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The story of The Yellow Room is of a young woman gaining independence through assertiveness by releasing her inhibitions! Lynn changed a great deal after her experience there.

Lynn and Charles had met, fell in love, and got married. Over time, things became dull, and Charles was unhappy with their deteriorating sex life. Through a coworker, they discovered a possible answer, the Yellow Room. Charles was reluctant, but Lynn decided to go through with it no matter what!

Then the time had come and so Charles drove them to the location given by a mysterious messenger, “xy.” They arrived at ten o’clock to what seemed like a very large abandoned warehouse. It appeared to be painted solid black with no markings or lighting around it. After meeting Breña, Lynn prepared for her “treatments” in the Yellow Room.

Lynn walked into the yellow lit room and a man named Todd guided her in her first treatment; number one, “Sexual Warm Up.” Things quickly got hot as Todd did his best to help awaken Lynn's faded sexual desires. After him, the very attractive Jamal guided her in her second treatment; number three, “Simple Interracial.” Since Charles, and then Todd were her only sex partners, this was a new and exciting experience. Then Lynn added more. Ed and Anthony guided her in her third treatment; number six, “Simple Threesome: Interracial Option, Extra Time Option.” The threesome brought more new steps into the path of Lynn's sexual awakening. Afterwords, she felt like she could do more. A surprise fourth treatment, number four, “Simple Lesbian” had Lynn partake in an encounter with her eager host Breña. A completely new experience that shocked both Lynn and her troubled husband Charles. What did he think of all this, the Yellow Room?

Here is his view...
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I was aged thirty-five at the time. The name’s Charles by the way, or Charlie if you prefer. I’m about six foot tall with dark brown hair and blue eyes, probably of medium build with a little tan. I’ve worked hard labor jobs most of my life, but always wanted something less physical. That’s because I grew up watching my dad slowly breakdown from warehouse work.

It’s not like I didn’t feel fulfilled by the work I’ve had over the years, but after a back injury, I decided to take online courses to get certified in something less strenuous. My wife of four years, Lynn, was supportive. That was great. I felt trapped in work and her support made me feel more free.

So I finally moved to a white collar job and felt happy for a time. Then the stress that came with the job got to me. Before, I only had to whatever menial task the boss required, but with my new job came further responsibilities. Soon I was bringing my work home and the stress that came with it. This caused problems in our marriage, especially when it came to date night and sex.

My wife Lynn at the time was twenty-seven years old. I had met her while she was in college and I was in construction. It was her twenty-first birthday and her friends roped her into going to a bar. She was clearly shy, but her natural beauty made her stand out.

I was never much for drinking, or picking up a woman so much younger than me. I always felt self conscious about myself and chasing after someone like her wasn’t something I had ever attempted.

I found myself in a trance watching her from the end of the bar as I sipped my Maker’s Mark. She was way too young for me, but I couldn’t stop looking. I felt like an old perv!

She had a few drink with her girls. Lynn didn’t seem experienced and that was confirmed when one of her friends shouted out that it was her twenty first birthday. Then this strikingly beautiful faced woman took off her jacket.

Wow!

Now I’m more of a pretty face, nice butt kinda guy, but dang! Lynn was packin’! This young lady had been hiding an impressive body. Her boobs easily bested not just her friends, but everyone in the bar!

This was a good place to meet hot singles. I just happened to be there because it was close to home. And... maybe deep down I was hoping to find someone. So for Lynn to stand out in this place is saying something. Trust me on this one.

She barely had her jacket off before guys swarmed her. They brought shots and her girls cheered her on to drink. I started to wonder which guy she would choose. I thought about how disappointed I’d be if she didn’t get a looker.

It was long after that that she was dancing with her friends. When she stood up I saw her in her full glory. Her tight blue jeans showed off one of the best sculpted asses I’ve even seen! It was killing me. I was wishing to be ten years younger and more forward.

The bar announced a “Butt like Beyoncé” contest at midnight for $500. I thought to myself, “She could easily win this thing! She should enter.” I watched her dance and hoped to see her in the contest. Other women there had nice asses, but nothing compared to Lynn.

I got a second whiskey and was working on it when the contest started. Lucky for me Lynn was in, as was her friends. They had each one to stand up on this small stage they rarely used for local bands and DJs.

The line went off to the right and I counted sixteen contestants. Lynn was third from last. The first few contestants were just okay and one was nice. After a couple more we had a goofy guy join in. He danced around making us all laugh. It was a lot of fun and everyone cheered when he jumped off the stage and ran up the middle of the bar shouting “Woo!”

After things calmed down, the contest continued. A few were nice and a few just okay. Then one of Lynn’s friends came up and was pretty good. She would’ve won, I think, had Lynn not been there. She walked up and turned her hips around. It was hot. She clearly knew how to move.

Then it was Lynn’s turn. She was drunk, but was able to turn around and nearly everyone cheered. It was cute how that embarrassed her, and she giggled as she carefully walked off the stage. The remaining contestants were just okay. Lynn easily won, just as I assumed.

She got her money and guys again swarmed her with shot offers. She drank a couple and tried to continue dancing. I had finished my drink and was going to the restroom before heading home. I didn’t notice how close Lynn was as I walked by.

Then falling out of the crowd and into my arms was a drunk angel. I saw her face up close and couldn’t look away. I helped her back up on her feet and we walked to the bar. Her friends “whispered” quite loudly to her that it was, “Time to get laid!”
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