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Supper Club Night #4

	 

	It was the fourth Supper Club since I had vowed to get up close and carnal with every wife in the room.  I had already sampled the intimate pleasures of two of these Betty Croker cutouts and was anxious to zero in on my third conquest.

	 

	The room was filled with six couples, including my wife and I, all enjoying the yuppie ritual of exchanging communal food and festivities.  Most of the women were sorority sisters of my wife’s and many of the husbands were fraternity brothers of mine from college a few years back.  Now we were all grown up with kids and houses and all the trappings of real adulthood.

	 

	I am not sure when the suburban banality had first started to grate on me.  Probably about the same time that my roving eye teamed up with my wandering hands to fuck the MILF next door.  God I had forgotten how great a fresh piece of tail could feel.

	 

	The wives all looked lovely tonight, as they did on every Supper Club night.  I think they spent as much time on their appearances as they did on the extravagant feasts they prepared.  It was a friendly competition, but one conducted with serious deliberation.

	 

	Beth was looking especially fetching tonight.  She glanced at me across the room.  I casually flashed two fingers. She shook her head, a look of disbelief on her pleasant, but rather plain face.  Beth was sort of a confidant, having been my first seduction.  I had bagged two of the wives at the Supper Club and was signaling my success.  I could tell from her reaction, that Beth was not sure she believed me.

	 

	Beth wore one of her signature mini-skirts, cut short enough to display plenty of lovely thigh as well as a panty flash if one looked quickly enough when she crossed her slender legs.  Beth made every pretense of being a lady, but I knew better.  I also knew she was getting wet thinking about all the men in the room sneaking peaks up her skirt.

	 

	Beth was far from the prettiest girl around, but her lithe body made her one of the sexiest and her ass was pure feminine perfection.  She had been my first target in the Supper Club.  She was desperate for cash and I lured her into a compromising position.  After that, the fire between us built quickly and turned hot enough to leave us both a little singed.  Behind her good girl demeanor, Beth was hiding a cock lust as avid as any I have ever encountered.

	 

	She was smart, kinky, lustful, playful and wanton.  Her husband had no idea he was living with a such a hot box.  To him she was wife, mother, co-breadwinner and bed-mate.  Beth had a sexual rage, but she hid it well and kept it down deep.  She loved her family and was living her dream of suburban bliss.  No amount of illicit love could entice her to endanger the life style she had worked so hard to establish.  But, when the risk was low and the temptation high, Beth became an erotic tiger and literally could not get enough carnal attention.

	 

	About fifteen minutes later I heard Beth’s soft voice behind me.  “You work fast.  Don't I know.  You got another one of us?  Are you fucking with me?”

	 

	“Wish I was” I replied.

	 

	“Cute!  I wish you were too” she answered.

	 

	“You going to make me guess who?”

	 

	“Yes”

	 

	“Asshole!”

	 

	“As I remember, you liked my asshole” I quipped.

	 

	“What do you think of the new girl?  Every guy in the room is falling all over her, but you seem to be disinterested. Why?”

	 

	I ignored her question. But Beth was right.  Paige, the new girl was stunning.  Her husband was a typical pretty boy and I was not impressed, but she was truly breathtaking.  Tall, very tall.  Almost six foot with long lanky, but sensuous legs and a rack that most women would kill for. She stood straight as a pine sapling and stuck her tits straight out.  You could tell she was real proud of them.

	 

	Paige was dazzling in a light grey sweater dress than clung to her every curve and barely came to mid-thigh.  Her long, straight hair dropped almost to her waist and was jet black.  Her hair color was a perfect match to the sheer black pantyhose that encased her incredible legs.

	 

	She had a pretty face that was more animated than most and her deep brown eyes lit up when she smiled.  Her body was long and she flowed, rather than moved.  I had never seen a woman with that much sensual grace.  She fucking oozed sex appeal.  The only jewelry she wore was a black choker, with a white stone sparkling brightly just above her Adam’s apple.  Every guy in the room had to be hard.  She was that kind of woman.

	 

	Paige and her husband were the first new additions to the Supper Club.  We had been meeting for about eighteen months with the original bunch, but Jenny and her husband were going through a separation.  That’s right.  The same Jenny that fucked me dry in book number two.  So fresh blood was needed and the girls dug up this new couple somewhere.  Jenny was a fox and radiated sexual allure like a stripper loose in a high school.  But Paige put her to shame.

	 

	“What are you up to?  You should be pouring on the charm” Beth pressed.

	 

	“She a submissive” I announced turning to face Beth.

	 

	Beth's mouth fell open for a moment.  “You mean like a tie me in a chair and fuck me submissive?”

	 

	“Exactly.”

	 

	“Bullshit!

	 

	“Ninety-nine percent she's a player” I asserted.  “You want to bet?”

	 

	“Not against you on a sexual matter.  How can you tell?  You’re not a dominant!”

	 

	“No, but I have some experience with them.”

	 

	“Wow!  Her husband is a real hunk” exclaimed Beth

	 

	“That turn you on?”

	 

	Beth laughed, “A little.  Forbidden stuff and all that. I don't think that's really for me, but he is hot.”

	 

	“I don't think he is a dominant.  I don't think he has any idea about his wife.  He is probably pretty macho in bed, but he's much too supportive of her.”

	 

	“That can't be good.”

	 

	“Not for him or her” I agreed.  “There is one way to find out for sure”.

	 

	“What's that?” Beth asked.

	 

	“Give her a command” I asserted.

	 

	“You think you can just order her to fuck you?” she whispered.

	 

	“That is exactly what I think” I confirmed.

	 

	“No way!” she objected.

	 

	“Want to bet you ass on it, literally?

	 

	“No!”  She said, more adamant than I wanted.  “But I think you are conning me.”

	 

	“We will see” I answered.

	 

	“I'm going to go talk to her.  You stay here” instructed Beth.

	 

	As Beth walked across the room, she swung that perfect ass of hers freely then sat it down next to Paige making sure she crossed her legs in my direction.  She started up a conversation and idly reached down and scratched her upper left thigh, pulling up her skirt a little as she did so. 

	 

	No one ever suspected a thing.  She was coolness defined.  But my cock was hard and aching for attention from the gesture, preferably Beth’s, attention, but I would not have turned down Paige’s.



	



	A Campaign of Seduction

	 

	Ten days before the next Supper Club I started my campaign of sexual conquest.  As my opening move, I sent twelve beautiful long stem red roses, with a simple card that read “Your lips are more beautiful.”

	 

	PS  “These are not from your husband.”

	 

	The next day I called Paige’s office and was transferred to her.  “What kind of chocolate do you like?”

	 

	“Who is this?”

	 

	“What kind of chocolate do you like?” I repeated in a commanding voice.

	 

	“Ah?  Dark.”

	 

	Click.

	 

	That afternoon a messenger delivered a very expensive European brand of chocolates in an elegant box.  The card read ‘Check the bottom of the box’.  Paige turned the box upside down and slid the bottom off, then she gasped.  On top of the paper that covered the chocolate was a lace pair of silk panties.  They were tapered and ornamented with French lace.  They were the kind of expensive lingerie, that a high class model would wear.  The label was designer and imported from Italy.  To any young woman the panties screamed sex appeal.

	 

	Forty-eight hours later I sent her a lace top and a short skirt.  They were a perfect match.  The box said Angelique’s an exclusive and expensive boutique.  The card said simply.  “Wear these tomorrow, with the panties.  No nylons!”

	 

	Paige’s co-worked rushed in, a cute little blonde showing a lot of leg in a very short skirt. “What did you get?  Oh! I would die for something from Angelique’s” she gushed.

	 

	Paige held up the skirt and blouse.

	 

	The blonde squealed “That’s so hot!  Is that silk?” she touched the blouse.  “What's in the other box?”

	 

	Paige open it.  An elegant white bra lay in the other box.  It was pure bright white and made of completely shear mesh.

	 

	“You are going to look so hot” judged the blonde, before returning to her reception desk.

	 

	Paige called the shop hoping to sleuth out the sender.  No luck.

