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Back Story
 
Lance Howard is stuck in 1970’s yuppie land.  Once a month he and his wife get together with his wife’s sorority sisters and their respective husbands to enjoy a couples evening.  They rotate homes and each wife is assigned a dish to prepare.
 
The food is fantastic, the wives are fetching and the discussions are pure suburbia:  home care, kids, careers, sports and golf.  It’s all very platonic.   Strictly a scene from the Stepford Wives come to life in Lance’s own personal nightmare.
 
Lance is not like the other husbands.  He is not pulling well in double harness and his career path is entrepreneurial rather than middle management or professional.  To spice up these evenings and make them bearable, Lance decides to seduce each and every one of these models of hearth and home.  Maybe underneath the Betty Croker façades, he can find one or two hidden whores.
 
At this point in the story, Lance has corrupted the lovely and sensual Beth and discovered an untapped sexual hunger that drove them to an afternoon of passion, plus a few days of lurid courting.  Lance is now focusing on luscious target number two.
 
 



 Chapter 1
 
It was a typical Saturday night at supper club.  The men were talking sports and golf and lawn care and home remodeling.  The wives were busy in the kitchen and dining room organizing the dinner.  They had each brought part of the meal, which needed last minute preparations before it could be served.
 
Maybe it was because spring was in the air and they had all dressed for warmer weather, or maybe it was because I was on the make, but they all looked especially fetching this evening.  A month ago, at a similar supper club meeting of these same lovely ladies, I had decided to fuck them all, one at a time.
 
I started with Beth, a dish water blond that ended up to be much hotter than she looked.  She turned me every way but loose and left we too limp to even take a piss.  Tonight I needed a new target.  Another conquest to offset the absolute tedium of these yuppie get togethers.
 
They were all my wife’s sorority sisters and she loved this yuppie shit.  Me, I wanted to bolt from this plastic world and never look back.  Someday, probably sooner than later, I will make my escape.  Until, then, I figured to dip my wick in the womanly wonders of another supper club wife.
 
I spotted Beth and she took my breath away.  She was wearing a beige sweater dress than clung to her every curve.  Beth had not been blessed with much facial beauty, but she sure got more than her share in the sexy body category.  The dress was clingy and short, showing off her slender thighs.  She wore it braless, nipples sticking straight out.  She topped it off with a pair of light beige nylons.  They must have been pull-ups, because I could not see any hint of a garter belt beneath her skin tight clothing.
 
She leaned up against the wall next to me and we both watched the room.
 
“Hi stud” she greeted.
 
“Hi yourself.  You look fantastic tonight” I said.
 
“Thank you” she replied.
 
“I think my pants just got tighter than that dress” I declared.
 
“I’ll take that as a compliment” she offered.
 
“That’s a little more provocative than you usually wear” I observed.
 
“I was feeling sexy after our little roll around.  Thought I would spice up my life” she answered.
 
“Well, that dress has certainly spiced up mine. I did not see a panty line.  Are you being naughty tonight?”  I asked.
 
“It will cost you five hundred bucks to find out.  You got cash?” she asked.
 
“Not to night” I answered.  $500 dollars is how this whole thing got started.  Beth and her husband were behind on their mortgage and I offered her $500 for her panties.  After that our little game progressed to a much more intimate level.
 
“Then guess” she said.
 
 “If you feel a strange hand on your ass, that will be me satisfying my curiosity” I replied.
 
“You keep your hands to yourself tonight” Beth demanded.  She leaned against the wall next to me and sipped her drink.
 
“Don't rattle that ice around in your mouth.  You'll make me hard” I demanded.  Beth had given me an ice blow job.  Evidently that was a specialty in her wayward youth.
 
“Shssh!  Who do you have your eye on this month?  It’s Jenny.   I know it’s Jenny.  Even I might do Jenny” observed Beth.
 
“Really?” I jumped at that.
 
“Don't go there” she cautioned.  Beth had a way of taking control of me that was vexing.
 
“You get past Jenny and you got problems.  The rest of these gals are seriously married.  If they play around it’s not going to be casual. Are you ready for that?” she observed.
 
“Do me a favor?” I asked.
 
What?
 
“When you leave walk toward the dining room so I can watch that world class double dimple ass of yours” I requested.
 
“Fuck off” she hissed and then walked straight into the dining room and then into the kitchen. It would have been much closer to go to her right and enter the kitchen from the hallway.
 
Between her dress and my memory of her insatiable, luscious body, my cock ached.  A few minutes later my wife, Karla, took up the same spot. 
 
