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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 six of the Supper Club wives.  There is one remaining and to sample this particular package, Lance will need to break a number of social taboos.  Trudy Baker is his next target, a cute, but aloof, blond who has left a trail of fractured egos behind her.  Trudy is married with no known history of infidelity.  However, her husband is a player and their marriage is less than tranquil.  

	 

	Lances doubts that Trudy will spread her lovely legs for pleasure, at least not for him, but he is confident she will welcome a fresh cock in anger.   Therefore, a revenge fuck is the plan.  All Lance has to do is get the husband caught with a wet wick.

	  

	 


Taking the Supper Club Wives #7 – Trudy

	 

	My Last Supper Club Dinner

	 

	I stood in the Smith's living room watching the Supper Club members socialize.  It was the same every month.  The women, all sorority sisters, seemed to enjoy these affairs.  The men talked about sports, their lawns, their home remodeling projects and their investments.  I sincerely hoped, for their sakes, they knew more about the first topics than the last.  If not, there was going to be a lot of crying and gnashing of the teeth someday.

	 

	My business is investments and I am very good at it. Much of the smart money in town, in fact in several surrounding states, brings me their excess cash to manage. But I went to school with these guys and none of them would ever admit that my expertise is superior on any subject.  The only thing I hate more than a yuppie, is being a yuppie.

	 

	I never figured out if the men really enjoyed our monthly group ritual of dinner for fourteen.  We rotated houses and the host always supplied the entre.  The rest of the group descended on the chosen location with a wide assortment of side dishes and desserts, all meticulously coordinated by the women in some secret process only they understood.

	 

	The conversation was lively, if somewhat repetitive and the women always looked lovely and always made my cock twitch.  We had been out of college less than a decade and despite growing families, the gals had held their figures and their years.

	 

	I am not the kind of guy who is the life of the party.  I do much better one on one, especially with women.  I've always been that way.  Even in high school.  After work we would pile into some car and go for hamburgers or beers if we had access.  But we always ended up cruising around four or five strong, looking for girls.  It never ended well. We always went home dry.

	 

	I discovered then that hunting is not a team sport.  If you want to tag em and bag em, so to speak, you have to work alone.

	 

	I was leaning against a wall watching the goings on, when Beth took the space next to me.  She was sipping something pink and I watched with arousal as her sensuous lips snarfed in an ice cube.  She rattled it around in her mouth and I remembered with fondness the feel of her lips on my cock several weeks back.  I had thought she was an innocent young thing and had maneuvered her into an afternoon of seduction and debauchery.

	 

	Beth turned out to be a man eater with a sexual appetite that would shrivel all but the most determined cocks.   She had used the cousin of that ice cube to cool her mouth down and give me a frozen blow job.  That was just the start of the kink.  

	 

	I had decided several supper club evening ago, that the I was going to fuck and each and every wife in the club.  Beth was my first conquest and I was currently planning my last.  That’s right.  I had slipped my dick and my tongue into every cooze in the room except one and the husbands, many my former fraternity brothers, did not have a clue.  They had neglected their wives in the bedroom and left them horny and sexually desperate.  I had cuckhold them all save one and his day was not far off.

	 

	This last one would be different.  The others were for sport.  Kind of my yuppie swan song.  But the next wife I speared would be for revenge.  Her husband was a blow hard and a back stabber and I had befriended him numerous time.  I even got him a job.  He repaid me by double dealing and trying to sabotage an important business deal.  Everyone in college had wanted to fuck his wife and none did.  I was certain I would and unlike the other wives I had danced with intimately, I was going to tell him I did it. 

	 

	“Looking for your next target?” Beth ask.

	 

	“Let me guess, who's next?  Enie, menie, minie, mo.  Must be getting to be quite a challenge. You’ve done all the easy ones” she observed.  “God I am in the category.  I was first.  How did you ever guess I would be that easy?  You are a cunning bastard; I'll give you that.”

	 

	“But now you have to be getting down to the hard ones, no pun intended.  That Devil may care charm of yours makes my honey pot pulse, but it won't work on every woman in the room.  Some of them don't really like you.   I went through college with these gals.  The last thing some of them want is a romp with you.  In fact, at least one them is downright disinterested in sex period” continued Beth.

	 

	“Which one?” I asked.

	 

	“Oh!  Are we are sharing information now?  You tell me which pussies you’ve pumped and I'll tell you who’s is frigid and who's horny” she offered.

	 

	“I'm glad you were the first of the group” I replied.

	 

	“For what possible reason?” she asked.

	 

	“Because I got to know you and I like our relationship. Its unique” I said.

	 

	“Could be because I'm so messed up” she quipped.

	 

	“No, I think you are probably the sanest of all of us.  You know yourself and what you want and are at peace with the price you have to pay for it” I observed.

	 

	“I'm not as content as you might think” she answered.

	 

	“What do you want that you don't have?”

	 

	“I would like to suck your cock more often” she asserted.

	 

	“You just say things like that to give me an erection right in front of everyone” he accused.

	 

	“No, I also say them because they are true” she replied.

	 

	“All you have to do is ask.”

	 

	“Too much like popcorn” she answered.

	 

	“Popcorn? I don't follow.”

	 

	“Popcorn, peanuts, poppycock, shortbread, cookies, chocolate.  Once I start, I can't stop.  So I avoid that first bite” she declared.

	 

	“But you already took a bite.  If fact you nibbled for almost four hours” I pointed out.

	 

	“I know.  That is my problem.”

	 

	“If I go in the bathroom and take my panties off, will you give me another $500 bucks” she taunted.  

	 

	This whole thing started with a bet about the color of her panties.

	 

	“If you really need it” I said.  

	 

	“What if I just go take them off, so you can peek up my skirt when I sit across the room?”

	 

	“That would be cruel torture” I admitted.

	 

	“You’re going to watch my ass when I walk away aren't you?” she teased.

	 

	“Of course, if your husband is not looking.”

	 

	“Ever the gentlemen” she declared.

	 

	Beth disappeared through one of the doorways and came back in a few minutes.  She sat directly across from me and struck up a conversation with Trudy Baker.  Beth was flashing a large amount of tanned thigh and I quickly, but unobtrusively sat down directly opposite her.  I sipped my drink and waited.  Beth and Trudy chatted and periodically Beth would shift her perfect ass and cross and re-cross her legs.  She was good to her word and treated me to several displays of her sweet, sweet cooze.  

