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“Getting ready for your date?” Pete asked. Sammie rolled her eyes and grinned at her husband. She had showered and shaved her legs, and had to admit it felt like she was getting ready for a romantic evening rather than an afternoon game of Dungeons & Dragons.

“It’s not a date,” she said as she slipped into her jeans. Pete was standing in the doorway, smiling and frankly admiring her as she dressed. Even after fourteen years of marriage, he looked at Sammie like she was the most beautiful girl in the world, and she had to admit she sometimes believed that, in his eyes, she was.

“I don’t know,” he said. “You and your handsome Dungeon Master all alone, at his house all afternoon.” He was smiling broadly, teasing her the way he often did ever since she had mentioned how attractive Ron, the DM, was.

“Yep,” Sammie said. “And it’s just the two of us because my character is stuck in a castle with an elf lord, and I need to sweet talk him into giving us information we need.”

“So seduction is sweet talking now, is it?”

Last Friday’s session had ended with her character, Elena, trying to seduce the elf lord. The rest of the players had been egging her on, and she had gone along with it, doing a pretty good job of acting it out if she said so herself. She had laughed at how the usually unflappable Ron actually got a bit flustered as she playacted seducing him, even going so far as to unbutton the top two buttons of her shirt so he had a great view of her cleavage.

Once she laughed the spell was broken, and Ron got back to the game quickly, playing it off as though the elf lord had been flustered, not him, not the almighty dungeon master. The session ended with the player characters retiring to their rooms, and the group had planned to get together again the next Friday as usual.

The next day, though, Sammie got a text message from Ron asking if she wanted to come by for a one on one game. Lord Aidenn had been intrigued by her performance, and summoned Elena to his library after the rest of the party had retired. He wasn’t completely taken in by her seduction attempt, but she had a chance to try if she wanted to. He figured they could get together and play through the scene one on one, instead of having the rest of the group sit around with nothing for their characters to do while Sammie tried to get the information they needed.

She enjoyed how Ron gave them a chance to role play as much of the game situations as they could, instead of just rolling dice for everything. Not that there was anything wrong with rolling dice, of course, but all the role playing really made the game seem real at times. It didn’t hurt that Ron was so good at playing such a wide variety of roles himself, from a grumpy tavern keeper to the aloof elf lord her character was now trying to seduce.

“Maybe you won’t need to sweet talk him,” Pete said, “You look great, this elf lord won’t be able to resist you.”

Sammie looked down at herself. Jeans and a tee shirt. She grinned. Pete always thought she looked great, and said so just about every day.

“I wonder if your DM is going to be able to resist you, once you start sweet talking him,” he said, still grinning. Sammie hugged her husband, kissed him and smiled.

“It’s all just a game, you know that right?”

“Well, yeah, I played when I was a kid, even up through high school. We were usually fighting monsters and looting dungeons, though, not seducing royalty.”

“This campaign is a little more grown up is all, it’s still just playing a role. I mean, it’s not like I’m actually seducing Ron, Elena is seducing Lord Aidenn.”

“Sounds kinda hot anyway,” Pete laughed.

“Well, it kinda is,” Sammie said. “But it’s nothing to worry about, I mean it’s all talking and rolling dice, if my character goes to sit on Lord Aidenn’s lap or something I just say that, I don’t act it out.”

“Maybe you should try acting it out.”

“Shut up.”

“Seriously. You said it was kinda hot, after all. And it’s just you and your DM this afternoon, right? Maybe a little acting out would be fun.”

“You seriously think I should seduce Ron?”

“No, I didn’t say that. It would be your character seducing the elf lord, just you and him playing out the parts, right?”

“Yeah, but if I act it out with Ron isn’t it the same thing?”

“Try it and see.”

“Shut up,” she said. Pete grinned at her.

“Well, if things do get out of hand, I won’t blame you. I’ll just blame your slutty character.”

“If things get out of hand, I’ll blame you, for giving me the idea.”

“Deal. Just tell me what happens later.”

“Nothing’s going to happen, so you can quit smirking.”

“Okay. Just tell me if it does.” He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “Love you, sweetheart.”

“Love you. I gotta get going.” Sammie grabbed her messenger bag, filled with her rulebooks, notes and dice.

“Have fun,” Pete kissed her on the lips. “Whatever you end up doing.”

“Oh, I will!” She winked at her husband as she left.

Sammie found herself wondering how serious Pete was about what he said on the drive over to Ron’s house. He did like to tease her about her handsome DM, and he certainly seemed excited about his wife spending time alone with a handsome man. For a few years at least, he had joked around about her fooling around with someone else… Maybe it really would turn him on. I wonder if he really would be okay with it, maybe even excited by it, she thought as she pulled up in front of Ron’s house.

