention was that this pair wouldn’t 

spend any more time on me other than today. Plus, the threat was I choose a pair or have my husband pick 

something for me – and the stockings were enough of a leap from my comfort zone, never mind some tiny 

thong he was likely to choose. 
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Once my co-worker had my panties off completely, he held the crotch to his nose, inhaling deeply. I 

know they are soaked with my wetness. I’ve never been the kind of woman who found this particularly 

erotic, but in this moment, feeling the coolness of the office air on my now-exposed moist pussy, I felt 

this great tingle of sexual excitement.  

 

I could see in his eyes a glint of delight and it made me feel very strange at the moment. I was so sexually 

turned on, but I also had this warm sense of … I don’t know how to describe it … happiness that I had 

given my friend this moment. 

 

The fear that I had felt was easing; I guess you could say that knowing my co-worker was sexually 

aroused by this was a validation moment for me. I felt a sense of confirmation that I was still desirable to 

someone other than my husband. It wasn’t something I intended, but in that moment I needed it – I 

needed to feel as a woman that I has some sexual value still. 

 

As I was trying to digest all these swirling thoughts and feelings, my friend drew me right back to the 

moment when he slid his hand up under the hem of my skirt and began to gently stroke the edges of my 

pussy lips, spreading my moisture around them with his fingertip. I remember I tilted my head back 

against the door and closed my eyes at the wonderful feeling of him fondling me in such a way. I placed 

my hands on his shoulders to brace myself and a deep gasp escaped my lips when he finally inserted a 

finger into my soaking pussy. 

 

As I described the scene to my husband, he teased me by fingering my pussy – sliding one his own 

fingers into me. He rubbed it across my g-spot as he wondered out loud if this other man noticed all the 

same sensations as he does; how the muscles of my vagina squeeze around his finger as I talk about the 

encounter. He added he wondered if my friend could feel the smoothness of my g-spot and how it swells 

slightly as I get more and more turned on. 

 

My husband tells me to describe the sensations I felt to him. I explain that my friend has a very different 

touch; his finger is longer and reaches to different areas deep inside me. I explain how wonderful the 

newness was, how my mind was forced to realize that it was another man fondling me in such fashion. 

Just as my mind is enjoying reminiscing, the sensation stops. My husband leaves his middle finger inside 

me, but isn’t moving it. 

 

He demands I tell him more, or else he will stop altogether. I’m tortured. I’ve just confessed to him for 

the first time that I allowed another man to have sexual contact with me without him being there. It was 

different to me than the fleeting experience of swinging we had tried; this was a set-up and only between 

me and my friend. It was something I wasn’t sure I was ever going to be truthful about, and I feel slightly 

ashamed in my incredibly aroused state. 

 

My concentration is torn between the feeling between my legs, the headiness of my thoughts and the 

slight heaviness of my heart. I look deeply into my husband’s eyes for that hint of jealousy I so often 

expect, but all I see is a twisted glimmer of sexual control. He’s enjoying it far too much. 

 

“I know you too well,” my husband whispers to me. “There’s more …”  
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I close my eyes and try to wiggle my own hips, trying to encourage my husband to continue with what he 

started, but he’s having nothing of it. I know the only way I’m going to get any sexual satisfaction is to 

finish my confession. 

 

I explain how I was standing there in my co-worker’s office. My ass is pressed against the door and my 

legs spread slightly apart. I describe how I kept my eyes closed through a lot of it, focusing on the feeling 

of being touched, caressed and fondled by this man that has filled my fantasies for some time. 

 

I felt my friend’s other hand undo my top few buttons on my dress. My bra was also very carefully 

chosen for the day; the fabric is somewhat thin and the cut allows him to easily slip his fingers into the 

cup. He uses one hand to play with my hard nipples while fingering me deeply with other; every now and 

then using his tip of his thumb to tease my swollen clit. I was so turned on; my own pussy juices were 

practically flowing down the inside of my thighs to the tops of my stockings. 

 

I had to bite my lower lip in an effort to keep anyone on the other side of the door from hearing. My pussy 

was practically on fire from all the attention my co-worker was giving it...secretly I was desperate for 

more, but my mind was jumping between the idea of being a married woman who is allowing some man 

finger her pussy, and the desire to let all my inhibitions go. 

 

In the sad reality of that moment in my co-worker’s office, this is where the truth ends. It would have 

been so easy for two incredibly horny people to turn their passion into something with a much different 

ending, but I had to wait for that to happen. This was to be the start; and the discovery of some new 

territory for me on a private and marital level. 

 

My co-worker slowly removed his finger from my pussy. I open my eyes and look into his. I can tell 

things have gone about as far as they are going for this moment. I wrap my arms around his neck and we 

kiss; it’s a deep French kiss with lots of tongue. It’s also different from how my husband kisses me, but I 

enjoy the discovery. Without saying much more, I take the hand that he used on me, pull it to my mouth 

and slide my lips down onto the long finger that had only just seconds ago teased me. I try to hide my 

disappointment – even though I know things have crossed a faint line. 

 

Our relationship isn’t complicated – not just yet anyway, but it will become that way soon enough – and I 

know how to make an exit. My dare with my husband has been fulfilled; and my fire for sexual discovery 

burning almost out of control. My pussy was alive for the rest of the work day, an almost intolerable state 

of erotic excitement and self-indulgent accomplishment. 

 

As I lie there on my back, my husband massaging the insides of my cunt with his finger, I openly admit I 

lied when I saw him later that day and try to apologize. I had told my husband that evening I didn’t have 

the courage to allow my friend to remove my panties – and the bet had been to just come home without 

them on. My story that followed that evening was made up, about how I snuck into the washroom, 

removed my panties and then waited until my friend was not in his office before leaving them neatly 

folded on his chair. 

 

And I clearly remember that very evening … I remember how when I met my husband after work he 

made me endure running a few errands before going home, how he made me wait before I could finish 
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what had been started. How before we had sex, he made me pose so he could take photos of me in my 

dress and stockings as a memento of the occasion. I remember the burning between my legs as his finger 

slid deep inside me; it took mere seconds for him to have me dripping wet and begging for his cock. 

 

But on this night, I look away from him for a moment, trying to hide the disappointment I feel in myself. 

As I said, I never wanted the experience to be one of secrets. I wait to see if my sexual excitement is 

going to come to a screaming halt over this admission. As much as I didn’t think I had the courage to 

cross a line, I also didn’t think I had the courage to admit the truth. 

 

If I haven’t shared with you how much in love I am with this man I married, you should know that I do.  

 

In this moment he shows just another reason why he is the most amazing partner for me, and the perfect 

reason for my sexual adventure to grow. 

 

“You’re disappointed,” he said to me. “To be so vulnerable … so ready … to experience your biggest 

fantasy and it ends without completion.” 

 

My heart fluttered a little. The tone in his voice wasn’t one of feeling that I have somehow breached our 

agreement as a couple, but rather he sounded … tormented; sexually tormented just like my own. His 

words had a hint of disappointment. 

 

He leaned over so his face was closer to mine, but he was still able to keep me on the brink of orgasm 

with his fingers. 

 

“So close,” he whispered. 

 

“Yes, I am … and yes, I was,” I answered, trying to encourage him to take his foreplay to the next stage 

and let me cum. 

 

But my hints fell on cruel ears. On this night, my confession is only partially complete – and I don’t 

realize what is about to take shape and the consequences that it will produce down the road. In the heat of 

the moment, all I want is to have my husband inside me, to make love to me like only he does and share 

his intimacy with me. 

 

“Tell me what you really wanted that day … at that moment in his office,” he instructed me to answer. 

 

“I … I’m not sure,” I replied. I was being very truthful, because I wasn’t sure. “I was too scared … you 

know me.” 

 

And that’s the exact point of it all – I want to be the brazen, confident sexual beast sometimes, but I’m 

truly not that courageous. I need my husband there for me to be bold, to make leaps like that … he’s my 

rock. And even then, I struggle in those few seconds as I answer with being scared to admit what was in 

my mind. 
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“Do you realize that your friend has, without a doubt, masturbated repeatedly because of that moment?” 

My husband drew me back to the comment he made earlier about the sexual torment my co-worker must 

also feel. 

 

The idea had crossed my mind a number of times, but only because the experience had served as a 

frequent masturbation fantasy for me as well. Well, that and the fact that my co-worker had admitted as 

much in some of the suggestive emails I received after our encounter in his office. I love the idea of him 

pleasuring himself to me – more so than the reaction I get from my online adult life because this is a man 

I know and see every work day. 

 

“I’m just curious as to why he stopped at that moment,” my husband continued, pulling my mind back to 

reality. “So tell me what you wanted to happen.” 

 

“I don’t know,” I softly protested. I pushed my hips hard against his probing fingers as I try to get him to 

focus on my pleasure, as opposed to my fantasy. 

 

My husband carried on with how he imagined my friend pulling me over to the desk. “Are you going to 

lie on your back with your legs spread, or does he push you down doggy-style?” 

“I don’t … know … gawd, come on and fuck me already,” I begged. My mind was racing, but my 

husband repeated his question until I answered. “On my back … lying down …” I managed to mutter as 

my pussy grew even hotter with this mind-fuck. 

 

My husband went on to describe in great detail about how he envisions me lying on the desk and my 

office friend has his fingers buried deep inside me. My stiletto heels are up on the desk, creating the 

perfect angle for his hand to stroke my dripping cunt. My imagination was going crazy as my husband 

narrated the scene to me, all the while torturing me by teasing my clit until I was almost at the point of no 

return before he stopped. 

 

As I lay there in my marital bed, describing my desire for my friend, my thoughts swirled between the 

need to remain faithful to my marriage vows and the incredible appeal of being taken on his office desk. 

Playing along with this suggestive game, I tell my husband that I sensed that my friend was busy with 

something else, as he had stopped playing with my breasts. I say when I open my eyes to see what is 

happening, I see him slide his pants down to free his hard erection. 

 

“What do you do with it?” my husband asked. “Do you suck him like you have said you want to do, so 

many times? Or do you let him remove his fingers from your cunt and fuck you?”  

 

I was a bit taken aback by the aggressiveness of my husband’s words and intonation. Most days I hate the 

word “cunt” but when he uses it in moments like this, it strangely turns me on. I couldn’t answer because 

I was so lost in the moment, tingling from masturbating in the car earlier that night and the sensation of 

his fingers buried in me. I was desperate for release. 

 

“Come on, Andee, what does a married woman do now?” I’m silenced for a moment by his reference to 

me being married. I wonder for a moment if he thinks I need a reminder. “Mmmm ... this guy has his 

finger – by now maybe two fingers – sliding in and out of your pussy. You know what you want, but can 
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you? Does a married woman act like this? Does she let another man finger her? Does she beg for more ... 

or for him to stop before things go too far?” 

 

My mind was spinning...I was incredibly turned on by the images he was forcing into my imagination. 

 

“Tell me, what do you do?” my husband demanded again. 

 

“I tell him to … gawd, your fingers feel good.” I answered, distracted. 

 

“Tell him … what,” he repeated. 

 

“I...want to take him in my mouth…” 

 

I’ve been told for a few years now that one of my special talents is my oral abilities. Part of me wants to 

discover if my husband is just saying that so he keeps getting blowjobs, or if I really am good at it. I’ve 

had volunteers offer, but so far … 

 

My husband stroked his hard cock against my cheek and I turned my head to offer my mouth to him. He 

told me to imagine for a moment the feeling of taking a new man between my lips, that it’s not his cock, 

but that of my friend. He reminded me how I’ve told him before about how a man tastes so good, feels so 

hot, and how I love the smooth soft flesh running along my tongue. 

 

I can’t describe how erotic I find the sensation of having a new guy in my mouth, and the sheer sexual 

energy that I feel when I am into a really good oral experience. I’ve never quite understood women who 

somehow refuse to provide this kind of pleasure to a man; the feeling of being in control of his orgasm is 

unbelievably powerful. 

 

My husband continued to torment my mind as he described how he imagines my friend is as hard as steel 

post by this point, and that he knows I have often fantasized about the idea. 

 

“Is it how you imagined he would be?” my husband asked. “Does he taste like you want him to?” 

 

“Uh huh,” I moaned without stopping. My eyes are closed and I was no longer sucking my husband’s 

cock in my mind. I had gone to where my fantasy met the electricity of my body. 

 

“But you don’t want him to just do that,” my husband whispered back. “I know what you really want – 

and I know your pussy is too hot to be left like this. Tell me about how you want him deep inside you.” 

 

And with that, everything stopped. My husband pulled out of my mouth, and removed his fingers from 

my pussy – leaving me so frustrated. 

 

“Don’t stop now, please. My pussy is on fire,” I admitted as I reached out for his hand, trying to put his 

fingers back into me. My husband knows he had me lost … I was past the point of no turning back. 
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And this place in my sexual frustration is a dangerous zone for me. It’s in moments like this, when I’m so 

close to my orgasm and so incredibly turned on and completely engaged in the act that I will confess even 

my darkest secrets. 

 

My husband moved to between my spread legs and gently teased my clit – actually more to the right side 

of it, where a tiny bundle of nerves can be felt. It’s the spot that will send me rocketing towards orgasm. 

As he tortured me this way, he told me to imagine my friend between my legs. I took the finger that had 

been buried in my pussy and suck on it, just as I had been doing with his cock – and just as I had done 

with my co-worker’s finger the day he had it in me. 

 

“Now then, admit it, Andee. You want him to fuck you, don’t you?” my husband asked. “Say it.” 

 

I was in shock; glorious sexual fantasy, mind-blowing, pussy-throbbing shock … I’ve told my husband 

some incredible things over the years, but I had never told him I wanted another man to fuck me. 

 

“Say it out loud…” my husband demanded again and again as he teased the outer edges of my wet pussy 

with the head of his hard cock. 

 

I whispered an answer. 

 

“No,” my husband said. “I want you to beg him to fuck you. I want you to say his name...out loud.” 

 

I whispered a little more loudly. It felt so strange to say a strangers name while the head of my husband’s 

cock was just on the outer edge of my pussy. 

 

“Say it,” my husband repeated with more forcefulness. 

 

I relent and tell him what he wants. 

 

“Again,” he demanded as his cock slid all the way into me. 

 

I comply. As he fucked me, I began to confess my “sins” as they were; deep, dark sexual desires that a 

happily married woman has no business thinking. I poured out my fantasy to my husband, telling him the 

truth of how far things had gone in real life with my co-worker, and how close to reality the night’s dirty 

talk had been. 

 

Finally, I had a whole hard cock buried in my hot pussy, pounding away harder than most times, forcing 

me against the mattress. 

 

Over and over, he made me beg for it ... made me ask my friend to fuck me. By the time we are reached 

our sexual crescendo, I had damned near screamed out another man’s name more than a dozen times, 

fucked my husband in person – and been fucked by a new man in my mind. 
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But one final demand waited for me. I could feel my husband’s cock swell and grow to that hardness a 

man has just before he reaches his orgasm. I was clutching at his back, driving my hips forward as I 

match his thrusts, my legs wrapped around his … my mind blown and then I heard myself answer. 

 

“Cum inside me; cum so deep my husband will taste you when he kisses me.” 

 

I was left exhausted from the experience and fell asleep quickly. It was probably for the best, so I could 

avoid the pangs of sexual guilt that seemingly appear post-sex. 

 

And, like all good adventures, with this one honest admission, my ship left the safety of the harbour on its 

way to explore a new sexual world that is waiting for me. 

 

What follows on these pages is mostly fiction. I say “mostly” because every good fantasy is routed in 

something real, at least for me. Experience and imagination combine to open doors … all that holds me 

back from discovering is the opportunity. 
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Private Dancer 
First published 2005 | Revised 2013 

 

Sometimes my stories tend to be in collaboration with my husband. This is one of the first I ever ventured 

into as a writer, and with my own ideas. The premise stems from a night when my husband surprised me 

with a trip to a strip club – my first ever. The result of that very real experience was some very intriguing 

fantasies for me. 

 

This story is also one of the few written in first-person (see, I remembered that much from high school 

English class!). 

 

Like many couples, after my husband and I had been married for a while, we wanted to find ways to spice 

up our marriage. It started innocently enough, with us finding new ways to explore a little sexually in and 

out of the bedroom. Then one night, out of the blue, he said he wanted to take me to a strip club. I had 

seen male dancers before – which is an awful lot of fun – but had never seen inside a “gentlemen’s club.” 

It’s not that I’m not open-minded to the idea, it’s just the opportunity had never arisen. 

 

After going through the usual routine of getting ready for the night out, we headed off to one of the nicer 

clubs in town. I had decided that a simple black skirt, heels and button-down white top would be the best 

choice. I wasn’t trying to make any kind of statement, but wanted to look good, given the fact that every 

guy in the room would be focused on the dancers and not me. 

 

As we drove to the club, known affectionately in town as “the Pole,” my husband explained that an 

acquaintance of his managed the club and had arranged for us to have a good table. I suspected what he 

really meant was that he had spent so much money in the joint the manager agreed to hold a table close to 

the stage. 

 

When we got there, the place was fairly crowded. A girl on the main stage was going through her routine, 

while a few others were spread out around the main room doing table dances. I was surprised to see the 

audience included a few other couples, which put me at ease. 

 

CJ introduced our host as Griffin, the club manager. He led us to an intimate booth at the back of the 

room. From here, he explained, we could see the feature dancer on stage, and have a good view of the 

table dances. Griffin was a handsome man, with short dark brown hair and a neatly trimmed goatee. As 

we walked to our table, I looked around at the men in the audience. Some of them had their hands on their 

crotches under the table, and a few gave me the head-to-toe examination as I strode by. It was definitely a 

sexually charged atmosphere. 

 

The guys allowed me to slide into the booth first. I felt a little better not sitting right out in the open, 

wanting to slowly get used to the whole thing. My husband sat beside, and Griffin in a chair with his back 

to the stage. After we had ordered our drinks at the table, Griffin waved over this tall and slim blonde 

dancer. When she leaned over the table to speak with him, I got a really good view of her breasts. They 

weren’t huge, but definitely enhanced. I couldn’t exactly make out what they were saying, but next thing I 

know, she’s putting one of those wooden boxes in front the chair. She took my husband’s hand and 
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directed him to sit in the chair, facing her and the rest of the room. Griffin slid into the booth and moved 

around to sit beside me. 

 

“I lost a bet with CJ,” he whispered in my ear. “So, I’m going to have her dance for him as payback.” 

 

I asked Griffin exactly what kind of bet would involve a table dance as payback – especially when he 

manages the strip club. I found out that when my husband made the arrangements for our night out, 

Griffin said he didn’t think I would actually agree to come to the club. I debated his point, saying that I’m 

very open-minded, and besides, I might enjoy a table dancer myself. In almost mock indignation, I turned 

my back slightly to Griffin, and watched as the show for my husband began. 

 

The blonde started off her routine with a little teasing. My husband glanced over at me as she tossed her 

hair around his lap. I winked at him and mouthed “enjoy” to him. I could feel Griffin was more intent on 

watching my reactions to the turn of events ... or maybe he was just looking over my shoulder and down 

the opening in the front of my shirt. I consider myself a pretty attractive woman, and have managed to 

turn a few heads on my own. He had managed to inch his way closer to me, and I could feel him right 

behind me on the seat. 

 

“So, tell me Griffin,” I said turning away from the dancer and leaning into our host a little, flirting with 

him. “What does a girl like her really make doing all that?”  

 

“About two grand a week,” he said without a thought. His eyes were dark, and warm. This was the first 

time I got to really look at him closely. He was a very good-looking man, with that kind of rugged look, 

but with an aura of passion.  

 

“No shit!” I was stunned to think that anyone could take home a cheque like that just for rubbing her ass 

in some guy’s lap. I turned to watch the blonde continue to do her thing with my husband. Judging by his 

intent look, I knew he was really enjoying the gift from our host.  

 

“Geez, I barely make that a month...and I went to college for my job,” I said with a slight hint of 

indignation. I knew that the kind of job these girls had came with some good financial rewards, but it 

wasn’t a very healthy lifestyle.  

 

“I’m sure you’d make one hell of sexy dancer,” Griffin said. At first I thought this was just his little 

flirtation back at me. As he said this, he placed his hand on my thigh under our table. I wasn’t sure where 

this was going, but I wasn’t about to make any rash decisions, so I just let him keep his hand there. His 

other arm came up behind me and half rested on the top of the booth and my shoulders.  

 

I continued to watch the girl dancing. She was really putting on a show for CJ, running her hands along 

his thighs, lowering her head to his lap, and surely just millimetres away from his dick. I shifted a little so 

I could see if my husband was getting a hard-on with all the teasing the girl was doing. As I did, my leg 

brushed harder against our host. Griffin leaned closer in to me. He slid his hand slid a little higher up my 

thigh and more towards that warm spot between them. I parted my legs just a little, but not enough to 

suggest that I was looking for anything more than his touch.  
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“In fact, I’m willing to bet you the same amount of money she makes in one week dancing, that you have 

exactly what it takes to be a dancer,” he whispered in my ear.  

 

“But that doesn’t sound like a bet with a losing side,” I said without taking my eyes off the stripper. 

“What happens if I’m not?”  

 

Griffin leaned even closer and his finger found its way to my pussy. I knew he’d be able to feel just how 

turned on I had been getting by watching the dancer, his touch and this kind of talk. By now I was starting 

to question my decision to wear anything under my skirt. But then again, I wasn’t really expecting to be 

sitting in a strip club getting felt up by anyone other than my husband. As his lightly ran his finger along 

the outside of my panties, I closed my eyes in delight. I’m sure if he had continued I would have been 

shuddering in orgasm.  

 

“Then you come and work for me here. One night, no strings, but no pay ...”  

 

“What do I have to do in this little bet of yours?” I asked quietly without opening my eyes. I was still 

enjoying his touch way too much.  

 

“One private dance, four songs,” he said. Griffin then slowly sucked my earlobe into his mouth. His 

breath was warm in my ear, and this drove me crazy.  

 

“OK,” I responded, before I even had a chance to second guess myself. “One private show, four songs 

and that’s it.”  

 

I had completely surprised myself. I think I’m a pretty adventurous person, but I had never thought I’d 

end up agreeing to something quite like this. As if to seal the deal, I parted my legs under the table even 

more. I reached down between my legs and pulled the leg of my panties to the side, exposing my pussy to 

his touch. Griffin worked his finger round my now accessible dripping pussy. His touch felt incredible. 

Slowly he traced the outsides of my swollen lips, lightly running his finger up and then down, and then all 

over again. I leaned back into him, enjoying the moment. After getting me completely wet, he finally slid 

his finger deep into my pussy. I squeezed the muscles tightly as he began to finger fuck me.  

 

“God, that feels so good,” I said, slowly grinding myself against his touch.  

 

I was getting so into his efforts that I hadn’t even noticed the song for my husband’s lap dance had ended. 

Griffin, perhaps not wanting to create an unnecessary scene, pulled his hand from between my legs. I 

opened my eyes and was about to protest when it hit me what I had just agreed to. 

 

My husband turned around and glanced down at my lap. My own hand was still there and the hem of my 

skirt had exposed me to his view. I quickly adjusted myself – and noticed that a few of the patrons sitting 

close by had been watching. I wasn’t sure if they could see what was happening to me, or had simply 

turned to watch the dancer at our table. He winked at me and asked if I had enjoyed the show. The look 

on his face told me he knew something devilish was going on, that maybe I was the one not in on the 

whole story.  
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Griffin hung around with us until closing time. I was almost fit to be tied, being so horny from the finger 

work Griffin had done on me, and the conversation that was taking place as each different girl got on 

stage to do her routine. Griffin and CJ would share their thoughts on what the girl was doing.  

 

My jaw damn near hit the floor when my husband told Griffin that he should sign me up for a job. But 

just as I was about to launch into a semi-serious verbal protest, the sexy blonde who had performed the 

lap dance for my husband joined us at the table.  

 

She slipped into the booth so she was sat to one side of me. I couldn’t help but notice how her tiny dress 

had ridden almost all the way her thighs, providing a teasing peek of her thong underneath. Our host 

introduced her as Savannah, and it soon become apparent that she and Griffin had something going.  

 

“Andee really enjoyed your dance,” he told her as he ran his hand across the exposed flesh of her thigh. 

My eyes were riveted to his fondling of the dancer as I listened to him continue. “And she thinks that she 

can be just as hot.”  

 

I was practically speechless, since I had never said anything about her dancing. My husband, instead of 

jumping to my defense, just kept looking at me with this strange look on his face. I was beginning to 

think I had been set up.  

 

“Don’t tell me he managed to talk you into a private show,” Savannah said, with a little giggle and gentle 

shove against my knee with her hand. “Or should I say finger you for the deal...That’s one of his oldest 

tricks in his book.”  

 

The three of them laughed, while I blushed at having been drawn into their game.  

 

“Sweetie, there’s no reason to be embarrassed,” she said, gently stroking my leg. “Your husband has been 

in here for weeks asking questions and figuring out a way for you to live out one of your fantasies.”  

 

I was shocked. I hadn’t really told CJ that I secretly wanted to strip in a club. Nothing more than just a 

one-time experience, but just for the thrill of being up on stage, having all those horny guys watching my 

ever move, getting them hard and turned on by teasing and wriggling to the music. It may have slipped 

out in conversation, but it wasn’t something I had said I wanted to make happen any time soon. 

 

I grabbed my drink and took a long sip, staring straight ahead to avoid any more eye contact with the 

schemers. My husband must have noticed my state of shock and he suggested to Griffin that they go shoot 

some pool while I tried to digest what I had gotten myself into.  

 

Savannah stayed behind at the table and made small talk with me for a bit. She shattered my stereotype 

ideas about the kind of women who get into dancing, as she turned out to be quite the intelligent and 

charming girl. She explained she actually did start out like the typical story of a “girl dancing her way 

through college,” but quickly figured out that in a very short time she could make a lot of money – and 

experience a lot of hot times along the way.  
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She told me about how she had managed to make the right decisions for her dancing career, staying away 

from the lure of drugs and prostitution – and how Griffin was actually a very savvy businessman without 

using his sexual charms. 

 

“So, you knew from the beginning that their plan was to get me to agree to live out some twisted 

fantasy?” I asked her. 

 

“Honey, you should come here on amateur night if you want to see some women trying to live out a 

twisted fantasy,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone. “These guys just wanted to have a bit of fun ... and I’m 

sure they don’t really intend for you to do anything against your will. Not to mention, you haven’t exactly 

protested much so far.” 

 

I laughed. “You don’t know my husband very well, then. Not that he would make me do anything against 

my will, but we ... um ... I ... seem to have an issue with making silly bets.” 

 

I looked at Savannah for a moment before reaching out to take her hand in mine. 

 

“But I’ve never backed out on one yet ... and if my husband wants me to be a private dancer for one night, 

I’m not going to disappoint him,” I told her. “So ... what advice can you give me on making this 

something he’ll never forget?” 

 

Savannah’s lips curled in a devious smile.  

 

“OK. There’s a real simple set-up. You use your first song to get his interest: a little teasing, running your 

hands along your curves, tossing your hair. Then, for your second song, you show him you’re interested 

in how you feel. Lots of touching yourself, showing him a little more flesh, getting a little closer to him, 

but not touching. 

 

“The third song is when you really want to pick it up. Faster music, faster moves. By the end, your top 

should be off and your boobs an inch from his eyes,” she explained with a girlish laugh. 

 

“And finally, the last song is where you try to take him just about as far as he can go before his splits his 

jeans. You saw how I was riding your husband’s lap, rubbing myself on him...just remember, he’s not 

allowed to move his hands,” she said. 

 

“After that, hun, it’s strictly between you and him,” Savannah said, giving me a mischievous wink. 

 

I was thinking that I knew what she was getting at, but until then, it hadn’t crossed my mind that this 

would be anything more than me living up to my end of the deal. 

 

Before we left the club, CJ and Griffin worked out the plans. My little private dance would take place the 

following weekend at a nearby hotel. I would wait for Griffin to show up, perform my routine, and then 

he would head back to work. It sounded simple enough. 
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The following Saturday, CJ and I went out to a local adult store and selected the outfit for my routine. I 

had spent all week trying to select the right mix of music, based on what Savannah had told me, and 

getting myself psyched up for the moment. I’d even spent the better part of an afternoon in front of the 

bedroom mirror, practicing some of my moves. 

 

That night, my husband drove me to the hotel and handled the registration. Once all that once done, I 

snuck in the side door with the key and headed inside. As planned, I waited in the hotel room for Griffin 

to show up, wearing the sexy little number my hubby had picked out. When I heard a knock on the door, I 

knew this was the moment I had been fantasizing about since the first time we even talked about. 

 

After giving Griffin a brief kiss on the cheek, I invited him to sit on the chair I had arranged in the middle 

of the room. Then without saying anything more, I pressed the play button on my portable stereo and 

slowly began to sway to the rhythm of the music. At first I felt a little strange. Here I was, a married 

mother of two, in a hotel room with a guy I met in a strip club – giving him a private dance. 

 

As the first song played, I did a few teasing little moves: running my hands across his shoulders, putting 

my foot on the chair between his legs and tossing my hair in his face and down to his crotch. By the end 

of the song, I could tell he was starting to really get into my little act. The bulge in his pants had started to 

become a little more noticeable. 

 

In my own mind I was also getting turned on. My thoughts went back to the night in the club when he 

gave me a really good fingering – and then left me with a dripping pussy and almost no satisfaction. I 

kept thinking that this would be my own little payback to him, get him good and horny and send him on 

his way. Except his way was back to a place with about 20 other women all doing the same thing, except 

in a much more public way. 

 

My second song was a slow number. But this time, instead of touching him, I just swayed in front of him, 

running my hands across my own body, just like Savannah had instructed me to do. When I would get to 

my crotch, I would slide my hands between my legs and then back out, pulling up the hem of my very 

mini skirt. I was totally getting into myself, and kept running my hand back down to my moist pussy. By 

the time the song ended, my thong was almost dripping from how much I had wound myself up. 

 

And just like Savannah had told me that night at the club, I used my third song to really get Griffin going. 

As I started to grind my butt into his lap, his cock was straining to get out from underneath his pants. I 

straddled him and pulled off my top, tossing it onto the bed beside us. I raised my breasts very close to his 

face and began to play with my nipples, pulling on the ring that ran through my left nipple. I undid the 

buttons on his shirt, and with a swift move I learned from teasing my hubby, pulled it down and behind 

the chair so his arms with kind of held in place. 

 

When the song ended, I got down on the floor in front of him, waiting on my hands and knees for the 

final song to begin. My pussy was soaking by this point, and if he was horny, I didn’t care because I was 

totally into the way I was feeling. With my ass pointed at him, I pulled down the little thong from 

underneath the skirt. I knew my cunt was swollen with excitement. 
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I kept in this position and put a hand between my legs. I started to toy with my lips, slowly parting them 

to give him a view right up inside my little cunt. I almost lost myself as I began to run my middle finger 

in and out of it, thinking back to when Griffin had gotten me all worked up in the club that night. 

 

It almost killed me to have to stop playing so much as I remembered what I was there for. I turned around 

and laid on my back, with my dripping muff now fully exposed to Griffin’s intent stare. I could see from 

his pants that he was close to bursting. I crawled over to him and began to rub him through the material. 

He leaned back and let out a little moan of approval. I knew this guy was close to be complete putty in my 

horny little fingers. 

 

Forgetting what Savannah had said about contact, I put my head in his lap and used my mouth to undo the 

zipper on Griffin’s pants. He tried to grab at my hair, but my little move earlier had left him with just 

enough movement to frustrate the hell out of him. Using my fingers, I pulled his pants down just enough 

to expose his crotch. There was a huge wet spot on his underwear from the pre-cum I had managed to 

work out of him. I then pulled the hem of his jockey’s down and released his swollen monster. Griffin 

was nicely put together. Not huge, but well-shaped and thick. 

 

Now that I had managed to get his cock out from his pants, I could see that I had accomplished what I set 

out to do. He was rock hard and standing straight up. I knelt down right between his legs, putting my face 

just an inch away from his swollen dick. 

 

“So, I guess I win,” I said with a mischievous look in my eyes. 

 

“Baby ... never mind a lap dancer, you’re so hot you could be a high-paid feature at the club,” he said. 

 

I slowly ran my finger along the shaft of his cock. It looked very delicious and I knew that in just a matter 

of seconds I would be slurping on it for all I was worth. I slowly began to swirl a little of his pre-cum 

around the head of his cock. Then I licked it off the end of my finger, all the while looking right into his 

eyes. I could tell that I had this guy in my control. 

 

“A feature, eh?” I said. “That’s a very interesting twist to this little bet of yours ... or are you just saying 

that because I have your hard cock at my mercy?” 

 

Without breaking eye contact, I slid my tongue out from my lips and lightly licked the tip of his dick. I 

could sense his frustration as his hips moved forward with each tiny taste I got, as if he was trying to slide 

his cock closer toward my mouth. 

 

“And just what would I have to do to get that job,” I said, just before I slid my tongue along his entire 

swollen shaft. Griffin’s cock twitched against my tongue, and he closed his eyes and arched his back. I 

was very tempted to just suck his cock, but I wanted to really get this guy off. 

 

I held is cock straight up and slowly licked around the head, tasting his pre-cum. I moved down to the 

spot just below the head, where my hubby tells me all the feeling is in a guy’s dick and really set to work, 

flicking my tongue and getting Griffin really wet with my saliva. His hands were trying hard to grab 

me...and I had finally had enough of the teasing. I reached over and undid the buttons on his shirt cuffs so 



A Wife In The Middle Page 22 

 

he had a lot more movement. In a flash Griffin had both of his hands on my head, his fingers wrapped in 

my hair, and was guiding my mouth down his cock. 

 

As he slid deep between my lips and along my tongue, he let out a deep breath. His cock was hot in my 

mouth, and his shaft was very hard; a sign that my efforts were successful. 

 

He felt so good in my mouth. I couldn’t remember if I’d ever had a bigger dick sliding down my throat. I 

pushed back against his grip, not wanting to waste all my work on just a quick blowjob. This guy was hot, 

tasty and damn hard. I was sure I wanted a lot more of this cock before my “private dance” was done. 

 

I wrapped my lips around Griffin’s lovely cock and continued to slide up and down his shaft. I could 

sense he was getting closer to coming when his hands pulled my hair and his hips started to grind up and 

down in rhythm with my own motions. He felt so large in my mouth, and really delicious. I’m not 

normally a swallower, but this man had me thinking. It took all my resolve to pull my mouth off this 

magnificent dick. 

 

Griffin protested, begging me to continue. His hand moved to his cock and he started to stroke himself. I 

knelt before him for a second. I love watching a man do that to himself. But I was wet and really horny. 

  

“You never answered me,” I said, flashing my best flirtatious look up at him. 

 

“Just ask,” he moaned softly as his hand picked up the tempo of his stroking. 

 

“Just ask? Do you want to cum, Griffin?” I asked. He nodded his agreement. 

 

“Do you want me to make you cum?” 

 

He moaned back at me and his pumping rhythm increased even more. I grabbed his hand and pulled it 

away from his cock. I didn’t want this to end in him shooting his load on his own. 

 

“I want you to make me cum,” he said, almost begging for release. 

 

“How bad? Bad enough to say you lost the bet?” I teased. 

 

“Yes,” he answered. “You won the bet.” 

 

I stood up and straddled Griffin in the chair, my pussy was so wet that he slid his entire dick deep into me 

without any resistance. It felt so good to have him inside me. I could feel the heat between my legs and in 

my pussy. His dick felt like a steel rod because he was so hard. I began to rock back and forth, sliding 

every lovely inch of him in and out of my cunt. 

 

As I would slide him back in, my clit would rub against him and send little twinges of delight through my 

body. Griffin put his hands on my ass and we started to pick up the pace. In no time we were fucking like 

mad, his cock driving in and out of me. Griffin was so hard and it felt so good when he would be deep 
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inside me. I could sense he was getting ready to shoot his load when he dug his fingers into my ass cheeks 

and his dick got even harder. 

 

“Are you going to let me dance,” I asked. Griffin was too into our fucking to answer, so I slowed down. 

 

“No baby, don’t stop now,” he begged, driving his dick deeper into me. 

 

“Are you going to let me dance,” I repeated, now completely stopped. 

 

“Yes, yes I’ll let you dance. God, let me cum and you can dance anytime you want,” he said. “I need to 

cum...please, it feels too good to stop now...let me cum.” 

 

I squeezed my pussy around his shaft buried deep inside me and began to ride him again. With one hand I 

began to play with my clit, rubbing it in time with our fucking. I was swollen and so hot down there. My 

fingers worked their magic and in a matter of seconds I could sense my own orgasm swelling up. I tossed 

my head back and forced my nipple into Griffin’s mouth. His lips felt incredible and he nibbled and suck 

for all he was worth. That sent me over the edge. I grabbed his head with my other hand and pulled his 

mouth even tighter onto my tit. I shuddered with passion as my orgasm sent my mind spinning. I was 

moaning and twitching, still pumping up and down on Griffin’s cock. 

 

I was so wet from my orgasm that my juices had dribbled onto his balls. I continued to grind my cunt up 

and down, back and forth on his rod. I could sense he was close. I reached around with my hand and 

began to massage his balls and that little spot just underneath them. Griffin moaned and arched his back. I 

pulled my other hand back from my clit and stuck my finger into his mouth, giving him a taste of me and 

my own cum. He threw his head back and dug his fingers into my butt as hard as he could. I felt his cock 

throb a couple times and then his release. He came hard, deep inside me. I could feel his hot cum shooting 

into me cunt. 

 

I collapsed onto him, squeezing my pussy until he had been completely drained. I stayed in this position 

for a few minutes, relishing the moment and sensations of his throbbing cock slowly softening inside me. 

After a while I kind of sat back up, gave Griffin a deep passionate kiss and looked deep into his eyes.  

 

“I wasn’t kidding,” I said. “I want one night...at the club...on stage. Next Saturday.” 

 

Griffin laughed a little at my statement. “If that’s what you want, baby.” 

 

I smiled and kissed him one more time before sliding off his lap and collapsing on the bed, my spread 

pussy soaked from his cum. Not only had I managed to get one incredible fuck; I had possibly talked my 

way into a new weekend job. My fantasy would finally become reality the following week when I could 

take to the stage and perform a little private dance - well, private for about 100 horny guys. 
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The Hotel Lounge 
Originally published 2012 | Rewritten 2013 

 

Some of my stories are born from real life experiences and not just the fantasies that go on in my 

somewhat kinky imagination. Certain circumstances lead me to expand on the “what if” part of the 

experience, and lead you into where my imagination goes because my courage isn’t as strong as my mind. 

Of course, by the last word, they are fictional.  

 

This is one such case. There’s a great deal of reality interspersed in this short piece, but it was truly one 

of the key events that led me, the woman behind Andee, to explore life more sexually and without fear of 

the “what if” moments anymore. 

 

I think a lot of women have the fantasy about “stranger sex” – from the scenario of meeting a mysterious 

lover while on vacation or business, through to the simplistic singles bar pickup. For me, it’s not so much 

about the cheesy lines a guy uses, but sort of around the idea on meeting a mysterious and delicious 

stranger at a bar, sharing some innuendo-filled conversation and then a nightcap somewhere private. 

There’s something that just makes a woman wet with excitement when it comes to the idea of “no strings 

attached” sex when she is the one in control. 

 

Probably more so for women like me, who are married and in long-term monogamous relationships; 

being the object of someone’s desire is intriguing. It’s validation that we’re still seen as sexual beings 

outside of our relationships, and there is some excitement to being part of the chase. 

 

So, building on the wild thoughts that filled my imagination about such an encounter was pretty easy for 

me. I’ve had the “green light” from my husband to embrace my sexual desires for some time now; and as 

long as things were safe for me, there would be little consequence of temptation. 