	 

	That night I watched as Paige left her office building.  I knew when I saw the two boxes under her arm that the hook was in.  I marveled at the way her ass swung as her long legs carried her along.  My cock ached for what was to come.

	 

	The next morning Paige sashayed into work dressed to the nines in my new outfit.

	 

	I called her at around 8:45 AM.

	 

	“This is Paige” she announced.  Paige has a low breathy voice, that could make a guy stiff even without the visual of her stunning body.

	 

	“At 10:00 sharp take the elevator to the lobby.  Sit on the bench with your back to the outer glass wall and show lots of leg.  Be classy, but put yourself on display.  Precisely every sixty seconds, re-cross your legs.  Do you understand?”

	 

	“Yes.”

	 

	“After you have crossed them five times, take the stairs back to work.  Do not take the elevator.  Do you understand?  There will be consequences if you do not obey my exact instructions.”

	 

	“I understand” assured Paige.

	 

	 

	*******

	 

	 

	In her office Paige's eyes were glued to her clock.  She tried to work, but was restless.  Her eyes were continuously drawn back to the clock. She shuffled papers and looked at her computer screen.  At 9:30 she went to the rest room and touched up her makeup.  Remembering the roses, she paid special attention to her lips.  She could feel the heat in her pussy and squeezed her legs together.  She went back to her desk and sat anxiously for five minutes.  At 9:50 she dashed out of the office.  “Be right back” she told the receptionist.  

	 

	“Don't forget your 10:45” called the pretty blonde.

	 

	“I won't” assured Paige.

	 

	 

	*******

	 

	 

	The lobby was not that busy at mid-morning.  Paige walked out of the elevator and looked around, then sat down on the bench by the wall.

	 

	I was sitting across from her, but so were a few other business types.  I was careful to hide my face by pretending to read a newspaper.

	 

	She was casual about re-arranging her skirt, but she showed a liberal amount of thigh, exactly as instructed.  She kept looking around nervously.  God her legs were spectacular.  Long taut thighs and incredible calves with those prominent dimples on either side of her shins.  Plus calf muscles that swelled into perfect curves.  My cock was throbbing in my pants at such an enticing view.

	 

	She had a thin watch on one arm and she checked it frequently.  Then she held it in front of her and stared at it intently. She was actually counting down the seconds.  Someone had trained her well.  Then she shifted her weight and re-crossed her legs slowly. She was elegance in motion as she swung her long legs sensuously apart, then raised one leg and placed it on top of the other.

	 

	I could watch her all day. It was like a movie.  Those sexy legs rubbing against each other, when she languidly crossed them.  The way she exaggerated her movements, I could see straight up between those luscious thighs.  Her white lace panties were tight against her crotch and the center had sucked into her cunt lips, forming a perfect camel toe.  I almost blew a load right then and there.

	 

	She repeated this pattern for five minutes.  Looking around, checking her watch, displaying her long sensuous legs and re-crossing them.  I managed to get an incredible show and still avoid her gaze.  As far as she could tell, my eyes never stirred from my newspaper, which hid most of my face.  If she recognized me, she gave no sign of it.

	 

	Her next move made me think she had me.  After the last cross, she held her pose for few seconds.  She scooted down in the chair pushing her pelvis forward toward the chair edge.  Rocking back and forth in her chair and drawing one leg up against her body I could look much further up her skirt.  I could see her panties peeking out near her butt checks as she rocked.  Then she set her feet firmly on the floor, but spread her legs enough for me to look straight at her sweet honey box.  I could see cunt hairs sticking out around her hem and I imagined that I could almost smell her.  Her panties looked wet and my cock raged.

	 

	She got to her feet and looked everywhere except directly at me.  There was an extra swing in her ass as she walked toward the stairs.  I followed, but not too closely.  The stairway was a typical high rise office stairwell.  A series of steps, then a landing for turning and another series to the next floor.

	 

	I was a few steps behind her.  Far enough to look up her swinging skirt and watch those firm butt muscles moving beneath her white French panties.  She started to look behind her.

	 

	“Don't turn around” I commanded

	 

	“Yes sir” she responded.

	 

	I watched mesmerized.  I had never seen a lovelier ass and butt cheeks.  Her muscles flowed under the thin fabric as her wetness made her panties bunch up in her ass crack.

	 

	“Lean forward a little and swing your ass more” I instructed.  She complied immediately and the view improved.  My cock was so hard I could barely take a step.

	 

	This girl was into the game.  Putting herself on display with what seemed to be relish.  She was giving me one hell of show.  At the fifth floor landing I came up behind her.  “Stop and put your hands on the wall.  Do not turn around” I instructed.

	 

	I put my hand under her skirt and rubbed her inner thigh.  She gasped.  “Don't move” I ordered as I slid my hand up and covered her mound, rubbing her slit though her panties.  She moaned and twitched her ass and got even wetter.

	 

	I stepped back.  “Drop your panties, then put your hands back on the wall.”

	 

	Her panties were on the floor at her feet.  I picked them up and slipped them into my suit pock, but not before I gave them a good sniff.  She had an incredible scent.  I knew she would.  Then I put my hand back on her vagina. God she had a sweet twat.  I ran my hand up and down her slit, feeling her wetness on my palm, then slipped a couple of fingers into her cunt.  She pushed back and I pumped my hand.

	 

	“Oh God Master.  Fuck me!  Please Master, fuck me” she pleaded is a low sexy voice.  She was desperate for a hard cock.

	 

	I removed my hand and pushed my body into her.  Jamming her against the wall.  My cock found her butt crack through my suit pants and I dry humped her ass cheeks slowly.  Forcefully.

	 

	We were right next to the fifth floor door.  Anyone could have come through at any moment.  I ran both hands over her back and sides and slid one over her tits.  I felt her nipple harden under my palm and I pulled that tit tightly against her body as I ground my crotch against her ass.  She moaned and whimpered “Oh Yes, Master.  Take me.  Take me know.”

	 

	I pushed my body more firmly against her and held her tighter as I humped her even more forcefully.  Then I whispered in her ear.  “Go through the door. Turn right down the hall and go through the first door on the left.  Do not turn around.”

	 

	She entered the room and I was right behind her.  I pushed her gently forward and reached around her body and handed her a blind fold.  “Lean over the desk” I commanded.  The door clicked ominously as I locked it behind us.

	 

	I walked around the desk and opened a side drawer and retrieved a length of rope.  I slipped a loop over each hand and secured them to the legs on that side of the desk.  I then returned to her rear and I tapped her left foot firmly with my foot.  “Spread them wider” I directed. Her leg moved and I tied it to the desk leg and did the same to the left.

	 

	She was now spread eagled over a desktop, her bare ass fully exposed, her cunt glistening with fresh moisture.  When I leaned down to tie her legs I was only inches from her exposed womanhood.  Her snatch was incredible and her smell hard to resist.  I wanted to lick her right then, but there was a ritual to this bondage stuff.

	 

	“Who trained you?” I asked?

	 

	“My husband” she answered.

	 

	I wacked her butt cheek firmly and hard enough for my hand to sting.  “Owe!” she exclaimed.

	 

	“Don't lie to me.  I have met your husband.  That pretty boy could not train a poodle.”

	 

	“My first husband” she corrected.

	 

	“What happened to him?”

	 

	“He died in a car crash.”

	 

	“How about this guy? What's his name?

	 

	“Fred, Master.”

	 

	“Does Fred please you?

	 

	“Yes.”

	 

	Smack.  “Owe!”.  God her butt was tight!

	 

	“Sometimes.  Only sometimes.  He is very big.”

	 

	“I am your Master now.  Do you understand?”

	 

	“Yes.”

	 

	Whack, whack.  Her butt cheeks turned a bright red and she moaned.

	 

	“Yes Master.  I understand.  I'm sorry.”

	 

	“Do you masturbate?”

	 

	“Yes Master.”

	 

	“How often?”

	 

	“All the time Master.”

	 

	“You will stop immediately.  You will not masturbate until I give you permission. I am the one who gives pleasure. You will not masturbate and you will not cum for you husband.  He can fuck you, but you are not to come.  I am the pleasure giver.”

	 

	I slapped her butt, but simultaneously shoved my finger up her ass hole.

