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About This Box
Set

Married sex boring? Think again!

 


A wealthy businessman
and a wife supporting him with his life’s purpose – the marriage of
John and Madelyn Hartfield would appear to be the very definition
of convention. But things are not always what they seem… Who said
sex must become boring just because you've been together for a long
time? Join this couple on their sassy erotic adventures and find
inspiration for your own relationship today.

 


The
Good Wife is a
collection of eight explicit tantric erotic short stories, with
heat ratings ranging from a Juicy Sizzle (1/5) to Intense Melt
(5/5) on the Tantric Candy heat scale. Be prepared for anything and
everything from solo sex and vanilla sex between a husband and wife
to juicy threesomes and scorching hot group sex. Also includes:
fuck talk, oral & anal sex, striptease, sex toys, restraints
and watching & being watched.

 


The stories
from The
Good Wife are available
as separate stories and as a box set.

The Good Wife is a Novella-length book of
approx. 21 500 words.

 



 Prologue

A sparkle catches my
eye; I look down at my own left hand. That exquisite diamond ring
has been securely wrapped around my finger for – what? – twelve
years now. We have a good life. You see so many couples that do not
make it… Come to think of it, I believe that more than half of our
friends, who got married around the same time as we did, are
divorced now. It makes me sad. Still, I believe I can honestly say
we have a good thing going. I am aware that it looks pretty
conventional from the outside: a wealthy businessman and his wife
supporting him with his life’s purpose, taking care of the home and
helping him relax after all his hard work. But it works for us,
probably also because…

 




Take Me For
A Ride

His foot on the
accelerator, he shifts fast from third to fourth and into fifth
gear. The engine roars and my back is pressed against the seat. A
surge of adrenaline – palpable excitement in the pit of my belly. I
look to the side; that blurry view of brown and green
is making me dizzy, so I close
my eyes. The scent of leather in my nose. The vibrations of the
engine and of the tyres rushing over the asphalt are transported
into my body. My back, my behind and the back of my legs massaged
by a pleasant tremble.

My
husband and I are on our way home from the wedding reception of one
of his business associates. The blushing bride, the handsome groom,
everybody all dressed up and at his or her best behaviour.
Witnessing two people, who love each other, becoming husband and
wife during a delightful summer wedding. Family quibbles stashed
away for the day, in some box tossed into the underworld of the
subconscious mind. Fine dining, music and dancing. Countless
speeches – some far too long, and usually telling way more about
the person giving the speech than about the couple – others
heart-wrenchingly moving in their vulnerable display of love. And
in the end – that is what it is about, isn’t it? Love.

Now, the sun is
still lingering just above the horizon, shrouding the world in a
golden hue for a while longer… My train of thought is interrupted
by the sound of my husband’s voice, “Pull up your dress, babe, so I
can enjoy the view of your exquisite legs”.

I open my eyes
and look over at him in amused surprise, “John, what are you
saying? This is hardly the time or the place…”

With a smile
on his face, he looks expectantly at the contours of my legs under
my dress, “Come on Madelyn, just do it. You know you want to…”

He is
right, of course – I do want to. With a small smile on my lips, I
pull up the hem of my dress, exposing the lace rim of my stockings
and some of the bare skin of my upper thighs.

Glancing down
he tells me to pull the skirt up even higher. “And while you’re at
it”, he adds, “take off your underpants as well.”

“Are you
serious?”, I say. “You want me to strip for you – now? But we’re
driving on the highway!”

“Don’t
you worry about that – just take those panties off.”

The
thought excites me. I feel an agreeable tingle and a surge of
energy between my thighs. I follow his command, hoist my dress up,
slip my sexy mesh string down my legs and over my high heels, and
let it drop onto the floor of the car. Courtesy of my recent
Brazilian wax, the skin between my legs is soft and deliciously
sensitive. I feel smooth, cool leather against my warm skin. I let
out an involuntary gasp.

My husband
gives me quick glance. “I thought you would like it… Now spread
your legs and press yourself against the seat. Take your time to
feel that smooth leather against your naked pussy.”

I close my
eyes and open my legs and sense my outer labia opening up and my
inner labia making contact with the smooth material underneath me.
The silky sensation of my peachy skin on leather… It does not take
long before I become even more aroused and moisture starts
trickling down onto the car seat, lubricating the leather.

“Nice!”, I
hear my husband’s voice next to me. “Now pleasure yourself against
the seat.”

