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Her Husband Was Away

Last week my assistant came to work in a ‘fuck me’ dress.  I am married, with kids and have been a faithful husband for fifteen years.  But she was just too much temptation.  Her dress was bad enough, designed to give a corpse a hard on.  Most guys would have climbed over their desktop and jumped her bones immediately.  But I tried to be a good boy.  However, when she literally stuck her naked twat in my face I lost control and my tongue did what comes naturally.

Linda had been working for me for over a year.  She was good at her job and reasonably nice to look at.  Her office attire had historically been prim and proper, with skirts to or below the knees. She had great legs, but I didn’t see much of them.

Linda is a tall girl, easily five nine or ten and thin. Her light brown hair frames pleasant facial features and soft brown eyes.  She will never win a beauty contest, but if she invites you home for some fun and games, most males would gladly follow.  From a business standpoint she was perfect, because was efficient and dutiful and except for her exceptional ass, she offered little distraction from the work at hand.

I had wondered about her tits.  Her close to the neck tops and loose fitting blouses gave me little hint of the wonders they might hide.  I knew they weren’t huge, because there was little bulge to her chest.  But whether they were tiny, or firm, or droopy or just right was a mystery.  In fourteen months she had never shown cleavage and I had not even glimpsed a bra peek. 

The only thing that had transpired between us that could possibly be considered sexual was one dance just after she started.  We were at a business banquet type function and we happened to catch a slow dance together.  I was attempting to hold her at a respectful distance, but she made a point of rubbing up against my cock.  She was not blatant about it.  Her movements were subtle, yet unmistakable.  She did not gyrate her ass lewdly, but she did maintain a slow languid grind, almost a massage, that brought my dick to full attention and kept it there for the duration.  The contact was much more than was proper.  However, she never again showed any sexual interest in me.

That is why I was so surprised when she walked into the office in a sweater dress tight enough to trace every female curve in her body.  It was obvious she was not wearing any underwear.

I got to the office early and was busy at work.  At 8:00 AM sharp she walked through the door. 

“Oh you are here early” she exclaimed.

I looked up and was stunned.  She was a vision.   Her light blue sweater dress was absolutely glued to her body.  In fourteen months I had barely caught a hint of her tits.   Now I could see every curve of them and her nipples were clearly outlined.  She had a nice little set. Bigger than I expected, with tiny nipples that were almost inverted.

She knew I was checking her out.  I was more than checking her out, I was inspecting every inch of her. She seemed to revel in it.  My shy little Linda was flaunting her body and basking in my male adoration.

“I have never seen you wear anything like that before” I said with a dry throat.

“What do you think” she asked spinning around.

“If I tell you what I think, Human Resources would have me filling out forms and going to retraining for the next six months” I replied.  Under my desk I was rubbing my cock through my suit pants.

“That’s sweet” she said. “This is my get lucky dress.”

“Your what?”

“My get lucky dress.  Wear this in to a bar and I am bound to get lucky” she declared. “I might go cruising tonight after work.”

“What happened to your husband?” I asked.

“He is out of town” she stated flatly, offering no further explanation.

“I did not realize you were such a player” I observed, knowing I should shut up at this point.

“Usually not, but he has been gone two weeks and I have an itch that needs scratching” she opined.

“So you just pick up some guy?” I asked.  HR would not have been pleased with that question.  

“Don’t really want to.  You never know what you are going to get. Sometimes they just don’t perform well, if you know what I mean” she said winking one of her lovely brown eyes.  “When I get him in bed he may not up to my standards.”

“This is a whole new side of you” I declared.

“There is a lot of me you have not seen yet” announced Linda as she left my office.

What the hell did that mean? I wondered as I watched her ass swing out my door.  My dick was as hard as it gets and I considered whipping it out and giving myself some relief.

……………………………

About the time that I managed to force thoughts of Linda’s exquisite ass out of my head and focus back on work Linda came into my office and leaned over my desk and ruffled through a file.  I am a good business man, but organization is not my strong suite.  I have always used the pile system and my eight-foot desk top was well organized in piles.  Linda knew my pile system and was forever taking and returning and inserting which ever file she was working on.  This involved her leaning way over my desk quite often.  Normally this was a non-event.  She had a shapely ass, but her conservative dress made these actions routine and non- sexual.