“You and Beth have gotten chummy” she noticed.
 
“She's a nice lady and she's one of our realtors.  She really came through for us on these two last deals” I declared.
 
“Make sure that is all the cuming she does” Karla quipped.
 
“Where did that come from?  She just made you a lot of money” I objected.
 
“She made quite a bit for herself too” she replied.
 
“Nothing compared to what we will make.  She gets hers now and we get a much bigger cut later” I answered.
 
“If I catch you giving her anything extra, I am going to take some of that money away from you” she teased.
 
“I already have a pot of cash standing by, anytime you want it” I quipped.
 
Karla gave me a look that would stop a charging bull.
 
“Just kidding.  Lighten up” I said smiling.
 
“Behave” she said and walked across the room.  It was a nice view, but it wasn't Beth and it wasn't Jenny.  Maybe it was once, but now it was old stuff.
 
The rest of the night was uneventful. The food as always was great and the deserts creative.  After dinner, when everyone was talking and relaxing, letting the big meal settle in.  I was sitting in the living room talking to Trudy's husband. 
 
Out of the corner of my eye I caught Beth come into the room and take a seat directly opposite me.  She crossed her legs giving me an ample view of her elegant thighs.  She casually scanned the room. When no one else was looking she re-crossed her legs and left them open just long enough to treat me to a view of her cooz.  Then she gave me a mild smile.  No panties.
 
I had also been watching Jenny.  She was a knock out brunette who knew how to use her beauty and her sex appeal.  She could walk through a room and make half the males drool.  If she sat down and flirted they would all be dry mouthed and trying to hide their boners. 
 
As usual, tonight Jenny was dressed to thrill.  A very short brown skirt that offset her tanned muscular thighs and dimpled calves. The shortest skirt in the room.  She wore a light brown top that was a mixture of shades of beige.   The blouse was cut to show a little cleavage, but it’s main tease was the way her braless tits moved around inside the silky material. 
 
You could almost hear the silk slide across her large firm breasts as she made the slightest movement. I swear I could trace the movement of her tits by the creases her nipples left in the soft material, but it could have been my imagination, because of the multi-colored nature of the cloth. 
 
Jenny was the source of many unrequited boners, but tonight she had out done herself.  There was not a male at the supper club that wasn’t stealing glances at this goddess. I decided she would be my next conquest.  I was going to dip into sweet little Jenny and give my cock the treat of its life.
 
 
 



  Chapter 2
 
I was sitting in the main dining room of the Crown hotel.  I had called Jenny and asked for a lunch appointment.  She was late.
 
Jenny is an incredibly sexy woman.  She has classic beauty, a killer body and a sensuous manner.  She is one of those rare women that can actually stop conversations.  When she walks across a restaurant you can hear the background noise lower as the men pause to lust and the women pause to hate.  Dark flowing brown hair that cascades over olive skinned shoulders and a movie star face.  High cheek bones, dark eyes and lips with just a hint of a pout.  One look at those lips and you know right where they belong.
 
She glided toward me in a teal sweater dress that clung to her like a second skin and displayed one bare shoulder.  I knew what her ass was doing to the men behind her and I envied them their view.  Her short skirt was just shy of indecent and provided an ample view of her long slender thighs.  
 
As she approached I could see no hint of an under garment.  He breasts stuck out like they were supported by pop sickle sticks, but still swayed freely with each step.  If she wore a bra it was built into the dress.  My eyes focused on her crotch, which seemed almost fluid as her legs pumped on either side of it.  She stopped next to her chair and smiled at me.  
 
“You look stunning” I greeted.
 
“Thanks” she replied as she sat and set her purse on the table.  She was truly a visual feast and she brought my johnson to full attention.  She leaned enough toward me to provide a full view of the cleft between her tits, the firm round base where each of them started.  Jenny knew how to make one hell of an entrance.
 
“That's quite a dress.  Not exactly normal lawyer attire” I observed.
 
“Most lawyers can't pull it off” she answered with a smile that flashed perfect white teeth and a pink tongue.
 
“So true, I think every male in the room has a hard on and all the women want to kill you” I said.
 
“I don't think we know each other well enough for those kinds of comments” she declared.
 
I picked up the wine a poured her a glass.  “Well let's change that” I offered as I held my glass.  “To your beauty and your career.  May they both last a long time!” 
 
She sipped her wine, her long fingers caressing the glass.  “That was nice.  Thank you” she replied.
 
“So what is this meeting all about? You hardly speak to me at supper club” she asked.
 
