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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 five.

	 


Taking Cheryl - Supper Club Wife #5

	 

	It was Saturday night and Supper Club night and the ladies were looking especially fetching.  Of course I might be a little biased, since I had fucked half of them.  I am not a typical yuppie.  Four months previous I had decided that the only way to keep my sanity at these little soirees was to sample all the wives.  I had four under my belt, plus my own wife of course.  Two had left the group.  I had three to go and one of them was a real prize.

	 

	I was watching my next potential conquest, but trying not to be too obvious.  Cheryl was a fetching beauty with light brown hair and a lithe figure to die for.  She was tall, but with a slight build and sported a set of double D tits.  She moved with the grace of a gazelle and her legs were starlet quality.  A pretty, but not beautiful, face and deep brown eyes topped off the package.  If she could not raise your dick, you were dead.

	 

	Beth had been my first conquest.  I thought she would be an easy mark and boy did I get more than I bargained for.  I tricked her into a compromising situation and parlayed that into a few days of sex games before we humped like long lost lovers.  She turned out to be a real player and we struck up a good friendship that included fuck buddy status.

	 

	Beth looked especially fetching tonight as she approached where I was standing.  Her slender frame glided across the room.  She was not very pretty, but terribly sensual.  She just oozed sex appeal and had an ass guaranteed to stop traffic.  Tonight she was braless in a semi-sheer top and a short skirt.  She leaned against the wall next to me and folded her arms over her chest.

	 

	“You look especially fetching tonight” I observed.

	 

	“You like this short skirt” she asked.

	 

	“It will give me wet dreams” I replied “and so will that top.”

	 

	“I think that is a complement” she quipped.

	 

	“It is.  I did not see a panty line.  Are you going natural tonight?” I asked.

	 

	“Meet me in the upstairs bathroom in ten minutes and you can find out find out.  I need to get fucked.” Beth gave me a smoldering look.

	 

	 “Jesus, are you serious. That’s kind of risky” I said.

	 

	“Don’t tell me the great Lance Howard is afraid of getting caught in someone else’s saddle” she taunted.  

	 

	She gave me a few minute to consider and then said “Don’t look so serious. I am just teasing. Bet I Made you hard, didn’t I?”

	 

	“You made me hard just walking toward me” I replied.

	 

	“Who’s your next conquest?” she asked.

	 

	“I have decided to take Sarah off the list” I said.

	 

	“Oh!  Is that because you are not going to seduce her, or because you already did and you don’t want me to know about it?” she asked.

	 

	“What kind of logic is that?” I replied

	 

	“My husband is buddies with Sarah’s husband.  The way Larry tells it his sex life suddenly caught on fire.  He says he and Sarah found their groove and have been fucking like newlyweds for three weeks.” She declared.

	 

	“So?” I asked.

	 

	“So, I find the timing interesting.  I think someone with a hot cock melted the ice princess” she postulated.  “I think you dipped your wick into little Sarah and fired her up and then she went home and taught mild mannered Larry a bunch of new tricks.”

	 

	“That is quite a theory.  You must think you are pretty smart.” I asked.

	 

	“Smart than the average bear” she answered.

	 

	“I am not confirming it, but keep your mouth shut, please!  Larry and Sarah are nice people” I said.

	 

	“Mum’s the word as long as you fuck me every once in a while.” Beth teased.  You keep your cock hot and I’ll keep my mouth shut, that is when it’s not sucking you off”.

	 

	“Cute”

	 

	“If I were you, I’d go after Cheryl next.  I have it on good authority that John is not exactly ringing her chimes.  Of course, I am a woman and I think with my brain and not my dick” Beth assured.

	 

	“Thanks I will keep that in mind” I replied.

	 

	I watched Beth walk away, my eyes bored into her perfect ass.  Later that evening we passed in the hallway and she rubbed herself against me just a little and let her hand linger on my crotch.  Still later in the evening, after dinner, she positioned herself to throw me a shot.  No panties.  Beth loved to tease.

	 

	……………………………………………

	 

	A few days later, I pulled up in front of John and Cheryl's house in a huge Kenmore truck and left the diesel engine rumbling.  I jumped out and rang the bell.  One night at a bridge party I overheard Cheryl telling the girls at her table about her fetish for big trucks.  About a year later the subject of trucks came up at Supper Club and I could see the excitement in Cheryl’s eyes.  It was almost sexual.  That is when I decided to borrow a truck and take her for a ride, just to see what would happen.  

	 

	Cheryl came to the door in a cotton summer dress and greeted me with a smile.   

	 

	“Hi Lance, John's not here.”  She was peering around me.  Looking at the truck.

	 

	“That's ok.  I came to see you” I said.

	 

	“Me?”

