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A Sexual Obsession

Silvia Gomez was one of those women that immediately goes on your all time ‘I wish I could fuck her list’.  Not this week's or this month's list.  The big one, your lifetime ‘I want to fuck her list’. She was the kind of girl I will still be obsessing about when I am eighty and my dick is just a utility that I pee through.

The face of a movie starlet surrounded by straight black hair that fell to mid-back.  Her nose was a little turned up in a cute way and she had jet black eyes that sparkled when she smiled.  I had never seen a more sensuous mouth.  The reddest lips on the planet.  They called to my cock. One look from Silvia, and I could literally feel those lips around my dick, her little pink tongue teasing the tip.

She was a small girl, barely breaking five feet, but her figure was perfect.  Thirty-four, twenty-two, thirty-four if my eye is still in practice.  She sported a pair of B-cups that would have strutted like C-pluses on a larger frame.  And I mean sported, because they jutted straight out like twin beacons and they had just the right amount of jiggle when she walked.  There was no fat on this girl and her ass was to die for.  Perky and tight, her cunt had to be one hell of a squeeze. 

She had a habit of wearing indecently short skirts, but rarely the tight ones favored by most young girls.  Silvia preferred pleated or flared skirts, that swirled around her thighs and drew attention to her sculptured legs.  I can't remember whether my first sight of her were those legs from behind as her ass danced down the hallway or that sexy, I want to suck your cock smile.  In either case I went hard at first site and on every occasion thereafter when she came into view.

She worked for one of my joint venture partners, Mark Jackson.  One night just after five I stuck my head in Mark's door for a quick chat and Silvia had just changed for an early date.  She wore her usual short pleated skirt, but her top was almost sheer and she was braless.  Mark spotted her scooting out the door and called her back for a quick conversation.  We were both treated to an almost unobstructed view of her perfect tits, her nipples swelling like little bullets.  I envied the guy who was going to slip his cock in between those sweet thighs that night and the memory of her in that see through top has given me more than one wet dream.

…........

My assistant Rennie Woods walked into my office, with an arm full of her secretarial tools.  Notepad, pen, a couple of files and sat down opposite my desk.  As usual she was showing a lot of leg and as usual she did not show enough for me to get a glimpse of her panties.  Rennie had great legs and great knockers, but she was a real tease.  She had been working for me for six or seven years.  When she was in the right mood, she loved to throw me panty peeks, but today was not the day, despite a maddeningly short skirt. 

It is a game with her.  She knows I look and she lets me look, but only occasionally lets me see. She always has this Cheshire cat grin when sitting down and getting up.  Just once I wish she would just spread her legs and say “There! Is that what you want to see?”.  But no, she would rather torture me.

When I first hired Rennie, I chased her around a lot, but she never let me catch her.  I never figured out whether she was not interested or was just one of those women that doesn't fool around in the work place, which is actually a rule that I try to live by.  Sexual harassment suites can be terribly expensive.  Besides when it comes to business I am razor focused and not even pussy gets in the way of making and keeping money.

It finally got to be a game between Rennie and I and then she got married and had three kids.  The game was still on, but less intense.  Rennie was technically my only employee.  I owned the software company one floor down, but that was independent of my day-to-day business dealings.  I shared offices with some insurance and investment guys, but all of the nubile staff scurrying hither and yon, except for Rennie, were not my employees and I had no direct ownership of the company that employed them.  I try to keep office dalliances to a minimum, but all of this fetching cooz that I was surrounded by, were technically free targets of opportunity.

“You have back to back conference calls this morning and lunch with some guy from the Mayor’s office.  I have never heard of him.  I think he's some new trouble shooter they brought in to consult on the waterfront projects” instructed Rennie.

“Any office gossip?” I asked.  

“Jan and her husband or having trouble.”  

“The blond receptionist with the big babaleenies.”

“How many word do you have for breasts?”

“A bunch!”

“Obviously I have not heard them all.  Yes, the one with the large tits.  She's a sweet married girl; she doesn't need you as a complication.”

“I’m not a complication; I’m a diversion.”

“She doesn’t need a diversion, either.”

“I could use a diversion myself” I declared.  “Why don’t you cross legs for me.”

“They are crossed” replied Rennie with a mischievous smile.

“You know what I mean.  The other way.”

“You don’t like this view of my legs?”

“I like it just fine, but I would like better to see what is between them.”

“You think I am going to act like a slut and let you see my panties?”

“It has happened before.”

“And what did it get you?”

“A stiffy” I answered.

“And what did that get you?” she quipped.

“Frustration!”

“So you lose either way?”

“What do you mean?”

“If I cross my legs and you see nothing, you are going to be disappointed and frustrated.  If I spread my legs and pull my panties to the side and show you my hot little box, you are still going to be disappointed and frustrated.”

“Do you have a hot little box?” I asked.

“I have been told so” she answered, her eyes twinkling.  Then she re-crossed her legs.  I saw plenty of deep thigh, but no panties.  Rennie was of course smirking, smugly.

“What's with Mark's new secretary?  She doesn't seem to like me” I said.

“She can probable just spot trouble when she sees it.”

“Cute.”

“I think she has heard bad things about you” Rennie speculated.

“From who?

“Her mother told her to stay away from you.  That you were, in her words, a Lothario, and her boyfriend warned her to stay away from you too.”

“What did I do to him?”

“Nothing, I think he is just afraid you will steal her away.”

“Smart guy.  Who's her boyfriend?”

“Some punk that works construction for Peterson Brothers.”

“Our Peterson Brothers?”

“The same.”

“Find out his name” I instructed.

“Really?  Isn’t that a little out of my job description”

“You don’t have a job description” I corrected.  “Now go find out who he is before I bend you over this desk and spank your sexy bottom.”

“Promises, promises” Rennie muttered as she collected her secretarial stuff, clasp them to her considerable bosom, scooted to the edge of the couch and stood up.

She did it again.  A nice display of leg, almost to her crotch, but not quite.

“You have dynamite legs” I announced.

“You are not supposed to notice and if you do notice, you are not supposed to comment.”

“Where did you get that, we don't have an employee handbook.  There is only you and I.”

“United States Supreme Court Decision on sexual harassment in the work place.  I have been memorizing the laws.”

“They'd throw it out of court the minute the Judge finds out you make more than he does.  Besides, what do those guys know.  They have lifetime tenure and can do anything they want under those robes and no one will ever know.”

“Rennie stopped at the door and turned her head to me.”

“You are not supposed to do that either” she noted.

“What?”

“Stare at my ass when I leave the room.”

“How do you know?”

“I can feel it.”

“Is that why you give your hips an extra swing or two?”  I accused.

“Pervert!” she declared and was gone.

“Tease!  I yelled after her.

….............

Over the next few weeks I tried to flirt with Silvia and nothing.  I tried to befriend her and nothing.  I tried to ignore her and that, at least she sparked some interest from her.   However, I spotted a pattern and a plan began to form.  It was a long shot, but I was getting nowhere and my cock ached to knock at her sweet young doorway.

It appeared that Silvia still lived with her mother and her boyfriend was sharing an apartment with five other guys.  The poor kids were doing their fucking in the car and doing it early, so Silvia could be home to mom at a decent hour.  She had worked late for Mark a couple of times and both times the boyfriend showed up at the office and they got their kicks right on Mark’s couch.  

I arranged for Silvia to work late and catch up on some data entry for a joint investment project Mark and I had going and I left the door to my office slightly ajar. What Silvia did not know was that I had closed circuit monitoring in my office and I set it to be movement activated.  I also made sure all the other executive offices were locked, especially Marks.

The next morning, I had beautiful full color pictures of lovely Silva on my couch with her luscious lips wrapped around her boyfriend’s dick and a few more of her with her legs spread wide taking in all he had.  It was not exactly porn HD quality, but I had site, sound, action and reaction and the blow-ups definitely generated wood. They were a little grainy, but still boner quality.