“Of course. I am afraid of you” I answered.
 
She laughed, that pink tongue darting across her mouth.  “Most men are afraid of beautiful women, but you are not one of them” she declared.
 
“No, I'm serious. I start talking to you and I will start flirting.  Can't help it.  It will just happen, then my wife and your husband will get pissed and probably everyone else in the room.  It’s just safer to minimize our contact” I answered.
 
“I always thought you weren't interested.  I wiggled my butt at you a couple of times in college and nothing” she observed.
 
“You have to understand that in college I was a grazer.  No killer instinct” I replied.
 
“What does that mean?” she asked.
 
“Like a horse I just ate what was in front of me.”
 
“The way I heard it you ate a lot” she teased with an impish smile.
 
“Cute.  Don't take it personal.  Your charms did not go unappreciated.  I did think of you while I was fucking other women.” I exclaimed.
 
“Now you are just being condescending.  Name one women you fucked while thinking of me.” Jenny demanded.
 
“My wife” I responded quickly.
 
Jenny had just taken a sip of wine and she started to laugh and it came back up.  She grabbed a napkin and rushed it to her face, giggling.
 
“God, I hope she doesn't know that” she said, still laughing.
 
“I think every women whose husband you know thinks that” I said.
 
“That's a terrible thing to say” she answered.
 
‘I am not saying it to be mean.  You are a ten in a world of sevens and eights.  It’s natural. Just human nature” I stated.
 
“I did not ask to look like this. It's not who I am.  I have a brain and the same dreams as everyone else” she declared.
 
“Your other accomplishments are admirable, but unfortunately you are somewhat defined by your exceptional looks.  And from what I have observed you have honed that tool into an advantage.” I said.
 
“Sometimes, but I never imagined that you paid that much notice to my endeavors.”
 
“I have always thought you were both smart and incredibly sensual” I said.
 
“So you never came on to me because I wasn't around when you were hungry, grazing?” she queried.
 
“In college I was a grazer.  Since then I have become an omnivore.  I readily munch on the low hanging fruit, but I also sometime take aim at the juicy apples in the upper branches.” I said.
 
“And I am a juicy apple” she asked a twinkle in her eye.
 
“Why are you so suspicious of my motives and why did you agree to lunch?” I asked.
 
“I am suspect because you are you” she stated.
 
“Which is what?  A bunch of rumors made up by people who don't like me or who envy me?  That is not a fair way to judge me.” I exclaimed.
 
“What I hear is that you are a straight shooter, but a very sharp and sometime cagy business man.  You don’t lie, but you are not above being imprecise and even misleading in your comments.  You are also a notorious womanizer.  I think the word most often used is Cad“ she declared.
 
“I work hard at being ethical, but aggressive in business.  As for women, I like them.  I genuinely like them and frankly I cannot get enough.”
 
“So why did you take this meeting?” I asked.  
 
“One we are supposed to be friends.  Two, I wanted to pitch our firm and three, see if we could do some mutually beneficial networking.”
 
“I would love that" I affirmed.
 
“Which part?  Getting your legal business or networking?” she asked.
 
“What are you offering for my legal account” I asked.
 
“I am not going to fuck you for it, if that is what you’re implying” she cautioned.
 
“Will you fuck me after you get it?” I asked.
 
“Why are you being like this?” she complained.
 
“You brought up the fucking” I observed.
 
“I know.  I'm sorry.  I am just feeling stressed and used lately” she explained.
 
“Anything to do with Jerry Randolf?” I asked.
 
“Oh god, does very one know about him?” she implored.
 
“I don't know about everyone, but I think probably too many people do.  Jerry likes to brag and you are a big trophy.  From what I hear you are very inventive” I quipped.
 
“Damn it” she exclaimed.
 
“Just teasing, but this is not good for your career or your marriage” I declared.
 
“I know I have to end it.  It stared out innocent enough, but now it’s getting old.  I don't know how it turned into a weekly thing” she said.
 
“Every Tuesday afternoon” I answered.
 
“Jesus Christ!” she exclaimed.
 
“Bill's bound to find out.” I observed.
 
“I know.  Probably doesn't matter.  It’s almost over with him anyway.  We want different things from life and we haven't had sex in months” she answered.
 
“Well if I know, so does half of his circle of friends” I declared.
 
“God, my life is an open book” she complained.
 
“Could be worse!  You are still a hell of a lawyer” I assured.
 
“How would you know?” she asked.
 