 

That said; the early stages of my sexual adventure weren’t really all that adventurous. Mostly it involved a 

great deal of talk with my husband, learning that I could be extremely open with him about my desires 

and fantasies. Naturally, these dawning days of discovery also included a tremendous amount of sex – 

which I was never going to complain about, regardless. 

 

From there, we dabbled in ideas like swinging – which, frankly, just never managed to work for us. 

Online dating as a couple proved to be far more complicated than we imagined. It’s hard enough for two 

people to find the right chemistry, never mind four. Swing clubs, while erotically voyeuristic, turned out 

to be more cliquey than high school.  

 

We explored (and continue to) with an adult website and amateur pornography; which did manage to 

bring a new level of intrigue to my sexual desires. I’ve always been somewhat comfortable in my own 

skin, so venturing onto the Internet simply appealed to my exhibitionist side. 

 

But what wasn’t really developing in my sexual adventure was the opportunity to prove to myself that I 

could be “attractive” to another man – a man who wouldn’t be in a situation where things were a given, 

such as swinging. I wanted to discover for myself, more than my marriage, that I could be a woman 

worthy of being “picked up” without the man knowing my past or my hobbies. 
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My sexual adventure was barely past the first hurdle when it seemed that just the idea of having a sexual 

adventure would be a fantasy. 

 

Until, without honest planning, the opportunity materialized. 

 

THE TRUTH WITH SEXY ADJECTIVES 

 

Every year, people in my profession gather at a large national conference to review some of the changes 

and developments in our chosen industry, learn about new products and techniques, etc. A pretty typical 

professional gathering that I try to attend when it’s convenient. 

 

And, as I work in a predominantly female occupation in the medical field, the male eye-candy at this 

conference is limited to the guys staffing the trade show booths and making presentations. The vast 

majority are science geeks like me, married like me, and not so flirty unlike me. Fortunately the playful 

few show up at the evening event the organizers plan, but it only makes for light-hearted vanilla flirting 

and those tired innuendos about being away from the husband and kids. Because, yes, I am away from the 

husband and kids … but my husband says it’s OK for you and me to get naughty. 

 

But, they never bite on that, and more times than not, I’m left to spend a couple nights alone in my hotel 

room, slightly tipsy and drawing orgasms out of my horniness with my own damn fingers. 

 

The conference the previous year had been an exceptionally eye-opening experience – as my sexy and 

exceptionally naughty co-worker Lauren had deliciously destroyed my apprehension about my sexual 

curiosities by introducing me to the reality of same-sex fun. You’ve read about those escapades in an 

earlier piece – and if you haven’t yet, make sure you do because there’s also a great deal of truth behind 

that particular story as well. 

 

So this particular year, however – with nothing but trouble on our mind and no bisexual encounters on the 

horizon – one of my co-workers and I decided to hit the hotel lounge instead of hanging around all night 

at the conference. 

 

The lounge provided the answer we were looking for, in that after a little bit of time sitting alone among 

the crowd, we were invited to join a couple men who were there for other business reasons. I’m sure they 

were equally thrilled, given how the “opposite sex scenery” wasn’t abundant for them either.  

 

The conversation was pretty basic at first, covering off the usual questions of why my co-worker and I 

were there, what the guys were in town for, who was married, had kids, jobs, interests. Like speed dating 

in slow motion – and without any true prospect of anything going beyond a night of chit-chat in a cheesy 

hotel lounge. 

 

After my friend and I had gotten comfortable with the guys – and a couple of drinks loosened up the 

inhibitions – the conversation edged towards a more intriguing point of sexuality and naughty stuff. I was 

quite enjoying myself, consciously trying to give my best flirty looks as I sat there, knowing how much 
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the guy I was talking to would love to take me upstairs and fuck like crazy all night long. OK, maybe that 

was just me thinking that … 

 

In my own mind, I thought I was looking pretty hot in the outfit I had bought for the night: a sexy little 

suede skirt that stopped about mid-thigh and some matching knee high boots. My button down shirt 

allowed me to playfully show-off the right amount of cleavage (thank the lord – and Victoria’s Secret – 

for really great push-up bras). So, when you feel sexy, you want to be sexy and act sexy. I was ready to 

party and have some fun; at least within the limits of what the real me was going to allow as “fun.” 

 

Now, visiting this memory years later, and with a lot more sexual experience under my miniskirt, I wish 

I’d had a bigger level of bravery back when the real scene was happening. It certainly would have 

changed a great deal for my personal adventure. 

 

But, back in these early days of discovering myself, I was content to enjoy the moment, flirting with these 

guys, trying to catch them sneaking a peek up my miniskirt and at my legs as I intentionally tried to tease 

them by showing off as much of them as I could without being blatantly obvious. 

 

I don’t mind saying I was utterly entranced by their attention and compliments on my boots and legs. Of 

course, I knew full well the game was as erotic as it was going to get in reality. But still, I was warm and 

wet between my thighs as my new friend struggled to maintain gentlemanly eye contact. As I said, some 

married women like the idea of knowing they still have what it takes to attract a man’s attention. 

 

Things continued that evening pretty much as you would expect, each of us delicately hinting at “would 

we cross the line” with not-so-subtle innuendo and teasing. Finally, as it became time to say goodnight 

and head off to bed, I slipped this guy a napkin with the website URL for my own personal collection of 

photos. Cliché, I know, but I was still very much in the early stages of my sexual adventure and “smooth” 

wasn’t something I had mastered just yet. 

 

I had not really suggested much in conversation that I had a secret life as a web model, but given how 

much of a secret I have to keep it in my day-to-day life, this seemed like the perfect opportunity to lure a 

real man into that side of my personality. 

 

As I stood up to leave with my co-worker, I leaned in close to my new friend and whispered in his ear that 

if he followed the link, it would take him to where he could see what he has been trying to sneak a peek of 

all night long. And with that, I flashed both men a flirtatious smile and playful wave as I walked towards 

the elevators.  

 

Riding up to our rooms, my co-worker and I giggled like schoolgirls as we talked about the guys – 

wondering if we left them frustrated in the lounge and asking ourselves if they were really expecting to 

get lucky with a couple of women like us. We said our own goodnights as we reached our rooms and 

made plans to meet for breakfast. 

 

Once inside my room, I slipped out of my outfit and turned on the TV for a few minutes. In my life, this 

was long before I became a modern woman of mobile technology – as in, I had no cell phone, so there 
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was no reason to be texted my husband about the fun I had just had. He could wait to hear (most of) the 

story when I got home on Sunday. 

 

However, that still didn’t exclude the fact that I was rather turned on by the evening. With nothing on my 

mind other than some rather dirty thoughts, I ditched my bra and panties, eased into the middle of my bed 

and masturbated. 

 

(Truthfully, I must also confess that I had phone sex with my close-to-anonymous friend from the lounge 

to help me cum a second time. It wasn’t planned, by any means. I had only left him the URL to my website 

… and mischievously left the number to my room on a different corner of the napkin. It was a naughty 

way of trying to see how playful and observant my friend might be – and an alcohol-inspired spark of 

courage from me. It would be a few years later before I disclosed this additional tidbit to my husband.) 

 

I was lying naked on my bed, enjoying the sensation from my personal playtime and letting my 

imagination wander to some devious ideas when I was jarred back to reality by the ringing of the phone. 

 

At first I thought it was either my co-worker or husband – and given that it was well past midnight, it was 

unexpected. My new lounge friend was on the other end and apologized if he woke me up by calling so 

late. I explained I was still very much awake and didn’t mind. I complimented him on his figuring out 

what those random numbers on the napkin were. The conversation didn’t linger on small talk for very 

long, as he expressed how surprised he was that I had shared my naughty secret with him. 

 

He told me that once he had gotten back to his room, he almost immediately jumped onto his computer to 

find my website. I asked if he liked what he saw; to which he replied with a litany of wonderful 

compliments mixed with a couple expletives (in a good way). Still feeling a little heady from the drinks 

and my own orgasm, I willingly played along with his edgy sexual conversation – sparing few details in 

answering his questions about my website, photo updates and pretty much anything that he cared to 

know. I told him about my sexual adventure and how it all came about. 

 

I could sense he was … slightly occupied with something extra as we talked. Sensing that my friend was 

equally as turned on, I asked him if what he saw what advice he would offer to help me make my website 

better and more appealing. As we shared these thoughts and talked about some of his ideas, I lay back on 

the bed and used my free hand to play with my pussy. Everything was still very much alive from my 

masturbating earlier and it didn’t take me very long to get that sensation building once again. 

 

I guessed he could also tell that I was engaging in a little self-love while we talked, and he asked what I 

was doing. I was so turned on that I managed to find the courage – which at the time was pretty unusual 

for me – to provide him with some very graphic details of exactly what I was doing and how it felt. I 

directed him to certain images I remembered from my own collection of photos and described sexual 

things to him as he gleefully played along. 

 

We continued this line of conversation for a few minutes, mostly with me describing how it felt to play 

with myself, until he blurted out that he was cumming. God, it was so erotic and exciting to hear him and 

imagine how it looked. It sent me to the point I needed to draw out a second of my own orgasms. 
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After a few minutes of calming down and giggling chatter between us, I said I needed to get some sleep 

as I had a full day ahead of me. I never heard from my lounge guy again, other than to notice when I got 

home and logged onto the administrative side of my website that he had bought a membership.   

 

Every now and then, when I find myself alone and enjoying a few masturbatory moments, my mind 

wanders back to these early days of my sexual adventure and I wonder what it could have been like had 

my level of sexual courage been bolder. 

 

I often think if I could relive the moment, it would have played out more like this … 

 

THE FANTASY WITH DIRTY WORDS 

 

I wouldn’t change my behavior for the first part of the evening if I was living my fantasy. To suggest that 

anything more than the flirting I was doing would be necessary would be a big departure of character for 

me. The “Andee” part of me is this adventurous, sexually-driven and courageous woman … but she’s also 

still very much someone who enjoys the sexual side of life without resorting to slutty. And the real 

woman behind “Andee” brings an honest level of shyness and uncertainty to her secret life anyway. 

 

The playfulness, the innuendo … the teasing the guys by not pulling down the hem of my miniskirt … all 

that would still be the lead in to my fantasy. You might say, I know how to do the tease … it’s only the 

closing of the deal that becomes fiction. 

 

So, this time, after giving my lounge friend the URL to my website and standing to say our goodnights for 

the evening, I would lean over and whisper in the guy’s ear – telling him in erotically graphic ways – if he 

followed the URL on his computer, he could see that I get naked and pose for an adult website. Or, he 

could wait long enough for me and my unsuspecting co-worker to slip away for the night and then locate 

the room with the numbers on the corner of the napkin. The choice would be his, and my plan was for me 

to get naked anyway. 

 

I would then slip away to the elevators and up to my room. 

 

I like to think that I have the sexual power to become almost irresistible to men who I have snared in my 

flirtatious game … and I wouldn’t need to wait too long for his quiet knock on my hotel room door... 

 

Still in my miniskirt, shirt and boots, I open the door and smile at my handsome stranger. Knowing 

there’s a small risk of having someone see him, I ask him to come in. As I close the door and breeze past 

him into the centre of my room, I flirtatious run my hand down from his shoulder towards his butt. 

 

I lean against the desk for a moment, crossing my legs at my ankles and allowing him to take a long look 

at me. As his eyes finally reach mine, I smile slightly. 

 

“Did you get a chance to look at what I gave you … before you rushed up here?” I ask him with a soft 

tone in my voice. 
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“Just a quick one,” he replies, his eyes undressing me all over again. Watching his lust build turns me on 

even more and draws a new sense of sexual courage from me. “But … I didn’t want to spend too much … 

I mean, make you wait too long … so … uh … there will be lots to look at later.” 

 

I love how he pauses as he describes his thoughts … my own eyes finding their way down to his crotch 

where I notice a slight bulge. 

 

“If I had a computer handy, I’d gladly show you some of the better photos,” I reply, pausing to bite my lip 

playfully. “But since I don’t, why don’t I help you get a look in person?” 

 

I take his hand and direct him sit on the edge of the bed while I continue to tease him a little. I lean over 

and kiss him, slowly slipping my tongue towards his and toying with the tip. As I pull back slightly from 

the kiss, I take his hands in mine and slide them up under my skirt, leading him to the waistband of the 

little lacy white thong I had on underneath. I’m sure he had already seen a little peek of it at the bar 

anyway; hopefully anyway, I had worked very hard to tease him just enough. 

 

It doesn’t take much of a hint for my friend and he slides my panties down over my thighs until the drop 

to floor. I step out of them and kick them to the side, out of the way. I love the sensation of a man’s hands 

on my bare legs, especially when he caresses his way up under the hem of the outfit I have on. 

Fortunately on this night, my new friend turns out to be a true leg man and spends a nice long time 

caresses me, running his warm palms up the back of my thighs until he is touching my ass. 

 

From there, he knows exactly what needs to be done to a woman like me – a naughty flirt who spent most 

of the night teasing him with tiny flashes up her miniskirt. It takes him only a few seconds to slide his 

fingers around from groping my butt to the moist warmth that has grown between my legs. 

 

His finger brushes across the swollen lips of my pussy until it everything is really wet and hot. At this 

point in my life, only a couple men have managed to touch me there – I married my husband when I was 

young, and my premarital sexual experience was limited. Since then, though, being fingered has turned 

into one of my great pleasures and I imagine my friend on this night has magic hands. 

 

I close my eyes and tilt my head back as his finger slowly massages its way deeper and deeper into my 

wet cunt. It feels incredible to have him toying with me like that, stroking the hot flesh inside me where 

all the nerves come together. As he continues to finger me under my skirt, I unbuttoned my top and let it 

fall to the floor behind me. Next, I remove my bra so he could see my naked breasts and my hard nipples. 

 

I know he is getting to me because my head is starting to spin just a little – in a good way – and I hear 

myself letting out tiny moans of delight as he picks up the pace of his efforts between my legs. 

 

By now I am in an absolute lather. The wetness from my pussy has spread to the tops of the insides of my 

thighs, and I can feel how swollen my clit has become. He torments me with the occasion swipe of his 

thumb across my throbbing little button … each time making me quiver and moan loudly. 

 

My eyes are closed and I’m tweaking my own hard nipples – I’m one of those women whose nipples are 

seemingly connected directly to her clit – when I feel an incredible new sensation between my legs. My 
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friend has worked the hem of my skirt completely up and is now using his tongue to lick my pussy as his 

finger continues to pulse in and out. 

 

I let out a long “oh” as the tip of his tongue finds its way along the side of my pussy. I have this one 

particular spot, just to the right of my clit – not directly on it – that is the most sensitive spot. Men who 

know how to bring me to orgasm with their tongue have all invested a great deal of time on this spot. 

 

“I want you to fuck me,” I hear myself say. It’s a bit of a surprise for me to be so forward, as I really am 

someone who likes a man to take the lead in the bedroom. But on this night, I’m far too horny and just 

drunk enough to forget myself. 

 

I step back and reach behind me to pull down the zipper on my skirt. Carefully I let it slip down over my 

knees and I step out of it. 

 

“Leave your boots on,” my friend tells me, as he pulls his shirt off.  

 

I smile at him and strike a model’s pose so he can take a good long look at me, naked except for my knee 

high boots. 

 

“Fuck, that’s way better than a photo,” he says. He stands and pushes his pants and underwear off in one 

motion. He is now naked as well, and his hard cock is pointing upwards. 

 

As a woman, it can be creative license to fantasize about a lover with the most incredible cock ever … 

and I admit that I occasionally find myself drifting towards those same thoughts. But honestly, my ideal 

lover is a man who is nicely put together; he’s not a man that wields this massive cunt-splitter between his 

legs, but rather a man that has a wonderfully proportional hardness to use on me. And so, I imagine 

myself staring at my naked friend in my hotel room, his cock remarkably hard because of how much I 

have turned him on. It’s perfect, not something huge that will forever ruin me down there, or make me 

feel like his cum will blast out my nose when he fucks me – no, this man’s cock is ideal; big enough to 

rub all the right spots deep within my aching pussy. 

 

I step forward and slide onto the bed. I’d like to think that there is a whole laundry list of sex acts we 

attempt, but let’s be honest, we’re both so fucking horny by this point that we’re not going to break out 

the Kama Sutra. I quickly position myself in the middle of the bed, my legs spread wide and the stiletto 

heels of my boots wedged into the mattress for leverage. 

 

My new lover wastes no time in getting between my thighs. I moan and close my eyes as he rubs my 

dripping pussy with the head of his hard cock, sliding his hot flesh across the most sensitive spots on me. 

I edge forward just a little as his erection slides downwards towards my freshly fingered hole. He takes 

my hint and begins to push inwards, gradually filling me with his rigid shaft. 

 

As he pushes his entire length into me, I arch my back and groan with erotic delight. It feels unbelievable 

to have this man in my cunt, the hardness of a new cock, the sexual aggression of a horny lover and the 

amazing sense of freedom in my mind. Briefly my thoughts drift to my husband; I wonder what he would 

truly think if he knew and saw what his precious formerly-innocent wife was doing in her hotel room this 
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time. But as quick as those thoughts come, the thrusting of my lounge pick-up draws my mind back to the 

sensations between my legs. 

 

“Oh, fuck …” I moan as he pumps away at my wet cunt. I squeeze my pelvic muscles in time with his 

thrusts, trying to massage his cock as he fucks me harder and harder. “God, you’re hard.” 

 

Did I mention how much I love a hard man; especially a hard man that my efforts have made hard. He 

feels so incredible inside me. 

 

I can feel my orgasm slowly building inside me. I adjust myself underneath my lover, pointing my boots 

towards the ceiling to give him a better angle to penetrate me. Again, I let my thoughts drift to what my 

husband would think if he saw his wife like this, her sexy new boots still on as her almost anonymous 

lover pounded away at her, drilling her into the mattress as he fucks an orgasm out of her. 

 

I love the idea of my husband watching me getting fucked. It has long been a fantasy of mine to have him 

sitting where I can look at him as some lover takes me from orgasm to orgasm. I know some people think 

of that as a “cuckold fantasy” but I don’t see it as something so submissive. I see it as something shared, 

sensual and erotic – a staggered threesome situation where I have both him and another man at my total 

sexual disposal. That thought is all I need to push my body past the point of no return. My orgasm flows 

directly through my pussy and explodes in sexual release as my lover brushes the length of his cock 

against my throbbing clit one more time. 

 

My head spins with orgasmic delight and I allow my body to surrender completely to the moment. Over 

my own moans I can hear those of my friend. Then I feel one of the most sexually exciting sensations I 

think a woman can feel beyond her own orgasm – my friend releases a torrent of hot cum into me; 

grunting, thrusting and throbbing as his orgasm peaks. 

 

He collapses on the bed beside me. We lay quietly as our breathing slows to normal. My mind weaves 

back through the experience, the sensations of the sex and the taste of the passionate kisses. 

 

As I lay there, still spread eagle on the bed sheets, my pussy throbbing and oozing from the incredible 

fucking I just got, I watch as my lover gets dressed. He leans over a gives me one last passionate kiss and 

then slips out my hotel door and my life. 
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A Lesson in Art 
January 2014 

 

This is a brand new piece; inspired by my husband’s renewed interest in design and drawing – but at the 

same time, having spent some of younger days doing legitimate mainstream modelling, I can’t say the 

erotic thoughts of what flows next aren’t that far removed from my imagination. 

 

There weren’t many people in Andee’s day-to-day life that knew about her naughty little secret. Even 

though she had been posing on an adult website for over 12 years, she had managed to keep it under 

wraps for the most part; and the people she did disclose the information too fell into two categories: 

intimate friends and persons of seductive interest. 

 

Her good friend Bella – a wild one in her own right – was someone Andee had entrusted with the 

knowledge. In fact, Bella had often played a key role in many of the crazy adventures that managed to 

find their way into Andee’s stories online, and the outfits that she wore for the photos. So, it came as no 

surprise to Andee when Bella shared that she had been dabbling with a bit of exhibitionism herself – 

earning a little mad money as a figure model for a college art class. 

 

“I’m really stuck,” Bella said as she explained how she needed to travel to her mother’s for a couple 

weeks unexpectedly. “And I know you’re not that unfamiliar with modelling ... and this isn’t anything 

like your website.” 

 

“I know this is ... different,” Andee replied. “I’m not so sure I could pull this off.” 

 

“You absolutely could, Andee. It’s way easier – and not naughty. In fact, most of the time the students 

can barely see anything they wouldn’t at the beach,” Bella said with a hint of begging in her voice. 

 

Andee held the phone to her shoulder for a moment as she stared through the open door at her husband 

across the living room. He was lost in his own business. 

 

“I’m not saying yes ... but how many classes would I have to do this for,” Andee said in a hushed tone so 

not to raise the interest of her spouse. 

 

“It’s twice a week,” Bella answered. “So only four times, Andee. Please ...” 

 

“And it’s not ... naughty?” 

 

“No, it’s art, honey ... think men wearing berets and flowers in a vase. Oh, please say yes ...” 

 

Andee sighed deeply. “Somehow I think I’m going to regret this one too ...” 

 

“Thank you!” Bella yelped from the other end of the phone. “I owe you ... big time.” 

 

“Uh huh ...” Andee resigned before turning the conversation to the details of she agreed to do for her 

friend and scribbled down as much as she could. 
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After she hung up, Andee folded the note and stuffed it into her jeans. She walked over to her husband 

and told him that she agreed to help out Bella with something and would be out a couple nights for the 

next two weeks. She wasn’t sure how much information he actually registered, so she left the details 

vague; no need to draw him into something that may or may not pan out to be interesting. 

 

When the first night of class rolled around, Andee packed a satin robe into a small bag, along with a few 

makeup items and headed downstairs. She grabbed her car keys and stopped in the entrance to the room 

where her husband was sitting with their two sons. She smiled and gave a polite wave, explaining she 

wasn’t sure how long she would be out but didn’t anticipate it being late. 

 

On the drive there, she tried to focus on the kind of poses she could do, remembering how Bella explained 

it wasn’t about nudity but about the artistic interpretation of the students. As she pulled into the parking 

lot at the college, she glanced around at some of the students making their way into the various buildings. 

 

“My lord,” she said to herself. “They’re so young.” 

 

For a moment, she had pangs of hesitation. She wasn’t afraid of the modelling part, but until now, she 

hadn’t realized the age group of the students she would be standing naked in front of. It made her self-

conscious for a few minutes. 

 

Andee wandered a couple of the halls until she found the room where she was supposed to be at. It was 

still a few minutes before class began and there was only one person in the room. 

 

“Hello,” she said nervously, sticking her head in the door before entering. “I’m filling in for Bella.” 

 

The man turned and smiled broadly at Andee. She considered herself an exceptionally open-minded 

individual with a keen ability to read people ... and her “gaydar” immediately went off as he introduced 

himself. Greg was a handsome man, but with very distinct characteristics and a manner of speaking that 

didn’t leave Andee with a lot of doubt – not that it mattered to her. 

 

“Greg, I’m not sure if Bella shared anything with you about me, but I haven’t posed for an art class before 

... just a photographer,” Andee explained. 

 

“Oh honey, it’s easy as long as you’re comfortable with people looking at you. Be natural, be relaxed and 

be nude. It won’t be shocking to them, you’re the fourth model this semester,” Greg replied. “Just 

remember they’re here to draw, not for a show, so try to have a good time and as your mama probably 

told you, keep your knees together.” 

 

Greg giggled at his own comment and held out his hand to take Andee’s bag. He then nodded his head in 

a gesture for her to follow. He led her through the classroom to the back corner where a small change 

room had been created for the models. 

 

“You can get ready in here,” he said as he pushed open the door for her. “I usually talk for a couple 

minutes first, so when the class is ready, I’ll come and get you.” 
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Andee smiled and settled in to the small room as best she could. There was a table and mirror, along with 

an old kitchen chair. She hung her coat on one of the hooks and began to pull out her makeup and hair 

brush from her bag, also hanging her robe up. 

 

As she sat in the change room, Andee could hear the students beginning to arrive for class. She couldn’t 

help but chuckle at the enthusiasm at which Greg greeted each of them. A few minutes later, she could 

hear as he began to address them more formally – class was in session. She listened intently as he talked 

about subjects such as contrast and shadow, learning a few things of her own, not that she was any kind of 

an artist. 

 

She could hear Greg’s voice growing more clear as he spoke, which led to think he was closer to the 

change room. After another minute or so of talking, he tapped softly on the door. Andee heard Greg 

explain that the class would be seeing another new model for the next two weeks, but that would not 

change the perspective of what they were to focus on. Andee chuckled at how “all business” the teacher 

was being. 

 

She made her way to the small wooden stage in the centre of the classroom. The students had now raised 

their desk tops and were preparing an assortment of drawing pencils and paper. 

 

Greg smiled at Andee as he held out his hand, an obvious indication that she was to ditch the robe. She 

undid the tied belt at her waist and slipped it off her shoulders. She turned slightly and eased into her first 

pose. Greg winked and nodded his approval as he turned away from her and began to speak in artistic 

terms to the class once again. 

 

As Andee stood there, naked for the first time in front of a large group of men and women, she felt a bit 

awkward. She tried not to make eye contact with anyone, focusing instead on objects at the back of the 

room. After a few minutes, she found her mind wandering a little and the strangeness of the situation 

passed. The room was warm, allowing her to relax and let her thoughts turn to more interesting things. 

Andee found herself daydreaming about sexual things and some of the adventures that had been over the 

past few months. 

 

After about 45 minutes, she was snapped back into reality with the sound of the art teacher’s voice 

addressing her directly. 

 

“Sorry,” Andee whispered. “I kind of got lost in my thoughts for a moment.” 

 

She made her way back to the change room and closed the door behind her as Greg’s muffled voice 

carried on in the classroom. Andee was remarkably surprised at herself; she felt not only exhilarated with 

the experience, but also turned on. As slipped back into her clothes, she softly touched herself and 

wondered if the students would have noticed the tiny physical giveaways of her growing arousal. Even 

the idea of that proved to be fuel in her imagination as she forced herself to stop the gentle caresses of her 

clit and finish dressing. 

 

By the time she emerged from the room, only Greg remained behind. He thanked her and asked if she 

enjoyed the class. They chatted briefly about the experience and the next session on Thursday before 
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Andee said good night and headed out into the hallway. Some students were milling about, and a couple 

smiled and thanked her for her time, which made Andee feel good about agreeing to fill in for Bella.  

 

As she made her way out the parking lot, Andee fumbled around to find her keys, eventually leading to 

her bag dropping onto the pavement beside her car and sending some of her belongings rolling out onto 

the ground. Cursing, she started picking them up and noticed a young man had quickly darted into the 

middle of everything and was grabbing things. 

 

“Let me help with you with that,” he said politely. 

 

“Thank you,” she replied. “I must have been lost in thought and everything just ... well ... thanks.” 

 

“You were the model in my art class,” he said as he smiled and handed over some of the items. 

 

Andee stood as she stuffed the last of her things back into her bag.  

 

“In Greg’s class ... yes, I was. I’m filling in for someone for a couple weeks,” Andee answered. 

 

“Dustin,” he said, extending his hand towards her. 

 

“Andee,” she replied. “Nice to meet you.” 

 

They stood up and the young man handed over the things he had picked up for her. Andee smiled and 

thanked him for helping. Soon she found herself in a conversation about art and modelling, at which point 

she had to admit she didn’t know a lot about traditional art, but was more in tune with photography. She 

explained briefly how she found herself filling in for her friend and was surprised at how her initial fears 

seemed silly in hindsight. 

 

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but you seem ... um ... a bit older than some of the other students,” Andee 

said with a slight hesitant tone to her voice. “I mean, some of them ... well, they’re probably trying to get 

over seeing someone as old as their Mom naked.” 

 

Dustin laughed and explained that he was taking the art class in hopes that it would help him with his day 

job as a graphic designer.  

 

“If you’re old enough to be their Mom, then they should consider themselves lucky,” he said. Andee 

could see the hint of blush to his cheeks as he spoke. 

 

“That’s very kind.” She opened the car door and tossed her bag onto the passenger seat. “I guess I’ll see 

you on Thursday.” 

 

Dustin smiled and raised his hand in a brief wave. 

 

On the way home, it occurred to Andee that the young man was trying to hit on her. At first these 

thoughts made her feel somewhat awkward; she figured she was easily 10 years older than Dustin – and 
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he had just spent almost an hour examining her nude body as he sat at his desk. No, it’s just an art class, 

she said to herself. But the more she thought about it, the more intrigued she became. Her sexual 

adventure had introduced her to a number of new experiences, but she never considered the ages of the 

men involved so purposefully. 

 

Later that night, as she lay underneath her husband while he ambitiously made love to her, her thoughts 

drifted to Dustin and the idea of still being sexually desirable to men much younger than herself.  

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

The next class, Andee could sense that the young man was looking more at her than at her as an artist’s 

model. At first it made her feel a bit awkward as this was much more of a ‘public’ situation than a 

moment behind closed doors, but as her mind sifted through the situation, she came to realize that her 

website wasn’t doing anything different – men would be looking there, in the privacy of their own homes 

and doing much more intimate things than tracing the contours of her body onto a piece of paper. 

 

After class, Andee was surprised to find Dustin in the hallway, almost as if he was waiting. He walked 

with her as she made her way out to the parking lot, making small talk along the way. Andee was amused 

at his awkward flirtatious efforts again, but figured since he was definitely older than the women in the 

class he probably didn’t have many chances to talk with someone on the same level. 

 

They chatted for about half an hour about nothing specific as they stood beside her car. Andee picked the 

right moment to say good-night and said she would see him next week in class. As she drove home, she 

giggled to herself, wondering if Bella had encountered any of the students with a “lost puppy” approach – 

until she realized that she was thinking about her best friend. With Bella, there would be no lost puppies, 

just lost panties. 

 

The night of the third class went pretty much as expected. It didn’t take long for Andee’s mind to wander 

to erotic thoughts as she lost herself in her own imagination for the next hour. In fact, it wasn’t until she 

heard Greg’s voice speaking to her directly that she snapped back to reality. She took the robe from his 

hand and slipped it on before turning to face the students and make her way to the small room at the back 

of the class. 

 

“You are a true natural at this,” Greg said as she emerged from the dressing room. “If you ever want to 

model on a more regular basis, just let me know. I have other classes next semester, if you like.” 

 

“Thank you, that’s kind of you to say. I wasn’t so sure this was going to be something I could do,” Andee 

replied as they walked out into the hallway together. 

 

“It’s not for everyone. But you have something that makes it seem so relaxed,” he replied. “I hope you 

consider my offer.” 

 

Andee smiled and told the art teacher she would think about it and let him know. She was flattered by his 

offer – a sincere gesture as he was obviously not remotely interested in getting her naked for anything 

other than posing for his art students. 
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She turned and followed the sidewalk in the direction of where she parked, lost in thought for a moment 

about how much it turned her on to stand in front of a room, naked and vulnerable. It brought a new 

element of reward to her sexual adventure, even if it wasn’t meant to be something sexual. And for the 

most, it had been a perfect opportunity to explore the thoughts in her mind without the usual guilt that 

surfaced after her other experiences. 

 

As she got closer to the area where she left her car, she could see Dustin standing at the end of the 

sidewalk that opened up into the parking lot. 

 

He smiled as she approached. 

 

“Hey ... uh ... I was wondering if I might be able to take you for a coffee, or something,” he said 

somewhat bashfully. 

 

Andee was amused at his awkwardness, but surprised by the request. She looked at him for a moment, 

trying to understand why a man who was easily a decade younger than her would want to “go for coffee.” 

 

“You do know I’m married, right?” she said as she waggled her left hand for him to see the wedding 

rings. “Or did you not get to that part of my body in class?” 

 

Andee playfully batted Dustin on the arm to show she wasn’t being too serious, but she did want him to 

know the reality of her relationship status. 

 

“Uh ... It’s only coffee,” he said with a slight hesitation. “And yes, I noticed your rings when we met the 

other night. I just thought it would be ... nice ... to have someone to unwind with after class. Your friend, 

the blonde who usually models, goes out with the young ones ... and that’s not my thing.” 

 

Andee laughed. She felt a little guilty for being so blunt. “Yeah, that sounds like Bella ... you know what, 

sure. Why not? I don’t have to be home right away, so, sure.” 

 

She asked where he wanted to meet, and got the directions to a quiet upscale coffee shop about 10 

minutes away. Andee agreed she would meet Dustin there and hopped in her car. 

 

After finding the coffee shop, Andee texted her husband to let him know that she was “going out with the 

students for coffee,” figuring she didn’t need to fill in any details when she didn’t even really know what 

she was doing anyway. She only hoped that no one she knew would see her and she would have to find a 

way to explain the situation. 

 

Inside the little cafe, they found a quiet pair of leather chairs tucked away in a corner. As they sat and 

chatted for a while, Andee would occasionally catch her new friend’s eyes wandering a little. The chairs 

were such that they weren’t exactly perfect for women wearing shorter hemlines. Every time she noticed 

his gaze heading towards her legs, she would just sit and look at Dustin’s face, waiting for him to catch 

her glance again. 

 

“What does your husband think?” he asked at one point in the conversation. 



A Wife In The Middle Page 38 

 

Andee had almost been expecting the inevitable question. She looked at Dustin for a moment as she 

played with the handle on her coffee cup. She was trying to figure out how to explain her relationship 

without sharing anything that would lead to more curious questions. 

 

“He’s perfectly fine with me doing things like modelling,” she said. It wasn’t a total mistruth; she had 

spent 12 years modelling for him for their website. “He trusts me.” 

 

“He must be a pretty laid back guy,” Dustin replied. “I’m not sure I could handle my wife doing it.” 

 

“Are you married?” Andee asked, turning the conversation back to him and away from anything that 

might cause her to have to explain. 

 

“No. We divorced a couple years ago,” he answered. 

 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Andee said. “It’s never an easy thing to go through something like that.” 

 

“You get used to it,” he said. “It’s one of the reasons why I started taking classes at night, hoping that it 

would take my mind off the divorce and maybe I would meet someone interesting.” 

 

Andee listened intently as he talked at length, almost vetting the burden of not having someone to listen to 

him. He went through the issues he and his wife had between them, the pain of a failed relationship and 

the frustration of loneliness. He admitted to her that he had initially considered trying to ask Bella out – 

which made Andee laugh out loud. 

 

“Why is that funny?” he asked. 

 

“Oh my word, Dustin, Bella is my dear friend but she is a man-eater,” Andee replied, leaning forward. 

“You said it yourself, she likes to party with all the young students ... young guys ... and trust me, she 

probably parties hard with them.” 

 

After a few more minutes of conversation and words of encouragement, Andee patted Dustin on the knee 

and said she needed to go. They had been at the cafe for almost two hours and each of them had to work 

in the morning. 

 

As they walked out to the small parking lot beside the cafe, they reached Dustin’s vehicle first. 

 

“You know, when you first talked to me last week, I couldn’t help but get the sense you were coming on 

to me. Which, you know, I was OK with. Then tonight, I couldn’t help but notice you kept trying to peek 

up my dress,” Andee said with a flirtatious tone. “And just before we left, you were looking right down 

the top ...” 

 

“Uh ... well, as I said, it’s been a while,” Dustin stammered, obviously embarrassed at being caught. 

 

“I guess I find that a bit ... confusing. You’ve already seen me ‘nude’,” Andee said, teasing Dustin. “So 

there no real surprises waiting under here.” 



A Wife In The Middle Page 39 

 

“Yeah, but that’s at art class ... not ...,” Dustin paused and looked away from Andee as a slight blush came 

to his cheeks. “It’s different looking at you when we are just talking. In class, you’re not supposed to get 

turned on. It’s not supposed to be a sexual thing.” 

 

“You get turned on when I’m standing in front of the class ... with nothing on?” Andee purred as she 

leaned into him. She gently stroked his forearm and then across his belt line of his jeans. 

 

“Um ... uh ... a little,” he stammered. 

 

“Just a little,” Andee replied as she looked directly into his eyes. She moved her hand from his belt buckle 

down along the fly of his pants, pressing just hard enough to trace the outline of the stiffness that was 

growing inside them. 

 

She leaned against Dustin so if anyone saw them, they wouldn’t be able to see her hand as she gently 

rubbed his hardening erection. 

 

“How long has it been, Dustin,” she whispered softly without looking at his face. 

 

“A ... long ... long ... time,” he said as he swallowed hard. “Since before the divorce.” 

 

Andee leaned back in surprise and looked her friend directly in the eyes. 

 

“You mean you haven’t been with a woman in two years?” she asked. 

 

Dustin smiled nervously and nodded. 

 

“Fuck, that’s a long time,” Andee whispered. She stopped fondling his crotch and reached for the door 

handle to back seat of his car. Pulling it open, she turned and sat on the edge of the back seat, causing the 

hem of her dress to ride up and flashed Dustin a clear shot of her panties. 

 

Andee slid across the seat as Dustin climbed in beside her. She didn’t say anything as she reached over to 

his lap, unzipped his pants and wiggled her hand into the opening of his underwear. His cock was hot and 

hard in her grasp. 

 

“Mmmm ... feels like it still works,” she said playfully. Andee used her free hand to unbutton the 

waistband of his jeans and pulled them open so she had easier access to Dustin’s rock hard erection. She 

slowly stroked him, feeling the heat from his flesh in the palm of her hand. 

 

After a few minutes of her gentle handjob, Andee leaned across his lap and lightly kissed the tip of his 

cock. A tiny dribble of pre-cum had oozed out and she seductively licked around it, before scooping it up 

on her tongue. He had a slight salty tinge to his pre-cum, leaving Andee to curiously wonder what he was 

going to taste like in a few minutes when she would let him unload in her mouth. 
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Knowing Dustin wouldn’t last too long, Andee worked his cock like the expert cocksucker other men had 

claimed she was; flipping her hair playfully as she bobbed up and down, twisted her mouth around his 

shaft, using her hand to compliment her oral efforts. 

 

“Oh god, I can’t believe this,” he moaned as Andee worked her magic up and down his hard shaft.  

 

Andee could sense Dustin was close to coming. His cock grew incredible hard as she slid her tongue 

along the bottom of his shaft. She matched her oral massage with the stroke of her hand, pumping and 

sucking on him with a more rapid pace. 

 

Dustin let out a loud groan and arched his hips forward, pushing the head of his cock towards the back of 

Andee’s mouth. A hot flood of cum shot onto her tongue as he gripped her hair tightly; holding her mouth 

on his spurting dick as he unloaded. She braced herself with one hand on the car seat and angled her head 

slightly so the flood of cum wouldn’t shoot directly down her throat. She was rather accomplished at 

giving men oral pleasure, but some guys forgot that there was still a risk of a woman gagging if they tried 

to push too deep into the throat. 

 

Andee moaned softly as she slurped on Dustin’s throbbing cock, holding most of him in place with the 

soft flatness of her tongue as he continued to spurt into her mouth. She could sense it had been a while 

since he had cum, the slightly stronger taste of his cum and the sheer volume he was pumping into her. A 

tiny trickle dribbled out from the side of her lips and down onto her fingers that gently massaged Dustin’s 

softening shaft. 

 

He ran both of his hands through her hair as she softly circled the shrinking head of his dick. 

 

“Fuck, that was great,” he said. “I ... I don’t think I’ve had a blowjob in the back seat of a car since I was 

17. And it sure as hell wasn’t as good as this one.” 

 

Andee let Dustin’s cock slip the rest of the way out of her mouth. She climbed back up on to the back seat 

and kissed him on the cheek before turning and opening the door. 

 

“I’ll see you in class on Thursday,” she whispered in his ear as she climbed out of the back seat of his car. 

 

She had a huge smile as she walked back to her car. Her arousal had left her panties soaked right through. 