I checked my desk drawer and boy do I live right.   As usual, the sex gods were smiling on me.  I had put twenty-five one hundred dollar bills in plain sight and left the drawer partially open.  The camera caught Mr. boyfriend clearly pocketing the money.  In my state that is the felony limit.  All the cards were now in my hand and to put it bluntly, Silvia's sweet little ass was mine.

A dozen scenario’s played out it my head.  I had a number of options, including cuckold the boyfriend.  Fuck that tight little cunt right in front of him and then send him off to jail.  Or I could just call her in and tell her to either slip her panties off or go to jail.  Or I could string it out and tease her a bit, the way she had been bating me since she waltzed through the door.  Each approach had its appeal, I wanted to enjoy this.  Silvia, despite her stuck-up attitude, was prime cooz and she should be milked for maximum pleasure.


Caught with Her Panties Down

It was 5:00 PM and the office had thinned out considerably.  Silvia stuck her head in the door and asked “did you want to see me”.  She displayed her normal cool demeanor toward me.

“Yes, come in please and sit down” I asked.

She looked especially fetching today.  Short pleated skirt and white blouse with the two top buttons undone.  The lace pattern of her push-up bra clearly visible through the blouse.

She knew I was eye fucking her and managed to sit down without flashing her panties.  I never could figure out how she did that in those short, loose skirts.  Most of her legs however, including a great deal of thigh, were on full display.

“I need you to sign something” I said pushing a one-page document across my desk and laying a pen down beside it.

“What is it?” she asked, her voice suspicious and distrustful.  Boy someone had really done a job on me. Perhaps, rightfully.

“It is a document that declares that you understand fully, that you are not my employee, either directly or indirectly” I answered.

“That's all?  I know that” she replied.  She looked at me with those black eyes.  “Why am I doing this?  

I work for Mark.”

“That's the point.  Mark knows nothing about this meeting and you are free to leave at anytime” I assured.

“Then I am leaving.  I have a date and I need to go change.”

“Fine” I replied.

Silvia uncrossed her lovely thighs, treating me to a glimpse of what I had been fantasizing about for weeks and bolted out the door.

She was back in a few minutes, standing at my open office door.  She had obviously changed for her date and was looking super-hot in a knit see through top.  My dick stood straight up in my pants.

“Excuse me, could you let me out.  The main office door is locked and I can't get my key to work.”

I laid a key on the front of my desk.

“Let yourself out.  Leave the key in the lock, I'll grab it in a few minutes” I said.

“Thanks” she leaned forward to pick up the key and her blouse fell away and I got a quick peek at her braless tits. That made me want her all the more.

“Might as well throw your key away.  We changed the locks” I announced.  “There was an intrusion last night and some money is missing.”

“What? answered Silva frozen in place for a moment.  “It happen while she was leaning over and she recovered quickly, but the pause gave me a much longer view of her beautiful little breasts.  They were exquisite.

“Please sign the document and we can talk about this” I requested, I used my business power voice.

“Talk about what?”

“I think you know” I replied giving her a hard look.  There was fear in her dark eyes.

She looked at her watch.

“He's not coming” I announced.

“What?” she asked in a confused voice that had lost its harsh edge.

“Your boyfriend. He is not coming” I repeated.

“Why?  How do you know?”

“He stole twenty-five hundred bucks out of this drawer last night and he is sitting in county lock-up.  I had him picked up at his job this afternoon.”

She looked like a dear caught in the headlights.

“Please sign this document, so we can talk about this” I asked again.

Silvia picked up the document, read it and signed.

“Now what?” she asked pushing the page back across the desk to me.

“You nervous?”

“Very.”

“You should be” I agreed.

I laid a blowup picture on the desk of her boyfriend taking the money and spun it to make it right side up for her.

“I, I, I did not know he did this” she stuttered slightly.  “He did not tell me and I did not see him take the money.  I am not a thief.”

“But you did know he did this.  I slid the blow up of her sucking his cock and one with her fucking him on my couch.”

She blushed red and her nipples visibly stiffen through the thin material.

“Why did you have me sign that paper?” she asked, looking directly at me.  Her eyes were soft now, tentative.  Afraid.

“It occurred to me that during this conversation, that you would need to understand that whatever is discussed has nothing to do with your employment.  Mark is your employer and if you and I come to an agreeable resolution of this issue, he need never know about this meeting or the incident last night.”

“We should not have been in your office.  I will never do it again” she swore.

“No you shouldn't have!  The only people that get to fuck on my couch are me and the lady or ladies of my choosing” I declared.  “But fucking on my couch is the least of your problems.  You could easily be charged as an accomplish in the theft.  That’s a felony and prison is no place for a lovely young girl like you.  Some bull dyke will snatch you up in the first ten minutes and put that lovely mouth to work.  Ever been with a girl?”

“Not when I was sober.”  That answer took me by surprise.  She was obviously fearful enough to spit out straight answers, even to very personal questions.

“Doing a little experimenting?” I quipped.  I shouldn’t have said it.  It was off the point, but I was curious.

“This is very embarrassing” Silvia objected.

“I am trying to find a way out of this for you” I said in as soft a voice as I could muster.

“I will do anything you want.  Just tell me what to do” she blurted.

“Do you realize the implications of that offer?”

“Yes, I am agreeing to have sex with you” she replied.

“Have sex is such an ambiguous term.”

“Ok then.  I will let you fuck me” she corrected, but she would not look me in the eye.

“When I engage in sex, I like it to be mutually pleasing.  Letting me fuck you, sounds kind of one sided.”

“Isn't that what you want.  I have seen you look at me.  I know when a man wants me.”

“Of course I want you, but so does every guy in the building.  You are a desirable, sexy woman.  Its natural.  Deal with it.  It comes with your beauty.  You walk around here like men are persecuting you, but you keep wearing those skimpy skirts and low cut tops and push up bras.  Then you dance out of here in see through tops and act like I’ve committed a mortal sin when I look at your tits.”

“You have a beautiful face and a killer body.  You are going to have to live with men's attentions for at least the next fifteen years.  Much longer if you age well.  Of course you could start pigging out and that would solve your problem in less than a year.  Beef up those sexy thighs, exchange that saucy swing for a waddle.  What do you think?” I continued.

“I don’t think so” she replied heatedly.  The girl had some fire.

“So, I guess you like having that sexy body and having men look at you?”  

“Are going to force me to fuck you or what?” she asked, ignoring my accusation.

“Force is such an ugly word.  If you and I ever roll around on that couch like you did last night, it will be consensual and I will be as concerned more with your pleasure than my own.”

“Yeh right!” she half spat out the words.

“Do you actually think that you are worth $2,500 bucks?” I asked. “Are you that good?”

I picked up the photos and studied them. “You might be.  You look pretty hot here.  This is one hell of a blow job, but it does not look to me that he spent much time on you.  You blew him and he fucked you hard, but rather quickly.  That can’t be that much fun.  Where is the foreplay?” 

She was silent.

“Answer me.  Does this guy always ignore your needs?  Just takes what he wants and leaves you out?  How many times did you cum with this guy?”

No answer.

“How many times” I raised my voice.

She shook a little, startled.  “Sometimes I cum, sometimes I don’t.  But it always feels great” she replied.

“You know there are some women that like to be used by men.  They get off on it.  But if you were one of those types, you would cum more for this clown and you would be wet when I and the other men in the office look at you like a sweet piece of fresh meat.

“Are you one of those women.  Do you like being some guy’s fuck toy?”

“No!”  she replied emphatically.  She was getting some of her spirit back.

“I don’t think you really know what a great orgasm feels like” I commented.

“I think you have heard stories about me.  The big bad sex monster.  I think you are a little intrigued, but don’t want to admit it.  Do you know why women talk about me and come back for more?”