	 

	I just sat there, pretending to be completely relaxed.  Actually my cock was too hard for me to rise and my mind was filled with thoughts of my afternoon when her snatch was all mine.  I remembered its smell, its taste and its velvet grip around my cock.  Watching it across the room, unattainable, really was a form of torture.

	 

	I looked around the room and my cock just got harder.  The Supper Club wives were a sexy bunch and my dick and mouth had tasted all but one of them.  I took advantage of Beth’s need for cash and used it to lure her into my bed.  Jenny was a player with a constant itch that I was glad to scratch. Page was a submissive in need of a dominant.  She was the easiest.  Both Jenny and Page had left the club, but that was not my doing.  I missed their raw sexuality in the group.

	 

	I thought Sarah, a perfectly shaped little blonde, would be impossible, but she was looking to save her marriage by upping her sex game and I was a willing and handy coach.  Monica was another hurdle.  Prim and proper with raging hormones underneath.  I slipped into her bed one night and crossed my fingers.  A little pressure on her sweet spot, led to a few strokes of my cock.  By then she did not care who I was, she just wanted to fuck. 

	 

	Then there was Cheryl with her thin frame and massive tits.  She had a thing for big trucks.  The long haul, over the road kind.  For some reason, known only to her therapist, the massive machinery made her wet.  I borrowed a truck one spring day and took her for the ride of her life in more ways than one.  Yes, the room was certainly full of memories.

	 

	Beth did not know it, but Trudy was my last target.  Trudy Baker was a cute blond with decent tits and nice stems.  She was not the most beautiful woman in the world, but neither was she average. In college she was on everyone's must fuck list, but as far as I could tell, the only guy that ever dipped into her pleasure pot was her husband Jim and that may have been on their wedding night. 

	 

	I took her out once and we didn't even hold hands.  At the door I got a sweet smile and a thank you for a good time.  Bull!  A good time is when you get your wick gets wet and mine was soft as a noodle that night. This treatment even though I was headed for Vietnam.  She would have been one of my lasts fucks before I discovered the wonders of the Orient.

	 

	Jim Baker had always bragged about his hot dates with Trudy, but I am convinced that his first action was his honey moon.  Jim was not quite a friend, but he was more that an acquaintance.  He never kept a confidence and always thought he was smarter at business than I was, even though he never made it on his own.  He was a great manager, but never more than the second man.

	 

	Someone yelled.  Dinner is served and Trudy and Beth headed for the dining room.  When Beth rose, she took the opportunity to throw me a super shot.  Trudy had already turned toward the dining room and Beth slid her ass forward, pushing her skirt up to within an inch of her crotch.  She then spread her legs much wider than necessary and paused a little in rising.  God I was dying.  My cock was throbbing against my pants.  

	 

	Halfway out of the room, Beth turn and said.  “Aren’t you coming Lance?”  then winked with that playful smile of hers. She knew damned well she had just straightened my cock, big time, and the I would have difficulty hiding my arousal from the rest of the group.

	 

	Beth was right, Trudy would be a challenge.  She didn't play around and I had never seen or heard of her flirting with another man.  Jim sometimes hinted that she was a little frigid, but that could just be Jim's lack of finesse.  

	 

	Jim did ok with ladies, however.  He had a snappy line of patter and was always boasting about a new conquest.   He was charming over drinks and the center of attentions in groups.  I could see how he could have a string of fresh new ass parading through his bed, but I doubted there was much return traffic.

	 

	My approach to Trudy was revenge.  I could not figure any other way in and this supper club game I played with myself had become a sort of a compulsion.  A pussy quest, but it had to be seven specific pussies and Trudy was the last of the bunch.  Besides, I owed Jim.

	 

	My plan was simple.  Get Jim caught in a dalliance and show up at just the right moment to console Trudy.  Hopefully I could maneuver her into a revenge fuck.  I was the last guy in the world Jim wanted to have pumping a cock into his private stock.  Two birds with one stone.  I bag my last supper club wife and stick it to Jim at the same time.

	 

	Setting Jim up would not be difficult.  I would not have to search for his type, because Jim was like me.  He automatically lusted after what was in front of his nose.  If she was an 8.5 or above, our cock’s were fully erect at first site.  If not, then they flew at half mast, until she either showed more skin or flashed a sexy smile.  In either case the chase was on and the only thing that would stop it was all out rejection or the distraction of a sexier piece of tail.

	 


 

	Interlude with an Accomplice

	 

	My friend Ariel was a high class escort. The kind that charges fifty bucks a stroke. A willowy red head with huge tits and the face of a movie star.   Ann Margret looks average next to this beauty.  She was ideal.   Jim would be putty in her hands.  She was going to be expensive, but it would be worth it.  Jim had double crossed me more than once both professionally and socially.  He never knew I caught him and he never knew I crossed him off my friend list a longtime ago.  

	 

	Ariel owed me a few favors, I had set her up with more than one fat wallet, as she called them.  I even paid for a week-end with a Kansas City banker.  But we got the loan and I buried the cost under landscaping.  I needed explicit photos to make this scheme fly and I was not sure Ariel would go for that.   Most professional girls are camera shy.

	 

	The more I thought about Ariel the harder my cock got.  I certainly did not want any of Jim's cast offs, except for Trudy, of course.  So I decided to give Ariel an afternoon of stroking before turning her loose on Jim.

	 

	Ariel had an upscale apartment that was perfect for intimate entertainment.  She hugged me and gushed it’s been too long.  She was just as stunning as I remembered.  She wore an orange sweater dress that worked with her red hair.  It showed off almost all of her long legs and hid none of her curves.  My cock was stiff before I crossed her threshold.

	 

	“I need you to seduce someone and then have some pictures taken” I announced.

	 

	“When did you get into blackmail?” she asked, surprised.

	 

	“It’s not blackmail.  I'm after his wife” I said.

	 

	“So you want to ruin their marriage and you think you'll end up with the girl.  Aren't you married or did that change?”

	 

	“I'm not looking for anything permanent.  I just want an afternoon with her” I answered.

	 

	“She must be really hot.  And you are willing to ruin her marriage for that?”

	 

	“This guy has already done that.  I have a particular interest in this woman. It is personal and it is payback” I said. “I am not proud of it, but there it is” I added.

	 

	 “Who am I to judge.  I make my living servicing other women's husbands” she commented.

	 

	“How much time will I have to spend with this guy?” she asked.

	 

	“Don't know.  To hear him tell it he's a big stud.” 

	 

	“That usually means fifteen minutes max” she quipped.