Andee definitely felt a new level of excitement at the idea of giving a man she barely knew the most 

memorable blowjob of his life and leaving him in his car with his pants down around his ankles. In her 

mind, it was one of the sluttiest things she had done in ages, and she liked how it made her feel. 

 

As she pulled into the driveway at home that night, a devious thought popped into her mind. Andee 

carefully braced herself against the warm hood of her car as she hiked up the hem of her dress and slipped 

her panties off. For a quick moment, she wondered if any of the neighbours might have seen her, but it 

was dark and she was horny enough to not care that much anyway. She slipped in the back door and 

quietly tip-toed through the house in her high heels so she could surprise her husband. She found him at 

his desk in their home office working away.  
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Andee leaned against the open door in a seductive pose until he noticed her there. Once she had his 

attention, without saying a word, she strutted across the room with her best runway model walk, dropped 

her wet panties onto the keyboard of his computer. He looked at the bundle of black lace as a stunned 

expression came across his face. Before he could speak, she slipped down to her knees and crawled under 

the front of desk. She ignored his half-hearted effort at resisting her sexual advances as she unzipped his 

pants and pulled out his cock. Andee knew that in no time she would have him coming in her mouth. 

 

As expected, it didn’t take long for her to taste a hot blast of her husband’s cum on her tongue. 

Throughout their entire marriage, he had always claimed she was the best at giving blowjobs – something 

she took for granted until she began her sexual adventure and learned other men shared his belief.  

 

Andee rested her head against his knee as she lightly played with his saliva and cum-covered cock. As he 

recovered from his orgasm, she looked up with her big brown eyes and smiled devilishly at him, licking 

her lips in an exaggerated way as if to suggest she was licking icing or something sweet from them. 

 

“What the hell was that for,” he said with a playful smirk. 

 

“Because ... I can ... and I wanted to,” she answered in a soft whisper before backing out from under the 

desk the same way she crawled in. She stood, turned and walked away from him. As she did, she pulled 

her dress up over her head and dropped it in the middle of floor. She unhooked her bra and left it hanging 

on the large wooden bulb at the end of their banister. 

 

Andee turned and looked back at her husband. His legs were still splayed out and he was staring intently 

at her breasts. She flashed her best flirtatious smile at him as his eyes finally connected with hers. 

 

“I’ll be upstairs ... you’re more than welcome to watch,” she said before stepping onto the stairs. She 

giggled as she heard him shuffling around to get his pants up and himself out from behind the desk. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

“Thank you for the past two weeks,” Greg said as he held out his hand to help Andee step up onto the 

small stage in the middle of the class for the last time. 

 

“It’s been more fun than I expected,” Andee replied. “And not nearly as scary as I figured it might be.” 

 

Greg laughed a little and held out his hand. The more Andee was around him, the more she picked up on 

the obvious clues about his sexuality. She eased the robe off and handed it to Greg, who as usual gave her 

a smile and a wink. Andee felt the corners of her lips raise into a brief grin as her mind wandered to the 

idea of how much of a shame it was that he was gay. But those thoughts were quickly pushed aside as she 

turned into her first pose. Her eyes met Dustin’s as he looked at her from behind his desk. Andee casually 

adjusted her body position into such a way that the class would see nothing but artistic curves, while he 

student lover was left with a direct view of the increasing moist pussy between her legs. 

 

As Greg spoke to the class about their assignment for the week, Andee let her mind wander back to the 

events after the last class, and the memory of how Dustin felt in her mouth and his taste. She could feel 
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herself growing even more turned on as she reminisced. She tried to push the thoughts from her mind, and 

concentrate on just modelling for the next 45 minutes. 

 

At the end of the session, Andee avoided eye contact with the students and slipped quickly into the 

change room at the back of the class. She was hoping no one had noticed her obvious state of arousal 

from the thoughts in her mind, but just in case, didn’t want to acknowledge it to anyone. 

 

She took her time getting dressed, hoping that by the time she was ready to leave, everyone would be 

gone. Emerging, she only saw Greg, who thanked her once again for her time and reminded her to call 

him if she wanted to keep modelling. Andee smiled and told the teacher she would certainly let him know 

either way, and hustled out of the classroom. 

 

The halls were clearing out, as only a few students still milled about. Andee walked with more 

determination that usual towards the parking lot, driven by her sexual arousal and thoughts of getting 

home to convince her husband for a hot session in the bedroom again. 

 

As she approached her car, Andee could see Dustin leaning against the side. 

 

“Kind of dangerous for a lady to be parked way out here,” he said as she strolled closer. 

 

“Why? Is there some stranger out here, waiting to take advantage of me,” she replied playfully, with an 

exaggerated look around from side to side. 

 

Dustin grabbed Andee by the elbow and pulled her hard against him. Their lips met in a rough passionate 

kiss. It was the first time she had kissed her new friend on the lips, despite what had transpired in the back 

seat of his car. 

 

After a moment, she broke the kiss and looked around to see if anyone from the class may have seen 

them. Seeing no one was near, she put one hand on Dustin’s chest and pushed him an arm’s length away. 

Andee then hiked up the hem of her denim skirt and pulled her panties down over her knees. As they fell 

to her ankles, she stepped out of them and put them on the trunk of the car. She then turned and grabbed 

Dustin by the collar and pulled him against her body. 

 

As Andee ran her hands up along his biceps, Dustin slid one hand across the front of her skirt and 

gradually pulled the material up. Once he had managed to get the hem higher than the moist pussy 

between her legs, he used his middle finger to tease her swollen clit. She let out a soft moan and rested 

her forehead on his chest as his fingers worked her. 

 

“Feels like it’s your turn to be turned on,” he whispered in her ear. 

 

“Way too late for that,” Andee replied without looking up at him. 

 

Dustin took her elbow in his strong grip and pulled Andee to the back of her car, away from the sight of 

anyone approaching in the parking lot. At first, she was facing him as he slid his hands up under her shirt 

and bra. He pushed her top up, exposing her breasts. Dustin leaned over and took one of her nipples into 
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his mouth and sucked on it until it was hard. The sensation of his tongue swirling around it sent a tingle 

down to between her legs. 

 

After a few minutes of kissing her breasts, he forcefully spun her around, so she was facing away from 

him. Andee could feel the cool evening air on her now exposed buttocks as Dustin fondled and massaged 

them. His thumbs would gently press just to the slides of her now-wet pussy. Andee was still turned on 

from the thoughts that filled her mind while posing for the class and this added fuel to her sexual fire. 

 

Andee heard the familiar sound of a zipper being undone. She leaned forward onto the truck, so that she 

was propped against her elbows and spread her legs in anticipation of what she knew would be coming. 

 

Dustin had no trouble pushing his erection all the way into her in one motion. 

 

“Fuck, that’s nice,” he said as he inched the last of his cock into her. Andee moaned in agreement, her 

mind focusing on the sensation of having him inside her for the first time. 

 

“Goodness, you’re awfully … uuuhhhnnn … hard,” she groaned as the full length of Dustin’s shaft 

pushed deep into her pussy. 

 

“I haven’t been able to concentrate on anything since Tuesday night,” he growled from behind her as he 

slowly pumped his cock in and out. “And damn, I wanted to nail you like this.” 

 

“You like it like this, baby,” she purred. “Come on then, lover … oh yeah … take me hard.” 

 

Andee liked how aggressive her young lover was being. Every now and then she needed a good hard fuck 

with raw energy, and Dustin was fitting the bill perfectly. He began to increase the intensity of his thrusts 

as the shaft of his cock became more lubricated with her wetness. In no time, he was pounding into her 

with such force that his balls would swing forward each time and slap against her swollen clit. The feeling 

of being taken hard combined with the constant bumping of his balls made her even more turned on. 

 

“Gawd, you’re so deep I think I can taste you,” Andee moaned. Her pussy was really beginning to heat up 

with the sensation of the young art student pounding away at her from behind. 

 

She tried to squeeze her vaginal muscles once his cock was completely inside her. After all the teasing 

and temptation over the past couple weeks, Andee wanted this kind of raw sexual release. 

 

Then, almost as quickly as it began, Dustin grunted loudly and slammed his cock deep into her one last 

time. He dug his fingers into her flesh just above her pelvic bone on each side and forced himself against 

her as hard as he could. Andee could feel the pulse of his orgasm as he spurted his cum into wet cunt. She 

flexed her cunt muscles as hard as she could to squeeze his cock as he continued to throb inside her. She 

could feel his entire body shudder as he released his load into her vagina. 

 

“Oh fuck, yes,” he groaned as he held her tightly against him. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 
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Andee didn’t bother slipping her panties back on, instead just tossing them into the back seat. As she slid 

into the driver’s seat, she could feel the hot cum of her lover dribble out from her wet cunt. She wasn’t 

too sure how she’d manage to explain this to her husband when she got home. Her pussy was still very 

much alive from the parking lot quickie, and she knew she wouldn’t get any sleep until she had satisfied 

the horniness that remained. 

 

She dug around in her bag and pulled out her cell phone. For a moment, Andee just sat there, savoring the 

sensation in her pussy, and letting her mind reflect on the past couple weeks. Before starting the car, she 

texted her friend Bella: “Feel free to stay with your Mom as long as you like.” 
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Keeping It To Herself 
July 2013 

 

It had been a few months since Andee had returned from her trip to Las Vegas with her husband. Things 

had been going well between them, and her decision to slow down on her journey to sexual discovery was 

not something that occupied her mind – much. She would often think back to some of her experiences 

with great fondness, and a fresh battery in her favourite vibrator. But she had not felt the pangs of 

boredom, or the need to open the door to adventure. 

 

In an effort to regain some control over where her sex life seemed to be headed – and to get her head back 

into a good place – Andee sought out a new position at work. A couple of questionable encounters over 

the past several months had left her feeling uneasy about being so free and wild; she enjoyed the sex but 

not the increasing risks. She talked her boss into allowing her to move into a more supervisory role that 

would not involve as much time away from home. 

 

In the transition, Andee’s first task was to train the person they hired for her old position. She figured it 

would be an easy task ... until she laid eyes on that person who would be. Hudson had that “new guy” 

look about him, slightly lost and still somewhat reserved. Andee figured he was in his 30s and was 

certainly a welcome addition to the office; dark-skinned, tall and handsome, plus a polite British accent 

that sent all the women into a rave.  

 

Introducing him to the processes at work meant Andee would have to spend a good part of her day sitting 

in his office, going over some of the necessary aspects of his new role. Of course, her female co-workers 

shared their jealous thoughts openly about the prospect of Andee getting to spend an inordinate amount of 

time with the handsome newcomer; and every lunch break they would pepper her with questions about 

him, to which she would politely tell them she was focusing on the work. 

 

But secretly, it was the time spent with Hudson that began to draw out some confusing thoughts for her. 

She had consciously set aside her extramarital desires because of how difficult the exploration became. It 

wasn’t that she didn’t love the sex and the sense of confidence that it gave her, but the post-sex guilt 

became stronger as well. She loved her husband and the life they had made together – and still couldn’t 

believe he allowed her all the sexual freedom over the past year. But despite his constant reassurance, 

Andee struggled to validate her own feelings towards it, and her growing sense of fear of being lost to it. 

 

Her hope that this new man was involved in some deep commitment with a wife or girlfriend was dashed 

when, one afternoon, they began to talk more on a personal level. In conversation, they shared some of 

their background, with Andee making sure she talked a lot about her husband and kids – as if she was 

trying to put Hudson on the track that she was not interested. 

 

“The hardest part is, you know ... uh ... not knowing any women,” Hudson said with a slight blush. 

“Yeah, so that makes for some ...” 

 

“Late nights surfing the Internet?” Andee interjected with a little giggle, wondering if he would get the 

naughty innuendo within her comment. 
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“Well, there is that,” he answered just as quickly. “But if you have any friends that might be up for a bit 

of fun, I’m definitely available right now.” 

 

“Um ... let me ... think about that,” she said, almost feeling as if she was having an out-of-body 

experience. The thoughts that wedged into her mind surprised her: she had no intention of trying to find a 

single friend for him; she was angling for some answers from within her increasing lust. 

 

As the first few days passed, Andee found herself growing more attracted to her new co-worker and his 

flirtatious ways, despite trying to keep things on a professional level. And as her body surrendered to 

those desires, her conscious mind tried to fight back; Andee wasn’t sure she could cope with another dose 

of guilt even though she was tempted. 

 

She left Hudson’s office that afternoon almost angry with herself. On her drive home, she kept having an 

internal argument over the growing feelings within her and how she was not looking for a new chapter in 

her sexual adventure. But it didn’t take her long to realize that it was an argument she wouldn’t win – the 

thoughts in her head and subsequent wetness between her thighs told her different. 

 

“I just need to get laid and get this out of my head ... then everything will all go back to normal,” she told 

herself out load as she drove through traffic. 

 

That evening at home, she found herself preoccupied with the idea of her British friend and his sexual 

frustration to the point where she was rather turned-on. She glanced into the office where her husband 

was working and asked if he was going to be working late – only to be disappointed with his answer. 

Andee retired to her bedroom and undressed. Looking in the full length mirror on the wall, she examined 

her own body. Her mind wandered back to the whirlwind spring of sexual discovery and for the first time 

in a number of months, she found herself thinking about trying the adventure again. 

 

Unconsciously her hand slipped down between her thighs and touched the moist opening to her pussy. 

 

She shook her head out of the daydream and took a deep breath to bring herself back to reality. She held 

her hands to her face in almost a prayer-like posture as she stared into her own eyes in the mirror. 

 

“Oh, fuck ... what the hell...” she muttered before letting out a big sigh of resignation. There was no 

denying that she still had a strong desire to try again. 

 

Andee opened her closet door and began preparing for the next day, pulling out her favourite business 

suit. She always relied on this outfit when she needed to bring a little sexual power to the professional 

world. It fit like a glove, and when matched up with a pair of killer heels, Andee felt like she could 

conquer just about anything the work world could throw at her. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

“Power suit, eh? Big meeting?” her husband said as he gave his wife a quick goodbye kiss. 
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“Kind of,” she replied, her stomach in knots with a sense of whether or not to confess her scheme. But 

before she could resolve her internal conflict, her husband was out the door and on his own way. 

 

All the way to work, she found herself distracted by thoughts of the sexy Englishman, the way he spoke 

and his playful demeanor but always with a proper amount of respect. By the time she pulled into a 

parking spot in the lot, she could feel the sexual heat in her pussy. It had been a while since she had 

enjoyed a seriously good round of sex, and it wasn’t a stretch for her imagination to invite her new co-

worker into her fantasies. 

 

“You look smashing,” Hudson said as Andee approached him in the hallway. “I mean, in Canadian terms, 

you look very lovely.” 

 

“Thank you, Hudson,” Andee replied, her pussy getting just a little wetter from his compliment. “I 

appreciate you saying so.” 

 

They walked towards his office and talked on a more professional level, with Andee explaining she would 

be around after her morning meetings to go over some more of his orientation. She left him with a smile 

and continued to walk down the hall, knowing he was admiring the view. 

 

Later that morning, Andee returned as promised. 

 

“I was thinking about your quandary, last night,” Andee said as she leaned against the door frame. 

 

Hudson laughed a little and eased back into his chair. Andee couldn’t help herself from giving him the 

once over with her eyes. 

 

“My quandary?” he asked. 

 

“Yes, your reliance on the Internet for ...” she winked and raised her eyebrows in a playful gesture. 

 

“Oh that,” he said in his charming English accent. “I wouldn’t call it a quandary ... maybe a temporary 

resolution; nothing as serious as a quandary. I have it all in hand ... pun intended.” 

 

Andee tilted her head back and glanced each way down the hall, before turning back to hold Hudson’s 

gaze with hers. He had a bit of an impish grin, as if he was waiting to see how she reacted to his 

implication about him masturbating to solve his sexual needs. 

 

“I would offer to help ... but we hardly know each other,” she quipped, having carefully chosen her own 

words to see if he was game for some playful banter. 

 

Hudson stared at her for a moment, as if he was unsure where the conversation was going. 

 

“Um ... is there a policy I need to worry about here,” he said without much of his previous playfulness. 
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Andee waited before she answered. She held her gaze on Hudson’s eyes as she mulled over how to 

explain herself. 

 

“If you mean a policy about office rules ... I’m not the best one to ... give a fuck if you and I have an adult 

conversation that would make someone in HR blush,” she said, crossing her arms in a sort of power-play 

move. “But if you mean a policy about me playfully offering to help you relieve a little tension ... then no, 

I don’t think we’ve written one on masturbation just yet.” 

 

“You’re tempting me, aren’t you?” Hudson asked as his eyes ran down from hers along her body and 

stopping at her sexy black stiletto heels. 

 

“Why? Are you tempted,” she fired back in a sultry tone. 

 

He just smiled back at her without answering. She thought, perhaps, he was trying to get her to confess to 

the game before he did – an idea she found rather exciting. Andee forgot how much she enjoyed the 

psychological part of the sexual tension. 

 

Andee took the few steps towards his desk and playfully swiped his cell phone from where it had been 

sitting. She leaned against the edge as she smiled at her co-worker, allowing his to continue his visual 

indulgence. Andee quickly scanned for his contact list and added her own number and private email. She 

slipped her own phone from her jacket pocket and handed it to the handsome Brit. 

 

“Number,” she said pointedly. Hudson took his cue in stride and typed as directed before handing it back. 

 

Andee took slipped her phone back into her pocket and leaned over him, placing one hand on each arm of 

his desk chair. She held his gaze for just a moment, waiting to see if he would try to steal a glimpse down 

her blouse. She was not disappointed. 

 

“You’ll hear from me later ... about your quandary,” she purred before turning and walking out of his 

office, knowing she was leaving him with a slight erection. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

Her husband looked like he was camped out in his office again, papers and folders strewn about. Andee 

stood in the doorway for a moment and watched as he clicked away on his keyboard. She battled in her 

own mind as to whether or not she should tell him about her new co-worker, but he had been so busy of 

late, trying to wrap up an important work project of his own. 

 

“Have I told you how much I love you,” she said. He looked up from his computer and smiled. 

 

“I love you too, sweetie,” CJ replied. 

 

“Don’t stay up too late,” she replied before blowing him a kiss. She could sense any discussion now about 

her state of confusion over her sexual adventure would be a significant distraction for him. 
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Andee made her way up to her bedroom and pulled out her cell phone from the pocket of her robe. She 

quickly found the phone number Hudson had filed for her and opened a text message. 

 

“You never answered me earlier. Are you tempted?” she typed. Andee dropped the phone onto the bed, 

slipped off her robe and hung it on the hook on the back of the door. She slid into bed, straightening the 

covers and then picked up her phone to see if her friend had replied. 

 

“I won’t fib you by saying no ... my quandary is my temptress has her own quandary.” Andee thought for 

a moment, trying to decipher what Hudson meant; until she realized that he was implying she was married 

and not available. 

 

“There is no quandary...the temptress plays her game with different rules...and permission.” 

 

“That’s different then...so my answer is yes.” The answer was exactly what Andee was hoping for.  

 

“So am I,” she typed back. “Tempted and horny.” 

 

There was a slight apprehension within her, admitting to this man who she had only known for a couple 

weeks. But with her husband seemingly out of the picture temporarily, Andee’s desire for some sexual 

release was growing stronger. She closed her eyes for a moment and slid her free hand under the sheets. 

She was wet just from the idea of texting with the handsome Englishman. 

 

Her phone vibrated in her hand and she held it up to see what Hudson had replied. 

 

“I would agree but horny isn’t even close for a man that has been self-indulging for a few months now.” 

 

“We need to rectify that situation... it crossed my mind this afternoon when I noticed the bulge in your 

pants,” she quickly typed, trying to be playful but still direct enough.  

 

“The bulge has grown...and it has been freed from the trousers.” 

 

Andee laughed at his use of the word trousers, but was delighted that Hudson was into the same kind of 

sexual game as was. The innuendo and sexual connotations were half the fun. 

 

“I like that. Gives me some very naughty ideas.” 

 

“Already turned that corner.” 

 

She carefully considered how she would answer this. Andee was really horny, and looking to wrap up her 

suggestive texting with Hudson, but at the same time, she was rather curious about where it might lead. It 

seemed to her that the door was wide open; and it had been a very long time since she dabbled in 

“sexting” or “cybering” with a man other than her husband. 

 

“Oh? You’ve had naughty ideas already? Interesting...care to share? Feel free to go into explicit detail!” 
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At first, Hudson answered with a light brush off and a cute emoticon. But Andee was feeling more playful 

as the text conversation continued. She pressed him for details, wondering if he would admit that she had 

turned him on, or that at least he was interested in her. Instead, Hudson told her that he had been enjoying 

a few videos he had found online, and that was the inspiration he needed to find some self-directed relief. 

 

After a few more minutes of back and forth, she decided to try to draw her co-worker deeper into her 

game. She mentioned that it was getting late and that she was going to need some of her own self-

stimulation before falling asleep.  

 

“Mmm ... marvelous. Enjoy and I will try not to think about that at work tomorrow.” 

 

“Fuck,” she muttered out loud, tossing the phone down onto the bed. Hudson was proving to be a 

formidable force in this flirtatious game. Andee wondered what happened to when men were easily led 

astray and would practically fuck on cue. 

 

And with that, she was left frustrated – but nothing her favourite vibrator wouldn’t help ease. Andee 

accepted it would be a much bigger challenge to tempt the Englishman and she would have to up the ante 

in order to draw this sexy new guy into her game. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

In the morning, Andee waited until her husband had left for work before searching through her closet for 

the perfect outfit. She needed something that would be office appropriate, but at the same time fit into her 

seduction scheme. Of course, she didn’t think it would be that difficult of a challenge to convince her 

horny co-worker to join her for an afternoon rendezvous. She now knew he was tempted by her, but 

uncertain in how this played out according to the rules of the work environment. And there was always 

the possibility of post-sexting second thoughts in the light of day and she didn’t want to tempt fate as well 

as the Brit. 

 

Her mind was distracted to the point of making her pussy moist as she drove in to work. Andee carefully 

considered how she would stretch out her naughty plan to coax Hudson into playing along. 

 

When she got into her office, she immediately fired off a bunch of emails calling for meetings, making 

sure to include Hudson in the notifications, so he would figure she had a busy schedule and would drop 

by occasionally to bring him up to speed on the areas that would concern him. In Andee’s mind, these 

frequent “drive-bys” would allow her to connect, tease and then dash off without making too much of a 

time commitment to open the door to anything but flirtatious fun. 

 

According to her plan, she stopped by Hudson’s office on her way to her first meeting of the morning. 

She quickly shot a look down the hall in each direction before slipping inside her friend’s space and 

quietly pulled the door closed. Hudson just stared at her with a boyish grin and slightly confused look on 

his face. 

 

Andee motioned for him to remain quiet by pressing a finger to her lips as she set her notepad down on 

the desk. She then smiled at him with her best seductive look and pulled the hem of her skirt up until the 
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material was bunched around her waist. She hooked her thumbs into the waist band of her tiny black 

panties and slid them down over her knees and let them drop to her ankles before stepping out of them. 

 

She bent over, picked up her lace underwear, folded them and placed them in Hudson’s hand. 

 

“I have a meeting with everyone from Finance. I need you to hold onto these just in case they want to 

screw me over,” she purred in his ear. 

 

And with that, she picked up her paperwork and stepped back out into the hallway. Hudson sat in a silent 

state of shock as he listened to Andee’s high heels clicking as she walked away down the hall. It took him 

a few minutes to gather his senses from what he had just witnessed, the tension in the front of his pants 

slowly building. 

 

Later that morning, Andee sat in her office and pondered her next move with Hudson. Her pussy was 

already warm to the idea that she had in her head. She pulled out her cell phone and texted her co-worker, 

knowing that using the office computer would be too risky. 

 

“Didn’t get screwed in the budget meeting...but maybe I’ll have better luck this afternoon.” 

 

Andee intentionally avoided her lustful prey for the majority of the morning; leaving him to try to figure 

out the game she was playing and perhaps recognize things were more than just girlish flirtations.  

 

“I need you to join me at lunch,” she texted him, and then put her phone away. Part of her scheme would 

be seeing if he would follow through with some of his own flirtations – and would he willingly go along 

with his superior’s naughty requests?  

 

At lunch, Andee continued to torment Hudson by inviting him to sit with all the women from the 

department. She knew full well that he had a completely different idea in mind, but took delight in teasing 

him. Ensuring he was sitting across the table from her, she would occasionally stroke the inside of his calf 

with her foot, smiling as he would jump slightly with surprise. She could see the building sexual 

frustration in his eyes and in his body language. She knew she had him exactly where she wanted him. 

 

On the way back from the cafeteria, Andee waited until it was just her and Hudson in the hall. Checking 

quickly to see if anyone was near, she leaned in very close to him. 

 

“I have a quandary,” she whispered with a big smile. “I have a meeting this afternoon with my boss and I 

don’t have any panties on ... oh wait ... you have my panties in your office.” 

 

She was enjoying the torment and leaned even closer, allowing one hand to gently brush against the front 

of his pants. 

 

“I think I should be alright for that meeting if I’m careful about keeping my legs crossed so he can’t look 

up my skirt, but there’s no way I can go home without them. What if my husband found out? He saw me 

put some on this morning...” she told her friend. “So if you could wait in your office for me that would 

really help me.” 
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Andee pulled Hudson down by the tie and gave him a quick kiss on lips and then strutted back down the 

hall, knowing he was intently watching her from behind and most likely letting his mind wonder back to 

her antics in his office that morning. She hoped that by now he had been tormented to the point where he 

wouldn’t offer too much in terms of resistance. 

 

She left her friend to anxiously wait for the afternoon. Just before 5:00, she fired off a quick text, stating 

she was wrapping up a few matters and would slip down to his office as soon as she could. She closed it 

out by telling him that it was important he wait. 

 

Finally, after trying to occupy herself for an hour, she made her way down to Hudson’s office. Andee 

intentionally walked the long way around to check on whether or not anyone else had stayed late and just 

what “complications” could potentially arise in her scheme. She knew full well that she was taking a huge 

risk with her game, as Hudson was a direct report. The last thing she wanted was for anyone to 

misinterpret what was really going on. 

 

When she arrived at her co-worker’s office, Andee stepped inside and quietly closed the door behind her. 

Having locked it from the inside, she then turned and pushed aside some of the papers on his desk. She 

slid on leg up and then in one quick move, shuffled into a sitting position on the corner. She crossed her 

legs, carefully watching that the hem of her skirt didn’t inch up too high, but just enough to provide 

Hudson with a healthy view of her toned thighs. 

 

“OK, I didn’t really have anything important to say ... but just wanted to make sure we had some time 

alone, uninterrupted,” she said as she adjusted herself by uncrossing and crossing her legs, knowing he 

was getting a clear view between her legs. “The first thing you need to know ... nothing here, with you 

and me, will ever be an HR thing. I’m not a complicated woman and there’s no ulterior motive. So, no 

matter how this game plays out, I’m not going to bring it as a workplace situation. My intentions are 

strictly as a woman, and intended for a man who I happen to know could use some serious sexual 

attention.” 

 

She stared at Hudson for a moment, tipping her head slightly in a sexy and flirtatious way, hoping he 

would see the added point in her body language. 

 

“Uh ... don’t get me wrong,” he said without taking his eyes off the tiny gap created by her skirt. Andee 

watched as he swallowed hard at the sight of her exposed pussy only slightly covered now. “But, I’m still 

trying to figure where you’re going with this, you know?” 

 

Hudson licked his lips, his eyes still focused on her legs. “I mean ... wow ... you’re one helluva sexy 

woman, but ... uh ... you’re married. And I’m ...” 

 

Andee leaned forward and put her finger to his lips. 

 

“I’m very married ... happily married,” she replied, holding out her left hand and looking at her wedding 

rings as she spoke. “It’s hard to explain, Hudson. But I’m also allowed to enjoy a little adventure every 

now and then. That talk about my husband earlier, and my panties ... it would take a long time to explain 
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this in a way for it to make sense, but trust me with this much, my relationship at home isn’t like many 

others. There are ... opportunities ... no consequences, kind of opportunities.” 

 

She slipped down from her perch on the edge of his desk and straddled Hudson, so that she had a leg on 

either side of his. She then leaned over and found the zipper to his pants and pulled it down before 

unbuckling the belt around his waist. She could feel his cock had grown hard. 

 

“Maybe someday I will try to explain, but for now ... you seem to have a very hard cock and I have a very 

strong desire to have some fun with it,” she said seductively. 

 

Hudson just grinned as he leaned back in his office chair and allowed Andee to pull his pants and 

underwear down to his ankles, leaving his cock standing straight up. She wrapped her hand around it as 

she stood in front of him and gently massaged it; holding it for a moment to admire the sheer size and 

warmth of his flesh.  

 

“Oh my, Hudson, you’re rather ... large ... and hard,” she purred from her spot between Hudson’s legs. 

Hudson had a very sizeable cock, she discovered, with a slight upward curve that immediately made her 

wonder how it would feel sliding across her g-spot. 

 

Andee put her free hand on his shoulder and bent over and kissed him on the lips. Her tongue darted into 

his mouth and playfully teased his. She could feel his pulse in her hand that was wrapped around his 

hardening shaft.  

 

After stroking him for a few moments, Andee positioned herself between Hudson’s legs and knelt on the 

floor. She gently played with his erection, rubbing it along her cheek and teasingly licking it as she 

brushed it across her lips. Now and then she would look up, batting her big brown eyes at him; tormenting 

him further with suggestive and submissive glances to suggest he was in control of the moment. 

 

“I hope you don’t mind if I have a taste,” she said before opening her mouth and allowing him to slide 

into it. She wasn’t expecting an answer and didn’t wait for one from him. 

 

Andee wrapped her lips around the large swollen head and flicked her tongue across the soft spot of flesh 

just along the underside where she knew it was most sensitive. She could feel Hudson’s reaction to her 

efforts as he flexed his cock. It was a sensation she had grown to appreciate, a signal of her oral talents 

and a validation of sorts. She knew lots of women who didn’t enjoy the act, but it was something that had 

become almost an obsession with her throughout the past few years; and something she took pride in 

being good at. 

 

“Shit, that feels incredible,” he offered back and he tipped his head back and raised his hips off the chair 

slightly. “Fuck me, your mouth feels incredible.” 

 

Andee swirled her tongue around the head of his cock, and then down along the full length of his shaft. 

Hudson was far too large to fit completely into her mouth, so she had to be creative in how she toyed with 

all of him. 
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“I just happen to enjoy pleasuring a man with my mouth ...” Andee said as she slid his cock out from her 

mouth. “And judging by how stiff and big you are right now ...” 

 

Andee knew she couldn’t spend too long on Hudson this way. She could sense with the hardness of his 

cock and his breathing that he could cum almost any time – and she definitely wanted something more 

from this office tryst. She figured a complete blowjob could be something for later on in their friendship, 

if the opportunity presented itself. 

 

After a few more licks and slurps, she pulled away from her spot between Hudson’s legs. She turned 

away from him and placed her forearms on the desk in front of her, pointing her ass directly at her 

handsome lover. She moaned her approval as she felt Hudson’s hands on the backs of her thighs, 

caressing their way up under her skirt. His thumbs teased her, fondling so close to her moist cunt, but not 

quite touching her there as he caressed her ass. 

 

Hudson tormented her like this for a few minutes, brushing closer and closer to her swollen lips each time 

his hand moved up under her skirt. Finally, having reached her limit of frustration, Andee reached back 

with one hand and grabbed his; directing it straight to the source of her desire. She let out a deep breath as 

one of his fingers inched into her; and then a second. 

 

“That’s nice,” he whispered from behind her. “Very hot and wet.” 

 

Andee closed her eyes and focused on the sensation for a few minutes as her lover finger-fucked her from 

behind. She squeezed her pubic muscles against his fingers as he slid them in, trying to tempt him into 

swapping them for his huge cock. When she couldn’t take the torment any longer – and her desire for 

something more peaked, turned around and slid her ass onto the desk, pulling her legs up and spread as 

she did. 

 

“Don’t make me wait,” she whispered as she flashed him a feigned begging look with her big brown eyes. 

“I want you ... that huge, hard cock of yours ... in me.” 

 

Hudson took his cock in one hand and gentled rubbed it against the flesh of her inner thighs, and then 

lightly across the swollen lips of her cunt. He teased her inviting pussy with the head of his large erection 

– not quite entering her, but just enough to make her stomach twitch with excited anticipation – until 

Andee could see it glistening with her own juices. She alternated between watching him tease her clit and 

looking into his eyes, biting her lip in anticipation. 

 

“You’re teasing me,” she said in a hushed tone. 

 

“I’m teasing you?” Hudson answered in mock indignation. “I haven’t had my dick this close to a wet 

pussy in months ... you’ve mind-fucked with me all day, leaving your panties in my office, tormenting me 

at lunch ... so who is teasing who?” 

 

Andee flashed him a naughty grin as she shuffled forward on the desk, sliding onto the first couple inches 

of his rock hard shaft. “I’m sorry. I can be a bad girl sometimes.” 
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Hudson flashed a devious smile back at her as he reached around and put his hands on her ass and in one 

forceful move, pulled Andee the rest of the way onto his cock.  

 

“Bad girls get punished,” he grunted. 

 

“Oh, fuck!” she let out loudly as she felt her cunt being pierced by the Englishman’s rigid shaft. It had 

been a while since she had felt someone as large as Hudson inside her, and he touched all the right spots 

as he drew almost all the way out and thrust himself hard back into her. 

 

“Oh fuck, yeah!” Andee said clutching at his shoulders with one hand and propping herself on the desk 

with the other to brace herself against his forcefulness. 

 

“That’s a fucking sweet cunt,” Hudson groaned through gritted teeth. 

 

“Has it been a while, baby?” she purred. “Then come on, big guy ... fuck me hard. Fuck me with that big 

cock of yours.” 

 

Hudson grunted as he pumped his cock into Andee’s hot pussy. She put her hands on Hudson’s arms and 

pulled at his dress shirt with each inward thrust to grind herself hard against him. The angle was perfect 

for him to penetrate her to the point where his pelvic bone would rub against her swollen clit. Hudson was 

definitely one of the more aggressive men she had been with, using his strong hands and legs to drive 

deep into her. 

 

After a few minutes of this fast-paced sexual driving, Hudson grabbed Andee’s wrists from his shoulders 

and pushed her down flat onto the desk top. He then grabbed her ankles placed her legs up, so that her 

calves were against his chest, her high heels pointing up to the office ceiling. He held himself inside her, 

not moving for a moment as he kissed her ankles and caressed the flesh of her legs. Then as quickly as he 

stopped, he resumed his deep thrusts into her cunt. 

 

“Oh my god, that’s fucking deep,” Andee yelped as he pushed himself into her. She rubbed her hands 

across her lower abdomen as he fucked her, as if she was trying to measure how deep his cock was going 

in. “Fuck, it feels like you’re going to come out my mouth.” 

 

Andee grabbed the edge of the desk, close to her waist so she could brace herself against the hard thrusts. 

Each time Hudson pushed into her, his balls would slam against her ass, adding to the incredible sensation 

of the moment for her. This was a hardcore fuck ... more so than her past experiences, where the guys 

tried to prove themselves as tender lovers. Hudson was raw, animalistic energy. She loved that he was so 

intent on getting the most from fucking her after not being with a woman for a long time. Andee could 

sense his building need to cum in how hard his cock had become. It was like he was fucking her with a 

steel rod, unbending and forceful. 

 

She moaned in delight as his massive dick throttled her dripping pussy in a blur of sexual aggression.  

 

“Oh god ...” she let out as he drove into her repeatedly. “Oh yes ... fuck, your hard ... oh god ... cum for 

me, Hudson ... fill my pussy with your hot cum ...” 
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Finally, he grabbed her ankles and held her legs wide apart as he rammed his cock as far into her as he 

could and held her there for a moment before unleashing a flood of hot cum. Andee could feel the strong 

pulsing of his cock as he came. Hudson grunted as he twitched through his orgasm, pushing his groin 

harder against her with each spurt. 

 

He held himself deep inside her pussy for a minute as he caught his breath, still holding her legs apart. His 

face was sweaty and he giggled a little as he looked down at Andee, her skirt bunched up around her 

waist. Andee threw her arms across her face and laughed with him, moaning as his cock slowly withdrew 

from her hole. 

 

“I needed that,” he said as he slumped back into his chair, with his pants still around his ankles. 

 

Andee let out a few deep breaths as she lay on the desk, her legs still spread apart but now dangling 

downwards. After a moment, she propped herself up on the desk and let the blood rush back to her legs. 

She smiled at her friend as he looked at her. Andee couldn’t help but stare at Hudson’s slowly softening 

cock, glistening in the dim office light with the mixture of his cum and her moisture.  

 

“Damn, that was good ... I think this is the start of a wonderful friendship,” she said breathlessly, stealing 

the phrase from a famous movie. She stood up and took the step towards Hudson, leaning over and 

kissing him deeply one more time. 

 

“Let that sink a bit, lover,” she whispered, leaving her comment open to interpretation. 

 

Straightening out her skirt and quickly checking for any tell-tale signs of what just occurred, Andee put 

herself back together before opening the office door and slipping out into the hallway. She could feel the 

warm cum from her co-worker dribble out from between the swollen, freshly-fucked lips of her cunt. The 

sensation of the moisture on her thigh reminded her that Hudson still had her panties. For a moment she 

thought about turning back, but then her imagination kicked into gear once again on how she might go 

about getting them back. 

 

As she made her way through the empty hallways and out of the building towards where she had parked 

her car, a single thought took over her mind: she would keep this one just to herself. 
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Andee Scores A Bullseye! 
August 2013 

 

Andee felt a little reluctant as she stared at the calendar hanging on her kitchen wall. Scribbled in among 

her children’s sports and music lessons were the pending dates of her fall travel schedule again. At one 

time, she loved the idea of jetting off for a few days every month to another distant location for business, 

easily slipping into her professional role as a career woman on the move; but this time around, she felt a 

little hesitant. 

 

Of course, a big part of her reluctance was a direct result of how a trip to Las Vegas ended a few months 

earlier. A week in Sin City was meant as her last hurrah at living a somewhat wilder existence tangled 

with her business travel; pursuing a sexual adventure that grew more and more extreme with each 

encounter. In the matter of months, she had gone from simply sharing a little dirty talk between the sheets 

with her husband to turning her wildest fantasies into friction-burned realities. It had grown into a very 

complicated and emotionally draining situation – and even more complicated because her husband was 

perfectly content with her sexual infidelities. 

 

But after that trip, and a long talk with her husband, she felt that she was able to move on from playing 

the role of “hotwife” – as her husband referred to her – and settle in as a monogamous wife and dedicated 

mother. She had even detached herself from her free-living best friend, Bella, who also played a key role 

in leading Andee down the path to a much darker side of sexual experimentation. She had convinced 

herself that the adventure had been concluded, the mythical fountain of sexual excitement found and 

drunk from. It was time to settle in to a different reality. 

 

One of her ways to ensure things would change and she would be free from the irresistible temptation – or 

so she thought – was to apply for a position that would require almost no travel. A somewhat more 

supervisory position, but with a nice raise and more time at home seemed to be the perfect answer. That is 

until she learned of a new regulatory process that would require her to attend a number of education 

sessions across the continent. 

 

“Looking forward to going,” her husband asked as he walked into the kitchen towards her. 

 

Andee looked at him and sighed as she sipped from the lukewarm coffee she held in her hands. “Not 

especially. You know I took this new job because it meant I wouldn’t be on the road so much anymore. 

Now look at this, first week the kids are back in school, I’m headed to Springfield for some ridiculous 

training session.” 