“No” It took her a long time to answer, but I let the silence build up like a weight in the room.

“Because I do everything I can to make them cum as many times as they can.  I don’t just jump from secretary to secretary, bending them over their desks and ramming it too them.  I take my time and warm them up.  They always cum first. Always! Usually several times, before I take my pleasure.  This guy ever bend you over Mark’s desk?”

“Yes” she replied.

“Did you cum?”

“Usually, that way.  I like it best that way.” she replied in a low voice.

“Damn.  How many times did he bend you over Mark’s desk?”

“Quite a few” she admitted, casting her beautiful black eyes down as if she was studying some spot on the floor

“Whose idea were these little nightly adventures?”

“His.  We did not have anywhere else to go.  This guy is bad news for you. He puts your job and now your freedom at risk”

“Are we going to fuck or what?” she blurted, blushing.  I could tell she just wanted this to be over.

“Do you want me to fuck you? Do you want to come over here and kneel between my legs and put those luscious red lips around my cock and have me cum in your mouth?  Do you want me to reach under that short skirt and rip those panties off and stick my fingers up your sweet pussy and massage your G-spot?  Or do you want me to lay you across this desk and slide my cock in as deep as I can and then fuck you until you feel my cum filling you and then fuck you some more until you collapse?  Is that what you want?” I demanded.

Silvia was silent.  She had her legs pressed together and her nipples were erect and poking against the fabric.  They were as hard as little erasers

“No!  Maybe?  Will it get me out of this?” she finally answered.

“I'll make a deal with you.  If you are not wet right this minute.  You can walk out that door and I will call the cops and have your boyfriend released and never mention this again. He can even keep the money.”

“Oh thank you.  That would be great” she smiled.

“The key point, Silvia; Is are you wet?” I stated.

“No” she replied quickly.

“Prove it” I demanded.

“You want to put you hand up my skirt?”

“No, just slip your panties off and toss them over here.” I instructed.

She paused a moment.  Then turned away and slid her panties down and tossed them to me.

I caught them and felt the moisture.

“Silvia, these are wet.  Very wet” I declared.  I put them to me nose and took a deep breath.  God you smell good.

“My mother said you were a pervert” she accused.

“Honey, all men are perverts.  Any man that does not enjoy the scent of a woman, has something wrong with his sexual orientation.”

“My boyfriend wouldn't do that.  He doesn't use his mouth on me either.  Says its dirty.”

I laughed.  And rummaged through the pictures.  “I noticed that” I exclaimed.

“Sweet heart, you are missing half the fun.  You've been with a boy, and I emphasize boy, that only cares about getting himself off.  You need a man that wants to please you.  Meet your needs.  I watched your little session on my couch.  You weren't done.  He shot and pulled out, but you were disappointed.  You didn't cum.  He got his and that was that.”

Silvia did not answer

“Come here and stand beside me.  That is not an order. You have a choice.  Come over to me or leave.  We can finish our talk later, if that is what you want.”

Silvia move to stand beside my chair.

I put a hand on her inner thigh and rubbed it softly, God, she felt like heaven.  Then I slid my hand up until it brushed light curls.  Her cunt was sopping.  I was surprised it was not dripping on the floor.  I easily found her opening and probed gently, then slid two fingers all the way to the hilt.  Silvia gasped and moaned.  I wiggled my fingers for a moment and then massaged the front wall of her cunt. 

“Oh God” she gasp.  Her facial expression turning from stoic to ecstasy.

I withdrew my hand.

“Did you like that?”

“You know I did.”

I got up and led her to the couch.

She sat down and spread her legs.

She reached for my zipper, her lips parted.

I wanted to pull out my cock in the worst way and slide it between those incredible super read lips. But instead, I pushed her hand away.

“Aren't you going to fuck me?”

“No.  Today, this is all about you.”

I knelt between her legs and she raised her sweet ass to assist me.

I had dreamed about being here between her incredible legs for months.  I massaged her tender thighs a moment and slid my hands over her tight butt cheeks and pulled her mound toward my waiting mouth.

Despite Silvia’s early protestations, I had it on reliable authority that the lovely Silvia and the beautiful Janet, our buxom receptionist, had gone bi a couple of times together.  When I first heard that information my dick set a record for ‘in pants hardness’.  Thank God for Italian suits, because my cock would have ripped right through an American knock off.

I had never heard of a bi experience, that did not involve some tongue and Silvia seemed awfully eager for my mouth to close on its target.  Her soft inner thighs were almost too much to take.  I nibbled her tender flesh, the sweet aroma of her opening wafted up my nose.  My cock was screaming and demanding that I proceed right to the fucking.  But I had a greater goal in mind.

The hidden objective in this little game I was playing with Silvia, was not just to feel my cock in her tight little cunt, but to also get both her and Jan into my bed at the same time.  I could not think of a more delectable feminine sandwich.  One green eyed blonde, one dark brunette.  One perfectly sculptured body; one with huge pendulous tits and long, taught legs.  Both eager to fuck.  It was a thought that could keep a guy hard all year.

I ran my tongue the length of her pubic region and heard her moaned softly as her legs tense around me.    She tasted like Aphrodite herself.  Goddess of sex and lust.  The perfect woman.  I thought my tongue would melt with desire.   She had the sweetest snatch I had ever eaten.   Her fluids had a tang to them and I buried my mouth as deep into her as possible, lapping at her moisture like a hungry dog.

I curled my tongue and it darted through her gates like a miniature cock. Her moans went up a decibel as she thrust her hip into my mouth, grinding her crotch into my face and more of her moisture flooded us both. I was down between her legs a good half an hour and she was either moaning or whimpering every second of it.  When my tongue got tired I move my mouth to her clit and used my fingers to work her opening.

As the finale, I sucked softly on her clit, while my finger was up her asshole and my thumb was massaging her vaginal walls.  When I rubbed my finger and thumb together while they were both inside her, the friction between the two thin membranes sent her over the top and she yelled like a banshee and squirted for me. 


Riding the Cum Machine

The following night, right after the office cleared out, Silvia stuck her head in my office. 

“You wanted to see me?” she asked.

“Do you want to earn $500 bucks” I asked.

“You want to fuck me that bad” she teased, a slight blush to her cheeks.

“When I fuck you darling, it won’t be for cash.  It will be because you beg me” I declared.

“You wish” she replied and flashed me one sexy smile.

“We are evaluating a sex machine for investment purposes.  I need a woman’s opinion.”

“Your shitting me” she replied.

“You haven’t heard about the fuck machine in my conference room?”

“Oh I have heard about it.  The whole office talks about it.  I just thought it was more of your perv.”

“No.  This is entirely your choice.  No pressure.  $500 bucks to ride it and then fill out a product questionnaire.  Just like it was a new type of toothpaste or nail policy.”

“Neither of those will make me cum.”

“This might not either.”

“That is not what I heard.”

“How long to I have to do it.”

“As long as you want darlin.  As long as you want!”

“Where’s my money?”

“I will hand you five crisp $100 bills, when you give me a completed evaluation form.”

“Lock the conference room door.   You don’t want anyone walking in do you?”

“Definitely not” she said.

“Do you need any help getting it set up”

“No, I think I can figure it out.”

“You can select the size you want.”

“What do you mean?”

“The dido’s screw into the machine.  There are different sizes and shapes.”

“Really?”

“Really.” I assured.

…………………………

What I did not tell Silvia and which she should have guessed is that my conference room was rigged with closed circuit TV camera. No I am not that much of a pervert.  They were there for a legitimate business purpose.  I make high level sales presentations in the conference room and I sometimes hire a body language specialist to diagnose how my clients are reacting to my pitch and also to determine who is the decider among a group of corporate executives.  It is not always the guy with the title.

But today, the TV monitors were just for me.  I went about my paperwork, periodically glancing at the monitor. 