	 

	“I told you I would give you a ride in a big truck.  Well here it is.”  I turned and pointed.

	 

	“My god.   That's yours?” she gasp, slapping her hand to her chest in surprise.  I wanted to be that hand.

	 

	“Well I borrowed it, but do you want your ride?  I promised you one at Supper Club last Saturday.” I declared.

	 

	She looked puzzled for a moment.  Then blurted “I thought you were just teasing me.”

	 

	“Oh my god.  Yes.  I was just on my way out to the store, but it can wait.”

	 

	She had on a cotton wrap around dress that displayed her classic hour glass figure.  Huge tits, thin waist and flared hips capped off with a lovely face and long flowing light brown hair.  Cheryl was a first class cock throbber.

	 

	I pointed to her legs and said” better loose the nylons if you care about them.   It’s not a car.  There are plenty of things in the cab that will snag them.”

	 

	She thought for a micro second, then said “Don't look”.  Yea right!

	 

	She hiked up her dress and skinned her panty hose right off.  She grabbed my shoulder to stabilize herself as she briefly stood on one foot.  God she had dynamite thighs and as she bent over to pull the panty hose off of her toes the flap on her dress fell away and I stared at a perfect pair of tits encased in a French lace bra. Her areola was clearly visible through the sheer fabric and she had thumb sized nipples.  My cock was ready and was begging me not to screw this up. 

	 

	She left her panty hose on the hall floor and locked her front door as we headed toward the truck.

	 

	We crossed to the passenger side and I reach up and opened the door.

	 

	“Oh my God.  Oh my God” she squealed.  She was jumping a little on her toes. Her excitement apparent and clapped her hands together.  Her jugs bounced with every move and I was in lust.

	 

	“Do you need help getting up there?” I asked.  The seat was a considerable distance off the ground.

	 

	“Just hold my hand and catch me if I fall” she giggled.  My fantasies ran wild.  If she fell, maybe I could catch her by the tit.

	 

	The first step was a giant one and her cotton dress slid up to expose almost all of her creamy white thigh.  With one leg high on the truck step, she grabbed my hand and launched off with her other foot and I went from obsessing over her flawless thigh to literally having my head directly under her dress.  Her panties were white silk lace and very sheer.   My lips were only a foot or so from one of the sweetest bits of cooze I had ever seen.

	 

	I got only a quick peek at her feminine wears, before she popped onto the seat and I closed the door.  As I crossed to the driver’s side the sight picture of her silk covered cunt nestled between those slender legs filled me with an overwhelming sexual yearning.

	 

	I climbed into the cab and gave her a smile.  She squealed.  Her dress was hiked up a little showing quite a bit of thigh. She twisted to partially face me and even more leg came into view.  She did not seem to care about what she was displaying, I tried not to stare.  The last thing I wanted was for her to become self-conscious and pull her dress down.

	 

	I slid the truck out of neural and hit the pedal. The big diesel roared and we were rolling.  

	 

	She threw herself against the seat and screamed “This is wild. Can we go on the freeway?”

	 

	“Of course” I said, shifting to get out of the subdivision and headed for I-80.

	 

	“John's great, but he would never do something like this.   There is no adventure in him” she noted.

	 

	“Do you want to shift?” I asked.

	 

	“Really?”  

	 

	Scoot a little closer and put your hand on the shift knob.   She giggled and moved next to me.  Then grabbed the shift knob and rubbed it with her palm like it was the head of a cock.  At least that is the first thing I thought of as she nervously worried the steel ball of the gear shift. 

	 

	I put my hand over hers in a firm grasp.  “OK.  Ready?  Just follow my lead” I instructed.

	 

	I clutched and jammed into the next higher gear.  

	 

	“Ok again.  Ready?” I shifted.

	 

	“God I can feel the transmission or whatever.  That is so cool” she giggled.  “There is something about trucks that has always excited me.  I think it is their awesome power.”

	 

	I let her shift continuously and finally I let her do it on her own.  We were out of the neighborhood now and turning onto the freeway ramp.  

	 

	“Get ready now I have to merge” I said, clutching and shifting. 

	 

	“That was smooth” she complimented.

	 

	We were cruising at seventy miles an hour.  “This is so cool.  It turns me on a bit” she blurted, then turned a little red.  “You’re not trying to seduce me are you Lance?  I have heard a lot of stories about you” she asked.

	 

	I turned on the CB and the trucker talk filled the cabin.

	 

	She squealed in delight.

	 

	“Want to talk?”  I handed her the CB.

	 

	“You will need a handle” I said.

	 

	“Like what?” she queried. Squirming in her seat.

	 

	“Whatever you want.  Something with a sexual connotation to it” I suggested.  