	 

	“Ahhhhhh” she jerked and tensed.

	 

	“Do you understand my instructions?”

	 

	“Yes I do Master” her voice a little higher, more excited.  She was anxious, expectant.

	 

	“I want you primed for me.  You need to please me and only me.  Then I will reward you.  I am the pleasure giver.  Understand?  Do not disappoint me.”

	 

	“I understand Master.  I will be ready for you.”

	 

	I rewarded her by rubbing her cunt firmly with my hand.  Paige was soaking wet and she moaned loudly as my fingers danced along the folds of her labia and taunted her entrance.  Her cunt pulsed and her ass tightened visibly.  Her wanton willingness made my stiff rod throb painfully and I strongly considered just sticking it to her.

	 

	This started as a challenge and a game and now I had a submissive that I did not have time for and did not really want.  She was a delicious girl and I wanted to fuck her in every hole she had.  Maybe several times on several days.  But the responsibility of a submissive was more than I wanted to take on. I decided to table those thoughts and focus on the pleasure in front of me.

	 

	I ran my hands over her incredible body and up and down her back.  I massaged her tits through her silk blouse.  I explored her ass and her cunt and caressed every part around her sex holes.  She moaned loudly and squirmed like she could not wait to be penetrated.

	 

	“Do not cum.  If you cum without permission, you will be punished” I declared.

	 

	Whack.  She jumped.

	 

	“Sorry Master.  I understand.”

	 

	I pushed my fingers into her warm pussy and pumped her hard.  I withdrew my hand, then stuck my thumb up her cunt and rubbed her clit with my fingers.  I worked both areas vigorously and Paige bucked and moaned and strained against the ropes.

	 

	“I am cuming Master, please let me cum” she begged.

	 

	I withdrew my hand and whacked her butt.  Not as hard as before, but hard enough to break her concentration.

	 

	I took out my cock and rubbed it against her opening.  Teasing her entry with my shaft.  Then I rammed it all the way in with no warning.  “Ahhh!”  she moaned as she bucked her ass toward me.  “Fuck me Master.  Fuck me.  Fuck me hard.  I do so want to please you.”

	 

	I gave her several more strokes, before withdrawing.  It was tough not to keep going.  Her cunt was pure carnal magic and I thought my cock would melt from the pleasure.  She was soft and wet and warm and her vaginal muscles closed around me with just the right amount of pressure to maximize my pleasure.  A first class piece by any measure.  A guy could fuck a woman like this all night long and still want more.

	 

	I rubbed my rod up and down her butt crack a few times before untying her feet, her ass was really slick with her juices.  I walked around the desk and untied her hands.  I was naked from the waist down and my cock was sticking straight out advertising its lust.

	 

	She laid down on the desk on her back.  Her head was hanging over the edge of the desk, her mouth just below my cock.  She reached for it over her head, but I batted her hand away.

	 

	“May I touch your cock Master?”

	 

	“Yes.”

	 

	She reached up and stroked it lovingly.  She had one hell of a touch.  Her long fingers climbed up and down its length like sensuous spiders.  It was all I could do, not to cream in her hand.

	 

	“I love your cock Master” she murmured.

	 

	“Is it bigger than your husband’s?”

	 

	“No Master.  He is very large.”.  Damn! It was starting to look like every supper club husband was packing more than I was.

	 

	“Do you like large cocks?

	 

	“Yes Master, I do.”

	 

	“Then why do you like mine?

	 

	“Because it is yours Master.”

	 

	Then you can suck it” I instructed.

	 

	Paige arched her back and reached for my cock.  She gave it a couple of strokes and guided it into her mouth effortlessly.  Her mouth was wet and willing and felt like heaven.  She tongued my cock a few times, then sucked my length down her throat like she had a vacuum cleaner in her stomach.  I thrust my hips and she inched further up the desk and hung her head completely over the edge.  I leaned over her and pumped her mouth like it was a cunt.

	 

	The way she was laying my shaft had a straight shot down her throat.  It was obvious she had done this before.  She was a real deep throat pro and my cock had never felt so welcome.  She put her arms around behind me and massaged my butt, pulling me in tighter.  I fucked her face with long strokes.  Something in the back of her throat was driving the head of my dick crazy.  She moved her hands around to my front and massaged my balls.  One hand snaked up between my legs, searching for my anus.

	 

	Then I exploded and pumped a load of cum down her throat.  She tensed and arched and sucked it all down.  While her mouth was milking my rod, she squeezed my balls on each surge.  It made me cum that much harder.  When I pulled my cock out, some of the white cum bubbled out of those incredible lips and spilled all over her face.  She rose and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and sat facing me.  She spread her legs lewdly as she bunched up her skirt.  Her cunt was wet, wide open and pulsing. 

	 

	I pulled her face to mine and kissed her.  Her tongue darted in and explored my mouth, our tongues dueling and entwining.  She was an intense kisser.  Soft, but firm and insistent.  I dropped my hand to her pussy and ran my hand along her slit.  She was soaking wet and when I fingered her she almost sucked my hand in 

	 

	She pushed her cunt forward, humping my hand as she moaned “Oh Master.  Please fuck me Master.” she pleaded.  Her voice urgent and needy.  I damn near came again just from the sound of her soft sexy voice.

	 

	 I Frenched her mouth for a moment and fucked he cunt with my fingers.  Then broke it off.

	 

	“Get dressed.  You need to get back to work” I ordered.  I looked at my watch.  It was 10:55

	 

	I sat down and watched her pull herself together. 

	 

	 “Jesus.  I am so late” she whined.  “My 10:45 is probably waiting.”  She looked around frantically.  “Where are my panties?”  I pulled them out of my coat pocket and held them up.

	 

	She tried to snatch them out of my hand, but I pulled them away.  “Go to your meeting without them” I instructed.  She gave me an impish smile and pushed her skirt down to a respectable length.  I longingly watched her pussy disappear from site.

	 

	“Oh God.  I smell like sex” she worried.

	 

	“You look fine. Go!  I will call you later” I promised.

	 

	“Thank you Master.”  She blew me a kiss.

	 

	 

	*******

	 

	 

	The thing about a submissive relationship is that you have to be really into it.  For a true adherent it is easy, they can't ever turn it off and just have a nice normal romp in the hay with both parties searching for mutual satisfaction and trying their best to get each other off.  That’s the kind of sex I love.  But that is not dominant / submissive fare.

	 

	People think I am this womanizing cocks-man who is only interested in how many cunts I can rack up.  The truth is that I love women.  That is all there is too it.  I see a saucy ass or a taut thigh or the outline of a tit beneath a form fitting top and I fall in love.

	 

	Not forever, but for a while.  My cock takes over and I want to please them.  I don't want to just fuck them. I want to truly please them!  I want them to squirm and moan and beg for more.  I get excited when a woman gets excited.  I come the hardest, when my partners are exploding with pleasure.  I hear their moans and feel their bodies convulse and that does it for me.  That is my high and that is my kink.

	 

	Of course, I am easily distracted and move quickly onto the next luscious target.  But during the chase, I am literally and totally in love.  Even if it is temporary.  That's what most people don't understand about me.  That is also why most of my conquests are still very friendly to me.  The woman might be disappointed that our lust did not develop into a more meaningful relationship.  But most do understand that while they were in my arms, I was in love with them and they could feel that when we fucked.

	 

	 

	********

	 

	 

	On Friday morning I walked into Paige’s building with a box under my arm and asked if she was available.  A cute blonde receptionist escorted me to Paige’s office, her sweet ass swinging all the way down the hall.  She had a short skirt and plunging blouse, barely legal for the office.  When she pushed her swivel chair way from her desk, her legs were spread wide enough for me to see pink panties and tanned inner thighs.  She had short blonde hair, blue eyes and a fetching smile.  Of course my dick was hard.

	 

	 I laid the box on Paige's desk and the blonde stayed in the doorway.

	 

	“Did you need something?” ask Paige looking at the blonde.

	 

	“No, I just wanted to see what you got.”

	 

	“Let her stay” I suggested.”

	 

	“Just for a minute” agreed Paige as she opened the box and pulled out a beige evening dress.  The material was elegant, but almost transparent.

