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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 tricked, seduced and corrupted five of the Supper Club wives.  Two remain and these will not be easy.  Monica is his next target.  She is happily married, in love with her husband, by all appearances and has never shown the slightest interest in Lance Howard.  If she has untapped sexual needs, they are not apparent.  If she has secret fantasies, hey are unknown. She does not appear to be in need of money, attention, romance or sexual release.   

	 

	To get between Monica’s long sexy legs, Lance will have to risk it all.  His marriage, his business and his very freedom.  The game is getting dicey.    His Supper Club seductions are perhaps an obsession that has gone too far and should be ended.

	 


Supper Club Wife $6 - Monica

	 

	 

	It was a typical Supper Club evening. The girls were dressed to the nines and the guys were ignoring them.  Hot willing women running about being super domestic and these duds were talking about golf courses.  No wonder I wanted out.  

	 

	I watched the women come and go from the kitchen to the dining table.  They were chatting and laughing and were oh so sexy.  One Supper Club night, only a few months ago I had decided to sink my cock into every lovely in the room.  Right under the noses of their husbands and sorority sisters.  I had managed to bag five.  I am not talking about a quick dalliance.  Every conquest was a delight and we fucked and sucked until my dick was dry.  

	 

	There were two left and I was trying to decide my next challenge.  I don’t really enjoy mingling.  I usually pretend to be in most of the conversations between the guys, but I need to draw off and have some quick alone time at various points during the evenings.  It keeps me sane and my former fraternity brothers breathing.

	 

	I looked around the room.  Beth was standing alone and I sat down in a chair next to her.  Beth was my co-conspirator of sorts.  She was the first one seduced and surprise, surprise she turned out to be player.  In the heat of the pursuit and passion, I had confessed my goal of sampling all seven wives and she had been speculating on my progress at every Supper Club since.

	 

	“Showing a lot of thigh tonight.  They are exquisite” I said.

	 

	“I need to fuck you” she declared.

	 

	“I thought you weren't interested in an affair” I asked.

	 

	“I'm not.  I am trying to prevent one” she announced.

	 

	“I don't follow” I answered.

	 

	“There is this new guy at work.  He’s hot, super-hot, and he keeps coming on to me” she said.

	 

	“So what is the problem?”

	 

	“It’s a dangerous situation.  Work, married, repeat access, a formula for disaster” she replied.

	 

	“So you want me to stand in for him?  Do you have a mask for me?”

	 

	She giggled. “I just need some release.”

	 

	“While you are thinking about another guy?”

	 

	“What do you care, it will be hot.  I promise”

	 

	“You want him, so you decided to do me instead” I observed.

	 

	“I want you both, but you’re my friend and he's not” she corrected.

	 

	“OK!  How about a long lunch on Monday?” I asked.

	 

	“How about all afternoon on Monday” she suggested.

	 

	“The Crown Hotel at noon, I'll have a room, just come on up.”

	 

	“God thank you” she whispered.  

	 

	“So which guy in the room would you want to go to bed with” I asked.

	 

	“You mean besides you.”

	 

	“I meant besides your husband and me” I countered.

	 

	“Oh.  None of them really.  They are all typical yuppies and they lack panache.”

	 

	“That sounds kinky” I said.

	 

	“You know what I mean.”

	 

	“Yeah I do.  Kinda sad isn't it.”

	 

	“Extremely sad” she agreed.

	 

	“You are very depressing tonight; you are usually a lot more fun” I declared.

	 

	“So where is your body count?  Three?  Four?” she asked.

	 

	“Five” I said.

	 

	“Bullshit.  No way you poked five of us.”

	 

	“No five in the bag” I assured. “Four of your girlfriends danced on my dick.”

	 

	“That is not a charming phrase.  You sound like Larry the Lounge Lizard” she quipped.

	 

	“The word is that John has had the best sex of his life in recent weeks.  Cheryl has supposedly been insatiable.  I think that was the term used.”  Beth declared.

	 

	“That sounds great for John” I answered.

	 

	“That has been happening a lot at Supper Club” she commented.

	 

	“Maybe it’s the food” I observed.

	 

	She was taking a drink at the time and laughed, sending much of it up her nose.

	 

	“Did you know that Cheryl and I are especially tight” she asked.

	 

	“I knew that YOU are especially tight” I noted.

	 

	“I am her confidant, Dick Head!  It took some prying, but I eventually heard about your little adventure in the truck.”

	 

	 “Does she know about you and I?”

	 

	“No, that I keep to myself.”

	 

	“You conned her out of her nylons and then fucked her in a Mack truck.  That sounds like fun.  More fun than that tiny sport’s car you fucked me in.’