	 

	“Such as?” 

	 

	“I don't know it’s your handle. Something shocking.  No one is ever going to know it was you.  Sweet stuff, or honey pot or double D.”

	 

	“Lance, you are terrible.  I could not call myself those things.”

	 

	“I guess double D is not that bad.  Probably excite someone Huh?”

	 

	“I think it’s perfect.” I agreed.

	 

	“Hi all you trucker guys this is Double D comin attacha, over” she clicked off the mike.

	 

	With her sweet voice and that handle the airways burst with chatter.

	
“Who was that?”

	 

	“Anybody ever heard of a Double D on this route?”

	 

	“Double D, this is High Rider.  What’s your 1040. Comeback Hon.”

	 

	She held the handle and asked. “What's he want?”

	 

	“He wants to know where you are?” I said.

	 

	“I can't tell him that” she declared.

	 

	“I would not advise it” I answered.

	 

	“Tell’em your going south on the 5 and has he seen any smokies, come back” I offered.

	 

	Cheryl squawked it out like a pro and waited.

	 

	Some other guy blurted “Double D I'm south on 5 and it is clear sailing.  You a driver or are you service personnel.  Either way I'd like to meet up.”

	 

	Cheryl looked at me puzzled.  

	 

	“He thinks you might be for sale, you know, by the hour” I winked at her.

	 

	“That depends on what your haulin” she giggled and blushed.

	 

	“I'm hallin plenty Darlin and I'm rarin to go” came the response.

	 

	Another voice cut in.  “Don't believe him Double D.  Down on the southern route the girls call him shorty and he’s six foot two.”

	 

	“Sorry guys, I got a man sitting next to me with a full load” Cheryl quipped.

	 

	“Well if he drops it too soon, you get back on the box Sweet Thing.”

	 

	“I reached up and turned off the CD.”

	 

	“That was fun” she giggled.

	 

	“How do you know I have a full load?” I asked.

	 

	“Behave yourself Lance” she teased.

	 

	“This is a lot bumpier than I imagined” she observed.

	 

	“That’s because we are bobtailing it” I said.

	 

	“What’s that mean?”

	 

	“We don’t have a load.  These truck springs are made to bounce significant weight.  We are running light.  If we had a trailer holding us down, it would be a lot smoother” I said.

	 

	“How do you know so much about it?” she asked.

	 

	“I drove trucks like this through the mountains of Viet Nam” I replied.

	 

	“I didn’t know that” she answered.  “So you were a real trucker?”

	 

	“For a while” I answered. 

	 

	“I thought you were a soldier” she said.

	 

	“I was both.  I drove convoy and later I escorted them in a weapons truck” I replied.

	 

	“You were the only one from our group that went.  All the other husbands joined the reserve.  We worried about you.  I am glad you got home safe.”

	 

	“Me too” I answered. 
 

	Cheryl moved just a little closer toward me.
  

	I took the next off ramp and headed into an unpopulated area.

	 

	“Where we going?”

	 

	“There is a new subdivision up here.  They've finished the streets and underground work, but have not started on any of the houses.  I thought you might like to drive.”

	 

	“Drive.  Really” she hugged my arm, which brought her even closer.  She let go of my arm, but stayed close enough that our bodies touched.

	 

	I pulled in and rolled to a stop.  There was no one around.  Just a bunch of streets waiting for houses and people.  I pushed the seat as far back as I could.  My feet could barely touch the pedals.

	 

	“You’re going to have to come over here and squeeze in between me and the steering wheel” I said.  “I’ll need to be able to grab the wheel and the petals if necessary.”  

	 

	She swung her leg over and slid down my body to position herself at the wheel.  Her butt was tight against my cheek, then stomach, then groin as she wiggled in.  My cock was rock hard standing straight up and flat against my stomach.  It rested between her butt cheeks.  There was no way she could not feel it, but she gave no sign that she knew it was there or that I was aroused.

	 

	I put my arms around her and placed my hands over hers   One on the steering wheel and one on the shift knob.   It was impossible not to brush her tits as we moved our hands to drive.  Cheryl's dress had ridden up and her thighs were almost completely exposed.  I had worn a pair of jean shorts and our bare legs were in constant contact. 

	 

	“Ready?  Just give it a little gas and let out the clutch” I urged.  

	 

	The truck jerked and we jammed into one another. She giggled and I laughed.   

	 I stretched my leg to depress the clutch and worked my cock deeper between her ass crack.  

	 

	“Let's try it again.  I'll help you.”

	 

	We spent the next ten minutes practicing driving the truck slowly.  Moving it from a standing start into first and then second gear.  Our bodies were tight against one another and her smell was driving me nuts.  Our arms and legs moved as one; my arms and hands continuously brushed those magnificent mamaries of hers.  

