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Unfinished Business

Rennie had been my secretary slash personal assistant for almost a decade.  Not a day went by that I did not think about sinking my dick into her.  We were close a couple of times.  I had cum in her mouth and fingered her, but no submersion.

I hired Rennie right off the farm at the tender age of 18, but I was not that much older myself. I was just starting my business career and I had a two room suite at one of those rent-an-office places. In the early seventies the larger towns in the Midwest were the only places to find a job.  Farm girls from Iowa, Kansas, Nebraska went to local a secretarial school and then migrated to the nearest big city.  Their skill levels were excellent and their work ethic even better.  As my company grew I hired a bunch of them, but Rennie was my first.

I remember the first interview.  There were a bunch of girls with the same qualifications and demographic, but Rennie had the sexiest legs.  That made a lot of sense.  A would be tycoon and I was judging office talent by the length of their skirts.  I am surprised that I did not fall flat on my face.

She was not Miss Iowa, but she had nice tits, a pretty smile and pouty lips that looked like they could suck a golf ball through a garden hose.  She wore a dress cut short and showed a lot of thigh as she sat for the interview.  Her resume was thin, but adequate.  She was all business during the interview, but had enough hutzpah to flash me some panty a couple of times as she crossed and re-crossed her legs.

Now, ten years later, she was sitting across from me at the end of her last day and I was still peeking up her dress and lusting after what was between her lovely legs.  She was off to be a full time mom.  I had obviously overpaid her, because as I my business grew, she had ridden along.  It was just the two of us in my office and the door was locked.  We could hear the last of her going-away party winding down in the outer office area.

We had both been drinking more that was prudent.  She wore a green dress that I had bought her, short hemmed and with a scoop neck that had delivered many an enticing view of her breasts as she leaned over my desk or I stood behind her as she worked.  I had bought her many dresses.  I don’t know how her husband felt about that, but she always seemed to wear them for me.

At the first interview, she only had two.  Both with a flared skirt and cut short.  One blue, one green with similar patterns.  That was when the dress buying started.  I took her shopping and we had fun as she modeled a number of selections.  I of course chose the sexiest ones.  Right on the edge of proper office attire, but what the hell, I was setting a new corporate tone.

I soon discovered that my mostly male clients liked having sexy girls around and I made it an office staple to be sure my office was well stocked with fetching, but talented eye candy. That of course led to a lot of inter-office lust, which presented its own set of management problems.

Rennie proved to be a sharp kid. She had managed me and my affairs, literally, for ten years. She wore the dresses I picked out, mainly for their display value and teased and taunted me every day, without ever opening her legs to invite me in.  She got raises and equity participation and home loans without ever landing on her back.  When things started to get intimate, she always managed to cool me off with a little oral or hand action.  She was wily and a worthy adversary, this one.

“How many dresses have I bought you?” I asked.

“Dozens, everyone short and loose on top” she teased.

“Well I like you dressed that way.”

“So you can peek at me” she accused. 

“What does Ray say about me buying your cloths?” I asked.

“I told him I have a clothing allowance for office attire” she smiled.

“He never wanted you to wear something a little less close to the line?”

“He likes the way I look and it excites him that other men lust after me.”

“You manage him just like you mange me, don’t you?”

“Not exactly the same.”

“Of course, with him you have the dick lever” I said.  She did not answer, but smiled knowingly.

“How is the new girl?” I asked

“Fine.  She is going to do a good job for you”

“Nice legs.  Not as nice as yours, but nice” I said ogling her thighs.

“Thank you.”

“Will she let me fuck her. Or is she going to clamp her thighs together like you?  I would really hate to go dry another ten years” I observed.

“She might if you want to write a big check.  There are new laws against that stuff” she answered.

“I remember that first interview, did you flash me to get the job?”

“Of course.  I needed it and you could not take your eyes off my legs.”

“Like now?”

“Yes, like always” she commented.

“Give me just one last peek” I asked.

“No”

“Please.  Just to remember you buy” I begged.

“God, Lance you are a fucking pervert” she exclaimed, but she uncrossed her legs and spread them a little.  She was wearing powder blue.

“That is lovely” I said.

“As of an hour ago, you don’t work for me.  Let’s fuck” I offered.

“Let’s not, but you can pretend we did if you want” she replied.

“To pretend I need stimulus.  Something to image.”

“Image the hottest box you have ever been in” she smiled.

“That’s not fair. You are making me hard” I groaned.

“You have been telling me that for as long as I have known you.  It has not worked yet.”

“You are heartless” I declared.

“Take you panties off” I suggested.

“Lance, you need to behave.

“If I am going to fantasize about you later I need a peek at the goods.”

“So you can beat off thinking about me?” she said giving me a weird smile.

“Didn’t you know that I do that?” I queried.  “When you are flashing me your panties or leaning over letting your tits dangle, you never thought about my cock getting stroked because of your antics?  You never got excited thinking about me getting off thinking about you?”

“I tried not to dwell on it” she answered.

“But it made you hot? I demanded.

“Yes a little” she admitted.

“You are a bit of an exhibitionist.  Don’t tell me you have not enjoyed tormenting me.”

“No I have. Sometimes I even planned it.”

“You fucking tease.”

“Come on.  Slip those panties off and take pity on me.  It’s only fair after flashing me all these years.”

“You had your fingers in me and that is all you get” she said.

“And you seemed to like that!” I stated.

“Of course.  You know what you are doing around a pussy” she smiled.