 

Her husband just laughed, took the coffee mug from his wife’s grasp, placed it on the counter and moved 

in to give her hug. His hands caressed her ass as he held her against his chest. She smiled, thrilled with 

the notion that after all these years he was still playful enough to cop a feel when the opportunity arose. 

 

“I’m sure you’ll find a way to have some fun,” he said with the tone in his voice that she knew meant 

something more than just his literal statement. 
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“No, not this time,” she said with her head pressed against his shoulder. “I’m a good girl now; none of 

that naughty stuff anymore.” 

 

Andee listened to herself say the words, but there was still inside her that made her nervous; something 

burning that said she wasn’t so sure she could actually live up to that and hold firm in the face of 

temptation. Without saying so, she was worried. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

Like so many of her previous business trips, it had been a fairly uneventful day of travelling to 

Springfield; where she was going to spend the next couple days trying to digest as much information as 

she could to relay to her team back home. Andee dropped her suitcase on the hotel bed and had a look 

around the room feeling a rush of déjà vu. It was typical of road-trip hotels; the basics covered in the 

bathroom with tiny plastic bottles of lotion and cheap shampoo. A single-cup brewer for morning coffee 

was parked on the corner of the desk, along with the typical 10-sheet notepad and plastic pen. It was a far 

cry from the palatial room she had on her last trip – but heartland Springfield was also a far cry from 

glitzy Las Vegas. 

 

She propped open her laptop on the desk, checked some of her business emails and sent off a message to 

her husband letting him know that she had arrived safely. Sitting there, she felt a slight pain in her side. 

Looking at her watch, she realized it had been several hours since she had eaten anything substantial ... 

and airline food was never that great to begin with. Andee slipped her shoes back on, touched up her 

make-up and made her way down to the hotel restaurant. 

 

As she walked into the room, a few heads turned her way. Even after waking up early to catch her flight 

and spending all day running from here to there, she still looked amazing in her casual jeans and button 

down shirt.  Her high heels added a touch of style and sent a message that she wasn’t just some local. The 

bar area wasn’t full, so she found a small table to sit at and check out the crowd. It was what you would 

expect – mostly travelling business men, and a waitress that was more than a few years past being eligible 

to work at the local Hooters. 

 

Andee ordered a drink and some munchies. She opened up her romance novel to where she had left off on 

the flight in and read while she waited for her food to arrive. Every now and then Andee would check out 

the guys playing pool – more specifically when a couple of the better looking ones would bend over the 

table to take a shot. Off to one side, she happened to notice a handsome man in his 40s playing darts with 

another guy. Occasionally she would catch him looking at her and she would smile politely and go back 

to reading. This game continued for some time, and no sooner had Andee finished her drink when the 

waitress appeared with another. 

 

“The gentleman playing darts asked me to deliver this to you,” she said, placing the tall glass down in 

front of her. 

 

Andee looked at the man, raised the glass in a toast and mouthed “thank you” to him. She blushed as she 

did; surprised at his kindness and slightly intrigued. Even though she was trying to keep to her promise of 

behaving, she still appreciated the kindness ... and how it felt to be flirting again.  
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He smiled back and casually made his way over to her table. 

 

“I hate to see a lady drinking alone … but I’m going to make a crazy assumption that you’re not from 

around here?” 

 

“What makes you think that,” Andee asked as she closed her paperback book and propped her elbows on 

the table. She raised her eyebrows and flashed him an expectant glance. 

 

He smiled and placed one hand on the table as he glanced around in a feigned suspicious manner. “This 

here is Springfield ... not many locals are going to bring an airport romance novel to a tavern.”   

 

“You got me there,” Andee said with a slight laugh at his comment. She gestured towards the chair across 

from her, inviting him to have a seat. 

 

She explained to her new acquaintance that she was in Springfield to attend a business seminar the 

following day. Ted, as she learned was his name, was in town for a few days for work but didn’t go into 

great detail, asking more questions about Andee as they sat and talked. When she had finished her drink 

that he had bought, Ted offered to buy another. 

 

“Trying to get me drunk?” Andee playfully teased. 

 

“Not at all, I just appreciate good company … and since we are both on the road, and have nothing really 

pressing to do this evening, thought we might just spend some time becoming momentary friends. Unless, 

you want to go to bed.” 

 

“Pardon me?” Andee replied in her Canadian way. 

 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean that way. Look, why don’t we order a round and do something safe – something 

where there will be lots of witnesses, just so you don’t think I’m one of those guys just hitting on you.” 

 

“Oh, you mean you’re not?” she replied with a feigned disappointment. 

 

“Uh ... you’re playing games with me now. And given those rings on that pretty little finger, I’m sure it’s 

a bit offside for me to play along … say, why don’t we throw some darts,” Ted said quickly, trying to 

verbally back-peddle his way out of trouble. 

 

“I’ll be honest, I’m not much of a darts player,” Andee told her new friend and flashed a flirtatious smile 

as she grabbed her drink and stood up from the table. “So you might want to stand behind me.” 

 

Her new friend explained how the simple game worked, explaining the scoring and what each ring meant 

for points. After Ted had done this, Andee said she normally played sports with some sort of outcome for 

the winner and the loser. 
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“Good point,” he replied in a bit of a drawl. “How about this, the loser buys the winner dinner tomorrow 

night. But the winner gets to pick the restaurant. We’re both from outta town and we both gotta eat. That 

way, no matter who wins there will be something nice for each of us …” 

 

Andee liked that idea, because it meant that no matter how the game finished, she would at least have 

some company the next evening. The game went on, back and forth, until close to the end. Andee had a 

sense that perhaps Ted was toying with her until the last few throws. On his final throw, he completely 

missed the board, sending the dart bouncing to the floor. Andee only needed to score on one of her last 

three throws and she would win the game – which she easily did. 

 

“Not bad for a rookie,” he said with a flirtatious smile. “I guess I’ll be buying dinner tomorrow.” 

 

“I think you had that planned all along,” she said, punching him softly on the shoulder. 

 

“Who me?” Ted replied with a big boyish grin. “Alright, I’ll tell what … let’s play a different game. And 

let’s make the stakes a bit more … hmm … intriguing this round.” 

 

Andee wasn’t sure if the drinks and the long travel day had lowered her inhibitions, or if being away from 

home and the excitement of meeting a man that toyed with her imagination was starting to cloud her 

decisions. Her notion of sticking to her promise of being a “good girl” on this trip was slowly fading from 

her conscious thought. Andee asked Ted to explain what he had in mind, as she glanced flirtatiously at 

him as she took another sip from her drink. She already had a suspicion that the “stakes” this time weren’t 

going to include just sharing a meal. 

 

“It’s called ‘around the world.’ It’s very easy; all we do is start at the lowest number on the board and 

race to see who reaches the highest first.” 

 

“And the ‘stakes’ you mentioned?” 

 

Andee’s new friend leaned in very close and said, “Where I come from, ‘around the world’ also has a 

different meaning … a meaning involving the whole experience, from the top to the … bottom ... if you 

get my drift.” Ted’s eyes scanned up and down Andee’s body before locking in a direct gaze with hers. 

 

She smiled, knowing exactly what he meant. “Oh, I get your drift alright ... and where I come from, ladies 

go first.” With that, she took aim for her first throw … 

 

The game continued until Ted hit 19. Andee was stuck at 15 when he threw and landed dead-on at 20. 

 

“Looks like we each took a game tonight,” he smiled as he pulled out his dart from the board. 

 

Andee scowled playfully at her handsome opponent and picked up her drink, taking the long last sip from 

the glass. “I still say you had that planned right from the start … letting me win the first game to fool me 

into thinking I stood a chance. What are you, some kind of darts shark?” 

 

“I understand … if you were just playing for fun …” he said before she pressed her finger to his lips. 
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“No, no ... Just give me 15 minutes,” she whispered into his ear, along with her room number. 

 

Andee’s heart and mind were racing as she quickly made her way back to her hotel room. She couldn’t 

believe what had just happened, and that she was willingly playing along after making a big claim to her 

husband that her sexual adventure had come to an end. As she entered her room, she quickly kicked off 

her heels and pulled off her jeans. Whipping open her suitcase, she found the lingerie she had bought 

during a stopover – something that would make her feel a little sexier and more confident on the trip; and 

be a nice surprise for her husband back home when he got a few emailed photos of her in it in her hotel 

room. She didn’t envision allowing someone else a preview. 

 

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Andee attached the last of the garters to the lace top of the stockings she 

had bought to go with the lingerie. Now barely dressed in her new outfit, she picked up her cell phone off 

the bed and stared at the darkened screen. As she looked at her reflection she was momentarily caught by 

an emotional wave of second thought. She wasn’t sure what, or if, she should even tell her husband about 

what had just transpired. In her head she heard herself again, clearly telling her him that she wasn’t 

interested in this kind of thing anymore. But the growing warmth between her thighs told her otherwise; 

and the excitement that flowed through her was refreshing ... and delightfully scary. 

 

“Just met a new friend,” she texted. “Having dinner tomorrow night. I’ll fill you in on the details later.” 

 

She decided that she wouldn’t elaborate on the circumstances surrounding the incidents in the hotel 

lounge just yet or give away too much information. Andee slipped her feet back into her heels and dashed 

to the washroom to quickly fix herself up. She was just dropping her brush back into her bag when she 

heard the chime of her phone. 

 

“The adventure is back on! I knew you couldn’t stop. Have a wonderful time, honey,” was the reply … 

followed almost immediately by “And you do remember our rule? It still stands: take pictures.” 

 

Andee was a little agitated at her husband’s reply, but mostly because he always seemed to know her 

better than she knew herself. 

 

Just as she was about to send an angry rebuttal, she heard a soft knock on the door. Peeking through the 

eyehole, she could see Ted had also changed and brought a bottle of wine with him. She took a deep 

breath, opened the door and waited for his reaction. 

 

She was wearing a sexy black lace teddy with thigh high stockings. “Just a little something I picked up at 

a shop in the airport … it’s supposed to be a surprise for my husband. Maybe you can tell me if it’s 

appropriate or not?” 

 

“Wow,” was all he could muster as Andee grabbed his hand and pulled him into the room. 

 

Ted put the wine on the desk and was just about to offer her a glass when she grabbed him by the front of 

his shirt and kissed him deeply. He ran his hand down her back and across her butt, tracing the garter to 

the top of her stockings. She wasn’t wearing panties. His hand continued along to the front of her body, 

gently brushing down along the thin wisp of public hair to between her legs. He could feel how turned on 
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Andee was, the warm wetness of her pussy giving it away. She raised one leg and placed her foot on the 

bed, allowing him easier access to her pussy. 

 

As they continued to kiss, Ted played with her pussy, slowly stroking and massaging her lips with his 

fingers. Andee let out a soft moan as Ted finally slid a finger into her now-dripping hole. She wrapped 

her arms around his neck and moaned softly as he finger-fucked her for a few minutes. 

 

She pushed her pelvis forward against the palm of his hand as Ted continued to slide his long middle 

finger into her moist cunt. Andee lifted her head off his shoulder and pressed her lips hard against him, 

slithering her tongue into his mouth with the same rhythm as his finger toying between her legs. After a 

minute, she took his hand from between her legs, pulled it up to her mouth and sucked her juices off his 

finger. Ted’s cock grew harder in his pants as she toyed with his finger in her mouth – as if to suggest the 

kind of pleasure he would receive from having her go down on him. 

 

Andee backed away from him and sat on the edge of the bed. She reached out for his hand and drew Ted 

closer until he was standing directly in front of her. She unbuckled his belt and slowly pulled his pants 

and underwear down over his thighs. She looked intently at his cock. Ted was nicely put together. 

 

She took him in her hand and began to stroke him. Once he rock hard, she licked the head and stared up at 

him. Then she opened her mouth and took as much of him in as she could. Andee loved how he tasted and 

felt on her tongue. 

 

After a few minutes of this mind-blowing blowjob, Andee slid her mouth off Ted’s hard cock. 

 

Ted let out a deep breath and glanced down in the dark brown eyes of the Canadian sexpot. “I’m getting 

the impression that you have ... um ... done this kind of thing before.” 

 

“What makes you think that,” Andee replied, flashing him her best innocent but naughty look as he 

tongue slithered out from her mouth and flicked the head of his rock hard cock. 

 

“Just ... a ... fuck, that feels incredible ... educated guess,” Ted murmured under his breath. 

 

“We need to do something I promised I would do ... a little something for the guy who put these rings on 

my ‘pretty little finger’,” she said, referring to a comment Ted made in the lounge earlier. Andee reached 

across the hotel bed for her cell phone and opened the camera app before handing the phone to Ted. 

“Take some pictures … my husband said so.” 

 

“Are you serious?” Ted answered with more than a hint of shock. 

 

“Uh huh ... long story ... tell you later,” Andee purred back at him as she flashed him that irresistible look 

in her eyes as she slid her tongue around the tip of the swollen head of his dick. 

 

Her friend looked a little baffled at the request, but soon fell into the idea as Andee wrapped her lips 

around his rigid cock again and continued with her blowjob. Ted tried his best to take a couple photos that 

clearly showed what Andee was doing to him. He could hardly believe the experience he was having with 
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the gorgeous Canadian, never mind having to take pictures for her to send back to her husband. Just as 

Ted was getting lost in thought, Andee paused. 

 

“You’re not going cum in my mouth, are you big boy?” she asked playfully. “Not just yet, lover. You 

promised me an around the world experience, remember.” 

 

Andee stood up and turned her friend so he was facing away from the bed. She placed a hand on the 

middle of his chest and gently pushed until he was on his back on the hotel bed. She grabbed her cell 

phone and scrolled through the pictures Ted had taken. Finding one she liked, she clicked on the “share” 

option and attached it to a message for her husband. 

 

“Did you really just ...” Ted’s voice trailed off in disbelief. 

 

“I sure did,” Andee replied as she climbed on the bed with a leg on each side of him. She dropped the cell 

phone onto Ted’s chest adjusted her position above him until his dick was standing straight up, pointing 

at her wet opening. Andee reached down between their legs and wrapped her fingers around his erection 

and positioning the head of his cock between her glistening pussy lips. She moaned loudly as she lowered 

herself onto him.  

 

“Oh yeah, that feels good,” she purred as she pushed her pussy down the full length of his erection. 

“Gawd, so deep ... mmmm.” 

 

She started to rock back and forth, grinding her swollen clit against the base of his dick. Ted picked up the 

phone off his chest and pointed the lens toward her and took a few more photos. After a few minutes of 

this, Andee took the phone back and scrolled through the new photos; finding one that revealed how 

much pleasure she was getting from this.  

 

“How about this one?” she asked Ted as she turned the screen towards him. “I love the expression on my 

face. This one will let him know I’m really getting fucked ...” 

 

Ted couldn’t help by laugh a little at the circumstance. Andee was still rocking gently on his hard cock as 

she played with the phone. 

 

“Do you ... do this ... often,” he managed to say between thrusts. 

 

Andee paused for a moment and leaned forward, but keeping Ted’s cock firmly stuffed deep into her 

cunt. She looked into his eyes for a moment. 

 

“It’s hard to explain,” she whispered as she kissed him gently on the lips. “Other than to say I’m allowed 

to play all I want, as long as I don’t hide anything from him.” 

 

Andee kissed him more passionately this time, before sitting straight up again. Ted could feel her pelvic 

muscles squeezing his cock as she slid up and down on him a few more times before stopping again. 

 

“Are you ready for the rest of the trip?” 
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She slid off of him and went to her make-up bag, pulled out a small tube of Vaseline. She opened the tube 

and squeezed some onto Ted’s middle finger. Andee then kneeled over him with her wet pussy just an 

inch from his face in a 69 position. 

 

“Get me ready while I suck on your cock some more,” she growled. 

 

Ted turned his finger to her tight little ass and massaged the slippery jelly in and around her. He loved 

how as he slid his finger deep into her ass, she would push back against him and squeeze. He couldn’t 

wait to sink his cock into her. 

 

Taking change, he pushed her off of him, and turned her around on her hands and knees. Stroking his 

throbbing cock as he prepared to penetrate her butt, he placed the head against her and pressed. Slowly he 

inched deeper into her. Andee was so incredibly tight and hot. Ted knew he wouldn’t last very long in her 

this way. 

 

Andee could feel Ted’s cock growing harder and bigger as he got closer to blowing his load. She 

awkwardly handed him the phone again. “Video,” she grunted. “Cum in my ass and tape it.” 

 

Ted pointed the lens and watched the screen reveal his dick pumping into her ass repeatedly. He could 

feel her squeezing every time he drove himself all the way in. 

 

“Fuck, you feel like … you’ve done this before,” he moaned as he held the full length of his cock in her 

ass for just a moment before sliding back out. 

 

“God, it feels so deep,” she purred. “Fuck me … cum in me …” 

 

Ted dropped the phone on the bed beside her and grabbed her hips. Picking it up, she aimed it back 

towards him so she could capture the moment when he blew his load into her. Faster Ted pumped, until 

he pulled Andee’s ass hard against him, showing his throbbing cock as deep into her as he could. 

 

Andee could feel his orgasm, the pulsing sensations deep inside her. 

 

Ted collapsed in a sweaty heap beside her on the bed; both of them breathing like they had just run a 

marathon. Andee drifted off to sleep with the sensation of Ted’s cum slowly oozing out from her 

thoroughly fucked ass.  

 

She awoke to find she was alone in her room. Pulling open the curtains, she discovered it was morning 

and time to get ready for the day she had come to Springfield for. She was still wearing the lingerie from 

the sex romp with Ted. She undressed and headed for the shower. Under the hot water, her head cleared 

just a little and she thought over the events from the previous night. She had a few pangs of guilt, but 

knew that was just part of a natural reaction; and she was feeling a little sore and still incredibly horny. 

Andee sat down in the tub and masturbated to a quick orgasm. 

 

Feeling clean and only slightly relieved, she mustered up a bit of bravery to check the messages on her 

cellphone. The screen still had smudges of Vaseline. 
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No, she thought to herself … not yet. Her husband would have to wait this time around.  

 

Andee pulled out her skirt suit she had brought along for the conference, thinking she would present a 

more professional appearance. She considered things for a moment as she stared at the clothes laid out on 

her bed; then grabbed the garter belt from the night before and hooked it around her waist. She was 

feeling a bit more adventurous as her head cleared. 

 

Once she got dressed and grabbed what she would need for the day. Heading down to the shuttle that 

would take her to her workshop, she looked around to see if she could see Ted anywhere, but to no avail. 

She wondered how she would find out if their dinner plans were still on for that evening. 

 

The trip in the shuttle was brief. Andee slipped out of the van and strolled confidently into the building, 

wondering if anyone would notice the “I got fucked hard last night” wobble she was doing in her heels. 

As she walked into the workshop, she got an intriguing surprise – standing at the front of the room was 

the man who just a few hours ago had pumped her ass full of his cum. 

 

Andee smiled coyly as Ted looked at her, equally surprised. Her cheeks flushed and they held each 

other’s gaze for just a moment. Without saying a word, she settled into a spot in the front row, where she 

knew if she crossed her legs the right way, her instructor would catch a naughty glimpse of the lace band 

of her stocking tops ... and she would be lost to the thrill of the sexual adventure once again. 

 

PART 2 

 

Andee waited outside of the meeting room until everyone had left; feeling like a school girl waiting for 

the teacher after class. She knew Ted would come looking for her as soon as he could pack up his 

presentation materials. Strangely, she felt as equally nervous as a schoolgirl; wondering exactly what she 

would say to him when she finally did confront him about this turn of events. 

 

“You never told me you were  leading this,” she said coyly to him as he emerged from the room. “Even 

after I told you everything you needed to know ... to realize ... I was here for your workshop.” 

 

“I’m sorry,” he said softly, looking around the hallway. “I figured it out about halfway through our 

conversation in the bar, but I didn’t want you knowing because ... well, it would have changed the mood 

last night. And I was having fun with where everything between us was going. Forgive me?” 

 

“You’re naughty ...” she whispered and gently swatted at his arm. 

 

“Let me make it up to you and buy you dinner tonight,” Ted said with a slight smirk. 

 

Andee stood quietly for a moment, glaring at him in mock indignation. 

 

“I’ll be in the hotel lobby at 7 ... and the place better be a little more upscale than the hotel bar,” she said, 

before turning away from him sharply and strutting down the hallway, knowing full well his eyes were 

fixed on the sway of her skirt as she did. 
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xxx XXX xxx 

 

On her way back to the hotel, Andee had the cab driver drop her off at a local shopping mall. She hadn’t 

really prepared for an evening out with a male companion when she packed for the trip – mentally 

affirming that she wasn’t going to need anything seductive and flirty for after-hours activities because she 

had made the commitment to avoid temptation. 

 

Her little shopping spree proved successful and she returned to her room to prepare for her dinner date 

with Ted. Pulling out her new dress, she figured it wasn’t a show-stopper like some of those outfits she 

found herself slithering into for previous encounters, but it would be enough to hold Ted’s attention for 

the night. And nothing too kinky underneath, she commented to herself out loud as she began to get 

ready; although she had not been able to resist spending more than a few minutes in the hosiery section at 

Macy’s in the mall. 

 

Once she had everything carefully spread out on the bed, and her mind was settled about had happened 

the previous evening, Andee stepped out of her clothes and headed to the shower. 

 

The shower was one her great refuges from the stresses of the day; the warm water pouring over her 

naked body helping to relax the tension in her shoulders and take a hint of the sting out from her feet 

having been jammed into heels. 

 

She made sure she was well prepared for whatever the evening might bring, using a new razor to shave 

her legs and touch up her pubic area, carefully working around her labia. 

 

Andee placed the safety cover on the blades of her razor and turned the handle around in her fingers. 

Using the smooth round tip of the plastic shaft, she lightly brushed it along the sensitive part of her 

freshly shaved pussy. Her clit was still tingling from her session with Ted the night before … and helped 

along with the mental torment that she had been enduring throughout the day with her teasing and flirting 

with him. 

 

As the warm water poured down her back, Andee leaned against the side of the shower stall and placed 

one foot on the edge of the tub. She continued to toy with her pussy, gradually turning herself more and 

more as she did. 

 

She placed the tip of the razor handle between her spread pussy lips and slowly worked it into her moist 

hole. Although it was nowhere near the size of most things that found their way into her as sex toys or 

men, it was still big enough to touch all the right spots. 

 

“OK, Andee ... you have to stop that,” she said out loud to herself. “Save a little something for later.” 

She forced herself back into reality, reached down and turned off the water. 

 

She breezed through the rest of her preparations, fussing over her hair before walking out into the room. 

She slipped into her outfit for the evening, but not after debating with herself over whether or not to wear 

the new hosiery she had bought a few hours earlier.  

 



A Wife In The Middle Page 67 

 

Now ready, Andee paused and took one last look in the hotel mirror by the entrance to her room before 

heading out into the hall and down to the lobby. As the elevator descended, her mind wandered through 

the memories of previous road trips – from the utter excitement and incredible sexual heat of those nights 

when the adventure was a guarantee, through to the familiar pang of sexual remorse that always managed 

to surface afterwards. 

 

This time, however, she wasn’t feeling quite the way she expected. She felt a little more in control of her 

situation and not as consumed by raging sexual desire and a sense of obligation to the man back at home, 

her husband who had pushed her down this route and made her confront her fantasies and fears head on. 

 

She physically shook herself back to reality from her daydream and pulled out her cell phone. It had been 

hours since she had texted her husband – and even then shared none of the details from the night before. 

Her screen revealed she had missed almost a dozen texts; but rather than reading through them, she sent a 

simple “Doing fine, everything is great … nothing to tell you right now. Home tomorrow.” She dropped 

her phone into her small purse and ignored the muffled ringtone of a reply. 

 

On the way to dinner, Ted quietly asked if she had heard anything from home, particularly about the 

previous night. Andee smiled mischievously and let his question pass unanswered. She subtly changed 

the subject back to the reason why they were both in Springfield, and other business-related topics.  

 

The restaurant was a quaint little place not far from where they were staying; specializing in typical 

tablecloth dining designed to attract the transient clientele from the hotel district. Andee and Ted settled 

into a table in a quiet corner and made small talk for a few minutes. Andee had expected the slight 

awkwardness between them; she had been in the same situation a few times since her adventure began, 

confronting the ‘morning-after’ kind of tension.  

 

Without the alcohol reducing the inhibitions and boosting the courage, the reality of the mood was closer 

to that of a couple set up on a blind date. Andee sat quietly for a moment, letting the atmosphere of the 

restaurant settle into her mind. She smiled at Ted, recognizing the apprehension in his face. It was 

something she had also grown accustomed to seeing over the past several months – the look of a man who 

has been forced to make polite small talk in a public setting with a woman he had banged like an animal 

the night before. 

 

To her, in those moments when she was totally comfortable with her adventure, it was a look into the 

fragile psyche of the men. The act of the pick-up was where they revealed all their bravado; but the next 

day was always filled with the awkwardness of a teenage boy. 

 

 After ordering some wine, Ted finally turned to the topic they were seemingly avoiding. 

 

“So what is really the deal with you, pretty lady?” Ted asked as the waiter topped up their wine glasses. 

“You kinda avoided my question earlier ... but if it’s too personal, I get it.” 

 

Andee waited until the young man left the table before picking up her glass and taking a sip. 
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“You mean with last night? It’s such a difficult thing to explain ... especially because it wasn’t supposed 

to happen,” Andee explained after a pause. “Don’t take that the wrong way; I had a lot of fun and have no 

regrets about it. It wasn’t something I expected to go that far, but truth is, it’s not so unusual either.” 

 

Ted sat quietly, looking at her from across the table. She felt he was trying to silently sift through her 

reaction and words for the answer to his question without probing too deeply; inviting her to open up 

about herself. 

 

“A year ago, my life was very different. I was on the road a lot and feeling not so confident about myself 

as a woman. I was struggling to understand my sexuality, my desires and fantasies ... for guys it seems a 

mid-life crisis means a sports car or motorcycle. For a woman, there’s a lot of wondering over the ‘what 

ifs’ in her path of life. You know, where was the adventure and excitement?” Andee said. “My husband 

and I came to an agreement ... or arrangement – however you want to look at it – which basically allowed 

me to explore some sexual freedom without any strings.” 

 

“That’s really intriguing,” Ted replied thoughtfully. “A husband who willingly allows his wife ...” 

 

“To fuck around?” Andee interjected in her occasional straight-forward manner. 

 

“Well ... um ... I suppose that’s the blunt end of it,” Ted softly replied, almost embarrassed. 

 

“I know it sounds a bit far-fetched, Ted. Trust me, I’ve heard that answer from a few people in the past 

year; but, honestly, in my marriage it works,” Andee continued. “It’s better than having an affair, keeping 

secrets from each other... slowly reaching the point where we’re married but miserable and hating each 

other. No … that’s not where we want to be.” 

 

“I suppose so,” he replied, staring at her over the edge of his wine glass. “Still, it’s not a common thing.” 

 

“Not really ...” she answered. “It’s not ... a simple thing. In fact, it’s very complicated and I struggle with 

the after affects. There’s a lot of guilt, a lot of fear ... a few very frightening moments and then there’s the 

emotional side. Oh boy, that’s … yeah … complicated.” 

 

Andee paused for a moment and took another sip of her wine. Ted sat across from her, quietly, as he 

outlined the bottom of his wine glass with his finger. Andee watched silently for a moment, her mind 

wandering as it was apt to do. Men’s hands were her weakness. 

 

“The only problem I discovered in all of it, is how much I enjoy the sex ... too much ... to a fault,” Andee 

said quietly. “At first everything was scary, you know? But I kept telling myself ‘Just try it once, Andee.’ 

Well, once turned to twice, which turned to …” 

 

Andee took another drink from her wine and looked around the restaurant for a moment, waiting for the 

liquid courage to kick in. 

 

“I really thought it would just be a one-time experience, my husband would be happy I tried and then 

forget the whole idea and I could get back to being just a normal wife and career woman. But the sex, the 
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excitement and constant newness of it ... became almost addictive. After the first time, I was like ‘that’s 

not so bad, Andee.’ In no time I found myself getting into situations that, frankly, terrify me in the light of 

day but that feeling of wanting it so badly drove me deeper and deeper into crazed world of ...” Andee 

paused and took a deep breath before looking Ted directly in his eyes. “I needed to escape back to 

something I could control.” 

 

Throughout dinner, Andee continued at length as she described in detail some the experiences she had 

encountered over the past year, and how she changed jobs to try to get her life back to something normal. 

Every now and then his eyebrows would rise in surprise as she recounted parts of her adventure and how 

matter-of-fact she talked about them. 

 

“Seriously, I have no regrets. I’ve had some incredible experiences ... but I promised I wasn’t going to do 

‘that’ again ...” she finally said. “Guess I kind of blew that one, eh?” 

 

“Wow ... that’s ... uh ... you must have been so underwhelmed last night after all that,” he answered in a 

slight self-depreciating way. 

 

Andee laughed a little and reached across the table with her hand to touch his. 

 

“Hardly,” she answered as she caressed his long fingers. “It was thoroughly enjoyable.” 

 

Ted stared into her eyes and smiled. Andee smiled back and intertwined her fingers with his. Her mind 

wandered to some naughty ideas as she lightly stroked the length of his middle finger; her weakness had 

always been a man’s hands ... and all the delightful things they could do to her erogenous zones. 

 

“Now you’ve heard all of the dirty details, how do you feel about being involved in something like this?” 

Andee asked as she continued to stare at his hands and trace the length of them with her fingers. “I’ve 

also learned that some men ... don’t like the game very much … don’t like the idea of a woman having 

sexual motives. Funny how for even such a fleeting moment, jealousy can rear its ugly head.” 

 

Andee glanced up into Ted’s eyes. He had a very serious look on his face, which made her feel a little 

anxious. Part of her kind of hoped he would be scared off and she wouldn’t need to continue the sexual 

charade that had been developing between them. 

 

“The game is alright with me,” he said, still focused on her eyes. “You seem to forget I made the first 

move last night. To answer your question, I feel just fine about being involved in whatever you want to 

make of this ... no strings.” 

 

Andee smiled at his direct response; it made her feel better about what had happened knowing Ted didn’t 

have any misconceptions about the nature of things between them. 

 

“Which brings me to my next point: do you know how fucking hard you made it for me to concentrate 

this morning?” Ted whispered intently. “I had to keep telling myself not to stare ... and you’re sitting 

there probably knowing full well how much you were tormenting me.” 
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“Liked that did you? Once I got over my initial shock at seeing you up front, I thought I might as well 

make it worthwhile. It was really just luck that I had worn something appropriate for playing the tease.” 

 

Andee picked up her wine glass and held Ted’s gaze as she sipped from it, flashing him a flirtatious 

expression as she did. Unbeknownst to him, she had quietly kicked off one of her heels. She smiled as he 

jumped at the sensation of her foot inching its way between his thighs and gently teasing his crotch. 

 

“And I’m willing to bet you’re wondering what does this naughty little slut have on underneath her dress 

this time,” she purred playfully. 

 

Ted reached down, grabbed Andee’s ankle and pulled her foot harder against his growing erection as he 

leaned towards her. He ran his hand along her stocking-covered calf and gently stroked behind her knee. 

 

“I would never say you’re a slut ... but I’d be lying if I didn’t have those thoughts in my imagination.” 

 

Andee smiled seductively at her friend across the table. “Very good answer. Now that you know more 

than you probably cared to know about me and my dangerous game, how ‘bout we go help fuel that 

imagination a bit more?” 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

Ted pushed the door open to his room and held it so Andee could step in. She gently brushed her hand 

across the front of his pants as she entered, winking flirtatiously as she did. The room was just a typical as 

hers, with a couple double beds and the standard hotel furniture. 

 

Andee patted the bed as she strolled past, turning to Ted. “Room for an audience.” 

 

Ted laughed nervously. “Um ... a little beyond this fella’s ... experience.” 

 

“Really? So last night must have freaked you out ... the idea of another man even knowing,” Andee said 

matter-of-factly. “It’s certainly not something I think most men are into ... especially if it’s the other 

man’s wife.” 

 

Ted looked away for a moment, and nodded a little. 

 

“You asked me if I had heard from my husband about last night, and the answer is yes,” Andee told him. 

“But, I just can’t tell you what he said because I didn’t bother to look at his text message. That’s his 

torment; for him to be hundreds of miles away and wonder exactly what I am up to … or who.” 

 

She braced herself against the desk for a moment, dropping her purse onto it. 

 

“Besides ... are you really that interested in his answer?” She looked at him with a quizzical expression, 

waiting to see if Ted would answer. “And trust me ... those pictures ... will keep him occupied for hours.” 
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Andee walked past her new friend as she made her way across the room. She sat on the edge of the closest 

bed and crossed her legs. The hem of her dress rose just enough to offer Ted another sneak peek at the 

wisp of lace that wrapped around her thighs. She caught his glance as she looked at him. 

 

“You must be a leg man, Ted,” she said to her new friend. “Given how many times I’ve caught you 

looking today.” 

 

Andee stretched out her left leg, inviting Ted to continue looking. 

 

“I’d be lying if I didn’t say you have an amazing pair,” he replied. “And it’s hard not to notice when you 

keep showing them off.” 

 

Ted stepped closer and held Andee’s ankle on her outstretched leg. He caressed the back of her calf and 

traced around the thin strap of her shoe with his fingers. His hands on the nylon fabric of her hosiery 

awakened her sense of playfulness even more. She was enthralled at his gentle touch, his knowing how 

much of an erogenous zone the back of a woman’s knee can be; and how he stroked it in such a way that 

sent a warm rush to her pussy. 

 

“A most incredible pair,” he said in a tone that suggested his desire for her. 

 

Andee hooked her other foot around Ted’s waist and used her legs to draw him closer. Once he was 

directly between her legs, she leaned forward on the bed and caressed the bulge in his pants. She could 

feel him grow harder with her touch. Pausing for a moment, she unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his 

pants. Andee then slid her hands into the waist band of his underwear and pushed everything down over 

his knees. 

 

Ted’s cock stood straight out once it was free. She wrapped her hand around the rigid shaft and stroked it 

a few times. Ted moaned softly and put his hands on his hips as he enjoyed the sensation of her touch. 

 

“Andee, please take your dress off,” Ted said in a hushed voice. “I’m dying to find out what you are 

wearing underneath.” 

 

Andee giggled a little and reached behind her to unzip it. She wiggled it over her head and laid it on the 

side of the bed. Ted let out a pretend whistle as he looked at his companion on the bed. Under her dress, 

she was wearing a sheer black teddy with thigh highs. Her nipples were erect and pushing out against the 

fabric, adding to the exceptionally sultry appearance. 

 

“Wow, you ... you continue to amaze me,” Ted sputtered, his cock jumping as he drank in the sexiness. 

 

“You like it?” Andee asked as she lay back on the bed, propping herself up on her elbows. “Lucky for me, 

I found a lingerie store after the workshop and was able to get in a bit of shopping. I didn’t quite pack ... 

for this kind of occasion.” 
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Ted knelt down between her thighs and kissed her along the lace top of her thigh highs. He ran his hands 

up and down the sheer nylon fabric, caressing her legs between kisses, teasing her by inching so close to 

where she wanted him to be. 

 

“You look good enough to eat,” he whispered; a bit cliché, but Andee couldn’t care less if it meant Ted 

was going to use his mouth on her. 

 

She didn’t have to wait long, as her lover began to work his way along the tiny spans of exposed flesh 

between her legs. He kissed her directly on the clit, pressing his lips hard against the gusset of her teddy, 

before sliding his tongue under the lace edge and across the moist lips of her pussy. Andee let out a soft 

moan as he did. After a minute of this teasing, Ted used his fingers and unhooked the crotch of the teddy 

to allow him access to her now wet cunt. 

 

“Ooohhhh,” she moaned as the first sensations of his touch sent a warm buzz through her. 

 

Andee laid back and arched her hips forward so he could easily reach all the right spots. In her mind she 

began to think back on the lovers she had experienced, and how unique each man’s approach was. Ted 

was all about the tongue, using his hands to cradle her ass, almost as if he was holding a watermelon to 

his mouth. His tongue would slide deep into her vagina, and then out, flicking upwards across her swollen 

clit. From there, Ted would use it in a zigzag motion, up along both sides of her pussy lips and over the 

most sensitive spot on her. It was driving Andee crazy how her lover seemed to find the perfect rhythm, 

only to move away as she reached the point where her orgasm would start to build. 

 

After a few minutes of this oral torment, Andee was squirming and moaning. Her pussy was on fire and 

she was getting anxious for some sexual release. As soon as Ted worked his way back to the edge of her 

of her clit, where all her nerves came together, she reached down and grabbed his head. With her fingers 

twined into his slightly greying hair, she held him firmly in place and began to wiggle her hips slightly to 

ensure his tongue stayed right where she needed it. 

 

Her intensity quickened as she felt the waves of her orgasm beginning. 

 

“Oh fuck, yeah ... oh, that’s it ... right there,” she groaned. “Don’t stop ... that’s it, baby ... I’m coming!” 

 

Andee let out a loud moan as her orgasm exploded between her legs. She rocked her hips up and down 

against Ted’s face as she hit her peak, forcing his tongue to continue its licking of her twitching clit. 

 

“Oh gawd ... YESSS!!!!”  

 

Andee released Ted from her grasp and used her hands as leverage to arch her back against his face. She 

let out a huge breath and relaxed as the last of her orgasm flowed through her cunt. She lay there for a 

moment, waiting for her heart to stop racing. After a couple minutes, she opened her eyes and looked at 

Ted. He was still kneeling between her legs, the lower half of his face glistening from her juices. 

 

“Sorry if I pulled any hair out,” she said in a breathless voice. “That was intense.” 
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Ted smiled and stood up, his erection stood straight out, rock hard and swollen. 

 

“Are we taking pictures tonight?” Tom said with a mix of teasing and seriousness in his voice. 

 

Andee stood up and put one arm around Ted’s shoulders while she gently cupped his testicles in the palm 

of her other hand. She moved her hand to wrap her fingers around his solid erection and stroke him as she 

stared deeply into his eyes. 

 

“Not tonight.” 

 

Andee pressed her lips against his, the sweet taste of her pussy on his tongue. Some of her wetness on his 

chin rubbed onto hers. She took a finger and dragged it across the spot and then slipped it into her mouth. 

 

“Mmm, the sweet taste of a woman” she moaned as she stared directly into Ted’s eyes. She felt his cock 

twitch as she sucked on her finger. 

 

She sat down on the bed without releasing his hard cock from her grip, pulling him along gently as she 

shuffled into the middle of the mattress. She quickly adjusted herself so she was sitting with her legs 

spread apart between his knees. Ted picked up on her hint and angled his own body so the head of his 

cock was just lightly touching the wetness between hers. 

 

Andee used her own fingers to gently slide his cock up and down her swollen labia, getting the head wet 

with her juices. After a couple seconds of this, she pushed her hips forward, allowing him to penetrate her 

pussy. Ted pushed his own hips down slowly, forcing the full length of his shaft into the moaning 

Canadian underneath him. 

 

“That’s the way,” she purred. Andee dug the stiletto heels of her shoes into the mattress for leverage as 

she matched Ted’s rhythmic thrusting. As he would push his entire cock deep into her wet hole, she 

would tighten her pelvic muscles and hold him inside for a moment before releasing and allowing him to 

withdraw until only the head remained in her cunt. 

 

She placed her hands on his naked ass and pulled him against her hard as he penetrated her, guiding his 

speed. Andee moaned with delight as he repeated pumped harder and harder; she loved how it felt to fuck 

a man like this, her conscience clear and his cock rock hard. 

 

“God, you’re hot,” Ted moaned as Andee continued to squeeze her cunt around his hard shaft. 

 

“What ... can I ... say,” she grunted back. “I ... told you ... I loved ... fucking.” 