	 

	I don't know whether she did not notice the sexual aspects of our little ride or did not care.  Either way my hormones were screaming.  She was soft and warm and womanly and smelled like a spring day.  It was all I could do not to grab her tits and dry fuck her ass.

	 

	She had gotten pretty good in a short time and before long she was going through three gears.  The streets were too curvy to go above third.  Every time she clutched or hit the gas her butt muscles moved against my cock, giving it a bit of a massage.  By know she was driving and shifting on her own and my hands were resting on her bare thighs just an inch or so from her sweet, sweet treasure.  I could have reached out with one finger and stroked the lips of her cunt.

	 

	“You really should not have your hands there.  Not that they don't feel great.  But I don't think John would understand” she noted.

	 

	“Then don't tell him” I said. 

	 

	“You can bet on that” she answered.

	 

	“You have such incredible legs” I said.  Instead of just resting my hands I began to move them tenderly, but firmly.  I pushed them further around her leg.  I stayed the same distance from her crotch, but pressed more thigh into my palms.

	 

	“Lance, we can't do this.  You have me so excited I can't think” said Cheryl.

	 

	She hit the brake a little too hard and her body shot forward and I literally caught her by her cunt. The hand that had been on her right thigh, now had a firm grasp on her crotch and her silk panties were soaking wet. Immediately I moved my fingers, massaging her cunt lips and feeling her on down toward her ass.  

	 

	“Oh God, that feels so good.  We can't   Please” she begged in what I took to be a token protest, because her body was saying something quite different.  

	 

	Her cunt was wet and moist and inviting.  I slid my hand between the leg band of her panties and rubbed her bare labia and teased her opening.   “Oh Lance.  That feels incredible” she moaned. 

	 

	Cheryl leaned back against me with her whole body and I pushed four fingers into her snatch.  I pressed them together and used them as a dildo as I finger fucked her.

	 

	She lost all pretext of protest and met my trusts with a pelvic action of her own.  She twitched and moaned.  “Oh God you feel good. I always knew you would feel good” she whimpered.

	 

	I slid my other hand over her right breast and massaged it with my palm.  It overflowed my hand.  I thought my cock would explode just from the feel of that soft, warm double D.   Her nipples were like bullets and I teased one between my fingers.   She put her hand over mine and rubbed my hand hard into her breast, moaning constantly.  

	 

	Her cunt was riding my hand furiously and I dropped my boob hand down to find her clit.  She stiffened and threw her ass around when I found her sweet spot.  It took me a few trys to get it right.  I rubbed her up and down, then back and forth, then tried applying pressure and shaking it.  That's when she really soared to the next level.

	 

	Her hand snaked around behind her and felt for my cock.   Her fingers were insistent.  Rubbing me urgently; clawing at my zipper.   Somehow, she managed to pull out my cock.  She ran the tips of her fingers over the head and worked it with her finger tips, before putting her whole hand around it and pumping my shaft up and down.  “Oh God!  That's a nice cock” she moaned.  Then pushed her hand deeper, searching for my balls. 

	 

	She was thrusting her pelvis furiously and humping my hand like she needed a fix.  Her body was arched against me and her head was nestled against my shoulder, her lips sucking my neck.  I moved my lips toward hers and she met my tongue with hers.  She moaned softly and sucked on my tongue like it was a cock.  I held her there fucking her cunt with my fingers and twitching her clit as rapidly as I could, while she moaned and clung to my tongue and stroked my cock behind her back.

	 

	Oh God!  Oh God, I'm going to cum.  Oh God AAAAAAAAAAAAA” she screamed.    

	 

	She gyrated and twisted and collapsed against the steering wheel.  Panting and whimpering.  

	 

	I was afraid it was over.  Afraid that after her release she would regain her good sense and want to head for home.  Before she had a chance to think, I pushed my hand back into her seeping pussy. It was still pulsing.  She placed her hand over mine and I felt a little pressure against it. Oh God, Lance I am so wet.  I can't stand anymore” she gasped.

	 

	My cock was still rock hard and I lifted her ass a little, slid my hips forward and dropped her ass back down.  My cock went straight in.  

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” she moaned.

	 

	“Oh God Lance, that was naughty.”  She flexed her ass and squeezed her cunt walls around my rod.   “You're in so deep” she moaned.  “I wasn’t going to let this happen.  Oh God.  You feel amazing you bastard” she moaned.  

	 

	I started a thrusting movement with my hips and grabbed one breast in each hand.  I pulled her body back into mine and pumped as hard as I could given the tight spot we were sharing.  Almost immediately she helped by planting her feet on the floor boards and working her ass up and down in rhythm to meet my strokes.