“I know.  I checked.  I also know your firm needs you and values you and if they don't I know two others that would jump at you” I informed.
 
“Really.  Are not just saying that?” she pleaded.
 
“Cross my heart” I swore.
 
“So do we have a shot at your account?  You must be tired of those stodgy law review guys over at Michelson and Gantt.” She inquired.
 
“Stodgy law review guys have their uses.  But sometimes you need a street fighter” I said.
 
“Are you suggesting that I am a street fighter” she responded.
 
“No!  I think you can hold your own on any battlefield. I was just pointing out that from a business standpoint it is wise to match the troops to the terrain” I declared.
 
“And they can't handle all of your terrain? She replied.
 
“That's right” I confirmed.  
 
“Would you really break with Steve?” she pressed.
 
“Not at this time, but we do take on specialized council from time to time” I said.
 
“And he's ok with that” she asked
 
“Knows about it, but it’s not his call” I answered.
 
“Could we throw our hat in the ring for some of this specialized council?” she asked.
 
“Certainly” I declared.
 
“Will that was easy.  You are not as big an asshole as some people say” she observed.
 
I flagged the waiter and ordered another bottle of wine.  She was belting it down pretty steady and I certainly did not want to break her rhythm.
 
But I was carefully pacing myself.  I wanted to remember this score in every detail and I did not want to risk any alcohol induced performance issues.
 
The waiter placed our lunch on the table.
 
Jenny looked at me questioningly.
 
“I took the liberty of ordering” I said.
 
“How did you know this was my favorite” she asked.
 
“I have been told I have a very reliable information network” I declared.
 
“I have heard that myself” she smiled.
 
“I can’t figure out if this is a social or a business lunch? observed Jenny, eyeing me cautiously.
 
“Why can’t it be both” I asked.
 
“Because I think that, with you and I, sex is always going to be hovering nearby” she stated.
 
“Why?  I have never made a move on you” I asked.
 
“And why is that?  I see the way you look at me.  I think the term is called eye fucking” she teased, a gleam in those deep brown eyes.
 
“You’re a nine or a ten, depending on whether the guy doing the rating has a blond or a brunet obsession and it is much easier to chase the eights and leave the pack chasing the big prize.” I said. 
 
“So what you are saying is that while everyone is flocking around the nine, you go fuck an eight” she responded.
 
“You miss the point, While everyone is chasing the nine, I go fuck three or four eights” I declared.
 
“Greedy boy.  But then you never get to have a nine” she teased.
 
“If I really want a nine or a ten, I'll focus on isolation not competition” I responded.
 
“Meaning?” she asked.
 
“Cut her out of the herd.  Send the clowns off chasing an eight point five they think is easy.  Never take them head on. That's a waste of energy and what's more, it is not a successful  strategy.   Most of the time in those group competitions, nobody gets laid.  Including the gal getting all the attention.  John Nash proved that in group theory years ago.”
 
“He’s that math guy they made the movie about?” she asked.
 
“Brilliant man.  His contributions to business and economics were immeasurable.  Plenty of lessons for other social interactions also.  One ignores his formulations at their own peril” I declared.
 
“I did not realize you were so into the theory stuff.”
 
“People have me pegged as an out of the box thinker.  They are wrong.  I just use a box with more dimensions and therefore more options.”
 
“Interesting” she answered.  “But I am still a little disappointed that you never knocked at my door. “ 
 
“Not from want of temptation” I assured.  “You were a little too close to home.  Sorority sisters and all.  Besides you were too much work.”
 
“How do you know you did not even try?” she teased me with a sexy smile and that darting tongue.  
 
“You were always surrounded by a pack of panting clowns” I declared.  
 
“You are not afraid of competition?” she stated.
 
“No, but I don't spend capital when I don't need to” I observed.
 
“Are you are saying I was not worth the chase” she exclaimed.
 
“Not at all.  You would be a lovely prize.  But I look for value that others overlook” I answered.  
 
“But then you never get top quality” she said.  
 
“Quality is a matter of judgment.  Filet mignon steak is a lot more expensive than round steak.  But sauté the round with the correct sauces and many people prefer it” I answered.  
 
“That's kind of been your business philosophy, hasn’t it?  You’ve brought out value that the rest of us overlooked” she asked.
 
“That has been part of my style.  Yes” I agreed.
 
“But by your approach you never get even one filet” she observed.
 
“Not so.  If I have a yen for the top cut, I pay the price.  Or better yet I wait for an opening when the other buyers are scared or distracted, then I load up” I answered.
 