	 

	“I did not fuck you in the sports car.  You diddled yourself and I watched” I corrected.

	 

	“Oh yeah.  The truck still sounds like more fun.  A girls need to be able to stretch out and enjoy the penetration” Beth observed.

	 

	“What woman talks like that?”

	 

	“We all do.  I’m just a little freer around you” Beth assured.

	 

	“By the way, Cheryl wants a rematch.  I bet I could arrange a three some. You and I and Cheryl.  Would you like that?  Both of us sucking on your dick at the same time; our tongues intertwined.” she asked.

	 

	“Of course!”  I declared.

	 

	“Lance you are so easy.  I am teasing.  She’d never go for it, but I might.” She laughed. “So who is left? Two to go?  Monica and Trudy, I bet?” she said.

	 

	“I have never confirmed who is left” I corrected.

	 

	“I can tell by the smiles on the ones you’ve done” she quipped.

	 

	“You have a strange wit” I observed.

	 

	“Trudy will be a challenge.  Of course I was much easier than I expected.  Revenge fuck I am guessing.  She caught Jim playing around last month.  You could step in and take advantage of the timing” she advised.

	 

	“We’ll see” I said.

	 

	“Monica is not possible!  You are stuck my friend.  Might as well fuck Trudy and call the game” she exclaimed.

	 

	“You have been very closed mouth about your little adventures.  I need details.  Your sexual exploits are my only escape from suburbia” Beth added.

	 

	“I told you in the beginning, no details and no names” I answered.

	 

	“You'll tell me Monday.  I know your weak spot” she replied.

	 

	“And what is my weak spot” I asked.

	 

	“Your cock, silly boy, your cock” she giggled as she walked away giving her ass a little extra swing.

	 

	My wife Karla came out of the kitchen and crossed the room to sit next to me.

	 

	“What did you say to Beth to make her laugh so much?” Karla asked as she leaned into me, her mood suspicious.  She did not like that Beth and I had become friends.

	 

	“I just told her how I shafted one of her least favorite competitors” I replied.

	 

	“You having fun” I asked.  

	 

	“Yeah, the food looks great tonight.  Monica made a desert that looks scrumptious.” she replied

	 

	“I thought you were on a diet” I reminded.

	 

	“Supper Club is an automatic cheat day.”

	 

	“Does your butt know that?”

	 

	“What are you trying to tell me” she accused.

	 

	“Nothing your ass is fine.  I was just kidding.”

	 

	She looked around the room. “We are all starting to show a little wear.  Aren’t we?” she observed.

	 

	“Not that much.”  

	 

	“You’re a good liar” she laughed.  “That is what worries me” she added as the laughter trailed off. 

	 

	“I'm going back in the kitchen.  Go mingle! You are always standing alone.  Go talk to the guys.”

	 

	“They are comparing golf courses” I objected.

	 

	“Then go change the conversation” she suggested.

	 

	“I'll think about it” I agreed.

	 

	She walked off.  She was my friend, but not really my lover.  Something just did not click.  Her ass looked great.  Maybe second or third best in the room, but it did not make my cock hard and in the long run, that spells trouble.

	 

	I glanced across the room.  Monica was bending over the table setting down a casserole dish and fitting it into its warming holder.  She had her back to me and was leaning way over the table.  She was wearing and an elegant silk dress that fell below her knees. Monica did not display as much of her legs as the other wives.  However, the way she was leaning over pulled her dress tight across her ass and I could see where it clung to each separate ass cheek and I could see no panty lines. It was a firm, prime ass and I looked forward to giving it a much closer inspection.

	 

	I had never given Monica much attention, even though she was always around.  She dated Steve through most of college and they got married and she helped put him through law school.  She was pretty enough in her own way, but she had just never caught my fancy. She was a tall girl and very smart.  Straight A student, but not much common sense.  

	 

	In the looks department her face was a solid seven, with a mouth that was too large for her face.  Monica had a tendency to use the brighter shades of red in her lipstick selections which made her mouth even more pronounced, but very sensual.  She had soft brown eyes and light brown hair that flowed in curls to shoulder length.

	 

	Monica had long legs and a lanky body.  Her breasts were slender, but a good match to her body style.  She was a prim and modest dresser.   I can’t remember ever seeing her in a mini-skirt and when we went swimming she always wore a one piece.  Since she was always surrounded by woman sporting more skin and who were much more overtly sensual, I just never thought of Monica as a desirable sexual conquest. 

	 

	That all changed one day at a pool party.  She was across the pool from me, sitting about half way toward the deep end kicking her legs in the water. At exactly the moment I gazed in her direction, she started to get up.  She swung her legs apart and placed her right foot on the pool deck and shifted her weight in preparation to standing.  The movement stretched here suit tight across her cunt.  So tight that the material molded against her vaginal lips.  I could see every curve and crevice of her private parts and her light brown pubic hairs poked out around the hem on both sides of her suit.