I open
my eyes again. Grabbing a hold of the sides of the car seat, I
begin to move my hips back and forth, rubbing myself against the
seat. The contact surface becomes more and more slippery. The scent
of moist leather rising, I spread my legs further. “Mmmh… Mmmh…
Mmmmmh…” Moaning from pleasure, I grind against the seat – the
opening of my ass, my labia and my clit are sliding back and forth
and in circles. All the while, my husband is appreciating the show
from the corner of his eye, watching my naked pussy dancing on the
leather seat from the corner of his eye.

We are about
to pass a lorry now and I make a gesture to pull down my skirt, but
my husband will not allow it. “Leave the skirt up, so I can see you
and now touch yourself with your fingers as well”, he says.

Excited, but
also a bit nervous by the thought that this unknown man in the
lorry may see me, I start stroking myself, my fingers playing
between my legs. While I do enjoy the sensation, I am not fully
there, my mind too preoccupied with what this lorry driver might
think. We pass the truck. I do not think that I have been seen.

My husband’s
voice, “Keep breathing baby, it’s just you and me here. Nothing to
worry about. We’re just having a bit of fun, that’s all.”

I realize that
I had been holding my breath. I take a deep breath, filling up my
belly, my ribcage and my chest with air. I breathe out in a long
sigh. I take another breath. And another one.

“Keep going…
and this time, I want to feel in my cock how much you are enjoying
yourself “, he says and heads for the next lorry. Breathing down in
between my legs, I reconnect with the pleasure between my legs. My
fingers are sliding up and down the wet slit. My hips pushing
upwards to meet my fingers. My breath quickening with arousal. More
moisture seeping out onto the seat. Just as we have passed the
truck, the driver honks his horn in appreciation. I feel so
naughty… and it feels so good!

“That’s my
girl”, my husband says. “Let’s do it again.” He drives up along
another truck. Slowing down he matches the speed of the truck,
lingering by its side. The pleasure is building up between my legs.
“Ah – Ah – Ah”. I pant with excitement while I rub my pussy against
the wet car seat and against my slippery hand. I hear the sound of
another honking horn.

“And now I
think it is time to take it one step further…”, John says.

What could he
mean? I look at him and I see that he is looking at my breasts. “Oh
no, don’t even think about it”, I say.

“Oh yes.
It’s time you stopped hiding those gorgeous breasts of yours. Just
lift them out of your décolleté so that everybody can see them and
touch your nipples while your pussy is riding he seat.”

I hesitate,
how far can we go with this? Can I really expose myself like that?
It is one thing to have one or two lorry drivers catch a glimpse of
my thighs and my hand in between my legs, but it is quite another
to actually sit in the passengers seat touching my nipples with my
breasts on full display.

While my
husband slows down next to yet another truck, he leans over, his
husky voice in my ear, “Go on babe, I’m waiting.”

I reach inside
my strapless top and play with my nipples a bit, feeling how hard
they are. It feels so nice that I decide to go all the way, so I
cup my hands under my breasts and lift them out of the dress. Soft
and ripe, my breasts are riding high, my nipples on offer,
practically begging to be played with. “Aaaaah…” My back arching,
my head tilting back as my body pushes my breasts up and I roll my
nipples between my fingers. My God, that feels so good! All the
time, my pussy is surfing the slippery wetness underneath. The
pleasure moving up and down between my nipples and my pussy. We
pass several trucks and cars, and most times my indulgence in
hedonistic pleasure is met with variety of enthusiastic honking
sounds. Every time I become even hornier, my pussy grinding harder
against the seat the more attention I get. With one hand now on my
breast and another in between my legs, I pant with arousal and
excitement.

“That is
so horny, babe”, my husband says. “My cock is as hard as stone in
my pants. Now I want you to do one more thing.”

I glance down
in between his legs – my nipples become even stiffer at the
thought.

He sees my
glance. “No, babe – as nice as I am sure that would be – that’s not
it.”

“What then?”,
I ask breathlessly.

“I want you to
keep you breasts out in the open and then I also want you to pull
your dress up even more, all the way up to your waist. Then I want
you to put your feet up on the dashboard and spread your legs as
wide as you can, offering your pussy and your breasts up to all
these lorry drivers we are passing, while you keep touching
yourself, really showing them how much you are enjoying your
body.”

“Oh my God,
you cannot be serious, John”, I laugh. But even as I say it, I know
that he is and I know that I will do it.

So I hoist up
my dress even higher, exposing myself completely from the waist
down – save my stay-up stockings and high heels. My breasts are
also uncovered and on display. I then place my left foot on the
dashboard, followed by my right foot. My knees wide apart, my hips
are now tilted in such a way that my naked pussy will be visible to
anyone looking from above. I bring my hand in between my legs and
begin to masturbate, massaging my labia and my clit, massaging
around the opening, dipping my fingers into my juicy wetness.
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