 

Ted placed his hands on either side of her neck, allowing him the perfect angle to not only slam his hard 

cock into her, but to ensure each thrust would rub against her swollen clit, causing her to moan and 

squirm underneath him as the intensity picked up between them. 
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Andee could feel his balls slapping against her ass, as she pulled her knees up a little more, giving Ted a 

little deeper angle as he pounded away between her legs. She closed her eyes and arched her back, 

clutching at his forearms as she let her body and mind flow through the moment. 

 

“Fuck I’m close,” Ted grunted as he tried to push every millimetre of his cock into Andee. She could feel 

him growing harder, a sign he was about to explode deep inside her. With one last thrust, Ted arched his 

back and squeezed his ass tight. Andee could feel the flow of hot cum pour deep inside her. She moaned 

with approval as Ted’s cock throbbed inside her hot pussy. 

 

Their lips met in a passionate kiss as Ted continued to spurt the last few drops of his cum into her. She 

held him in place, allowing his cock to gradually soften while still inside her; until he finally slid out 

completely. A tiny stream of his hot liquid dribbled out and down between her ass cheeks before dripping 

onto the bed sheets. 

 

Spent, Ted rolled off of Andee and collapsed onto the pillow beside her. She closed her eyes and gently 

stroked her swollen clit. Her lover had come, but she was still lusting for another orgasm. Her fingers 

dipped into her pussy, and then back up to her clit, using his cum as a lubricant. 

 

Her vagina was still very much alive, and the sensation of her fingertip on the little spot beside her clit, 

the spot that Ted had found with his tongue before they fucked, was warm, swollen and extra sensitive. 

Andee stroked herself, feeling her orgasm building deep in her pussy. She quickened her pace as her 

orgasm began to build; until she reached the point where everything went off. Her body shuddered as she 

stroked her clit through her orgasm. 

 

“Uuuhhh .... uuuhhh ...” she moaned as waves of sexual release flowed through her. “Oh fuck, yeah.” 

 

Andee lay on her back, her eyes still closed as she lightly played with herself. Her orgasm had forced 

more of Ted’s cum out from her vagina and she massaged some of it around her throbbing clit. 

 

Finally she took a deep breath and lay quietly for a moment before turning to look at her spent lover. She 

rolled over onto her stomach, pulling her body against his. 

 

“You’re fucking incredible,” Ted said. “Now I can see what you were saying about being hooked on the 

sex ... you’re fucking good at it.” 

 

She smiled at the compliment, saying nothing as she closed her eyes. 

 

Ted gently stroked her naked back just above the little curve of her hips as she drifted off to sleep. It had 

been another whirlwind trip of work-related necessity and sex-related debauchery. What Andee found 

compelling was that, as she lay there in the hotel bed of another man, her usual post-sex remorse had not 

seeped into her mind. She wondered if, despite not intending things to go this way, if she was beginning 

to accept her adventure more completely. 
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When Andee woke in the morning, Ted was still nestled in the sheets. She leaned up on one elbow and 

looked at him for a few minutes. In her mind, she was wondering if she would ever break free from this 

circle of sexual obsession. 

 

Her new bedmate slowly opened his eyes and seemed surprised to find her there beside him. 

 

“Good morning,” he muttered as he stretched out. “This is unexpected.” 

 

“I guess we tired each other out,” Andee said as she placed a hand on his chest and gently played with the 

thin wisp of hair between his pecs. 

 

“Um … Andee, I …” he started to say before she pressed her index finger against his lips. 

 

“Shh,” she whispered before pulling the sheet down to expose his cock. Ted closed his eyes and relaxed 

as Andee slowly worked him to an erection. 

 

“I told you I don’t want this to get complicated,” Andee said as crawled between his legs and slowly 

pumped his cock with her hand. “I’m not looking to change my marital status ... I’m not looking for a 

boyfriend ... I ... don’t want any complications.” 

 

“You’re a very fun woman ... I’m not going to make anything complicated. To me, this was just one of 

those things that you hear about but never believe could ever happen to real people like us.” 

 

Andee leaned closer to his cock, now hard and pointing straight to the ceiling. She lightly flicked the tip 

with her tongue, scooping up the drop of precum that had emerged. She nestled herself in, placed her 

hands on the tops of Ted’s thighs and took the swollen head between her lips. She flattened out her 

tongue and slid her mouth deep onto the rigid shaft. 

 

“Fuck, that’s nice,” he southern lover whispered. Ted put his hands above his head and closed his eyes. 

 

Andee had always been privately proud of her oral talents, and knowing how hard a man can get in the 

morning made these “wake-up calls” even more erotic for her. She could feel her own pussy growing 

warm and moist as Ted vocalized his pleasure, but she knew another round of sex wasn’t in her plans. 

This was a goodbye blowjob, leaving her friend with a great story and memory of their time together. 

 

The flesh of his cock felt hot and smooth on her tongue, and the hint of salty precum blended with the 

sensations in her mouth. She closed her own eyes and allowed her mind to wander. Her thoughts drifted 

through some of her previous experiences, from the very first man she had ever taken in her mouth and 

how she was so inexperienced at the time, to some of her sexual encounters over the past several months. 

 

There had been many great moments, she remembered; the erotic adventure of having several men at the 

same time ... the intimacy of the couple she had an actual affection for. She had become so entranced in 

her naughty daydreams that she had hardly noticed Ted’s moaning and quickening pace of his hips. 
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Drawing herself back into the moment, she could sense he was close to coming; the head of his cock 

swelling just a little more and the tightness of the shaft. She worked her tongue along the underside, just 

below the opening, where all a man’s sensations meet. She alternated between little hard flicks with the 

tip of her tongue, and soft brushes with the flat part. Ted’s cock flexed in her mouth and grew steel hard. 

The first blast of his come poured out and hit the roof of her mouth. She had learned a great deal over the 

past year on what to expect when a man let loose; it was all in the angle, so his come would not shoot 

down the throat. 

 

“OH FUCK!!!” Ted groaned from underneath her as he clutched at her hair, holding her mouth on his 

cock as he unleashed his cum. Ted’s hips twitched as his orgasm took over his muscles. 

 

Andee moaned as another hot gush of Ted’s cum poured onto her tongue. She held him still in her mouth 

as she swallowed the slightly salty liquid, using her tongue to massage the last of his orgasm out from his 

cock. She remained between his legs, allowing him to slowly go soft between her lips. 

 

“What the ... wow ... that was fucking incredible,” he said in a soft drawl. 

 

Ted laid spread eagle on the bed, a satisfied smirk on his face. Andee pushed herself off the end of the 

bed, found her dress and pulled it over her head. She reached down beside the bed and picked up her 

lingerie and thigh highs from the night before.  

 

“And the adventure begins once again …” Andee said is a hushed voice as she leaned over her naked 

friend and kissed him on the forehead. She then slipped into her heels, picked up her purse from the 

dresser and walked towards the door. She paused for a moment with her hand on the metal knob, then 

turned back to look at Ted. 

 

“Thank you for the nudge,” she said with a last flirtatious smile, then stepped out into the hallway and 

headed back to her room – and presumably on the path to further adventures. 
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The Office Party Blow Off 
November 2013 

 

Office parties have always been a bit of a love-hate affair for Andee; she loves the opportunity to get 

dressed up for special occasions, but hates being forced into social situations that often make her feel 

uncomfortable. She was still very much the shy, reserved small-town girl that would easily feel out of her 

element when she found herself in large crowds ... particularly those crowds that required a certain level 

of prim and properness. 

 

The fact that tonight’s event was for her husband’s company added to the pressure she felt. Her husband’s 

co-workers were much different from hers – the men trending to either end of the polar spectrum of 

letches and geeks. She was always afraid that someone might say something – or that somehow her secret 

life and sexual adventures would emerge – and the situation would turn incredibly awkward. 

 

And most social gatherings for his company always left her feeling like the other wives were eying her 

suspiciously. It’s not that they had much to concern themselves with, but their jealousy was tangible; and 

for good reason. Andee definitely had what many of them wished they could have – a husband with a 

keen sense of what a woman wants from a marriage. 

 

Standing in front of her open closet, fresh from the shower and wrapped in a towel, she pondered exactly 

what she should wear. She wanted to look the part of a doting wife for her husband, but also wanted 

something sexy that she could use to sway him from staying too long. Andee finally settled on a favourite 

gold dress that accented her slender legs more than anything else – plus it was a “puff style” which meant 

she should pig out and not worry about bursting at the seams. A cute pair of jeweled gold stilettos and she 

was ready to settle into the “quiet wife / secret temptress” mode once again.  

 

“You look stunning,” her husband said as she walked into their livingroom. It was the reaction she was 

hoping for. 

 

“Thank you,” Andee replied with a smile as she struck a playful pose. “Maybe it will give you some ideas 

about not sticking around all night long.” 

 

Her husband approached her and took her in his arms. “It gives me some ideas about skipping the party 

all together, if that’s what you’re suggesting.” 

 

He kissed her deeply, teasing her tongue with his as he did. 

 

“Keep that up and we won’t be going anywhere,” she whispered and gently groped at the crotch of his 

suit pants as they broke the kiss. 

 

On the car ride there, she grilled him about some of the things she should know: people to talk to, people 

to avoid, other wives, who’s having an affair with who. Most of the answers from him were vague, which 

didn’t make her feel any more at ease about the night. 
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“You know I’m always uncomfortable at these things,” she said in frustration. “And most of the other 

wives avoid me like I’m some plague victim.” 

 

“Honey, you’ve been to these events before. We go, we schmooze, eat dinner, have a couple drinks and 

then we come home and fuck,” he answered. “Besides, with those legs looking as good as they do in that 

dress, you’ll have lots of people to chat with ... just not some of those frumpy jealous wives.” 

 

“That’s what I’m afraid of ... you leaving me with some of those horny guys you tell me about. I’m not 

excited about trying to brush off all their icky come-ons and sexual suggestions about hooking up in the 

coat room for a quickie,” Andee answered with a huff. “Or maybe you’re right. I might just meet 

someone who will be more fun than barely stimulating conversation.” 

 

Andee leaned over and rubbed her husband’s crotch as she described how it might be fun to meet some 

handsome stranger and slip away to some darkened corner for a bit of canoodling. 

 

“The only problem with that is I know you would like that a bit too much. Why can’t you be like some of 

those other husbands who are protective and jealous when their wives flirt?” 

 

Andee didn’t really mean what she was saying, but was trying to get a rise out of her husband – and let 

him know that what she wanted was for him to pay attention and be playful with her at events like this. 

 

Her husband laughed and gently rubbed the exposed flesh of her thigh. 

 

“If you can find someone in this crowd that fits the bill, go crazy baby,” he said to her. “But trust me, I’ll 

keep a close eye on you ... and those amazing legs ... and if you need to be rescued, I’ll be there for you.” 

 

She knew he was right; chances of meeting someone intriguing were slim. But at least she had planted an 

idea in his head that would ensure he paid a little more than the usual amount of attention to her. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

At the banquet hall, Andee stayed close to her husband’s side, knowing which of his co-workers to avoid 

unless she wanted to smile politely through the not-so-subtle lewd comments. It wasn’t that she had cast 

off her strong sexual desires – she just wasn’t interested in his colleagues gaining even a small hint of 

insight into that aspect of her personality. 

 

Once the conversation among the men turned to some recent changes in the work process, Andee knew 

she was on her own for a while. She tried to hang on; and managed to last through a whole glass of post-

dinner table wine before it became a tedious debate that she tuned out. She whispered into her husband’s 

ear that she was going to find the ladies room and then kissed him on the cheek, leaving him to over-

analyze office politics with his co-workers. 

 

She made her way past a few of the leering crowd, politely smiling as she walked by. They weren’t even 

subtle in their lack of ability to look her in the eyes, fixing their obvious stares on her legs. She found an 

exit and slipped out the side doors of the large hall. With the drone of the party now behind her, Andee 
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found herself in a hallway she didn’t recognize. She turned to go back in, but the door locked with a click 

before she could stop it. 

 

“Shit,” she murmured quietly, considering whether or not she should bang on it until someone came to 

her rescue. Thinking for a moment, she heard some voices from somewhere down the hall. As she turned 

the corner, she saw a couple men in tuxedos – not the formal “wedding” attire, but the classic “I work 

here” style engaged in a lively debate. Her heart jumped as she came to realize that she knew one of them. 

The taller, dark gentleman was one of the men from the night when her friend, Bella, had arranged an 

interracial encounter. 

 

“Well, hello stranger,” he said as she wandered towards them. “This is a pleasant surprise. What are you 

doing here?” 

 

Andee was amused at his ruse, knowing full well he was just as shocked as she was to be encountering 

each other like this. In fact, she was even shocked at the idea he recognized her. The last time he had seen 

her, she was naked, face down and spread eagle on a hotel bed after being fucked into a semi-conscious 

state by himself and his friend, Stone.  

 

“Husband’s company party ... but I got bored with the conversation and thought it would be more fun to 

wander the halls aimlessly,” she replied as she gently shook the outstretched hand of her one-time lover. 

“And searching for the ladies room ...” 

 

“Allow me,” he said, as he directed her towards a large wooden door. 

 

Andee winked at him as she pushed her way into the washroom. As she turned on the faucet to wash her 

hands after the fact, she looked into the mirror. Mirrors were something else she seemed to have a love-

hate relationship with, as they were always what seemed to drag out her guilty conscience. Looking at her 

reflection, she saw a woman edging closer to 40, acting in a way so many people would suggest is 

scandalous for her age. 

 

Uncharacteristically, she splashed water at the reflection as if to wash away any of those thoughts. She 

quickly fixed her hair and smoothed down her dress before turning back towards the door out into the 

hallway. As she emerged from the washroom, she smiled warmly, wondering if Derrick’s thoughts were 

racing back to that night a year ago, just as hers were beginning to. 

 

Her acquaintance was still talking with the other man as she stepped out. The other man was just finishing 

complaining to Derrick that he had to go and do something, leaving Andee and Derrick to continue with 

their banter in the quiet hallway. 

 

Now alone, Andee giggled nervously at the awkwardness of making small talk with Derrick. 

 

“So ... husband’s office party? Nice.” Derrick said, in an effort to be nonchalant.  

 

“Not really,” she answered bluntly. “It’s not really something I enjoy ... big crowds of people gossiping 

about work and pretending to like each other on a social level. Just not that interesting for me.” 
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“See it all the time here. So, have you done anything interesting ... lately,” he asked with a grin and a hint 

of sarcasm. 

 

“Nothing quite like the last time I saw you, if that’s what you mean,” she replied with a girlish giggle, 

feeling the blush of her cheeks. “And, as much fun as that was ... and it was fun ... that wasn’t really the 

kind of woman I am. Bella and my husband ... set me up for a few extra surprises that night.” 

 

Andee felt surprisingly embarrassed as she explained away how the plan did not go the way her friend led 

her to believe it would. It was supposed to be a birthday surprise for her husband, and turned into more 

than she bargained for. She made sure she kept repeating words like “one time” and “never before” in a 

lot of what she said to Derrick. At the same time, she couldn’t bring herself to suggest “never again.” She 

knew herself all too well, and given her current state of mind – and a couple of glasses of dinner 

chardonnay – running into someone from her past had become a delightful distraction. 

 

“Yeah, I could tell that you were a bit surprised,” Derrick said as he leaned casually against the wall. 

“You know, I’m the same ... I’d never done anything like that. Bella showed up at the gym one day and 

starts telling my buddy about this married friend of hers who wanted to live out this fantasy ... sounded 

like one of those things you read about in ... well, you get it.” 

 

Andee blushed some more. 

 

“I guess I just want to tell you that most of that was ... kind of an act, you know; the way we treated you 

and Stone and me playing these bad ass dudes ... and you seemed like you were into it, anyway.” Derrick 

laughed and looked away. “Hey, like I said, I’m not really like that ... so ... yeah, that Bella, she’s a ... 

anyway ... I could tell there was more to it.”  

 

Derrick trailed off, letting the silence between them settle in for a moment before turning back to look 

Andee in the eye. “But I’m glad you had fun and it wasn’t ...” 

 

“You mean you didn’t?” Andee quickly interjected, putting a hand on her hip in mock indignation as she 

cut him off mid-sentence. 

 

“Ah ... well ... uh,” he sputtered in reply. “I didn’t say that ... I was just explaining ... how ... uh ...” 

 

“It’s OK, I’m only teasing,” Andee said patting him gently on the arm. “Most guys would jump at the 

chance for that kind of fun when Bella is involved.” 

 

Derrick laughed it off and smiled back at her. “Don’t kid yourself. I don’t think many guys would say 

‘no’ to you.” 

 

Andee smiled. For a moment there was a slight awkwardness between them – like neither of them knew 

how to broach the sexual tension that had surfaced in the last exchange. 

 

“You look rather dashing in those fancy clothes,” Andee finally said, breaking the silence. “Quiet the 

dramatic change from that ‘bad ass’ dude, I must say. Very handsome.” 



A Wife In The Middle Page 81 

 

“Thank you. Isn’t your husband expecting you back,” Derrick asked, avoiding eye contact as he spoke. 

 

“Eventually,” Andee said in a hushed tone. She stepped towards Derrick and glanced sideways down the 

hall to see if anyone else was around. She placed one hand on his chest and gently brushed the front of his 

pants with the other. “But right now I’m pretty sure he’s hardly noticed I haven’t come back from the 

washroom ... and, frankly, I’m enjoying this conversation and some very fond memories of that lovely 

dick between your legs much more than the chatter among his colleagues.” 

 

Derrick stood up straight and took Andee’s hand in his. He led her down the hallway, further away from 

the banquet room and to an area not being used for the evening. He stopped at a set of double doors and 

pressed his head against them, as if he was listening for something. He reached and turned the handle and 

pulled Andee inside the room behind him. 

 

Derrick smiled at her as he grabbed a chair and wedged it against the door to prevent it from being 

opened. Andee stood in the middle of the room and flirtatiously raised a finger to her mouth, biting her 

fingernail and grinning in approval as he worked to ensure some privacy. 

 

With their privacy secured, he stepped towards her, paused and gave her a very obvious look-over from 

toe to head. He licked his lips and brushed his chin with his fingers in a gesture of approval. 

 

“Damn, you’re gorgeous,” he said. “And that dress shows off everything so well ... mmm ... so sexy.” 

 

“Thank you, a little more suitable than the last outfit you saw me wearing,” Andee replied playfully.  

 

Her friend stepped closer and ran his hands down her bare arms. The touch sent tingles through Andee. 

She closed her eyes and tilted her head back slightly, allowing him the lean in so closely that her chest 

was pressed against his. Andee sensed a kiss was coming, and angled her head slightly; inviting him to 

continue with his intentions. 

 

His kiss was soft, and his tongue just lightly probing. Their kisses during that night a year previous were 

much more aggressive, less sensual and more forced. This time, she felt herself growing more turned on 

by the erotic nature, the willingness of the embrace and the absence of a feeling of apprehension. She 

wanted this kiss. 

 

Derrick’s hands slid down her back and across her ass as he continued to kiss her. The combination of his 

fondling and lip-action was making her very wet. Andee’s mind drifted between memories of the past and 

the sexual excitement she was feeling now. She felt herself growing more and more turned on as she 

focused on his strong hands, brushing across the smooth fabric of her dress, fondling her. 

 

“You know, it’s funny how I was telling my husband on the drive here tonight about me meeting some 

handsome stranger and slipping away for some naughtiness,” Andee whispered as her friend kissed the 

exposed flesh of her neck. 

 

“I suppose we better not disappoint him,” Derrick replied as he crouched down in front of her, allowing 

himself the angle to stroke her thighs just below the hemline of her dress. 
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She placed her hands on his shoulders to balance herself as Derricks ran his hands up the outside of her 

thighs and under the hem. He hooked his thumbs into the waist band of her underwear and slowly pulled 

them down, over her thighs and towards the floor. Andee kicked the rolled panties off and giggled as they 

flew halfway across the room. 

 

Andee pressed her butt against the edge of a table and leaned back on her hands, her legs slightly apart. 

Derrick’s touch on her thighs, just below the hem of her party dress sent an electric jolt through her body. 

She could feel the warmth building between her legs, the sexual desire stirring. 

 

She let out a deep breath as his long index finger brushed across her moistening pussy. The delicate touch 

a stark contrast to what she was expecting. He was teasing her; tormenting her with only a brief stroke 

along the highly sensitive side of her clit. 

 

“Derrick, tell me something ...” Andee whispered as she clutched at her black lover to position herself in 

such a way he could continue his fondling between her legs. “Was that really the first time you ...” 

 

His middle finger had now found its way into her wet hole and was making it harder for Andee to 

concentrate on conversation. She moaned in approval, unable to finish her question. Andee had always 

been a sucker for long fingers on a man; it was one of her private turn-ons. Often she would catch herself 

staring at a man’s hands, daydreaming about how it would feel to have him toy with her cunt. At business 

meetings, social events – it was a weakness that would lead to several occasions of masturbating to 

momentary fantasies. 

 

“The only time ...” he whispered into her ear as he slid a finger deeper into her, almost lifting her off the 

ground as he did. The palm of his hand cupped her swelling clit, drawing another moan from her. 

 

Andee felt a strange sense of accomplishment as her lover answered her questions; not so much as an 

“exclusive,” but definitely as a woman that helped introduce him to something equally as naughty as what 

he had done to her. She had wondered if those wild sexual ideas regarding black lovers were one-sided; 

now to learn she had found a man with an equal level of curiosity – and sexual desire for adventure. 

 

She adjusted her position by propping herself up onto the table, allowing herself to spread her legs wider 

and for her lover to tease her inviting pussy even more. Derrick slid another finger into her wetness and 

quickened his thrusts. Andee grabbed his hand around the wrist as he did and lay back on the table. 

 

“Ooooh ...” she let out in a deep breath as he continued to work his magic between her thighs. 

 

“Mmm, you like that?” he asked, obviously rhetorically based on how wet she had become since he 

started playing with her.  

 

After a few more minutes of fingering her, Derrick knelt down and placed her legs on either side of his 

head, so that the crooks of her knees were resting on his shoulders. Andee could feel the warmth of his 

breath on her wet pussy as he leaned forward; she gasped at the touch of his tongue along the swollen lips 

of her vagina. 

 



A Wife In The Middle Page 83 

 

“You don’t mind if I have another taste of that sweet pussy...” he said before sliding his tongue as deep as 

it would go into her moist hole. 

 

“I was hoping you were going to,” she purred as she shuffled to spread her legs wider for him. 

 

Andee squirmed as Derrick slithered his tongue along the edge of her swollen clit, flicking across the spot 

that would guarantee an orgasm. He toyed and teased, as her breath quickened and the muscles in her legs 

flexed to pull him closer. He gently inserted his finger into her hot vagina as he licked at her. 

 

 “Oh Derrick, I like that ...” Andee purred in a hushed tone. “You’re going to make me cum if you keep 

that up.” 

 

Just as she said that, he began these tiny swirls across her most sensitive spot, just to the slight right of her 

now hot and swollen clit. He matched his tongue action with increasingly harder strokes from his finger 

inside her, massaging the smooth bump of her g-spot. Andee moaned loader and arched her hips upwards, 

trying to give Derrick the perfect angle to take her closer to orgasm. 

 

“That’s the spot ... oh ... you’re going to make me cum ...” she moaned between breaths. “So ... close ...” 

 

Andee lifted her head up off the table so she could watch his tongue slide around her pussy. She grabbed 

Derrick around the back of his head as she felt the first wave of her orgasm take hold. 

 

“Oh fuck, don’t stop,” she groaned as she held his face tightly against her pussy. “Oh god, it’s right 

there...fuck...I’m coming!” 

 

The petite brunette quivered as her cunt exploded in sexual release. She arched her toes upwards and used 

her legs to brace herself against her lover’s oral assault. Her hips shuddered, pushing her soaking wet cunt 

hard against Derrick’s mouth. He pulled his finger out from her dripping hole and pushed his tongue as 

far in as he could, allowing her juices to coat his chin. 

 

“Oh god, yes ... ooohhhh yes, Derrick,” Andee moaned as her orgasm flowed through her body. “Oh, so 

... good ... oh, yes ...” 

 

She lay there on her back, her chest heaving up and down with her rapid breaths. Derrick slipped a finger 

back into her twitching pussy, gently stroking her g-spot again as her orgasm slowly subsided. 

 

“Oh damn, I needed that,” she moaned as she let out a deep breath. Derrick stood up and looked down at 

Andee, her orgasm leaving his lips and chin glistening with her wetness. 

 

“Just as delicious as I remember,” he said with a smile before wiping his finger across his moist chin. 

“But now I’m all turned on and need a little release of my own, you know.” 

 

Andee looked down at the large bump straining the fabric of his pants. She glanced back up into his eyes 

as a suggestive expression came across her face. She licked her lips seductively. 
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“Um ... well ... what exactly do you have in mind?” 

 

Derrick grabbed Andee by the wrists and pulled her up off her back. As her feet hit the floor, he turned 

her around forcefully and with his hand now firmly in the small of her back, pushed her until she was face 

down on the table. 

 

She let out a little surprised squeal as he bent over behind her and slipped his hands under the hem of her 

dress and in one motion, pushed it up over her ass, leaving her exposed from behind. 

 

Andee could hear him undoing his pants. Seconds later, she felt the familiar warmth of a man’s erection 

pressing against the opening to her pussy. 

 

“I was thinking how much I wanted to fuck you again ...” Derrick said. “That’s what I had in mind.” 

 

A moan escaped from her as she felt the massive shaft of Derrick’s cock slide between her lips and into 

her dripping wet vagina. Using his hand to guide him, he pushed a little deeper into her with each thrust, 

then pulled out and rubbed the wetness along the sides of her swollen labia, lubricating his entry more.  

 

She grabbed the edge of the table to brace herself against his slow thrust inward, and squeezed her pubic 

muscles hard as the rigid shaft inched deeper and deeper. Derrick had an incredibly large cock; that much 

she remembered. Andee’s mind raced back to the night when she had first encountered his size as the 

same sensations of being penetrated by his monster cock filled her cunt. 

 

“God, I forgot how fucking huge you are,” she groaned as his cock inched in even more. “So fucking 

wonderfully huge.” 

 

Even though Andee had played around a little in the year that had passed, none of the men had filled her 

pussy as much as Derrick and his friend had that night. It was something she would occasionally think 

back on as she played with herself in her bedroom, using a large rubber dildo as a fantasy replacement for 

her masturbation moments. 

 

“Mmm ... and I forgot how tight you are,” he groaned back. The slight hint of sexual aggression in his 

voice sent a shiver down her spine and lit up her libido even more. “Best pussy I’ve ever fucked, in fact.” 

 

“Oh god,” Andee moaned. “That turns me on ... fuck me ... oh, please, fuck my pussy.” 

 

Andee arched her hips as pressed back against her black lover, drawing him deeper. She gasped loudly as 

Derrick rammed the last two inches of his cock into her. The forceful push made his balls slap against her 

throbbing clit, sending a little jolt through her body. Each time he would repeat this, she would jump just 

a little, as her cunt was completely alive from the oral orgasm he brought out of her. 

 

“It feels like you’re in my throat ... so huge,” she muttered through her gritted teeth. “Fill me up, baby ... 

c’mon Derrick ... cum in me.” 
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Derrick placed his hands on either side of her, using the angle to pump his gigantic dick into the little 

white wife underneath him. Andee groaned and moaned with each hard thrust, occasionally yelping as he 

forced ever last millimetre into her stretched out pussy. 

 

“Fuck you’re a horny little bitch,” he groaned as he felt her squeezing her muscles around his rock hard 

shaft. “Damn hot white cunt.” 

 

Andee loved how he sounded, talking dirty to her like that. She knew Derrick was about to cum when she 

felt his erection become a little harder and his fingers dug into her hips as he braced himself. Andee felt 

the hot flood of her black lover’s sperm pour deep into her and his cock throbbed inside her. She squeezed 

her pubic muscles to match the pulsing of his twitching cock; as if she was milking every drop of what he 

was spurting into her. 

 

“Uh ... uh ... uuuhhhh,” Derrick grunted as the last of his load shot into her cunt. He partially collapsed on 

top of her, leaving his semi-hard cock buried between her legs while he caught his breath. 

 

“That was ... incredible,” she whispered as she reached back and gently stroked her lover’s thigh. 

 

Andee closed her eyes as she remained flat against the table, allowing the sensation of Derrick’s gentle 

caresses on her butt and the backs of her thighs fill her mind. She could feel her heart slowing down from 

its orgasmic pace. 

 

“I wasn’t lying,” he whispered in her ear as he gently stroked the side of her head, brushing her hair off 

her sweaty cheek. “You’re one hell of an amazing lady ... and an unbelievable fuck. That was ... I got 

nothing ... wow.” 

 

Andee smiled as she listened to the words her lover was saying. It would be something else to reflect back 

on fondly, as she massaged her horny pussy with a large black rubber dildo, allowing her imagination to 

return to this moment. 

 

Derrick leaned over her from behind and kissed her gently on the cheek. “I better get back to work, or else 

I’ll be screwed in a whole different way.” 

 

Andee let out a tiny moan of approval and pushed herself up onto her elbows. 

 

“Thank you for that ... all of it,” she said as she turned around and flashed a smile at him. “And to think I 

didn’t want to come to the party tonight.” 

 

She waited for a moment after Derrick had left the room before adjusting her dress back. She could feel a 

slight dribble of his cum between her legs as she walked carefully towards the door back into the hallway. 

Her legs were a bit wobbly from her sexual encounter, and the height of her heels didn’t help with her 

balance. She hoped no one would pick up on the obvious “just got fucked” walk. 

 

Andee glanced at her watch as she made her way back to banquet hall. She had been gone from the party 

for over an hour by the time she slipped back into the crowd. Still, despite her absence, it didn’t come as a 
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surprise to find her husband still engaged in a conversation with his colleagues about work. She slid her 

hand under his arm and rested her forearm in the bend of his elbow. She gave an ever slight tug, just 

enough to give him the hint that it was time to change the scenery or the conversation. 

 

In the car ride home, her husband gently toyed with the flesh of her thigh, just slightly above her knee, as 

they chatted about the evening.  

 

“I’m curious,” he said with a slight pause. “Did you think I wouldn’t notice you were ‘in the ladies room’ 

for so long?” 

 

Andee shuffled slightly in the passenger seat, her stomach jumping just a bit at the prospect of being 

caught. “You can’t rush Mother Nature. Some things ... take time.” 

 

Her husband gradually stroked his hand up under the hem of her dress until his pinky was able to touch 

her swollen lips between her legs. She jumped slightly, still exceptionally sensitive from Derrick’s efforts. 

 

“Oops,” Andee whispered without looking at him. “I think I forgot my panties back at the party.” 

 

With that, she turned her head to look out the passenger window and adjusted her position in the seat to 

allow her husband to toy with freshly fucked cunt. She now knew exactly where more of her adventure 

would take place ... or at least where to find a willing playmate. 
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The Video Session 
December 2013 

 

Andee settled into the empty chair at the lunch table. Her co-workers had already made their way to the 

usual spot by the far windows while she was in line getting something for lunch. Her mind had been miles 

away for the past few weeks, distracted by the track record she was building during her business trips. In 

the past year, she had not just racked up numerous air miles, but also what she considered numerous 

notches on her bedpost. It was something that others might view as delightful conquests, but she still 

struggled with the reality of her sexual adventure.  

 

The mental weight of her thoughts must have been obvious to some of the people she worked with, as 

they commented on how she seemed to be out of sorts lately. Andee would smile and just say she was just 

busy with work and everything was just fine. 

 

And so, she sat quietly, occasionally laughing at the right moments in the conversation, but mostly 

looking out the window as sail boats on the nearby lake bounced playfully on the small waves. 

 

“You seem a little lost these days,” Ray said as soon as the rest of the group was out of ear-shot. “And 

don’t give me the ‘I’m just busy’ excuse because I know you too well for that nonsense.” 

 

Ray was one of the men that she had become platonically-friendly with over the past couple years. 

Occasionally, she suspected he knew about her experiences with Paul, another co-worker with whom she 

had a sexual relationship with, but for the most part he had always been a polite member of her day-job 

social circle. 

 

“It’s nothing, just some personal stuff,” Andee replied, trying to brush off her friend’s inquisition. “And 

with being on the road so much ... and you know ... being away from home and my husband.” 

 

“Anything I can help with?” 

 

Andee looked at Ray for a moment and then glanced side to side to see if anyone could listen in on their 

conversation. She explained to him how the past year had taken her away from home on several 

occasions, and how despite 20 years of marriage, she still felt guilty for the loneliness her husband must 

feel while she’s off to somewhere for business. She was careful not to allude to what exactly went on 

while she was away, but explained to Ray about how certain things can add to the stress of it all.  

 

She expressed how she felt needed to do something really special for him with Valentine’s Day coming in 

a few weeks, but she was at a loss to come up with an idea that would blow his mind. In her heart, she 

also did not want to make a return to the kind of kinky occasion that had gone down when she involved 

her best friend – also something she didn’t disclose. 

 

Ray listened intently for a moment and then told her in a hushed tone how a friend of his had arranged a 

“boudoir photo shoot” for his wife as a special gift. He told Andee that before she scoffed at the idea and 

cast him as a pervert she should consider the ultimate result: her husband will have something very 
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special just for him, and she’ll have planted the idea in his head that even 20 years later, she could still be 

the hottie he married. 

 

Andee laughed first; until she realized that Ray wasn’t just throwing out a nonsensical idea. The idea of 

another photo shoot was like saying ‘what are you doing Tuesday” at Andee’s house, but it wasn’t 

something she felt she could explain to Ray without letting too much of her private life intersect with her 

career, again. 

 

“Yeah, well that’s all fine and dandy,” Andee said with a slight tone of resignation. “But having been 

married for 20 years, he’s kind of seen all that. I mean, it sounds fun ... but I’m not sure my husband is a 

‘boudoir photo’ kind of guy at this point in our relationship.” 

 

Ray raised an eyebrow as he listened to Andee continue with her explanation her dilemma. She 

intentionally hinted at such things as “those vacation snapshots” and the time when they went to an island 

resort as a way to avoid any probing questions about what she really did with a camera. She giggled at his 

reaction as she talked about how her husband has seen “the topless shots” ... and the lingerie. 

 

“Besides, you don’t think after all these years we haven’t ... experimented and played around a bit?” she 

told him. “You’re idea is wonderful ... but I’m afraid the whole thing about doing some boudoir thing for 

him is old hat, if you know what I mean. I need something over the top this year.” 

 

“Alright; what if you, say, took it to the next level,” Ray replied as he leaned over the table towards 

Andee. “Never mind the arty photos, how about something a little more racy? Something like a private 

video instead. His own personal ... you get the idea.” 

 

“You mean make my own porn movie?” she whispered across the table. The expression on her face was 

more of shock at Ray’s suggestion than intrigue with his idea. And at the same time, in the back of her 

mind she was thinking ‘if only he knew the truth.’ 

 

“Sure. I’m positive your husband would love the idea of knowing you secretly went to all the trouble to 

set things up and make something hot and dirty on your own,” he whispered back. “Come on, Andee ... 

without a doubt, you’re a very attractive woman and I know something like that would be a huge hit. 

Even if you two have done things as a couple, the idea of you going to all that effort – without him 

involved – a  personalized, private nudge-nudge wink-wink kind of thing ... it would be a gift he enjoyed 

for hours and hours.” 

 

Andee felt a warm rush on her cheeks as she listened to Ray talk about the idea. She was flattered at his 

compliments and giggled again at his playful reference to masturbation. 

 

“But I ... I couldn’t do that,” Andee replied, leaning back in her chair and looking around to see if anyone 

was eavesdropping on their conversation. “I’d probably screw up the camera and my husband would end 

up with an hour-long movie of my ankles or something.” 

 

Of course, she was trying to deflect Ray’s suggestion. Her husband had already seen quite an assortment 

of her pornographic moments. 
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Ray reached across the table and put his hand on top of Andee’s. She looked down at his strong fingers 

for a second, before looking back into his eyes. His touch was warm and surprisingly gentle. He leaned as 

far across the table as he could without breaking his intense gaze.  

 

“What if I said I could help you make something like that?” 

 

Andee’s stomach jumped as his words filtered into her ears. She parted her mouth to say something but 

couldn’t find her voice for a second. She figured she must have looked strange, with her mouth half 

hanging open and her eyes wide.  

 

“Look, it would be something very hush-hush ... just you. I have a workshop for a little side job of mine, 

and we can shoot it there. No one would ever suspect, and the only people who would know would be 

you and me ... and your husband once he saw the final cut.” 

 

Andee’s mouth quivered as she tried to provide Ray with an answer, but despite how much she had 

experienced over the past year in her sexual adventure, she would have never predicted something quite 

like what he was suggested. And it wasn’t that she was completely opposed to what Ray was suggesting. 

 

Ray must have figured he offended his co-worker, began he eased back away from her and apologized for 

embarrassing her. 

 

“Shhh,” Andee mustered. “Don’t ...” 

 

She sat for a moment, staring at her now silent friend. Her mind was raced through a wild assortment of 

thoughts before she started to focus on what Ray’s suggestion could mean. She had always found him to 

be attractive, and loved his trim goatee – she just never figured him to be someone to make such a bold 

offer. She asked herself if she could actually go through something like his idea; with someone so ‘close 

to home.’ 

 

She blinked a few times as she held her gaze on his face. 

 

“OK ... but I want you to come along while I pick out what I’ll need to wear for this little scheme of 

yours,” Andee said, half wondering if it would be calling Ray on his bluff – if he was even bluffing. 

 

A huge smile spread across his face as he nodded in agreement.  

 

“Perfect. I’m free Wednesday night,” he said as he stood up and pushed his chair back in to the table. 

Andee held her gaze on Ray’s buttocks as he turned and walked away. 

 

“Oh fuck, Andee ... what the hell have you gotten yourself into now,” she whispered under her breath. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

Wednesday seemed to drag on as Andee anxiously waited for the workday to conclude. She didn’t plan 

on making the commute home after work, opting instead to grab a bite before heading to the store she and 
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Ray had arranged to meet at. Ray had left a business card in her mail slot at work with the directions and 

the time he would be there. Her curiosity was definitely peaked, but she had some apprehension with the 

idea of filming a movie with her co-worker. Andee knew herself all too well, and her inability to stop 

when things got a little too hot and heavy; and situations like this always had hidden complications that 

surfaced after the fact. 

 

When Andee pulled into the store’s parking lot, she saw Ray’s car was already there. She pulled in beside 

it, and quickly checked her hair in the vanity mirror before heading inside to meet him. 

 

The store was typical for one specializing in “adult entertainment.” The front was filled with kinky get-

ups, suggestive costumes, stag night games and practical joke items. She was no stranger to sex stores, 

and wasn’t really surprised by anything she saw. Looking around at some of the clientele, she finally 

recognized her friend from afar. He was standing among the sex toy section with his back turned towards 

her. She snuck up behind him and playfully fondled his butt, causing him to jump with surprise.  

 

“Find anything interesting?” she asked playfully. 

 

“It’s all interesting in a twisted kind of way,” Ray replied. “There’s pretty much something for just about 

every fetish you can imagine.” 

 

“Oh? And just what is your ‘something,’ Ray?” Andee asked as she began to feel a little more at ease 

with the surroundings. 

 

Ray leaned in close to her, pressing his body against her chest and looked her directly in the eyes. “A 

confident woman with a sense of adventure ... anything after that is completely up to her.” 

 

Andee felt a little weak in the knees for a moment as she mulled over his unexpected reply. The tone in 

his voice was firm yet sensual and she could sense the sexual electricity building. She found it impossible 

to tear her eyes away from his as the moment grew longer. 

 

“Good answer,” she answered in a hushed tone. She could feel herself becoming more drawn to Ray, not 

knowing if it was simply the setting, or if there was some true magnetism growing between them. 