The sex machine was a half cylinder that a woman could easily straddle.  There was a threaded bolt sticking straight up that was attached to an electric motor/vibrator.  Different sized dildos could be screwed into the bolt.  A remote let the rider vary the speed, penetration and degree of vibration.  It took Silvia a while to get herself set up and she spent quite a while choosing the dildo size.  However, she finally lowered herself over her selection and hit the switch.

It did not take long before her face lit up in lust.  I hated that machine.  It could turn a woman into a simpering nympho, sometimes in seconds.  They would clutch the speed switch like it was a morphine drip and cum and cum and cum until they shook like they had a live electric wire up their ass.

Not surprisingly, Silvia really got into it.  She had her head thrown back and was cuming like a slot machine that just hit three cherries.  I turned up the volume and her screams of lust filled the room and my cock filled my pants.  When she unbuttoned her blouse and pushed her bra aside and began rubbing and pinching her nipples.  It was time for my entrance.

I unlocked the door and slipped quietly inside.  Silvia was so lost in ecstasy that she did not hear me enter.

“You need any help” I asked.

Her first glance showed a little embarrassment.  “I thought this was private” she panted.

“I can leave” I replied.

“Get over here” she demanded.

I stood beside here and reached down and touched a nipple.  Her hands flew to my zipper and she literally ripped my dick out of my pants.  I had never had a woman devour my cock as wantonly as Silvia did that evening.

I had wanted those incredible red lips on my shaft since the first moment I saw them.  Every business day I would see those soft red pouty lips and I could almost feel them on my rod.  But now she was slobbering and gumming it.  I had never had a worse blow job.

She was humping the machine like it was a life giving force and I pulled back a little so I wasn’t so far down her throat.  I grabbed her hair and started to control the action and her technique got much better.  I pushed her mouth back and forth slowly over my cock and then added some hip action.  Her lips clamped down with an exquisite compression that made me throb deep in my bones.  The visual of those red lips sliding over my cock and the soft, gentle pressure of her lips was almost more intense than I could stand.

I wanted to fuck her face forever, but she was too much and I shot my load without warning her.  She never missed a beat and swallowed every drop, even though I came in several waves.

After I came, she threw her head back and rode the machine with a new intensity.  She still had a hand on my cock and between her strokes and her screams of pleasure, I was hard again almost instantly.  I straddled the machine right behind her and pulled her body into me.  My hands took one small soft breast each and my fingers worked her nipples as my cock jammed up against her gyrating ass.  

She still had her pleated skirt on and I pulled that up to find her bare bottom.  My cock was standing straight up and it fit perfectly in her crack. Every time she raised up my cock slid up and down between her butt cheeks and throbbed and pulsed.  

Her nipples were a hard as little pebbles and when I squeezed them she moaned and leaned harder back against me.  I kept my left hand on her tits and moved my right to her clit.  It was as stiff as my cock and when I began to rub it she screamed even loader.  I worked her clit for several minutes as she rode the machine like she was breaking a wild bronc.

“Oh God.  Oh God.  I can’t take it anymore” she pleaded.  She was cuming almost continuously.  They were coming in waves.  Her whole body was shaking and shuddering.

“Please stop.  Please don’t touch me anymore” she begged, leaning forward.  She was heaving in spasms and her breathing in gasps.  Sweat was pouring off of her and I eased her down on the rug, where she lay twitching for quite some time.  If I hadn’t seen this before, I would have called the paramedics, but it was just sexual exhaustion. 

Some women get so turned on by the machine, that they just lose control.  All they want is one more orgasm and when they have one too many and they are literally as physically depleted as a marathon runner.

I grabbed her an exercise drink from the mini-fridge and held her until she recovered.  God she had a beautiful body.  Any other time, I would have flipped her over and fucked her until we were both dry.  But she would not have enjoyed it.  She had already had her ride for the night.


Limousines were Made for Fucking

Mid-morning the following day, Silvia stuck her head in my door “Where is my five hundred bucks?”

“Where is my evaluation form?” I replied.

“You kidding?”

“No.”

“I lost it somewhere during all the action” she explained.

I handed her another one.

“You can be a real prick” she accused.

“Do you want to go to a charity ball?” I asked.

“With you?”

“Yes”

“Like a date?”

“Very much like a date” I answered.

“I don’t know.  I have never been to one.”

‘Well its Friday night and the fancy people will be there.  The Governor, the Mayor, probably a Senator or Congressman or two and you would be my date.”

“Yeh, sure” she agreed.

“Well don’t sound too excited” I declared.

“Sorry.  I would love to go” Silvia giggled.

“I will have Rennie make you an appoint to fit for a dress” I offered.

“For real.”

“Yes.  I want you to look elegant.  I will pay for the dress.”

“Thank you.”

…………....................

I picked Silvia up in a limo around 7 PM Friday evening.  She slid into the back seat with grace and elegance and an abundance of bare thigh and a welcoming smile.

“You look incredible” I declared.

“You like” she asked, her smile was warm and her black eyes flashed.

,

“I like it very much” I replied eye fucking her with considerable intensity.

“You should, you bought it.”

“You spent my money well” I announced.

Silvia was stunning.  She had chosen her wardrobe wisely.  She wore a body hugging black dress with one bare shoulder and plenty of cleavage on display.  One side of the dress was split almost to her hip, leaving her sculptured leg for every man to covet.  Including me.

She had a real talent with make-up and had highlighted her dark eyes, with deep black eyeliner and bright red lips.  There was not one inch of her: face, bodice, butt, thigh, calves, that would not give a dead man wood.  I don’t think she realized just how beautiful and desirable she was.

On the short drive to the ballroom, we had a chance to share some Champaign and chat a little.  I gave her some jet black pearl ear rings to top off her look.

“Oh Lance, they are gorgeous” she exclaimed as she slipped them on with style.

“They will be when you get them on” I replied.

The charity was putting on a casino night and I was pleasantly surprised at the quality of the buffet.  We split our time alternating between the games of chance and the dance floor. Silvia made quite a splash with the male attendees and I doubt there was a limp cock in the room.  More than one acquaintance drew me aside and wanted to know where I found her.  A few guys even cut in on me while we were dancing, until I made it clear that enough was enough.

Silvia was basking in all the adoration and when I went to refill our drinks I found her surrounded by a pack of male admirers.  She saw me at the outside edge of the group, but left me to pick my own way through her would be suiters and giggled about it when I finally cut through the crowd.

As the evening drew on, we spent more and more time on the dance floor, locked in one another’s embrace.  She was light on her feet and I was grateful that my mother sprang for the full Author Murray dance package when I was fourteen.  Toward the end, we were dry humping much more than actually dancing and my cock was aching for some action.

By the time we piled into the limo for the trip home we were both aching for some bare skin contact.  I was facing front and Silvia was across from me, making sure I she had plenty of leg on display.  The look on her face left no doubt what was next.  Flashing a mischievous smile, Silvia reached under her skirt, skinned out of her sheer black panties and handed them to me.  I pressed them to my face and took a deep breath.

This time she just giggled and asked “Are they wet enough?”  She had her legs partially open and I could see her labia glistening with moisture.

“Frank, please close the privacy divider” I said as I reached my hand out to her.

Silvia leaned forward and unzipped my pants and gently drew out my dick.  It was like steel.  She lowered her red lips over the head and teased my pee whole.  I watched her cheeks go hollow as the pressure of her mouth increase.  I didn’t want to waste a shot down her throat, I had too many plans for her snatch.  But I had lusted after her fantastic lips for long, I had to let her suck a little longer. God she had a mouth on her and the sight of her red lips sliding up and down my shaft was almost too much to stand.  It took a lot of will power not to flex my hips and blow a load.