“So now is your time to load up on me?” she asked.
 
“That is entirely up to you” I replied. “Were you surprised to hear from me.” 
 
“Not really, I just figured you were working your way through the supper club” she teased.
 
“Such negative thoughts” I accused.
 
“I was kind of disappointed I wasn't first on the list” she declared.
 
“You are.  I have not touched any of the supper club except my wife” I assured.
 
“Not even Beth?” she replied.
 
 “Why would you say that?” I asked.
 
“She just closed two big real estate deals.  They had money problems and you ride to the rescue.  I figured she must have sucked your balls off” declared Jenny.
 
“You are a cynic.  Beth is a nice lady with a family she loves.  Why would I disturb that?  I asked.
 
“Because you can” she answered.
 
“Beth is a good realty agent that knows her stuff.  I promise I did not lay a hand on her” I swore.
 
“Or a tongue or a cock?” she teased.
 
“What a mouth you have.  No! Nothing happened between Beth and I. Strictly business.  I was happy to help them out financially. Those commissions would have gone somewhere” I stated.
 
“You could have negotiated them away” Jenny countered.  
 
“Maybe?  Maybe not?  You know how that stuff goes.  Besides she's sharp. She earned her cut” I assured.
 
 
 
“Can I broach a sensitive subject?  One I would get sued for if you were my employee’ I asked.
 
“I knew it.  Here comes the sex part” Jenny exclaimed.
 
“Just hear me out” I asked.  “Almost all of my negations are with men.  A sexy lawyer would be a great asset.”
 
“I am not fucking your clients for you!”  Her eyes flashed.  “I take back the not an asshole part.”
 
“Quit jumping to conclusions, I don't want you sleeping with anybody, except maybe me” I corrected.
 
She lifted one eyebrow.
 
“Beautiful women distract men and break their conversation, the older and balder the guy, the more susceptible.   Just the presence of a short skirt or a low cut blouse can throw them off their game.   You are an expert at making men pay attention.  Part of it is what you were born with, but part of it is how you have learned to manipulate men over the years. And don't tell me you don't. I watch you do it all the time.  It’s not the same cutesy stuff some dumb blond would do, but you can make most men beg and whimper whenever you want” I stated.
 
“Just be a lawyer.  Sit next to me facing them and show a little of those incredible thighs of yours. Bend a little too far over or leave one too many buttons open. Don't be crass or flagrant.  Just be subtle.  Take their mind off the ball just a little.  I guarantee.  I will take advantage of the opening” I continued.
 
“Now, is that against your ethics?” I asked.
 
“No, you’re right.  It’s what I do all the time” she agreed.
 
“Shall we talk about networking” I asked
 
“No, she sipped her wine and gave me a soft stare with those smoky dark eyes.  I'd like to go upstairs and have you fuck the crap out of me” she announced.
 
“Are you sure?  Nothing we have discussed here requires that” I declared.
 
I know.  But it is something I have been wanting to do for a long time.
 
“Me too” I agreed.
 
“Please go get a room” she pleaded placing a warm had over mine.
 
“I have one” I replied, holding up the key.
 
“You smug bastard” she teased.
 
“No, but I was an Eagle Scout and I come prepared.  The key is returnable.  My group has an interest in the hotel” I answered.
 



  Chapter 3
 
I followed her to the elevator and watched that marvelous ass sway and tantalize.  The material was so form fitting that I could see the muscles in her butt pulse with each step.  My cock was raging and it was all I could do not to grab her right there in the lobby and go at it.
 
The elevator was crowded and one of those open view cars.  As we rose up the city spread out before us, I palmed her ass, extending my fingers between her butt folds.  She looked back at me and winked and pushed her rear firmly into my hand.
 
Inside the room she turned and kissed me hard, sticking her tough way in and exploring deep in my mouth.  My hand roamed her back and ass and she moved her crotch to massage my cock through my pants.  Then she pulled away and held me at arm's length.
 
“We are going to do this right and not hurry it.  I want to cum more than once this afternoon” she declared.
 
“The right way, fine” I said.  Trying not to drool on myself.
 
She looked about the room and grabbed a straight chair from the desk and placed in an open area of the room.   
 
“Sit,   I'm going to give you a lap dance” she teased.
 
I sat.  
 
She picked up the controller.  Looked for some music then whirled to face me.  She walked within a few inches of me, swinging those incredible hips.  She spread her legs and lifted her skirt.  
 
