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If she rolls her eyes any harder, they’ll fall out of her head. 

Tania adjusts the gold Venetian masque covering the top half of her face and turns her attention back to the martini glass in her hand. She glances around at the assembled people – all of whom are wearing similar fancy Venetian masques and all of whom are total strangers to her – and tries to ignore her husband’s desperate attempts to suck up to his boss. 

‘I really can’t thank you enough for inviting us,’ Jeremy says again, clasping his hands together in a pitiful show of gratitude. ‘My wife and I have been so excited to come.’

‘Speak for yourself,’ Tania says, into her glass as she takes another sip. ‘I’m here for the open bar. I could be fucking my boyfriend, but no…’

She looks around again at the huge ballroom. No words can express how desperately out of place she feels right now. She’s never stepped foot in this old manor house, let alone been invited to a party here. Now she’s trapped here for the night, wearing this ridiculous masque and this even more ridiculous outfit that Jeremy insisted she wear. A red blouse and black leather skirt and high heels might be a good combination and a great look on her slender frame, but not here and now. Not for a party like this. 

But Jeremy insisted. I want you to look smoking hot, he said. I want all the guys from my office to get jealous. 

Even when she protested that they were all going to be wearing masques and facial disguises, he didn’t budge. Even when they arrived and saw women dressed in far more elegant outfits – some cocktail dresses, a few prom dresses, even a couple of women seem to be wearing princess-style ballgowns – Jeremy said that she would fit right in and feel more comfortable as the night went on. 

Tania drains the last of her martini and studies the lonely olive sitting at the bottom of her glass. Her husband prattles on like a pathetic idiot off to her side, telling the boss how wonderful the party is and how grateful they are to be there and how thankful he is to have been invited. She glances around at the other partygoers, wondering if any other man here is as much of a suck-up as her husband. His pathetic attempts to appease the boss are making her cringe under the masque. 

‘Thank you, Jeremy,’ says the boss for the third or fourth time, with another pat of Jeremy’s shoulder. ‘I can’t take all the credit for this. Carl’s the one who organizes it. Carl, the big cheese.’

‘Where is he?’ Jeremy’s voice drips with sycophantic desperation. Tania swallows, fighting to urge to vomit. Her husband hasn’t looked at her once since he spied his boss in the ill-fitting suit and half-moon masque. 

‘Carl?’ The other man chuckles. ‘Good luck finding him. There’s a reason he throws these masquerade parties. It’s the one time of year he can mingle without having the entire workforce try and suck up to him.’

‘Aah, that’s a shame, I’d love to thank him,’ Jeremy says, completely missing the subtle message embedded in his boss’s sentence. Tania snorts into her drink. It’s not just pathetic, it’s embarrassing. Thank God nobody can see her face. They might remember her as the wife of that brown-nosing suck up. 

Tania feels eyes glancing in her direction, sizing her up. She adjusts her blouse again, conscious that the low neckline is revealing far more cleavage than she wanted to show tonight. She can’t see the expressions of the men and women gazing at her, but she can feel their eyes, hidden beneath the masques and shades. Discomfort begins to creep in. Tania already feels out of place; now she starts to feel unwelcome. 

‘Hey, I’m gonna grab a fresh drink,’ Tania says, placing a hand on Jeremy’s elbow. 

He responds with a casual wave of his hand, as though she’s interrupting him. 

The boss, at least, shuffles in embarrassment. Tania sighs and turns away. She places her empty glass on a table. 

There’s a large crowd around the bar. Might take a while to get served – or maybe not, considering her cleavage is half-exposed. She could mingle and pretend to talk to belong among this assembly of total strangers. Or she could take the time to slip away. She’s always wanted to see the inside of this gorgeous building. It would be a crime not to go and enjoy it. 

Nobody pays any attention to the shapely woman in the red and black outfit as she pushes through a side door and slips out of the main gathering hall into the corridor beyond. The door closes behind Tania, muffling most of the noise. She

can still hear faint sounds of laughter, conversation, and glasses clinking. She breathes a sigh of relief. The wide, long corridors of this old house are incredible. There are paintings, mirrors, and other framed items along most of the walls. Small side tables hold golden candelabras and various trophies. 

Everything looks ornate and detailed, as if hundreds of skilled craftsmen had fashioned every single inch of every single room. 

She starts walking along the corridor, leaving the hubbub and ruckus in her wake. Her heels tap on the floor, making a lot of noise, but there’s nobody around to hear it. Nobody except her. She’s reminded of Belle, exploring the Beast’s castle, stumbling across the rose in the tower. She stifles a giggle. 