I pulled that lovely mouth up to mine and kissed her softly.  I could taste myself on her lips and she pushed her tongue in deep and we went at it. We Frenched frantically, but our bodies were even more fervent.  Her slender frame molded into mine and her cunt opening closed over my shaft, swallowing it like a hungry snake.  

She moaned as it went in and her tongue picked up speed when her ass hit my balls.  Fuck, she was tight.  I am not sure how the top of her dress came down, but her small tits were quickly served up.  She leaned into me, fucking me with her hips and urgently ripping at the buttons on my shirt.  She was after skin and she wanted it now.

She was riding me cowgirl and facing front.  I could lunge upward with my hips and lift her into the air, but her position gave her most of the leverage. Silvia was pumping her ass furiously and it was all I could do not to blow.  It seemed like she had cum a couple of times, but I wasn’t entirely sure. If she did, she fucked right through them.

My cock was on fire and I was losing more and more control with every stroke of her perfect ass.

“Are you ready” I whispered, tonguing her ear.

“Cum you fuck head” she panted.  “I can’t do this forever.”

“I gave one great thrust and lifted her body high off the seat and pumped her full of cum.  He hung there, teetering on my hips, impaled on my cock and screamed her head off.  “Fuck, Fuck, Fuck, Fuck”

I gently lowered her down as I softened and she fell into my arms, kissing me gently.  

“You’re not done are you?” she teased reaching for my dick and wrapping her warm fingers around its girth.

“Can you spend the week-end?” I asked.

“Yes” she sighed.

I pushed the intercom to the driver “Please take us to the lake house” I instructed.

I looked at her laying in my arms and reached out and caressed her wet opening.  “That is a thirty-minute ride” I said, massaging her labia and pushing her down so I could put my mouth to work.

We fucked and sucked half the night and started again early Saturday morning.  

It was just the two of us that week-end and I got to know every inch of her luscious body.  Saturday night we swam nude in the moonlight and we fucked on the little beach in front of my house.  My neighbors were probably watching, but I did not care.  The husband was a dick and could eat his heart out.  If the wife got excited, that was all right with me.

Silvia was a marvelous lover and I showed her how to keep me hard much longer than she was used to.  My dick is far from the largest around, so I have to make do where I can.  Sunday morning we slept in late and I whipped up a gourmet brunch.  Then I pulled out the massage table and gave her a very sensual rub down.  She said she had never come so much in her life in so short a period.

Our time together went buy way too fast and we both took the limo back in to be in the office Monday morning.  We had barely left my driveway, when she put her hand on my crotch and we fucked the whole ride to town.  She gave me a long, lingering kiss and slid out of the car.  I watched her fabulous ass swing as she strode up to her door and I could feel her touch on every part of my body. I was amazed that I could still get hard and I was glad it was only a short ride to my in-town apartment.


Game On

It was game day and I was having a number of clients over at the lake house.  I had a commercial size wide screen set up at both ends of the rec room and a selection of drinks and eats ranging from snack food to sandwich makings.  I was expecting a crowd of about twenty and I had hired Silvia and Jan, the receptionist at the front desk.  She was technically not my employee.  I just leased space in the office.

I had had my eye on Jan for some time.  I wanted to fuck her almost as much as I had wanted to sink it into Silvia. Jan was a tall girl with a pretty face, long flowing blonde hair and piercing green eyes.    Her body was close to perfection and she delighted in showing it off.  She had a predilection for low cut blouses and the tops of her plump titties were always bulging into view.  Hinting at more wonders within. 

I never knew whether to look down Jan’s blouse or up her skirt.  She had long lean legs, well-tanned and well-toned and wore some of the shortest mini-skirts I have seen outside a strip joint.  I never caught a panty peek, but she was fond of showing her thighs damn near to her panty line.  She greeted me every morning with a smile and the demeanor of an innocent your girl, but no woman shows that much skin without knowing exactly how many cocks she is stiffening.

I had done a little sleuthing and she had been married about two years and they were dead broke.  Despite an outward show of loving her husband, she was quietly considering her options.  Before getting married she was quite the vixen and had played both sides of the gender street.  Exactly my kind of woman.  She also seemed to be real close friends with Silvia.  

The girls showed up early as requested and I showed them their cheer leader outfits. “Don’t worry, you don’t have to lead any cheers” I told them.  Your duties will be strictly waiting on the guests.  I have beer and champagne and Asti on ice, plus a bar full of the hard stuff.  The guys will probably drink mostly beer, but give them what they request.  Feel free to drink the champagne or the Asti.  We have plenty of each.  Familiarize yourselves with the food and hand it out as needed.  There are plenty of sandwich makings and hot dogs on the electric grill.  Pick up the empties and enjoy yourself.  Besides the hundred I am paying you, I will pass the tip hat during half time.  You should each clear two hundred easy for four hours of work.  

“You can change in my bedroom” I said pointing to the stairway.  “First door on your left.”

The girls came down the stairs a few minutes later looking ravishing. Short red and white pleated skirts that barely covered their red silk panties.  Low cut white sweaters with read trims and a big red ‘N” on their chest.  Judging from the way her tits were swinging, Jan was braless and Silvia was probably also,

“You both look lovely” I exclaimed.

“I did not expect the skirts to be this short” declared Silvia.

“The shorter they are the higher the tips” observed Jan.  “Just swing your ass a little.  We’ll be fine.”

The guested started arriving and we made them comfortable and the girls brought them their drinks.

When the room was full, I officially introduced Silvia and Jan as their servers for the festivities and warned everyone not to touch.  “They are here to waitress, not to be pinched and pawed.”  Everyone agreed, even though they were a tempting pair.  But I knew from experience, that the girls would get some cash offers to do more than pour drinks.  It was fine with me if they accepted, just not for tonight.  I had plans for them both.

I can never relax at these kinds of functions.  This was not a group of friends getting together to watch a football game.  These were all clients.  We did business together.  Yes, I made them money.  I had made them all a lot of money, but I was still not a social equal.  I wasn’t a doctor or a lawyer or the CEO of a large company.  I was the smart money guy from the other side of the tracts and my bedroom exploits were a little too widely advertised.  

Silvia was right.  The skirts were awfully short and Jan’s panties had ridden quite away up her ass.  Every time she bent over to set down a glass or exchange an empty bowl of peanuts for a full one, we were all greeted to a substantial view of her round, firm, butt cheeks.  Silvia’s firm sweet butt was also on display, but her panties clung more tightly to her ass and her cheeks were covered by thin, partially transparent silk.  Both views were enticing and I would be hard pressed to choose between them.

Silvia preferred the champagne, but Jan took a liking to the Asti.  I encouraged them both to drink as much as they wanted.  When the game was over and we had ushered out the last guest, we sat around drinking and talking.  Jan was further gone than Silvia and I asked her why she hadn’t done an evaluation for me.

“I could sure use the money, but I don’t think my husband would approve.”

“Well the evaluations are technically over, but the machine is upstairs.  I could make an exception for you.  You’d go home with $500 more and no one, except us, will ever know.”

“I did it” offered Silvia.  “God, I have never cum so hard in my whole life.  I thought I was going to pass out.”

“That good?” Jan replied.

“Better than the biggest dick you have ever had” Silvia answered.

“Where is it?” Jan asked.

“Upstairs” I said.  “Silvia, do you want to help her?

The girls rose and I watched their asses swing up my stairs. Rising above me like they did, I had a perfect view up their short skirts.

…………………………………..

I gave them about ten minutes.  If I went up too early, Jan would not be sufficiently aroused to be seduced.  If I waited too long, that damn machine would leave her exhausted.  I grabbed two fresh, ice cold bottles.  One champagne and one Asti and three glasses, then walked up the steps and listened next to the door. They had not bother to close it. Jan was moaning like a sick goat and I stepped into the room as quietly as possible.

