
        
            
                
            
        

    
BIMBO CODE 3:

BORROWED TROPHY

by

Jen Eastwood

Copyright © 2017 Jen Eastwood. All rights reserved.


READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD


BIMBO CODE 3:

BORROWED TROPHY

Life had started looking up for me as soon as the second payment of five grand cleared the bank. It was time to dump that hovel of an apartment. I'd gotten word of a swanky, mostly furnished place for rent just a block from the downtown area, which was so much more full of tens, it didn't seem fair. A massive one-bedroom with and open living and kitchen area was downright luxury compared the dump I'd been renting since I graduated college.

I was trying to find a place to park, which was damn near impossible on a good day. Parking meters had always rubbed me the wrong way, so I had already spent too much time circling the block, hoping someone would leave an empty for me on every lap.

And sure enough, the first clear parking spot had a fucking Corolla swoop in a few seconds before I had a chance. Projecting 'Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere,' was already second nature. The parking thief started pulling out of my way the instant I let it go.

Earning another payday was as far out of my mind as the macroeconomic impacts of basil in China. The new place I was determined to have had the perfect view of the nightclub and bar district from six stories up, at the corner of the building. We didn't have many structures over three stories in this city, so I knew at least tripling my rent was non-negotiable. But my control over people could probably talk the building owner down from quadrupling it.

I got out of my car and started down the sidewalk. The way everyone stepped aside had me walking tall. It seemed like every passing day, the effects of Patrem Delta were getting stronger.

My new place was still a few buildings down. Posh and expensive was the only way to describe the shops and restaurants I walked by. As I passed the jewelry store right next to my destination, the front door damn near clobbered me as it swung open.

I stopped with my nose inches from the frosted glass. I heard a woman's voice on the other side. “Let me know when they get it made.” She started easing out and added, “Put it on Randall's account, as usual.” She finally let the door close behind her, walking right past me like I didn't exist. It was the first time anyone managed to ignore me in a week, but I couldn't help staring at her in awe.

Holy shit. Scandalously long legs led up to the hem of a tiny, black dress. From there, the toned hourglass figure continued back to a hint of purple bra and ample cleavage. Her face did the rest of her body justice, those green eyes framed by raven hair slugging me in the 'I want' part of my brain.

I started whistling the tune to “Gold Digger.” Whoever Randall was, I figured the lucky bastard was more of a sugar daddy than a husband or boyfriend. The scowl on her face when she passed by confirmed it.

A sugar daddy was the only thing keeping a girl like that around here. No girl that young could be making a special order at such an expensive jewelry store, heading straight for a silver Jaguar convertible otherwise. She wasn't getting away without me getting a taste of what she had.

I jogged over to her. She already had the key in her hand, ready to step off the curb.  Ego sum alpha. She stopped in her tracks. Et genua parere.

The girl still had a look of contempt instead of the usual admiration I'd gotten by this point. “You've got some nerve,” she said, her jade eyes trying to bore a hole straight through me.

Mega-bitch. “I want you to do something for me.”

“Why would I do anything for you?”

I gave myself a headache building up all the willpower I could muster. Because you want to. Her look softened a shade or two. I put my hand on her upper arm and said, “I've got something to do, but you'll wait for me.”

“Right here?”

I started walking away. I turned my head back to see my new target waiting like she was rooted to the sidewalk. I stopped right before getting into my intended building and said, “Yeah, that's fine.”


“I guess you like the view down the street. You've barely even seen the rest of the place.”

I jerked my head away from the window. “I've got a friend waiting outside, so I'm just checking on her.” I mean, I did like the place. Bright, spacious, and fairly modern for an apartment. Everything from the whites and grays of the furniture to the creamy maple and marshmallow colored tile flooring reflected more light than the rooms had any business being.

The middle-aged man I had “convinced” to go down on the rent took his own look down on the street. “Why didn't you bring her up with you?”

“She had to make a phone call.” The quick lie worked, but I could have brought my new Prime Recipient with me. I started to realize I was the ass.

His stare down lingered for a while. The view down the top of her dress from six stories up was quite lovely. “I can go down and get her while you look around.”