Tania follows the long corridor until the noise of the party is well out of earshot. 

The only sounds are her heels tapping on the hardwood floor. She reaches the end of the hall and finds herself in a small T-junction. To her left, another corridor winding along the manor. In front, wide windows looking out over the dark manor grounds. She can make out the vague glimmers of headlights flashing in the distance, following the road that passes the estate. She turns to her right and sees a flight of stairs leading to the next floor. She only hesitates for a moment before she starts walking upstairs. 

The second floor opens up into a series of wide, expansive, lush bedrooms. Tania peeks into a couple and glimpses silhouette shapes of enormous, four-poster beds and furniture that she’s only seen in period movies. This place reeks of opulence and wealth. 

Something catches her eye further along the corridor. A light. She heads toward it, intrigued. The rest of the floor is in darkness, yet there’s one bedroom tucked away at the back with a single lamp burning on a nightstand. 

Tania walks into the bedroom and glances around. It appears to be empty. Maybe somebody turned the lamp on while they were cleaning and forgot about it. She takes another step inside the room. Something else grabs her attention. A painting hanging next to the huge bed. It looks like an oil painting, but it’s fairly modern. Not one of the old masterworks, anyway. The painting makes her blush. 

She studies it and moves closer, unable to look away. 

The subject is a naked woman of modest proportions. She is splayed across a bed that looks similar to the one in front of Tania now. Her expression is one of

total erotic bliss. The naked woman is surrounded by three equally naked men; one laying down with his face between her legs; the other two kneeling next to her. The woman is clutching one kneeling man’s cock in each hand. 

Tania stares at the painting. Her heart races and heat rushes to her cheeks. She’s never seen such an explicit, erotic, intimately detailed painting as this before. 

She can see the woman’s dark nipples; the veins running along her lover’s hard cocks; the creases in the bedsheet beneath her naked back. It’s either a monumental work of imagination, or it’s based on a real-life scene. 

‘Lucky bitch,’ Tania says. 

‘Beautiful, isn’t it?’

Tania gasps and whirls around, heart leaping into her throat. A tall, well-dressed man stands behind her, a smile on his face. She can’t see who he is – like all the guests downstairs, he’s wearing a masque – but she can see his eyes. They burn and smoulder with amusement. 

‘You scared me!’ she says, a hand over her pounding heart. ‘I didn’t know there was anyone else up here.’

‘There isn’t,’ the mystery man says, still watching her closely. ‘It’s just you and me. All alone. Nobody is allowed up here. These are… private areas.’

‘Maybe I should go back downstairs.’

Tania takes a step away, but the man blocks her path with a casual arm. 

‘I see you were admiring the painting,’ he says. He sounds faintly amused. ‘It’s wonderful, isn’t it?’

‘It’s… detailed.’ Tania’s eyes drift across the naked woman in the center of the portrait, sweeping over her glowing skin and eager, satisfied expression. ‘Very lifelike.’

‘It’s based on a real event,’ the man says. ‘From a scene that played out in this very room.’

She studies the bed for a moment. The scene in the portrait comes to life before

her eyes. The naked woman, moaning in pleasure as one man devours her dripping sex. Two men kneeling over her, hard cocks ready. She jerks them both off, using her mouth to pleasure each man in turn. 

Tania’s heart races harder. Heat floods her womanhood. Again, she wishes she had done something more enjoyable tonight – like visit her boyfriend for some quick and dirty satisfaction. 

‘The party must be pretty dull if you’re wandering around up here,’ says the man. ‘Or maybe you were looking for something else?’

‘What else would I be looking for?’ she says. 

The man is standing close to her; close enough to smell his cologne. She licks her lips, unaware that she’s doing it. 

‘Maybe you’re looking for… some entertainment. Does your husband know you’re up in the bedrooms, all alone? Is he planning to join you?’

‘My husband?’ Her eyes flick down to the dull, tarnished silver ring on her finger. ‘He wouldn’t notice if I ran naked through the gardens. He’s too busy trying to get noticed by his boss.’

‘I thought that was the point of wearing a disguise?’ The man’s voice is thoughtful, intrigued. He slides a hand around her waist. Tania doesn’t pull away. 

What’s the harm? They’re just two strangers standing in the dark bedroom of a manor house together. Besides, his touch is oddly comforting. 

‘That dumbass doesn’t have a clue,’ she says. ‘It was his idea for me to dress up like a whore.’

Tania keeps her gaze on the erotic portrait, but she feels the man’s head tilt and look her up and down. 