 

Ray smiled seductively at Andee and shuffled out of her personal space, took her hand and led her in the 

direction of the clothing section. She followed his lead, taking the opportunity to watch his nice ass in his 

jeans as she was pulled along behind him. 

 

“What’s your husband’s thing?” Ray asked pointedly as they arrived in the part of the store where racks 

of lingerie filled the aisles. 

 

“How much time have you got?” Andee replied with hint of sarcasm. She wasn’t trying to be coy, the 

truth was her husband was a man of many different sexual tastes and pinning it down to something simple 

wasn’t easy. “Uh ... I guess to keep it brief ... he really loves when I wear stockings and a garter belt. He 

would love it if I wore that kind of thing every day.” 

 



A Wife In The Middle Page 91 

 

Without much direction from her, Andee’s handsome co-worker began to pull items off the racks. 

Occasionally he would hold them up to her as if he was trying to picture how she would look in them. 

After a few minutes, he had his arms full of an assortment of different outfits. 

 

“That should get us started,” Ray said rather matter-of-factly. Andee was surprised at his determination in 

selecting outfits with the flair of a fashion designer. Most men she knew were intimidated by lingerie; at 

least until it was actually on a woman, then they had no issues with looking and touching it. 

 

Ray led her to a door marked “private” and opened it. Inside was a large room with several mirrors and 

chairs. It was set up like a small fashion runway. He closed the door behind them and locked it. 

 

“This is a little unusual,” she said, looking around the room. 

 

“My friend owns this store,” he fessed up. “She’s also a designer ... does a lot of private lingerie shows, 

bridal parties, things like that. It’s not all sex toys, whips and chains, you know.” 

 

“Interesting ...” she offered back as she stuck her head through a set of curtains into what was obviously 

the changing area. “I guess this is where I can changed.” 

 

Andee took the pile of clothes from Ray, stepped through the opening and pulled the curtain behind her. 

She quickly slipped out of her work clothes until she was wearing nothing but her underwear. It 

momentarily crossed her mind to burst out into the area where Ray was waiting, just to see if she could 

get a reaction, but instead examined each of the outfits carefully. She finally settled on the one that had 

the most fabric to it, figuring it would be a wise choice to start as close to covered up and work her way 

into her bravery. 

 

When she was finished slipping on all the pieces to the outfit, she stepped out from behind the curtain and 

walked to the centre of the runway. She stood in front of her friend so he could get a good look at what he 

had picked out. He stood up from his chair and rubbed his chin as he examined her from head to toe. 

 

“Not bad,” he said with a slight smirk. 

 

“Not bad?” Andee quipped back. 

 

“I’m liking it, but it needs just something ... more,” he replied. Ray told her to wait a minute while he 

slipped back out into the store. Only a few seconds later he returned with a pair of high heel shoes – 

higher than anything Andee had ever worn, even for some of the crazy getups she and her husband put 

together for her photo sets. 

 

“Really? You expect me to walk around in those things?” she said in disbelief. 

 

“Come on, Andee ... you and I both know there isn’t going to be a lot of walking. Besides, these will 

really add to the length of your legs on video ... trust me, they will be that little extra in making this whole 

thing totally amazing.” 
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Andee kicked off her own heels and stepped into the skyscraper heels Ray had selected. She posed, turned 

a couple times and waited for a response from her private fashion designer. 

 

“I like it,” he said a long silence of looking at her. “OK, take that off and show me the next outfit.” 

 

She stared at Ray for a moment, waiting for his eyes to meet hers. She could sense that he wasn’t looking 

at her in a truly sexual sense; he was really thinking things through in terms of the outfit. She smiled 

awkwardly and strutted back to the change area and slipped into the next outfit. This carried on until she 

had exhausted everything Ray had picked out.  

 

“Ok, I think we have what we need,” Ray said. “Why don’t you get dressed and I’ll meet you out front.” 

 

Andee teetered off in the stiletto heels towards the change room and slipped back into her work clothes. 

By the end of the private modelling session, they had two complete outfits that Andee would bring to the 

video session in a couple days. She carefully folded the outfits that she and Ray had settled on and tucked 

it under her arm as she made her way back to the main part of the store. She found her friend wandering 

around the sex toy section. 

 

“I bet he would love to see you getting all worked up on one of these,” Ray said. His demeanor had 

returned to a more playful one as she approached. He held up one of the largest dildos Andee had seen. 

 

“How do you know he hasn’t already,” Andee shot back without hesitation. She was somewhat turned on 

from the modelling and ready to turn up the heat in the game between them. She pushed the lingerie into 

Ray’s hand and turned away with a hint of attitude in her body language. 

 

“Not to mention, that’s a big assumption in more ways than one … wow …” her voice trailed off as she 

walked away to explore a little on her own. It was the definitely one of the biggest stores for that kind of 

thing Andee had ever been in. With the back walls covered with an assortment of various sexual aids, she 

was amazed at the sheer selection of gadgets and devices they had available. As she strolled down a 

couple of the aisles, she saw things she had never imagined. She was lost in the multitude of choices 

when Ray caught up to her. 

 

“Some of these are pretty interesting,” he said as he sidled up to her, catching her off guard. “Are you … 

uh … into these kind of things.” 

 

Andee smiled and didn’t look at him as she answered, “My husband says I should give up the pharmacy 

industry and go into the sex toy business.” 

 

She turned her head slightly to gauge her friend’s reaction. “He likes to tell people I’m an expert. I just 

tell people I’m satisfied.” 

 

“You’ll have to enlighten me on that someday,” Ray whispered in her ear. “I’ll see you on Friday.” 
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Ray turned and walked away from Andee. She watching him as he did, focusing on the soft but masculine 

sway of his ass in his jeans. Her friend had definitely shown a different side to himself and she was very 

intrigued by how comfortable he was with the subject of sex and sexuality. 

 

That night at home, Andee couldn’t push the thoughts of her co-worker from her mind. The more she 

thought about the personal lingerie fashion show, the more turned on she became and feeling the need for 

release. Thankfully her husband never asked what had gotten her so worked up; he seemed more than 

thrilled at her unbridled desire to get fucked hard versus the soft tenderness of making love. 

 

Lying there beside her husband after he had come and rolled over to his side of the bed, she could sense 

him falling asleep. Finally, when his breath slowed and grew deep, she knew he was out for the evening. 

She slid her hand under the sheets and touched her sensitive clit. Her mind drifted to thoughts of Ray as 

she quietly brought herself to orgasm. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

At work on Friday, Andee set about trying to get as much accomplished as she could in the morning. The 

push to get some things done took her mind – and nerves – off the reality of how she would be spending 

her afternoon. Of course, all those thoughts came flooding back when the time rolled around for her slip 

out for the rest of the day. She intentionally made her way out to her car without saying goodbye to 

anyone; and avoiding the awkward questions of where she was going. 

 

Following the directions Ray had provided, Andee weaved through the streets of the city until she found 

herself in an old industrial neighbourhood. The buildings were old and tired, but she could tell some of 

the space had been reclaimed by artisans and small workshops. She pulled her car into an empty spot at 

the side of the building where she was supposed to meet Ray, grabbed her bag and walked to the door. 

The handle was locked, so she quietly knocked and waited nervously, hoping that karma would not be 

working against her and – heaven forbid – for some strange reason, someone she knew would happen by 

right at that moment. 

 

Ray opened the door and smiled as he saw her. Andee figured she must have looked like quite the sight, 

with her dark glasses still on and coat pulled up. 

 

“I had it half in mind that you might not show up,” he said. 

 

“Trust me, I considered that thought,” she replied as she pushed past him to get inside. “I don’t mind 

saying that I’m a little nervous about the whole thing still.” 

 

Andee walked into the middle of the large studio space, taking note of the effort’s her friend had gone to 

in creating the right movie set for what they had discussed. 

 

“You want something to drink before we get started … maybe relax for a bit and review the plan,” Ray 

said as he took her elbow and gently directed her to a sitting area. 
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“I think you’ll understand when I say if we don’t get things rolling now, it will just give me time to 

chicken out … so … let’s get to it, Mr. Director.” 

 

“There’s a change room right this way,” Ray said without missing a beat. 

 

Ray walked Andee over to a closed door and held it open for her. She could see inside the small room that 

there was a full length mirror and a stool in front of a make-up table. 

 

“I’m getting the idea that this isn’t a new thing for you,” she said as she glanced inside. 

 

“Would you hold it against me?” 

 

Andee smiled and patted her friend on the chest with her hand without saying a word. She took her bag 

from his hand and slipped into the room, pulling the door closed behind her. She could feel the nerves 

building deep inside her as she slowly removed her clothes. 

 

Once she had changed into the lingerie they had picked out a few nights earlier, Andee stood in front of 

the mirror in the tiny room. She turned each way, checking to ensure that everything was sitting on her 

body exactly where it should be. The thought of how she was becoming much more proficient at wearing 

stockings – mostly managing to get the seam up the back to line up perfectly – popped into her head as 

she examined her appearance. She knew her husband would get a huge thrill from the look; the sheer 

black cropped babydoll top and matching garter belt. The heels Ray had chosen were definitely the 

difference she admitted to herself, the angle and height of them forced her calf muscles to “pop”. Her legs 

had always been her go-to tactic for sex appeal. 

 

Andee ran her fingers along the wisp of brown pubic hair, as if she was trying to ensure things were in 

place down there too. Finally, she tuffed at her bangs, and stepped out into the larger room where her 

friend was busy working at setting some equipment up. 

 

“Ok, so how is this going to work?” Andee said as she looked around the set that Ray had assembled for 

the video. “I mean, am I supposed to come up with things to say? I’m not really an actress, you know.” 

 

She turned and faced Ray. He set the camera and tripod down and adjusted it. As his eyes finally settled 

on Andee, she could see his expression change from his business-like approach to surprise and attraction. 

 

“Um ... it’s kind of up to you ... you know, there was a thong that went with that outfit,” he said as he 

stared directly at her trimmed pussy. 

 

“Yeah, yeah,” Andee said in an amused tone. Her friend was definitely a hard man to figure out, but she 

was starting to think she knew how to do it. “I’ve never really been a thong girl ... so, you were saying?” 

 

“Oh, right ... If you want, you don’t need to say anything. We can lay some music over top when we edit, 

or you can just tell the camera what it going on. Pretend it’s your husband and you’re in your bedroom ... 

something like that.” 

 



A Wife In The Middle Page 95 

 

Andee sat on the edge of the makeshift bed, smoothing out the sheets beside her as she did. She watched 

Ray as she crossed her legs, running her hand along the smooth nylon fabric just above her knee. He 

stared at her legs for a moment before looking at her face. 

 

“Anytime you’re ready,” he mumbled, obviously distracted. 

 

“Um ... this is awkward,” Andee said as she shuffled around a little. “I’m not used to ... just ... starting.” 

 

Ray walked over and sat down beside her. He put his hand on her knee. Andee jumped a little at his 

touch. She was already miles outside of her comfort zone and his touch added to her nervousness. 

 

“Just relax and have fun,” he said as he gently stroked around the inside of her knee with his fingers. 

 

Andee watched his hand as he continued with his touch. Hands were her ultimate weakness in a man. She 

shuffled slightly as Ray continued to massage the soft area where the flesh of her thigh connected to the 

joint. Her eyes remained focused on his hand as Ray slowly inched higher up her leg. The closer he 

stroked to the lace top of her stockings, the more Andee opened her legs. 

 

Ray leaned across and pressed his lips on the exposed flesh of her shoulder. Andee settled back on her 

hands, trying to relax and enjoy the feeling of him caressing her – and encourage him to continue with his 

efforts. She was beginning to warm up and get into the idea with each new sensation. 

 

Not encountering any obvious resistance, Ray turned up the heat on his own. He leaned across Andee’s 

chest and kissed her nipple through the thin slip of black lace covering her breast. As he used his lips to 

make it hard, his hand slid higher up her thigh. 

 

Andee spread her legs a little more, allowing her friend easier access to her upper thighs, and ultimately to 

her now moist pussy. She shuddered slightly at the sensation of Ray’s fingers flittering softly across her 

swollen lips. 

 

“Does that little red light mean the camera is rolling,” Andee asked as she wrapped one arm around Ray’s 

back. 

 

“Uh huh,” he replied as he kissed his way down towards the opening of the lingerie, which left her belly 

button and the soft flesh of her lower tummy exposed. 

 

“Ok, good,” she whispered, leaning back onto the bed. 

 

Ray adjusted Andee on the bed, pulling her right leg up and over his head so that she was lying on her 

back with him between her legs. Her pussy was obviously wet, glistening in the soft lighting. He pressed 

his fingers against each side of her swollen lips and spread them, opening up the warm entrance to her 

vagina. Slowly he started to caress the pink inside edges, gradually spreading her increasing wetness 

across her lips. Then, as Andee’s body began to react, he slid his long middle finger into her. 

 

“Oh,” Andee whispered through a deep breath. 
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Ray turned his hand around, so his palm was facing upwards and then crocked his middle finger slightly. 

Each time he would slide it in and out of Andee, his fingertip slid across her g-spot, making her even 

wetter as he toyed with her. 

 

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. “I love that.” 

 

He continued to massage her like this for a few minutes. Andee’s pussy grew wetter and wetter as his 

fingers slid back and forth what seemed to be every nerve inside her. She closed her eyes and surrendered 

herself to his masterful touch. 

 

Andee was losing herself in the incredible feeling when she felt a new sensation directly on her clit. She 

hadn’t noticed Ray had adjusted his position so that his face was just inches away from her soaking cunt. 

He pressed his lips against her swollen clit as he continued to stroke his fingers in and out of her hot hole. 

Andee arched her hips slightly to press herself against Ray’s face. She raised her knees slightly and dug 

her heels into the mattress to brace herself. 

 

Andee loved receiving oral sex ... it wasn’t often that she would reach an orgasm this way. After the birth 

of her children the damage to her nether regions had made it difficult, but it was the one act that would 

draw her close. Since that change, only a few men had been able to take her over the edge in such fashion, 

and she could feel that her newest lover was working in all the right ways to bring one out. 

 

Ray’s long tongue slithered deep into the wetness between Andee’s legs, taking over from his fingers. She 

let out a deep breath as she felt the tip press against the nerves leading from her g-spot.  

 

“Oh fuck, that’s a long tongue,” she moaned as he pushed his face harder against her dripping pussy. 

“Feels so deep.” 

 

Ray pushed his hands under her hips until the palms of his hands were centred on Andee’s ass cheeks. He 

then lifted her slightly to match the rhythm of his probing tongue. Andee squirmed as her unexpected 

lover used his mouth to bring her pussy alive. She moaned in delight as he alternated between using his 

tongue to fuck her, and then slithering over the swollen button of her clit. 

 

He continued with this for several minutes as Andee felt her pussy grow wetter and hotter. Ray knew 

exactly how to use his tongue on a woman. 

 

“Oh yeah,” she grunted between her loud moans, allowing herself to get carried away in the moment. 

 

Within a couple minutes, Andee arched forward, pulling her head up off the bed and clutched at the sides 

of Ray’s head. Her orgasm started from deep within her and shot through all her nerves as it raced 

towards her clit. 

 

“FUCK!!!” she let out as her body released the sexual tension that had built up. Her legs quivered 

involuntarily as she pressed the stiletto heels of her shoes into the mattress for leverage. She pumped her 

hips against Ray’s face as her juices oozed from her soaking cunt and moaned loudly as he continued to 

torment her with his mouth. 
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“God, don’t stop ... don’t stop ... oh, fuck ... oh, yessss,” she groaned as the sensations exploded through 

her orgasm. 

 

Andee let go of Ray’s head and pushed herself back onto the bed, her arms spread out above her head.  

 

“Oh god, here it is, here it is.” Andee squirmed as she felt the electric flow of her orgasm. “Oh fuck! 

Aaaaahhhhh ... oh yeah, oh yeah ...” 

 

She grabbed at the sheets with her fingers and arched her back as her orgasm peeked, lifting her ass right 

off the mattress. Ray continued to torment her with his tongue as she squirmed. Andee let out a loud 

series of moans as her body completely succumbed to the sexual heat. 

 

After several seconds of this, she collapsed flat on to her back. Ray softly ran his tongue along the edges 

of her dripping cunt, causing Andee to flinch slightly when he touched her most sensitive spots. Then, 

sensing she was spent, he pulled away from her, leaving Andee spread eagle and panting on the bed. 

 

Ray grabbed one of the camera’s and panned up and down Andee’s body, pausing to film the wetness 

between her legs and the bright pink swollen lips of her pussy. 

 

“You need to edit out some of these boring bits,” Andee said as she proper herself up on her elbows, 

having caught her breath. 

 

“There’s nothing boring about you,” Ray said with a charming smile. Andee reached up from her position 

on the bed and wrapped her arm around his neck. She pulled him towards her and kisses him on the lips, 

sliding her tongue into his, tasting herself on him. 

 

“Now that I’m warmed up, how about we really make a movie,” she whispered with a giggle in his ear. 

She playfully pushed Ray off the bed and then sat on the corner, so he was standing directly in front of 

her. Andee then unbuckled his jeans and pulled the zipper down, making sure to occasionally flash a little 

glance at the camera he still had in his hand. 

 

Ray’s cock was already hard when she freed it from the confines of his underwear. Andee licked the tip as 

it pointed towards her face. 

 

“Yummy,” she mouthed, looking into the lens. She pulled his pants down to his ankles and helped him 

step out of them before returning her attention to his swollen manhood. 

 

Andee opened her mouth and slid all the way onto Ray’s erection. She closed her eyes as she set to return 

the favour of oral sex, taking the opportunity to enjoy the feeling of his hot flesh and rigid shaft on her 

tongue. She could tell that Ray would be a great man in bed, just on how hard his cock was. Some men 

have a hint of softness to them, but he was literally like steel. 

 

As she worked on him, she quickened her pace, tossing her head from side to side as she had learned at 

one of those “How to drive your man wild in bed” seminars that she attended a number of years ago. 
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She knew Ray was trying to maintain his composure as she worked his cock with her mouth, and could 

sense he was starting to surrender to the sensations himself. Ray dropped the camera onto the bed and put 

both hands on Andee’s head and stroked his fingers through her hair as she continued with her blowjob. 

 

Andee moaned softly as she slid downwards onto the shaft, knowing the tiny vibrations would add to his 

pleasure, and then would squeeze her lips hard around it as she drew back. Ray’s hips were matching her 

motions, and his finger started to pull her hair slightly. 

 

“Ok, time to change things up,” she whispered as she looked up at his face. Ray had a slight look of 

frustrated disappointment, but his expression soon changed as Andee turned around on the bed and got on 

all fours. 

 

“I want you inside me,” she said as she spread her knees apart, her still wet cunt pointing directly at him. 

 

Ray rubbed the head of his cock up and down Andee’s wet lips. She arched her back slightly, trying to 

encourage him to push it into her waiting cunt. After the head was coated in her moisture, he pressed it 

against the opening and then inched into her. 

 

“Oh, that feels nice,” Andee purred. She knew the camera was rolling, so she added a slight hint of sex 

kitten to her voice. 

 

“You like it from behind, baby,” Ray groaned back at her as he pushed his hard cock into her. 

 

“It’s my favourite position,” she moaned back, making sure she looked at the camera lens. 

 

Ray grabbed Andee by the hips with his strong hands and thrust his cock hard into her cunt. It had been 

some time since Andee had been fucked with such raw intensity and she was really enjoying the fury of 

her new lover. He was pumping so hard that she would literally lift up off her knees with each inward 

thrust. The feeling from deep within her vagina, as the head of Ray’s cock banged into her cervix, drew 

deep animalistic growls from her. 

 

“Oh yeah, fuck me hard, Ray ...” Andee moaned. “God, that feels so fucking good.” 

 

Andee reached down between her legs with one hard and placed a finger just below her clit. She could 

feel the hot flesh of Ray’s cock sliding into her cunt. She gently massaged her still sensitive clit, her pussy 

very much alive from her orgasm. The combination felt incredible. Gradually, she spread her index finger 

and middle finger, pushing them down so that Ray’s cock was not only sliding into her, but she could feel 

his slippery shaft on each thrust. 

 

Ray’s grip on her hips grew tighter, and she felt his hard cock begin to swell that extra little bit. Then Ray 

pushed himself hard against her and held her against his pelvis. Andee knew Ray was about to cum and 

squeezed her pussy as hard as she could. A second later, she felt that amazing feeling of a man’s orgasm. 

 

“Fuck, that’s a hot cunt,” Ray groaned. His body quivered as he unloaded into her. 
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Andee let out a long moan as Ray’s hot cum pour into her. His cock throbbed with each spurt, emptying 

everything he could deep inside her pussy. She wondered when he last came because it seemed to keep 

pouring into her. 

 

“Oh god, that’s so hot. Fill me up,” she moaned as she clenched her vaginal muscles in unison with Ray’s 

pulsating rod. 

 

She remained on her knees for a few minutes, savouring the feeling of Ray’s cock as it slowly softened. It 

was one of Andee’s true kinks, the feeling of a man gradually slipping from her pussy after being drained. 

The sweat from her brow trickled down onto the sheet as she came down from her own sexual high. 

 

“Fuck that was hot,” Andee said as she rolled over onto her back and lay in an exhausted heap. Ray 

remained kneeling on the edge of the bed, still breathing heavy. “Good thing the camera was rolling ... I 

might need a couple days to recover from this.” 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

By the time Andee emerged from the dressing room, Ray had also pulled his clothes back on and was 

sitting down at the small desk where his computer was set up. She leaned over his shoulder and watched 

as he edited some of the raw video. Normally, this was something her husband would never let her do at 

home; but to be fair, she kept a lot of her usual critical comments of her own appearance to herself. 

 

“I should have the final version ready by the end of the weekend,” Ray said as he leaned back slightly, 

pressing his head against the softness of Andee’s breasts. 

 

“That’s great. I’m looking forward to seeing the ‘director’s cut’,” she answered with a slight chuckle to 

her voice. Andee kissed her friend on the forehead and walked back to where she had left her coat. Ray 

got up from his seat and followed along, taking her bag from where she had dropped it a chair and 

holding it while she slipped on her coat. He walked with her to the door, neither of them saying anything. 

 

“You know,” he said as he turned the handle to the door to open it for her. “If you’re ever interested in 

something a little different ... you know, no pressure ... but my girlfriend would enjoy having someone 

join her for one of her videos.” 

 

Andee was momentarily shocked by her friend’s statement.  

 

“That explains a lot about today,” Andee replied with a nervous laugh. She turned away from Ray for a 

second, pretending to search for something in her coat pocket, before facing him once again. She smiled 

at him, wondering if he would notice the blush in her cheeks. 

 

“I might need some good ideas for his birthday,” she continued and then planted a soft kiss on Ray’s 

cheek before slipping out the door. “And I guess we still have another outfit for me to wear ...” 
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Paying The Export Tax 
January 2014 

 

It was kind of difficult and erotic (and a little therapeutic) to write a non-consensual story with my own 

‘personality’ as the main character. Usually when I share stories about road trips, sex with strangers and 

groups, those are true fantasies from my imagination. But this is a departure from those though; one that 

reinforces the idea that Andee’s sexual adventure can’t – and won’t – always turn out perfect. Everyone, 

including the persona I have created that holds so much of the real me, has flaws and finds themselves in 

situations that are equally as frightening as sexually arousing. Sex can’t always be perfect, nor can an 

adventure be a true adventure without an element of danger. 

 

Enjoy ... 

 

 

Andee felt the smooth tip of the agent’s nightstick trace along the moist lips of her pussy. She tried to 

resist and pull away from it, but the strong hands of the other man held her firmly against the table. 

 

“Please ... this isn’t necessary,” she begged. She struggled in her mind to understand how the situation 

had become so dire. 

  

xxx XXX xxx 

 

Most business trips brought a feeling of dread to Andee. Several of them over the past year had turned 

into guilt-ridden morning-afters, as she struggled to resist the intense desire and pressure to live her late 

30s with a healthy sense of sexual adventure. It was the defining quality of her 20-year marriage – an 

outlook her husband endorsed and played a key role in developing for her. 

 

But, the deeper she got, the more she realized maintaining a healthy relationship at home with her 

husband and herself meant she needed to gain some control over her adventure. And, following a couple 

of emotionally trying experiences with men she met during these work trips, Andee knew it was time for 

a change; to take a break and re-evaluate those desires. 

 

This trip looked like the proper conclusion to that chapter of her adventure. Her boss had promised after 

this one last excursion, he would work with Andee to find a suitable replacement for the road trips and 

move her into a more senior role with less travel. It was something she had still had mixed feelings about, 

but knew for the sake of her marriage and responsibilities at home, she would have to make the change. 

 

It wasn’t a hard sell for her employer to coax her into this last business trip; one that had her travelling to 

a marvelous tropic resort in the Caribbean. There she and her boss would meet with a client coming in 

from South America, spend a couple days working out an extension on their business contract and still 

have a couple of full days to enjoy relaxing on the beach or wherever. Given that her boss was an avid 

deep sea fisherman, she knew she wouldn’t be stuck having to spend those free hours with him and it 

would give her a head start on trying to sort out her thoughts about where she was at in life.  
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The first two days went exactly as she expected; they were able to spend some quality time with their 

client and settle the business with little concern. And with the important things behind her, she turned her 

attention to soaking up some sun and relaxing.  

 

On her first day of not having to concern herself over work, she found a quiet spot on the sand and dove 

straight into a book she had brought along to read. As lunchtime rolled around, Andee decided she would 

take a short walk along the beach to explore some of the sights and market-like stands local artisans set up 

at the edge of the sand and roadway that bordered the resort area. 

 

As she approached one makeshift cabana, Andee saw a dark-skinned man sitting on a stool, working 

away on a block of driftwood he had wedged into a homemade vice. He looked up from his work and 

waved her in, giving her his best sales pitch on the various carvings he had spread about on folding tables 

and wooden crates. 

 

“I’m going home tomorrow and I was looking for a few small souvenirs,” she said to the smiling man. 

She could see on his shirt what she assumed to be his name embroided in white thread, “Manny.” 

 

“You find something nice, and then we can make a deal,” Manny said as he waved his arms in a broad 

gesture as if the exaggerate the amount of goods he had for sale. 

 

“This is a very intriguing piece,” she said to the smiling shopkeeper, holding up a long curved sculpture. 

Her best guess was that the carving served as a holder for the incense that was sticking out of a number of 

jars beside the display. 

 

“That is a great choice,” Manny replied with an amusing tone of enthusiasm. “Many women like those ... 

and some even buy the incense too!” 

 

He laughed a little as he came out from behind his carving table and approached her. 

 

“I’m not sure I understand,” Andee said politely. 

 

Manny looked around the tiny space, as if to ensure no one was within earshot of them. As his eyes met 

her’s again, a huge smile came over his face. She looked expectedly at the local craftsman, as if to suggest 

with her expression she was waiting for an answer. 

 

“The special thing you can do with this wood,” he whispered to her. “Is make carvings to make more fun 

for a woman. The wood is very warm and smooth – never splinter.” 

 

Andee still didn’t quite get what Manny was saying, and it must have been obvious from the confused 

look on her face. 

 

“A woman,” he said in an even softer voice. “Can use ... it captures her warmth from inside ... very 

magical. It holds her desires and everything comes alive within her.” 
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As he winked at Andee and raised his eyebrows, she clued in to what he was trying to say. His carvings 

could also serve as a sex toy for a woman, should she feel the urge – as such things in a more plastic 

version were forbidden on the conservatively-run island. Andee blushed as it became very clear what the 

artisan was telling her. She giggled like a schoolgirl for a moment, looked around to see if anyone was 

nearby and handed two of the objects to Manny. 

 

“I’ll take these,” she said and fished out some money from her beach bag. 

 

Manny gave her a knowing look and slipped the money into his pocket. 

 

“Just be careful if the men at airport asks about them,” he whispered. “Our government is very strict and 

don’t like. Some things here are a big no-no, so make sure you tell them these are for incense.” 

 

Andee smiled as she dropped her purchase into her bag. Throughout the afternoon, the carver’s words 

stuck in her head, leaving her with a sense of sexual intrigue as to whether or not there was any truth to 

the “magical” power he spoke of. 

 

In her hotel room that night, she carefully examined the two wooden sculptures as she lay on her bed. 

Without question, they looked more like exotic sex toys than practical display pieces; but she bought 

them with equal intent and curiosity. 

 

Holding one in her hand, she gently teased her pussy with her other. Once she had worked herself into a 

delightful state of sexual wetness, she eased the wooden shaft into her wetness. The new sensation was 

odd for a moment. She had tried a lot of unusual sex toys, but nothing hand-carved and wooden. But then 

just as Manny had promised, she felt the warmth building. The feeling was completely different from the 

other sex toys she had used, almost as if every nerve ending deep within her vagina had been lit up like a 

candle. The warmth was intense and extremely erotic. 

 

Andee had never been the kind of woman who could experience an orgasm from vagina stimulation 

alone, but the wave of erotic torment flowed through her body. Within minutes she was writhing in 

sweaty pleasure as her pussy exploded in sexual release. 

 

“Oh fuck,” she yelped out loud as her orgasm peaked. Her body shivered as it continued for several 

seconds. “Aaahhhhh ... oh god.” 

 

After, she lay there in the middle of her bed, the sweat running down from her sides on the sheets, her 

pussy gently throbbing for a good 10 minutes. It had been a long time since she had felt anything quite 

like it. 

 

“Damn, that’s definitely  gonna be a second round,” Andee said to herself as she inspected the glistening 

wooden toy. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 
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The airport wasn’t busy when she arrived. It was a bit of a makeshift arrangement compared to the high-

tech security she had experienced in most other airports. Andee placed her suitcase on the conveyor and 

made her way to the table where a customs agent was waiting. He took her passport and was examining it 

when one of the other agents came over, looked at Andee and said something in the island language. 

 

The other agent nodded and smirked slightly. 

 

“You will need to come to the security room,” he said, looking at Andee. 

 

Andee was caught off guard and laughed nervously, until she realized the agent was being serious. He led 

her to a closed door behind the security zone, opened it and followed behind her. As she entered, she saw 

the other agent, a younger man, had brought her suitcase and placed it on the table. 

 

“Have a seat please,” the older agent instructed, as he pulled out a chair from one side of the table. “This 

shouldn’t take very long.” 

 

“Is there a problem?” Andee asked as her mind raced to what she could possibly have done to warrant this 

level of attention. 

 

The agent gave her a quizzical look, as if he was surprised by her question; almost as if he was expecting 

her to break into a long confession. 

 

“I hope not,” he said, as he unzipped the top of her suitcase. “But there is something we are curious about 

that showed in the x-ray.” 

 

The agent launched into a series of questions, typical of what you might expect him to ask, all of which 

Andee answered as honestly as she could. The more he asked, however, the more nervous she became. 

She wondered what could possibly be wrong until she saw what the agent had removed from her suitcase. 

 

“Local artisans like to pass these off as things they are not,” the older customs agent said as he placed the 

larger of the two wooden cravings on the table in front of her. “They tell the tourists to lie to us about 

what they buy, you pay cash and they pay no tax.” 

 

“We know different,” he said with a more menacing tone, leaning across and staring Andee directly in the 

eyes. The tension was so thick, and she squirmed a little. She still wasn’t exactly sure if she was in real 

trouble, or if they were just having a bit of twisted fun scaring the hell out of a naive female tourist who 

had bought the homemade sex toys. 

 

The agent’s eyes slowly lowered as Andee’s gaze remained fixed on his face. She could tell he was 

looking directly down her top. Normally, she was flattered and amused by men’s blatant stares, but this 

time made her feel extremely uncomfortable. 

 

“I wonder if you might be hiding other items of contraband?” he said without looking up from her breasts. 
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Andee’s stomach jumped at the comment. She began to protest and proclaim that she wasn’t hiding 

anything but the agent reached over and held his index finger to her mouth. 

 

“If you cooperate and everything is as you say, then you have nothing to worry about.” 

 

She swallowed hard as he leaned back to his own side of the table, stood and then strolled over to her 

open suitcase. He began to remove pieces of her clothing, one item at a time, clutching at them and 

searching any pockets. Finally, he held up a pair of her tiniest black panties. He smiled as he showed the 

other agent and said something in their native tongue she didn’t understand but knew was suggestive. 

 

“Is this necessary?” she mustered. 

 

“I just asked my partner if he thought you could hide much in these,” the agent said as he set the panties 

on the table. “Maybe not in your bag ... but maybe when they are on.” 

 

The agent walked around the side of the table. Andee could feel her heart race with fear as he drew closer 

to her. 

 

“Stand up,” he said to her. 

 

“I beg your pardon?” Andee replied almost incoherently. 

 

“Stand up ... please,” he repeated with a more direct tone. 

 

Andee could feel her knees shaking slightly as she pushed the old chair away from the table and stood as 

she was told.  

 

The agent walked the rest of the way to her and looked her up and down. Andee figured he could surely 

see how frightened she was by how much her hands and knees were shaking. 

 

“Place your hands on the desk,” he told her. Andee followed the instructions, hoping the ordeal would 

just end once the two men recognized she was no threat – and terrified. 

 

He moved so he was behind her and out of her line of vision. Then Andee felt the back of her skirt being 

lifted. Instinctively she stood up straight and reached behind her to pull it down. Her actions caused the 

agent to say something to the other man, who came around to the front on Andee, across the table. He 

leaned over and grabbed her by the wrists and forcefully pulled her hands back onto the table. 

 

“What did the wood carver tell you?” the agent asked as he leaned over so his mouth was right beside 

Andee’s ear. 

 

“I don’t know what you mean,” she replied quietly. “All I did was buy a couple souvenirs at the beach.” 

 

The agent laughed and placed one of the carvings right in front of Andee’s face. He leaned over her again 

and whispered in her ear. 
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“You expect me to believe that? We have seen this before,” he said as he turned the piece around in front 

of her until he was holding it in a sexually suggestive way. “The locals say this wood has magical fertility 

powers. That a woman who uses it on herself will become more fertile to bear a child after she has used it. 

Is that why you bought these, so you could be fertile?” 

 

Andee felt the hot streak of a tear roll over her cheek.  

 

“I...I already have children,” she muttered. 

 

The agent laughed as he leaned back into a standing position. Andee could feel the hem of her skirt being 

lifted from behind again. She tried to pull free from the grip of the other man, but he held her too tightly, 

leaving her completely vulnerable. 

 

“Struggling isn’t in your best interest, right now,” he said, placing his baton and the carving on the table 

beside her. “Like I said, if you cooperate, this will go much smoother and you will be free to go. If you 

resist, we might think you have something to hide ... you don’t have anything to hide, do you?” 

 

“No,” she replied meekly. 

 

Andee closed her eyes and bit her lip as she felt the agent’s hands on the bare flesh of her legs, just above 

her knees. His hands moved upwards and eventually over the backs of her thighs to the soft part of her 

buttocks. She felt him hook his thumbs under the elastic band of her panties and pull them down. 

 

The agent slowly inched her underwear all the way down her legs, as if he was intentionally prolonging 

the torment. When he got them to her ankles, he grabbed one foot and forced it up off the floor so he 

could remove the rolled band of lace. When he placed her foot back on the floor, he pulled it slightly to 

the side, essentially forcing Andee to stand with her legs spread apart. 

 

For a moment he remained crouched behind her, running his hands along the smooth skin of her calves 

and up under the hem of her skirt. He continued to push his hands upwards until he was caressing her 

round buttocks. Andee knew, from the angle and sensation she had, that her skirt was no longer serving as 

any protection for her feminine dignity. The agent could easily see her pussy. 

 

She gasped and tried to pull back against the firm grip the other man had on her wrists when she felt the 

older one’s thumbs edge into the space between both butt cheeks. She quickly pushed her legs together, 

trying to do what she could to prevent his touch from violating her even more. 

 

The agent behind her laughed and said something to the other man she couldn’t understand. The man 

holding her wrists leaned across the table, closer to Andee’s face. His eyes had a fierce look in them. In 

his thick accent he told her that she better stop resisting before things got worse for her. He smiled, but 

Andee could tell there was a level of honesty to his warning that she didn’t want to tempt. 

 

As she stared back into his eyes, she felt the man behind her lightly kick at her heels, indicating she was 

to spread her legs again. She blinked back a tear and parted them slightly. He repeated the kick, and she 

spread a little wider. She felt him as he stood closer to her, his legs now against her left thigh. She could 
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feel his hand again on her leg, then sliding upwards, drawing her skirt with it. This time he pulled the 

fabric up into heap around her waist, leaving her completely exposed. 

 

Andee closed her eyes so she wouldn’t have to look at the devious expression of the man in front of her 

and tried to force her mind away from what was happening. It was difficult, however. The sensation of 

the agent’s fingers slipping in between her butt cheeks and then lightly across the warmth of her pussy. 

She tried to think of her children, her husband … anything that would remove her mentally from the 

moment, but she was pulled back to reality as she felt herself being penetrated. 

 

The agent slid his finger into her as he continued to fondle her, pushing it as deep as he could before 

pulling it almost completely out. 

 

“Sometimes women think they can smuggle things out of the country. It’s shameful that they force us to 

use such measures to check,” he said with a sarcastic tone in his voice. “But I’m pleased to see you are 

making it easy for me to search.” 

 

Both men laughed. Andee clenched her eyes harder. 

 

“It’s a good thing you didn’t have anything more than some carvings hidden in your bag,” the agent said 

as he pulled his finger out from her pussy and gently ran his hand around her ass cheek. Andee tensed up 

as she felt the agent’s wet finger slide across her anus. “There are worse things we have found people 

trying to smuggle.” 

 

With that, he pushed his finger back into the wetness between her legs, causing Andee to gasp again. 

 

“Did those wooden carvings live up to the local legend? Did they set your womb on fire?” he said as he 

continued to finger-fuck her, rubbing the tip of his long finger back and forth over the swelling flesh of 

her g-spot. She could sense her pussy growing wetter and warmer, despite her terrified state of mind. 

 

“Isn’t that what they say, Miguel?” the agent said as he continued to probe the growing wetness. “They 

say a woman will feel the power of a hundred fires if she gives herself to the magic. But with something 

this wet, I don’t know how well the fire will burn.” 

 

Andee felt her cheeks grow hot with embarrassment. The man in front giggled as he leaned his face even 

closer. Andee knew he was looking down her top, and given the angle she had been forced to lean in, 

probably to see into the gap between her bra and breasts. 

 

After a few minutes, the agent behind her pulled his finger out from between her legs. She hoped this was 

the end of the assault and she would be allowed to leave, but she felt even greater fear when the familiar 

smoothness of the agent’s nightstick returned. 

 

“If you didn’t try them, maybe you would like to try little of this wood,” he said. She felt the end of the 

baton press harder against the opening to her pussy. 

 

“Please,” she begged softly, her voice wavering. “I haven’t done anything wrong.” 
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The smoothness of the baton slid easily along the growing wetness between her legs, as her body 

continued to react against her conscious wishes. She tried again to twist a hand free, but the young man’s 

grip was too strong. 

 

Andee bit her lip as she felt the wooden baton slide between her now moist lips and into the wetness of 

her pussy. At first, he toyed with her, never pressing more than an inch into her. Then, as she became 

wetter, the agent pushed more of his wooden stick into her, until several inches slid easily deep inside.  

 

As the agent continued, Andee struggled against the sensation and fear. Her mind flipped between the 

growing warmth between her legs and how good it actually felt, to the reality that she was being taken 

against her will by the two men. She could tell that the man behind her had obviously done this before, 

based on how he was using the baton. Some abusers might be inclined to hurt, or physically damage a 

woman in such an assault, yet this guy seemed more intent on drawing out her sexual frustration. 