	 

	“I think two or three hours total will more than cover it.  We have to arranged an accidental meeting to introduce you and a final meeting for the kiss off” I explained.

	“Oh! You want me to act too.  That will cost extra” she taunted.

	 

	“Be kind to me with your figuring.  This is not a corporate expense.  This all comes out of my pocket” I informed.

	 

	Her dress was just long enough to cover her privates.   I could see no panty line and her nipples poked prominently through the material.  He thighs were as elegant as I remembered and when she sat down I could see her patch of soft curls through her extremely sheer orange panties.  

	 

	She knew I was looking and made no move to cover her exposure, which I suspect was planned.

	 

	“$2,000 bucks” she announced and you need to control the distribution of the pictures.

	 

	“That's a hell of a deal” I exclaimed.

	 

	“I owe you a few favors anyway” she said.  “Plus, I'll throw in this afternoon with me.  I have nothing scheduled until dinner with Kelly” she offered.

	 

	“That is not necessary” I replied.

	 

	“I know” she answered.  Her voice low.

	 

	“One condition” I said “and you have to promise me no cheating.”

	 

	She looked quizzically, her bright blue eyes narrowing.

	 

	“No acting.  No faking it.  None of your normal performance.  I don't want to be hustled.  Not by you.  I want real responses or no responses.  Deal!”  I held out my hand.

	 

	She accepted it with a warm grip, looked me in the eye and said “Deal!”.  Then she pulled me toward her and kissed me deeply.  Her mouth was tender and inviting and her body flowed easily into mine.  She teased me with her tongue.  Gently, lovingly.  A long slow sensuous kiss that made heat flood through my whole body.  

	 

	I pushed her against the wall and crushing her firm tits into my chest. I was dying to touch her red headed pussy and my hand went between her legs and pushed the orange panties aside.  How did she get so wet so fast?  She was ready for me and my hand slid in deep.  I pushed my fingers in as far as possible and tried to hit her clit with my thumb.  She bucked against my hand and wrapped one leg around my back; a move that widened her opening.   

	 

	I was amazed at how quickly she had become excited and I pounded my hand into with a fury that surprised us both.  Ariel and I had had a history before her change in profession, but we never had a chance to act on the sexual tension between us.  I thought that our time had long past, but either she was ignoring my request and putting on one hell of a show, or there was a lot of residual passion left in us both.

	 

	It did not take her long to cum, if in fact she did.  One minute she was panting and humping my hand, the next her whole body was trembling and convulsing, her cunt walls clamping around my fingers in little spasms.

	Without a word or a pause, she pushed me down to sit on the couch and knelt between my legs.  Smiling seductively with that innocent face and sparkling blue eyes, she lowered those bright red lips over my cock.

	 

	To say she was a professional at blow jobs is a gross understatement.  She was amazing and she sucked and tongued and deep throated me until my cock swelled like an over filled balloon.  A half a dozen times I was close to erupting, but she always cooled me down with some magic of her hands.  Finally, I couldn't take it anymore.  The pleasure was getting too intense.  I pulled her head up and said “I don't want to waste it.  I want to cum inside you.”  

	 

	She smiled “You are spoiling my fun.”  She cupped my balls and ran a long finger up my crack. “I want to feel your cum go down my throat.  I 'll get you back up, I promise.”

	 

	We kept eye contact as she worked my rod.  I don't know how she did it.  I have never seen it done before or since. But she watched me as she fucked me with her mouth.  The contrast of her ruby red lips against my cock made it all the more erotic and she had a way of alternating the pressure on my shaft as she bobbed her head up and down.  Our eyes locked the whole time. 

	
Then she lowered her head and started the real deep strokes.  All the way to the base and all the way back up.  Jesus, the pleasure was unbearable and I started to lose it.  I thrust my hips up to meet her and grabbed her hair and guided her mouth up and down.  I was bucking and gasping and moaning. Desperate to cum, but she would not let me. 

	 

	“Oh Ariel.  I have wanted you for so long” I groaned as I thrashed about.  She tightened her grip on my thighs, her hands soft and warm, but she just kept pumping.  Without ever missing a stroke she grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled me off the couch and deeper into her mouth.

	 

	“I can't hold it, Oh God Ariel I'm cuming” I shouted.  It shot out on the upstroke and I felt her hand tense around my butt and pull me in even tighter.  We kind of hung there in the air.  My ass several inches off the couch, my pelvis arched with Ariel’s mouth locked on my cock.

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.  Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”  I screamed in ecstasy.  

	 

	She stopped her pumping and somehow drained me with her lips and tongue.  The cum pulsed out of me in waves and she sucked it down like a milk shake through a giant straw.  Her mouth covered the head of my cock and a little down the shaft.  I could feel the suction ebb and flow.  But her head did not move.  Somehow she was swirling her tongue around my shaft while sucking out my cum.  Her lips formed a pressure tight seal around my shaft that never broke despite my throwing myself around.

	 

	When she had sucked me dry she passed her tongue over my pee hole and I twitched.  Then she drilled right down into it with the tip of her tongue.  I bucked and shuddered.  The pleasure was overwhelming.  She wrapped her arms tightly around my ass and did it again and again and again.

	
“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” I screamed.

	 

	I thrashed around and she rode me.  That is the most sensitive part of my body and the sensation was exquisitely unendurable, but she made me take it for twenty or thirty seconds.  I was literally throwing my body in the air to get away from her, but she hung on and kept her tongue moving.  

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Ariel,   Don 't   Please don't” I begged.

	 

	She finally broke it off and I lay gasping.

	 

	“You like that huh?”  She asked giving me a naughty smile.

	 

	“That was incredible.  You my dear, are a tease” I accused.

	 

	“You’re not tired are you?  I thought you were this big stud.  I need to be fucked” she said, standing over me, her sweet snatch at eye level.

	 

	She grabbed my cock and gently led me into the bed room and pushed me down on a king sized bed. “Scoot to the middle” she commanded.

	 

	She lifter her skirt, gave me a long look at her sheer panties and dropped them to the ground.  Then crawled up toward me on her hands and knees to straddle me. Her warm, soft hands stroked my cock as she warned, “Hope you’re the cocksman they say you are, because I am going to ride you hard and suck you dry.”

	 

	“Ariel, you are scaring me” I said.

	 

	“You should be scared, because I need to be pleased.  I need to be fucked and fucked and fucked and fucked.  You said you wanted it real.  Well real goes two ways!  You please me and I please you” she declared as she peeled off her dress and let her wonderful breasts swing free.