I had done quite a bit of maneuvering to get both girls into this situation.  I didn’t just want Silvia or Jan.  I wanted them together.  Listening to Jan, I was pretty sure she was ready for whatever sexual adventures were next, but you never know until you actually show them your cock.  Silvia was the real wild card. We had had some great sex, but it was all one-on-one and nothing too kinky.   She might join in and she might run. I had doubled down and it was double or nothing. Time to find out.

Jan was riding the machine topless, her marvelous melons bouncing like two giant beach balls.  She glanced at me and then went right back to getting mechanically fucked.  She still wore her short skirt. Her red panties lay beside her leg. As I expected, she was enraptured by the machine that was fucking her silly.

I had walked in on three women riding that machine and their reactions had all been the same.  They might be a little uncomfortable about the situation, but what they really cared about, was another stroke from that plastic cock.  The mere presence of a male observer on the scene might actually have been a turn on.  Who knows.  I have a lot of success with women sexually, but what they are thinking down deep is a mystery that we men will never solve. 

Silvia was sitting on the bed with her hand down her panties.  She seemed a little startled to see me in the bedroom and she glanced uncertainly at Jan who did not seem to care.    I dropped my pants and briefs and stood there with my cock sticking straight out and calmly poured Silvia a flute of the champagne.   

Silvia took a big gulp and swirled the champagne in her mouth and swallowed it down.  Or at least I though she did. Then she closed her cold lips on my shaft.  She still had at least half of the champagne in her mouth and I felt it swirl around my cock head, stirred by her very talented tongue.  I could feel the pressure pulse on my rod as she finally sucked the last of the champagne down her throat.

I touched her cheek lovingly and gave her face a few thrusts, watching Jan’s reaction.  She kept on fucking, but she was definitely interested in the show.  I pulled my cock out and turned toward her for just a moment.  Her eyes were locked on my shaft.

Silvia sat on the bed swilling her champagne as I knelt between her legs and pulled off her skirt and panties.  She offered no resistance when I put my mouth on her labia and licked her pussy.  She put one gentle hand behind my head and pulled me in closer.  She was soaking wet and I licked and sucked both her pussy and her clit until she came.

Then I pushed her back on the bed and entered her.  Her body came up to meet me, wrapping itself around me, her cunt eagerly swallowing my meat. I glanced over at Jan and she was watching us intently.  Silvia was just as warm and tight as the first time.  I fucked her slow, with long strokes. Pulling my cock out right to the head and then shoving it back in deep.  It was almost a reentry each time and she was moaning and rolling her eyes. My cock was on fire as it slid languidly in and out of her.  Her pussy walls massaging its length like tiny fingers.  It did not take Silvia long to climax and she through her head back and cried “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh. That was incredible.  I love your cock”.

I saw Jan smile when I pulled out of Silva, but she was still riding the device.  I had no interest is watching Jan hump a mechanical dildo.  I wanted to feel those long taught legs around me.  I wanted to feel my cock sliding in and out of her sweet tight pussy.  I wanted to feel her arms cling to me and her nails scratch my back as I sent her over the edge.  

I crossed the room to Jan, my dick still hard and sticking out like it was pointing the way.  Jan was moaning “On Fuck.  Oh Fuck”, but reached out and grabbed my shaft and guided it to her mouth.  She sucked it and rode for a minute, then I pulled out and reached down and hit the off switch.

‘Ahhhhhhhhh” she whimpered.

“Time for the real thing” I announced and offered her my hand to helped her up.  We walked the short distance to the bed, hand in hand and I laid her down next to Silvia.  Jan spread her legs immediately, offering herself in a wanton display, her hips giving little upward thrusts as an inducement.  I climbed on and slid right in.

It is hard to understand how that machine effects a woman until you watch them transformed into wanton nymphomaniacs in a few short strokes.  They cum and the machine just keeps fucking them.  It’s unnatural.  Their bodies don’t know how to respond, so their hormones just keep pumping until all rationality is gone.  All they want is to have their cunts pounded and the machine will oblige as long as the electricity flows.

Despite her hedonistic history, I could have flirted and flattered and charmed Jan for months at the office and gotten nowhere.  She might have given me a peek at her goods, just as a tease, but dipping into her true treasures would have been almost impossible.  However, five minutes on the machine and she was grabbing for my dick like a junkie after a fix. 

The big danger is that the machine is better than me and better than you.  It only lacks social interaction to be a perfect substitute.  But make an orgasm long enough and intense enough, and the woman will forego the romance and just want her ashes hauled.

“Fuck me.  Fuck me” Jan urged as I went it.  She was everything that I had expected.  Despite her super wetness, her cunt was tight and clinging.  She thrust her hips up to meet me and wrapped her arms and legs around me and I pounded her hard and deep.  She pumped up to meet me frantically, her cunt literally climbing up my pole. I would pull up and she would follow it, like she did not want to let it go.  

We fucked furiously.  Jan’s gyrations were violent and erratic and a couple of times I thought she was going to throw me off.  I marveled at her energy and wonder how much was her and how much was an after effect of the machine.

This was not a normal fuck.  I had done this before after the machine.  Normally, you let the woman cum a few times if possible and then let go with your own.  But they hit a point on the machine when they just cum continuously, one right after another, with very little space between.  Not all woman.  But a significant number and Jan was there.  She had lifted her knees up parallel to her hips and was holding them there with both hands, spreading her pussy to its limit.  I was slamming my cock into her mercilessly and she was shaking and quivering and flinging her ass around. 

At some point during our mad fuck, I heard the machine start up and grabbed a glance at Silvia, riding a dildo, her tits jutting straight out, her chin held high.  The site made me even harder and somehow I increased my pace.  Jan was flinging her body around like a mad woman and I just hung on and kept fucking and holding back my climax as long as I could.   

I had slipped on a cock ring before starting, because I wanted to last for these two luscious ladies and it was working, but I was tiring quickly.  Jan must do aerobics, because she was in continuous motion.  I was almost ready, when I felt a searing pain down my back and I knew her nails were drawing blood.  I came immediately and then wilted, but not before I sent several shots of jizz flowing deep into her.

I rolled off exhausted.  Jan recovered more quickly and wrapped her hand and her sensuous lips around my cock. She definitely knew how to bring a limp dick back to life and when I was hard again, she continued to stroke it with her hand, while transferring her lips to mine.   I glanced over at Silvia who seem perfectly happy to keep fucking her electric friend.    Jan and I necked a few minutes, her kisses soft and sensual and when I was as hard as I was going to get, I flipped her over and fucked those fabulous tits.

Jan was no stranger to this particular fetish.  No woman with breasts like hers would get far beyond puberty without mastering this particular carnal art.  She squeezed those babies together with just the right amount of tension and I slid my shaft up and down the groove she made until I exploded.  Then she leaned forward and I shoved my spurting dick into her mouth, as she eagerly slurped the rest of my cum down her throat.

I wasn’t exactly pacing myself as I had planned.  I had managed to fuck Silvia the first time without shooting, but I had gotten so excited with Jan that I blew twice very close together.  If I did not watch myself, I was going to wimp out on my big show.  

Jan got up and coaxed Silvia back to our bed.  Both girls were soon running their sweet mouths up and down my shaft, kissing it and each other. It took longer than I wanted to get me back up, but they were both patient and seemed content to entwine lips with each other. Periodically they forgot about my cock altogether and started Frenching one another in earnest and letting their hands roam freely over naked feminine flesh. I took these little respites, which gave me extra time to recover, as a gift from the sex gods.  Finally, however, my dick roared back to life.

As soon as it was hard again, Silvia climbed on cowgirl style, lowering herself onto my shaft.  She was so hot and tight. If she hadn’t been soaking wet I might have shot on contact. That really would have blown the night, but I held it and when she hit bottom, she exclaimed “That is in so deep.”  Then she began to ride me slowly, going as high as she could, before sliding back down.  I worried that I was no match for the machine, but she seemed pleased to have a real cock to savor.