……………..

She had almost gotten carried that time.  It was about a year after she came to work.  A year of watching those magnificent legs and cleavage and aching to sink my cock into her.

She had broken up with her boyfriend and was on the prowl.  I offered my services, but she turned me down on a daily basis.  We were at my old rent-by-the-month office where I started and we had gone across the street to the bar to belt down a few with some of the other office renters.

We had come back to our little office to call a cab, because we were both pretty lit up and in no shape to drive.  But the minute we closed the door behind us we were in each other’s arms kissing and rubbing and grinding our bodies together.  Rennie set her ass on the edge of a desk and wrapped her legs around me jamming her nylon covered snatch against my crotch.

Her mouth was warm and eager and her tongue explored deeply.   Every nuance of her body was screaming fuck me!  Our hands roamed freely, exploring, urging.  When she cupped my balls and whispered “I want you inside me”, I almost blew my wad.  I slid my hand down her panties and pushed three fingers up her opening.

“Oh God that feels good” she moaned, nipping my ear lobe.  “Make me cum baby” she urged, her whole mouth covering my ear.

Her hands clawed at my zipper, pushing my pants down and freeing my rigid shaft. She grabbed it with both hands and ran her fingers up and down it length and thrust one hand down to squeeze my balls.

“I need you cock, Baby” she groaned as she tightened her grip on my rod.  I thought it would burst.

My own hand was busy pumping her twat and twisting and wiggling my fingers against the inside of her cunt walls.  She was humping my hand like it was her favorite dildo.  Throwing her body against me, her legs spread wide, Rennie was definitely a player.

‘Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh” she screamed right into my ear.  A near deafening shout.  Her body shook and shuddered and her grip on my cock tightened to an almost painful level.  Her fingers groped it furiously all through her orgasm.

Slowly her body relaxed and her grip on my johnson loosened.  She gave one last lingering rub of my privates and dropped her hands.

Rennie stepped back looking sheepish.  “I am sorry.  This was a mistake.  We have to stop” she announced.

“You came and now you want to stop” I asked, astonished at the turn of events.

“Yes we have to.”

“Your boyfriend is history, right?” I asked.

“Right.”

“And you have not found a new one yet?”

“No. but you are my boss, I work for you” she complained.

“It will be fine” I assured.

“No it won’t.  It will change things and I need this job” she asserted, her voice firm, unflinching.

“You know it’s not fair for you to get off and not me” I pointed out.

“We are not going to fuck and that is final” she declared, the look on her face was almost enough to make me lose my erection.

“How about some oral” I suggested.

“That is not an even swap” she observed.

“I can make it even” I offered.

“I’ll bet you can” she quipped.

There was a long silence between us. I have learned in business that the first guy to talk after a proposal is generally the loser, so I stood firm.  Eventually she reached out and touched my cock, which was beginning to retract.  Her touch was enough to bring it roaring back.

“Sit in the chair and I will take care of this.  Even up” she promised.

I sat and she knelt between my legs.  I was certain I was going to feel those soft lips around my rod, but it was not in the cards.   But she did use both hands to give me a first class tug job.  She turned out to be quite a tease, because she had me ready to explode three times and twice she cooled me off a little and let me build back up again.  When I was ready to blow on the third time, she covered my cock head with her mouth and sucked it all down her throat.  

Her lips made a perfect vacuum seal because she never missed a drop. It was not an even trade.  She got a quick orgasm, but I fucked her face for at least ten minutes and blew one hell of a load. 

“That’s all champ” she said “and that is all there will ever be.”

“As long as we work together” I added.

“As long as we work together” she agreed.

“Your fired” I said.

“Not funny” she growled.

…………………………………….

I could see the tops of her pull-up nylons gripping her soft inner thighs.  I wanted to lick her there and nibble my way on up those lovely legs.

“Why the pull-ups” I asked. 

“They are comfortable.”

“But you always wear panty hose” I countered.

“Panty hose give me an extra layer of protection.  I never know when you and I are going to get carried away.  The panty hose were my security blanket.”

“And you are not afraid of getting carried away today?” I asked.

“Frankly, I thought there would be more people around” she admitted.

“God, those legs are killing me. Spread a little father” I asked.

“No!”

“Please. Just a little” I pleaded. 

She sighed and spread her legs a little wider.  “That is it” she declared.

“You are beautiful, Rennie” I said.  “I am going to miss you.”

“Admit it.  It turns you on when I stare up your dress?  I know you well enough to know that” I declared.

“I’ll admit I do like being admired” she replied, her face brightened into a coy smile.

“Bullshit!” I said.  “You are a fucking exhibitionist.”

“Only around you and a few others” she replied.

“You know I have never seen your snatch. Touched it, but never had the pleasure of just looking at it” I mused.

“You keep calling it silly names like snatch and cooz and you never well!” she declared.

“Sorry, I would like to gaze on what has to be an incredibly sexy vagina” I said.

“You are looking at it” she replied.

“I mean a full unobstructed view.  One I can remember for the rest of my life.”

“You really are ridiculous” she answered smiling.

“Please, take off your panties.  I just want to see it one time.”

“We are not going to do anything” she asserted.

I know.  I understand.  But I have never seen it. “

“It does not belong to you.  That is Ray’s territory.”

“You have made the abundantly clear.”

“I just want to remember what I missed.”

“No.” she answered, but her voice seemed to be softening.