	 

	“Oh God! It’s beautiful” declared the blonde.  “Wish I had a handsome man to bring me boxes from Angelique’s”

	 

	“The phones ringing” quipped Paige.

	 

	“Oh damn!” the blonde exclaimed as she raced down the hall.

	 

	“Shelly is going to think we are having an affair” declared Paige.

	 

	“Who the hell is Shelly? I asked

	 

	“That slinky little blonde you were admiring so openly.”

	 

	“She is going to blab, Master.  I know her” asserted Paige

	 

	“I will take care of it” I promised.

	 

	“How are you going to do that?”

	 

	“Don't worry about it.”

	 

	“I love having you here Master, but you are going to get me in trouble if you stay too long.” Paige worried.

	 

	I'll just be a minute.  Wear this tomorrow night and these” I instructed as I handed her a smaller box.

	 

	She opened the new box and looked up, a curious smile formed on her pouty lips.

	 

	“You know what those are?”

	 

	“Yes Master.  They are anal beads” replied Paige, her eyes flashing as she gave me a smoking hot look.

	 

	“Have you ever used them” I asked.  She had taken them out of the box and was rubbing them in her hands.  Her fingers tracing the outline of the beads wistfully.

	 

	“Oh yes!” she answered in an eager voice and my cock twitched.  I began to suspect that this girl had done it all.

	 

	"Wear them both to the party tomorrow and do not masturbate.  Understand?”

	 

	“Yes Master.”

	 

	“Now scoot back in your chair and let me see that lovely pussy of yours.”

	 

	Paige pushed her chair back and spread her legs and pulled her skirt up around her waist.  She looked past me to the hall.  She was a little nervous that some coworker would discover the erotic games we were playing.

	 

	“Touch it for me” I commanded.

	 

	“Master” she pleaded.  “Please not in my office.”

	 

	“Just for a moment and do not argue with me.”

	 

	She ran her hands up and down the front of her vagina, a camel toe formed in her panties as I watched.  She was incredibly sexy and my cock throbbed and screamed to roam free.

	 

	“Show it to me” I ordered.

	 

	Paige pulled her panties aside and displayed her naked pussy.

	 

	“Put your fingers inside.”

	 

	Paige traced her slit with one long finger, then slipped two fingers inside.  She gasp as they entered.

	 

	“Now lick them” I demanded and she obediently slid them between her exotic lips and sucked her juices off.  I was rock hard.

	 

	“I will see you tomorrow” I promised.

	 

	“Can I meet you downstairs Master?” she begged.

	 

	“No!  I will see you tomorrow.”

	 

	“Yes Master.” there was disappointment in her voice.

	 

	Shelly was at her desk as I left Paige’s office and she gave me a big smile.

	 

	I stopped at her desk and returned her smile as I openly admired her, slowly looking her up and down, including a brazen inspection of her well-tanned thighs.

	 

	“How old are you?” I asked.

	 

	“Twenty-one” she replied.

	 

	“You are gorgeous” I observed.

	 

	“Thank you” she answered.  “So are you” she added with a twinkle in her blue eyes.

	 

	“I bet you have the wrong impression.” I announced.

	 

	“Me? No I just show people to offices.  What they do in those offices is none of my business.

	 

	“Do you feel left out?”

	 

	“Me! Why would I.”

	 

	Well you don't have an office, so you would have to do whatever, right out here in the opened” I teased.

	 

	She smiled and blushed.

	 

	Paige is a friend of my wife’s, I was just dropping something off.

	 

	“Yea right!”

	 

	“Honest.  If I was going to fool around it would not be with Paige”

	 

	“Your shitting me.  She's everyman's dream.  The guys in the office all fantasize about her.”

	 

	“Paige is too close to home!” I said.  “You, however, are sexy as hell!” I added as my eyes wander over her ripe young body.  Her blue eyes twinkled and her smile turned my cock to stone.  Extremely hard stone.  “I bet these guys have a few fantasies about you as well.  I certainly would” I observed.

	 

	Shelly blushed, her cheeks turning pink enough to match her lip stick.

	 

	“You married?” I asked

	 

	“For a while.”

	 

	“What does that mean?”

	 

	“It means I'm not satisfied at home.”

	 

	“What a coincidence. Neither am I.” I agreed.

	 

	“I have to run, but I want to continue this conversation” I assured.

	 

	“Bye” she gave me a little waive and squirmed in her seat.

	 

	I turned to go and she called “Come back soon.”

	 

	 

	*******

	 

	 

	Just after the lunch hour I rang Paige and was put through immediately.  

	 

	“Oh Master.  Thank you for calling.  I missed you” she declared.

	 

	“Are you alone?”

	 

	“Yes Master.”

	 

	“I want you to touch yourself” I instructed.  “Run you hand up your thigh and rub your pussy.  Tease your opening and insert your fingers as many as you like.’

	 

	My imagination was running wild.  I could visualize her long slender fingers slowly caressing her soft tender thighs, then stroking her opening through the thin layer of silk.  Her juices starting to flow, making her panties a little transparent and welcoming her entry into that sweet wet center of her pleasure.  My cock was screaming.  ‘This is torture!  Why are we doing this?’

	 

	I could hear Paige’s breathing increase.  She began to moan.  I wondered if her office door was shut.

	 

	“How does that feel Paige?” my own voice was getting a little breathy too as I rubbed my johnson through my suit pants.”

	 

	“It feels wonderful Master but it would be better if I had your cock inside of me.” she exclaimed.

	 

	“Make yourself cum” I instructed and Paige began to moan louder and more rapidly.  I imagined her fingers flying furiously in and out of her delicious snatch.  The enchanting fragrance of her desire building as her moisture flowed down those amazing legs.  I stroked myself faster.  Paige came first and when I heard her whimper and drop the phone I emptied into my pants.

	 

	I will see you tomorrow” I assured.

	 

	“Can’t wait” she whispered.

	 

	 

	*******

	 

	 

	Late in the afternoon that same day, I dropped back in on Shelly, the sexy little blonde receptionist.

	 

	“Hi. Paige is in a meeting” Shelly informed.

	 

	“Didn't come for Paige.  I came to see you.”

	 

	“Oh?”

	 

	“Paige told my how excited you got about the package she got from Angelique’s” I said.  “I thought you might like something from there for yourself.”  I slipped a gift certificate to Angelique’s across her desk.  She opened the envelope, read the amount and smiled.  But then gave me a cautious look.

	 

	“What's the catch?”

	 

	“No catch.  I just didn’t want you to feel left out.  Besides I love seeing beautiful women well dressed.”

	 

	“I would have thought you liked them undressed?”  Shelly teased pulling her legs up tight beneath her.  A move that emphasized her excellent calf muscles and revealed even more of her thighs.

	 

	“I do, but first I like them elegantly dressed.  One before the other.  It’s like a three act play.

	 

	“And what is the third act?” she cooed, eyes wide and suggestive.

	 

	“Exhaustion!”

	 

	“True.  True” she blushed and laughed.

	 

	 

	*******

	 

	 

	“That’s the one” I declared.  “It’s elegant and makes you look as sexy as a movie starlet and it passes the stretch test.”

	 

	Shelly was observing her image critically in the full length mirror, turning and twisting and comparing views.  “It is lovely” she agreed.  “What is the stretch test?”

	 

	“I reached out and took her hand, raised it to my lips and kissed the back of it.” She giggled, smiling at me, her blue eyes dancing.  I kept her hand, turned it over and placed it over my rock hard dick that was pulsing in my pants.  Her cheeks colored and she looked a little embarrassed.

	 

	“You are terrible” she declared.  But she felt my cock for a few seconds through the material.  Squeezing it and exploring its size before she withdrew her hand.

	 

	“I guess it does pass the stretch test” she observed as she turned her back to me.  “Help me with the zipper?”

	 

	It was half way up and instead of closing it, I pulled it down all the way to her panties.  She grabbed the stop of the dress to keep it from falling.

	 

	“Your back is lovely and your skin is flawless” I offered.  There was a thin tan line across her golden skin, mid-back.  She ran back to the dressing room, her hand on the top of the dress, to keep it from falling off.  I followed quickly and slipped into the dressing room behind her.

