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BIMBO CODE 5:

ROUGH LIMIT

I had been lying low since Elena moved in. We had made all of two trips outside of the apartment since Reverend Boyce's sermon. I hadn't told her about it, thinking it would be best if Elena could leave her past life completely behind.

Lounging around the house and having my way with her was fun and all, but I knew the savings I had built up would be wiped out after I replaced my car with a definite upgrade. And I'm not even getting paid for fucking her unless I knock her up. I didn't have it in the cards for her anyway, no matter how much Elena begged for it.

The only odd thing was her reaction to music, or any other bit of culture, that wasn't based around religion. Listening to internet streams that weren't controlled by her parents or ex blew her mind. Elena was naïve enough that navigating the outside world without me would be dangerous.

Elena was perched on one of the bar stools, her left foot pulled onto the seat as she painted her toenails a milky pink. The habits of keeping herself looking flawless at all times and taking care of food was payment enough, especially since I had free use of Elena's body any time I pleased.

It's time to tell her, though. She had asked how I made my living. Waving the question away worked the first time, but having to project my will to shut her up started wearing on me.

I poured a glass of water out of the fridge. Elena didn't pay me any attention as I took a sip and placed the glass down behind her on the bar.

She took a moment to finish a toe and looked back at me. “You're awfully quiet.”

“If I tell you what my job is, you probably wouldn't believe me.”

“That was sudden.” Her shoulders rose as she continued. “I'm sure there's a good reason you've got money. Nobody can drop a few thousand on a stranger without providing something people want.”

Not sure I'd go with 'something people want,' but whatever. “Have you heard of a company called GeneFactor?”

Elena abandoned the nail polish and spun around to face me. She shook her head and then asked, “What do they do?”

“To be honest, I'm not completely sure myself. The only thing I do know is that they pay me well for what I do for them.”

“And that is?” She rested her hands and elbows on the counter top, her shoulders squared at attention as she leaned forward.

“I guess the best way to put it is...” The description on the tip of my tongue was right on the nose, but damn is it hard to get out. “I'm a sperm donor.”

Elena's head shot back. “No.” She frowned and narrowed her eyes. “What's your real job?”

I reached for my glass and took another sip. “Have you seen me go to an office or anything since we met?”

“You own stock in them or something.”

My hands gripped the other side of the bar as I leaned toward her. “I get five thousand every time I make a donation. Hold on while I get something.”

I had kept the binder tucked away under the bed, hidden in a tote full of random bachelor junk and notebooks from college that should have been thrown out years ago. I got in there and bent down, sliding the bin out and opening the lid. It felt thicker than I remembered, even though I had used and emailed snapshots of a little more than twenty of the forms inside.

Tucking the binder under my arm, I got back to Elena. “Here, read through this.” I sat the binder on the stool next to her. “It's basically my job manual.”

She had started on the other foot, but the pinky toe she had already finished would be long dry before she would get to the rest. “You need all of this to tell you how to jerk in a cup?” She hadn't started cussing from being around me just yet, but 'jerk in a cup' was a definite landmark for her.

“There's more to it than that, but it explains the medication I have to take as well.”

She put the cap back on the nail polish and put the tome on the counter. She flipped open the cover, seeing the red 'confidential' stamp on the first page. “GeneFactor Human Optimization Program,” she read, “The viewing of all contents contained herein requires signature of non-disclosure form 189-C.”

“It's not like they'll know if you read it.” The whole explanation reminded me that Cynthia had called and wanted to see me that afternoon. I looked at the ornate clock I had bought and hung on the wall. Ten minutes late already. I gave Elena a pat on the hand and rushed toward the door. “I've gotta run out for a few hours. Go ahead and read some of that.”

Whether Elena would still be there after reading it, I didn't know.


My ride slowed down as it got close to GeneFactor's office. The driver made the final turn and asked, “On the right or the left? My GPS doesn't recognize the place.”

“Left.” I saw a news van from WKNF parked on the street. “What the hell is this?”

“Don't know man,” the driver was ready to boot me out to pick up his next fare. “Maybe I'll drive you back home later.”

The Prius came to a halt. “Yeah, maybe later,” I said as I got out, never taking my eyes off the van and the broadcast dish up top.

What kind of fresh hell is this? I crossed the street and slid between parked cars, walking as fast as I could toward the door.