	 

	I took my time.  I wanted to prolong this.  Her vagina was like liquid velvet.  Warm and tight, with just the right pressure on my cock.  Her cunt walls pulsed with each stroke and her giant breasts swelled in each hand as they bounced to our thrusts.  

	 

	I was in sex heaven and could have ridden her forever, or at least until one of us died.  I slip one hand down to her clit and went to work.  She moved even faster and exploded.  

	 

	“AAAAAAAAAAAAA  Oh God, Oh Jesus.”  She pitched forward, resting against the steering wheel moaning softly.

	 

	I kept pumping, taking as long a stroke as I could.  I worked her clit again.  She tried to bat my hand away, but I guided her fingers to her magic spot and kept my hand over hers as we both brought her off again.

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh”  

	 

	That climax was not as big as the first two, but it wasn't minor

	 

	She was laying against the steering wheel, her body limp.  I kept pumping, using her body as an orifice for my cock.  She was not helping much.  Just hanging on while I rode her.

	 

	“I'm cuming Cheryl   I am going to cum” I groaned.  

	 

	She stirred at those words and started to grinder her hips.  “Oh God.  Cum for me Lance.  Please cum for me.  Fill me with that big cock and all your sperm.”  She ground faster and faster and I heaved upward with my hips, trying to straighten my legs in that cab.  I grabbed her tits again.  I was clinging to her body and jamming my cock up her cunt with as much force as I could muster.

	 

	Cheryl was trying to help and pumping her ass like a crazy woman.  She reached her hand down and stroked her clit.  

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” I pushed her tight against the steering wheel and held her there as I shot load after load up her sweet, sweet cunt.

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh” she came again, when she felt my hot jizz spurting up inside her.

	 

	Cheryl rocked back and forth, closing her legs as close together as possible. It made her cunt much tighter. “Oh God.  Holly Christ.  Jeeze that felt good.  I have not cum like that in a long time” she whispered between gasps for air.

	 

	“We should not have done this Lance.  You fucked me bare and shot your stuff all up inside.  God, how did this happen?” she cried out.

	 

	“It happened because you needed it and wanted it” I answered.

	 

	“That does not make it right.  I can't just fuck someone because it feels good.  I'm married and so are you. To my sorority sister” she declared.  As if that was sacred ground.  If I had a nickel for every fraternity guy who has nailed two sorority sisters, I would control the world’s money supply my next Christmas.    

	 

	She crawled off of me and laid on the bench seat next to me.  Her legs were apart and her dress was still up around her waist.  Her pussy glistened with our moistures and her cunt lips pulsed as they oozed white sperm down her leg.

	 

	I reached my hand down and ran my fingers lightly over her wet opening.

	 

	Cheryl covered my hand with hers, but did not push me away.

	 

	“Easy baby. It’s really sensitive.  I'll kick one of these doors off” she cautioned. 

	 

	She guided my hand up and down her cunt lips slowly, tenderly with the slightest of pressure.  “Oh God you feel good.  We shouldn’t have done this.  I should not have done this.  This is fantasy stuff.  Private stuff that you would never really do.  Except you.  You’re not like the rest of us.  The rest of us do this kind of thing in our heads and no one ever knows about it.  Not even our spouses or our closest friends.  But you actually act on your fantasies don't you?  Or make them come true for some bored house wife.”

	 

	She pushed my fingers into her wet gates as little more firmly.  

	 

	“I want your cock again so bad, but I should go home” she declared.

	 

	“I have never heard you use this kind of language.  Even when everyone else is cutting loose, you are always so poised” I observed.

	 

	“Well you've never tricked me into fucking you before and then watched while I guided your hand along my lady parts” she quipped.  

	 

	I smiled, “Point taken”.

	 

	“I should be pissed about this.  If I had not come five or six times I probably would be.  Part of me wants you to take me home.  Another part figures, why cut it short?  I might as well enjoy the rest.  I can't get in any deeper.  I haven't put my mouth on your dick yet, I suppose that must count for something” she speculated.

	 

	“I can't believe I am laying here with my legs open and my snatch full of your cum, having a conversation.  I would not even do this with my husband” she declared.

	 

	“I am a lover, not a husband” I said.

	 

	“I suppose you are” she agreed.  “Does that add me to a long list?”

	 

	I wanted to lean down and pressed my mouth over her cunt and lick and suck her clit until she came a few more times, but I just sat there.  I wanted her desperately, but the next decision had to be hers.

	 

	“You were in me so deep.  I can still feel you a little.  Your bigger than John.  Not really bigger, but longer.  John's is kind of short.”  

	 

	“Mine's not that special hon.  High side of normal is all” I assured. 