“You have teased me with it all these years.  Let me see it.   What are you afraid of.  I can’t seduce you from clear over here.” I soothed.

I should not be doing this” she declared as she lifter her butt cheeks off the couch and skinned her panties over her legs, then reached down to untangle them from her feet.  When she leaned forward her scoop neck gave me a wonderful view of her tits nestled in a lace bra.

Rennie sat with her legs partially spread, soft auburn curls obstructed a full view of her labia.  She tossed me her powder blue panties.  Before pitching them she scooted up a little and her dress rode even higher.

“Jesus what a lovely garden.  I’ll bet Ray enjoys that” I said fixing my gaze between her legs.

“He seems to” she replied.

I held her panties to my nose and took a deep breath.

“God you smell good.  I bet you taste good too” I teased.

“Christ you really are a freak” she exclaimed.

“Come on.  It must turn you on seeing some guy obsess over you. Be honest it makes you a little wet.”

“No not at all” she assured.

“Liar, Liar, panties on fire!” I exclaimed.

“Oh that’s cute.”

‘I bet if I came over there and touched you, it would be wet” I teased as I rose to cross the room.

“You stay right where you are” she demanded holding up her hand like a traffic cop.

“I am just filling your glass” I said.  “Don’t be so suspicious.”  I took a bottle from my private stock, the good stuff that I knew was one of her weaknesses.

“You keep your distance.  I know you.  You have more scalps on your belt than Geronimo” she warned.

“Well you are not one of them” I assured her.

“and it is going to stay that way” she exclaimed.

She held out her glass and I poured a full one and she took a good sized drink.

“I love this stuff, but it kind of sneaks up on you” see admitted.

“It can” I agreed, sitting on the hassock in front of the couch.  I was much closer to her now.  I could see the moisture glisten on her pussy lips.  I took one last smell of her panties and handed them back.

“Keep them.   A souvenir” she offered.

“What would Ray say.  You come home from an office party a little tipsy and with no panties.  He would be pounding on my door with murder in his heart” I judged.

“Probably would be” she giggled.

“Touch it for me” I suggested.

“What?  Hell no!  I am not going to stroke myself in front of you.”

“I just wanted you to touch it to see if it’s wet, but if you want to do more.  I would love that.” I quipped.

“This game is over”, she started to slide off the couch, which spread her legs wider and brought her sweet cooch even closer.

“Please, this is our last time together. I will behave” I promised.

“Impossible!”

She was now on the edge of the couch.  He bare cunt within arm’s reach. My cock was screaming.

“You liked it when I touched you that one time?  I thought you were going to rip my hand off when you came” I declared.

“Of course I did.  You are very sexy and you have great hands. But that was a mistake” she objected.

“I remember your hands on me.  They were amazing” I said

“I remember your hands on me” she admitted.  “They did feel pretty good!”

“Your ‘amazing’ and I am ‘pretty good’.  Maybe we should give it a go” I offered.

“Lance, this is making me hot, we have to stop or I am leaving” she announced.

“Just a little reminiscing.  That is what going-away parties are all about.  Regrets, sweet sorrow and all of that” I assured.

“We were a great business team. You made your business and financial goals these last ten years and I made mine. That might have all ended if I had let you have your way with me” she observed.

“Might have been worth it.”

“I hear you are good, but not that good.  You’ve made a fortune and I socked away a big nest egg and you taught me how to keep it.” she replied.

“You told me to pretend. If I watch you touch yourself, that is like pretending” I said, angling the conversation back to seduction.

“No!” she declared, but her voice lacked her previous conviction.

“Please, just a couple of stokes” I pleaded.

“She moved her hand to her opening and ran her fingers up and down her labia.

“I should not be doing this” she said, the expression on her face turning to pure pleasure.  Our gaze met and for a moment we exchanged a very serious glance, but I quickly shifted my eyes to her fingers that were rubbing along her labia.

Ray must not be the stud I thought, because she sure knew just how to touch herself.  She spent a lot of time caressing her labia.  She closed her eyes and laid her head back on the couch and just enjoyed the experience.  After a while she moved to her clit and brought herself off quickly.  She squeezed and rubbed her bud vigorously and had two quick orgasms. 

Then she moved her fingers back to her opening and inserted three fingers as deep as she could.  She locked eyes with me and was moaning with every thrust, it was very erotic.  She was obviously enjoying the experience, but she seemed to be having trouble getting over the hump.

“Will this help?” I asked rubbing my crotch

“Yes” she said her voice low.

I eased out my rod.  It stood straight up and I stroked it.

Rennie’s eyes were locked on my shaft and my hands around it as she diddled herself.

“Tell me you have thought about riding my cock.  Dreamed about slipping it in and out of that sweet cunt of yours” I pleaded.

“God yes, you know I have you bastard.”

“You have never played around on Ray.  Not even once” I asked.

“Never!” she assured.

“You are lying.  I can tell.  You are lying” I accused.

“Just once” she admitted.

“Who was it?”

“Not important” she replied.

“Who was it?  Do I know him?” I pressed.

“James Thomas” she confessed.

“Our James Thomas?”

“Yes” she said.

“You little slut” I quipped.

“I know’ she agreed.

“Why?”

“He is gorgeous “ she said.  “I could not help myself.  I was horny and he was there.”

“How often?”

“Just once. He wanted more, but once was enough.”

“Big disappointment huh?”

“Yes. All looks and not much go” she admitted taking another drink.

“Serves you right” I teased.