However, today when she leaned over in that skin tight dress it drew across her butt so tight I could see right through it.  She seemed to be leaning even further today.  She was right next to me.  I was sitting back in my executive chair and she was almost touching me. Her lovely ass was inches from my face.  I could smell her cunt odor, at least I thought I could.  I leaned forward and put my nose right over her ass crack, I stopped just a fraction of an inch from the material and drank in her aroma.  God she smelled sweet.

Suddenly she moved back and my face was buried in her butt.

“What are you doing” she demanded.  I had my mouth on her ass and she was not upset.  The bitch was teasing me.

“You know that felt pretty good” she exclaimed.  “I did not know you were that interested.”

In any normal situation, I would have stood up and given her some distance.  But Linda remained leaning over the desk.  Then she put her hands on the hem of both sides of her dress and pulled it up over her butt and bunched it around her waist.  At the same time, she spread her legs a little wider.

Jesus God she had a sweet snatch.  My cock was about to rip itself out of my pants.

“You might want to try that again” she suggested.

That was an offer if I ever heard one and I went to work with my tongue.

I licked her up and down from her asshole to as far as my tongue would reach. I am normally not a big asshole fan, but there was something about Linda’s that called to me.   I spread her cute little hole and managed to stick my tongue in quite a way.  I am one of those guys that can curl his tongue up and I fucked her ass opening like I had a small cock in my mouth.

Linda moaned and bucked and pressed herself back at me.  I slid my hand around under and searched for her clit.  Her bud was as large and hard as a small eraser.

“Ehhhhh” she let out a yelp when I pressed her clit and began to massage it.

“Oh God” that feels so good.  “Can you do that to my pussy?”

I shifted my mouth to her other opening and Linda went a little wild.  I licked and penetrated her with my tongue and she came pretty quickly.  Shaking and shuddering and flooding my face with her juices.

She tasted like warm, wet heaven and I lapped up her fluids like they were the nectar of the gods.  I stood and kicked my chair back.  I heard it crash against the wall and fall over, but my focus was on Linda’s sweet honey pot.

I put three fingers up her snatch and began to flutter and pump my fingers alternately.  

“Oh Fuck.  Holly Shit” she exclaimed and lapsed into a continuous moan. 

Then I stuck my thumb up her ass.  I shoved it in with little warning.  Teasing her with it for just a moment, testing its ability to penetrate.  She gasped the moment she felt it at the entrance and screamed when I jammed it to the hilt.

“AHhhhhhhhhhhhh”

I twisted the thumb so that my fingers could get back into her cunt.  My hand was pumping into her furiously. My thumb penetrated her asshole at the same time my fingers violated her snatch.

Linda was a screamer and her moans turned to shouts as she jammed her backside into my fingers. She was also an easy cumer and when she hit her third orgasm she paused for a moment.  Face down on my desktop, panting for air. 

She had been pumping her fluids liberally with each thrust of my hands.  I put my mouth back on her and licked her clean.

“Oh Fuck, Fuck, Fuck! That feels good” she moaned much loader than I expected and I began to worry about the other offices hearing us.

I quickly fumbled with my belt and dropped my trousers to the floor.  Cock in hand I worked it against her opening.  

“Yes, Yes, Yes Give me your cock” she urged.

Without further ceremony I rammed it in with a flick of my hips.   

“Oh God” I knew it was going to be big” she moaned.  “Push it in deep.  Fuck me hard baby.  Fuck me really hard.”

“How did you know I was big” I asked.

“The time we danced” she said.  “I am a woman that likes girth.  Sometime I get unbearably horny.  I have learned to know who has meat and who doesn’t.

Those were the last words we exchanged.  I fucked her hard, slamming my cock into her mercilessly until I collapsed on top of her.  She moaned and whimpered face down on my desk and came over and over and over again, like a nympho at a gang-bang.

……………………………………………………………

We both put the mornings escapes behind us and had a good work day.  I worked through lunch to catch up and Linda brought me back a burger.

“Any one jump you in that outfit” I asked as she laid my lunch down on the desk.

“I got a few looks, but no one followed me back” she quipped.

At 3:30 PM she came in to my office and stood next to my desk.

“I am on a break and I locked the door” she declared.  She pushed my chair back and knelt between my legs.

“I can still taste myself on you” she observed, swirling her tongue around my cock head.

Her mouth was like heaven and she swallowed every drop of my load.

I was still partially hard and Linda stroked me with her hands.

“Do you have enough left to fuck me again?” she asked.

“If you can get it hard, you can have it” I offered.