	 

	She laid my stiff cock along my stomach and road the rail. She moaned softly as her labia slid languidly along my shaft, sending waves of mutual pleasure through both of our bodies.  She reached down and guided my hands.

	 

	“Here baby.  Put your fingers here.  There that’s it.  That's it.  Harder.  Little strokes.  Gentle!  “Ahhhhhhhhhh. Perfect.  Please luv don’t stop. Ahhhhhhhhh” she moaned and moaned.

	 

	“There, there yes yes yes yes Ahhhhh  Ohhhhhh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”

	 

	She rode my cock shaft for a longtime, keeping it hard and milking its stiffness for her own cravings.  For me it was sensual foreplay, a pleasant interlude before the eventual penetration.  To Ariel it was a respite.  A chance to satisfy her own yearnings. Ariel was in the business of giving pleasure, but now she was taking it.  I was not a customer.  I was an old friend and this transaction was personal, not commercial. 

	 

	I busied myself with her tits as she played.  When she had indulged herself enough, she reached down and teased her opening with my cock head before dropping her body weight and cramming her cunt all the way down over my cock.

	 

	“O God.  That is a nice length” she announced.

	 

	Jesus, she felt incredible.  It was like she had a thousand tiny fingers up her cunt, all massaging my dick.  She slid her cunt up and down my cock length like a snake swallowing it prey.  Leaning back, she moved her hand back down to her clit and started to work it with her fingers.  

	 

	“Both hands on my tits. Lance baby, please squeeze my tits.”  I wondered why on earth I would have to be told that?

	 

	She rode my cock like it was part of her and came hard several times.  I was ready to explode myself more than once, but she could tell when I was close and slowed her thrusts and squeezed my balls and I was ready to go anew.

	 

	After my last reset she leaned into me and pressed those great breasts against my chest and devoured my mouth with her warm sensuous lips, her tongue exploring fervently. The speed of her thrusts accelerated and she pounded her cunt over my cock feverishly like she was in some kind of desperate race.  This time she let me cum and I exploded into he as she collapsed on top of me.  Our bodies heaved and shook and clung to each other.  

	 

	I thought we were done, but she moved her cunt enough to keep me hard and we rolled onto our sides.  We kissed and fondled gently until I was fully erect.  Then she rolled again pulling me on top of her.  Her long legs clamped around me and her hips lifted me off the bed.

	 

	“Fuck me hard, Lance.  Fuck me as hard as you know how!” she pleaded.

	 

	I did as she wanted and started pounding her hard with long powerful strokes.  No matter how deep I went she seemed to want more.  Our lovemaking was ruff and violent and urgent.  She thrust against me desperately and clawed my back and begged me to go harder, deeper, faster.

	 

	We fucked at a feverish pace and it did not take long to exhaust us both.  Thankfully we came at about the same time.  I was terrified I would let her down, but when my last load of cum spattered against her cunt walls, she climaxed her biggest yet.  

	 

	We landed holding each other tenderly, soaked in each other’s fluids.  Her deep blue eyes almost swallowing me.  

	 

	“Do you cum like that with your clients?” I asked.

	 

	“That was not my standard package.  Same techniques, but different context.  I used you more than a little” she exclaimed.

	 

	“Meaning what?”

	 

	“When I am working all my focus is on the client, heightening his experience is my only goal.  That is what I get paid for.   But I used you for my own pleasure.  I treated you like a lover, not a client and I have not done that, ever.  Not since Joe died.

	 

	 “So when do you get off?” I replied.

	 

	“Not often.  I have a vibrator, but I find it best to keep myself keyed up.  On the edge so to speak, like a prize fighter” she informed.

	 

	“So you made the whore cum, you big stud” she teased.

	 

	“Don’t use that word” I said.

	 

	“You prefer call girl or pro?” she asked.

	 

	“Yes” I agreed.

	 

	“Same, same.  I fuck men for money” she observed.

	 

	“Anyway,  Thank You!  That was mind-blowing” I announced.

	 

	“I owed you that, plus I needed it.  Thank you” she answered

	 

	“You don't owe me anything” I replied.

	 

	“Yes I do.  You helped me when I needed it most.  After Joe died I was desperate for money.  I was dead broke, no income and a child to house and feed.  A lot of men offered me money, but they all wanted me to lift my skirt.  You just handed me cash and told me to call you if things did not get better.  You even called a few weeks later to make sure Kelly and I were settled.  I also had a lawyer show up and help me with all kinds of details. She was real nice and understanding.  I never called a lawyer and never got a bill.  You wouldn't know anything about that would you?” she said.  

	 

	“Not a thing” I answered.

	 

	“After I got into this line of work, you gave me some good referrals and again told me to call you if I changed my mind about all this.  Lance you were the only man in this town that wasn't anxious to take advantage of my situation and use it as leverage to fuck me.  I was desperate.  I would have sucked you dry for the money you were just stuffing in my purse, no strings attached” she declared.

	 

	“How is Kelly? I asked.

	 

	“Great, magnificent, remarkable.  Just graduated first grade.  She lives with my sister and her three kids.  I have a room there and spend at few nights a week there and at least two weekends a month.”

	 

	“I need a favor from you” she said, running a soft hand sensually across my chest as she gave me another of her soft kisses.

	 

	“Anything” I answered.

	 

	“I am making a lot of money, but one of these days I am not going to as desirable as I am now.  This face will wrinkle and my tits will sag and my butt won't be as tight.  I need to plan for Kelly and I. I don't want to be walking the streets when I am forty” she confessed.

	 

	“I need your investment expertise.  I need you to advise me and if possible, get me a piece of those real estate partnerships you put all those doctors into.” 

	 

	“I would be glad to help you out” I replied.

	 

	“I gotta tell you, I don't like this thing you’re asking me to do, but I'll do it.  It’s just not you” she stated.

	 

	“I know, but I am committed.  It’s part of an obsession I have been having lately.  I think I am subconsciously trying to sabotage my life” I confessed.  

	 

	“Maybe you are just trying to break free?” she observed

	 

	“Probably true” I agreed.

	 

	“I always hoped I would find you on my appointment calendar.  I know you have visited some of my competition.  I know you have wanted me.  I knew the day we met.  You could not keep your eyes off my chest or my legs” she declared.