	 

	As voyeur moments go, it was one of my sexiest.  Every time I think about that moment I get hard. I not only remember the site of her cunt lips camel toeing against the wet fabric of her suit, but also the soft white flesh of her inner thighs.  This woman I had ignored for years, was suddenly an object of my lust.

	 

	I watched Monica finish her task at the dinner table and walk back into the kitchen.  She had a subtle swing to her hips that made me want to bite her right on that tight butt.

	 

	Next week end I would make my move on Monica and that would be conquest number six.  The game was getting complicated and risky.  Very risky.  A head on approach to Monica was impossible.  We had very little rapport on a one-on-one basis.  Monica was a group friend, not a personal one. She had never given the slightest indication that she was interested in me as an individual.  If she projected any feelings about me at all, they were definite disapproval.  

	 

	My plan was to fuck Monica without her knowing it.  I intended to slip into bed with her in the dark and hopefully when she was a little drunk.  If she thought our encounter was just another quick romp with her husband after having a few too many at a party, then it would be a non-event for her.  If all went well, I would tap her sugar pot with no one the wiser.   However, if she discovered the ruse, she might scream her head off and I could possibly end up in jail.

	 

	Some of us were spending the next week end at my lake side cabin.  Well, it was a little more than a cabin.  Her husband Steve had to get up early Sunday morning to catch a flight.  I had arranged a legal situation out of town that only he could handle properly.  It was a four-hour drive to the airport so he would have to leave by 3 AM at the latest.  I planned to slip into their bed and take his place by 3:01, then slide my wick into sweet little Monica.  My cock twitched just thinking about it.

	……………………………………………………..

	 

	I got up at a little past two AM and pulled the main power switch to the house and then roamed the dark hallways listening for signs of anyone awake.  There were none.  I made sure the liquor had flowed liberally last night and doubled more than a few drinks.  Everyone was sleeping it off, except me.  I had switched to coke early on.

	 

	At 2:30 AM I shook Steve and told him the power was out and he was going to miss his plane.  I shined my flash light as he dressed quickly and grabbed his pre-packed bag.  I watched him go from the kitchen window and as soon as his headlights rounded the curve down at the highway, I returned to Monica’s bedroom.

	 

	I shinned the light on her bed. It was a summer night and she lay uncovered.   Her long legs were all stretched out and I took a moment to inspect their details.  They were almost flawless.  The light moved over her bare skin like a lover’s hand, pausing at her most sensual spots and my cock was raging.  

	 

	She was laying on her stomach and wore a skimpy pair of pink panties that barely covered her ass.  That was a surprise.  I half expected cotton grannies.  Instead they were brief and sheer, very sheer.  Her legs were cocked, one up, one straight and her panty covered pussy was on partial display. 

	 

	I studied her for a moment; she was the forbidden fruit.  She was such a mystery and so inscrutable with her big lips.  I never knew what she was thinking.  Maybe she was frigid or a screamer or even a dominatrix. She gave no hints.  I was rushing into unknown territory; I was literally, as well as figuratively, in the dark.   

	 

	My plan was far from fool proof.  Getting into bed with her was easy, but what would happen when I put my hand on her cooze.  I could foresee four possible contingencies.  She could be totally frigid.  She could fuck me and rollover and go back to sleep.  She could recognize that I was not her husband and scream at the top of her lungs, bringing all our other housemates, including my wife running.  Or she could tell I wasn't Steve and fuck the crap out of me anyway.

	 

	As I watched her silent slumber I realized there was a fifth possibility.  She could recognize it was not her husband, but pretend that it was.  Then she could fuck me with abandon and retain every aspect of her public innocence.  This last scenario was unsettling, because it left me unknowing in my own game.

	 

	I thought about birth control.  Why had it just occurred to me.  What else did I not think about.  I did not know anything about what they were using.  If I slipped on a rubber she might ask why and I'd blow the whole deal.  But if I shot insider and she was not on the pill, that would trigger some major problems, like her screaming “What the fuck have you done?”.  It was a big risk.  I finally decided to try and pull out, but if not I would assume she was on the pill.

	 

	I was filled with a sudden sense of dread.  My brain told me that this little Supper Club game had gone far enough.  My cock, however, wanted a piece of Monica.  I faltered for a moment.  The light was shining right on her sweet little snatch, a few wisps of her pubic hair peeked out around the hem of her panties.  Fear and lust were at war inside me.  Panic and common sense were winning and I almost ran from the room like a frightened child. In the end, however, my cock cast its veto.