The practiced voice of a small-market reporter rang out. “Excuse me, sir?” It got louder. “Sir?”

Heels clacked faster behind me as I picked up the pace. Don't even turn around, just get inside. I had my fingers on the handle when I saw the microphone shoot in front of my face.

“Can you tell us what GeneFactor does, and why it's funding comes from undisclosed sources overseas?”

I looked over, the brunette in front of me almost knocking me over, both with questions and the way she looked. The lone cameraman had the usual neckbeard you see on those guys. I turned back around, knowing better than to say a word.

The door closed behind me and I made a few steps into the lobby. The sound of the lock clasping shut made me turn around. Dr. Clare took her fingers off the knob. She had been right inside the entry the whole time.

She tipped her glasses down like I expected her to. “You're late.”

“I had to catch a ride. I totaled my car last week.”

Dr. Clare power-walked past and then ahead of me. “Come on, we need to talk about something.”

“I think I can guess what.”

I followed Dr. Clare into the same unnaturally bright hallway, “Yes, I'm pregnant, but that's not the issue.” She passed by her office and the exam rooms. I watched her punch some numbers into a keypad on a door on the right, and then I heard it beep. “What you're about to hear can't leave this building.”

Fuck, another one of these hallways? It led to a single door at the end, paintings hanging one each side of the passage. I recognized Prometheus Brings Fire to Mankind from an art history elective several years back, but the rest of them were new to me. Lots of gods and deities in them though.

Dr. Clare stopped me right before we went in. “Don't make yourself out like even more of an idiot than you've already been.”

Am I in trouble or something? She led me in, sticking behind me this time.

Solid wood wainscoting and marble adorned the entire room. A single desk sat in the middle, flanked by an entire wall of books. But nobody was there.

“Where the hell is he? That man's just as unreliable as you are, Grant.”

“What man?”

“Just sit, I'll go find him.” She left into a passage off to the side.

The studded leather of a black baxton armchair squeaked under me. I guess he's higher up the totem pole. At the very least, I was damn glad I hadn't risked bringing Elena with me.

I sat there for a while, twiddling my thumbs and staring at the antique globe to the right of the desk. The lack of shine and the hilariously inaccurate shape of anything that wasn't Europe told me it was centuries old. Whoever this guy was, he could certainly afford to pay me what he had.

I finally heard Dr. Clare's voice again. She was quiet and a bit away, but definitely getting closer. It went from murmuring to something I could make out. “What do they know so far?”

An Australian accent was right there with her. “Only enough to be irritating.”

“It's still a mess we need to contain.”

“Right, but it's not an emergency, yet.”

He entered first, his white button-down looking like it had never seen an iron. Brown cargo shorts and dock shoes made him kinda hard to take seriously, right along with his shaved head. Dr. Clare was right behind him, holding a folder she didn't have before.

The guy looked at me as he neared his desk. “I hear you put an ankle-biter in the good doctor here. I got a laugh out of that one.” He didn't sound like the rural, different kind of redneck stereotype exactly. He seemed classy in that 'I'm so rich I give no fucks' way, despite his outfit. He was off to a decent start with me, either way.

I grinned and took the hand he offered, doing that weird ritual men do where we see who can grip the hardest. It was roughly a tie. “Grant Jensen, sir.”

“No need for all that. I'm Janus Rickard.” We finally let go of each other. “I run this little outfit, and I sign off on your checks.”

“I remember the name from the guidebook.”

He got behind his desk and leaned back in his chair. “I know you read it, because you haven't missed the mark yet.”

“Then what's this all about?” I watched Dr. Clare sit in the chair next to mine, her legs crossed and hands covering the folder in her lap.

Janus put a foot on the edge of his desk and started twirling a pen. “Word is someone's gotten wise as to what we're doing. It's being chalked up a conspiracy nutter right now, but we can't let anymore leak out.”

“In other words,” Dr. Clare interjected, “keep your mouth shut.”

The head honcho grinned at me and said, “Unlike Cynthia's legs there, right mate?”

He's alright. “Anything else I should know?”

Dr. Clare's irritation didn't hide itself. “There's a matter Dr. Rickard wants to discuss, but he won't let me know what it is.” She got up and handed me the folder. “Your eyes and ears only.”

It didn't have much weight to it, but seeing Elena Roberts on the tab jump-started my pulse. Dr. Clare left with a slam of the door.