	 

	I met Ariel when she was a young group insurance enrollment specialist.  My company would sell the policy and Ariel, or one of her counterparts, would explain the plan to the employees and handle the paperwork.  The first time I saw Ariel, she took my breath away.  Sweet and sexy and drop dead gorgeous all in one package.  An angelic face with captivating blue eyes perched on a slim frame and sporting D cups.

	 

	I drove her to our first joint client in my Porsche 914.  Her red hair flowing in the wind, her elegant legs stretched out on the passenger side.  I wanted desperately to jump her bones.  My cock was hard the whole ride.  I opened her door for her like a gentlemen and offered her my hand. She slid out with grace, but did flash some lovely thigh and I came very close to blowing a load in my suit pants.

	 

	We had a lively conversation on the ride over and it turned out that she had married a boyhood pal of mine, Joe Caniglia.  He and I had bused tables together when we were fourteen and we were pretty tight for a couple of years.  I completely lost track of him, until Ariel mentioned his name.

	 

	Joe had dropped out of college and developed a gambling problem.  When the economics of the group insurance industry changed, Ariel's company closed their office.  Despite her considerable expertise in health coverages, there were no jobs.   Ariel was back to working as a waitress at a hamburger bar and grill.  She looked great in a tee-shirt and mini-skirt, but was going nowhere.   I still remember those slender thighs and the way her lace bras showed though the thin shirts she wore.  I know she had to be getting more tips than the rest of the girls, but it is still a tough way to make a living.  Then her child got sick and the medical bills piled up.  Joe had gambled away their savings and most of her paychecks and the bank was taking their home.  Joe sat in their kitchen one night at two in the morning and put a bullet threw his temple.

	 

	“Remember that first ride you gave me in your Porsche.  You were trying to impress me.  You were on the make.  You played the perfect gentlemen, but your cock was hard the whole drive.  You probably thought I was so innocent.  When you came around and opened my door.  Which was a bit much, by the way.  You were rock hard.  I wanted to reach out and touch it.  But I was a good girl.  I never played around on Joe; I loved him desperately.  I did look at other men, but I never acted on any of my desires” she said.

	 

	“Joe hardly touched me those last years.  The booze and the gambling just absorbed him. I loved him and he loved me, but somewhere it went terribly wrong.  I was so horny.  You could have had me if you had chased me a more, but you backed off as soon as you found out I was Joe's wife.  I would not have made it easy for you, but it would have happened” she continued.

	 

	My cock was throbbing and yelling that I was a stupid idiot.

	 

	“Ooh!  That little confession stiffened you up” she observed.  Her hand was still gently caressing my dick.

	 

	“After you gave me that money, I switched to being a cocktail waitress at a hotel bar.  More upscale atmosphere, but even skimpier outfits.  The more revealing my attire, the more tips I took home.     That didn't really surprise me, but it was depressing in an existential way.   I would literally lean clear over a table so the customers could get a clear view of my tits.  No tip, no tits.  That was my rule.” 

	 

	“I always gave them a free peek and made them pay for the first round before running a tab.  If they were generous, I made sure that table saw plenty of me. I even perfected what I called a double view.  A tit display for the guys in front of me and a panty peek for the table behind me.”

	 

	“It was paying the bills and on one level it was kind of fun.  I knew they were leaving with raging wood and going home to fuck their wives, but thinking about me.  Some nights when it was slow and I was bored, I would pick out some guy and tease him.  Show him plenty of skin and lean in right next to his ear so he could smell me and feel my breath on this neck.  I would also lean across selected customers and let my tits brush their arm.  Sometimes they would get really desperate and touch themselves under the table.  That's always made me wet.”

	 

	“As you can image, I got a lot of offers and when I said no, some of them laid more cash on the table.   They wanted to buy me and that really excited me. If they had only known that all they had to do was keep counting out the money.  I would have eventually said yes.”

	 

	“One night, the guy seemed nice and a little socially awkward and he put five hundred bucks down.  I grabbed that cash and sucked his rocks off in the parking lot.  The next night he was back with double the money and wanted me to fuck him.    So we went back to his car and I gave him the ride of his life.  The word got around pretty quickly that I was easy pickens for the right price.  I wasn't too proud of myself, but the bills were getting paid and Kelly was well, so what the hell!”

	 

	“One night a high class pro came in and spotted my action right away.  She took me under her wing a little and we did a double on a high roller that was one of her regulars.  Long story short, here I am.  Satisfaction guaranteed and the highest prices in town.”

	 

	“I should have kept in closer contact.  I am sorry” I declared.  

	 

	“You did plenty.  You are the only man that helped me without wanting their wick waxed in return.  I know how much you wanted me, a woman can tell.  But you just walked away.  Was that because of Joe or because you did not want to take advantage of me?”

	 

	“Both I think.  I did not want you that way.  Someone else maybe, but not you.  I really am sorry. I should have paid more attention to your situation.  It was a very busy time for me and I was out of town a lot. I do not have a good excuse” I replied.

	 

	“It would have ended the same.  What were you going to do, keep me?  Too seedy.  I would have ended up hating you” she said.  

	 

	“Maybe I would have fallen in love and made an honest woman of you?  I was on my way once.” I said.

	 

	“Maybe?” she mused.

	 

	“I could have hired you.  Given you a job” I said.

	 

	“You don't think one of your rich clients would not have ended up spreading my legs anyway?” she asked.

	 

	“All I know is that I did not protect you” I replied.

	 

	“It was not your job to protect me.  Ariel pulled me to her and kissed me softly.  Her long fingers gliding up and down my shaft.  She crawled on top of me and kissed me more deeply.  Her tongue was gentle, but insistent.  Her mouth was heaven and the scent of her enveloped me.   

	
Her body was writhing against me.  Those huge tits smashed against my chest.  She kissed up my neck and moaned something French in my ear.  Her breath was warm and something about the soft French words made me even more exited and suddenly I was hard again.

	 

	“Please fuck me again darling” she pleaded.

	 

	So I did, but this time it was slow and sweet and she had to tease the cum out of me, because we were scrapping the bottom of the barrel.

	 

	After I shot my last bullet I spread those magnificent legs of hers and put my mouth on her sweet cooze and licked her curls.  She lay back and moaned softly as I feasted on her treasures for at least ten to fifteen minutes.  She came several times for me and I tasted every inch of her front and back. 

	 

	I wanted desperately to fuck her again, but my gun was empty.

	………………………………………

	 

	“Ariel, I am confused.  What just happened?  That was not strictly business between us” I asked.

	 

	“No it wasn't” she agreed.