She left my office and returned in a moment with a wooden strait chair.

“Sit” Linda commanded peeling off her dress slowly and sensually.

I watched in lust as she revealed her perfect body inch by lovely inch.  Then she knelt and went to work on my cock.  She snaked her head under and sucked in my balls while pumping my shaft with her hands.  When I was rock hard, she rose and straddled me.

“Oh God.  I love chair fucking” she gasp.  “It goes in so deep. Fuck, I love it in deep.”

Then we fucked until we were both too exhausted to stay sitting.

…………………………….

The next morning, she wore a starched shirt and a skirt that went to mid-calf.  She never said a word about our previous day’s dalliances and went about her work like the efficient employee she had always been.

It was a busy morning and I had two quick meetings in my office and Linda was the perfect business hostess.  She ushered them in and served coffee and no one would have ever guesses we were fucking like rabbits yesterday and that she was bent over my desk demanding more, more, more.  I figured the fun was over and since she was acting like it never happened, I took that as my que and did the same.

However, at noon she came in and asked if I was going to lunch or if I wanted to take care of her.  That is when she pulled up her skirt and showed me her old fashioned girdle and garters and no panties.  She had a pink dildo up her ass and when I asked her about it she said it was to stretch her out.

I am a little bit of an amateur when it comes to dildos, especially ones up the ass. So I asked “What does that mean?”

“It means if you get kinky, I am ready, silly” she replied giving me one of her wide eyed looks.  “You’re a little bigger than I am used to.”

“Oh” I said.

She undid some buttons and dropped her skirt to the floor.  She was ravishing in her heels and nylons and crotch less girdle.  She stood spread legged next to me and I ached to taste her.  I reached for her snatch and gave it a few rubs before I slid my fingers in.  She was wet and ready to go and she came really hard and very quickly.

When I withdrew my fingers she stood in front and gave me a look that I did not really understand.  Then she slapped me hard across the face.  It was a hell of a strike and my head snapped to the side. The left side of my face stung and I was pissed.

“What the hell was that all about” I demanded rising and confronting her.  Our faces were only inches apart. 

“You can’t just fuck me whenever you want to” she declared.  “I am a married woman.  Just because your cock is bigger than most you can’t just stick it anywhere you want.  You can grab me by the hair and make me put my mouth on it, but you can’t make me like it.

That was when the rules of this game hit me.  I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back and kissed her hard.  She resisted for a moment, but I forced her mouth open and soon both tongues were exploring deeply.  

I Frenched her for a few minutes then drug her face down to my crotch and rubber her mouth against my cock.  She mouthed it through the suit material.  

“You want that?” Bitch.

“No” she spat

Still holding her hair with one hand, I dropped my pants with the other and freed my cock.  It stood straight up, hard as a steel pole.  I rubbed her mouth over it and forced her down between my legs and pushed her mouth against my balls.”

“Lick them” I commanded.

She sucked my balls into her mouth and worked them between her lips.

This girl had some moves.  Her mouth was as talented as any I have ever experienced.  I bought a blow job and some other things from a high class escort once and Linda was every bit as skilled as the pro.

“Lick my ass” I ordered.

“No” she responded.

“Do it slut or I will fuck you in the ass” I warned.

“She snaked her head deeper under me and tongued my ass hole. I leaned forward and rested my weight on my desk as she reamed me out. “

“Oh fuck” I gasp.  She had replaced her tongue with a finger and driven it all the way up my butt hole.

“See how it feels? She demanded fucking my ass with her long index finger.  Jamming it in and twisting it before withdrawing it.

I grabbed her hair again and shoved my cock down her throat.  Her mouth enveloped it eagerly.  She worked its length with her lips and hands then took it all the way down her throat. I was close to blowing a couple of time and she sensed it and clamped down on my dick to cool me off.  She was voracious. Her mouth devoured my cock as I fucked her face none too gently.  There was absolutely no sign of hesitation.  This reluctant game she was playing obviously had some intermissions.

I wanted to cum in her mouth, but I wanted more to continue the game and fuck her cunt and maybe her ass. So I pulled her off.

“Get on the desk and spread your legs.” I directed.

She plopped her ass on my desktop, but clamped her legs tight together.  I approached her and reached for the top button on her blouse.  She immediately clamped her hand to her chest, blocking me.  I bent one hand behind her back and reach around and grabbed it with my other hand, holding it there.  She tried to pull away, but I held it firm.  Then I positioned my body to block her other hand behind my own back.