	 

	I slipped into bed beside Monica and ran my hand up those long slender legs, pressing my palms lightly, but firmly into the soft flesh of her inner thighs.  The warmth of her legs flowed into my palms and I cupped her butt for a moment, before running my fingers the length of her vaginal slit.

	 

	She was sound asleep and it took a little stroking to arouse her.  I started slow, keeping my hands outside of the material to start with.  I explored all of her forbidden zone from her butt hole to her clit.  My first pass was barely a touch with the tips of my fingers, but with each stroke I increased the pressure.  She got moist and aroused long before she awoke and I had my hand inside her panties and a few fingers up her cunt.  I pulled my hand out long enough to lick my fingers and taste her sweetness.  It made me even harder.

	 

	She moved and moaned and pushed into my hand.  “Oh God honey, what’s got into you.  You’re only going to be gone two days” she said half asleep.

	 

	Her hips continued to respond with a rhythm that got more and more eager.  I fingered her deep and she was moaning a little more loudly.  She raised her cocked leg even wider and opened her cunt to me.  I slipped a thumb up her snatch and ran my fingers over her clit pressing her G-Spot and her clit together.  

	 

	“Mmmmmmmmmm.  That's new” she gasp.    I almost froze.  “You've been watching some of Lance’s naughty tapes, haven't you?”

	 

	I worked my fingers faster and stretched in deeper.  

	 

	“Oh God!” she raised her ass off the bed and thrust into me. “Take my panties off” she demanded. Pushing on them with one hand.

	 

	I skinned them down and showed my hand back in.

	 

	“Oh God, Oh God, Oh God” she moaned, bucking slowly against my hand.

	 

	I kept my hand up her snatch and kept it pumping, but I moved my body up and massaged her tits with my other hand.  They were bigger than I expected.  They filled my hand and her large nipples were as hard as pebbles.  I kissed the back of her neck and shoulders; she liked that and moaned and thrust her ass a little faster.

	 

	I withdrew my hand and she whimpered “No!”

	 

	I pulled her ass in closer to me, my pelvis was thrusting slowly, looking for her opening.  My cock head brushed her cunt entrance and I slipped in just the tip. Then I rammed it all the way.

	 

	She tensed and gasp “Oh God.  Give a girl some warning.”

	 

	I started long slow strokes and continued to rub her small tits.  Her nipples were hard and swollen and I wanted to suck on them, but I settled for teasing them with my fingers.  

	 

	“Jesus” that is in really deep she mumbled as she started to match my rhythm.

	 

	I had done it.  I was plunging Monica’s sweet twat with my bare cock and holding a handful of her pert little breasts.  The thought of fucking Steve's wife made me extra hard and I pumped and pumped. Turns out she was a moaner and with each forward thrust she gasped and whimpered.  

	 

	“God you seem bigger tonight” she moaned “have you been doing anything I should know about?”

	 

	That made me miss a stroke.  

	 

	“Oh fuck.  We need to come to the lake more often, you stallion you.  Fuck your little Monica.  Don't hold back, give it all to me Baby” she urged.

	 

	“You are not very talkative to night?” she noted.

	 

	I responded with a stronger stroke and really slammed it to her.  She moved a little on the bed.  “Ok stud, just fuck me!”

	 

	I was taking an awful risk.  This was technically rape, sexual assault at a minimum and the house was full of friends and acquaintances. To make matters worse, I was fucking my lawyer’s wife. If I ended up in jail, I had no doubt he would leave me there.

	 

	She angled her upper body away from me, I think to take me in even deeper, then she started banging against me even faster. “Oh God.  Deeper, deeper. You have never been this deep. Oh God. Fuck me stud, fuck me harder.”

	 

	Our privates were slamming together feverously.  I was not going to be able to hold it very long, her cunt was tight and she was humping me with abandon.

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh” I could not hold it and my cum shot deep into her channel.  I had intended to pull out, but while we were fucking I thought that might seem just as suspicious as going off insider her.  In any event the question was mute.  I simply lost control.  I had planned this whole scenario with me in charge and Monica as a passive victim. But that is not how it was working out.

	 

	Monica was far from passive.  She was an active player and I had not taken into account my desire for her.  That sight picture of her tight cunt had haunted me for two years and her sluttish behavior in bed had sent me into a sexual frenzy.  Logic and planning had gone out the window.  My cock and her lust were driving events. 

	 

	Monica cut loose just seconds after I did.  “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” she moaned.

	 

	She was evidently a screamer, because she rolled and buried her face in the bed as she screamed and flung her legs around, kicking them like a flutter kick.  She lay motionless for a few minutes and then rolled onto her back and spread her legs.  She pushed my head down to her cunt and whispered.  “Use your mouth” she begged.