Shit. I didn't know how she would act or what she would say with him. Too damn risky. “That's alright, she knows the room number.”

“Then let me show you the bathroom. The heated floor is really nice.”


I already had the keys to my new place, having paid the first two months' rent and the deposit upfront. Getting another payday meant I could upgrade what little I still needed for the place, without hauling my old shit that needed to be thrown out before I even had it. The greed was starting to get to me more than the power trip I had going on in my head.

Racing ahead of my new landlord, I got out the front door of the building and saw my new plaything standing in the same place. She didn't exactly look bored, more like she was awaiting the next command. “About time you came back.”

I figured she would have at least sat in her car. “It took longer than I thought.”

“Well then,” she began walking around the Jaguar, “I don't know why I waited for you. You're a real asshole.”

“Wait.” I knew she was right, and I still had a job to do. I almost strained my head regaining control. “Let me make it up to you.”

She crossed her arms and smirked at me from across the convertible. Her breasts heaved upward. “How, exactly?”

My brain scrambled for something. “Dinner?” I had the money, but I wasn't planning on dating my targets.


Luckily her favorite place was easier to walk to than to drive. I was out a couple hundred bucks, but I had some amazing filet and lobster for my trouble. At the very least, I could call it a legit business expense on my taxes.

Her name was Monica Cain, basically a kept woman for a high profile attorney in town, Randall Musgrave. The idea of being a sugar daddy myself crossed my mind, but I didn't want to tie myself down, especially with the kind of opportunity I had in my lap.

Besides, she admitted having a child with Randall was her planned meal ticket. It told me all I needed to know about how eligible she was for my next payout. She wasn't terrible company, at least.

We strolled back to her car, and the main entrance for my building. My control over her had grown, even during casual conversation. “I just rented a place on the sixth floor. Come take a look at it with me.”

“Okay, but you're not getting what I know you want.”

Keep thinking that. I wrapped an arm around Monica's narrow waist, keeping it there until we were in the elevator. As the door closed, I said, “You don't even know why you're here right now.”

She looked at me, her head cocked like a puzzled dog. “What do you mean?”

“You hated my guts the instant you met me.”

“I still do.”

We were passing the fourth floor. I poked her on the shoulder and asked, “Then why do what I say?”

The fifth passed and the elevator came to a smooth halt. The door started opening as she said, “I don't know. It just feels right.”

We stepped out and into the hallway. “I'll make a bet with you.”

Monica cocked on eyebrow and asked, “What kind?”

I focused my energy, more for a joke than anything else. “You'll come before we get to my apartment.” I released it and added, “If I win, I get laid.”

She rolled her eyes. “I told you not to get any ideas.”

Too late. We had only cleared the first of eight doors to go when I looked over. Monica's cheeks blushed and her eyes winced.

At the third every one of her breaths panted out. Her head bent down as she walked, starting to fall behind me. I slowed down. “Something wrong?”

Monica tried to lift her chin up. At the fourth, she asked, “How?”

I kept going. “What you do to men,” I shrugged with my hands at my shoulders,”I'm doing to you, I guess.”

At my apartment number, I looked back to see Monica at the sixth. She had one hand on the wall, her legs crossing as she whimpered at the floor.

“Problem?”

I knew she was fighting to put one foot in front of the other. Just one unit away, the poor thing moaned. I almost felt like I needed to be there to catch her with those legs quaking so badly.

Monica actually crawled within feet of me, her hair going into an unholy mess as her head shook from side to side. I knelt down and watched, thinking I should do this all the time.

Her limbs shook and her mouth trembled. I listened to every pant as Monica's back arched. It really was a marvelous sight, watching a woman come without even touching her.

She looked up at me, her cheeks pink from both shame and release. I let Monica catch her breath, still on hands and knees before me. The hate in her eyes only got stronger.

“Get up.” I wanted to hit myself for saying it that directly. “Let's get inside before my new neighbors start to think something's up.”

Monica shuddered in place for a moment. I put a finger on her chin and guided her up on unsteady, gloriously long legs. She stared at me, one hand braced against the wall. “What the hell just happened?”