She looked up at me and spat out her words “Fucking bastard!”

I tightened my grip and forced her toward me.  I wanted to rip her blouse off, but I was unsure of the limits of this game.  I knew that most couples that play rape have a safe word, but I was flying blind.  Linda was my employee and I was her superior. The power sex was a real turn on, but I knew the consequences could be very real.

I undid the buttons on her blouse one by one.   She wore a lace push-up bra, with close to sheer cups.  It had a front clasp and I popped it open and pulled her pert little breast to my lips.

Linda arched her back, pushing her breast against my mouth and groaned as I gently bit her nipple.

“Harder” she moaned.

I bit down as hard as I dared and she gasped and moaned louder.

I dropped my hand to her legs which her still clamped.  She put up a show of keeping them together, but I easily forced them apart enough to get my fingers inside of her.

“Ahhh.  Oh God you prick.  That feels so good” she moaned.

I fucked her with my fingers, while sucking on her tit.  It did not take her long to cum.

“You are going to fuck me aren’t you?” she demanded, still panting and flush.

“Yes” I answered”

“With that giant cock or yours!” she asked.

“Yes”

“It’s so big.  It is going to hurt, isn’t it?”

“Probably.”

“Then please get it over with” she pleaded.

I spit out her breast and put one hand on each of her legs.  Her resistance was considerable.  But I am a big guy and I was quickly looking at her exposed pussy, legs spread wide. Linda had dynamite thighs. Soft and tight and muscular. I pinched them with one hand, less than an inch from her curls.

Linda whimpered.

I pulled her ass up a little to bring her nearer the desk edge.  She was soaking wet, but I teased her opening with the tip of my rod anyway.  Her juices made a sloshing sound as I wiggled my cock at the opening and pushed the head in and out playfully.

“God damn” Linda exclaimed, if you are going to fuck me, them fuck me.”

“Hush slut” I cautioned or this goes up your ass.”

“No, No! It’s too big” she complained.

I wiggled it at her opening and Linda moaned loader.

“You like that?” I asked.

“Yes, you bastard”

I kept teasing her with it up and down her opening.  “Tell me you that want to get fucked” I demanded.

“Oh God Yes!  Damn you!  Fuck me hard” she begged.  “Stop teasing me and put your cock inside.”

I slammed it into her and we both began to pump like horny teenagers.  

Linda reached up and undid my shirt buttons and slipped it off of my shoulders, but she never missed a stroke as she continued to ram her cunt over my cock.  

“God I love your chest” she whispered.

I did not think it was that great.  I do work out, but I am also not a young man.  I had met her husband and he was tall and very thin.  I am just the opposite, with powerful arms and chest.

She ran her hand over my chest and stomach as we fucked.  The more excited she got, the more urgency in her hands on my chest.  She moved her hands to my back and was holding herself up with her arms and smashing her tits into my chest while she flung her cunt against my cock.    I felt her nails rake my back.  Lightly at first and then harder.  Suddenly a searing pain down my back as she drew blood.

“God damn” I shelled.

“Take that you bastard” she responded and began to pump her hips even faster.  

I slid my hand under her ass and felt the dildo. I gave it a twist.

Linda jumped. “Don’t touch that” she warned.

“Why is it there?” I demanded.

“It stretches me out” she replied. Please don’t turn it on.”

I felt around and flicked the button.  Linda screamed and I could feel the dildo vibrating in the adjacent channel as my cock slid up and down her cunt walls.  It was a weird sensation, but it increased my pleasure a little and Linda’s a lot.  She was being double penetrated and she sure seemed to love it.

She was really pounding and moaning and she began to shout a string of expletives.

Linda was cuming like a broken slot machine and screaming almost at the top of her lungs.  I gave my hips an extra flex and held my cock at full penetration.  Linda continued to pump; much like a monkey on a stick.  She stopped when she felt my cum rush up her channel and bounce off the deepest recesses of her cunt.

It took us both a few minutes to recoup, but Linda was the first one to talk.

“Ok you got what you wanted.  Now get off of me” she demanded.

I looked at her suspiciously.  What I did not like about this game was its lack of rules.  If there were rules, they were known only to her.

I took a chance and replied “I am not done.”

I grabbed her hair against and pulled her face close to mine.  “Did you like that” I asked her, our lips almost touching.