She rang the bell, and Ron opened the door almost immediately. He looked great, his black tee shirt just tight enough to show off his broad shoulders and muscular arms – he had been a fat kid, he had told her with a grin, the stereotypical D&D nerd, but for the past ten years fitness had become his secondary hobby. His blue eyes flashed as he grinned down at her. At an inch or two over six feet, he towered over Sammie.

“Hey!” he said, leaning forward to give her a peck on the cheek. “Ready to get back into it?”

“Yep! I’m not letting Lord Elven Pants wriggle out of this one!”

Ron led the way to the gaming room, a large bedroom he had converted into a paradise for gamers. A large, custom made table dominated the center of the room, with enough seating for ten people at the table proper. Two sofas provided more casual seating, and the walls were mostly shelves of rulebooks, boxed games, and hundreds of miniature figures. Sammie dropped her bag on the table, digging out her folder of notes and the purple Crown Royal bag containing her dice.

Ron set a pitcher of iced tea on the table; he had remembered Sammies beverage of choice from their first game, and now always had a fresh pitcher ready when she was playing, either in the group games or one on one.

“We can break out the booze later, if you want,” he said, winking. “If your solo quest goes far enough, and you feel up to it, I could probably get some of the other guys to come by later. You know, if you’re finished with Lord Aidenn and head back to the rest of the group.”

“So, we left off with Aidenn flustered and everyone going back to your chambers,” Ron said, shifting into the game.

“My cell, you mean.”

“Not quite. You’re free to leave the castle, under guard of course, but you probably won’t get the information you’re after.”

“Well, I guess I’ll just make myself comfortable and await my Lord’s pleasure.” Sammie smiled, feeling herself slipping into character.

“Two hours pass uneventfully. A servant brings wine, and tells you that his lordship would like to invite you to his library.”

“I accept,” Sammie said, trying to sound haughty and noble herself. “I’m not going to drink the wine, I want to be sharp. I am going to wear the sexiest classy outfit I can find. No chainmail bikinis, something elegant that shows off as much as I can without looking slutty.”

“You find a sheer gown that will fit you in one of the closets. It’s elegant, but you’ll have nowhere to hide a weapon wearing it.”

“That’s all right, I’m planning to seduce Aidenn, not murder him,” Sammie laughed.

“You see Lord Aidenn’s eyes widen when you enter the library. He stares at you wordlessly as you cross the room.”

“I’m laying it on thick, I want to make him squirm a little. I sashay my way to the seat closest to him and strike a sexy pose.”

“Wanna show me?” Ron chuckled, and Sammie blushed.

“Elena is a lot sexier than I am, I’d just look silly.”

“I doubt that.” He looked down at his notes for a moment, as though he couldn’t meet her eyes. “Look, I know we always try to role play as much of the game as possible,” he said, “but if this seduction stuff starts getting uncomfortable just let me know and we can roll some dice and skip over it.”

“No! I mean, I’m not uncomfortable, and I’ve been kinda psyching myself up.” Sammie looked down at her own notes for a moment, sure she was bright red. She was maybe feeling a little guilty, but she reminded herself that it was Elena, her character, that was seducing Aidenn, not Ron. It was just a game.

“Well, that’s good,” Ron said. “Because I’ve been thinking about how Aidenn would react and I’m having fun too.”

“May I sit, my Lord?” Sammie said with a grin.

“Please,” Ron replied, standing and gesturing at her. Sammie stood up and sat again, crossing her legs and leaning back in what she hoped was a sexy manner. Ron produced a pair of wineglasses and poured iced tea, making a speech about the rare elvish vintage as Sammie relaxed.

“Exquisite, my Lord,” she said after sipping her tea. This was fun, she thought, as they acted their way through the dinner. Sammie made a point of staring into Ron’s eyes, trying to think of herself as Elena, and found that she was often successfully getting fully into character. She realized that in spite of her wish to stay sober, Elena had been drinking far too much of the wine in game, and Ron grinned at her as she started acting a bit tipsy. Sammie had only had iced tea, but Elena was losing some of her inhibitions. Not that she had all that many, Sammie thought. Her character was a lot saucier than she herself was.

“So, my Lord,” she purred, leaning forward on the table, “what have you planned for after this wonderful feast?” She ran her tongue across her lips and raised her eyebrows, trying to be overly forward. She noticed Ron’s eyes weren’t meeting hers, and realized that her shirt had slipped down enough in front to give him a perfect view of her cleavage when she was leaning forward. Her immediate instinct was to sit back and adjust her shirt, but for some reason she resisted, grinning as Ron glanced back up at her eyes and blushed furiously.