“Moody little bitch, isn't she?” Janus relaxed even more. “I should'a figured our first Donor would nail her.”

“She did tell me to experiment.” I tried to keep from staring at Elena's file, giving in and just asking. “What's this file on Elena?” I opened it. What looked like a few surveillance photos sat on top.

Janus nodded toward me. “She's stuck around your place a bit. Care to tell me why?”

“There's nowhere else she can go.”

“After that preacherman saw you shagging his woman, it's no wonder.” He paused to smile, “Good catch, though.”

“So what about her?”

He pulled his foot off the desk and leaned forward. “Be careful around these people. Travis Boyce isn't one to go about fucking with.”

“You know him?”

Janus got serious. “I know enough. Just because he's a man of God doesn't mean he'll turn the other cheek. He'll be out for blood, whether it's from you or her.”

I believed it. The way he screamed at Elena over the phone, plus all those blind ass-kissers ready to serve him hand and foot was all I needed to know. “What do you suggest?”

“Do you love this girl? You haven't turned in a report on her yet.”

“I just met her last week. Of course not.”

“You put her in this mess, so you may as well act like it, for her sake.” Janus narrowed his eyes at me. “It'd be shitty of you to dump all the consequences on the girl.”

“We'll lay low, then.”

“Good answer. Doing the right thing won't hurt you around here.” He reached down to pull his phone out of a cargo pocket. “Take an advance on ten grand, travel for a bit, then come back when the heat's down. You can still do your job, no matter where you end up.” Janus tapped the screen a few times with his thumb. “There, it'll be in your account by the time you leave here, but you've got to work it off.”

“Thanks,” I didn't know what to make of it, “I guess.”

“Besides, if you've got hundreds of kids with the same father running around the place, in twenty years they'll start inbreeding each other.”

“I signed a lease on my apartment less than a month ago.” I ran the numbers I remembered from the contract through my head. “It'll fuck me hard.”

Janus laughed at me for a moment. “You can claim it as an office and write it off as a business expense, you know?” He looked at me like I should have already known this. “When the revenuers come knocking, I get someone to replace the bed in my condo with a desk, and I'm peachy keen.”

I really wanted to quiz the guy about the tax cheats of the rich and famous after that. “Give me a few days, and we'll be gone until everything dies down.”

“Just in case that reporter's connected to Reverend Boyce somehow, I'd be scooting tonight.” Janus bent over and opened a drawer. “You pull one thread, it's fine. But if it's connected to another, the whole damn thing unravels.”

“I gotcha.”

“And here,” he chucked a massive pill bottle at me, landing right in my hands. “Three months of Patrem Delta. We'll overnight more to wherever you are when these run out.”

I got up, ready to figure out exactly where the hell I'd run with Elena. “By the way, Mr. Rickard, this is the best damn job I've ever had. Thanks.”

“I put something I've been researching myself in that folder as well. It might come in handy later.” Just as I was leaving, he shouted, “And you're a lucky bastard, that's for sure.”


I stopped before entering the apartment. She might still be here, she might not. Janus's warning had me urging my driver to hurry up. The news van was gone when I left, but I had kept looking behind me, suspecting any car that stuck around for more than a few traffic lights or stop signs. It had proven more than I rationally needed to do, but I took Rickard's warning at face value.

My keys jangled as I looked back toward the elevator one last time. Nothing. I gathered myself and turned the lock, not knowing how Elena would have taken the news.

I walked in and realized I still had her file in my hand. She wasn't around, the whole place still and silent as a crypt. Shit.

“Elena?” The binder was still on the counter top, flipped to about halfway through. I tossed her folder and the cache of Patrem Delta on top of it, just another log on the fire. “Hey, you here?” She hadn't left a note anywhere obvious.

My pace quickened toward the bedroom. Fuck, fuck, fuck! The door was wide open, the bed a mess from the fun we'd had earlier. I almost prayed that it wasn't our last time.

Only one room left, but now she didn't mind at all when I walked in on her. I put my ear against the door and heard water running. Damn, she scared the shit out of me.

I reached my hand out to go in, then I heard a knock to my left that made me jump. “Who the fuck is this?” I got back to the front door and looked through the peep hole. This bitch again?

The same reporter from out in front of GeneFactor stood there, a moleskin notebook clutched in her hands. If she weren't so irritating and dangerous to me, I'd have already had that navy blue pencil skirt and blazer on my floor. She let loose with more knocking. “Mr. Jensen, Brooke Harwel, WKNF.” She gave it a second. “I'd like to speak with you.”