I focused on her will and ordered, “Come on. You've got a bet to pay off.” I turned around, knowing Monica would be right behind me.

The spite behind Monica's green irises almost burned my skin as I held the door for her. I gave her a quick swat on the ass. Her demeanor never changed, only her face boiling over with a hard desire to slap the everliving shit out of me.

“You still up for this?” I guided her to the daybed next to the panoramic windows of the living room. I added, “It's not like I'll force you to.”

She took a seat, crossing her legs before I could even get next to her. “I want to, but I don't.”

“What's that supposed to mean.”

Monica drifted her fingers down my forearm. “Just fuck me and get it over with. I'll push you into traffic later.”

“I'm not sure. I could just send you home to Randall.”

Her face went dark, the hand on my arm balling into a fist. “You bastard.”

She's fun, in her own bitchy way. “I don't think you want it. Hell, you're just sitting there, fuming about it.”

I watched her arm shake, trying its damnedest to move against bonds even I couldn't see. Monica huffed and stared me down. “How did you do this to me?”

“It's a gift.”

“I'm not joking.”

I started to lie back when her arm finally moved. She had stopped me from going horizontal with one hand between my shoulder blades. A quick burst of will shot out as I said, “Prove you want it.”

She whipped around me, straddling my lap. “You've lost your mind if you think I'll act like I enjoy it.”

Monica tore at my shirt. The way she clenched her mouth and lowered her eyebrows said it all. I flipped the dress and bra straps off her left shoulder and said, “You'll be wrong again. Show me why Randall's so lucky.”

“Fuck you.”

I think I'll leave that part of her around. I haven't had a good hate-fuck in a long time. Monica got down to my last button, mouth agape at the six pack Patrem Delta had gifted me with. Moving right on to my slacks, it was like she was fighting the fabric itself.

I almost wanted it too much. Finally lying back, I stuck my hand out and curled my index finger at Monica. She walked on her knees, one on both sides of my torso. I stopped her once I smelt the perfume between her legs, light and sweet like a cantaloupe.

“Turn around.” Monica obeyed, finally giving me a view of that ass molded from perfection. I slid her panties aside. Holy hell.

Diving right in, I wrapped my hands around her thighs. She pushed against and rubbed my pecs, gasping every time I slid against her clit. The pure smoothness against my face was hot, like Monica had a fever well above safe limits.

I moved my hands to her ass, feeling her shift and heave as the whimpering grew louder. She danced and ground on my mouth, finally leaning forward with the first shout she dared to let fly.

Monica leaned forward. I felt a hand slip my pants and boxers down. Fingers choked against my shaft, rising up and down in rhythm with the shifts of her body.

The soft feel of her hair against my cock soon changed to the warmth of her breath. The jerking motion got faster as the air around my package got hotter.

I gave her ass a firm grip, squeezing as I heard a quick scream. Monica took me into her mouth without warning, taking in half my length in one smooth motion. I toyed with her folds, moving them around in my lips as her tongue ground against the topside of my dick.

Keeping up the pace on my end, Monica took me deeper with every bow of her head. One hard lash at her pearl forced her to let a hand take over, mewling at my waist as her thighs tensed against my ears.

She took over, using hand and mouth, taking the entirety of my length and wrapping it in heat that put me in danger of boiling over. I felt her back out slowly before bobbing up and down again, her breasts heaving up and down between my chest and abs.

Lips danced against my tip before one final suck of hard vacuum. I dipped one finger inside her. Monica took me deep one last time before pulling that delightful pussy away.

Monica crawled forward like a slave. The wet shine of her pussy wiggled through the hem of her dress. As her hips moved above mine, I gave her ass another quick slap.

She flipped her heels off and rose up, planting her feet on each side of me. Her hand cradled my shaft again. The heat between her legs drew closer to my tip.

Monica pulled her panties all the way to the side. She didn't hesitate in pushing my spear against her opening. I felt the delicious wetness take me in halfway.

Her head rocked back as she gripped one of my thighs, then pulled it back to drop that tiny, black dress down to her waist. I put two fingers between her shoulder blades, popping the bra hooks loose. The purple lace fell onto my knees.