 

“Can you feel an odd sensation growing inside your pussy?” the man whispered in her ear as he leaned 

towards her head. His thrusting motion slowing as he spoke. “My baton … is made from the same kind of 

tree as your souvenirs. Tell me, does it feel ‘magical’ now? Can you feel the heat from a hundred fires 

burning inside you?” 

 

Andee tried to mumble a coherent reply, but she was still in shock from her circumstance and mentally 

tormented by how her body was surrendering against her wishes. 

 

She tried hard to remain still as the assault continued, but found it becoming a struggle as her hips 

responded slightly to the surprisingly controlled penetration of the baton. She could feel the sexual 

sensation building within her cunt just as it had when she used the carvings the night before. Her pussy 

was still very sensitive from the orgasms she had brought to herself the night before and she wasn’t sure if 

this treatment was going to draw an involuntary one out. The heat was becoming intense as the agent 

masterfully used his baton like a dildo, angling his inward thrusts so the smooth rounded tip would slide 

along her g-spot just like the head of a man’s cock might do. 

 

Andee dropped her forehead onto the desk as she tried to consciously talk herself out of cumming. She 

could feel her orgasm building almost to the point of no return. Then the agent stopped, leaving at least 

half of the wooden length buried in her. She felt the baton strangely dangling, the weight of the handle 

end being pulled down by gravity created an awkward feeling, not quite painful but it killed the sexual 

rise she was experiencing. Without notice, he pulled the baton straight out.  

 

She remained in her bent over position, waiting and hoping in her mind that the men were done with their 

assault, but she was disappointed when she felt a familiar warmth where the nightstick had just been. She 

quickly recognized the fleshy feeling of a man’s erection. 

 

The agent slid his hard cock all the way into her cunt in one motion; Andee’s vagina having already been 

violated by his baton was lubricated and her only resistance was to squeeze her pelvic muscles as hard as 

she could. 

 

“This can’t be … part of … a search,” Andee grunted between the thrusts from behind her. 
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“Payment,” he said as he thrust his cock aggressively into her pussy. “For trying to smuggle souvenirs out 

of the country.” 

 

“Please, stop,” she begged one last time. Andee knew it was useless to protest or physically resist. The 

men had her in a completely vulnerable position – and it was doubtful to her that any complaint would be 

dealt with. She tried again to force her mind to other things, to detach herself from the moment. It seemed 

to drag on for a long time before she felt that telltale hardness in the agent’s cock – he was past the point 

of no return. 

 

“How does that cunt feel now?” the agent asked as he pushed his hard cock as deep into her as he could, 

digging his fingers into her hips to hold her in place. She felt him throbbing and the hot rush of his cum 

pour into her pussy. He groaned as he unloaded himself. 

 

“Maybe next time you will learn our rules,” he said with a tone of indignation as he relaxed his grip. 

 

The agent pulled his now soft cock from her pussy and Andee could feel his hot cum dribble down the 

inside of her thigh. She remained pressed against the table, in shock at what had just happened, hoping 

this surely was the end of her ordeal and trying not to sob. 

 

The man in front of her said something to the other agent, again in their native tongue. She could tell the 

two men were not agreeing on something; she suspected the younger man was upset because of what the 

older man had just done – leaving him with little choice of how to exert his own indignity upon her. 

 

After a minute of debate between the two, the man holding her wrists let go and stood up from his chair. 

He moved around to the side of the table so his crotch was in line with her head. A wave of dread 

overcame her as she began to realize what was about to come next. She tried to turn her head away, only 

to have him grab her hair and force her into a position where her mouth was aimed towards him. 

 

The younger agent pressed hard against her shoulder, pinning her to the table, as he unzipped his pants 

with his free hand. Andee tried to not look as he removed his semi-hard cock and shuffled closer to her. 

The tip was only an inch or so from her face as he began to stroke himself. As he grew harder, the warm 

flesh of his cock rubbed against her cheek. 

 

“Open,” he said as he grabbed a handful of her hair. Andee complied and parted her lips. He shoved his 

cock roughly into her mouth, forcing her to control her gag reflex. His flesh was hot on her tongue. In 

other circumstances and less frightening moments, she had a reputation for being rather good at giving 

blowjobs. But this time, she simply tried her best to not hurt the man with her teeth as he pumped himself 

in and out of her mouth. 

 

The young man mustn’t have been too familiar with the pleasure of how oral sex is supposed to be 

between two people, because she could sense his building orgasm after only a couple seconds of pushing 

himself between her lips. He pulled out and stroked himself quickly. 
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She closed her eyes just in time as the first hot spurt hit her cheek and splattered up into her messed-up 

hair. The next splattered onto her lips, leaving her no choice but to taste it. It was the final insult, 

cumming on her in such a way. 

 

A few seconds after, Andee felt herself being pulled from behind. She dropped into a chair that the older 

agent had slid between her legs and tried the wipe the younger man’s cum off her cheek as best she could 

with her hand. Not only was she mortified at what had just occurred, but was also disgusted to the point 

where she felt nauseous. 

 

The older man, moved back around to the other side of the table, hiking his trousers up as he stood there 

looking down at her. For a moment, he remained silent, as if he was waiting for her to say something. 

Instead, she looked away, trying to resist the urge to cry and vomit.  

 

“You are free to go,” the agent said as he picked up the two wooden dildos and dropped them into her 

open suitcase. He scooped up the pile of panties he had separated from the rest of her clothes. “We like 

souvenirs too.” 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

Andee figured she must have still had a look of shock on her face as she settled into the seat beside her 

boss. She had tried her best to clean up from what had just happened to her. 

 

“Are you OK,” he asked. “You look a little ...” 

 

“I’m fine,” Andee cut him off. “Just anxious to get home.” 

 

As she sat there, her mind trying to digest what had just happened, she hardly paid attention as her 

employer rambled on about his fishing trip. Once the plane was in the air, she found the button on the side 

of her seat to make it recline and eased herself back. She could feel the agent’s cum dribbling down 

between her butt cheeks and hoped it wouldn’t leave a wet mark on her skirt. As she closed her eyes and 

tried to fall asleep, she couldn’t shake the hot, unsatisfied sensation that remained between her legs. 
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Andee Tries Her Luck 
First published 2001 / Rewritten 2013 

 

My first introduction to a more personal level of erotic fiction was back a number of years ago when my 

husband wrote a few stories of his own. For him, same as it is with me now, it was an exploratory stage in 

life. Then, one Christmas, he arranged for several aspiring online erotica writers to craft stories with me 

as the main character. He took all the work he had written, along with these customized stories from 

other authors and created a personalized book for me as a gift – knowing my passion for reading, 

combined with an open mind about “smut” it was an amazing gesture. 

 

Part of that experience is what launched the real sexual adventure behind many of my own experiences – 

and the fantasies you have read about. It allowed me to be open about the thoughts that swirled in my 

head and in a way, accept my fantasies as healthy. At the same time, he introduced me to the literary 

concept of something bigger than fictionalized letters in a porn magazine. 

 

This piece is one of those stories he wrote for me, some 12 years ago. I asked him if he wouldn’t mind 

updating a bit so I could include it in this collection. Naturally, he agreed as I tend to have a very 

convincing method of talking him into doing sexual things for me. 

 

I hope you enjoy this piece from the man who claims to live out his fantasy every day with me – and 

allows me to share so much of mine with you. 

 

 

My wife, Andee, is normally a conservative type of woman – mostly because of her work environment 

and Catholic upbringing. She has a very defined outlook on who she is supposed to be, but not who she 

really is and it’s taken a lot to counter the mental image she had of herself. Although she is a very 

passionate woman in bed, rarely does she ever divulge her sexual fantasies to me. In the early days of our 

marriage, the only one she ever really discussed openly was the idea of having sex with two men while I 

watched. And, to be honest, it was the one that I really wanted to turn into a reality for her. I loved my 

wife and wanted nothing but the greatest happiness for her – and to me that included giving her the 

freedom and opportunity to explore her desires. 

 

We would often talk about her threesome fantasy during our incredible sex sessions – sometimes using 

one of her sex toys as a substitute cock. But outside of these “heat-of-the-moment” occasions, rarely 

would Andee initiate the conversation about what went on in her imagination. It was definitely a case of 

“good girls don’t think that way.” 

 

One night we just happen to catch part of some porn on TV that featured a scene with a woman having 

sex with several men. On a whim, I brought up her fantasy of having sex with other men and teased her 

about imagining she was that woman in the movie. Instead of her usual rebuttal, Andee asked if I would 

really let her do something like that. Detecting she was a little more serious this time, I told her as long as 

I was present when it happened, it would be an incredible experience for everyone concerned. 

 

Nothing really developed from the idea, as shortly afterwards, Andee became pregnant and our sex life 

went back to being a hit and miss of quickies and awkward moments between diaper changes. 
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A few years later, after our second child was born, Andee grew determined to get back in shape and 

worked hard to regain the body she had when we were first married. Frequent trips to the gym and hours 

on the stationary bike in our basement led to her looking the best she ever had. So, to help her celebrate 

her marvelous achievements of sticking to several months of her dedicated workout routine, I bought her 

a session at a spa and her hairdresser. 

 

Knowing she would want to go out and indulge herself after her trip to the salon, I also arranged to have 

the teenage daughter of a neighbour look after the kids for the night. 

 

When my wife returned home that afternoon she looked absolutely stunning. Gone was the tired “Mom” 

look. Her long brown hair curled down over her shoulders, framing her gorgeous face. I told her that 

tonight was her night to do anything she wanted. We agreed to go out for a nice meal, followed by a visit 

to the new casino that had opened in town. 

 

When she came downstairs ready to leave, she was an incredible vision. Andee had slipped on a simple 

black dress that revealed just how hard she had worked to get back into shape. It was form-fitting around 

her hips and tight ass, with a neckline that revealed just enough of her cleavage and incredible shoulders. 

Her heels accentuated the curve of her calves, and more than a hint of thigh showed before the hem hid 

the last couple inches of her legs. It was all I could do to not cancel the sitter and spend the night between 

the sheets. 

 

Our date began with a nice meal at a classy restaurant near the casino. I was very proud to be seen with 

such a gorgeous woman ... and impressed just how the service improved from the young wait staff for my 

beautiful wife. We spent a good couple of hours catching up with each other as adults, not just parents, 

over some wine. After we paid the bill, we headed out for the next destination, The Crown Royale, feeling 

like we were ready to really have a night to remember.  

 

Andee and I walked around arm in arm exploring the casino. Neither of us are big gamblers, so we 

decided to start with the slot machines. Andee had better luck than I and had soon accumulated a nice 

little bundle of about $1,350. Rather than blow it back on the machines, she suggested we head for the 

nightclub for a drink and dance a bit. My wife loved to dance, and I loved watching her; especially during 

slower songs where she would really get into the sensuality of the music. Before we had our kids, I would 

occasionally tease her about finding a less conservative career – such as a lap dancer. She would giggle at 

the notion, usually deflecting it with “Who would want to watch a 30-something grind her ass around.” 

 

We hit the dance floor for a few faster songs and when a slow song came on, I finally got the chance to 

hold her close. I could sense a lot of the people there were looking at her as we swayed around the middle 

of the floor. Of course, they may have also been watching as I was constantly running my hand up and 

down her butt, trying to turn her on enough so that I could get her home and into bed for some serious 

fucking. It was then I discovered my playfully date for the evening was going “commando” ... another 

devious tease. 

 

After the song ended, we headed back to our spot near the bar. As we arrived there, I heard a man call out 

to Andee. As it turned out, one of the guys from the fitness club was there and he recognized my wife. 
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She introduced him as Dave. He was a younger guy, maybe mid 20s and in great shape. Dave seemed 

polite and was very complimentary to how Andee was looking. 

 

“Too bad you’re a married woman,” he winked with a big smile, and then turned to me extending his 

right hand. “You’re a lucky man to have someone like this lady with you.” 

 

“Stop it, Dave. You’re embarrassing me in front of my husband,” my wife joked back and gave her gym 

buddy a little swat on his rather large bicep. “Besides...you’re only saying these things because you’re 

used to seeing me all grungy and sweaty at the gym.” 

 

“Listen, I gotta head back to the casino. My friend losing all his money out there. Maybe we’ll meet up 

later.” With that Dave shook my hand again, kissed Andee politely on the cheek and disappeared back 

into the crowd. 

 

I commented on how he seemed to be very interested in her. Andee said she couldn’t understand why, 

Dave was younger than both of us and could have any girl he wanted. She told me he was one of the 

trainers and helped her build a circuit routine for her workouts and was likely behaving that way as a 

good business move so she would keep going back to the gym. I kept teasing her about him, saying his 

motivation wasn’t membership, but more like good scenery to keep all the other muscleheads coming to 

the club. After more playful banter back and forth, I finally suggested I suspected if the chance presented 

itself, Dave would be more than a willing candidate to help my wife turn her fantasy into reality. 

 

“So what ... you seemed to enjoy that idea just as much as I do,” she said. 

 

“You’re right,” I replied. “And after all ... tonight is your night to do anything you want. Anything at all.” 

 

We decided to head back into the games area to try a few other new things before we called it a night and 

headed home for a little mattress dancing. On the way out to the casino floor, Andee spotted Dave at one 

of the blackjack tables and suggested we head over to see how her acquaintance was doing. Dave 

introduced us to his friend Tom, who was visiting from England. Tom was also in incredible shape, the 

muscles of his arms clearly visible underneath his tight golf shirt. An older fellow sitting at the table was 

also playing, but soon bowed out after losing the last of his chips. Dave turned to my wife and suggested 

she use some of her winnings from the slots to buy a few chips and give the card game a try. I agreed, 

since our winnings were “free” money.  

 

As it turned out, lady luck was not on my wife’s side that night and it wasn’t long before she was down to 

nothing. Obviously, blackjack was not her game.  

 

“I guess that’s it,” my wife said as she watched the last of her chips being swept up by the dealer. “Time 

to go.” 

 

“You don’t have to leave just yet,” Dave quickly interjected. “We’re all having a good time, so why not 

stay for a bit. Look, if it’s just about the chips Tom and I will kick in a few chips to keep the game going. 

Who knows, maybe you’ll have a change of fortune.” 
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“But if I lose, I can’t pay you back,” Andee said. “I’ve already lost my winnings and I really don’t want to 

make this a habit.” 

 

“We’ll work out a way,” Dave said, winking at me. I knew what he had on his mind ... based on how 

much he was sneaking peeks at Andee’s toned legs I could tell Dave wanted to have a go at my wife. 

Tom, maybe sensing this, jumped in with his agreement. 

 

“I’ll tell you what,” Dave said, as he leaned over to Andee. “Just for bragging rights, if you lose the next 

hand, give me your panties. It’ll make for a good story when Tom goes back to England next week.” 

 

He and his friend laughed and elbowed each other in agreement. 

 

Andee looked at me in disbelief. “But I’m not wearing any panties,” she whispered in my ear. 

 

“OK, guys ... here’s the deal. If Andee loses, she agrees to give you guys a little peek ... but no panties,” I 

said. I felt Andee’s hand tighten in mine in protest. I knew she would enjoy the chance to have a little 

more fun with these two guys and just needed a little more incentive. 

 

“Wait a minute,” my wife butted in quickly. “What if I win? You guys already seem to have me figured 

as going to lose. Maybe my luck will turn and you’ll be the ones have to ante up a little something!” 

 

I thought about it for a moment, and weighed the odds in my mind. 

 

“Fair enough, if the lady wins, the pair of you have to give up your underwear,” I joked. The guys broke 

out into laughter again as Andee stood and glared at me with the one-hand-on-the-hip look. She was 

pretending to not be impressed, but struggled to hold down the corners of her mouth from giggling. 

 

“How about, if the lady wins, she decides how the rest of the night goes – anything she wants, the three of 

you agree to do,” my wife said with a little side-to-side head bob to suggest she meant business. 

 

Dave and Tom whispered back and forth to each other and then Dave said, “It’s a deal.” Both Dave and 

Tom kicked in a hundred-dollar chip for Andee. The dealer laid the cards out ... and, wouldn’t you know 

as fate would have it, the most amazing thing happened: Andee drew a clean 21. The guys lost the bet. 

 

“OK guys, here are your chips back ... now let’s keep things friendly. Since it’s my night and I’m having 

fun, we’re going to get out of here and head back to our place for a nightcap,” she said, pushing $200 

back their way. “You are welcome to join us, or you can stay and blow the rest of your money.” 

 

The two fitness buffs agreed, since they had been bested fair and square – and still got their money back – 

the invite seemed to be a more intriguing offer. 

 

On the way out, Andee whispered to me to head home right away and get rid of the baby-sitter. She 

would follow along with Dave and Tom to give them directions. In my mind, I had a sneaking suspicion 

about her suggestion, but chose to say nothing, kissed her and quickly departed for home to prepare for 

the arrival of my wife and her new friends. 
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Back at the house, I hurried the baby-sitter away and set up the bar. Andee arrived with the guys a few 

minutes later. They came in the house giggling, with Andee between both of them, her arms hooked 

around theirs. Obviously, they were in a party mood already. Although I didn’t mention it, I noticed my 

wife was looking rather flushed and her hair was kind of disheveled. Only later on would I learn that – as 

I suspected – during their car ride to our house, they had been the beneficiaries of a sexy show by my wife 

from the back seat. 

 

“I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t disappointed that we lost the bet,” Dave said to my wife as if I wasn’t 

around. “After watching you do all those stretches and lifts at the gym in your tight little shorts, I was 

hoping for a good show tonight; even just a little look. You know, Andee, there are a lot of guys down at 

the gym that would love to get a piece of you.” 

 

Andee, who had found her way to one of the taller bar stools, stretched out one of her legs towards the 

two guys, most likely giving them a good upskirt shot as she did. She rotated her ankle, trying to draw 

their attention, but almost smirking as she knew where their eyes were fixated. 

 

“You think so?” Andee replied playfully. “That would be a whole different kind of cardio workout ... all 

those well-built guys, with their sweaty bodies. Hmm ... actually sounds kind of intriguing.” 

 

Andee stared intently at the two guys who were riveted by her naughty flashes of exposed pussy 

underneath the hem of her dress as she continued to “inspect” her legs as they watched. She shot a quick 

glance my way and smiled. I could sense the alcohol had loosened her inhibitions up a bit, but I could tell 

she still had that feeling of being out of her element with the heightened sexual innuendo. 

 

“So, my lovely bride,” I said from my chair on the other side of the room. “What did you have in mind for 

celebrating your big victory at the card table?” 

 

My wife bit her lip slightly, just as she always does when things get naughty and she’s feeling horny. 

 

“Well ... I’d also be lying if I said I wasn’t disappointed that I won. I was kind of turned on by the stakes. 

I don’t think I’ve ever had to give up my panties to anyone but you,” Andee replied to me flirtatiously.  

 

But before I could answer, Tom – who had been relatively quiet throughout the evening – chimed in 

playfully with, “Yeah, but you’re not wearing any.” 

 

Andee gasped loudly and then giggled like a little girl. Her cheeks blushed slightly as she glanced over 

my way. I laughed and walked over to beside my somewhat embarrassed wife and gently stroked the 

exposed flesh of her legs. As I spoke, I looked at her new friends. 

 

“Tell you what, since you guys were such good sports ... I’ll make a deal with you. Andee loves dancing 

and I can tell she’s in the mood for some serious slow dancing. And I love watching my wife have a good 

time on the dance floor.” 

 

I then turned to my wife to finish what I had to say. 
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“I also know my wife has this fantasy about dancing – like a stripper VIP room kind of dancing. The kind 

of dancing that makes men pull at the front of their pants and lick their lips with anticipation.” 

 

Andee’s eyes lit up as a shocked expression came over her face. I turned back to our guests. 

 

“Having fun with her husband ... that’s not a huge fantasy come true now, is it. A bit too safe, really. But 

having a couple of young guys to tease with a little private lap dance ... now that is something,” I said 

with a devilish smile. I knew both Dave and Tom weren’t going to object to anything at this point. 

 

“So, since you loaned her the money to win the card game, your debt won’t be too ... hard ... to pay off,.. 

Actually, all you really need to do is just ... try not to touch.” I said before turning back to Andee. “Isn’t 

that right, honey?” 

 

Andee flashed a nervous smile at me. For a moment I wasn’t sure if she was willing to fulfill her sexual 

desires. The opportunity was sitting right in front of her, but now it was up to her to decide if she would 

take advantage. She looked at me intently as she pondered the moment. She slid off the stool and gave me 

a little push, as if to tell me to go back to my chair in the corner. 

 

“Lap dance, eh?” She finally said. “You want to watch me give Dave and Tom a naughty little dance?” 

 

Andee walked over to where her friends were sitting, strutted around them as if she was inspecting the 

situation. She paused and put a finger to her mouth in a girlish gesture. 

 

“I want both of you to pull your chairs out here where I can move around. Then have a seat. I’m not going 

to strip, but I will dance ... and just to make it really interesting, the guy who gets hard first has to sit and 

masturbate while I do something special for the guy who can hold out longer.” 

 

Andee turned on some music and started to slowly dance around. She flirted around them, giving them 

just a little look up her dress now and then, wiggling her tight little ass at them and tormenting them with 

her heels; rubbing her ankle against their balls as she placed a foot between their legs. I sat in my chair in 

took in the whole show. I could see both guys on the floor were fighting to keep their dicks from getting 

hard. Andee then upped the stakes. In turn, she straddled their laps, hiking up her skirt and grinding her 

hips against them. When the song ended, Andee arranged her dress again and stood in front of them, with 

her back to me. 

 

“Well guys, I’m a bit disappointed,” she joked as she looked at the large bulges in the crotches of their 

pants. “From what I could tell, both of you got hard at the same time. How am I supposed to make a 

decision now?” She paused for a moment, turned around to face me and said: “But, lucky for you, I know 

my husband had a hard-on way back at the casino when he figured I would have to give up my panties. 

So, I guess the only fair thing to do is make my husband watch.”  

 

She waved her hand at the two men in a way that indicated it was time from them to drop their trousers. 

As they did, their erect cocks sprung free and pointed at my wife. With that she seductively slipped off 

her dress and stood in between the two guys. She took a cock in each hand and slowly started to massage 
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them. First she turned to Dave and kissed him deeply as she stroked their rigid shafts; then to Tom and 

kissed him with equal passion. 

 

I could feel my own cock getting very hard at this, and proceeded to remove my pants. Although I 

consider myself not the smallest or largest dick in the world, both of my wife’s new friends were much 

larger. Dave had to easily be 9 inches long. Tom wasn’t quite as long, but his cock was very thick. Either 

way, in Andee’s delicate hands, they looked even larger. Slowly she stroked both cocks in unison. As she 

was doing this, she kept on telling the two guys how great their cocks felt and how hot they were. 

 

Once my wife had both of the men rock hard, she knelt down and took each cock in her mouth in turn. 

 

I knew she was relishing every moment to turn me into a cock-stroking cuckold, but I didn’t care. I was 

watching my beautiful wife fulfill one of her greatest fantasies. It was an incredible turn-on for me to be 

sitting there watching the woman I married sucking these two cocks like there was no tomorrow. Andee 

was really going to town - first taking one all the way into her mouth, then moving to the other. I could 

tell the guys were going nuts as she slowly sucked their monster dicks. 

 

Finally she relented from her oral assault on the two. “OK, since Tom is a visitor in our country, it’s only 

fair that he gets first choice from me,” Andee said. “Fuck or suck?” 

 

“No choice there, love,” he replied. “I want a go at that sweet cunt.” 

 

She then pulled him so he was face to face with her and proceeded to French kiss him with incredible 

enthusiasm. I could see her tongue dancing in and out of his mouth. As they stood there, Tom’s dick was 

sliding back and forth between my wife’s thighs. I could see Andee must be incredibly wet because the 

head of Tom’s cock was glistening with her juices as he slowly rubbed it along her gash. Finally, Tom 

lifted my wife up slightly and she wrapped her sexy legs around his waist and hung onto his shoulders. 

He moved one hand to his rock hard member and put the head just between her pussy lips. With an 

incredible moan, Andee slowly lowered her hips and allowed Tom to slide into her. 

 

For the first time in over 10 years, she had someone other than me buried deep inside her. Andee did all 

the work, as Tom just held her off the ground with his muscular arms, she pumped her ass up and down. I 

had a perfect view of his huge cock sliding in and out. Her pussy looked like it was sucking his cock like 

a little mouth. 

 

“Oh, fuck, that feels good,” she groaned. “Gawd, you’re so big sweetie. Your cock is filling me right up.” 

She then went right back to kissing Tom. 

 

Andee was moaning like crazy as she continued to fuck in this position. Dave moved around to behind 

her, knelt down and started licking her tiny pink asshole as she bobbed up and down. When he had he 

really wet from his tonguing, he slid his middle finger deep into her ass. This drove Andee wild and she 

bucked like she was riding a wild horse. Faster and faster she rode our English guest, clinging onto him 

with her arms and legs. Andee broke her kiss and moaned loudly as she reached her first orgasm. 
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“Oh, fuck...yes! I’m cumming Tom!” I could see her pussy twitching as Andee slowed her pace, her legs 

shaking as she clutched at her English stud. 

 

Without pulling her off, Tom sat down on the floor, then lay back so Andee was sitting on his still hard 

cock. Andee once again started to ride this guy for all she was worth. “Fuck yes,” she kept saying. At one 

point she looked over at me stroking my dick and mouthed “Thank-you” to me. Dave must have been 

feeling a little out of things...and obviously impatient at getting some of my wife. He moved around so he 

was facing her, with his cock at her mouth. 

 

“Ever since I first saw you at the gym I’ve thought about you suck on this cock. You’re such a fucking 

tease, but now it’s time to open up, baby ... let me feel that hot mouth of yours on my dick,” he said. Dave 

then grabbed my wife’s hair and stuffed his shaft into her mouth. Andee almost gagged at its size, but 

soon settled into a pattern of sucking one guy and riding the other. 

 

“Oh man,” Tom started moaning over and over as his cock began to throb uncontrollably. “Get that tight 

cunt ready for some real English tea ... fuck ... fuck.” Tom arched his back and began to cum inside my 

wife. His cock was still quivering as she got off of him and moved into a new position for her fantasy-

come-to-life. Andee got down on all fours with Dave behind her. 

 

“Are you ready for the fucking of your life,” he asked. “Because I’m going to push my cock so far up 

your hot cunt, you’ll taste my cum in your mouth.” 

 

“Put it in me, Dave. Show what you’ve been thinking when you see me at the gym ... when you watch me 

bend over in my little shorts ... show me what all those hot guys are thinking,” Andee cooed back to him. 

Dave then aimed his rock hard prick at my wife’s dripping pussy and slid it in very slowly. With every 

inch, Andee moaned loudly and pushed back against him, trying to get all of it into her. 

 

“Oh my god, that’s the biggest cock I’ve had. Fuck me, Dave ... fuck my pussy hard,” Andee begged. 

 

Soon her words turned to deep grunts as Tom moved to my wife’s face and stuck his semi-hard cock into 

her mouth. “Suck me back to life, girl,” he said. “Do you like the taste of your sweet cunt on my cock ... 

lick me clean.” 

 

Andee was going for all she was worth. Dave was pumping madly behind her, harder and harder into her 

tight cunt. His powerful hands gripped my wife’s waist as he pulled her against him and held her there. 

 

“I’m going to cum, baby.” And with that, he started to fill her pussy with his hot sperm. Andee started to 

finger her clit and soon reached another orgasm as Dave was still throbbing inside her. Spent, she 

collapsed onto the floor panting for breath, cum from both men dripping from her pussy as she curled up 

on her side. 

 

“Shit, that was some fine pussy,” Dave finally said, looking over to where I was sitting. “I can’t believe 

you’d share your wife like that ... but thank you, man. She is one hell of a good fuck.” 
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I smiled and nodded. In my mind I was thinking that there would come another day – probably at the 

fitness club – when my wife would explore her fantasies again; or somehow this muscle-bound stud with 

the impressive cock would talk her into a different routine. But I didn’t mind at the moment. I knew 

Andee had just taken a bit step forward in shedding her “good girl, good wife” demeanor. 

 

After a few minutes a quiet banter between us, Tom and Dave picked up their clothes and got dressed on 

wobbly legs. They thanked me for the hospitality and left as my wife tried to lift her hand as if to wave in 

agreement. I stood beside her for moment, watching her breathing slowly returning to normal. My cock 

was still hard – and I had told her during some of our hotter sexual moments one of my fantasies was to 

fuck her after she had been completely used. 

 

And I was never one to let opportunity pass me by ... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Wife In The Middle Page 119 

 

Andee’s New Ink 
First published 2001 / Rewritten 2013 

 

As with the story “Andee Tries her Luck,” this piece is another one of those stories my husband wrote for 

me a number of years ago. This one borders a little more on the hardcore side, something that I don’t 

often attempt in my own writing, particularly the element of non-consent. 

 

And like with “Andee Tries Her Luck,” I hope you enjoy this twisted story from the man who inspires me 

to be a better writer and pursue my fantasies, no matter where they may take my imagination. 

 

 

Following the birth of our second child, my wife Andee was looking to regain some of the sexual 

excitement that existed before her pregnancy. She had always been a very sexual person, often being a 

willing participant in my wild fantasies.  

 

My wife had previously said she always wanted to get a small tattoo – kind of her adulthood rebellion – 

so to celebrate the occasion of our real first date since parenthood, I purchased a gift certificate for a local 

tattoo parlor. When I did, I explained to Tim, the artist who had done a great job on mine, exactly what 

my intentions were. I told Tim, who I always thought was a pretty good looking guy, that whatever 

happened with Andee when she came in was fair game. I would be there to videotape the occasion, but 

whatever happened, happened. 

 

Andee set the date for her appointment with the parlor and thought about what and where she was going 

to get the tattoo. She wanted something that could be hidden when she needed to, but something both of 

us could enjoy. I suggested she get it just above her pussy, which I reasoned could be easily hidden by her 

bikini and in full view when I was eating her out. Andee was a little apprehensive at first, so I helped 

encourage her with a quick cunt licking. She loves having her pussy chewed on and whenever I want 

something, it’s usually the best way to convince her to see things my way. 

 

Her intention was to get a small flaming heart to symbolize her love and passion for me. When the day 

finally arrived, Andee asked me what she should wear. I told her that her best option was to wear one of 

her short skirts without any panties. This would allow her to simply hike up the hem while the tattoo artist 

worked away. At first she thought I was joking, but when I demonstrated how things would work - that if 

she wore pants she would have to remove them completely, leaving her feeling very naked - a skirt was 

the best option. I also told her that chances were very real I would be so turned on by the event that I 

would have to eat her out in the car before we got home. 

 

I helped Andee prepare for the event by shaving her pussy clean. This was the first time she had ever 

taken her pubic hair right off, so this in itself was a real tease for her. We went into our bathroom and she 

got into the tub, filled it with hot water and spread her legs for me. I began by trimming the hair down as 

short as I could with scissors before I switched to a razor. I took my time around her lips, occasional 

brushing against them. This was driving her crazy. By the time I was done, she was dripping with her 

own juices and her cunt was swollen with excitement. Andee begged me for a quickie before we had to 

leave for the salon, but time was against us. I finished my job and towel dried the area. I told her to wait 
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before putting on her clothes and grabbed my camera. I snapped a couple of quick pictures for my private 

photo album before we left. 

 

We arrived at the parlor a little early so Andee could get a good look around. Even though she knew I had 

one done there, she wanted to make sure everything was sanitary. I introduced her to Tim and I could see 

she was taken with his looks. My plan was coming together nicely. Tim showed Andee to the private 

salon where he would do the work. It was a room away from the reception area to guarantee privacy. It 

was pretty basic: a table containing the necessary supplies for tattoos and piercing, a stool for the artist 

and the chair for the subject. 

 

Tim patted the chair as if to encourage Andee to hop on so he could begin. Andee eased herself into the 

chair. It resembled something out of the dentist’s office, but with leg holds that swung out sideways to 

allow the tattooist easier access to his subjects. It was a little ominous looking, with ankle and wrist 

straps. Tim casually explained that they were there for people who enjoyed a little rough treatment during 

some of the procedures. Tim briefly described how the procedure worked and asked if she had any 

questions before he began. 

 

She went through some of the expected questions about healing, pain, etc. Satisfied she had heard 

everything she needed to, Andee lifted her butt up off the leather chair and pulled up her skirt to expose 

the area where Tim would leave his permanent mark. With the exception of the medical staff during her 

pregnancy, this was the first time since Andee and I had been together that her cunt had been exposed to 

another man. I could see from the look on her face that she was a little nervous. It was one thing to be 

spread eagle during delivery, but this moment was a lot more sexual in nature - after all, a doctor is a 

medical professional that is used to certain anatomy and a tattooist is, well, an artist. 

 

I’m sure she was still a little turned on from my shaving job. Tim paused briefly - obviously taking in the 

view before him. Andee had what I call a ‘Penthouse Pussy’ - the kind of cunt that should be shown off, 

or at least photographed. Her lips were delicate and slightly pink...very inviting. They were long and soft 

to the touch. Her clit was in perfect alignment, covered by a fleshy hood, creating a very welcoming sight. 

I often complimented her on how it looked and explained that was why I loved to bury my face between 

her legs as often as possible. 

 

Tim traced the design we had given him on her exposed flesh. Andee tensed slightly at the feeling of his 

hand and pen so close to her slit. He then picked up his ink gun and offered her one last chance to change 

her mind. Andee said she was fine and told him to go ahead. I zoomed in with the video camera to get a 

close-up view of the whole process. As he traced around the outside of the tattoo, I could see that he had 

to rest his hand on the very edge of Andee’s clit. On occasion, his palm would just lightly brush over it 

and then move away. I knew that this delicate touching would be driving Andee crazy. Through the lens I 

could see her cunt was beginning to swell ever so slightly and she was slowly trying to improve the angle 

of her hips so that Tim’s hand was directly over her clit. Tim could sense what Andee was trying to do 

and looked back over his shoulder at me. I winked discreetly at him as if to say “Have fun”. 

 

He took his time to trace the outline, stopping frequently to wipe away the excess ink. When he did this, 

he made sure that he wiped downward so that his hand would wipe the cool alcohol across Andee’s 
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exposed clit. When Tim had finished outlining the design, he asked Andee if she wanted to have a quick 

look while he refilled his ink well. 

 

Andee looked down at her “Flaming Heart” and smiled at me. She lay back as Tim told her he was going 

to fill in the pattern. He said it would take about 20 minutes and to get comfortable as he began his work 

again. He mentioned that in order to get an even pattern he would have to brace his hand against her and 

apologized in advance. (Of course, I knew all along what was really going to happen). Tim rested his 

hand directly over Andee cunt. She jumped at first, but after about 5 seconds of this I could see she loved 

every second of it. 

 

Tim slowly began to grind his hand against her. Andee’s cunt started to get moist and her pussy lips were 

slightly parted...as if to invite more touching. Then, without warning, Tim slid a finger into her slit. 

Andee’s head shot up off the chair at this and looked right at me. She hadn’t bargained for this and was 

thinking this teasing game was going a little further than she expected. I think she was waiting for me to 

say or do something, but I just grinned and kept on filming. I know Andee felt a little vulnerable at the 

time...after all there she was lying back in a chair with her legs spread wide open and a strange man 

fingering her cunt right in front of her husband. Andee had only had one lover before we were married, so 

this was a little unusual for her. Her sexual experiences had been fairly limited and although we often 

fantasized during sex about other partners, it never went further than talk. In fact, she admitted to me that 

she had never even fooled around with a man unless they had a lasting relationship. 

 

As he worked away with the ink gun, Tim began to move his finger in and out. I could see his finger 

glistening with her cunt juice. The distinct smell of a woman’s sexual excitement began to fill the small 

room. As Tim continued, he also brushed against her swelling clit several times; and each time she would 

jump a little. 

 

I could see Andee wasn’t quite sure how to take all this: here she was in front of her husband getting 

extremely turned on and played with by another man. Soon her sexual pleasure overcame her marital 

nerves and she settled into the chair. Her pussy juice really started to flow. I could feel my own cock 

swell as I continued to film the moment. My own desire to lick that wet cunt was almost unbearable. I 

desperately wanted to taste the sweetness of her moist slit. 

 

Andee let out a little moan as Tim’s second finger slid into her. She pushed back against his hand so that 

his two fingers slid all the way into her slick pussy. Andee began to match his movements, so that as he 

pushed in with his fingers, her hips drove down to meet them. There was no turning back now. 

 

Tim put down his tattoo gun and started to rub her clit with his free hand. Andee was so absorbed with 

what was happening to her cunt that she hardly seemed to notice that he had stopped working away on her 

tattoo. I was getting more and more turned on as I heard Andee starting to moan more clearly. Her hips 

were swaying as she got more and more turned on by what Tim was doing. I knew that the teasing at 

home would drive her towards this moment of infidelity, and I made sure I kept the camera focused 

clearly on her pussy so she would have a constant reminder of the day. 

 

“Lick me, please” Andee pleaded as Tim continued to work away with his fingers. His thumb was making 

small circles all around her now swollen clit. Tim lowered his head and lightly kissed her pussy. Andee 
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let out a sigh and arched her hips trying to get her gash on his mouth. Lightly he began to lick her and 

worked his tongue up and down her lips. He occasionally flicked at her clit, stopping a couple of times to 

give it a really good tongue-lashing. Andee was aching for some immediate attention. He leaned forward 

and sucked her clit in and out of his mouth. Andee was going crazy with excitement, moaning and 

wiggling her ass around. 

 

“Lick me...lick me...lick me” she moaned over and over more forcefully. She put her hands between her 

legs and pulled her cunt lips apart so Tim would have clear access to her hot little button. She spread her 

pussy wide open. I could see her hole and her juices dripping out and down her crack to the leather chair. 

 

Tim pulled his fingers out of her and slid both his hands under Andee’s ass. He lifted her off the chair 

slightly and licked her clit with more force. I could see his tongue sliding in and out of her now dripping 

cunt - fucking her like a tiny moist prick. I was jealous of him – not for what he was doing, but because 

he was tasting her while I was left with a hard-on and the video camera. Andee pumped her hips up and 

down as Tim’s tongue found her clit time and time again. He flicked it back and forth, using his tongue 

like a rock hard cock. Andee’s breathing quickened and I could tell she was close to cumming. She 

grabbed his hair and pulled his head hard against her cunt. Just as she was about to let loose with an 

orgasm, Tim stopped. 

 

“Oh my god, don’t stop now.” Andee begged, clutching at Tim’s head trying to draw him back in to her. 

“Please don’t leave me like this...I’m so close to cumming.” 

 

“Listen bitch,” Tim said forcefully pushing her hands away. “You’re going to be left with a permanent 

reminder of this day.” 

 

Andee was shocked at the change in Tim’s tone. I could see she was now afraid of what was happening. 

She must have realized that she had gone a little too far. 

 

“By the time I’m finished, you’ll know just what kind of slut you really are,” he barked at her. “Now lie 

still while I finish what I started.” 

 

Tim unbuckled his jeans and pulled out his dick. It was swollen to an enormous size...much bigger than 

mine on my best day. Since she was relatively inexperienced when it came to other cocks, she gasped at 

the site. Andee looked down as his rock hard member and said with a little fear in her voice that she was 

not having any more of this. As she tried to sit up, Tim pushed her back into the chair. Andee tried to pull 

down her skirt to cover her exposed dripping pussy, but Tim grabbed her hands and told her to stop 

struggling. She continued to fight him, so he grabbed her skirt and tore it off. She was completely 

exposed now and started to kick at him as she struggled to get out of the chair. 

 

“The more you fight it bitch, the harder I’m going to fuck you,” he warned. 