“My lady, I’ve been considering your request for information,” he said, stumbling a bit. Sammie was amused at flustering him. I wonder how far I can take this… She stood up, feeling fully in character, and carefully took two steps to stand in front of Ron, between his knees. He looked up at her, his blue eyes wide.

“Well, my Lord?” She didn’t take her eyes of of his as she lowered herself onto his left thigh. “Have you come to a decision?” She leaned forward and whispered into his ear, “I’ll do anything to prove myself worthy.” She smiled to herself as Ron groaned softly.

“Sammie, this is getting pretty intense,” he said softly.

“I told you I was going to seduce him,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his skin, “Is it working?” His hands were on her waist, not moving, just holding her as if he was unsure whether to caress her or lift her off of his lap. She ran her hand across his shoulder, down his arm, feeling the muscles of his upper arm. She hadn’t imagined the elf lord as a muscular man, and this was much nicer.

“It’s working too well,” Ron said quietly. “Maybe we should-” he gasped as Sammie nipped his earlobe, then kissed his neck. She leaned back and smiled at him.

“Maybe we should take a break,” Ron said. “This is getting a little too… Real, I think…” His hands were still on her waist, and he slid them down to her hips.

“Maybe I don’t want to lose my advantage,” Sammie said. He was right, she thought, feeling a little embarrassed about the nip and the kiss. Well, Elena is pretty forward, she thought, and she was having fun. She was never able to act this way as herself, boring old married Sammie.

“You’re very attractive,” Ron whispered.

“Thank you, my Lord,” she replied, fluttering her eyelashes and grinning. “Elena is supposed to be pretty beautiful.”

“Not Elena,” he said. “You, Sammie.”

His hands were moving up now, caressing her back. He gently pulled her closer to him, his blue eyes never leaving hers. She felt an overpowering urge to kiss him, and he must be feeling the same. She leaned closer, feeling the warmth of his breath on her lips as he closed his eyes. Am I really going to do this? Elena would, no doubt about it. She would seduce the elf lord and enjoy every minute of it, but Elena wasn’t married, didn’t actually exist except in their game, wasn’t sitting on Ron’s lap with their lips only an inch apart from each other. And Ron had just said she was attractive, her, Sammie, not her persona in the game. He wasn’t playing anymore, he was a handsome man with a seductive woman in his arms. Their lips just barely touched, and Sammie shut her eyes as Ron kissed her, gently at first, his arms holding her tighter as they kissed more passionately. She hadn’t been this turned on in a long time, she realized, feeling guilty for just a moment as Ron stroked her back and her hair, their tongues darting as they explored each other, her hands caressing his muscular shoulders and chest.

They broke away from the kiss, and Sammie sighed, sure that Ron would be apologizing and realizing that they shouldn’t do this, but he started kissing her neck just below her left ear, sending a shiver through her and turning her sigh into a soft moan of pleasure. He was a good kisser, she thought, good with his hands too. He was still caressing her back with his left hand, his right slipped under her shirt and moved from her waist up her side, gently stroking her bare skin before cupping her bra-clad breast, exploring gently. Still a gentleman while feeling me up, she thought with a smile. She broke away from him and stood up, stepped back and slipped off her tee shirt, then unhooked her bra and dropped it to the floor.

Ron’s eyes widened as she slipped off her bra, and Sammie smiled as she noted his appreciation. She had always been proud of her boobs, and she had caught Ron checking her out more than once. She stepped back to him, his gaze locked on her breasts as she leaned forward again, rising from the chair as she got closer. His muscular arm slipped around her waist as he stood, his right hand slipping up her body to cup her breast, gently caressing her as her crushed her against himself.

Sammie felt a surge of guilt as Ron kissed her passionately, holding her tight against his muscular body. Pete said this was okay, she reminded herself, he practically encouraged me to do this. Ron’s strong hand was cupping her breast, his thumb gently circling her stiff nipple, his other hand sliding down her back to caress her rear end. She felt his erection pressing against her stomach through his jeans, an insistant hardness that she suddenly wanted more than anything else. She slipped her hand down and touched him through his jeans. He groaned and nipped her neck, his hands leaving her breasts to fumble with the button on her jeans.

“Are you sure this is okay?” he whispered, his breath hot on her ear. She sighed as he slipped his hand into her jeans, his fingers exploring her wetness briefly then gently teasing her clit. She felt guilty again, briefly, and pushed the feeling away. We’ve gone this far, she thought, and god I want more.