Dainty hands planted against my abs as Monica leaned back. She moved her shoulders forward, her hips back, taking me in the rest of the way. Her ass rocked back and forth, teasing me with everything she had at the very start.

I urged her on, both of my hands on her ass again, nudging her to go faster. The noise rose in her throat as she hit the accelerator. Her cunt ground against me, my cock filling her completely. Between gasps of pleasure she let out, “Fuck, this is what I wanted!”

Her hands moved further up my chest as Monica started bouncing, hard. I closed my eyes, moving my grip up to her waist. Her yelps went louder, shorter, and up and octave.

She almost came before stopping and turning her head to look back at me. Her fingers played with my sack, then moved up to her clit. The rhythm in her hips came back as she gave me an uneven grin.

The little bitch is good. Monica wanted me to know she hated me almost as much as she loved my cock inside her. The last drop down to the hilt had intention behind it.

Monica leaned forward, gripping my shins and letting her hips do the work. I loved the way her ass bobbed back and forth. She started moving side to side, getting my nuts to fizz like a shaken beer.

Just watching my cock disappear inside her, topped by that bountiful yet tight ass almost had me in love. She started twerking it, gushing her juices around my skin as her inner walls held onto me like a glove. I let her keep going, feeling her thighs and pussy tense up.

“Fuck yes,” she screamed, “I'm so close!”

I put my hands on sides of her thighs, forcing her to keep going faster and harder. I gritted my teeth and fought to keep myself under control. Monica kept getting wetter, hotter, and louder.

“Holy shit!” She ripped her head up, grinding myself into her. Her fingernails glanced my sack as she rubbed her clit. I hoped like hell the walls weren't as paper thin as my old place.

Monica seized up, her scream turning into an orgasmic moan. Her walls pulsed and then constricted around me. The entirety of her body shivered as her hips jerked forward a few times.

I rolled over and cupped a breast as she fell to the left, my staff still anchored deep inside her quivering slit. Her legs went parallel to mine as I helped pull the dress back up and over her head.

She eased me out of her, staying on her side. The exhaustion took hold of Monica, forcing me to help slide the panties down her legs. I leaned over for a look, seeing that perfectly trim, barely-there racing stripe I hadn't even felt with my chin earlier.

The poor girl struggled to catch her breath, both of us on our sides. Her breasts flushed with color as I got back in position behind her and moved a lock of hair out of her face. Monica caught the tip of my thumb with her teeth, giving it a slow sucking motion that almost made me come on the spot again.

I grabbed the base of my shaft, rubbing the head along her valley. Monica reached back, cradling my jaw and the stubble I'd built up since that morning. I pushed back inside her, enticing Monica into a slow moan that grew louder with every inch.

The rhythm of my body started to match hers. Monica's hips shifted back every thrust, forward with every pull back. I grabbed her right leg behind the knee, forcing her to spread wider.

As she lied back, hips sideways and shoulders down, I cupped a breast and took a mouthful. Her hand never left the back of my head, urging me to keep pounding and sucking. She nuzzled her face against mine, open mouth gasping every time I made a drive toward home.

Her voice suddenly crackled with volume, going up in pitch as I slung myself into her harder and faster. Her breasts got red and her nipples felt hard enough to break concrete. The pop of our bodies colliding and the echo of her own voice filled the room, high ceilings and all.

I started to grunt, allowing myself to go with it. Precome dribbling out of my tip, slicking up her tunnel like a fresh squirt of lube. My shaft tensed up. I was about to come, but I had some fun at Monica's expense planned.

Thrusting harder but slower, my voice went deeper with every breath. I pulled away from that lovely pillow of a breast, making sure I could watch. The side of her face was buried in the upholstery, yelping with every bone-jarring push inside her.

Monica finally turned her head, between whimpers getting out, “If you come inside me,” I drove hard to prove a point, “I'll fucking kill you.”

I grinned and kept plowing into her, forcing her eyes shut. I paused to ask, “Do you really think I would?”

“I know you want to.”