I was wrong.  She had on an almost shear pair of teal panties. Her crotch was just out of tongue reach and my eyes were locked on her soft mound.  I felt her hand on my chin as she jerked up my head.  Her stare was intense.  “Take them off!” she demanded.
 
I ran both hands up the back of her thighs, cupped her ass and pulled her panties down and off.
 
“Smell them” she commanded.
 
I buried them in my face and drank in her odors.  They were overwhelming.  I almost shot my load.
 
Her dress had fallen back down to cover her mound, but not enough to cover much of her thighs.  She swayed and danced with the music.  She leaned into me and ran her hands up and down my chest and around to my back.  She lowered her head to my crotch and rubbed her scalp against my hard cock.
 
She knelt down between my legs and pushed them wider apart.  Her hands were rhythmic and deliberated.  Up and down my thighs.  Inner thighs, then outer thighs and then she put both hands on my crotch.  One hand rubbing my cock, the other massaging my balls.  
 
Then she was up again swaying and twirling.
 
She backed into me and brought her butt cheeks into contact with my crotch.  The dress molded with her every move and I could fell separate muscles of her butt.  I wished my suit pants were made of the same material.  
 
Then she knelt again.  Her back pressing hard against my crotch.  Rubbing me back and forth.  
 
I wrapped my arms around and took one tit in each hand.  It was the first time I had touched them.  They pulsed with warmth and her nipples swelled against my palms.  They were everything I had imagined.  Every time she walked across the room and I watched them sway.  All those cock twitches were magnified a thousand fold.  I was in ecstasy.
 
Then she was up again, throwing my arms aside.  It was almost painful to let go of her breasts and the sensation of their touch lingered on both of my palms.
 
She came close to me and pressed her skirt covered crotch right into my face and rubbed herself with it.  Then she pulled her skirt up to her hips and pushed her bear snatch to my mouth.  “Use your tongue damnit” she hissed.
 
I grabbed her ass from behind and held it tight to my face.  I ran my tongue up and down her slit.  It was wet and getting a lot wetter.  I slurped and shook my head and ate like crazy. She lifted one leg over the chair and I tilted my head up and drove my tongue deep into the vagina.   She bucked against me and I helped her fuck my tongue by pulling her ass in tighter.  
 
After a few minutes she slowed and put her leg back on the floor.  I don't know if she came.  My face certainly got a lot wetter.  She knelt between my legs and helped me out of my suit pants and underwear.  
 
“Briefs, I knew it” she exclaimed.
 
“Is that good or bad?” I asked
 
“Just interesting. Both types hold a cock” she quipped.
 
Her hands were busy stroking my prick and kissing the tip.  She sunk her mouth over the head and reached down and massaged my balls, reaching way back to explore my anal hole.  
 
Suddenly she stopped and looked up
 
“If I do this, you are going to be able to get it up again? Right?” she asked.
 
“Yeah. No problem” I promised.
 
“That's what I heard” she said and went back to work.
 
Jenny was back up in a few minutes. Her dress around her hips;   Her mound glistening and legs spread apart.  She looked and smelled like a bitch in heat. 
 
Then she grabbed her dress and pulled it over her head and tossed it to a corner.  Her breast sprung free and jutted straight out.  She threw her head and her tits shook and her hair flew and I almost sprayed my load all over her.  I was beginning to wish I had worn a cock ring.
 
“God I love you tits” I stammered.  “They are magnificent.”
 
“Well then let’s put them to work” she teased.
 
Jenny knelt between my legs and placed my shaft right between her breasts.  She squeezed them together and ran them up and down my cock.  There was enough pre-cum that it slide easily.
 
I’ve had plenty of titty fucks, but she was a real pro.  Some beautiful women are mostly show.  You get them into the bed room and there are just not that exciting.  Jenny was different.  She was both breath takingly gorgeous and a skilled lover.  
 
She worked my cock down her breasts until it was against her chest wall.  It was then completely enclosed in a soft pocket of friction.  Her chest on one side, a breast on either side and the open side closed when she pushed the end of her tits together. 
 
She pumped her tits up and down my rod.  At the end of each upstroke she sucked my cock head into her mouth and teased my pee hole with her tongue.  The up and down strokes were pure heaven, but what she was doing with her mouth made my cock head too sensitive too touch, but she touched and teased it anyway.  
 
I leaned back in the chair and moaned uncontrollably.  Then tensed as her mouth closed over my cock head and I twitched and jerked from the intensity of the pleasure.  Jenny hung on to my every gyration and just kept working my shaft.
 
“I am going” to cum I warned. 
 