	 

	I was missing the visual element of this adventure and I would always regret that.  I wanted to see those milky white thighs and her taught muscles at the juncture of her legs, right up next to that sweet pussy. So I did the next best thing, I nibbled on them.  I gave her slit a quick licking and tongued her clit a couple of times, then went right to those thighs.  I used my lips and tongue and teeth and she responded with moans and soft sighs.

	 

	When I moved to her labia she groaned “Oh Fuck!  God I don’t get this enough.”  So Steve is not a muff diver I thought.  I should have guessed that from our conversations in college. He never really joined in when the rest of us talked about eating pussy.

	 

	I used every trick I knew.  She was especially responsive to my tongue on her clit and I felt her cum at least twice from that alone.  When I worked on her labia lips she went into a series of pants that lasted several minutes and her legs tightened around my head.  Her heels on my back urging me in deeper.  Then she shuddered and screamed into a pillow.

	 

	“Oh God, that was amazing” she moaned.  “Fuck me again” she begged.  “Crawl up here, hold me in your arms, stick your tongue down my throat and your cock up my cunt and FUCK ME AGAIN!” she demanded.

	 

	I froze.  My fear was back.  Face to face that would be a sure giveaway.  “Got a plane to catch” I mumbled talking into the mattress as I pushed myself off up on my hands and knees.

	 

	“Get up here and fuck me” demanded Monica.  “Steven is sixty miles away by now.” 

	 

	Here words hung in the air as I froze.

	 

	“How stupid do you think I am.  You are taller than Steven.  Longer and thicker than Steven and a better lover.  Stephen could never have gone down on me like that.  Besides, I have an exceptional sense of smell.  I know exactly who you are” she declared calmly.  “So get on with it!” she grabbed me by my hair and pulled me toward her.  She was not rough, but she was extremely insistent.

	 

	Her mouth was hungry and eager and our tongues entwined urgently, sensually. 

	 

	“Oh God I can taste myself on you” she moaned, reaching for my cock and stroking it lovingly.

	 

	Her body flowed into mine and she wrapped her long legs around me. I felt her breasts push against my chest and her hips flexed, searching for my shaft. She reached between us and guided me in, pausing a moment to rub my cock head against her opening.

	 

	“Oh God you have a nice cock” she moaned into my mouth.  “Please fuck me. I need to cum again.”

	 

	I rolled onto her and shoved it all the way it.  She spread her legs wide and sucked me in a little deeper.

	 

	“Oh God that feels so fantastic” she moaned as she slid her pussy up and down over my cock.

	 

	I grabbed a pillow and stuffed it under her ass and then dropped all my weight into her pelvis.  My cock went in deeper enough for her to gasp and she clung to me tighter.

	 

	“Jesus” she gasped.

	 

	I pulled almost all the way out of her, the head of my cock barely touching her opening, then I rammed it back in.  I repeated the process moving increasingly faster until I could not hold it anymore, then I changed my stroke a little to slow things down.  Monica was on fire.  She was thrusting her hips up to meet every stroke.  I pushed my body up so that I could fuck her with a series of fairly short strokes aimed at rubbing the back of her vaginal wall and letting my dick come back from the edge of explosion.  The move brought me down a little, but it just revved Monica up.

	 

	I slid my hand under her ass and ran my palm over her tight butt cheek and up and down her crack. She was slick with cunt juice and when I fingered her anus, she jerked and moaned.  I started hitting her with the deep strokes again, angling to hit the G-spot if possible.  She was thrusting her cunt hard against me and I teased her butt hole with my finger and shoved a digit half way in.

	 

	We were really going at it, pumping each other like two teens at a drive-in.  I was pounding her hard and pulling her into me with each stroke with the hand that was on her ass.  My finger had worked all the way up her butt hole and both my cock and my finger were slipping in and out of her openings, almost in sync.

	 

	I was getting the hang of her climaxes.  She only had big ones.  Some girls have a series of micro-orgasms, then build to kind of a supper one. Not Monica.  She waited and let it all go at once.  She had cum five times tonight.  Twice when I licked her clit and once when I first entered her from behind and once against at the end when I shot my load.  She also came when I pushed my finger all the way up her ass and I could feel her building for another.  She had a way of changing her breathing when she was getting close and she was changing it now.

	 

	She clung to me tightly as I increased the speed of our fucking and then she exploded and screamed into a pillow she had pulled over her face.  I almost lost it when she came, but I shifted my thoughts to other things:  football, calculus, Einstein’s equations of relativity, my fear of waking the whole house. That only gave me a small reprieve, but allowed me to power through her orgasm.