“Ass hole” she spit back.

“Touch your clit again” I urged.

Shut up I know what I am doing.”

“This reminds me of the day when you walked in on me when I was riding that sex machine you bought” she said.

“That was one of the best’s days of my life” I exclaimed.

“I don’t even know why you had it at the office.  That was very unfair of you.  You took advantage of me.  That thing was incredible.  I was cuming continuously and you violated my privacy.    That was a very personal time and you were not invited” she declared.

“You were in my conference room and I had no way of knowing you were in there.  It was after hours.  I thought you were gone. I thought everyone was gone.” I objected.

“I went in there for a private moment, not to be the focus of your voyeurism.”

“You went in there to see what it was like to fucked by a machine with unlimited staying power” I corrected.

“Everyone has their weaknesses” she replied as she moved her fingers faster.

………………………..

A few years back I had dabbled in marketing a fucking machine.  It was a saddle arrangement that had a place to screw in plastic cocks of different shapes and sizes.  These were then energized by an electric motor that controlled speed and thrust and angle of penetration.  The woman rider straddled the machine and eased herself onto her chosen dildo then selected the speed and intensity settings most appropriate to her taste.

It was mostly a lark and a PR stunt, but it had enough business potential to make good conversation.  We kept the thing in the main conference room for a while and some of the girls snuck in and gave it a test drive.  The particular night we were discussing, I found Rennie in the pilot’s seat taking herself on a very carnal pleasure cruise.

I don’t know how long she had been riding it, but she was soaked in sweat and flush from repeated orgasms.  Her dress was bunched up covering her pubic region so I could not see the actual penetration.  I should have just closed the door and left or watched silently, leaving her undisturbed.  But she was wailing like a banshee and throwing her body back and forth.  I was half afraid she was going to fuck herself to death. 

She was stunned when I walked in, her green eyes went wider than I have ever seen them.

“You OK” I asked.

She just nodded and kept riding the machine.

I came up alongside her, she looked sexy as hell.  He dress was around her waist and her swollen tits were barely contained in a lace bra which was completely soaked and almost transparent.  Her nipples were hard as rocks and poked through the wet material like two giant worms straining to be released.  She was flush and her hair was sticking to her wet cheeks.  Her eyes were wild.  I thought for a minute she had taken a drug of some kind. 

I stopped next to her, her mouth was only inches from my crotch.  Leaving one hand to steady herself, she used the other to rub my dick through my pants.  Her fingers were urgent and I unzipped my fly and pulled out my cock.  She was on it in a flash.  Her warm mouth closing over it eagerly.  I dropped my pants and stepped over the machine, straddling it as I stood in front of her.  Still riding the machine, Rennie put one hand on each of my ass checks and pulled my cock into her mouth. 

We stayed that way a long time.  The machine fucking her pussy and her mouth fucking me.   I reached down and played with her nipples.  I thought she responded but it was hard to tell, she was in a state of total lust.   There was no way to tell how many times she came.  She sucked me off twice as she came almost continuously.  Her technique was far from gentle, her main focus was on her cunt.

She gummed at my cock like it held some substance she needed to live.  Even so I exploded twice and my cum was all over her face and dripping down her chin.  It just added to the picture of woman gone completely over the sexual edge.

I moved around behind her and sat on the saddle.  She was still fucking the machine in earnest.  I put my arms around her and played with her tits. They were full and firm and filled my hands wonderfully. She arched back into me, grinding her undulating body against me.  She was in constant motion.

I unhooked her bra and squeezed her nipples and rolled her breasts against my palm, one in each hand. She responded by gyrating more wildly and pressing her body back against mine. I mover one hand from her breast and slid it down her toned stomach to find her clit.  It was huge and when I touched it and pressed it between my fingers she screamed.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh”

I continued to rub it and work it and she jerked and bucked and cried out “No. No I can’t stand it.  Oh God that feels so good.  Please stop.  Oh Fuck, Christ, Please no more” she begged, her voice barely audible.

A few minutes later she arched her neck toward the ceiling and screamed her head off, then collapsed in a ball next to the machine.  The mechanical cock just kept pumping up and down.  She had chosen a fairly large one with a curve.  It must have been working her G-spot for damn near an hour.  The poor girl was whimpering and shaking.   She was laying with her legs pulled up and I was behind her.   I could see her wet pussy lips pulsing.  I thought about fucking her, but she was too far gone.  To take advantage of her now felt a little like rape.

We did not say much to each other.  We both just recovered and then dressed in silence.  We had never mentioned the incident until this night.

………………….

“I was impressed that you stayed hard after I blew you.  That must come in handy for a girl in need” she said.

“I was impressed that my cock made it through your blow jobs in one piece” I replied.

“Not my best work” she agreed.  “I had other considerations going on that night.”

“I know, I watched you collapse” I said.

“Why didn’t you fuck me then?  I was certainly ready and right in front of you.”

“It seemed like taking advantage” I answered.

“It would have been and I might have quit.”

“Most guys would have fucked me right there.  Thanks for being you.”

“Don’t let it get around” I said, blushing a little.

“Your secrets are safe with me” she promised.

She was still working her cunt and increased her speed.  I was stroking my cock just enough to keep it hard, I did not want to blow.  I still had a chance of doing that inside of her.