Jenny just nodded.  She had my cock in her mouth at the time and when she nodded her lips passed over my pee hole just as she was sucking.   It was like she hit me with a pleasure beam.  My whole body shook and quivered and then I shot my load.
 
I did not just shoot my load, I kind of convulsed it out in a series of massive shudders and spasms.  It caught Jenny a little by surprise and she swallowed some, but a lot of it landed all over both of us.
 
“That was fun” she laughed.  Wiping cum from her face and hair.
 
“I did not think it was possible for you to look more beautiful, but the cum does add a certain erotic enhancement” I observed. 
 
My cock had oozed what seemed like buckets, but it was ready for duty again.  I have seen more than my fair share of bed room action, but this moment was rare even for me.  I was sitting with my dick standing straight up with one of the world’s most beautiful and desirable women, naked and lusting over me.  What the hell did I do to deserve this?
 
Jenny reached down, seized my stiff prick in a firm grip and took a giant step toward me.  She lowered herself onto my cock, but first she rubbed in along her canal and teased her opening with it.  She gave her ass a couple of twists and twitches then just sat straight down on my cock, sinking it in to the hilt and gasping as her ass make contact with my balls.
 
She worked on my buttons and pulled on my shirt. The buttons were a little stubborn and she just ripped them right off.  “Let's get rid of this” she urged.
 
I stripped off what was left of my shirt and tossed it.  She rubbed my chest and pinched my nipples and said “Nice.  Very nice.  Now fuck me.”
 
She started moving her ass back and forth and up and down.  In the position I was in, there was not much I could do except thrust up a little.  However, I did have those fabulous tits in my face and I put my mouth to work.  I wanted desperately to grab them again, but the way Jenny was throwing herself around; I needed to keep both hands around her back in order to keep her in the saddle.
 
She must have found a stroke that hit the spot, because she quit flinging around and started a determined and intense rhythm in just one direction.  While she was gyrating my cock was in pussy heaven, but it was not building toward an explosion.  However, now that she was pounding me in one direction, I was having trouble holding back.  
 
She was not done and I did not want to spoil her fun.  I tried to think of other things:  baseball, calculus and my mother-in-law.  Nothing worked.  Her cunt was tight and moist and warm.  A prime pair of tits were banging against my face and the softest, sexiest, most sensual creature was gripping my cock with her cunt and screaming “Oh God, Oh God, Oh God.”
 
“Almost there” she gasped.  Jenny threw her head back and thrust her pelvis even deeper over my cock.  Then she shook from head to toe and pulled me tight panting into my ear “Hold me baby, hold me” she pleaded.
 
I grabbed her tight and shot my load deep into her, convulsing as I did.  We clung to each other for several moments, my cum dripping out of her pussy and running over my lap.
 
She slowly moved her ass.  Just a little and then I felt her cunt flex around my cock like an internal hand.  She pulsed it several times then slowly and lightly moved her hips back and forth.
 
“There it is” she whispered.  “I heard you could get hard before you even get out.”
 
“I’ve always been that way” I answered.  “You like?”
 
“Yeah it’s better that a big cock” she declared.  “I'll trade a few minutes of stretch for an afternoon of pumping any time.”
 
My cock kept stiffening and with each increase in size, she responded with a coxing movement of her hips and flexing of her cunt.  Soon I was fully aroused.
 
We were not exactly fucking.  More like she was massaging my cock with her cunt.  I filled my hands with her breasts.  She brought her lips to mine and literally dived down my throat with her tongue.  We kissed and fondled and rubbed each other for at least ten minutes.  Then she lifted herself off of me and bent over and kissed the head of my cock.
 
“Thank You” she said as she flipped onto the bed, lay on her back and opened her legs toward me.
 
“God your incredible” I said.  I could cum again just watching you.
 
“Well don't do that.  You only have so many bullets and I want them all.” she declared laughing in a low voice.
 
I rose from the chair, but had to steady myself for a moment.  I stood  drinking in her beauty, her vaginal area moist and still oozing cum.   Her pussy lips were engorged and slightly pulsating.  I lay on the bed and sank my tongue deep into her wet slot.   
 
She moaned and arched into my face, then began a slow gyration against my tongue.  I used every oral skill I had to tease and tantalize her.  I worked on her a long time and at the end she had her luscious legs wrapped around my head screaming and thrusting her soaked pussy into my face.
 
She released her leg death grip on my head and lay back, legs spread wide, her pussy glistening with her juices.  She reached a hand down and gently rubbed her pulsing labia lips.
 