“Go away, it's none of your business.”

An eye stared back through the hole, blue as the clear sky. “What is the connection between GeneFactor, yourself, and Elena Roberts?”

I waited and made sure nobody else was around her when she backed off. Coast is clear, other than her. I unlocked the door and slowly opened it.

“Thank you.” Brooke straightened up and pulled a tape recorder out. I grabbed her wrist and yanked her inside.

She tried to speak, but her back was against the door, shoulders pinned back with both my hands. “Who sent you?”

“Sir, I just want to know the connection.”

I reached down and snatched the recorder from her hand. Easing off, I said, “Come, sit down.” I pulled the battery cover off, letting the double-A's fall and then roll across the floor. “I'm holding onto this until you leave, and you'd better think fast.” I felt Brooke squirm against my grip. “Tell me what you know.”

She blinked too fast for my liking. “Nothing more than what you'll tell me.”

A ball of fire lit behind my forehead. Do what I say and tell me.

Brooke tried looking away, giving in and putting her eyes on mine. “Reverend Boyce has contacts everywhere in this town. He knows your address, and he can see your bank account.”

Fuck. “So what doesn't he know?”

She tried to drop down, the only way out of the hold. “Who pulls the strings at GeneFactor, and what you do for them.”

That crazy Aussie bastard knew more than he let on. I lowered myself and put my eyes within inches of her own. “What's his next move?”

“Local police, welfare check.” Brooke gulped a bucket of frogs down her throat. “They're taking her away, claiming you held Elena against her will.”

That son of a bitch. “What time?”

“Midnight.”

I looked back at the wall clock. Hours from now. So much for bothering with getting Elena a passport or any other kind of document Boyce didn't control. Her not having an ID meant we couldn't even board a flight.

I pressed harder against Brooke until she begged, “Just let me go, please.”

“Not yet.” The way her strength gave in told me she was about to break. “You've got dirt on everyone big in this town. How do I get Boyce to back off?”

“I don't know.” Brooke tried fidgeting out of my hands. Her legs dragged as I forced her over to the couch.

“Sit down and don't move.” My head started to hurt from all the orders.

Brooke crossed her arms and legs, slouching in her seat. “He'll get his way, you know.”

“Yeah? He can go fuck himself.” I started toward the folder. “What's your ball in his court?”

“I've been a member of the church since college, not that its any of your business.”

“That's rich, coming from someone who's nosy for a living.” I grabbed the file and started rifling through the pages. Behind the surveillance photos of Elena, I found a three page bio on her that GeneFactor had compiled. I looked past it and found what Janus had been talking about.

'Comparative Analysis of Thought Induction Techniques' It had Janus A. Rickard, PhD as the author, dated about five years ago. I read through the synopsis quickly, glancing up constantly to make sure Brooke stayed put. Apparently, Janus had been experimenting on his own with Patrem Delta's side effects.

I flipped through, scanning for the meat of what he hinted at being a help to me. '… the author notes that forced induction is best achieved while the subject(s) are distracted by physical stimuli. Traits subject to change can range from mood, up to personal beliefs.'

Motherfucker. He knew exactly what would happen. The file dropped back on the counter. I got back to Brooke, standing directly behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders.

She flinched and tensed up. “What's your plan with me?”

That's when Elena opened the door, not a scrap of clothing or any other cover on her. “Brookie?” Her eyes were wide, like she had just realized a speeding truck was heading right for her.

“So that's the kind of thing you're doing now. Travis was right about you, whoring around like this.”

I squeezed Brooke's shoulders harder and leaned down. “That was a mistake.”

“You'll both end up burning in Hell. It's never wrong to tell a sinner that they're on a path of destruction.” She still wasn't trying to get away, but the tone of her voice felt like acid. “You should feel ashamed of yourself, turning my friend from from the light.”

“Elena, come over here.” I watched her trot over without an ounce of embarrassment. That bug in her personality had been ripped out like a garden weed by this point. “Explain to your friend here why you're happier now.”

Leaving both of them to their own devices, I heard some heated chatter as I slipped into the bedroom. Physical stimuli, huh? I had just the thing for it in my nightstand.