“Yes.  Yes, I did you beast. But your cock hurt me.  It’s too big.  Please, please don’t put that monster up my ass” she pleaded.

“I will do anything you want” she promised reaching down to stroke my cock.  “Just please don’t thrust that giant thing up my ass.”

Her legs were still spread and my cum was leaking out. I put my hand between her legs and teased her opening.  She was slick with our fluids and my fingers slid easily in.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh” she moaned.

I worked my fingers in and out, then squeezed her labia between them, gently massaging her delicate lips.  Linda moaned and collapsed against me. Her hand still stroked my cock.

“Do you want me to fuck you again” I asked.

“Yes you fucking stud.  Ram it to me again you disgusting animal.”

“I am going to fuck your ass” I declared.  “Get rid of that dildo, or I’ll pull it out myself.

“Oh God, No.  Not up my ass.  Anything you want, but not that monster up my bun.  It’s too big.  You will split me in two.” she warned, but she pulled out her dildo and held it up.  It was still running and she clicked it off.

I took her wrist and pushed the dildo toward her mouth.  Lick it” I commanded.

Smiling broadly Linda sucked on the dildo as if it were a real cock.

“Turn over” I said.

“No” she protested.

I grabbed her legs, pulled one over the other, then flipped her onto her stomach.  I pulled her long, tight body toward me and my waiting cock.  I knocked at her rear door with the head of my shaft.

“Oh God.  You need lube” warned Linda.

“Then get some” my voice impatient.

Linda handed me a tube and I worked it over my cock and into her ass.  After that it was an easy penetration.  My rod slipped in easily.  It was a little more that she was used to and when I hit the limit, she took a few moments to get used to the mass in her ass.  She was breathing pretty hard.  Taking short pants.

Then we both started pumping.  After I was sliding in an out easily, I reached around Linda and toyed with her bud.   I don’t know how many times Linda came.  The second time I had an impulse to spanked her ass and I whacked her hard.  

“Oh God!  Oh God! Oh God!” she yelled and wiggled her ass.  Part of her was trying to move away, another part wanted more.

I popped her again a little harder.  I think that one really hurt, because she howled and came.  I slowed down a little to keep from blowing my load and went back to her clit.  I alternated between her clit and swats on her marvelous smooth ass.  I would press and massage her bud until she really got going and then pop her a good one.  She usually came the minute I struck. 

We did this for a long time.  It was hard to keep from cuming because her ass was the snuggest thing I had ever been in.  It helped to slow down after she came each time, but eventually I could not hold it.

By the time I came Linda was whimpering and drooling and completely lost in some form of sexaphoria.  She gave very little sign that she felt me cum. I shot deep and then slipped out.  The cum went way up her ass, but was now dripping out leaving a trail down her leg.

I pulled out and stood up.  My cock hanging limp.  I stood there examining her fine, fine ass and watching the effects of my handiwork.  

Linda got up a few minutes later and knelt in front of me and cleaned up my cock with her mouth.  My dick showed some signs of life, but it was far from fully rigid.

Linda gathered up her cloths, dressed quickly and left the room.  We did not speak.  As she rounded my desk she declared, “I can hardly walk you asshole.”

………………………….

I sat at my desk a long time after Linda left.  I wanted to take a nap.  I also wanted to whack off, but I was spent.  I went back to work and was making some progress, when Linda came back in mid-afternoon.  She was fully composed.  No one would ever guess that a few hours ago she was bent over my desk getting the ass fuck of her life.  

“What’s up” I asked.

She just smiled.  A glint in her alluring brown eyes.  She came over to me and knelt between my legs and began to pull my pants down.  

Just before she lowered her mouth over my cock she announced.  “It break time.”

…………………………………………….

Friday Linda wore a pleated skirt and Bobbie socks. She had braided her long brown hair into two pigtails and looked every inch the school girl.  I hoped we did not get any walk-in traffic today.

“Jim’s coming home tomorrow.  This is the last time we can fuck. I thought we could have some fun” she declared.

I nodded my head and rubbed my cock under the desk.

She noticed my arm moving and asked “Are you playing with yourself?”

“Yes” I answered my face coloring a bit.

“I will take that as a compliment” she announced as her saucy ass bounced out of my office.

I had no meetings or appointments.  It was my habit to leave Friday’s free. Three or four times during the morning she came in and leaned way over my desk to arranged files.  Once I ran my hand up her thigh and she slapped it away saying “Work time!”  But I did get a close up view of her ass in those tiny panties and I could literally smell her need.  