She had pumped herself, slowly at first then more quickly.  Her long slender legs were spread wide and my cock ached at the sight.  Her whole body was tight and the muscles in her upper thigh pulsed. I watched her fingers move in and out of that cunt that I wanted so badly.  It was mesmerizing to watch her fuck herself.  I could tell from the look on her face she must be getting close. She was really bearing down and her face was tense with anticipation.  Her fingers moved amazingly fast.

My cock was pulsing and I stroked it with long firm strokes as I watched her peak.  It was aching to slide into the treasure in front of me.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh” Rennie yelled suddenly.  She arched her back and spread her legs even wider and shook. Her fingers slid out of her cunt and her labia lips pulsed.

“That was exciting” I said.  You look lovely when you cum.”

She was flushed and excited and I moved in for the kill. 

I reached over and took her hand.  “Let me smell your fingers” I asked, raising her hand to just below my nose.

“Your scent is intoxicating” I exclaimed.

“And you are depraved” she announced.

“I put her fingers in my mouth and sucked on them.

“Lance, that is crossing the line” she exclaimed as she jerked her hand back.

I stood up, my cock dangling in front of her, only a few inches from her face. I guided her hand to my throbbing rod and rubbed the back of it against my stiff shaft.  She turned her hand and grabbed it.  Then reached out to add her other hand.

She leaned in to kiss the head and run her tongue up and down my length.

“Just once for old time’s sake” she announced.

“Wait let’s do this right” I said reaching out and pulling her dress down, exposing her bra.  Then I unclipped the clasps and her lovely beasts popped free.  Despite their size they stood straight out, nipples tight as little pebbles.

I have always loved your tits.  They are magical!” I exclaimed.

“You have looked down my dress enough” she said.  “They should be old news.”

“And you let me enough” I confirmed.

“Just providing a little spice to office life” she quipped.

“A quick peek does not do them justice.  Those babies were born to be sported” I declared.

“You really are a crazy fuck” she exclaimed, laughing.

“They have grown since you had your children.”

“Of course.”

“I am glad I waited.  They are magnificent.”

“You did not have a choice” she asserted.

“I could have demanded that you fuck me when I loaned you the money for you house” I suggested.

“You would not have meant it and I would not have done it, but it would have changed our relationship” she observed.

“I know.  You are right.  I need to be more appreciative of what I get and not be such a glutton” I said.

“You are going to get plenty in the next few minutes, so be happy with it” she answered.

I put my hand behind her head and gently guided her mouth to my cock and watched her ruby red lips envelope the shaft and send shards of pleasure coursing through my whole body.

My pants dropped to the floor and I stepped out of them carefully.  I did not want to disturb her. She was going at my cock like it was her favorite flavor of lollipop and she did a lot more than just suck me off. Her hands ran up and down my legs and around to my butt.  Exploring wantonly, massaging with her palms and fingers.  She spent a lot of time on my balls and my butt crack and shoved a finger deep into my asshole.

That last time my cock had been in her mouth she was a little distracted.  But this time it was her sole focus and her oral skills were flawless.  Ray must like the oral stuff or else she had been blowing the neighbor.

It was much better than the last time, of course she was exhausted then.  She had only cum about twenty times before I walked in on her. In any case, she was doing one hell of job now and when my cum had all disappeared down her throat, she snaked her neck around between my legs and sucked on my scrotum almost to the point of pain. 

For a girl that did not want to fuck, we were certainly going in a strange direction.

“Did you ever tell Ray that you fucked that machine?”  I asked.

“No” she replied.

“Why not?” I asked.

“I was afraid he would feel inadequate” she answered.

“Is he insecure about the size of his dick?”

“He is insecure about everything concerning his dick” she quipped.

She leaned back on the couch, legs spread wide and stroked herself a little.  I was still standing and my cock was throbbing up and down, ready to go again.

Here’s the deal” she announced.

“I love deals” I answered.

I am going to let you play around a little.  But no penetration.  That’s off the table, but I will ride your rail and maybe tease myself with that monster of yours” she declared.

“Thanks for the complement.  But it is not that big” I corrected.

“It bigger than I am used to” she assured.

“You mean that giant husband of yours has a little weenie?”

“Are your trying to blow his deal?” she warned.  “I am offering to rub my wet pussy against your bare cock and you pick this time to insult my husband?”

“No, No.  Sorry.  Deal!” I said, dropping to the floor.

She straddled me, just like she had the sex machine.

“Take your dress off, I can’t see what you are doing.  It’s covering all the action.”

She pulled off her dress. The only thing she was still wearing were her nylon pull-ups, sheer to above mid-thigh.

She gave my shaft a few strokes to harden it up and then scooted her snatch right up against it. She pushed it against her labia with one hand, stroking it and rubbing it against her vaginal lips.  She thrust her hips forward, forcing it along my stomach and massaged herself along its length.

She rode it and teased it and rubbed its head at her opening moaning and getting wetter and wetter and hotter and hotter.  Occasionally I rubbed her clit or her crack or teased her opening, when I was not playing with her tits.  She took her time, teasing and stimulating herself and also did a lot of moaning.

She was up on one leg and running my cock head along her opening, pushing it in just a half an inch or so.  She would push it against her opening then pull it out and run its length along her labia and rub her clit with its harness.  She was supposed to be working on me, but instead she had decided to use my cock as a sex toy and concentrate on her own needs. 

She had it part way in and I was squeezing her nipples, when she said “Fuck it!” and slide all the way down over my cock.

She took it in slowly, savoring the way it stretched her cunt walls.  A couple of times she halted and back tracked an inch or two and then continued.  The look on her face was pure pleasure.