“My pussy is throbbing.  Come fuck me again” she pleaded.  
 
I did as instructed and rammed my cock into her soaking cunt.  It was so wet and open it just sucked my cock right in.  I started with short quick strokes and after she came twice, I settled into long rhythmic plunges until we were both exhausted. 


 



  Chapter 4
 
 We lay on the bed spent and entangled.  
 
 “You are a pretty good lover” she said stroking my chest softly.
 
“Wow, Lover?  That sounds like I have come up in the world” I declared.
 
“You have” she said with a smile in her voice.
 
She wrapped her hand around my cock and started coxing it to life.  It stiffened a little.  
 
“You got any bullets left?” she whispered, her soft breath on my ear.
 
“That depends on you.”
 
“So not all women have the same number?” she teased
 
“It is completely dependent on the quality of the stimulant” I assured.
 
“So some of us are hotter than others? Is that like that one to ten rating system you guys use?” she teased.
 
“Similar, but I don't ever remember ten bullets.”
 
“Too bad.  Sometimes I think I need a dozen” she cooed.
 
“Good thing you’re a lawyer, because someday you might fuck someone to death.”
 
“That's and ugly word for what we've been doing” she observed.
 
“Your right.  It fits how we started, but not how we finished” I agreed.
 
Her hands were healing instruments.  My cock stood straight up as stiff as a frozen hose.  She ran her palm over its head, opening and closing my pee hole.  I jerked with pleasure.
 
“I found another bullet” she squealed as she climbed on top of me and stuck her tongue in my mouth.  I wrapped my arms around her and rolled her onto her back.  She spread her legs wide and lifted herself to me.  Her hips thrust up, searching for my cock. Finally she reached her hand down and guided me in.   
 
“Oh God, fuck me baby.  Fuck me hard” she pleaded.
 
I did what I was told until we both collapsed from exhaustion.
 
Jenny was the first one of us back to life, which was understandable, because except for our first round in the chair, I had been doing most of the heavy lifting. 
 
“What are you going to do when your wife catches you at this?” Jenny asked.
 
“Get a divorce probably, because I can't seem to stop” I answered.
 
“That's for the best.  No women should have you all to themselves” she declared.
 
“That's a sweet thing to say” I replied.
 
“You fuck her like this? asked Jenny.
 
“No.  We go at it, but the chemistry just is not right.  One shot.  Two, almost never” I said.
 
“Wow.  That's too bad.”
 
“Just the way it is” I said.
 
“I hear that part” she replied.
 
“What about Bill.  Do you wear him out?” I asked.
 
“It does not take that much to wear him out.  His has a big dick, but he's a little quick on the draw” she answered.
 
“How big?” I asked.
 
“Why are you men so obsessed with size?” she quipped.
 
“Because you women are” I replied.
 
“His is a lot bigger that you darling.  But don't let that bother you.  Yours is magic and your hands and mouth are heaven” Jenny declared.
 
“Who taught you to make love this way? Did you have an older woman in your young life?” she asked.
 
“No such luck.  I muddled my way through for a long time until a dike taught me” I asserted.
 
“I don't like that word” snapped Jenny.
 
“I meant no offense.  That's what they call each other.  I fell in with a bisexual; She showed me how she made love to her woman partners” I replied.
 
“Well she was a hell of a teacher” observed Jenny.  “You got any bullets left?”
 
 “No but my fingers still work” I offered.
 
“They will have to do.  Notice I did not put my panties back on” answered Jenny as she grabbed the hem of her dress and exposed her mound.  Then fell back on the bed and spread her legs.  


 
 





Authors Notes:
 
Two down, but there are five wives left in the Supper Club.   The first two were a pleasant surprise and Lance now has two new friends with benefits.  However, the easy wives are behind him and Lance is determined to dip his wick into each and every sweet honey pot of the remaining wives.  He will have to be very creative and very lucky to get them all.   But Lance is a driven man.  Please join Lance as he continues his pussy quest. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Other Stories by Johnson Stiff
(Watch for New Releases)
 
 
Taking the Supper Club Wives  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance 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 six books in the Supper Club Wives series, issued as #1- Beth; #2-Jenny; #3- Page; #4-Sarah: #5-Carol  & #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.  Linda’s older sister is looking to protect both Linda and her mom and offers her lovely body as an appeasement.   If Vincent can manage to keep these women from comparing notes, he can enjoy all three.
 
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 Hawaii.  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 going to Hawaii, 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 girls 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 NightTablePress.com for release dates or look them up on amazon.com.
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