I slid the drawer open and got it out. Long, white, and with a motor that'll make your hands numb just from holding it, I'd put the wand to good use on Prime Recipients and Elena. More for my entertainment than anything else, but none of them complained. Hell, Elena even gave it a name.

Putting it behind my back, I strolled back into the living room. The smirk on my face got their attention. “Elena, it's time out.”

“What did I do wrong?” It was our term for her 'punishment' when she let shame come back.

“It's for her. You know what to get.”

She looked at me, her forehead wrinkling as she got up. “Why does she get it?”

“We'll set her free, just like you.” I leaned in as she passed by, “But she won't stay with us, I promise.”

It brought a smile to Elena's face. “Good.”

I gave her pert ass a tap for good measure. “Hurry up, I'll need your help.”

Brooke had put her hands on a knee. “So, Grant, do you just order her around like that all the time?”

“Is it any different from what Boyce did to her?” I half-winked my right eye at her, thinking about how I should break the news. Pulling the wand from behind my back, I placed it on the end table next to Brooke.

Her nose curled as she stared at it. “At least with him, she had self-respect.”

“What you call self-respect, I call shame.” I bent down to eye level, staring Brooke right in the face. “You'll be the same way,” I raised the corners of my mouth, “and I'll make you know what's going on.”

Brooke tossed her hair to the side with a wave of her head. “And how's that? You can't make me do anything to stray from God.”

“Keep thinking that.”

Elena had just returned. She handed me the four wide velcro straps. Her hands lingered near mine.

I looked directly at Brooke. “Now, stand up.”

“You can't order me around like her.” Her face contorted into a smug bitch face.

I pointed at the floor between the ottoman and her. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “I said now.”

Brooke rose, her eyes darting between myself and Elena. “What kind of trick is this?” She was upright and hadn't figured the game out yet. “I'm leaving.”

“Sit on the ottoman and do what either of us tell you.” I guided her down by the shoulders, just a couple of feet from where she sat before. I got in her face and had emphasis on every syllable, “Do you understand?”

“No.”

“You will. Hell, I'll tell you everything.” I motioned for Elena to grab the wand from the end table. “Take your blazer and your shirt off.”

Brooke slid her arms out of the jacket, her eyes widening more as she started on the buttons of her shirt. She looked up at me as she worked halfway down. “What have you done to her?”

“What I'm doing to you,” I slid the white cotton off her shoulders, “but I was a lot nicer with Elena.”

“I'd never be your whore.” The pale green and black lace of her bra complimented her well as Brooke pulled her arms out of the sleeves.

I placed both hands under her breasts, judging the heft. Nice. We locked eyes as I said, “You won't be my whore, but you will be one. If that's the one kind of woman you hate more than any other, I can't think of a better favor I could do for you.”

She spit a wet streak across my face. “You're a lunatic.”

“Kettle, meet pot.” I put a finger on her waist. “Now take off everything beneath this point.”

Brooke's glare could have killed a man as her hands went under the waistband of her skirt. “Why can't I stop?”

I watched it slide past her knees. “You should worry more about how far I'll go, and how much you'll like it.”

Her heels came off with the skirt. Sitting pretty in bra and panties, Brooke stared back up at me. “Boyce will ruin you for this.”

A dull pain spread across my forehead. “Shut up.” I smiled as all the emotion left her mouth, diverting to make her eyes even more expressive. I looked over at Elena, “You get to use Mr. Shaky this time.” You know, named for how it always left her. She was adorable like that sometimes.

Elena's eyes lit up like fireworks, her face beaming. “But on her?”

Brooke couldn't have opened her eyes wider or put her brows further up her face. Her body had stopped all resistance by the time I guided her onto her back. I strapped her wrists to the legs of the ottoman and told Elena, “Go ahead.”

My favorite had leaned close to her friend, thinking she whispered where I couldn't hear. “I won't tell him, but time out is my favorite.”

I already knew it. As I moved around and had a strap around the first ankle, the wand buzzed to life. Elena scooted in beside me as I got the last strap locked in.

Brooke let out a nervous whimper. Her body had one last gasp of resistance as she squirmed, pinned down like she was on a specimen board. I stood and watched the tip brush against the front of her panties, her voice cracking out a desperate groan.

Elena looked up at me in her nude glory, on her knees and leaning over the nutjob reporter. “Am I doing it right?”