	 

	“Well in was high enough for me.  You just kept ramming me with it.  I thought you would never cum.  I'd cum and you'd keep pumping, I'd cum again and you'd keep pumping.  I thought it was going to go on forever.  I had visions of our spouses finding us stuck together in this cab because we couldn't stop humping each other” she exclaimed. 

	 

	I wondered if she was this chatty every time she got laid.

	 

	"Lance this can't ever happen again.  I love my husband and I can't handle an affair.  I don't think I'm built that way.”

	 

	“I know you are not.  I just hope you can put this behind you as a nice interlude and not feel guilty out it” I said. 

	 

	“I won't feel guilty, but I won't tell him.  I caught him with a student last year.  I think that was the only time and I don't think he'll do it again.  But I figure I got a freebee coming” Cheryl postulated.

	 

	“Don't these things have like a real bedroom in them?” she asked in a surprising change of subject.

	 

	“Yeh, right behind this seat there is a mini cabin, like in a motor home” I answered.

	 

	“You mean with a bed and everything?” her eyes flashed.  “Part of me wants you to take me in there and do me again, but I'm really hungry.”

	 

	“Why don't we find a truck stop and get lunch, we can explore the cabin after” I suggested.

	 

	“What if I chicken out?” she asked.

	 

	“Then we will have had a nice adventure” I answered.

	 

	She shifted her butt and spread her legs wider and pulled on my arms. “First make me cum with your mouth.  I don't want to miss that if I chicken out” she announced.  She touched her tongue to her lips teasingly.

	 

	“I had a fantasy about you and your oral skills were prominent” she admitted.

	 

	“I will try not to disappoint” I said, dropping my head between her legs and licking the length of her cum soaked cunt.

	 

	She leaned up against the door with her legs spread wide and I put my mouth to work.  I used every trick I knew from fingers to tongue and they must have worked because she was pumping pussy juice like a leaky blender. 

	 

	I loved her silky thighs and spent a lot of time teasing and kissing her soft inner flesh.  I cupped her smooth butt and pressed her cunt to my mouth.  I could feel her ass cheeks flex when she came and it urged me on. I drove my tongue in as deep as possible and swirled it around until she arched and pushed her mound hard against me.  I shifted to her clit and tongued and teased her bud as I worked her snatch with my fingers.  She moaned and whimpered continuously and she came a half dozen times each one accompanied by a string of expletives.  

	 

	Finally, she pushed me away and folded her legs up under her “Sorry Hon, I can’t stand it anymore.  God you have a magic tongue” she declared.

	………………………………………………………..

	 

	The truck stop was not far and every eye turned when Cheryl walked through the room.  We found a booth and sat opposite one another.  It was a typical trucker joint.  The juke box was playing a western favorite and rugged looking guys were chowing down. 

	 

	“What’s good?” she asked.

	 

	“I’m going to have a trucker special” I said, “Chicken fried steak and has browns.”

	 

	“I’m going to get a greasy hamburger and fries.  When in Rome” she said.

	 

	I felt a foot press against my crotch and her toes stroking my dick.  They were warm and I got hard quickly.

	 

	“Save that” she declared as she winked.

	 

	Cheryl leaned forward “I just realized I left my panties in the truck” she whispered as she giggled.

	 

	 “I wonder if High Rider is in here” Cheryl asked, looking around.

	 

	“Don't know, but I bet if I yelled out Double D, we'd stir up some action” I teased.

	 

	“More action than I can handle, please don't” she quipped.

	 

	“So where you right?” I asked.

	 

	“About what?” she asked.

	 

	“About the full load” I replied.

	 

	“Lance!  You so are bad” she giggled and turned a little reddish.

	 

	“Well” I asked.

	 

	“Yes I was right.  Happy now?” she put her hand over mine and looked me in the eye.  “You were fantastic” she said as my cock stiffened.

	 

	………………………………………………………………

	 

	After lunch we walked through the maze of big rigs parked around the building.  Many of the engines were still running and Cheryl seemed to revel in the sound.  I had kept my distance in the restaurant, just in case anyone we knew saw us, but out here between the rigs, I put my arm around her waist and she melted into me.

	 

	“I really should go straight home” she said as we returned to our bobtail.

	 

	“You should at least get a peek at the living quarters.  You want your tour to be complete” I offered.

	 

	“One quick look. No funny business.  Promise?” she asked.

	 

	“Of course” I agreed.

	 

	I opened the compartment door and Cheryl climbed in.  I had a perfect rear view of her snatch and those incredible thighs as she rose directly above me and crawled into the cubicle.

	 

	I was right behind her and she was still on her knees with her ass to me when I closed the door behind us. Her dress had fallen back down over her butt and I slid my hand up between her legs and rubbed her pussy.  Her moisture flowed.