	 

	“You are not supposed to be in here” she giggled.

	 

	“With the money I spend in this place, you could scream your head off and no one would say a word” I assured.

	 

	“Why would I scream?”

	 

	“I’ll show you” I said pulling her to me, the dress falling around her feet. She had small, but perfect tits and her only clothes were a pair of see through pink panties.  She was a great kisser and she ground her crotch against my dick like a girl who was in desperate need of some release.  I slid my hands inside her panties, cupping her tight butt cheeks and pressing her firmly against my hardness.

	 

	Her tongue can only be described as overactive.  It curled intimately around my own and sensuously explored every part of my mouth.  At the same time, she pushed her hand down the front of my pants and wrapped her fingers around my shaft.

	 

	“That feels nice” she moaned into my mouth as I tore at my belt and zipper.  My pants dropped around my legs and before they hit the floor she dove for my dick.  In a flash her magic tongue was swirling around my cock head like it was her favorite ice cream cone.

	 

	I sat on the plush bench behind me and she followed kneeling between my legs, her hands exploring my thighs and reaching under to squeeze my balls.  I grabbed a handful of her long blonde hair and pulled her mouth up and down my shaft. Her mouth was warm and welcoming and she kept a constant pressure on my cock.

	 

	The room had a couple of full length mirrors and I studied the geometry for a few seconds.  I wanted the right angle when I stuck my dick into her, so that I would get maximum voyeur effect from the mirrors. I was getting close, but I wanted to cum in her cunt, not her mouth, so I fucked her sweet lips a few more strokes, before pulling her mouth up to mine.

	 

	I still had her by the hair.  I could taste my cock on her lips as she pushed her tongue back in deep and I grabbed her crotch with my hand.  She was soaking wet and three fingers went in easily.  I fluttered my fingers and caressed the front of her vaginal wall.  She moaned and jerked, but kept her tongue busy in my mouth.  I felt around with my thumb, found her clit and rubbed it hard and fast.

	 

	She came quickly and violently, moaning and squirming, but her tongue kept roaming in my mouth.  While she was still shaking from her orgasm, her hands were searching for my cock and she pulled it against her labia and teased her opening.  I let her play a few seconds, then flipped her around.  She was light as a feather and I brought her right down over my steel rod and it went all the way in.  She now had her back to me and we were sitting upright.  She immediately began to plunge up and down on my pole as I wrapped my hands around her and massaged her small breasts and stroked her clit.

	 

	Looking over her shoulder, I could see her lovely body in the mirror.  Her tits jutting out, nipples swollen as my fingers squeezed them playfully.  Her stomach was flawless.  Flat and taught.  It flexed as she pumped up and down.  I could see my cock sliding in and out of her hairless pussy, her labia swollen, her cunt lips pulsing eagerly with every down stroke.  It was like watching a porn movie, but I was able to feel every stroke and every carnal caress.

	 

	Her beautiful face was contorted in lust.  She was also watching in the mirror; her eyes were glassy with desire.  When she came again, I could see her whole upper body blush and her pelvis spasm.  The sight was so erotic that I had to look away a few times or I would have exploded early.  It was a feedback loop.  We would do something sexy and it would be reflected in the mirror and that visual would drive us to even greater heights of desire.  Don’t ever underestimate the erotic potential of a full length mirror.

	 

	It was not long before we were fucking like rabid animals.  Throwing our bodies at one another, as if going faster and deeper would somehow resolve our lustful needs.  Her legs were especially stimulating.  She had almost perfect thighs.  Soft and creamy and tender.  I massaged them and caressed them and in the mirror I watched my hands glide over her silky skin.  I could feel her muscles flex and I could see them turn taut in our reflection as she drove herself up and down on my cock.  Each time trying to go a little higher, driving my dick in further on every plunge.

	 

	She was screaming at the top of her lungs and I knew the sales girls must be looking knowingly at one another.  This was not my first rodeo at this particular store and one of those sales girls had been in this very spot, frantically jamming her pussy down over this very cock.  I wondered if she was touching herself out there and that was all I could take.  I shot my load deep into Shelly and she threw her head back and yelled “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Fuck!”

	 

	We dressed and cleaned ourselves up a little.  Shelly was beat red when we came back out into the store and she waited by the door as I purchased the dress. 

	 

	The sales girl was the one I had not fucked, but she declared, as she folded the dress carefully and placed it in a fancy box, “You can buy me a dress anytime, Mr. Howard.”  Then she winked as she slid the box across the counter.

	 

	I gave her a slow once over.  Taking my time and apprising all her charms, which were considerable.  Then I looked her in the eye. She had enticing grey-green eyes and I said.  “What days do you work darling?”

	 

	“Every day but Thursday” she answered.

	 

	“I will certainly keep that in mind” I announced.


Supper Club Night #5

	 

	The next supper club was at my house.  The party was developing into its usual configuration of busy women and gabby, boisterous men.  I had stepped outside to escape the overwhelming stench of mediocrity and suburban testosterone.

	 

	Beth paused beside me and sipped her drink.

	 

	I was standing on my deck overlooking the pool.  Some of the guests were taking a quick dip.

	 

	Beth slid up beside me in her casual way “You guys were both missing at the same time!” she accused.

	 

	“I have a lot of bathrooms in this house” I countered.

	 

	“You fucked her right her at the supper club, didn't you?” she whispered.

	 

	“I did no such thing!”

	 

	“Don't lie to me.  You did something” she affirmed.

	 

	“You seem to be enjoying this little game as much as I am.”

	 

	“Yeah. I guess I am” she beamed.

	 

	“Excite you a little, does it?”

	 

	“Yes, you know it does” she admitted.

	 

	“Beth sweetie” I said in a low whisper.  “Are you wet?”

	 

	“Yes damn it.”

	 

	“All I did was get a little acquainted” I assured.

	 

	“I know all about your acquainting” she observed.

	 

	“I gave her something and I just took it back.”

	 

	“Like what?

	 

	“You really want to know?  I warn you it is very, very personal.”

	 

	“God damn you.  Of course I want to know!”

	 

	“Do you know what anal beads are?” I asked.

	 

	“Those balls on a string that go up your ass?”

	 

	“I sent her some and I just took them back. That’s all.”

	 

	“You mean the girl wore them here and you just reached up her dress and plucked them out?”

	 

	“Well I had to reward her a little, before I yanked them out” I offered.

	 

	Actually the encounter had been much more memorable than I indicated to Beth and I was still tingling from the experience.  Paige had slipped into a bathroom in a quiet part of the house and I joined her a moment later.  She wore the clingy dress that I had given her which was damn near see-through.  It came to mid-calf and she wore a half slip to keep it decent.  But as she raised her skirt for me, slowly revealing her long sensuous legs, I discovered black nylons and a garter belt.

	 

	She sat her perfect ass on the bathroom counter and bunched her skirt around her waist.  She was pantiles and her labia was surrounded by a thin patch of black downy.  Not thick enough to obstruct the view, but sufficient to add additional charm to a close to perfect pussy.  I dipped my fingers into her opening and her cunt sucked them it.  She moaned and I started to pump them in and out.  Slowly at first, enjoying the feel of her warmth and eagerness.  Then I sped up and put my thumb over her clit as I thrust into her.

	 

	Paige leaned her body into me, her mouth searching for mine as she tongued me and moaned at the same time.  I slid my other had under her ass and she lifted her leg to give me access.  The anal beads were fully impaled in her tight ass.  Jammed right up to the hilt.  I pulled the ring a little then shoved it back in.

	 

	Paige whimpered and twitched at the attention to her ass.  I kept pumping the bead string in and out.  I did not pull in all the way out, just a couple of beads, then shoved it back in.  I coordinated the bead thrusts with the action of my fingers up her cunt and my thumb massaging her clit.  Paige was panting and moaning in time with my motions.  Her arms were around my back and she was clinging tightly as I worked her openings.

	 

	“Ohhhhhhhhh! Master” her breath hot on my ear as she nipped my ear lobe.