And who wouldn't? I stopped and pulled out of her. “Get up.” I knew Monica still had enough willpower to stop me, and I wanted it that way.

She rose first, looking back at me with a crosswise glance. Fully nude and standing before me, she really was a damn goddess in the flesh. Fuck, I want to come back to her a year later.

I watched her start toward the kitchen island, the s-curve of her torso twisting, that ass rising on one side with each step. Randall really had hit the jackpot with this one.

Pulling my pants down as I got up, they flew off my legs along with my shoes and socks. I had pulled my shirt off by the time my ass left the day bed. Monica was already in the kitchen, the open-concept letting me get a full view of her as she leaned against leather and metal a bar stool.

Monica twirled around, resting her ass and hands against the counter top, smiling like a devil. As soon as we got within reach of each other, both of us put a hand on the back of the others' neck. She leaned in, pressing her lips against mine as my cock prodded at the stripe of hair between her legs.

Fingers wrapped around my staff again. She twisted her arm and rand her closed hand down my shaft, lingering at the base to tease my balls with her fingers. I let my free hand rub her breasts, her tongue slipping into my mouth.

I made a gradual pinch of a nipple, increasing the pressure until her face back away from mine. I let go when she turned around, her eyes never opening. Monica leaned against the blonde wood of the counter, her legs straight and vertical.

Her right leg went up, knee and foot resting on top, the left leg still standing against the floor. I pressed my dick into her entrance and shoved right in, pounding away like we hadn't skipped a beat. Monica grabbed her ass on the right side, bobbing in pace with my own body as she reached back for a fistful of my hair.

I shut my eyes as her voice got louder. I worked my whole body like a single band of muscle, crashing my tip against the inside limits of her passage. I had, tops, a few minutes left before I'd explode.

Monica had her way of screaming in a way that cheered my on. Her thighs clenched as her ass tensed, giving me the perfect place to plant a hand. I ripped myself in and out like I was trying to hurt her, just pushing her even closer to another peak.

She erupted all at once, pushing her forehead against the counter and seething through her teeth. She had locked around me, hard. The way her walls milked at my dick begged me to come without saying a word.

I let her ride it out, catching my own breath. Is this the right? She gets what she wants with Randall, and I get paid.

Pulling out, I let her gather her senses. She finally rose and turned around. “Christ, I haven't come that hard in months.” Her cheeks faded to a normal amount of blush as Monica rested herself on a bar stool.

I watched her scoot forward, spread her legs, and then lean back, arms resting against the island behind her.

The invitation wasn't one I'd ever pass up. I gave my shaft a quick spit-polish and plunged back in. Monica's legs wrapped around the small of my back, drawing me in to the hilt. I rested there for a moment, wondering if her climax had bought me time, or if it just brought me closer.

Monica's eyes rolled back in her head as I pulled out and pushed back in. Her lips parted just a little and she let out a sultry, “Fuck, yes.”

I gave her another round, slow and deliberate. She writhed in place, letting me know she felt every fraction of an inch creep along her passage. I cupped her jaw with my fingers and asked, “You know how this will end, right?”

“You know I can't let you do that.” She got another lingering push. “No matter how much you want it.”

Fuck this. I reared back hard, then forward with enough force to jar her back a few inches. You're not just a cock-tease, you're a damn come-tease.

“You can come anywhere you want, just not inside me.”

Ego sum alpha. “You'll let me.” Et genua parere.

“But—,” I interrupted her with a fast jam of my shaft, “I said you can't.”

I paused and grinned like a kid up to no good. “You did, didn't you?”

That's when a shred of Monica's normal self broke through. A twinge of panic in her jade eyes grew into fear as I got close. And splitting her like firewood would end in that great fear of all women fucking around on her man: The baby wouldn't be his.

Myself? I couldn't have cared less. I pushed myself between her walls, feeling them tighten as I rubbed her clit with my thumb. Monica's head bobbed in motion with what I was doing to her, every breath coming out more ragged than the last.

Her legs flexed and kept me from pulling out more than halfway. I replaced power with speed. The surplus of wetness threatened to gush out of her, giving me just enough friction to feel it.