Jan spread her thighs and straddled my head and I thought for a moment I would drown in all her fluid. I found her labia and teased it between my lips, sucking it in and out of my mouth.  Then I brought my fingers to play on her clit. I had palmed a small vibrator.  The kind women carry in their purse for moments of quick release.  I pressed that little machine right against her clit and hit the switch. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh Oh Fuck. Oh God” she screamed writhing and twisting against my mouth.  My lips and tongue were caressing her cunt opening and her clit was being assaulted with hundreds of vibrations a minute.   Jan was supper sensitive after the machine and went into sexual overload shaking and shuddering and thrashing about.

Silvia came a few times, but I was holding back.  Sucking off Jan, helped to focus my concentration and take my mind off of the wonderful sensations that were pulsing up and down my rod.  So the girls squeezed out a couple of orgasms each, without me having to fire a shot.

We changed positions again. Silva had her legs open and Jan went straight for her wet pussy, lapping at her cunt like it was dinner and she had not eaten in a fortnight.   Jan had her ass in the air and there right in front of me was a cooz that I had wanted for a long, long time. Right in the position that I had most dreamed of.   Her cunt and ass were saturated with her fluids and her labia were swollen and pulsing.  I ran my tongue up and down her gnash, teasing, licking, even gentle biting.  Jan’s cunt juices were pouring out of her, flooding my face and urging me on.  I switch to my hands and finger fucked her cunt and her asshole. 

Finally, I teased her opening with my cock head and slid it in.  Her tits were swinging free and I grabbed one with each hand.  They were much more than a handful.  I clutched her giant tits and started to fuck her just as hard and as deep as I possibly could.  

I could hear Silvia moaning and whimpering and whatever sounds Jan was making were muffled into Silvia’s crotch.   But I could tell from the way she was throwing her ass around that she was loving every stroke I was giving her.  Every few minutes her cunt would clamp down tight on my cock for a few seconds, then loosen up, just a little.  I kind of caught a second wind, sexually and physically speaking, so I just kept pumping Jan’s ass in long hard strokes.  She was wet and super excited, but she was still tight.  I squeezed her tits and teased her huge nipples and banged away hard enough to fill the room with the sound of my balls slapping against her.

I don’t know how long I fucked her butt.  She had stopped licking Silvia and had buried her head in the mattress when I finally came.  She stiffened when my jizz went it and screamed “Oh fuck, cum for me baby.  Cum for me!  Cum for me!”

That made three in Jan and none in Silvia.  I was really fucking this up.  I had not intended to concentrate so much on Jan. She was just so fucking willing and enticing, that it worked out that way.    I vowed to make sure that Silvia got more of my attention during the rest of the night and hoped that I would be able to muster up at least one more bullet.    

……………………..

The three of us cavorted for a long time.  Way into the wee hours of the morning. I had slipped on a cock ring before I climbed the stairs, so I was able to hold an erection for an extended period. But without the machine, and the vibrator, these girls would have killed me.  We fucked and sucked in a variety of configurations and they rode the machine periodically as I recovered.  We were all eventually exhausted and the sun was streaming through the windows full force, before any of us stirred.

Silvia and I were pretty steady lovers for quite a while.  Not exclusive.  At least not on my part, but she shared my bed often.  Jan got divorced a few months later and we went at it again a few times, but never in another threesome.  Both of these women were prime cut and it wasn’t fair to make them share a man’s attentions.  They both deserved to be the sole focus of the evening.


If you enjoyed this story, please leave a review at amazon.com

Other stories by Johnson Stiff include the following:

Taking the Supper Club Wives (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance Howard decides he has to break out of the yuppie mold and change his life.  As a first step he decides to seduce all seven wives of in his monthly supper club.  One by one he plans their seduction and enjoys their carnal gifts.  To Lance’s surprise, some conquests are much easier than he imagined and the most difficult targets turned out to be the most willing rides.     (There are seven books in the Supper Club Wives series, issued as #1- Beth; #2-Jenny; #3- Page; #4-Sarah; #5-Cheryl; #6-Monica; #7-Trudy)

Taking the Niece  (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  Ryan and Melanie Phillips are young, well to do and into sexual games.  Melanie’s niece Cheryl is almost as beautiful as Melanie, but she has a younger, fresher body.  Cheryl has turned eighteen and is now old enough to play with the adults.  Cheryl has always been hot for Ryan.  Is the stage set for sexual tension or adventure?

The Stripper Next Door   Julie Cox, the sweet girl next door and baby sitter to my two boys has turned into a stunningly attractive woman and is paying her way through college working at the local gentlemen’s club.   She has also made it clear that her sexual preference is me.   Julie is still a virgin, but if I don’t give in to Julie’s sexual demands, she will start passing her favors around at the strip joint.  To complicate matters, Julie’s best friend, who is even more strikingly sensual that Julie, is looking to turn Julie’s and my passion, into a three-way.

Taken in Cancun A few days in Cancun and Rachel Kate was a new woman.  She and Steven, happily married for fifteen years, were hoping to recharge their marriage with romantic nights in an exotic setting.  Steven spent the entire trip in the bathroom suffering from a common ailment of Mexican travelers and Rachel was forced to find her romance elsewhere.  On the flight home Steven remembers little of the trip, except the inside of his hotel bath room.  Rachel, however, has vivid memories of three lovers in as many days.  Will their lives ever be the same?

MILF at the Pawn Shop Stanley Gibbs inherited a small pawn shop and was just squeaking by, when he discovered the power of the personal discount.  Pawns can get pretty expensive and some of the local women have discovered that if they pawn with Stanley, they can often skip a few payments.  Stanley is an understanding fellow and if money is tight, he is willing to make special arrangements in the backroom for his over eighteen female borrowers.

The Girl in the Short Skirt    Ashley Gibbs is a sexy young lady that loves to wear short skirts that show off her legs.  But what happens when she attracts more attention than she wants?  Ashley can’t stop thinking about the bad boy that followers her up the stairs every morning at work and the blatant way he looks up her dress.  What’s a girl to do?  Spread her legs or go shopping for a pant suit?

Taken by the Photographer (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  The beautiful and enticing Melanie Phillips has her sights set on the handsome photographer Jason Scott, but she won’t make it easy for him.  He is used to women fawning over him and raising their skirts at this smile.   If he wants Melanie, he will need to act like a man and take her.

Stripping for my Teacher Carla Wilson is a spectacular beauty, but an academic wash out.  She makes good money taking off her clothes at a local dive, but her life is headed nowhere.  One night she drops her top to find her favorite high school teacher admiring her wares.  Is he looking for a cheap thrill or is fate offering Carla a second chance?  Can the Brainiac and the cheerleader find common ground in Carla’s lovely body? 

MILF-Ville USA.  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance goes to a sleepy farm and ranch town in western Nebraska to appraise some local land for irrigation partnerships.  He soon discovers that he is fresh meat for the local unfulfilled woman.  With a new eager body in his bed every night, sometimes two, will Lance make it out of town before the local cowboys discover that he has gotten into their private stash.

Punishing Kathy   Kathy is nineteen and a bit of an exhibitionist.  She interns at a powerful wall street firm and teasing the boss with her short skirts is one of her kinks.  Quite unintentionally, Kathy has made a few regulatory transgressions and jail could be in her future.  Because of the high cost of sexual harassment law suits, her boss has a rule about handling the help. However, pretty Kathy is no in a position to complain.  Will her troubles disappear if she lets him do more than look at her perfect ass?   (This is a short one – 2800 words – a Quick, but Hot Read).

Protecting Linda    Vincent Carter is a grad student and his high school assistant, Linda, returned for a third year of internship all grown up and ready to play.  Linda’s mom, a luscious MILF is out to protect Linda’s virtue and offers herself as a substitute for Vincent’s carnal drives.  Vincent, being a bit of a cad, but a dedicated swordsman, decides to enjoy them both.  All he has to do is keep mother and daughter from comparing notes.