I watched it go in.  Inch by inch her opening swallowed my cock like a snake flowing over its prey.  I could feel the pressure on every inch of its length as her vaginal walls tightened around my rod. It was all I could do to keep from blowing off.

“God that is a nice cock” she moaned.  “I have been wanting to do this a longtime.”

“Ten years” I agreed.

“Five years” she corrected.

“What the hell happened five years ago?” I asked.

“I watched you fuck that little brunette that used to be Mark’s secretary” she admitted.

“You scamp you” I declared.

“I came back to get something and you guys were going at it like teenagers at a drive-in.  I watched you through a crack in the door and she was screaming like you were the god of pleasure.   I got so excited I stripped off my panties and nylons and did myself twice right outside your office door.  If you had discovered me, I probably would have been up for a threesome” she teased and gave her ass a little twitch when she said “threesome.”

I felt my cock swell a little and she smile.  “That thought excite you?”

“Fuck yes” I admitted.

She raised her ass almost all the way off of my cock and then slid down it again slowly.

“Fuck that is nice” she cooed.

She fucked me leisurely, languidly, milking me for every drop of pleasure my cock had to offer.

I moved my hips to meet her and reached up and caressed her breasts.  Eventually she sped up and we got down to some serious fucking.  Her nipples hardened almost to the bursting point when she came and she bucked wildly when I tweaked them at those moments.  Her clit swelled to a hard bud and I pinched it like she had when she did herself.  We both got pretty vocal, we had been waiting a long time for this fuck and we were both enjoying it.

I lifted her off the floor when I came.  Her body hung there in the air impaled on my cock.  A fraction of a second later she convulsed and grabbed my chest, digging her fingernails into my shirt and tearing it open.

We lay panting. I ran my hands over her body and kissed her gently a few times.

“Was that what you expect?” I asked.

“I expected you to stay hard longer, after all the stories I heard” she teased.

I flipped her over and buried my face between her legs.  Her cunt was soaked and full of my cum.  Despite our fucking and my cum, she tasted fresh, alluring, almost addictive. I sank my tongue in deep and swirled it around, touching as much of her cunt walls as I could reach.

She responded by pressing my head against her mound and moaning loudly. There was plenty of fluid.  I thought I might drown in it and more was flowing with every swish of my tongue.  When I sucked her labia lips into my mouth she wrapped her legs around my head, but when I tongued her clit she bucked like I had hit her with a cattle prod.  I don’t think Ray was an oral guy, because she was acting like this was the treat of the century and when I put my teeth on her bud she arched her body back and screamed at the top of her lungs, while convulsing against my mouth.

I hoped the party had cleared out. I envisioned people looking at one another and nodding their heads knowingly, “They are finally fucking.” I knew there was no one out their stupid enough to knock on my locked door, unless they mistook passion for murder.

When I finally came up for air she was whimpering and shaking.

“See what you have been missing” I bragged.

“It was worth the wait” she said.

“I need to get home” she said, casting about for her clothes.

“We both stood up, my cock still hard and standing straight.”

“Jesus, you are still ready” she said.  “that is impressive.”

I pulled her to me and kissed her passionately. 

She responded with equal fervor “I really do have to go.”

I pushed her hand to my cock and her fingers encircled it.

“Oh God Lance.  I still want it” she exclaimed

I bent her forward over the couch with her ass to me and entered her with no warning and no ceremony.

“Oh God that is in so deep” she gasp as I began to pound her with prolonged, forceful thrusts, that verged on violence. She was groaning and whimpering and crying a little.  I thought maybe I should stop, but she pushed her hand down between the couch and her privates and started to rub her clit. I had already cum twice so this was my last bullet for a while, but my cock had swelled to a little larger than normal.  I guess a ten-year wait will do that to a guy.

Because I had already blown twice, I had plenty of staying power and I began to hammer her ruthlessly, ramming my cock into her with a ferocity driven by years of desire. She was leaning way over the couch, her ass stretched out, her butt hole puckered.  I ran my finger up and down her ass crack and teased her anus, before shoving my thumb up her hole.

She was moaning continuously “Oh God, Oh God, Oh God” for a while and then “Fuck me, Fuck me, Fuck me.”  She seemed to change phrases every minute or so.  “Harder, Harder, Harder. Don’t stop, Don’t stop, Don’t stop.”

When I finally came I shot a bigger load than expected and my cock went limp almost immediately and slipped out.  My knees went week and I staggered to the couch and collapsed.  Rennie was still bent over the edge, heaving and panting.  She pushed herself up and fell down on the couch next to me.

“Well you got your fuck” she panted.

“Thank you” I gasp.

“You need to put me back on the payroll because I may need the health insurance” she teased.

“I though you liked it or I would have stopped” I promised.

“I like alcohol too, but if you drink it to fast if will kill you” she quipped.

“Quit teasing.  Are you Ok. Did I hurt you?” I demanded.

“No I am fine and you were incredible, but never again.  I am a domestic, not a warrior” she declared.

We sat there in silence for a moment and then I watched her dress.  I watched her pull those powder blue panties up those sensuous legs that I had lusted after for ten years and I watched her plop those fat titties into her French lace bra that I had peeked at so often.  I missed her already.

When she was dressed I walked her to the door and we enjoyed a long lingering kiss.  Her hand dropped to my stiff shaft and she gave it a few strokes.  Without warning I picked her up in one hand by the waist and with the other hand I swept my desk free of its contents. Just like in the movies.