	 

	I changed to long, steady, intense strokes and slammed her lithe body with all the power I could muster.  Each of the Supper Club wives had been a surprise.  They were all much more eager for a good fucking than I had ever imagined and every one of them had given me one hell of a ride.  At first I thought it was all going to be an average roll in the hay.  Nothing special.  But these gals were hungry.  None of them had had a good orgasm in years and they were eager to please and get fucked hard in return. 

	 

	I hated to admit it, but my fraternity brothers were doing a poor job of flying the flag.  Despite their locker room banter and poker table boasts, they were pretty much just talk.  All hat and no cowboy and their wives were the ones that were suffering.  Of course I am not one that should talk.  I married a friend, not a lover and my sex life at home was for shit.  My wife Karla probably needed a good orgasm herself and if she found it in the arms of some stud, I guess that was fine with me. But Karla and I were history.  It was just a matter of time.  These wives and husbands were in stable marriages with kids and long term plans, but the women were all starving for a good romp.

	 

	I had never expected to get this excited during my quest to fuck all the Supper Club wives.  But here I was once again frantic with lust and slamming my cock into yet another Supper Club wife with the abandon I usually reserved for only my hottest encounters. 

	 

	I was slowing down and running out of steam, but Monica was speeding up.  She pounded against me like her ass was on fire.  She clung to me and shoved her tongue down my throat and dug her finger nails into my ass.

	 

	“Fuck me. Fuck me.  Fuck me” she moaned continuously.  She pulled her knees up level to her shoulders and stretched her twat as far open as it would go.  I could hear my cock sloshing each time I withdrew and just when I thought I would drop from exhaustion we both came.  

	 

	I am not sure who went off first, it was damn close together.  We both shook and clung to one another and each of us muffled our moans into the chest and shoulders of our partner.  We held each other for a long time.  I don’t usually lose my hardness all at once and she used these few post cum moments to squeeze my cock with her cunt walls and mover her ass slightly to prolong my stiffness.

	 

	“I have cum six, maybe seven times.  You have cum twice.  I have heard you can go three or four times.  Can you fuck me again?” Monica asked.

	 

	This had become all about her.  I was an available stud and she was going to ride me until I was dry. Monica was a very practical woman.  No bullshit.  No romantic rationalizations.  She needed a good humping and I was a good humper and I was right there.  Her logic was impeccable, if less than flattering.  I was a piece of meat and Monica was the resident carnivore.

	 

	I guess that was more than fair.  I had entered her bedroom in the dark of night, fully intending to use her as a sex object for my own needs and desires.  She was merely turning the tables.  An opportunity had fallen into her lap and she was not a girl to reject a gift when one was so clearly offered.  This was not romance.  This was Monica getting off.

	 

	“I can almost always go three times and more if I am really turned on” I answered.

	 

	“Do I turn you on?” she asked.

	 

	“God yes” I answered.

	 

	“Isn’t that strange” she said.

	 

	“What is strange?” I asked.

	 

	“I never would have guess that” she declared.

	 

	Her hand was back on my cock.  “You really are a great lover.  Your reputation is well deserved” she said.

	 

	“Too bad you can’t make Karla happy” she mused.

	 

	“You know about that” I asked.

	 

	“We talk. You two just don’t click sexually do you?” she replied.

	 

	“No we don’t” I answered.

	 

	“Too bad. She thinks it her” she said.

	 

	“It not.  It’s us together” I declared.

	 

	She was pumping my cock in long slow strokes.  Her long fingers working up and down its length. She was pretty good and I was hardening up.  She bent and put her mouth over my shaft and teased the head with her lips and tongue.  It did not take her long until I was rock hard and throbbing.

	 

	I was laying back, my head on a thin pillow just enjoying the action, when she swung her leg over and straddled me.  She pushed my stiff cock down along my stomach and positioned her labia lips, one on each side of my cock.  She then gently rocked and slid her hips along the length of my shaft, moaning with each stroke.

	 

	Monica rode my rail for at least twenty minutes.  Slowly gyrating her pussy lips up and down my hard cock, extracting maximum pleasure for herself.  Periodically she would pause and tease her opening with the tip of my cock, even pushing it inside just an inch or so.  When it got too soft, she would jump off and harden in with her mouth.  She was fucking me the way most men fuck a woman.  She had total disregard for my pleasure.  This wall all about milking my rod for her own satisfaction.

	 

	I just lay there savoring her charms.  It was not intense enough to bring me off, and she was hogging most of the fun, but it was a nice change of pace. It gave me a chance to explore her body.  I could not see much, it was almost totally dark, but I massaged her breasts and toyed with her nipples and ran my hands up and down her long lanky back.