	 

	Suddenly she shook wildly and her juices flooded my hand.  I jerked hard on the ring end of the beads and ripped it out of her ass.

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhh God damn” Paige exclaimed, burying her mouth against my shoulder to muffle her cries.  I felt her teeth bite in a little through my shirt.

	 

	Paige was still quivering from her orgasm when I unzipped my pants and slid it in.  I knew it was reckless and potentially self-destructive, but her cunt was so inviting.  Her pussy felt like paradise as it closed around my hard shaft, every one of her vaginal muscles welcomed me, pressing snuggly along my length.  Fuck she was tight and wet.  I thought my cock was melting into her and I was filled with an overpowering sense of lust.  I began thrusting hard, jamming my cock into her like a crazed rapist.  Her ass was lifting off the counter on each up stroke and I could feel her nails bite into my back through my shirt.  Given free reign this gal could draw blood and I had not been clawed in ages.

	 

	When I came I shot in deep.  It fucking flowed out of me by the gallon.  God she was a hot piece and she shuddered in my arms for quite a while before we made ourselves presentable and re-joined the party.

	 

	Beth’s giggle broke my reverie.

	 

	“You really are something.  Sooner or later your wife is going to take you for a boat load.  That is, if some husband doesn't shoot you dead first”.

	 

	“I always figured to be shot in the saddle” I noted.

	 

	“Well that is an interesting graphic.”

	 

	“Where are the beads?

	 

	“In my pocket.”

	 

	"I'd ditch them before your wife slides her hand in there.”

	 

	“Probably a good Idea.  I think I'll just give them back later.”

	 

	“Don't get caught!”

	 

	Beth dropped her napkin and when she stooped down to pick it up she leaned forward and let her blouse fall away from her chest.  I looked down at her small, but succulent tits.  I had a full view base to nipple and she stayed their much longer than necessary.  Running her fingers over the rug, like she was searching for something.  Then she stood up looking totally innocent.

	 

	“You are such a tease” I accused.

	 

	“Don't let anyone else see that rock in your pocket” she taunted and left laughing.  Beth delighted in giving me a stiffy at these get-togethers.  I was much harder that I should be surrounded by my wife’s friends and I sat down quickly in a nearby chair.  I watched Beth swing her enticing ass as she walked across the room.  A sight that did not help my boner situation.



	



	A Night of Ecstasy

	 

	I parked my Porsche conspicuously in Paige’s drive way for all the neighbors to see.  I had the only red 914 in town.  Porsche’s idea of red that year was some God awful orange they called ‘Phoenix Red’, so I had mine repainted in real red.  Plus, the license plate read ‘Lance’.

	 

	Paige’s husband had been less than cordial when we met.  He had heard of my reputation with the ladies and being a pretty boy, had taken it personally.  He was also a lawyer and had nothing but scorn for my business tactics.  He was an ass and I wanted the whole town to know that I was fucking his wife.

	 

	He fancied himself a stud and God’s gift to women, but I had stolen his wife with one phone call and tonight I would stroke her in his own bed.  By next week, she would be gone from his life, considerably richer and hopefully a lot more content.

	 

	Paige’s home was typical upper class suburban.  Probably around 3600 square feet of Tudor imitation.  It was well decorated in a mixture of modern and Mediterranean styles.  Paige, as always, looked radiant.  God this woman was pure sex incarnate.  My cock was rock hard and throbbing in my pants.  I could not remember being so anxious for a piece of tail.

	 

	But Paige and I were incompatible.  Oh yes, she was going to fuck the shit out of me and bend over backwards to please me in every way imaginable.  I could literally do anything I wanted with this woman; stick my fingers or my tongue or my cock into any part of her body and she would respond with obedience and desire.  But the obedience was a problem.  She was eager to please.  Too eager for my taste.  She was driven by a desire to surrender.  Not necessarily, from the throbbing in her cunt.

	 

	I am not a dominant.  I am the opposite of a dominant.  Turning women on is my kink.  I love to coax their passion out with intimate pleasures.  A soft caress here, a loving, but more insistent touch there or a furious flick of the tongue on an especially sensitive spot.  I live to entice them into ecstasy.  To slowly build their desire to the point of carnal explosion.  To have them writhing and panting and begging to be fucked.  The more intense their ardor.  The more wanton their yearning for the needs of the flesh, the better I like it.  That is my kink; my sexual high and it can carry me through the night and keep me hard long after other men have faltered and gone limp.

	 

	Paige had a different sexual motor.  She lived to please her master.  The act of submission and giving pleasure was her gratification.  One built Paige’s passion, slowly, patiently and with ritualistic formality.  To her, pain and pleasure came from the same hand, the Master’s.  To her, pain and pleasure were a kind of carnal ying and yang.  Two sides of the same erotic coin.

	 

	I am just not wired that way.  I had been doing a good job of faking it, but I could never please a woman like Paige over the long term and to leave her to a life with that douche bag she married would be a higher crime.  Therefore, my plan was to enjoy a few hours of heaven in her lovely arms and then find Paige a master who could truly satisfy her needs.

	 

	Most people think dominance and submissive (D/S) and bondage, sadomasochism and discipline are all about the dominant, but that is a vast oversimplification.  The submissive is a co-equal participant and relishes the experience as much, if not more, than the dominant.  BDSM takes many forms and includes a variety of activities that vary from couple to couple, but the common thread is self-identification and shared experience.  The bond that grows between dominant and submissive during a successful BDSM session is every bit as strong as the one that grows from a fantastic night of fucking between mutually attracted more conventional lovers.

	 

	Paige met me at the door dressed as I had instructed.  She wore that same grey sweater dress she had worn the first night I saw her at the supper club a few short weeks ago.  But the dark nylon pantyhose had been replaced by shear stocking hold-ups with black lace tops.  She looked incredible and my cock throbbed against the material that constrained it.

	 

	She gave me a wanton look, her brown eyes danced with lust.  “I am so glad to see you Master” she announced.  Her voice soft and filled with seductive promises.

	 

	I took her hand and place it over my crotch.  Her fingers immediately began to explore the outline of my hard rod.  She used her other hand to cup my balls and caress them with a primal urgency.  She leaned into me seeking my lips.  Her tongue was bold and sensual and she moaned when I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her in tight. 

	 

	“Please fuck me, Master” she whimpered.

	 

	I enjoyed the moment for a few seconds, then gently pushed her away.

	 

	“Show me where you fuck your husband” I demanded.

	 

	Paige took my hand and led me up the stairs to a nicely decorated master bedroom suite.  It was pure 1970’s yuppie, complete with a water bed covered by a mirrored canopy.  This was going to be fucking perfect.

	 

	Paige climbed up on the bed and faced me.  Her sweater dress hiked up high enough for me to see her lovely pussy and the thin quilt of black down that surrounded her vaginal area.  There was no single feature on Paige that would move her to the top of the sexy woman list, except maybe those incredible long legs.  Paige was a package deal.  Her sensual power came from her combination of features and how she presented them.

	 

	Paige was clearly a ten and there is hardly a male alive that would argue the accolade.  Her face was pretty, but not stunning.  She had the high cheekbones of a model, but her beauty was in her smile and the animation of her facial features.  She could go from stoic to engaging in the blink of one twinkling brown eye.  When she smiled her entire face lit up and everyone with a dick responded like she was singing a siren song.

	 

	Paige was tall.  Just shy of six feet and had a classic hour glass figure.  Every feature of her body was accentuated, but none overly so.  Larger than average breasts, thinner than average waist and an erotic swell to her hips.  Her waist length hair and long, slender legs added to her carnal impact.

	 

	It seemed impossible for Paige to stand or sit still.  She was always in motion.  Her body swayed alluringly, her face in constant flux.  She had hundreds of expressions.  All sexy, coy and enticing.  Her eyes were always dancing with a delight that would have been almost childlike, if it wasn’t so cock throbbing sexy.

	 

	She sat on the bed giving me a demure, but wanton smile.  She was like that.  Her expressions would often convey conflicting emotions.  Her long legs coiled erotically as they spread lasciviously to display her wet opening.  I watched transfixed as she ran one long finger the length of her slit, then slipped two fingers into her opening.  I could almost feel her wet warmth as her fingers disappeared.  She teased herself with a few strokes and moaned softly with each thrust.  Then she extended her fingers and rubbed them across my lips.  I sucked them in and tasted her juices.  My dick could not have gotten any harder.