	 

	“Oh no, we can’t.  You promised” she complained as she shoved her cunt into my hand.  

	 

	I flipped her dress up over her waist and proceeded to fuck her with my hand.  She was on all fours, with her long hairs cascading down.  It was like a scene from a porn movie and she was acting every bit the star.  

	 

	I was thrusting my fingers into her and she was jamming her ass back against my hand and moaning with every stroke. “Oh God, Oh God, Oh God!”

	 

	I reached around and pulled the sash at the front of her dress and it fell open.  I grabbed a handful of tit and rolled that magnificent breast in my palm.  Still pumping her cunt furiously with my whole hand, I leaned forward and kissed her neck. She craned around and gave me a very wet kiss, our tongues wrapped around one another and at the end she was sucking on my tongue. 

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhh” Cheryl came and a lot more moisture flowed over my hand.  I thought for a moment she had squirted.

	 

	She was down on her elbows and breathing deeply.  My hand was still moving gently in and out and she was still responding.

	 

	“I want your cock inside me.  Fuck me Lance.  Please fuck me hard” she gasped between breaths.

	 

	I was ready for that and already had my dick out. I had also slipped on a cock ring to enhance my staying power.  I wiggled my cock head over her opening and gave a powerful flex with my hips.  It rammed all the way in and she gasp “Oh God.  Fuck me; Fuck me.”

	 

	I pounded her furiously and she flung herself back against me. I grabbed her hips and pulled her tight and pummeled her butt with a ferocity that surprised me.  This girl had really turned me on.

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh” then she came her big one, her cunt clamped around my cock in spasms.  It was as if she had tiny fingers up her snatch and they were all squeezing my cock at the same time, all up and down its length.  It was too much to stand and my hot sperm shot up her channel in several powerful spurts.

	 

	“Oh God I can feel your cum.  It makes my pussy clinch.  God you have a full load” then she giggled and I did too.

	 

	I flipped her over and popped the latch on her bra and freed her tits.  I pulled her legs apart and was ready to fuck her again, when she grabbed my cock.

	 

	“Not until I suck on it” she declared.

	 

	Cheryl was a pro and her mouth was as soft and warm as her cunt. She sucked me for a few moments trying to draw out another orgasm, but the cock ring was doing its job and I got rock hard, but no explosions.

	 

	I put my hand on the back of her head and guided her mouth over my dick a number of times, then grabbed her by the hair gently and pulled her in for a deep wet kiss.

	 

	“I want a titty fuck” I demanded.

	 

	“You men are all alike” she replied.  “Everyone wants to bang Cheryl’s boobs.  Sure, why not.  It’s kind of my specialty.”

	 

	“You mean other than John” I asked.

	 

	“Oh yeah” she replied.

	 

	I bet there is a story there I thought, but I was not dumb enough to distract her.  She was hot; I was hard; her mouth was willing and her tits were waiting. She shed her dress and bra and leaned back on the mattress.  I straddled her and lay my cock between her those magnificent breasts, her nipples looked like they would burst.  She squeezed her tits together and I started to rub my cock between them. 

	 

	As I got going she pushed her breasts tighter against my cock and pulled them forward.  The motion brought my cock within reach of her lips and the head of my cock popped in and out of her mouth on each upstroke.  Her tits were pressing gently along the length of my shaft and the head was treated to a warm soft sucking and the flick of a tongue.  Despite the cock ring, I could hardly hold it.  I wanted so badly to ram my dick down her throat and let her finish me off, but I was almost out of bullets and I wanted to feel that warm sweet cunt squeeze around my dick one more time. 

	 

	I wanted to finish this proper.  I wanted Cheryl to go home dreaming about getting fucked by my dick and wanting more.  I wanted a call next week or a wink next month letting me know she needed her cunt stuffed.  So I pulled out and leaned down to kiss her.

	 

	She responded with her whole body and I shoved my hand between her legs and fingered her cunt.  She grabbed my cock and pulled it toward her opening.  

	 

	“Fuck me” she demanded as I moved between her legs.  She arched and I stuck a pillow under her ass and then went in even deeper than I had before.  She exploded with lust.

	 

	“Oh God, Fuck me Lance. Fuck me, Fuck me, Fuck me, Fuck me hard, harder, harder harder. Oh God, your cock is in so deep.  Harder, Harder, Harder.  Fuck me, Fuck me, Fuck me” she yelled shaking her head violently from side to side as she dug her nails into my back and ass.  “Deeper, Deeper, Oh God, I can't get enough.  Fuck me harder.  Fill me up” she demanded, clasping my body to hers and throwing her cunt violently at my cock.