	 

	“I always thought you didn’t like me” I announced.

	 

	“No I like you fine.  Sexy man with charm and a hot cock.  What’s not to like?” she replied

	 

	“You have always been pretty cold. Not cold as much as stand offish” I said.

	 

	“That is because we are mostly domestics in our little group and you don’t fit.  You are not one of us.  Flirting and bed hopping.  You upset the status quo.  We are all interested in stability and routine.  We have families to raise and want to move along life’s path in gradual steady increments with a minimum of drama and distraction.  You are an adventurer.  You are the wolf in the pen. It’s fun to run with the wolf one night through the moon light, but ultimately your presence is disruptive” she instructed.

	 

	“So why this.  Why not just scream your head off or kick me out?

	 

	“Silly boy” she answered. “You could never in a million years talk me into this.  However, at the time I realized what was going on you had already had that nice cock deep inside me and it felt great. Why cut it short?  Why not enjoy it?  There was no downside to just continuing to fuck you. The deed could not be undone. Besides I needed a good romp.  I desperately needed a night of sexual release.  I was actually considering buying a vibrator.  Steven is a great provider, but would never be able to fuck me three times like you have.”

	 

	“I have heard that reasoning before” I said.

	 

	“Really.  How many of us have you taken?” she asked.

	 

	“That’s confidential” I answered.

	 

	“Wow!  That many?” she declared.

	 

	When she was done riding my rail, she slipped my cock just inside her entrance and dropped her whole body weight down on it.  She had been seeping moisture like crazy and it slid in easily up to the hilt.

	 

	“Oh God.  That is nice!” she moaned.  Then grabbed both my hands and placed them one on each breast and pressed them against her.  Then she pumped me like hell. She fucked me for at least five minutes.  This would be my third climax, if she could bring me off again, and my cock was in no hurry to blow.  I was raging hard and her cunt was tight, so I just relaxed and enjoyed the ride as she did most of the work.

	 

	She started out slow, almost languidly.  Then she sped up and at the end she was slamming her snatch down over my cock with considerable force and speed. She leaned forward and closed her mouth over mine and sucked my tongue into her mouth.  We kissed deeply, passionately and then she began to pump her ass like a piston.  God she felt incredible and she came twice, she shuddered and shook, but just keep ramming her cunt over my cock.

	 

	We lay in each other’s arms, gently caressing one another.  The longer we fucked, the more she treated me like a lover, instead of just a piece of meat.

	 

	“You are not what I expected” I said.

	 

	“You are exactly what I expected” she said, giving my rod a long, loving caress.

	 

	“So you had given this some thought” I asked.

	 

	“We all have” she answered.  “Except for Sally.  She is really private about this stuff.”

	 

	“So you girls talk about me?”  I asked

	 

	“We talk about a lot of things” she replied.  “Don’t let it go to your head.  You’re no movie star. But you are tall and well-built and reasonably good looking and you are the bad boy with a charming smile.  That is every house wife’s dream” she observed.

	 

	“What does Cheryl say about me?”  I asked.

	 

	“Does Cheryl stiffen you up?” Monic teased.  “I bet you like those big tits?  Nobody ever looks at my tits.”

	 

	“You have other attributes.  Beside, you don’t exactly put them on display” I noted.

	 

	“No I guess I don’t” she agreed.  “What kind of other assets?”

	 

	“You have a nice ass.  I guarantee.   I have made a study of it” I offered.

	 

	“You like my ass, huh?” she asked reaching down to massage my balls.  “What else?”

	 

	“Well, your legs.  You spread your legs wide one day getting out of the pool and I could see your privates outlined against your swimming suite.  It turned my on permanently.” I said.

	 

	“That is not my legs, that is my crotch and not something I want to present to the world.  I remember that day.  I saw you looking and I was afraid that I gave you a treat.  I was mortified” she said.

	 

	“But if it brought you here, I guess it was a good thing” she leaned in and kissed me softly, her hand still working my cock.  “Make love to me again.  You go in so deep.  I have never had it so deep.  I have only been with two men.”

	 

	“If you want it deep we should move to the straight chair under the writing desk” I suggested.

	 

	“Oh I never thought about a chair.  That would help the penetration, wouldn’t it?” she agreed.

	 

	We felt around in the dark and got situated.  I sat in the chair and she straddled my legs, facing me and lowered herself onto my rod.  

	 

	“Oh Christ” that is deep.  She adjusted her ass a little, moving it around, looking for just the right spot.  “Holly fuck!”  

	 

	Monica began to pump like crazy and I settled in to give her breasts some serious attention.  She leaned in and gave me a soft, romantic kiss that quickly turned into a more torrid one. 