	 

	“I feel like we just started something” I declared.

	 

	“Maybe we just got something out of our system.  Maybe that's what would have happened that first day in your Porsche if I had spread my thighs a little and leaned out a few inches and tongued your stiff cock through that green suit you were wearing” she speculated.

	 

	“God, Ariel.  Your making me hard again.”

	 

	“Be glad you can still get it up, most men leave here limp as a noodle” she teased.

	 

	 “How come you never showed up on my appointment calendar?”  I know you indulge sometimes.  You’re not always chasing someone else’s wife.”

	 

	“Ariel.  I get turned on by watching women get excited.  I love turning them on, absolutely love it.  That's my kink.  I only go to a pro, when I just want to serviced, to be blunt.  When I make love to a woman, all my focus is on her pleasure.  Sure I get off. I get off like crazy, but it is always in a way that was dictated by her responses to something I have done.  I drive the car, but she navigates.” I said.  

	 

	“That is why you have women panting to go to bed with you.  The word is out.  An afternoon with Lance Howard and their pussies will throb for a week” she teased.

	 

	“I wondered what the draw was. No offense Babe, you are cute, but you far from the hottest guy around, just in case you didn't know that.  I knew it wasn’t a giant cock. You had a nice package poking out of your suits, but nothing legendary” she added.

	 

	“No I know.  I see some of these guys taller, more muscles, huge pricks between their legs.  It's intimidating” I said.  “They don’t even have to work for it. Women just jump into their beds.” 

	 

	“Good That's keeps you humble” she said.

	 

	“When I go to a pro, I just want to be taken care of and not worry about her side of the deal.  That’s why I never called you.  I could not have functioned that way with you.”

	 

	“You are an amazing blend of killer instinct and big softy.  How do you manage not to self-destruct?” she exclaimed and kissed me gain.

	 

	“So, we'll be working closely together a few times to get your portfolio straightened out.   What are the ground rules?  Physically I mean” I asked.

	 

	“I'll make it simple.  You slip your hand up my skirt uninvited and it’s a thousand dollars an hour with a half hour minimum.  But if I put my hand on your cock or stick my tongue down your throat, you're being offered a freebie, which you are free to decline for whatever reason.  I won't press and I won't pout.”

	 

	“I can't image every declining.”

	 

	“We'll see” she smiled

	 

	“That is an exciting thought” I winked.  “A very exciting thought.  Just talking about your tongue down my throat makes me tingle.”

	 

	Before leaving I turned and gave her one last smile.  “If this is how everyone feels leaving your door, you need to raise your prices.”

	 

	She smiled.  “Your sweet, but you got a few extra's that I usually don't throw in.”

	 

	I walked out of the door, having had some of the best sex of my life.  I also realized that my life was starting to get very complicated.  

	 

	 

	 


The Hook – An Irresistible Attraction

	 

	Three days later Jim and I were having drinks at a local cocktail lounge and his eye caught a voluptuous red head entering the bar. He stopped mid drink and said “Christ look at that.  I could blow just looking at her.  See the way she moves.  God damn that is prime stuff!”

	 

	“Heh! I know that girl” I said.

	 

	I stood and waived.  “Hey Red!  Don’t you think that skirt is a little short?”

	 

	She turned and caught my eye.

	 

	“Hi Lance” she smiled as I waived her to our table.  I remained standing as she approached and she leaned in to kiss my cheek and give me a little hug.  I knew Jim was watching her tits brush against my arm and he probably lost his load when her lips lingered for a moment on my cheek, before she whispered something in my ear.

	 

	“Please join us” I said.

	 

	“I just have a few minutes.  I am expecting my date” she replied.

	 

	“Well sit down.  When he shows up, we'll just shoo him away” I said.

	 

	“Ariel giggle and put a hand momentarily on my arm.  You would too wouldn’t you?” she answered.

	 

	She had long fingers and I remembered how they had felt running up and down my shaft.

	 

	Jim did not need any encouragement.  He dove right into his patter and Ariel was hanging on every word.  Ten minutes later I excused myself.  When I left they were acting like there were the only two in the room and Ariel was touching his leg with those long sensuous fingers almost continuously.

	 

	Jim was hooked and the chances of Trudy sweet snatch dancing on my cock were almost certain.

	 

	 

	 


Revenge Sex

	 

	It was early afternoon when I knocked on the front door of Jim and Trudy Baker.  It had been an hour since the courier had delivered the photos.  

	 

	Trudy opened the door dressed in jeans and a blue blouse, that was open to the forth button.  Her lace bra held a nice set of twins.  It was obvious she had been drinking heavily.

	 

	“Hi Lance, this is not a good time” she said.  “Why are you here?”

	 

	“Jim said I could borrow his router.  Did he leave it out for me?”

	 

	“I don’t know anything about it” she said, her voice low and weak.  “Listen Lance I need to be alone.”

	 

	“You are obviously in distress.  I am not sure I should leave you alone.  Have you been drinking?” I asked.

	 

	I stepped inside and Trudy walked across the room and retrieved her glass.  It was almost empty and she drained the last of it.

	 

	“Isn’t it a little early in the day for that?” I asked.

	 

	She poured herself another and filled it to the brim.  “Here’s to fidelity” she toasted, raising her glass and taking a large gulf.”

	 

	“Talk to me” I begged.  “What has you so distraught?”

	 

	“See for yourself” she said motioning to the dining room table.  

	 

	She took another drink and I pushed the photos around, spreading them out from the pile.  The photographer had caught Jim in full glory.  There was no doubt as to his fervor.  Ariel was incredibly photogenic.  I had seen the photos before, but they still made me hard, despite the presence of Jim in an aroused state.

	 

	“I’m sorry” I said with real emotion because I was feeling like a total shit.

	 

	“It’s not like this is the first time” she replied “I have caught him before, but this is the first time it was in full color.”

	 

	“Where did you get these?” I asked.

	 

	“They came by courier this morning. Would Jim do this?  Send these to me?  Why? Does he want a divorce?” she asked taking another couple of sips.

	 

	“No.  It had to be the other party.  Maybe the girl, looking to break you up.  Maybe the other husband or boyfriend, settling a score?  Hard to tell” I replied.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	She was starting to cry now and I took her in my arms.  “Why is he such an asshole?  Why aren’t I enough for him?” She asked between sniffles.

	 

	“God why am I asking you of all people” she declared.  “You can’t keep it in your pants either.”

	 

	“Some men just need variety” I replied.  “It does not mean he doesn’t love you or want you.”