“Lance we can’t” she protested, but she was still all over me. 

I laid her on the desk, puller her dress up and her legs apart and ripped the crotch right out of those powder blues.  Then I rammed my cock all the way in.

“Oh God” she screamed.

I used her thighs as handles and pulled her snatch over my cock and pounded her mercilessly with long powerful thrusts that made her gasp with each stroke.  From a standing position I could focus all my strength on pummeling her opening and I ravaged it over and over and over.

I was grunting and she was screaming and we fucked like two animals in some pre-man age.  I don’t know how long we fucked.  It was a considerable amount of time. Rennie rubbed her breasts through her dress periodically and fingered her bud almost continuously.  She seemed to lose energy about half way through, but I just kept pumping.  It would be my forth shot, so my erection was holding firm.  At some point I hit a runners high and just kept pounding and pounding her cunt.  If there had been a metronome in the room, I am sure I could have set rhythm by it. 

I was in pretty good shape because I jog five miles every day, but I did eventually tire.  My last shot seemed just out of reach and I kept increasing my pace and holding her body up to change the angle and get some more friction.  She was incredibly wet. Finally, thankfully, I felt it starting to bubble up and I increased my stroke even faster.

Poor Rennie was whimpering and gasping and looking at me with a mixture of lust and exhaustion.  She had been limp for quite a while, but when she felt my cum splatter against her internal walls, she came instantly. Like it had been waiting there patiently, for just the right moment to cut lose. I had never heard her scream that loudly, not even the night she rode the machine. 

We tried to cling to one another, but fatigue took over and I collapsed and she fell back on my desk top.

A few minutes later I heard her ask “What the hell was that all about?”

“That was about four shots” I answered through gasps for air.             

“I don’t understand” she replied.

“I hardly ever go four shots.  I wanted you to know you are special” I said.

“Special or not, I don’t think I can fucking walk” she exclaimed.

I heard her moving around the room, putting herself back together. But I was too tired to look up.  She stood over me and I could look up her skirt and see her naked cunt oozing cum.  She dropped the shreds of her powder blue panties on to my stomach.  “You might as well keep these.  Better to go home without them, than the condition they are in” she mused.

I was still laying on the floor when she knelt beside me and kissed me softly, with just the right amount of tongue to be romantic.

“This is it sweetie.  Good bye Lance.  I will miss you too.” She exclaimed.

And then she was gone.

………………………………..

I lay there a long time.  Thinking and recovering. 

When I finally got off the floor and replaced my torn shirt with one from a closet I kept at the office, I looked about the room.  The contents of my desk were scattered everywhere, but nothing seemed irreparably broken. 

As I left the office, I decided to leave the mess for the new girl.  It should be obvious what had happened.  It would give her something to think about.
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Other books by Johnson Stiff include the following:

Taking the Supper Club Wives (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance Howard decides he has to break out of the yuppie mold and change his life.  As a first step he decides to seduce all seven wives of in his monthly supper club.  One by one he plans their seduction and enjoys their carnal gifts.  To Lance’s surprise, some conquests are much easier than he imagined and the most difficult targets turned out to be the most willing rides.     (There are seven books in the Supper Club Wives series)

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

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

Taking the Supper Club Wives #3 – Page, Submissive Sex (Coming soon!)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

MILF at the Pawn Shop Stanley Gibbs inherited a small pawn shop and was just squeaking by, when he discovered the power of the personal discount.  Pawns can get pretty expensive and some of the local women have discovered that if they pawn with Stanley, they can often skip a few payments.  Stanley is an understanding fellow and if money is tight, he is willing to make special arrangements in the backroom for his over eighteen female borrowers.

The Girl in the Short Skirt   Ashley Gibbs is a sexy young lady that loves to wear short skirts that show off her legs.  But what happens when she attracts more attention than she wants?  Ashley can’t stop thinking about the bad boy that followers her up the stairs every morning at work and the blatant way he looks up her dress.  What’s a girl to do?  Spread her legs or go shopping for a pant suit?

Taken by the Photographer  (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  The beautiful and enticing Melanie Phillips has her sights set on the handsome photographer Jason Scott, but she won’t make it easy for him.  He is used to women fawning over him and raising their skirts at this smile.   If he wants Melanie, he will need to act like a man and take her.

Stripping for my Teacher Carla Wilson is a spectacular beauty, but an academic wash out.  She makes good money taking off her clothes at a local dive, but her life is headed nowhere.  One night she drops her top to find her favorite high school teacher admiring her wares.  Is he looking for a cheap thrill or is fate offering Carla a second chance?  Can the Brainiac and the cheerleader find common ground in Carla’s lovely body? 

Double or Nothing  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is obsessed with the dark eyed little brunette that works in his office, but the busty young blonde at the reception desk also has his motor running.  Lance doesn’t always play by the rules.  Can he parlay the seduction of one, into a game with three players?

MILF-Ville USA  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance goes to a sleepy farm and ranch town in western Nebraska to appraise some local land for irrigation partnerships.  He soon discovers that he is fresh meat for the local unfulfilled woman.  With a new eager body in his bed every night, sometimes two, will Lance make it out of town before the local cowboys discover that he has gotten into their private stash.