	 

	“Please Master, may I suck your cock?” she asked.  Her voice low and needy.

	 

	“That is exactly what I was thinking” I answered.

	 

	She was moving toward me even before I spoke the words.  Both of her hands working my zipper and my belt.  My rod was out in a flash, her long fingers caressing it ardently as her other hand cupped my balls, squeezing them urgently, before snaking further between my legs to tease my ass hole.

	 

	I reached behind her head and grabbed a tangle of her jet black hair and pulled her mouth forcefully over my cock.  She slurped it in like a street corner slut and sucked it all the way down her throat.  God she could swallow a prick.  Her mouth closed around me with just the right amount of pressure to send shards of desire coursing through my entire body.  My knees damn near buckled, but I caught my balance and pumped her mouth forcefully.  

	 

	The pleasure of her lips was indescribable as she worked her way up and down my length, her tongue twisting and twirling as it touched every inch of my shaft.  I wanted to pace myself.  To enjoy this woman slowly, like an exquisite multi-course dinner.  Instead my yearnings were overpowering me; she was pulling me into a frenzy of lust that I could not control.

	 

	I tightened my grip on her hair, tugging it roughly.  Paige cried out softly, the sound muffled by my rod down her throat.  She gagged for a moment and I pumped my hips faster and she sucked harder.  Her mouth was tighter and wetter and warmer than a cunt and I slammed my stiff cock furiously down her throat until I her lovely mouth bubbled over with stringy wisps of thick white cum.

	 

	I released her hair.  She collapsed on the bed, her brown eyes looking up at my shrinking cock, her mouth catching the last of it milky goo.

	 

	“Sorry” I said.  “I got a little rough.”

	 

	“No need Master.  Did I please you?”  She lay on her back, her mouth still open and willing.  Her spread legs presenting her lovely pussy for my inspection.

	 

	I had stepped out of my pants and was nude from the waist down.  I reached into my suit coat pocket and slipped on a cock ring.  Then tossed my suit coat and stripped off my shirt and tie.

	 

	“You have a nice body, Master” she announced.

	 

	“So do you!” I declared.  “Let’s get rid of that dress.”  She skinned it off in one graceful motion.  Her lanky body slithering on the bed below me like a sensual serpent sent to enchant me.  I grabbed one long luscious leg, pulling her around and toward me.  Then I pushed her legs wider apart, knelt between them and put my mouth on her already pulsing opening.  She tasted like heaven and I licked her labia like they were an offering from the goddess of sex herself.

	 

	Now it was Paige’s turn to lose control.  I licked and sucked and tongued and nipped at her vaginal secrets until she was writhing and screaming and calling “Master, Master, Master” each time she came.

	 

	As I had instructed earlier, her anal beads had been fully inserted and while I was working her clit and vaginal doorway with my mouth, I pumped her ass with the beads.  She moaned even deeper when I slid them in and out, not withdrawing them completely.  Just teasing her with them.  I kept it up until her screams of pleasure and desire were almost ear splitting and she was begging at the top of her lungs ‘to be fucked’.

	 

	I gave Paige no warning.  One second I was fingering her hard little bud; the next I was jamming my cock deep into her.  She moaned and gasp and through her long, luscious legs around me.  She put her heals on my butt and each time I pounded her I could feel them urging me further in.  Paige was a girl that was made to fuck and she met me thrust for thrust and slung her tight sweet ass all over the bed.  Her hips were jumping up forcefully, to meet my shaft each time it came down forcefully to impale her.  If I had stopped my pounding completely, our fucking would have continued unabated, because she was climbing my pole, literally stabbing her opening with it as if her life depended on its continued penetration.

	 

	Her cunt was super tight.  The beads up her ass were doing their job.  I could feel my cock rubbing against the hard little balls in her adjacent channel as it slid in an out of her warm wet cooze.  She was essentially getting a double penetration and I periodically grabbed hold of the ring at the bead’s end and gave her a few thrusts in and out.  Her moans were always more intense when I was both fucking her cunt and stroking her ass tunnel.

	 

	Sex with Paige was intoxicating.  Her lush body.  Her enticing smiles.  Her lude eagerness.  Her open wantonness.  They all combined to create a carnal intensity that swept me away.  I was lost in my desire for her.  The way that her cunt closed firmly around my shaft and clung desperately to its length, sent indescribable bursts of pleasure through my entire existence, which served only to plunge me deeper and deeper into our mutual ecstasy.

	 

	“Cum for me Master” she begged, groaning in my ear.  Her hot breath washing over me, her warm snatch pulsing around my cock with an excruciating pleasure designed to trigger my milky prize.

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh” she screamed when I emptied my load deep into her chasm.  Her climax was as athletic at her fucking.  She threw herself violently across the bed.  Turning this way and that.  Whimpering and moaning and gushing expletives.  When I withdrew from her, she was still shuddering.  She pushed her hand down between her legs and rubbed herself as she continued to cum.  Her lovely face contorted in sexual release.

	 

	I laid back on the bed and looked up at the mirrored ceiling.  In my ardor I had forgotten all about it.  I pulled Paige to me and kissed her deeply, her lush body squirmed against me.  The scene replayed for me in the mirrors above like an erotic movie.  Her creaming white flesh slithering sensually over mine.  She reached for my cock and I watched the reflection as she slid her sensuous fingers up and down my rod, exploring every ridge and wrinkle.  Her skillful digits quickly returning its hardness.

	 

	When I was rock hard, she mounted me, moaning as it went it.  The look on her face as I entered her was pure bliss.  Paige was created to ride a cock.  That was who she was.  Some women are destined to be moms.  Others executives.  Paige was born to please men.  I watched her fuck me and take her pleasure.  I had forgotten to yank the beads out at our last climax, so they were still in and she was again enjoying a double penetration.  Paige danced on my hard cock for a good twenty minutes.  The cock ring did its job and kept me hard, but most of the credit goes to the absolute feminine perfection that was sliding her cunt up and down my shaft and reveling in every second of her ride.  She humped me slowly, languidly and would then speed up without warning.  She would lean back and let my shaft rub against her front vaginal wall, sighing in deep guttural moans, then lean way forward dangling her soft titties in my face, brushing my lips with her stiff nipples, while she pumped her ass furiously up and down my rigid member.

	 

	Paige climaxed a dozen times.  This gal was an easy cumer.  Big ones, small ones, micro ones, she had a full repertoire.  My dick was constantly on fire, forever at the edge of eruption.  Someone had taught her well.  Her ability to sense my body was uncanny and bordered on carnal wizardry.  Every time I started to shoot, she squeezed the base of my cock or pushed the little climax shut off button right behind my scrotum.  

	 

	She was not going to let me finish, until she was done with her fun.  However, even wonder woman gets tired eventually and in the end she brought me off with a frantic series of deep penetrations.  She spread her legs extra wide, almost doing the splits and that gave her even deeper access.  Then she pounded my cock into her pussy at almost lightning speed as she leaned forward and buried her tongue in my mouth, sucking on my tongue like it was a cock.  She moaned into my mouth as she climaxed and it seemed like her whole body was crawling into me.  I came hard.  It was like she was reaching down into me and yanking out my sperm drop by drop.  Her cunt spasmed around my shaft as I shot into her, milking my cock for every last drop of its pleasure.

	 

	I was spent.  Even though Paige had taken the top and done most of the work, I was still exhausted.  The woman was a tiger and was still in motion.  She pivoted her body around and put her mouth back on my cock and sucked it to a full erection.  Then she stroked it with her hand as she kissed her way up my stomach and over my chest.  Finally, she rolled against me, her breasts crushing into my chest.  She leaned up and whispered in my ear.  “Fuck my tits Master.  I want to feel your cock between my tits.”