	 

	I had one of her legs high in the air touching her shoulder and locked between us.   Her cunt was as wide open as it could get and I was ramming my cock into with all the strength I had.  My right hand was fondling her breasts, squeezing and teasing her large nipples.  

	 

	We were both lost in a sexual frenzy.  I had seldom been that turned on and I think it was new to her too. Otherwise her husband would be dead.  We fucked like that for a long time.  We were both exhausted and pouring with sweat, but we just kept fucking.  I don’t know how many times she came, but each time she got right back into the groove and continued moaning and shouting for me to “fuck her harder.” 

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” I came deep inside her.  Arching, pulling her groin into mine.  I held her tight, my cock twitching as it shot hot cum up against her cunt walls.

	 

	“Oh God, Oh God I can't take it.  I'm not used to this” she whimpered.  Her cunt lips clamping and squeezing my cock, as if to milk the last bits of sperm. 

	 

	We both collapsed.  

	 

	“Now you have to take me home.  I can't walk.  We have to get there before John; I can't go home like this.  He'll know I've been fucking.  God, I smell like sex; I reek of it.  I have to get there first and clean up.  Please Lance” she begged.

	 

	We piled into the cab and I started the engine.  

	 

	“Pull yourself together Doll, we’re on our way” I assured her. 

	 

	I was barreling down 80 as fast as I dared and the bobtail was bouncing like a cork in the surf.  Cheryl was putting herself back together and every once in a while I stole a glance at her beauty.  

	 

	We were half-way home when I picked up the CB.  “Hey guys, I just spent the afternoon in the rack with Double D and she was incredible.  You guys don’t know what you are missing” I announced.

	 

	“Lance” she shouted.  “How could you” she demanded.

	 

	“Don’t panic” I laughed.  “No one knows who we are and you were incredible” I responded.

	 

	“Oh Yeah” she giggled.  “Thanks!  So were you.”  

	 

	“Heh who was that” squawked the CB.

	 

	“I want to hear more about Double D.  You can’t just tease us like that man.”

	 

	I grabbed the microphone and looked at Cheryl.  She nodded.

	 

	“Tall with light, brown hair half way down her back.  A slim figure and elegant legs.  Long, slender legs to die for.  The face of a starlet and the heart of a whore.  Her snatch felt like liquid velvet and her mouth was like summer rain.  She rode me till I dropped guys.  I’ll never be the same again.  It’s going to take me a month recover.”

	 

	“Jesus man.” Someone squawked.

	 

	“I love you Double D” came another.

	 

	“Take care of her man. She’s real special” squawked another.

	 

	“Thanks guys” announced Cheryl and switched off the unit.

	 

	I made record time to Cheryl's.  The house looked quiet.  No kids, no husband.  “You better scoot, do you need any help?” I asked.

	 

	“I can make it; you stay out of site.  I'd kiss you good bye or something, but I am panicking” she called as she slid down from the cab.

	 

	“Take care Cheryl, I am glad you enjoyed today” I said.

	 

	“I did, immensely, but never again.  And don't act strange at supper club, I would not be able to handle it” she demanded.

	 

	The truck door slammed and she scurried in her front door, without even a backward glance.  I wondered if John was enjoying what he had.  I hoped he was, because Cheryl was a girl that deserved to be fucked right.   

	 

	She was definitely on my repeat list.  Somehow I knew she would be easier the second time, but I did not know at the time, just how easy.
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	Taking the Supper Club Wives (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance Howard decides he has to break out of the yuppie mold and change his life.  As a first step he decides to seduce all seven wives of in his monthly supper club.  One by one he plans their seduction and enjoys their carnal gifts.  To Lance’s surprise, some conquests are much easier than he imagined and the most difficult targets turned out to be the most willing rides.     (There are seven books in the Supper Club Wives series, issued as #1- Beth; #2-Jenny; #3- Page; #4-Sarah; #5-Cheryl; #6-Monica; #7-Trudy)

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

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

	 

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

	 

	MILFs 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.

	
Every Girl Has Her Price   Woman love men with power, money, movie killer good looks and big dicks.  Jonathan Fritz is a financial analyst with plenty of spare cash and he knows how to value a transaction.  His hobby is tempting good girls to be bad for a couple of hours.  Just long enough to spend some quality time with Jonathan and his private parts.  He does not waste his energy on romance or courting rituals.  That is not his strong suit.  Jonathan goes straight to a girl’s weakness, her need for cash.

	 

	 

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

	 

	 

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

	 

	 

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

	 

	 

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

	 

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

	 (A collaboration of Johnson Stiff and Rex Torrid.)

	 

	The above stories are either in print or coming soon.   Please check with NightTablePress.com for release dates or look them up on amazon.com.
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