‘You don’t look like a whore,’ he says. ‘You look stunning. Better than the overdressed dolls downstairs. You have the figure for that outfit.’

‘Thanks,’ she says, her heart warmed by his words. ‘Maybe we should go back down and join the others?’

‘Let them wait,’ he says. 

His hand slides from her waist to her ass. She stiffens in surprise, but still doesn’t try to push him away. On the contrary, she enjoys the attention. It’s more than her husband ever gives her. And being in this dark room with the soft glowing lamp and the intimate, erotic painting… it’s starting to affect her. 

‘What kind of woman do you think I am?’ she says. 

‘The kind who slips away from her husband and hangs around dark bedrooms.’

She turns to face him now, studying his face through the masque. He seems older than her. Maybe late forties. He has an air of power; of arrogance; of confidence. 

He seems to be enjoying this moment. It feels like a game to him. 

‘What are you doing?’ she says. ‘I don’t even know your name.’

‘I prefer it this way,’ he says. ‘No names. No faces. Just two strangers in a chance meeting.’

Her cleft tingles with electric tension. The stranger leans forward and presses his lips to her neck. Fireworks explode behind her eyes. A long, gasping sigh escapes her lips. Warmth floods her body. She grasps his body before she can stop herself. 

‘This… fuck… we can’t do this. My husband…’

He cups her ass with both hands and plants another long, slow kiss on her sensitive neck. Her body tingles. 

‘Tell me to stop,’ he says. ‘If you don’t want it… just say stop.’

But she doesn’t. The tingles drive her wild. Heat burns hotter and brighter in her cleft, craving primal satisfaction. She refuses to tell him to stop. The situation is indescribably erotic. Her husband, his co-workers – any of them could walk upstairs and bust her. That thought makes her sex burn even hotter. 

Tania gasps with erotic excitement, gripping the stranger’s body tighter. Her womanhood is aflame with lust right now. The idea of fucking a total stranger drives her crazy. She hasn’t done anything this wild since the night she met her

current boyfriend. 

‘Oh, my God,’ Tania says, pulling him into her body with hungry desire. ‘I’ve never done anything like this…’

He growls, apparently swallowing her little lie with enthusiasm. He kisses her neck deeper, harder, and with increased passion. 

She looks past his shoulder, at the painting hanging on the wall. She moans, trying to mimic the expression of the woman on the canvas. 

‘Are you gonna fuck me?’ she says. ‘Are you gonna fuck me like her?’

‘Yes.’

She closes her eyes and surrenders to him. This isn’t how she planned to spend the evening, but the idea of getting laid at all is a welcome surprise. If her boyfriend can’t be here to satisfy her needs, why not this stranger? 

His hands slide further down and reach the hem of her leather skirt. He grabs it and slowly pulls up. The skirt rises over her bare legs, lifting higher and higher, exposing her purple underwear. He paws at her ass like a horny teenager. She groans, encouraging him. 

Tania, now free of that restricting skirt, stands a little wider, parting her legs for the mystery man. He cups her ass with one hand and strokes the delicate lacy V

at the front of her panties with the other. A jolt of erotic electricity courses through her sex. 

The man groans into her neck. She grabs his ass and pulls at his belt buckle. Her body hums with erotic energy. She needs this; needs him; now, right now. 

He tugs her underwear aside and strokes her burning mound. She groans. His warm fingers feel so wonderful against her smooth, waxed skin. Her hips move on their own, helping him glide along her most sensitive areas. His fingers brush her hot lips, sending yet more tingles of pleasure through her body. Her body burns with lust. She couldn’t stop even if Jeremy walked into the room right now. Hell, a beta male like Jeremy would probably enjoy watching her get used and fucked by a real man – if she allowed him to watch. 

The mystery man pushes a finger between Tania’s aching lips and teases her drooling entrance. She moans into his ear. He teases her hole for a few more moments, before gently withdrawing and sucking on the wet finger. 

‘Delicious,’ he says. 

‘You wanna taste more?’ she says, squeezing the firm bulge in his pants. 

Tania slips out of his grasp. She steps over toward the bed, keeping her taunting gaze fixed on the masked man, and sits. She leans back and spreads her legs, a wicked smile playing on her lips. The man returns her smile and walks toward her. Tania arranges her position on the bed, lying like the woman in the painting, and gestures for him to join her. 

The man kneels on the bed and kisses the front of her underwear. She shivers with anticipation. He kisses and nuzzles her cleft slowly for a moment, sending waves of burning pleasure through her sex. She moans softly. 

‘Don’t tease,’ she says. ‘I need it.’