I met stares with Brooke, but kept my words toward Elena. “That's the lowest setting. Move it up a notch every once in a while and push it harder against her every time.” I crouched down next to our new toy. “And don't stop until I tell you.”

She did as told, getting up to setting two of ten. “And Grant, I read about what you do.”

“Explain to Brooke what that is.”

Her head bent sideways until I nodded her on. Elena looked at Brooke. “He makes a living by putting babies in women.” She gave me a concerned look, “I think in the bad way.”

“You know we don't judge in this house, Elena.” I sat on my rear behind Brooke's head and reached over to rub my hand on Elena's cheek. “Time out.”

“But she's already in it.”

I had always had a mean streak a yard wide, and a sexually twisted one that stretched a football field. “She can take care of you.”

“You mean...” That innocent look made me want to facefuck her right then and there, like, brutally. “That's what those evil women who hate men do to each other.” Maybe later on that facefucking.

“They're not evil, and I do that to you sometimes.” I looked down at Brooke and grinned like a Cheshire Cat during a bad acid trip. “Don't you agree?”

“If you say it's not bad, I can try it.” She hesitated before standing up, her perfect body and that oversized vibrator in her hand looking like a shot out of a porno I'd have blown it to. “Does Brooke want to?”

I stared back down. Say, 'please.' “Why don't you ask her.” Our stare at each other never broke, my smile getting even wider. I finally stopped and got out of Elena's way as she stood in my spot.

She looked down. “Is it okay? Do you want to?”

Brooke's eyes said the exact opposite, but her lips parted with a perfectly nice, “Please.”

Elena looked at me, giddy about it now. She lowered herself, the pussy I'd stolen from the reverend hovering above Brooke's face. Elena reapplied the wand and dropped the last bit.

Make her come when you do, or you're going with us when we ditch this place. I took a seat on the couch, my arms spread against the top of the back cushions. The only thing that would have made the show better would have been a cold beer and some buddies to watch with me.

But spectating wasn't my purpose. I waited until the stimulation got to a level I thought matched the paper's description. Elena and Brooke gasped as I heard the wand ramp up to setting three.

“I've got some instructions you'll follow when you leave here.”

Their bodies almost melted together, skin getting pinker.

“Abandon the church and leave GeneFactor alone.”

Elena's head rolled on her shoulders as she gripped Brooke's left thigh with her free hand. I barely heard the lapping sound between Elena's thighs over the dull buzz. She cranked it to level four.

“In fact, I want you to investigate Reverend Boyce.” I bent an elbow and inched a finger toward my lips. This was going lightyears past hot. “Your new mission in life is to bring him down in flames.”

Number five.

“Start with any connection you know of with city officials. Don't stop until he's broke and in jail.”

Brooke writhed as much as she could. She was keeping pace with Elena, the slow ramp-up torturing both of them.

“And now about you.”

Six pushed against her boundary.

“After tonight, you'll be the biggest slut you know.”

The seventh notch had my cock throbbing.

“Nobody and no act is too low for you. And you'll fucking love it.” My parting gift to the city I'd grown up in.

Elena started moaning hard, forcing the head against Brooke's panties like she was trying to put it inside her as eight hit.

“But you'll have to slow down after a month or two.” I leaned in. “For about a year. You'll know why by the time we're done with you.”

Number nine had Brooke fighting against her restraints. She screamed along with Elena, my personal playmate's cunt muffling her voice.

“In fact, keep it low profile with your family members, especially the new ones.”

The highest setting roared between Brooke's thighs. Both of them wailed and tensed up. Their bodies quivered like tuning forks.

“Now, come your brains out, both of you.”

Oh, what a glorious sight to behold. Elena knew how I expressed mercy when I edged her with that thing. She dropped it on the floor, leaving Mr. Shaky to skitter in random directions, as her entire body rocked.

Brooke fought against the straps even more, climaxing like she had been possessed by the coolest demon ever. Their bodies rocked together, blushing all over.

I unzipped my pants, letting my cock out before it popped the button right off the damn things. I stood up and patted Elena on the shoulder as her tremors subsided a little. “Did you like it?”

She didn't say a word. The second she looked at me, her lips pursed around my shaft in gratitude. Her hips ground against Brooke, pleading for her to start again as she took me in to the hilt.

“Easy, champ.” I caressed her cheek and brushed the drying hair out of her face. “You know I've got a job to do here.” My dick popped out of her mouth, bobbing up and down from how fast she backed away.