	 

	“Oh God, that is marvelous” she whispered in my ear.  “I bet this would be great up my ass?”

	 

	“You into that!”

	 

	“God yes.  Secret kink!” she moaned.  “Let’s switch.”

	 

	“We might need some lubricant” I said, continuing to meet her thrusts”

	 

	“Maybe not” she offered.  “Regardless, I have some in my purse.”

	 

	Boy was this girl full of surprises.  She jumped off and rummaged through her purse in the dark and returned.  I lubed her up, but my cock had gone limp.

	 

	“I think your toy it giving out on us” I noted.

	 

	Her hand checked my status and then I felt a warm mouth coaxing me back to life.  

	 

	She stood with her back to me and we lowered her onto my waiting shaft.  Monica must be a dedicated fudge pot, because there was very little foreplay.  She eased my dick head over her opening and then dropped her weight.

	 

	“Holly shit” she exclaimed.  “God damn!  That is bigger than I expected.  Ohhh Fuck.”  I could hear her taking a few deep breaths in the dark.

	 

	She rested a moment, moving only slightly.  Her breath was coming in deep gasps.  Then she started to pump and pump she did. I thought her vaginal fucks were energetic, but going up Monica’s gazoo was a whole different thing.  She went absolutely wild.

	 

	She flung her body around for a good three minutes nonstop.  I could not tell when she was coming or chasing her next one.  It was all a blur.  I did my part and met her thrusts with some hip action of my own, but she was doing almost all the work.  I reached my hands around and rubbed her tits and teased her nipples.  She liked to have them pinched.

	 

	When I moved my hands from her breasts to her clit, she really took off.  Her little bud was swollen and stiff and just ripe for attention.  I massaged inner thigh with my other hand.  The tender white skin right next to her cunt that had drawn me to her in the first place.  I don’t know how many times she came, but when I blew she had the biggest one yet and I clamped my hand over her mouth, because she would have woken everyone in the house and maybe across the lake.

	    

	We moved back to the bed on wobbly legs and resumed our tender stroking of one another’s private parts.  We fucked and sucked for more than three hours total and she had a few more minor climaxes, but I was done.  I had shot my bullets and the gun was empty. When the total darkness began to slowly fade as the first rays of sunlight cut through the night, it was time to stop.

	 

	“You have to go” Monica said.  “I am sorry, but this party is over.”

	 

	“I can never hear of this.  It can never be mentioned to anyone.  Are we in agreement?” she urged.

	 

	“Yes.  I have a lot of these secrets and I have kept them all” I assured.

	 

	“I’ll bet you do” she teased.

	 

	“It’s been wonderful Mr. Howard” she said, but you can never come back to my bed.

	 

	“Do I need to worry about any diseases?” she asked.

	 

	“No I get checked all the time and I have not been with anyone since the last test.”

	 

	“Then kiss me one more time and then give my cunt a final lick and be gone” she demanded.  “You are a terrible influence for a girl trying to be good.”

	 

	Her kiss was wet and hot and I know she wanted more.  When I stuck my tongue up her cunt and gave her one last lingering lick, from crack to clit she moaned “God I am going to miss that.  Go!  Go!”

	………………………… 

	 

	I flipped the main breaker and slipped back into bed with Karla.  She was sound asleep, snoring lightly from the liquor.

	 

	………………………….

	 

	At breakfast the next morning, everyone was pretty chipper.  They had all had a long, alcohol assisted sleep and despite a few minor hangovers, it was a high energy group.

	 

	Monica caught my eye a couple of times.  I caught her soft smile and it made my dick twitch.  

	 

	This fuck the Supper Club wives quest of mine had really been full of the unexpected consequences.  I learned a lot about myself and about women I had known for more than a decade.  God, they had some deep secrets.  Far from the timid domestics I had imagined.  There were some real tigers in this bunch and I realized how much I was going to miss some of them.

	 

	I started this as a kind of exodus from my life as a yuppie, but my perspective had changed.  I still needed to break the mold and move on to new people and a different life style.  But, now it was as much necessity as desire.  I had built a new and unexpected sexual relationship with each of these woman and staying would only complicate their lives.  I had not just seduced and fuck them.  They had each been my lovers, if only for a few hours.  Sooner or later, there would be a repeat.  I would knock on their door or they on mine and that might cost a marriage.  I owned them more than that.  I had to move on.

	 

	 

	 


Other Stories 

	by Johnson Stiff
(Watch for New Releases)

	 

	 

	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   Women 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.

	 

	 

	Copyright 2015 – Night Table Press - All Rights Reserved

	 


cover.jpeg
Taking the
Supper Club
Wives #6