Unfinished Business   Lance Howard had the same executive assistant for ten years and not a day went by that he did not dream of ravaging her hard body, squeezing her lush round breasts and pummeling the treasure between her long toned legs. 

Tonight was her going-away party and Rennie and Lance were having a quiet drink to reminisce. Recollections quickly turned to regret and before long their bodies were making up for lost time - Trying to cram ten years of abstinence and pent up desire into a few hours of raw unrestrained carnal lust.

Join Lance and Rennie in their journey down memory lane. Some of their shared history is strictly adult fare.

My Barber the MILF   Kay Linsey was a beautiful MILF going through a rough patch and trying to make ends meet cutting hair.  Alone, divorcing and celibate, her lush body ached for attention.  Jim was her best friend’s son, home from college.  She had known Jim since he was a child, but the man standing in front of her was tall, muscular, legal and sexy as hell.  When Kay learns that she was Jim’s first fantasy she gives him more than a haircut.

Her Husband was Away   Linda had worked for her boss for a year or more.  She was the perfect employee and their relationship was strictly professional until her husband stayed too long out of town.  Linda was a good girl, faithful and chaste.  However, she was also a woman with intense sexual hungers and daily needs.  A fortnight without was her limit so she went looking for penetration.  Her boss would never be the same.   

Doing Barbie   Jim and Barbie shared a bond.  In the midst of some family distress, they ended up sleeping side-by-side at the tender age of eighteen.  They were, of course, quickly sharing more than a bed room. As adults they took separate paths, but they periodically revisited their lusty roots.  When Carol, Barbie’s little sister, came of age, she was eager to compete with her big sister for the carnal attentions of Jim.  Nicole, mother of Carol and Barbie, was a stunning, but aging MILF.   Her daughters had inherited her beauty, but the mold was still the master.  Weary of older and unfulfilling men, Nicole decided her daughters should not have all the fun, especially where intimacy with Jim was concerned.

Blonde in Need   Cheryl Rivers is a brilliant scientist with the body of a model and the sexual appetite of a porn star.  Her husband Tim is obsessed with avoiding the draft and is eating himself into oblivion, so that he can exceed the weight limit for armed service.   His ploy will keep him out of the Viet Nam jungle, but it is also keeping him out of Cheryl’s bed.  Vincent Carter, however, their fellow graduate student, is lean and desirable and close by and judging from the bulge in his speedo’s, packing exactly what Cheryl needs.  

Someone to Trade   If you are into brunettes, Maria Lee is your fantasy come to life.  Five eight or nine, long luscious legs, oversized breasts that hold themselves up as if by magic, bronze skin tone, waist length straight black hair, flashing black eyes, the high cheek bones of a fashion model and lips that were made to swallow a cock.  Maria is a walking wet dream.  Pure sex on the hoof and she loves to fuck.

The only problem with Maria is that she is married to my best friend, Jeff.  Imagine my joy when I discovered they were swingers.  Unfortunately for me, I am single and I have no one to trade.

Snowbound with Two MILFs   Lance Howard had seduced all the wives in his yuppie supper club.  Two years later a blizzard lands him and two of his previous conquests in close proximity.  How better to pass the time than with some intimate amusements. Lust is always an unpredictable mistress and threesomes have a way of nurturing hidden lesbian appetites.  When Lance and his two MILFs touch passions long buried they unleash desires and yearnings that can never be forgotten.      

The MILF Twins   January and Julie are stunning brunettes.  They are hot, sexy and absolutely identical.  Jan has always been the more adventuress.  Divorced and jilted by her lover for a bi-sexual male, Jan envisions a future less eventful than her past.     However, after years of a stale marriage and an underperforming spouse, Julie yearns for some carnal exploits of her own.  

They switched in high school and they switched in college, why not switch again.  Julie realizes that she can live her every fantasy and have any man she wants.  Also she has to do is act like her sister, literally.

Every Girl Has Her Price    Candy is dandy, liquor is quicker, but cash is the fastest of all. Jonathan Fritz is a financial analyst and he knows how to value a transaction.  His hobby is tempting god girls to be bad for a couple of hours.  Just long enough to spend some quality time with Jonathan and his private parts.  He does not waste his energy on romance or courting rituals.  That is not his strong suit.  Jonathan goes straight to a girl’s weakness, her need for cash.

The Stud Club    Ellen Freez is a strikingly beautiful brunette of thirty-six with a filthy rich husband and the lifestyle of the rich and famous.   She is traveling with her sexy, but naïve, eighteen-year-old niece who is fresh out of small town America.    Ellen wants her niece to experience a master lover, but Ellen also has needs of her own.   Fortunately, Ellen is a lifetime member of the ‘Stud Club’, a secret organization offering well-endowed lovers worldwide.

Taking the Babysitters (A Players Erotic Adventure.) Ryan and Melanie Phillips have a family vacation planned to Acapulco.  They decide to take a babysitter along so they can have some free time to play.  The Phillips have two regular sitters and when Ryan announces that one of them will be accompanying them to Mexico, they both make it clear, with their intimate charms, that they are eager to be chosen.  Unable to decide, Ryan invites both.  Is Ryan headed for trouble or paradise?  

Taken by the Tag Team Rafe is hunk of a man with a jumbo member and a fleet of sports cars, but he is tongue tied in front of women.  Freddie can’t hold a job, but is devilishly charming and gets more action than a rock star.  Rafe and Freddie formed a tag team.  Rafe fronts the money and the lifestyle and Freddie ropes in the women, paying special attention to hotties who are keen for oversized meat.  Freddie has never lived so well and Rafe has never slept so well.  What could possibly go wrong?

The Imitation Masseuse (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is absolutely smitten by a stunning blonde he sees every morning, but all attempts to meet her go astray. Desperate, Lance takes a crash course in massage techniques and then shows up at the girl’s door, massage table and accompanying oils in hand, pretending that she is the winner of a free therapeutic massage.   Will she let him through the door?   If she does, will Lance get to rub more than her back?

My Hot Wife’s Dark Desire   Staci Roan’s career as a television reporter was flagging, until she treated her viewers to a peek at her white silk panties at the juncture of her long sexy legs.  As planned her ratings shot up, but so did her libido.  It excited Staci to display her personal charms.  However, when she flashed her guest Howard Winthrop, the black football all-star, turned billionaire and world class womanizer, Staci’s innocent teasing quickly turned into carnal cravings.    The lovely Staci had secretly longed to be taken by a handsome black man and to be completely dominated.   Howard Winthrop was as big and black and as dominate as they come and he found Staci, irresistible.

Melting the Ice Queen   Hillary Stone is a beautiful enticing woman, but she is also the neighborhood prude.  She dresses conservatively, shuns male advances and fakes her orgasms.  Hillary is especially scornful of bad boy Chuck Thane.  

Handsome, rugged, charming and unconventional Chuck is every woman’s fantasy.  Chuck thinks Hillary ‘dost protest too much’ and that beneath her icy exterior, burns a carnal flame aching to be fanned.  One evening at a friendly suburban gathering, Chuck pulls the lovely Hillary aside and takes a few inappropriate liberties.   Hillary has never been in the arms of a man like Chuck and her distain, quickly turns to overwhelming desire as passions, long suppressed transforms Hillary from prig to frenzied participant. 

Taking the French Planter’s Grand Daughter   War is a poor place for romance, but sometimes love is where you find it.  When Daniel Porter burst through the doors of the old French plantation house he was expecting a squad of VC, not a frightened girl.  Battle weary and no longer the man who left Iowa eight months before, can the carnal charms of the enemy save his soul?  (A collaboration of Johnson Stiff and Rex Torrid.)

The above stories are either in print or coming soon.   Please check with amazon.com for availability.
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