 

With that I put down the camera. I think Andee thought I was going to help her out. She was shocked 

when I grabbed her leg as Tim buckled the strap around her ankle. We did this for both legs and then her 

arms. Finally, he buckled a big strap around her waist that held her motionless. Andee had struggled, 
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calling us bastards, but it was in vein as we had easily overpowered her. She was completely at our 

mercy. I picked up my camera again and began to film the whole affair. 

 

Andee laid there, cunt spread wide and helpless. Her tattoo was only half-complete and the juices from 

Tim’s finger fucking had left Andee wet. Tim looked back at me, his pants still around his ankles and 

cock standing straight out. His dick had to be a good 8 inches and thick. He placed it right against her 

swollen lips. 

 

“I’m going to fuck your wife,” he said to me. I could see that he was serious. 

 

“If you do,” I said with an equal serious tone, and then pausing for dramatics. “You better do it right.” 

 

“Fuck you,” Andee screamed. She struggled against the straps holding her down. “You fucking bastards!” 

 

Tim began to slowly rub his hard cock up and down her wet cunt. The head of his swollen prick was 

getting wet with her juices. He pushed against her a little harder and rubbed it between her lips. Andee’s 

hole was already stretched open a little from his fingers and now was ready to be filled. 

 

“It seems like you’re in need of some servicing,” he said. Tim rammed his dick into her with such a force 

she cried out. 

 

Andee couldn’t do a thing to prevent the assault from between her legs. Her cunt was so wet that he had 

easily slid into her and now Tim was pounding her for all she was worth. He repeatedly pulled out until 

just the head of his dick was between her lips and then shoved his full length back into her. Andee had 

never experienced such a large cock before. In fact, the biggest thing she had ever had in her apart from 

my own dick was a wine bottle I fucked her with one night when we were drunk. 

 

I moved in close to get every push on tape. After a few minutes of this, Andee seemed to have calmed 

down and started to enjoy what was happening. I could see her hips lifting against the straps to meet the 

strange cock that was fucking her. Gradually, she closed her eyes and starting biting on her bottom lip. 

This was a sure sign that her pussy was on fire. Little by little, I could hear her start to moan and she tried 

harder to wiggle her ass to match his thrusts. I caught Tim’s attention to indicate that she was starting to 

enjoy his fucking and maybe he should try something different to test her limits. 

 

I moved around to the top of the chair so I could film Tim’s face as he fucked Andee. I could see from his 

expression that he was enjoying it. Her cunt juice was soaking his pubic hair and running down her ass 

crack. My own cock was pressing hard against my pants, so I decided to unleash it from its confines. With 

the way the chair was angled, I could stand right over Andee’s face. With my one free hand I started to 

stroke my dick. It was inches from her mouth. 

 

Andee stared up at me with a look of pleasure. She licked the bottom of my dick and swirled her tongue 

around the head to lap up the pre-cum that had started to flow from it. Andee took my entire cock in her 

mouth and licked at it with a new intensity. I began to pump in and out of her, fucking her mouth like it 

was a hot pussy. Tim was still driving his prick into her cunt with great intensity. Each time he would 
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slam deep into her, her head would bob up and down on my cock. Her tongue was incredibly hot and she 

made quick work of my dick. 

 

I groaned as my dick tensed. It started to throb uncontrollably and finally released a torrent of cum into 

her mouth. Andee tried to turn her head away because she didn’t like the taste of sperm, but it was too 

late. She had a good mouthful and the rest simply dribbled down her cheek. 

 

I zoomed in on Tim’s cock buried deep in Andee as he continued to fuck her cunt. Andee was moaning in 

pleasure, enjoying the sensation of a good screw. Slowly he pulled out of her one more time. He reached 

down underneath the chair and twisted a lever that lowered the head of the chair and raised the seat. This 

changed the angle of Andee’s crotch and she was now lying completely back on a 45-degree angle with 

her hips sticking straight up. Tim pushed the leg holds even wider to pull her cunt wide open. Her cunt 

had never been stretched like this before, and her own cum ran down making her tiny asshole wet. Andee 

was quiet and just stared up at the ceiling, almost knowing what was coming next. 

 

“I’m going to stretch your ass so bad, you won’t sit down for a week.” 

 

And with that he stuck the head of his cock against her anus and pushed it slowly into her. Andee gasped 

and held her breath as Tim worked his dick into her ass. Her little rosebud hole was incredibly tight and 

now his prick was forcing it open to the limits. Her hands clutched at the arm rests and I could tell it hurt. 

Andee didn’t normally go for anal sex, although we had tried it a couple of times. 

 

At this point, she was done in from the force of Tim’s cunt fucking. He pumped his rock hard prick in and 

out of her hole. His dick was covered in her cum, but the lubrication didn’t help loosen her up any. I’m 

sure her tight ass was a real turn-on for Tim because he only managed a couple of drives before he started 

to jerk as he filled Andee’s ass with cum. He paused for a moment, leaving his limp cock inside her. He 

motioned for me to get in close with the video camera as he withdrew. I got a great close-up of his cum 

slowly dripping out of her sore asshole. He was right; she was stretched out of shape. 

 

Andee lay there, softly whimpering in pain and frustration. I was sure she wasn’t as pissed off about our 

actions as much as she was about not being able to reach an orgasm. Her cunt was still moist and 

stretched open. I zoomed in close and could see deep into her vagina. Her asshole was red from his 

fucking, and his cum continued to drip out of it and down her ass cheeks. Tim pulled up his pants and 

winked into the camera for me. 

 

“Now we finish what we started,” he said, raising the chair back into position. 

 

Tim picked up his tattoo gun and started to draw directly on Andee’s cunt. This was a complete surprise 

for her and she quickly came back to life. He extended the flames of the original heart down towards her 

clit and right against the sides of her swollen lips. Andee screamed as the gun worked away on her. The 

pain of the needle so close to her unsatisfied pussy must have been excruciating as he filled in the colours. 

For an hour Tim worked away, completing Andee’s new tattoo. 

 

“Now for the topper,” Tim smirked. He put down his tattoo gun and picked up his piercing needle. “This 

little wild cat needs a leash.” 
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Tim swabbed Andee’s pussy with alcohol to clean away some of the ink and cum that was on her. She 

twitched as he did, obviously still sensitive to the touch. He lifted her clit hood with a pair of forceps and 

then pierced the clit hood, inserting the gold ring. Andee screamed in pain. Tim then reloaded the piercing 

needle with another loop and moved towards her belly button. She begged him not to continue, but he 

simply laughed and completed his job. 

 

He put down his tools and picked up a length on gold chain from the jewelry box. He ran a length around 

her waist and through the loop in her belly button. He connected the one end to the chain and then ran the 

remaining end down to the ring in her cunt. When he had finally attached the gold chain, Andee had her 

leash - a gold chain that ran around her waist and to her pussy. It was absolutely delicious. 

 

Tim and I undid the straps while Andee lay motionless with her eyes closed. We left her there for few 

minutes to catch her breath and went out into the reception area. I paid Tim for his efforts, promising I 

would send him a copy of the video. After a bit, Andee staggered out from the private room and smiled at 

the both of us as she continued towards the front door without saying a word. One hand carefully held her 

skirt around her waist while she used the other to brace herself on anything in her path to the exit. 

 

On the way home, Andee fell asleep in the car. I had to carry her into the house and put her to bed. Her 

skirt was torn; covered with Tim’s cum and ink from the tattooing. When I awoke the next morning I 

found her in our bathroom. She was sitting on the edge of the bathtub with a small mirror in her hand. I 

stood in the doorway and watched as she examined her new tattoo closely, along with added pussy ring. 

 

I was waiting for her to lay into me, but instead was left speechless when she said: “Umm, your friend 

does really nice work!” 
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Lay It All Out On The Table 
April 2013 

 

This is a bit of a departure for me in my story writing. This is a story I have worked on for a long time; 

mostly because it takes my creative mind to a dark place. But I believe that a vast majority of women 

share these deep, mysterious fantasies of reluctant submission. I’m apprehensive to describe them as 

“rape fantasies” because, at least in my mind and fantasies, there is a level of consent and desire – even 

as the heroine is pleading otherwise, her body and sexual psyche are saying, “I’m willing.”  

 

 

Katrina grabbed the last of her grocery bags from the back of her car and headed into the house. For her, 

it was another routine day in a very routine suburban life. Although she couldn’t say she was unhappy 

with how things had turned out in her life, she couldn’t say it had been exhilarating. Now, with her only 

child off to college, the quiet surroundings of her picture-perfect home only served to underscore her 

growing boredom. 

 

Her husband Joe, although a kind man, believed his role of provider and protector of the family meant 

working as much as he could. And while their lifestyle was comfortable, it was also lacking in 

spontaneous excitement. Katrina longed for something – anything – that would fuel her imagination and 

kick-start her libido. 

 

And in a way, she was dreading the rest of the day. Her good friend Samantha and her husband Colin 

were coming over for a barbecue. It was the first afternoon Katrina’s own partner had taken off in weeks 

and she would have preferred a more private celebration of their time together. Instead, she would play 

polite hostess and spend most of her time in the kitchen preparing food and drinks. 

 

She stared at the clock hanging on the kitchen wall as she put away some of her items and mentally ran 

through her menu for the afternoon. With a couple hours before she had to get things on the go, she 

figured maybe she would be able to talk her husband into some late morning playtime. 

 

Katrina managed to find Joe after looking around the house, parked in his home office behind his 

computer. She leaned against the door frame and slowly unbuttoned her shirt as she smiled at him. 

 

“We have a bit of time,” she said with a flirtatious smile as she pulled open her shirt, revealing her white 

lace bra. 

 

“Oh babe, I just have to wrap this up so we can kick back this afternoon with Colin and Sam. It won’t 

take me long,” he said. Katrina felt her usual wave of defeat, wondering what it would take to draw the 

man she loved away from his work for a few minutes of intimacy. Quietly she pulled her shirt around her 

and headed upstairs to shower. 

 

In the bathroom, Katrina stared at herself in the mirror. Naked; she twisted and turned as she examined 

her body. Yoga twice a week had managed to keep her in decent shape, and her breasts were still quite 

full and not yet surrendering to gravity. She wondered why her husband seemed so distant, so intent on 
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the material aspect of their life, as opposed to being seduced by his wife. She stepped into the shower 

stall, leaned against the tiled wall and let the hot water run over her body as she sobbed softly.  

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

“Is everything alright,” her pretty friend asked. She had noticed that Katrina wasn’t her usual chatty self. 

“You seem a little distant today.” 

 

“You know I love you,” Katrina told her friend with an air of frustration in her voice. “But I was hoping 

Joe would want to spend some time with me ... you know, first Saturday in months and he spent the 

morning in his office. Now he would rather debate politics with Colin than get screwed by me.” 

 

Samantha laughed at her friend’s comment. “You sound a little ...” 

 

“Sexually deprived?” Katrina answered for her.  

 

“Well, I’m sorry honey, but you’re definitely not a candidate for ‘sexually depraved’.” Samantha shot 

back in her usual witty way. “Joe has you ground down to a fine vanilla powder. You’re supposed to be in 

your prime, having fun ... experimenting.” 

 

“You have no idea,” Katrina groaned as she tore open a bag of mixed salad. “If he ever decides that he 

wants sex ... I never thought when I got married that my most reliable sexual companion would come 

with batteries.” 

 

“Colin and I struggled too ... until we figured out that there is a whole other world out there that is having 

incredible sex. But I know finding the time can be the biggest challenge,” Samantha replied. “I love you 

too, and not to make you jealous, but next weekend we’re going to this great costume party. We went last 

year and it was absolutely wild.” 

 

Samantha looked around as if she was checking to see if anyone was eavesdropping on their conversation, 

then leaned towards her friend and whispered. 

 

“This guy hosts a theme party every month at his house. We’ve met all kinds of really interesting people. 

The theme this time is ‘slut party’. I can’t wait. I have the perfect outfit in mind.” 

 

“Slut? What the hell ...” Katrina whispered back in disbelief. 

 

“You know, a ‘slut’ ... sort of like a ... but ...”  

 

“I know what a slut is,” she replied with a hint of indignation. “But what the hell is a slut party?” 

 

Her friend glanced sideways out into the back yard where their husbands were hovering around the 

barbecue. Samantha leaned even further over the kitchen island and whispered in a hushed tone, “It’s a 

theme party ... a costume party, where the women dress up like ... sluts, you know … and flirt and have 

fun with a bunch of hot guys ... men other than Mr. Workaholic out there.” 
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Katrina raised an eyebrow as her friend continued to explain the premise. 

 

“This is one of the best themes of the year … other than New Years. At that one, half the women were 

barely dressed at all,” Samantha continued. “By the end of the night, most of them were walking around 

topless – some were just in their heels. Oh my god, Kat ... it was really hot and sexy ... and liberating!” 

 

“Sam! Are you telling me ... you’ve been to these?” Katrina asked with a bit of shock. She knew her 

friend had a bit of a wild streak in her, but not to this degree. 

 

“A few ... not every month. We started going last year when a friend of Colin’s told him about it,” she 

replied. “I was scared to death my first time. I was like ‘what the hell am I getting in to?’ ... but now, Kat, 

it is sooo much fun. When we get home after these – holy crap – Colin is so horny. We fuck all night and 

most of the next day too.” 

 

“You never cease to amaze me,” Katrina replied, tossing the lettuce leaves for the salad she was making 

with even more fury. 

 

Samantha smiled and watched her obviously frustrated friend for a moment before reaching over and 

gently grabbing her wrists. Katrina laughed and sighed. 

 

“Is my frustration really that obvious,” she said as she looked at her friend. Katrina recognized the glint in 

Samantha’s eye. It usually spelled trouble. 

 

“You have to come with us,” Samantha said bluntly. 

 

Katrina thought for a moment as she digested what Samantha was asking. It sounded very intriguing, but 

she also knew it would be a monumental task to get her husband to agree. His idea of a party was going 

out to a restaurant for a business meeting. 

 

“Kat ...” 

 

“I’ll try to talk him into it,” she answered with an air of resignation.  

 

Samantha smiled at her friend and released her grip from around Katrina’s wrists. They spent the rest of 

the afternoon talking about some of the experiences Sam and Colin had experienced at these parties, and 

the kinds of people they met. Katrina listened intently, occasionally finding herself unable to contain her 

shock, but nonetheless intrigued by what her friend was sharing. She still hadn’t figured out how she 

would ever convince her husband to attend one of these parties. 

 

That night, after Colin and Sam had gone home, Katrina casually introduced the idea of going on a 

double-date the following weekend. She figured she would spare Joe the finer details until she had a 

commitment that he would agree. 

 

The next day, she called Samantha, as promised. 
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“Joe said we can’t make it. He’s going to Montreal for four days and won’t be back until Sunday 

afternoon,” Katrina said, trying to mask her disappointment. 

 

“Then you’ll come alone,” the voice on the other end of the phone replied. “I’ll be at your house Saturday 

morning. We’re taking you shopping for a ‘slut-worthy’ outfit.” 

 

Katrina was about to offer another excuse but Samantha hung up on her. 

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

Katrina stood at the side of her bed in her bathrobe, staring down at the outfit she was expected to wear 

that evening. Although she was still an exceptionally attractive woman at the age of 40, she had long 

surrendered her fashion sense to the sensible appearance of a suburban soccer mom. The raciest thing in 

her wardrobe was a pair of black yoga pants that showed off her sexy curves and well-defined calves. 

Now she was faced with the prospect of wearing an outfit she never would have imagined herself 

considering, even in her youth. 

 

Her stomach was in knots as her mind considered the reality of even trying to fit into what Samantha had 

picked out for her, let alone tag along to a party where other people would see her dressed as such. The 

skirt was a tiny wisp of red tartan fabric, in the fantasy school-girl kind of way. The top was a very tight-

fitting white sleeveless button-up shirt; except the buttons stopped only a couple inches above her navel. 

Katrina knew there was no way she would get away with wearing a bra underneath. 

 

The finishing touch sat on the floor beside the bed – a pair of impossibly high patent leather stiletto heels 

that matched the red in her miniskirt. 

 

As if to delay the process of trying to wiggle into the skirt and top, Katrina walked over to her dresser and 

began to slowly analyze each pair of panties she had, contemplating which would actually work under the 

tiny band of fabric she’d be wearing. Most of what she had, neatly folded and arranged were typical of a 

suburban housewife; hardly any sex appeal among the sensible. Finally, after digging down to the bottom 

her drawer, she found the ones that would work – a tiny pair of red lace thong panties. 

 

Katrina tried to remember when it was when she last wore them. It had been a long time, she knew ... 

almost two years. She had bought them to go under a slinky Valentines dress, thinking it would be the 

perfect seduction for Joe. Then she remembered how he spent most of their dinner date on his cell phone 

and never managed to “unwrap” his present when they got home from another typical date where work 

was forever the topic of conversation. A small wave of anger and disappointment surfaced within her. It 

was another reminder of how boring her marriage had become; and how far off her dreams had drifted. 

 

The more she reflected on the memory, the more her resolve grew. In a huff, she forcefully pushed the 

drawer closed and walked back to the bed, dropping her bathrobe along the way. 

 

“Maybe someone else will appreciate seeing them,” she muttered to herself as she began to get dressed. 
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She was waiting in the living room bucking the strap on her shoe when she heard the doorbell ring. 

Katrina steadied herself as she stood up and then shuffled over to the door in her heels, trying to find her 

balance on heels so high. 

 

“Whoa!” Colin exclaimed as she opened the door. Katrina was expecting it to be Samantha, but smiled 

and blushed. 

 

“Wow! You look amazing ... so sexy and different. Forgive me for saying so, Kat ... but Joe is a fucking 

idiot for missing out on this,” he added as she watched his eyes roll up and down her body. In a way she 

was quite flattered, but it still felt a little odd that her husband’s friend was being so forward. Yet, it was 

also strangely erotic to know she had the ability to coax out such an obvious leer from another man. 

 

“I’m not sure he would notice,” she replied. “But thank you anyway, Colin.” 

 

“Sam is waiting in the car. Are you ready to go?”  

 

Katrina huffed in amusement as she watched Colin as he spoke. His gaze was firmly fixed on the healthy 

bit of cleavage her top revealed. 

 

She took a deep breath and waited until Colin’s stare made its way back up her body to her face. He 

smiled with almost no shame in his expression as their eyes met. “No ... but let’s go anyway.” 

 

She pulled the door behind her and locked it. Her heels clicked on the walkway as she made her way to 

Colin’s car. She hoped that none of the neighbours were watching, because it must have been quite the 

sight: the normally reserved brunette strutting down the walkway in a skirt that barely covered her ass and 

a skin-tight top. Never mind trying to negotiate the concrete in impossibly high heels, while a man other 

than her husband ogled her from behind.  

 

Katrina slipped into the back seat of her friends’ car and stared at her house as they pulled away. Her 

stomach was full of ‘butterflies’ even though she knew in her heart it was time to try something outside of 

her comfort zone. Her life had truly become a predictable motion, but somehow she knew tonight was 

going to test that. 

 

Her nerves weren’t calmed by the time they arrived at the large “mansion” in an affluent part of town. 

There were several cars already parked out front and a number of others were just arriving. Katrina 

noticed that almost all of the women were dressed quite similarly to her: super short skirts and high heels. 

Most of the men seemed to be nicely dressed as well, but certainly nowhere near the degree of risqué as 

their dates. 

 

“See, nothing to be worried about,” Samantha assured her as they walked arm and arm towards the front 

door. As they drew closer to the front door, Katrina could see a handsome gentleman welcoming 

everyone. She figured he was in his 50s and judging from his slight accent, from somewhere in Europe. 

He was dressed in a sharp black suit with an open collar shirt underneath.  
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Colin introduced Katrina to him, explaining that she was a newcomer to the party scene. He welcomed 

Katrina with an old fashioned kiss of the back of her hand as she extended it to meet his, not the cheesy 

mock dignity that modern Western men attempted, but a refined greeting as his eyes remained focused on 

hers, somehow resisting the temptation to steal a peek down her top as he leaned forward. Katrina was 

immediately flattered, as she fully expected the atmosphere – and people – to be a touch more sleazy. 

 

As they stepped inside the house, she noticed the guests were milling about on the main floor, some in a 

large main room that had an unusual number of coaches and large chairs that would easily hold two, 

perhaps three, people. In another room off to the side, Katrina could see a bar had been set up, complete 

with a bartender. As she turned to ask Samantha a question, she discovered her friends had already 

abandoned her and were already mingling rather intimately with another couple. 

 

Kat smirked to herself an made her way towards the bar, choosing a spot near the far end, as if she was 

hoping for the time being that she would just blend in to the shadows until she found her courage. Mostly 

she hoped to catch her breath from the excitement and fear of being so far removed from her usual quiet 

suburban life of sensible shoes and cotton briefs. 

 

She was a drink and a half into the evening before she started to feel comfortable enough in her tiny get-

up to make her way around the other rooms. The party had taken on a strange ambience, very sexual but 

not aggressive. In fact, it was rather consensual, which struck her as odd. It was unlike anything she had 

ever experienced. Quite a few couples had taken up spots on the couches and were engaged in various 

degrees of heavy petting, making out and outright fondling. Kat felt quite voyeuristic as she watched the 

people around her. 

 

Lost in all the thoughts about what she was watching, she had hardly noticed that someone had sidled up 

behind her, and she let out a surprised yelp when she felt arms around her waist. 

 

“How are you doing,” Samantha whispered in Katrina’s ear. “Holding up OK?” 

 

“Scared shitless,” Katrina replied in a hushed tone. “This is one of those swingers’ parties, Sam! I thought 

it was just a fun, dress-up kind of thing ...not a ... sex party!” 

 

Samantha giggled as she cuddled Katrina from behind and kissed her neck. “Oh seriously, Kat. You 

would have never come along if you knew the whole truth. Besides, it’s only swinging if you meet some 

incredibly hot guy and let him fuck you. See any that fit the bill?” 

 

“Sam! I’m married ... and you ... lied to me about what this really is,” Katrina whispered in a stern tone. 

At the same time, she was having a hard time not enjoying the atmosphere and found herself strangely 

turned on by watching some of the people in the crowd. 

 

Her friend slipped around in front of her and gave her a feigned look of disgust. “Just for the record, I’m 

married too ... and I haven’t seen my husband in well over an hour and don’t care. And your husband, 

where is he?” 
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Sam’s words hurt a little, but Katrina knew her friend was telling her the straight truth. Here she was, 

dressed up in something outrageous, alone in the midst of a party full of people enjoying themselves. 

 

“Look around, Kat ... look at everyone having an amazing time. No one seems to mind, no one is judging 

anyone; they’re just letting all their inhibitions go and having fun. Now, there are too many gorgeous men 

for just me to handle on my own, so come on, loosen up and enjoy yourself.” 

 

Katrina could feel herself tense up as her best friend slowly stroked the exposed flesh of her arms with her 

fingers, along her shoulders and to the side of her neck. She had never had another woman caress her and 

it sent a little jolt straight through her body and between her legs, along with a very confused thought to 

her mind. She closed her eyes as Samantha’s fingers gently traced along her jaw line, across her lips, 

down over her chin and along the bare flesh of her upper chest. 

 

Her eyes popped open suddenly as she felt her friend’s hand slip inside the edge of her top, across her 

breast and towards her hardening nipple. Katrina’s mind raced as she struggled to understand what 

Samantha’s touch was doing to her. She let out a tiny gasp as her friend reached deeper into her shirt and 

stroked her breast with even more purpose. 

 

She finally looked Samantha in the eye, blinking repeatedly in a surprised fashion. Her friend had a very 

sexy smile on her face, seductive and mischievous. 

 

“Oh, I see,” Sam said as she stepped closer, her fingers toying with Kat’s erect nipple. “Maybe it’s not a 

gorgeous man you’re interested in.” 

 

Katrina’s mouth opened in surprise. She was at a loss for words to respond to her friend, who was 

beginning to reveal a whole different side to Katrina. She swallowed hard as her body shivered in a 

pleasurable tingle. 

 

“I’m going to get us a refresh on our drinks,” Sam said as she slowly withdrew her hand from inside 

Katrina’s shirt. “Why don’t you mingle for a moment and enjoy the atmosphere now that you know the 

truth. You never know what kind of fun might come your way.” 

 

Kat jumped slightly at the sensation of Samantha’s hand which had now slipped up the front of her tiny 

miniskirt and gently stroked her through the thin wisp of Katrina’s lace thong; her finger tracing the soft 

outline of her pussy lips. Her friend winked as she caressed and toyed with her, before heading off in the 

direction of the bar. 

 

Trying to catch her breath and sort out the thoughts that Sam had just placed in her head, Katrina hung 

around in the main room. The party was beginning to take on a much more sexual vibe as most of the 

crowd gathered in the large room was now engaged in some sort of heated embrace. She watched as a 

man kissed the woman sitting beside him, while a second woman openly fondled his exposed erection. 

The woman being kissed had her hand under her own skirt and was obviously fingering her pussy.  
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After a few minutes, she found herself needing to consciously turn away. She had become extremely 

turned on, but felt awkward staring – even though she doubted the kinky threesome would mind if she 

continued to observe. 

 

She noticed the host standing by himself near a strange looking table. It had gears underneath and an odd 

shape. He got her glance and raised his glass in a slight toast and cocked his head slightly. Katrina smiled 

and approached him. 

 

“Are you having a nice time,” Victor asked politely. 

 

“Yes, I am, thank you,” Katrina answered. “I wasn’t quite expecting it to be like this.” 

 

“Hmm. Is that good ... or bad,” Victor replied. “Hopefully good. I take great concern in ensuring all my 

guests are properly entertained.” 

 

“I don’t think I have ever seen a table quite like that,” Katrina said to the handsome host, trying to mingle 

as her friend had instructed and shy away from admitting her absolute shock over the evening’s events. 

“Does it actually adjust or are all those wheels part of the design?” 

 

“It’s designed for comfort,” Victor explained to her. He put his arm around Katrina’s shoulder and guided 

her closer to the table, explaining that it was something he had first seen on a visit to Germany a number 

of years ago. It was initially intended to be used in medieval times as a method of drawing out 

confessions, he explained. But over the years, and as society evolved, more creative uses were discovered. 

 

“So, you see, it’s not just for eating off,” he said. “Unless that is your intention. But it also serves as a 

way to offer up a ... complete buffet.” 

 

Katrina wasn’t used to the sexual innuendo and blushed a little as she realized by the tone in Victor’s 

voice that he wasn’t talking about Sunday dinner with the family. 

 

“Would you like to try it?” 

 

“Oh … uh … I don’t think I … um ... I’m still getting used to all ... uh ... this,” Katrina stammered as she 

searched for an answer. She looked around the room at the various couples and threesomes that were in 

various stages of interaction, hoping she would spot Samantha to come and save her before things got too 

out of hand. 

 

“It’s OK. You won’t be the first to have been curious. Just for a moment, why don’t you try it,” he said as 

he put his wine glass down. “Here …” 

 

Victor bent down and turned the small wheel that was under the tabletop and lowered it so the edge was 

just below Katrina’s waist. She smiled apprehensively, not knowing exactly what to say but still scanning 

the crowd for her Samantha. She felt Victor’s hands on her hips and she almost unconsciously followed 

along as he positioned her at one end of the table. 
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“No … I don’t really think … um …” she stammered again as he gently bent her downwards until she 

was face down on the table. 

 

“See, no big deal,” he said with a soft tone. “It just gives you the idea of how it works when someone 

wants to be a little more playful ... or someone who needs to confess.” 

 

Katrina laughed nervously and glanced around the room. In the soft light she noticed that no one was 

really paying any attention to what was happening with her. Her mind slowed down for a moment and she 

began to focus on her situation. She felt his hand slowly massaging the small of her back just above the 

waistband of her exceptionally short skirt. 

 

“Hmm,” she replied, thinking she better say something back to her host. “Well, this is kind of interesting. 

I can see how it might have a lot of possibilities.” 

 

As she spoke she hardly noticed the unusual sensation around her ankles. By the time she clued in, 

Katrina realized someone had strapped her ankles to the table legs. 

 

“Oh ... I don’t think that ... uh ... is a good idea,” Kat stammered as she tried to pull away from the 

position she was in. Victor’s hand was now planted firmly on the small of her back, preventing the tiny 

brunette from moving. With his free hand, he pulled another strap from the edge of the table and across 

her back, essentially holding her flat on her stomach. 

 

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I already promised your friend that we would take good care of you. Just enjoy 

the experience.” 

 

Kat’s heart jumped at the comment and then a slight gasp escaped from her.  What did Victor mean by 

“promised your friend” ... she wondered if Samantha and Colin had anything to do with it; but her 

thoughts were quickly diverted as she felt her panties being pulled down over her ass. She knew it wasn’t 

Victor, as his hand was still rubbing her back. 

 

“Um ... could you please not do that,” she asked in a firm but polite tone. Her knees were beginning to 

quiver a bit as she realized that she was completely at the mercy of whoever was behind her. 

 

The caressing was gentle, almost as if the person was ‘worshipping’ her now naked butt. And, at the same 

time, the sensation of hands touching her like that turned her on, despite the fear in her mind at being 

bound to a table in the middle of a large crowd of people. It had been a very long time since anyone had 

touched her in such a sexual way. 

 

She figured it was just a couple people having a bit of fun at first; that maybe Samantha had something to 

do with it and in a moment the game would stop. Her hopes were dashed when she felt the caressing 

hands inch closer and closer towards her now exposed pussy. At first it was a delicate stroking of just the 

outer edges of her moist lips, but then the touching grew more direct. Whoever was fondling her was 

becoming bolder, slipping their fingertip into the warm wetness of her vagina. 
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Katrina tried hard to resist, but the strap around her waist held her tight, and with her legs also unable to 

move, she had no escape from the touching. And despite her conscious mind telling her that this wasn’t 

what she bargained for, her body was gradually suggesting something more welcoming. She noticed how 

warm her pussy had become from the anonymous person’s torment. 

 

She tried one more time to express her desire to be freed, but as she spoke, she felt a long finger slip deep 

into her now very wet vagina. At first, the feeling was just straight shock, but the longer the person played 

with her, the more Katrina came to realize that her mind and body were engaged in their own battle. The 

physical torment and teasing was lighting her pussy on fire, drawing out more and more wetness; even as 

she kept asking for her tormentor to stop. 

 

As Katrina tried to fight back against the hand that was now fully involved in playing with her pussy, she 

also noticed how unusual it would feel every now and then. The person who was fingering her was a 

woman, as she noticed how, when they rubbed against her clit, she could feel the long fingernail. 

 

After a few minutes of sexual teasing, whoever it was stopped. Katrina’s mind was now in a total spiral, 

her straight-laced vanilla housewife personality still vocally begging to be released from the table, but her 

sexually frustrated side had been woken up and was now sending an anxious surge through her. 

 

Katrina gasped loudly as she felt her panties being forced down even more, and then the sudden warmth 

of a hard cock brushing against her exposed pussy. Her body was now reacting almost against her will.  

 

“No ... please ...” she muttered as she struggled against the binds to see who was behind her. “Please don’t 

... really, please. I’m married, this isn’t really what ... I ... oh, god ...” 

 

The anonymous man behind her paid no heed to her request and continued rubbing the end of his erection 

along her moistening cunt. For Katrina, it was an odd sensation to know her body was willing and her 

pussy growing hotter and wetter as the man used his cock to tease her, yet her mind was still resistant to 

the idea. Then without warning, he pushed his rigid shaft deep into her. 

 

“Oh god, no ...” Katrina yelped as she was penetrated from behind. “Please ... untie me ... I ... oh god.” 

 

Her voice trailed off as her new lover began to fuck her with a more rapid rhythm. She rocked forward 

with the force of the man pounding into her from behind, her pussy surrendering to the hardness and 

length of his cock. In her mind, she was still trying to comprehend what was happening, but the feeling of 

the man’s hardness slamming into her began to push other thoughts into her head.  

 

Interspersed with her softening protests, Kat also found herself letting little grunts of pleasure escape from 

her mouth. She couldn’t remember the last time a man had taken her with such vigor. 

 

Then, just as quick as it started, it stopped when the unknown lover pulled his cock out from her wet 

pussy. Katrina felt a gush of hot wetness on the inside of her thigh. She immediately realized her stranger 

had just cum on her leg. 
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“Oh shit,” she said quietly, thankful in a way that he had at least pulled out, but shocked nonetheless. It 

was hard for her not to focus on the peculiar feeling of the hot fluid drizzling down her leg. 

 

A few seconds later, her mind returned to a bit more clarity and she hoped that would be the end of it. She 

tried to turn her head to see if she could see her host, or someone who might listen to her repeated 

requests to be untied from the table. She looked around at some of the people, all of them intently focused 

on her and smiling. Her breathing had become quite heavy as she asked again if she could be released 

from the straps. 

 

Without warning, Katrina felt another hard cock rubbing her still gaping pussy and just as quickly as the 

last one, she felt the man push deep into her just-fucked cunt. 

 

“Oh no,” she moaned as the hardness filled her once again. 

 

Katrina placed her forehead on the table and gripped the edges with her hands to brace herself, realizing 

that no one was about to stop what was happening to her. She allowed her mind to drift to the feeling 

between her legs. In all her years of being sexually active, she had never experience the sensation of being 

taken so quickly after a first encounter. Her pussy was still very much inviting for the second man, and as 

much as she didn’t want to accept what was happening, it felt incredible. 

 

Just as she was beginning to lose the internal conflict between resisting and accepting what was 

happening, Katrina felt the sudden rush of cum deep inside her pussy. It was completely unexpected and 

jolted her back to reality. Her unknown lover grabbed her hips firmly and held himself as deep inside her 

as he could. She could feel the man’s cock throb as he spurted the last of his load into her and then slowly 

withdraw from her. 

 

Kat buried her face into the crook of her shoulder, trying to sort out the strange mix of emotions – the 

feeling of wanting to sob at being forced into such acts, and the unimaginable desire she felt at being 

engaged in outrageous sex acts. 

 

Almost immediately after her anonymous fucker slid out from her hot pussy, another odd sensation took 

over between her legs. This one was more intent and focused on drawing out some pleasure from her. 

Katrina struggled against the ties that held her in place, trying to lift her hips away as the soft and 

knowing tongue of a new lover toyed with her swollen clit from underneath. Oral sex was something of a 

rarity for her. Her husband almost never performed it on her, and only a scant few other men had ever 

gone down on her. 

 

“OK, please stop now,” she begged. “I’ve ... you’ve had your ... no, please ... oh god ... is this really ...” 

 

Within minutes her sexual desire cheated her common sense and an orgasm began to build deep inside 

her. The sensation of this tongue on her pussy was drawing an unexpected wave of pleasure from her. 

Whoever was between her legs and licking her knew exactly how to massage the little spot where all her 

nerves came together. Expertly, they flicked their tongue across and along the area, causing Katrina to 

almost involuntarily push herself against them. 
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“OH FUCK!” she moaned loudly as the stranger’s mouth worked her swollen clit magically to make her 

cum. Her muscles flinched as her body surrendered to the rush of ecstasy that came from her orgasm. She 

visibly shuddered as the most incredible flood of sexual release washed through her body; it had been a 

long time since she had cum that hard. 

 

“Oh my ... oh wow ...” Katrina was shaking from the sexual release; her pent up frustration from months 

of disappointment at home was now a visible wet spot on the table between her thighs. 

 

She had her face pressed against the table’s surface and was trying to catch her breath when she heard a 

male voice from behind her. 

 

“There is nothing like fucking a cunt that has just cum,” the man proclaimed. Katrina thought she 

recognized the voice as that of her friend’s husband, Colin. But just as she raised her head off the table to 

say something she felt another hard cock sliding into her dripping pussy. 

 

“Oh ... please,” she muttered breathlessly. “Oh, please stop. This isn’t what I wanted. I can’t ...” 

 

Just as she said this, a familiar face appeared in front of her – her friend Samantha. 

 

Samantha crouched down so she was face to face with Katrina and smiled before leaning in to kiss her 

friend’s forehead. Katrina could see the tiny glint of moisture on her friend’s chin and realized that it must 

have been her that had brought her to orgasm from behind. 

 

“Was that ... you?” Katrina asked breathlessly as she grunted through another hard fucking from behind. 

 

Sam nodded, and licked her lips in a seductive manner. She gently stroked Katrina’s hair and brushed the 

strands away that had become sweaty and stuck to her face. 

 

“Don’t tell me you didn’t need that,” Samantha whispered into her friend’s ear. “Just relax and let your 

inhibitions go.” 

 

Katrina raised her head to look at her friend; it was an awkward angle, especially with the constant 

rocking motion that was the result of being fucked. Samantha leaned forward and pressed her moist lips 

against Katrina’s, sliding her tongue into her friend’s mouth. 

 

“And good for you, sweetie,” Samantha said as she broke the kiss. “I’ve never been brave enough to be 

the hors d’oeuvres at one of Victor’s parties.” 

 

Katrina half smiled and opened her mouth but any comment she was going to make was stifled as she 

could only grunt with the sensation of yet another hard cock sliding into her from behind. 

 

A devilish smile appeared on Samantha’s face as she whispered again. “I guess I should have warned you 

… the table … the person who is on it is available for all the guests to enjoy ... like hors d’oeuvres.” 
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Katrina closed her eyes and lowered her face onto the table as she relented to having another stranger’s 

cock buried in her pussy. She felt Samantha stroking her hair as the thrusting began all over again.  

 

xxx XXX xxx 

 

When Katrina woke the next morning, she was in her own bed but couldn’t remember exactly how she 

had gotten there. As she lay there, curled up on her side, she slid her hand between her legs and gently 

touched her pussy. She flinched slightly as a subdued jolt of pain shot through her. She was definitely raw 

and sore from her experience at the party. For the first time in a very long time, she thought it was a good 

thing that her husband had virtually no interest in sex; she wasn’t sure when she would be able to perform 

the act again. 

 

She tried hard to replay some of the moments from the night before and figured she had easily been taken 

by six different men – and then there was the matter of her friend, Samantha, forcing her to orgasm by 

using her mouth. The thoughts left her confused and distracted for several minutes. She wondered how – 

if at all – she was going to explain any of this to her husband. 

 

Katrina gathered herself, slipped her robe on and made her way downstairs to the kitchen. As she walked 

over to the cupboard to grab a coffee cup, she noticed a vase with an odd number of red roses in it. It was 

strange because her husband was still out of town, and she had no clue how they got there. A small 

handwritten note hung from one of the flowers’ stem and a black envelope was propped up against the 

glass container. 

 

Katrina read the note first. “One beautiful bloom at the end of one long stem served nine times over. A 

magnificent honour to have enjoyed you. Thank you for joining my unique circle of friends. V”  

 

Katrina put a hand to her mouth as if to silence her gasp, her mind raced as she pieced together the hidden 

meaning of Victor’s note. “Nine times over” must be the number of men who had taken her while she was 

bound to his table. Momentarily, she felt nauseous. It was way out of character for her to have done such 

a naughty thing. 

 

Her hand was shaking as she picked up the black envelope and opened it. Inside she found a black card 

with white writing – an invitation. 

 

“One month hence join us for a night in Black and White” 

 

Butterflies returned to Katrina’s stomach as she pondered the idea of another party. 
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Andee Charm 

 

It won’t take a lot of thought to figure out that Andee Charm is a pseudonym for 

the author of these great sexual tales. Andee likes to consider herself the typical 

Canadian girl-next-door – with enough desire and kink within her to enjoy the role 

of flirt, office distraction, occasional seductress and sexual adventurer. A model 

for the past 11 years on an exclusive adult website, blogger, published author, 

social media junkie and generally fun girl, Andee has explored the depths of her 

sexual imagination at every opportunity. With her supportive husband by her side 

throughout, she has learned that life is too short for hang-ups and that sex can be 

both clean and dirty when done right. 
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