Her voice was uneven with the echos of climax. “You mean, with her?”

“She fits the profile you read about, just like you.”

Elena slid to the floor on the other side of Brooke. She had her legs splayed out, sitting frog-style. Her bottom lip stuck out as her head dropped. “But I want it.”

“I'm saving you...” I searched my brain for a plan that didn't exist. I came up with nothing.

“For marriage.” She looked back up and cocked her head to the side, smiling with her perfect teeth.

Whoa there! But if I told her otherwise, the split in her heart would have broken the poor girl in two. I tried pulling any response out of my mind like I was wringing a washcloth.

“I knew it, that's why you won't have a baby with me yet.”

Enough of the spell had worn off on Brooke from all that reprogramming. “You sick fuck.” She still had her attitude and opinion of me intact.

Elena stared at Brooke, and then back at me. The questions in her mind roiled like waves against a rocky beach.

It's fine, I promised Elena, she wants this too, but she's not special to me like you are. Really, Elena just had nowhere else to go other than with me. What the fuck have I just done? Still, she fit what I would have wanted like a perfectly machined screw.

“See, I told you he's good to me.”

Brooke rolled her eyes, stopping when they met me. “Well, what are you waiting for?” One corner of her mouth lifted and her eyebrows lowered. “I guess I found out what GeneFactor does.”

“You got it.” I unbuttoned my pants and stepped out of my shoes. As I lifted my shirt over my head, I added, “But you don't know why they chose me.”

“Highest bidder is my guess.” Brooke had stopped pulling against the straps.

“They tested a lot of guys to find someone with no genetic markers for disease, and a baseline of mental and physical traits they still won't share with me.” I pulled the socks off my feet and stood to drop my boxers. “I ended up being the lucky bastard.”

Elena cut in. “It would have made me really mad a week ago,” she clasped her hands between her breasts, “but I think it's an honor to be the one he's saving for himself.”

“For some reason, I want to do what you told me to,” Brooke stared daggers at me as I ripped the velcro from around an ankle, “but if you hurt her, I'll go after you even harder than Boyce.”

I knew she meant every word. Hell, I downright respected her for that. “Fair enough.”

“I'm serious, don't even think about it.”

It hadn't even crossed my mind. “Trust me, when I'm ready to settle down,” I looked at Elena's beaming smile and felt something click into place inside my head, “I couldn't find a better girl to join me.” Hey, it was an honest statement.

Brooke looked back at me as I got behind her to free her wrists. “The fact that you looked her in the eyes when you said it,” the strap marks were deep on her, “tells me you're not lying.” She leaned up as soon as I freed her completely. “A reporter can smell bullshit, and Travis's sermon did piss me off, as Elena's friend.”

“You're not half-bad.” All three of us stood, but I didn't plan on staying vertical long. I looked at Elena, “There's duct tape in the junk drawer. Far left one in the kitchen. Can you get it for me?”

She was perky and enthusiastic as always. “Uh-huh!”

“You know,” Brooke stepped a little closer, “I never thought I'd see her this happy away from Travis.” Brooke put her fingers in the waistband of her panties, sliding them to mid-thigh until they dropped on their own. “He was the center of her universe ever since her family joined Unity Baptist five years ago.”

I felt like something about that church preached cleanliness in a way that heavily implied a daily shave. My voice barely registered, even to me, as I leaned into Brooke's ear. “So he went after her when she was pretty young.”

“Yeah,” Brooke cupped a hand around my ear, “the deacons weren't too fond of how close she was to him.” Her voice got even lower, “Until she turned eighteen, and then it was like an eleventh Commandment to them.”

“That would have made for one hell of a scandal.” I saw Elena grab the roll of tape. “Don't drag her into it when you take Boyce down, alright?”

“Do you really think I would? She's the only truly innocent person I've ever met,” Brooke stuck her hands on her bare hips, “until she ran into you.”

I gave Brooke a playful shove into the couch. The way she crashed backward, begging me to go down with her had me beyond ready to go. “You're doing this of your own free will at this point.”

“Maybe.”

Elena got back to us, sitting the tape on the ottoman and looking down at her friend. “Should I watch?”

“For now, but you still owe me a time out.”

It was the fakest frown I'd ever seen. “But I wanna help.”

Really? “Alright, but you can't get too jealous.”

“What should I do?”