He smiles, enjoying her impatience, and slowly eases her underwear to the side again. He lays eyes on her smooth mound and silky pink lips. A smile spreads over his face. Such a pretty pussy. He leans forward and kisses her sex. 

Tania melts into the bed. There is nothing she loves more than having her unfaithful pussy worshipped by a new tongue. She allows herself to be swept up in the pleasure of his gentle, exploring tongue, moaning into the empty room. 

Her lover has a skilled tongue. He teases her throbbing clit and caresses her wet lips and delves into her aching hole. Every nimble movement sends more blissful sensations through her body. Tania grips the bedsheets and moans, not bothering to keep her voice low. Why would she? There’s nobody around to overhear them. Her hips roll like a gentle ocean wave, offering her sweet sex to this masked stranger. 

He groans with pleasure, drinking her delicious nectar with obvious delight, and spreads her swollen sex with two fingers, giving him even greater access. He takes his time with the woman, enjoying the scent and taste of her arousal, loving the sound of her moans and the way her body shudders with pleasure. He adores cheating wives and he can tell that this one is well versed in the art of

infidelity. 

Tania grabs her breasts and squeezes gently, sending yet more waves of pleasant stimulation to her overloaded mind. She moans longer and louder. Heat spreads throughout her body, filling her chest and stomach and sex with passion and fire. 

Every gentle flicker of the stranger’s tongue makes her gasp again and again. It’s good. It’s really good. His skilled fingers and tongue work together well, stoking the fire in her cleft and making it burn brighter and hotter. She groans over and over, losing herself to the flow and rhythm of his movements. 

Pressure builds in her stomach. It burns red-hot and pulses through her being in fast, intense waves. She moans and gasps and squeals with pleasure, body rocking back and forth on the bed. Her moans get louder and more intense. The masked man’s tongue flickers and swirls faster, matching the intensity of her pleasure. He can feel her climax brewing. He urges her on, hungry for her release. 

Tania gasps. Herr body shudders and goes rigid for a long moment. She trembles and grips her body tight. She cries out and unleashes a long, high-pitched wail of pleasure. Her orgasm burns like an inferno in her gut. It’s fierce and intense and makes her brain melt with delight. 

Her masked lover continues stoking the fire, drinking her orgasm and lapping up all the delicious juices. He delves his tongue into her red-hot entrance and tastes her sweet passion. He continues pleasuring her with long, languid, gentle strokes of his tongue, until her body is trembling and tingling. 

‘That was great,’ Tania says, breathing hard. ‘Are you gonna fuck me, too?’

The man sits up, a smile on his wet lips. He unzips his pants and eases hi manhood free. He looks to be a decent size. Maybe six inches or more – it’s hard for Tania to tell with the base shrouded and obscured by clothing, but she’s not about to stop everything and get naked. A quick, half-dressed fuck is just as fun as a long, slow naked lovemaking session sometimes… and this is definitely one of those times. 

Tania holds her underwear to the side. Her blouse is creased and pulled, her bra and breasts peeking through the gap. She doesn’t bother to rearrange herself. It’s hot like this; when you’re both so horny and eager that neither of you can get undressed any more than necessary. 

The masked man presses the tip of his manhood to her soaking wet entrance and pauses for a moment, enjoying the heat of her bare skin. She’s red-hot and silky with cream. He’s gonna enjoy fucking her. 

Tania rolls her hips and gives her womanhood over to this man. He plunges forward and eases inside. She moans with utter delight as his member fills her up, inch by delicious inch. He’s not the biggest or that fattest cock she’s ever had, but he feels so fucking good right now. 

He fills her all the way and starts fucking her without hesitation; deep and hard and relentlessly. There’s an urgent, hungry need to his movements that drives Tania crazy. She loves it when a guy loses control and can’t stop himself from unleashing his animal side. She grabs his arms and looks into his masked face; into his furious, intense eyes. 

‘Yes,’ she says, in a low, passionate gasp. ‘Yes… more! Fuck me hard!’

The man responds with a low, throaty growl. He fucks her hard and deep and fast, plunging his manhood into her over and over again. He slams into her body like a man possessed, desperate to unload into her wet, cheating pussy. Her sex grips him perfectly, squeezing his shaft and giving him just the right amount of friction. 

Tania fucks him back as much as she can in this position, giving herself over to the man’s intense, deep pounding. She moans for him, as if this is the best sex she’s ever had. It’s working. He’s only been fucking her for a few minutes and she can already see his eyes beginning to cloud with pure lust. 

‘Are you going to come in me?’ she says. 

‘Yes!’