Every vessel in my cock felt like they were about to burst. My trunk felt hollow other than the tightening of my family jewels. Even the room around me seemed to disappear, only myself and Monica's dripping, ready cunt filling my universe.

I shot a thick rope of come, deep inside her. Monica's jaw dropped, trying to speak through the first breakers of climax. Her arms pushed against me with the second, trying her hardest to keep the damage to a minimum. If only her body worked that way.

Focusing my thoughts and projecting them always puts a strain on me, but damn this one was tough. I let the next few shots fly and felt the front of my brain go hollow. You want this more than anything. You know I deserve it.

I almost gave out as she unwrapped her legs from around my back. I fought to keep standing up as Monica slid a finger down to inspect what I'd left behind. She felt the raw volume both leaking out and sticking inside, knowing she had served me well.

The weird thing about being a glorified breeding bull, is that you just know when you did the job. By this point, Patrem Delta had made me as potent as putting an entire packet of seeds in a flowerpot, then watering daily. I took as step back and admired my handiwork seeping from that cozy little slit. God, Monica's a nice fucking specimen, too.

She finally looked back up at me, fighting between a frown and a smile. I knew she loved the feeling, living up to her body's ultimate purpose. “You're an ass.” Emphasis on 'ass.'

“Don't worry,” I focused on her again, having regained some of my strength, “if Randall ever wants a second kid, you know who to call.”

“Fucker.” She slid off of the bar stool and marched for her clothes. “I can't fucking believe I let you do that.”

I wasn't far behind her. Reaching for my boxers and then slipping them on, I asked, “But you wanted it.”

Monica was already reaching behind herself, clasping her bra. “The thing I still don't understand is why I did it.”

“That doesn't matter.”

She leaned to one side, arms crossed. “Why is that?”

“I'll tell you what.” I paused to pick up what little of a black dress there was in the first place, then tossed it to her. “Have Randall take you out somewhere nice this weekend. In fact, give him the fuck of his life when he does.” I didn't need to tell her that, because any girl like Monica knows how to milk a sugar daddy for all she can.

“Gladly.”

“Oh,” I snuck one last peek of that amazing figure before the dress slid back on her. “We never met.”

It never hurts to cover your ass, especially in my line of work.


BE ON THE LOOKOUT FOR THE NEXT INSTALLMENT:

BIMBO CODE 4: RESCUED KEEPER

Author's Note: Thanks for reading this far. I hadn't planned on it happening, but the next installment took on a life of its own as I wrote. Big changes are coming for Grant in a direction I didn't foresee when I began planning this series at the start of April. To say the least, it's put a new spark in me to carry the story forward into parts four and five, as well as a sequel series that I'm in the process of plotting out.

I'm not joking when I tell you that this was a huge curve ball, but one that has made Bimbo Code my favorite series to write so far. I'm having the time of my life writing it.

Expect this story to come out right behind Part Three, and Part Five on May 9th. After a short vacation that I've had planned for months, I'll be coming back strong with the sequel series and continuing older series over the next several weeks. Multiple readers have told me they would love to see a proper finish to Bimbo Trainer and Harem Hotel, so their wishes will be granted.

* * *

That's the future Mrs. Boyce. The blonde kept several feet behind the reverend, the posture of her criminally tight body revealing shame in his presence. But her ass was worthy of a ballad from Steel Panther.

* * *

“But,” her face had that fresh-from-the-tent-revival look, “that would be the start of sin.”

* * *

I dashed out and left Elena in peace for the rest of her shower. Smooth Grant, you've already pissed her off. The thought of bending her mind to like that sort of thing occurred to me. Hell, I bet she's still a virgin.

* * *

I let Elena ease herself down the rest of the way. The feeling when our hips met left me in awe, like I had just explored uncharted territory. Her tight cunt felt like a boa constrictor, the walls trying to choke the life out of my cock.

* * *

Elena curled herself inward and buried her face in her hands. It just drove me forward, threatening to set me off without warning. Fuck it, just knock her up already.


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM THE SERIES:

BIMBO TRAINER

“If it's no too much to ask, she wants to take things slow.” Roger's voice wasn't holding the same patience. I was guessing she let him fuck her once every month or so out of obligation.