Punishing Kathy   Kathy is nineteen and a bit of an exhibitionist.  She interns at a powerful wall street firm and teasing the boss with her short skirts is one of her kinks.  Quite unintentionally, Kathy has made a few regulatory transgressions and jail could be in her future.  Because of the high cost of sexual harassment law suits, her boss has a rule about handling the help. However, pretty Kathy is no in a position to complain.  Will her troubles disappear if she lets him do more than look at her perfect ass?   (This is a short one – 2800 words – a Quick, but Hot Read).

Protecting Linda   Vincent Carter is a grad student and his high school assistant, Linda, returned for a third year of internship all grown up and ready to play.  Linda’s mom, a luscious MILF is out to protect Linda’s virtue and offers herself as a substitute for Vincent’s carnal drives.  Vincent, being a bit of a cad, but a dedicated swordsman, decides to enjoy them both.  All he has to do is keep mother and daughter from comparing notes.

My Barber the MILF   Kay Linsey was a beautiful MILF going through a rough patch and trying to make ends meet cutting hair.  Alone, divorcing and celibate, her lush body ached for attention.  Jim was her best friend’s son, home from college.  She had known Jim since he was a child, but the man standing in front of her was tall, muscular, legal and sexy as hell.  When Kay learns that she was Jim’s first fantasy she gives him more than a haircut.

Her Husband was Away   Linda had worked for her boss for a year or more.  She was the perfect employee and their relationship was strictly professional until her husband stayed too long out of town.  Linda was a good girl, faithful and chaste.  However, she was also a woman with intense sexual hungers and daily needs.  A fortnight without was her limit so she went looking for penetration.  Her boss would never be the same.  

Doing Barbie   Jim and Barbie shared a bond.  In the midst of some family distress, they ended up sleeping side-by-side at the tender age of eighteen.  They were, of course, quickly sharing more than a bed room. As adults they took separate paths, but they periodically revisited their lusty roots.  When Carol, Barbie’s little sister, came of age, she was eager to compete with her big sister for the carnal attentions of Jim.  Nicole, mother of Carol and Barbie, was a stunning, but aging MILF.   Her daughters had inherited her beauty, but the mold was still the master.  Weary of older and unfulfilling men, Nicole decided her daughters should not have all the fun, especially where intimacy with Jim was concerned.

Blonde in Need   Cheryl Rivers is a brilliant scientist with the body of a model and the sexual appetite of a porn star.  Her husband Tim is obsessed with avoiding the draft and is eating himself into oblivion, so that he can exceed the weight limit for armed service.   His ploy will keep him out of the Viet Nam jungle, but it is also keeping him out of Cheryl’s bed.  Vincent Carter, however, their fellow graduate student, is lean and desirable and close by and judging from the bulge in his speedo’s, packing exactly what Cheryl needs. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Someone to Trade   If you are into brunettes, Maria Lee is your fantasy come to life.  Five eight or nine, long luscious legs, oversized breasts that hold themselves up as if by magic, bronze skin tone, waist length straight black hair, flashing black eyes, the high cheek bones of a fashion model and lips that were made to swallow a cock.  Maria is a walking wet dream.  Pure sex on the hoof and she loves to fuck.

The only problem with Maria is that she is married to my best friend, Jeff.  Imagine my joy when I discovered they were swingers.  Unfortunately for me, I am single and I have no one to trade.

Snowbound with Two MILFs   Lance Howard had seduced all the wives in his yuppie supper club.  Two years later a blizzard lands him and two of his previous conquests in close proximity.  How better to pass the time than with some intimate amusements. Lust is always an unpredictable mistress and threesomes have a way of nurturing hidden lesbian appetites.  When Lance and his two MILFs touch passions long buried they unleash desires and yearnings that can never be forgotten.     

The MILF Twins   January and Julie are stunning brunettes.  They are hot, sexy and absolutely identical.  Jan has always been the more adventuress.  Divorced and jilted by her lover for a bi-sexual male, Jan envisions a future less eventful than her past.     However, after years of a stale marriage and an underperforming spouse, Julie yearns for some carnal exploits of her own. 

They switched in high school and they switched in college, why not switch again.  Julie realizes that she can live her every fantasy and have any man she wants.  Also she has to do is act like her sister, literally.

My Hot Wife’s Dark Desire   Staci Roan’s career as a television reporter was flagging, until she treated her viewers to a peek at her white silk panties at the juncture of her long sexy legs.  As planned her ratings shot up, but so did her libido.  It excited Staci to display her personal charms.  However, when she flashed her guest Howard Winthrop, the black football all-star, turned billionaire and world class womanizer, Staci’s innocent teasing quickly turned into carnal cravings.    The lovely Staci had secretly longed to be taken by a handsome black man and to be completely dominated.   Howard Winthrop was as big and black and as dominate as they come and he found Staci, irresistible.

Melting the Ice Queen   Hillary Stone is a beautiful enticing woman, but she is also the neighborhood prude.  She dresses conservatively, shuns male advances and fakes her orgasms.  Hillary is especially scornful of bad boy Chuck Thane. 

Handsome, rugged, charming and unconventional Chuck is every woman’s fantasy.  Chuck thinks Hillary ‘dost protest too much’ and that beneath her icy exterior, burns a carnal flame aching to be fanned.  One evening at a friendly suburban gathering, Chuck pulls the lovely Hillary aside and takes a few inappropriate liberties.   Hillary has never been in the arms of a man like Chuck and her distain, quickly turns to overwhelming desire as passions, long suppressed transforms Hillary from prig to frenzied participant.

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