	 

	I rolled her over, straddled her and laid my cock between her magnificent mammary.  She looked up at me with those impish brown eyes and smiled as she pushed her tits together The feel of her soft breast skin caressing each side of my cock was pure bliss.  At the end of each stroke her mouth grabbed the tip of my cock and her tongue licked the head and my pee hole.  She used her hands to constantly change the pressure on her tits against my cock, bring me to the edge, then backing me off.  I had never met a woman so masterful at the art of jug fucking.  When I came, which did not take long, she craned her neck and swallowed my shaft and milked out every last drop, except a few that were left on her sexy lips.

	 

	She had made me cum four times.  I had done that before, but never over so short a period.  She was truly a sorcerous.  The girl needed a warning sign.  ‘Those who enter here, be prepared to be tested.’

	 

	 

	*****

	 

	 

	We were both exhausted and lay in one another’s arms.  This is the time in the movies for a cigarette, but I have never smoked and I had serious matters to discuss with this incredible creature.  I was sexually spent.  I can usually last longer than the I did this night, but the stimulus of Paige was just too much.  The pleasures of her lush body overwhelmed me and despite the cock ring, I came too quick and too often.  I hoped Paige still had some energy left, because for her, the action was just beginning.  There were new and numerous partners in her immediate future.  Her night of sexual exploration, still lay ahead.  I was merely the appetizer.  She had yet to feast on the main courses.

	 

	“I need you to listen to me Paige.  I have something important to say and it is critical that you be completely honest with me.”

	 

	“Of course Master” she replied, rising to a sitting position on the bed, her breasts swaying seductively, her nipples still hard.

	 

	“Have you ever been to a BDSM club?”

	 

	“Oh yes Master” there was so much eagerness and enthusiasm in her voice that I thought for a moment I was in an episode of ‘I Dream of Jeannie.’

	 

	“Did your Master ever loan or rent you out to other Masters?”

	 

	“Often Master.”

	 

	“Did you enjoy that?” I asked.

	 

	“Most of them.  Some were just mean, but others made me cum like crazy” she beamed.

	 

	“Paige, I am going to give you to another Master.  I am not right for you.”

	 

	“Do I not please you Master.  I will change.  Just instruct me.  I will do anything you like in any manner you choose” she pleaded.  “These last few weeks with you have been the best I have had in a long time.”

	 

	 

	The conviction in her voice tore at my heart and my cock was screaming Fool.  Let’s keep her around.  She’s the best pieced of ass we’ve ever had!

	 

	“I don’t have time to properly care for you or train you.  I want to find you someone who will make you the center of their world.  Someone you want to please and give yourself to.”

	 

	“That is you Master.  Just take me home with you” she begged, desperation in her soft voice and fear in her lovely brown eyes.

	 

	“Won’t work.  I have decided what is best for you” I declared in an icy tone.

	 

	“Tonight, I will take you to a special club.  You will be presented in the center stage and all the men will gaze at your beauty.  I will rent you out a half an hour at a time.  If there is anyone you do not want to go with, just let me know.  You and I will agree in advance who is acceptable and who is not.  I will give you a safe word and a safe signal.  Use either and your session with that man will be over immediately.  At the end of the night I will sell you to the master of your choice.  The fee will be substantial.  That will be your money.  I will keep five percent as the broker.  The rest will be put into an investment account to hold for your future use.  Your new master will not have access to that account.  Only you can request the funds and only after I am satisfied that the use is for you alone and not your new master.  Your new master will most probably be wealthy.  You will have the finer things in life and your sexual needs will be fully met.  Do you have any questions?”

	 

	“Will I ever see you again?  Will I still be able to make love to you?”

	 

	“That is entirely up to your new master.”

	 

	“Oh” Paige hung her head and would not look at me.  My eyes roamed over her incredible body.  She was sitting Indian style and her spread legs displayed her wet pussy prominently.  It glistened with her wetness and some of my cum peaked out between her labia lips like a little white smudge.  God I was going to miss her.  A man could fuck this girl a long, long time without every growing wearing of her charms.

	 

	I took her hand and led her off the bed.  I had brought some clothes for the occasion and she dressed at my instruction.  Garter belt and the finest quality black nylons.  A black half bra that left her nipples exposed and made her remarkable tits stand even straighter out.  A gossamer thin black evening dress than clung to her feminine curves.  It was cut low to show plenty of cleavage and the hem rested just above her ankles, but there was slit up the left side to high thigh, well above the tops of her nylons.  She wore no panties.  I placed an elegant black dog collar around her neck, it was studded with synthetic diamonds.  I had no doubt that Paige would be the center of attention, in a room full of stunning women.

	 

	“You look incredible!” I said, leading her to the full length mirror hung on the bathroom door.

	 

	She preened and studied the image of herself. Moving around a little to examine herself in motion and at different angles.  She was excited about what was to come and that took some of my regret away.  This girl was a player and to hold her back and tie her to me would be selfish.  Better to move on to the next conquest and let pretty Paige fly with someone more suited to her unique needs.

	 

	Then I moved up behind her and draped a gold colored, full length cape around her shoulders with deep red accents.  It had a hood, but I left it down.  

	 

	Paige squealed with delight.  “Oh my God! Thank you” she said, patting my hand that was still on her shoulder.

	 

	“When you drop this cape tonight, you will be the center of attention.  Every eye will be on you and your breath taking beauty.  The women will be envious.  The men will have rock hard cocks, each throbbing for a taste of you” I declared.

	 

	There was a wild look in her eyes.  She was just beginning to realize that her life was going to change.  That a world she had lost was going to reclaim her.  Paige was going home.

	 

	I looked at my watch.  We were going to be right on time.  These things usually start late, but last until the grey light of dawn.

	 

	 

	*****

	 

	 

	This book in continued in ‘Taking the Supper Club Wives #4-Sarah’ 

	 

	Paige’s adventures at the Bondage Club are chronicled in a separate work ‘Dominating Paige’.  Check for a release date.

	 

	If you like my story, please give me a review at AMAZON.COM

	Sign up for our mailing list.  Never miss a new release notice.  Save on future books Johnson.Stiff@NightTablePress.com

	 

	Visit the Johnson Stiff author’s page at http://amazon.com/author/johnsonstiff

	
Other books 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)

	Taking the Supper Club Wives #1 – Beth, Business Sex

	Taking the Supper Club Wives #2 – Jenny, Networking Sex

	Taking the Supper Club Wives #3 – Page, Submissive Sex (this book)

	Taking the Supper Club Wives #4 – Sarah, Sex Lessons

	Taking the Supper Club Wives #5 – Cheryl, Fantasy Sex

	Taking the Supper Club Wives #6 – Monica, Sneaky Sex

	Taking the Supper Club Wives #7 – Trudy, Revenge Sex

	 

	Snowbound with Two MILFs (Supper Club Wives Sequel)   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.      

	

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?  

	 

	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 blonde 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.

	
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.  

	
Coaching Casey   Casey Stokes was a late bloomer and as she turned eighteen she transformed from a geeky, gawky teenager into a beautiful, sexy swan.  Dan was her employer, her friend and a much older man.  Casey and Dan talked about everything: art, history, philosophy, music, science, computers.  But when the conversation turned to sex, a subject in which Casey was completely void of experience and perspective, things began to get out of hand.

	Casey had never even kissed a boy.  She ached to be a player and her new wardrobe of short skirts and revealing tops were getting her a lot of attention.  But what Casey desperately needed was guidance and practice on carnal matters.  Who better to mentor her in the art of love and love making than her trusted friend Dan. 

	This is a quick, sexy read about loss of innocence and sexual exploration.  Enjoy. 

	
Forgotten Desire   Angela is a busty blond MILF.  She has been a perfect wife and mother for more than ten years, but when she finds herself surrounded by an assortment of studly, young construction workers remodeling her pool area, she can’t resist greeting her guests in her skimpiest bikini.

	A little harmless exhibitionism to spice up her dull suburban existence quickly turns a bit more carnal and who better to join the fun than her BFL from her wild college days.  As the girls progress from gratuitous flashes of womanly flesh to playful touchy feely, forgotten desires boil up and their games quickly become a full contact sport with everyone joining the party. 

	This is an adult read with graphic depictions of numerous sex acts, including sex with multiple partners. 

	
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.

	
 

	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.

	 

	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. 

	 

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