Once, about mid-morning, she sat in a chair right in the front of my desk and crossed her legs Indian style.  Otherwise, she acted very business-like and had a few questions that were relevant to her tasks.  Her panties barely covered her cooz and her slit peaked out at me.  She sat that way a few minutes making sure I was in total discomfort.  She was hardly lady like when she got out of the chair.  I was sure my raging cock was dripping pre-cum.

At 11:30 she came into my office and stood next to me on my side of the desk.  She had removed her bra and tied her shirt up so that her stomach was bare and her nipples showed through the semi-transparent shirt.

She was sucking on a lollipop. On closer inspection it was a lollipop shaped like a penis.  She put her lips to just the head.   She had applied a bright ruby shade of red lipstick and her lips were prominent.  She played with the head of the cock on the lollipop and swirled her tongue around it.  I could almost feel her mouth on my own cock.

She sat on my desk and pulled on leg up until her heal rested flatly on my desktop.  The move lifted her skirt and spread her pussy invitingly.  The cotton school girl panties, were especially thin in the crotch.  Not wide enough to cover her labia.  She must have been playing with herself out in the outer office, because her soft brown curls glistened with pussy juice.

She pulled her hem to the side and stuck the lollipop cock up her opening.  She pushed it all the way in, then pulled it out and sucked on it.  Then she offered me a lick.

I slurped up her juices greedily.

“Oh! I almost forgot. I have a present for you” she said opening some wrapped up paper and handing me the object.  She kept her leg up and my eyes were dancing between her present and her sweet, sweet cooz.

“What is it?” I asked.  I turned it over in my hand, hoping for a clue.

“It’s a cock ring.” She answered.  She took it back and showed me the two rings.  This one goes around your balls and this one at the base of your cock.  It will keep you hard two to three times as long.  And this part has a switch.  It goes up against me click and will vibrate when you turn it on. 

“Are trying to tell me that I have a problem with pre-mature ejaculation” I ask, half teasing.

“No silly. I just want to make sure you can fuck me all afternoon” Linda answered rubbing her slit with one finger.

I took back the cock ring and studied it as I watcher he long fingers cox moisture from her opening.

“I well sure as hell try” I assured.

“Take me to lunch somewhere with a bed?” she demanded.

I of course agreed and we took the rest of the day off.

…………………………………….

Monday, Linda was dressed conservatively and was back to treating me like a boss. During her break she came in and sat down opposite me.   

“I thought I better clear the air.  Things got a little out of hand last week” she admitted.

“Ok” I replied.

“We can’t fuck anymore.  Jim is home and it would not be right” she declared.

“I understand” I answered. “Things will just go back to normal.”

“I am sorry if that is hard on you” she said. “It is hard on me too.  You are a good lover and I love your big cock.  It just has to be this way. “

“That’s Ok, I’ll adjust” I assured her.

“If it gets really bad, tell me and I will take care of you with my mouth.  But we can’t make a regular thing out of it” she announced.  I thought she might be teasing me, but she as looking at me in earnest.

“I will let you know” I said.  “Guaranteed.”

“Great!” she said rising and not giving me even a glimpse of her thighs.  “I feel much better now.”

……………………………..

Linda worked for me for another eighteen months and the only time we fucked again was on her last day of work.  One for the road so to speak.  She did give me a blow job three or four times a month.  She really liked sucking on my balls.  She loved jacking me off with her hands and burying her mouth between my legs.  We would both cum that way.  I down her throat from her wonderful lips and she by didling herself while she sucked on me.  

I managed to convince her to let me go down on her three more times, but that was the extent of our sexual interactions.

Her husband got a job a couple of thousand miles away and he took Linda out of my life.  I never heard from her again.


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?

Taken 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? 

Double or Nothing (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is obsessed with the dark eyed little brunette that works in his office, but the busty young blond at the reception desk also has his motor running.  Lance doesn’t always play by the rules.  Can he parlay the seduction of one, into a game with three players?

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.

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 the she was Jim’s first fantasy she gives him more than a haircut.

Doing Barbie   Stan 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 Stan.  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 Stan was concerned.

Blond 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 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 a Cheryl needs.  

Two MILFs are Better Than One   Lance Howard had seduced all the wives in his yuppie supper club.  A year 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.      

Cash is an Aphrodisiac    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 good 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 blond 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?

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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