	 

	“He needs something I am not giving him” she mumbled.  Her crying had turned to sobs and her tears were flowing down my shirt. I comforted her and held her tight.  Not sexually, but like a friend or big brother. Her body was warm and her tits crushed against me chest.  I rubbed her back and hoped my cock would not throb against her crotch.  She was not ready yet.

	 

	I thought about sliding my hand down over her butt and whispering in her ear that she should get even, but I resisted the impulse.

	 

	She cried for a few minutes and pushed away.  She picked up her glass and drained it.  Her motions were slow and deliberate.  There had been a change in her.

	 

	“Want a scotch” she asked refilling her class.

	 

	“Not my drink” I replied.

	 

	“Help yourself to whatever” she said.  “You know where we keep the booze.  I will be right back.”

	 

	She stopped at the hallway and turned to face me. “Lance.  Promise me you will stay for a few minutes.  I won’t be long” she pleaded.

	 

	“I’ll wait” I assured her.

	 

	Trudy return in just a few moments and stood in the doorway at the end of the living room.  She was a woman possessed.  She had loosed her hair and it hung to her shoulders.  She wore a black support bra that had holes so her nipples could stick out.  She also wore black nylons and a black garter belt and a black choker around her neck.  Besides her inch black heels, that was it.   Her cunt jutted out lewdly offering itself to any cock in the area.  Her legs were spread, and she was completely shaved.

	 

	She looked every bit the twenty-dollar whore and I wondered which one of them was the kink.  Probably Jim!  

	 

	She just stood there looking at me.  “Aren’t you glad you stayed?” she asked.

	 

	I walked up to her and put my hand right on her crotch.  Feeling her labia and exploring her entire nether region. She responded by reaching down to unzip my pants and pull out my cock.  She was not as wet as I expected, but damp enough to get things started.  

	 

	She moaned when I inserted two finger and she thrust her cunt out to make it easier.  Then she dropped to her knees and put her mouth on my cock.  She had applied a fresh coat of flame red lipstick and her mouth looked like an ad for porn a flick as it pumped my cock.

	 

	I pulled her off before I blew and we headed for the bedroom.  My cock started to throb up and down as she backed onto Jim’s bed, her legs spread wide.  She touched herself lewdly.

	 

	I pulled out a condom.  No telling what Jim has brought home, but she protested.

	 

	“No.  No condom.  I want you bare.  I want you to cum deep inside me. Please fuck me bare.  I know you want too.   You've always wanted to fuck me.  I know how your look at me” she taunted.  Her hands worked on my cock and she thrust her cunt at me wantonly.

	 

	My cock was hard and she was ready, so I shoved it in.

	 

	“Ahhh, you are thicker than Jim.  I can’t wait to tell him” she moaned.

	 

	She did not seem to be concerned about technique and she sure wasn't making love to me.  It was just raw sex.  I could have been anyone.  She just wanted to be violated by some cock that was not her husband’s.  

	 

	There was not much chemistry between Trudy and I.  It was mostly mechanical fucking.  For much of the afternoon I was just a talking dildo.  We fucked like crazy and she came at least a dozen times.  But it was all perfunctory.  We didn't hold each over lovingly or gaze into each other eyes.  We just fucked. The first session was pure revenge.  It wasn't even sex.  She was banging her cunt against an object that would infuriate her husband and that object was me.  

	 

	After the first few orgasms, it got a little more personal and turned to lust. But that lust was not directed at me as a person.  She just needed a stiff cock, and mine was the one in her vagina.  She hammered it like crazy and I was half afraid she was going to break it.  I wondered how often she came, because she seemed desperate to climax again and again and again.  Like she had some carnal goal for the day and was determined to check off her qualifying orgasms one by one.

	 

	I did everything I could think of to help her out.  I massaged her clit and rubbed her breasts and squeezed her nipples.  She responded to each, but just kept pumping.  I got to my knees and grabbed her ass and literally crammed her body into my cock, like one of those vagina tubes they sell at sex stores for self-abuse. 

	 

	She bucked and thrust and I jammed and rammed and she tensed and screamed.  Her cunt pulsed around my cock and her legs flexed and squeezed into my sides.  She hung there off of me straining and grimacing and moaning.  “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh”

	 

	It was too much and I blew too.  I gave one powerful thrust that lifted both of our asses into the air and shot hot gobs of cum deep into her.

	 

	It was angry sex.  There was not one tender moment.  Not one loving glance.  No pretense of sharing.  Just raw, animal, unemotional rutting.

	 

	She fell back on the bed gasping, her breasts heaving, nipples enlarged and erect.  Her legs spread, her cunt lips swollen, her public region wet with sweat and cunt juice.  He vaginal lips pulsed and oozed white cum.   I lay my head between her legs and licked her cunt.  She spread her legs wider and I pushed my tongue in as deep as it would go. She arched to meet me and moaned.  

	 

	“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh.  Lick me.  Make me cum with your tongue.  Oh God.  I'm going to tell that bastard how good you are.  No one has ever touched me there except Jim.  He'll hate it that it was you.  Oh God!”  She put her hands behind my head and forced my face into her wet cunt.  She started to gyrate and pump her hips.  She was impatient and started fucking my face.  “That bastard” she whispered with one thrust.  “Fucking bastard” then another thrust.

	 

	I could hardly breath.  It was obvious Trudy had some deep, deep resentments.  I had merely been the trigger.  She fucked my face fiercely.  We rolled on to our side and she continue driving her hips into my face. I explored her ass with my hands.  It had picked up a little flab, but it was still a nice ass.  I ran my finger up and down her butt crack.  It was slick with fluid.  I played with her anus and found it pulsing.  I worked the tip of my finger in and she responded by jerking her ass. 

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh  Yes, Yes, My ass. My ass!” she groaned.

	 

	She shifted a little and on her next thrust my finder slipped further in and I pushed it to the hilt.  

	 

	“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Oh Jesus!”.  She stopped pumping her mound at me and lay trembling and moaning her body convulsing slightly.  I licked the length of her cunt. “Oh God” she moaned and arched her body.  I licked again.  “Oh God, Oh God!” Her whole body shook.  

	 

	My finger was still up her butt.  The walls around her anus were pulsating and I turned my finger and she rolled over on her stomach with her ass to me.  Both holes were pulsing, throbbing, sex fluids were everywhere. Her musk was overpowering.

	 

	She thrust her butt at me, teasingly.  Wiggling her ass wantonly, her anus puckered and quivering. 