“Yes,” she said, then moaned as Ron’s finger entered her. They stood there, Ron kissing her neck and Sammie gasping in pleasure as his slipped his fingers in and out of her, his palm rubbing her clit, his erection straining against his jeans as she stroked him. She felt an orgasm building within her and let herself be carried away on a wave of sensation, grinding herself against his hand and crying out as she came.

She nearly collapsed as her orgasm passed, Ron holding her against him as he slowed his manipulation of her sex, kissing her gently on the neck and shoulder as she leaned against him. My god, what am I doing? She hadn’t come that quickly in years, and not with anyone except her husband since before they started dating. She wondered briefly if she should stop, even as she unbuttoned Ron’s jeans and slipped her hands around his cock. No, it wouldn’t be fair, I at least have to return the favor, she thought as she stroked him.

He was bigger than Pete, his erect penis a couple of inches longer and much thicker than her husband. It had been so long since she had a big dick in her hand; Pete was average and their sex life was great, even after all these years, but she had to admit that she sometimes just wanted a big, thick cock to play with.

He took off his tee shirt as she slid her hand up and down his hardness, pushed his pants down, then took her by the shoulders and kissed her as he stepped out of them. Suddenly he leaned over and picked her up, kissing her again as he carried her to the nearest sofa and laid her down. Her hand found his cock as they kissed, passionately and greedily. Ron slipped her jeans the rest of the way off, then her sodden panties, positioning himself between her legs, his hard cock in her hands just inches away from her pussy. He leaned into her, his thick cock pressing against her wetness, the head teasing her clitoris as he moved against her.

She moaned, rubbing herself against him, her hands moving around his waist to his buttocks, gripping him tightly as though to pull him closer, into her. He repositioned himself slightly, then thrust forward, entering her fully with a low groan, pulling back and then thrusting into her again. My god, she thought, I’m doing it, I’m cheating on my husband. The thought was enough to make her come again, Ron’s big dick thrusting powerfully into her as she writhed in pleasure. She put her hands above her head and Ron took the hint, his left hand gripping her wrists and holding her helpless as her orgasm faded, his body still thrusting powerfully against her, his glorious cock deep inside her. She matched his movements, thrusting her hips up to meet him, and felt his hardness stiffen even more inside her.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Come for me, I want you to come for me.” He gasped, his pulsing manhood buried deep in her pussy as he came, and to her surprise she could feel him coming inside her, a sensation that nearly made her orgasm again. He collapsed on top of her, managing to keep most of his weight on his elbows, releasing her wrists as he withdrew from her pussy.

Sammie stroked his hair as they both caught their breath. My god, she thought, that was amazing. I hope Pete was serious about giving me permission to do this, because I’m going to have to tell him what happened later… She pushed away her worries, determined not to let herself ruin the moment. If I’m going to be a naughty wife, I’m going to damn well enjoy it!

Ron sat back, looking a little sheepish, and she caught his eye and grinned, then gave him a quick kiss.

“So,” she said, her grin turning mischievous, “how did I do seducing Lord Aidenn?”

-END-
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Elena Khansari is a New York-based author of erotic fiction, blending her Persian and French heritage into emotionally rich, unapologetically sensual stories. Her work explores themes like polyamory, hotwife dynamics, BDSM, and infidelity, with a focus on the emotional intensity behind taboo desires. Known for her lyrical style and psychological depth, Elena writes erotica that’s as much about connection and transformation as it is about heat. When not writing, she’s usually tucked into a Brooklyn café, dreaming up her next provocative tale.
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Exploration: A Hotwife Journey Book 2

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FD7S9QXT

In the aftermath of Lena and Mike’s bold anniversary adventure, their relationship is pushed to new heights as they navigate the complexities of the hotwife lifestyle. Lena’s journey of emotional and erotic discovery deepens when she meets Julian, an older man who challenges her in unexpected ways, leading her to explore intimacy beyond physical boundaries. Meanwhile, Mike struggles with feelings of jealousy and insecurity as Lena’s connections with other men grow more intense.
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Awakening: A Hotwife Journey Book 1

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F9XH1KDD

In Awakening, Lena and Mike are a seemingly perfect couple, bonded by love and creativity. When Lena introduces the idea of the hotwife lifestyle, their lives take an exhilarating turn. As Lena embarks on a passionate affair with Ethan, a charming bartender, both she and Mike discover new depths of intimacy and connection.

Through trials and revelations, Awakening explores the complexities of intimacy and the choices that shape their journey, setting the stage for deeper exploration in the sequels.
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