“Of course.” I put a hand out to Talia, still wondering about her origin story.

She didn't acknowledge me. It wasn't the first time this had happened. Most of these wives wanted no part in it. Their aging husbands weren't athletes in bed themselves.

“Roger,” I gave him a hard stare and whittled through his enthusiasm, “take a seat over there. Let me talk to her.”

His body jerked at once, defying the look on his face. I always left the husband's mind intact. But that's a dirty little secret between the two of us.

Talia kept herself wrapped. I sat next to her on the couch. Pinching her chin between my thumb and index finger, I lifted her face to look at me. She kept her eyes toward the floor.

I leaned in and whispered, “You hate him for this, don't you?”

Still no answer.

“Don't worry. He won't touch you while I'm here.”

Talia's eyes met mine. They were the kind of blue you only saw in pictures of a California sky. “So what's all this about?” American as her eye color.

“Keep looking at me and relax.” Her shoulders relaxed and her expression shifted to rapt attention. I let my voice soften enough to make sure Roger couldn't hear me. “If you want revenge, do exactly as I say.”

The corners of her mouth lifted. “Okay, go on.”

I let go of her chin and leaned back. “Stand up and show us what you're hiding under that quilt.”

Following my orders beyond the call of duty, Talia stood and let the blanket fall to the ground. Her tits barely stayed within the confines of that lingerie. No way she could have been any older than twenty-five or so.

“Good. Now, walk to your husband.”

She started that way as Roger's eyes started to look hungry. I can't say I blame the man. A woman like her had to cost him at least a quarter mil' a year to keep around. Like an exotic sports car, the spending doesn't end once they're yours on paper.

“Now walk back to me, but like you want something expensive.”

Talia's legs started crossing as she walked, slowing her pace and grinning like she knew something I didn't. She knew exactly how to put on that act already.

I leaned forward and put my elbows on my knees. “Slower, and play with your nightie a little.”

She took the hem of it in her fingers and pulled it tighter up front, than twisted the fabric in her hand. As she let go, it let those wonderful breasts jump and rebound against gravity.

“Now, come over here.”

Talia strutted her way over in those open heels. I wanted to slap that ass so bad my hand started itching.

“Turn around and blow your husband a kiss. Really lean into it.”

Those cheeks were at the perfect distance as she bent over. The palm of my hand cracked against that silky skin, leaving a bright red print. Talia jerked and whimpered as she gave her husband that momentary farewell.

“Bend over on my knee.”

Roger started to look a bit concerned. I shot him a quick wink. It was enough to keep him from getting the idea too soon.

Talia's stomach rested in my lap. I pulled that nightie up enough to show that intricate thong. Another hard slap brought her hands against my thigh. She knew what this was.

One more, even harder than the last had her giggling. “Quiet.” Another smack. I let go with one yet again, stinging the palm of my hand.

Talia yelped and gasped for a breath. It's exactly what I wanted. Every girl trained in sex needs to know her pain threshold first and foremost.

“Now, stand up.” She was ready and willing to please, doing exactly as I ordered. “Stand between us and give a striptease. Put exactly how much you want sex right now into it.” As she gave me one last look before marching over, I whispered, “Between us, not that ass.”

She smiled and turned away, letting the first strap on her shoulder drop loose. Talia faced Roger and let it slide to her elbow. She turned back around and had that rich bounty cradled in her arms, threatening to fall out at any second.

“Show him, not me.”

Talia pouted for a second and turned her back to me. Roger's eyes got big as baseballs as I watched that second strap fall. The puppies were loose.

The mass of black lace slid down the rest of her arms as she put them behind her back. The thong and those heels made her whipped ass look all the better. Roger would be a lucky man. But not until I had my fun with her.

“Talia.” She looked back over her shoulder, her hands propped on her hips. “Come back over here. It's time for the next lesson.”

Roger grunted and asked, “She's never done that before, but why can't she be over here?”

She made her way back to me. I wrapped one arm around her thighs and answered, “It's not great sex if I'm shouting orders at her from across the room, now is it?”
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