‘Are you gonna send me back to my husband with a pussy full of your come?’

‘Fuck! Yes!’

‘Do it, fill me up! Come deep inside my married pussy!’

He growls again; this time wildly, savagely, with primal urgency. His movements become stiff and jerky and uncontrolled. He gasps and his eyes burn bright. 

Tania looks into his face, nodding with desperation and hunger. She wants it. She needs it. She yearns for it-She gasps. He thrusts deep inside her and holds for a long moment. His cock throbs. Warm, hot come floods her bare, unprotected womanhood. She feels him shudder with the intensity of his orgasm. She squeezes her pussy tighter, milking his cock with her muscles. He groans again, deeper, huskier. 

‘Fuck,’ he says. ‘Fuck.’

‘Yes,’ she says, almost sighing the word. 

They remain like that for a few moments, but it feels like hours to their sex-addled minds. They enjoy the long, slow pleasure of the erotic comedown together. He holds inside her until his manhood begins to lose strength, and eases back. Tania feels his warmth pooling inside her. 

‘That was so good,’ he says, his voice rich with satisfaction. ‘So goddamn good.’

Tania watches him carefully tuck his exhausted cock back in his pants, careful not to leave any evidence on his clothes. 

‘Guess this party wasn’t such a bust after all,’ she says, with a giggle. 

‘I’m glad you came,’ he says. ‘And to the party, too.’

Tania smiles at him. She adjusts her underwear, covering her sticky, well-fucked sex once more. Those panties will need to go straight in the laundry when she gets home. He offers her a hand. She takes it and climbs off the bed and adjusts her clothing. 

‘I’ll see you back downstairs,’ he says, with a grin. ‘Maybe.’

‘Maybe.’

He gives her a parting kiss on the neck and walks out of the room. His footsteps fade and vanish, leaving Tania alone with her thoughts. 

She glances up at the painting again and smiles to herself. 

Tania waits for a minute or two, trying to flatten out the creases of her blouse. 

She re-adjusts her hair, hiding the evidence of what she just did. She gathers her thoughts and stills her heart and retraces her steps back to the main ballroom. 

The party continues, as though she had never left. She waits in the crowd by the bar and manages to order a fresh martini. She wanders back over to her husband, still standing at the same place he was before, talking to someone new. She can’t see who – people block her direct line of sight. 

‘Tania, there you are!’ Jeremy’s voice is full of pompous self-importance. She forces a smile on her face and walks closer, taking a sip of her martini. ‘This is the man we need to thank for tonight. Tania, say hello to Carl.’

Jeremy steps to the side and Tania finds herself mask-to-mask with a figure she knows well. Intimately well. A man whose come is currently staining her underwear. 

‘Hi,’ Carl says, a knowing smile spreading across the visible half his face. ‘It’s a pleasure to meet you.’

‘And you.’ Tania is glad she’s wearing a masque right now. Her cheeks burn bright red. ‘Thank you for inviting us to this lovely party.’

‘It’s my pleasure. I’ll invite you both to a lot more social events in future.’

He shoots a wink that nobody else sees and releases her hand. Tania stifles her smile with the martini glass. 

‘Great to meet you Jeremy,’ Carl says. ‘I’ll catch you both again soon.’

The CEO walks through the crowd and disappears from view. Jeremy stands next to Tania, gushing about how awesome it was to meet the man who owns his company. Tania nods quietly, pretending to listen. Her mind is elsewhere; in a room on the next floor, where an erotic painting hangs on the wall. She wonders how long they’ll have to wait before the next company event. 
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Andrea Martin is the architect of your desires, an erotic author with over two thousand sales under her belt. By day, she’s an erotic writer. By night, she makes all her fantasies come true. She likes to write stories about married women, dominant men, and tales of rough, passionate encounters. She regularly releases

new stories. 

In addition to these naughty stories, I also take commissions! Get in touch with me via my contact details below and we’ll discuss your wicked fantasies and how I can make them come true. 

If you’ve enjoyed my work, please consider leaving a brief review to help others find it, too. Authors like myself only survive thanks to your generosity and goodwill. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read this story. I love you all! 

Until we meet again, 

Stay beautiful

-AM

x

If you like what I do, feel free to get in touch: reddit.com/u/xxxandreamartin

xxxandreamartin@gmail.com

https://www.buymeacoffee.com/xxxandreamartin If you enjoy my work, please consider supporting me via my By Me a Coffee account. A couple of dollars will always put a smile on my face and let me know

that you’ve enjoyed my work. A massive thank you to my current backers – you are wonderful and I adore you for supporting me! 
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