	 

	“Fuck my ass. I want your cock in my ass.”  She raised up and grabbed a tube of lube from a bed side table drawer.  She tossed it back and laid back down on her stomach.  She pulled one leg higher to give me a better view of her entry point.

	 

	“Fuck me in the ass. Ram that cock all the way up my ass.   I want to feel all of it. I've never had it in the ass.  I've caught you looking at my ass, now is your chance.  Loosen it up with your tongue and then stick it to me.  I'm begging you.  You can come back and fuck me whenever you want.  Just do this for me” she pleaded.

	 

	I teased her anus with my tongue, licking up and down her butt crack.  All the fluid gave it a unique spicy flavor.  I spread the lubricant and pushed in one finger.  She tensed.  I tried two.  I laid my cock along her butt crack.  It was partially hard and I ran it up and down between her ass cheeks, like a titty fuck.  My cock surged as it worked up and down her crack and was soon hard enough to pound nails.

	 

	I shifted my hips, positioned my cock head at her anus and eased in into her.

	 

	“Oh God Fuck Me, Shove your cock up my ass and make me cum.  Ahhhh.  O God That bastard has never had this. I would never let him.  He'd of blown at the entrance anyway.  But your cock slides right in” she ranted

	 

	I thrust deeper. 

	 

	“Ahhh.  That's it Lance   All the way.  Jam you cock all the way in.  He's going to hate it that it was you that got my ass cherry.  He hates you, you know?  He's jealous.  He thinks we all want to fuck you and he can't stand it” she screamed.  

	 

	“But now I've fucked you and I'm going to tell him how wonderful your cock feels.”  She pushed her ass back into me, taking it as deep as possible.  “Fuck me.   Fuck me harder.  I'll do anything you want.  I'll fuck you every day.  Whenever you want.  I'll fix you up.   Carol wants to fuck you.  You could fuck us together.  Just do it!  Do it harder. God Damnit!  Oh God fuck me.  Fuck my ass!”

	 

	Trudy was losing it and I was beginning to feel bad about the whole situation.  But my cock was stiff and sliding smoothly up and down her sweet ass channel.  So I didn't let the rest bother me too much.  Besides I was just the spark to this particular fire. What was going with the ass gyrating at the end of my cock was not all my doing.  She and Jim brought themselves to this state of emotion and Ariel was not Jim's first conquest and would probably not be his last.  

	 

	This had started as pure revenge.  She stood in the door way playing the slut that Jim had created seeking the cock that Jim wanted least to touch her.  A few orgasms later that revenge was mixed with lust and her main goal was to get her cunt stuffed.  At the end, emotionally drained, but still sexually charged Trudy just wanted to cum one more time.  And then one more time.  And then one more time.

	 

	There was never any romance.  I don't think she really even likes me much.  

	 

	She looked at the clock on the bed stand.  We had been fucking for hours with only short breaks.  

	 

	“Jim should have been home by now” she said.

	 

	“And you wanted him to catch us together” I accused.

	 

	“Yes” she admitted.

	 

	“Well let’s not disappoint him” I said as I rolled her over and slipped it in again.

	 

	What Trudy did not know, was that Jim was across town getting the kiss off from Ariel.  She was telling him that she had a stalker and he took some pictures.  They couldn't see each other again.  She needed to leave town for a while.

	 

	…………………………………..

	 

	I had shot my last bullet and Jim was still a no show.  I left Trudy exhausted and sleeping.  My sperm oozing from her cunt and ass and some still on her lips.  The bed was soaked with our juices, but I did have the decency to cover her.  

	 

	I felt sorry for Trudy.  She is actually a nice lady.  She just got caught in a stupid macho battle between two assholes.  At least she now knows she has options.  Jim was a star in the living room, but a dud in the bedroom and Trudy finally knew it.  If she stayed with Jim, she knew what she was getting.  If she kicked him out, she knew there were men out there who could last more than five minutes.

	 

	 


Post Log - One Year Later

	 

	Well the super club blew up a little when the word got out that Trudy and I had done the five legged dance.  They are still having supper club, but it’s not the same old group and the girls had to go outside their sorority to bring in new blood.  So the group is not as close as it once was and the history that it shared was lost.

	 

	I really enjoyed telling Jim that I had fucked his wife and especially that I had gotten her ass cherry.  I told him the next time he backstabs a friend, not to be so arrogant and open about it. I even stuck him with the check for the drinks at our little exchange.  I know you can’t get ahead while you are getting even.  Revenge is generally a practice I like to avoid.  However, this short trip down pay-back lane took very little effort and had the added benefit of an afternoon in bed with Trudy.

	 

	Trudy and Jim split up for a while, but I hear they are thinking about giving it another go.  Jim speaks to me only when forced into it in a social situation, but that is fine with me.  Two faced friends that stab you in the back are not a loss.

	 

	Sarah and Larry seem to have a new lease on their marriage.  I have never seen them happier and from the hints dropped by Larry, he in enjoying a healthy sex life.  Page left Warren and is now living with her dominant.  I am sure she is happier and fucking much more often. Monica gives me a look every once in a while, but has never acknowledged our little encounter.

	 

	Beth has handled a couple of more realty transactions for me and we fucked our way through each one, but nothing regular or planned.  Beth had a real estate conference out of town and I met her there. We had a wonderful weekend and we toured Old Santé Fe and fucked each other dry.  There is still something special there, but she is happy with her life.  She just needs a little escape once in a while.

	 

	Jenny is up for partner and we fuck periodically, always spur of the moment.  She is doing some specialty law work for my company and is very good at it.  We have not been back to a hotel, it is usually on her desk or my couch and a couple of times in my Porsche. Spontaneity is that girls middle name.  

	 

	Carol has called me a half a dozen times and wanted to play.  We meet at a hotel and go at each other like animals.  There is a little romance there, but mostly it is just lust.  I love her body and those tits are to die for, but the last thing I need is another mistress.  If her husband could figure out how to give her a proper orgasm, I think she would stop calling.

	 

	Karla and I had an amiable divorce.  When the word got out on Trudy, it was too much for her to take.  She got the house and new car and an income for several years.  She kissed me on the cheek, tossed me a bag of laundry and wished me a good life.

	 

	I have escaped yuppie land and I am a free man.  Free to pursue business and pussy in whatever order and at whatever speed and in whichever combination I desire.

	 

	 


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
A’ Lance Howard Erotic Advenfure
by Johnson Stiff