Holy fuck, I should have figured it'd fry her brain. “Do that thing I like.”

“Which one?”

It was a great question. “You know,” I tried to narrow it down to a single option, “the one where you play with yourself until I give up and take over.” Elena had tempted me into plowing her using that tactic earlier in the day.

She leaned over and picked up the wand. “Can I use this?”

Fuck, yes! I grinned as I put my knees between Brooke's legs on the couch. “Knock yourself out.”

“What have you done to her, exactly?” Brooke grabbed my waist and pulled me down to her. “You don't have her wrapped around your finger,” Brooke arched her back as her hips inched toward my tip, “she's wrapped around your prick.”

Brooke didn't need the whole story. “I set her free, and that's all I can say.”

Elena crashed into the sofa chair, ready to go at herself with the wand. She looked at me as I inched my shaft to Brooke's slit. Our little blonde spectator buzzed the wand back to life, rocking her head back as soon as it made contact with her.

My cock dove right in, pushing into Brooke like she had invited me. Her cunt was almost too ready. “Take your bra off.”

“Why?”

A little weird she's defensive about leaving that on. “Don't ask. Do it already.”

She let it drop on the floor beside us. I looked at Elena. “Hand it to me.” My tip pushed hard against Brooke's depths, making sure she wouldn't try anything.

She kept the toy against her clit as she slid down the chair, just within reach of it. Elena picked it up by the padding. “Grant, there's something hard in the cup.”

I opened my hand toward her. “Come on, now.”

Brooke gave one last attempt at hiding something, bracing her hands and pushing against my chest. It led me even deeper, the full limit of her slit matching my length.

I wrapped one arm around Brooke's waist and used the other to catch the bra. I delved into the fabric, feeling a solid line of under the stitching. “Elena, get a knife and cut this thing open.” The little bitch...

Brooke shot her head back at Elena. “I hid a wire in it, if that's what you're wondering.” She gazed back at me. “What? That bra's expensive.”

I gave her a punishing thrust. “So who's listening?”

“The cameraman.” Her eyes rolled back in her head a bit. “Mike, I know your jerking it in the van right now.”

“Elena, throw that thing in the bathroom and shut the door,” she was already turning to do it, “then come over here.” I pulled out of Brooke and sat up. “I knew you were keeping it on for a reason.”

“You know I don't plan on doing anything to help Boyce.”

I made sure Elena had gotten the wire out of audible range. “Offer that damn neckbeard a blowjob in exchange for letting you destroy everything you have on us or GeneFactor.”

“He wouldn't dream of turning it down.”

I pulled Brooke up with me and then grabbed the duct tape. Elena had just gotten back to us, standing right next to me. I gave her a quick pat on the ass, my hand lingering for a healthy grope. “Elena, do you know what the tape is for?” My plans for time out had changed.

“Because both of us have been bad?”

“That's right. I want both of you to stand right next to each other and face the wall.” The rip of tape coming off the roll filled the room as I sat down. I wrapped the first stretch against Elena's wrists.

She didn't try fighting back as I looped it around several times. Her fingers danced as she tried to keep from bouncing. I'd see to her too, but as I ripped the tape and made a few wraps between her wrists to keep it secure, she tried sitting in my lap.

“Elena, go sit in the chair again.”

Her shoulders dropped with her head. She turned to sit, looking at me like I had just pulled her heart out and thrown it in the trash. “But I want it.”

I'll have to give her a mascara-streaking fuck or seven after all this settles down. “Wait there.”

Brooke wasn't nearly as willing, putting a feeble effort into resisting. I popped a stinging handprint into her ass, settling her down just enough to keep me happy. I even used double the tape on her, just in case.

“Now, you sit down too.”

She crashed down next to me. “What kind of game is this?”

“Both of you want something, but only one of you can get it.”

Brooke leaned into my ear. “I know you're having fun by giving her hope, but that's just mean.”

I didn't bother making sure Elena couldn't hear me. “Maybe she'll end up winning.” I made sure I had locked eyes with Brooke. “You never know.”

She pouted a little and stopped acting like she didn't want it. “But you were inside me all of fifteen seconds.”

I ignored her, standing up and taking a few steps toward Elena. Picking the wand up out of the floor, I said, “If you last long enough, I might let you win.”

Her posture shot right up. “What do you mean?”

“You'll see.” I pushed her back and stuck the wand against her cunt. A few pieces of tape held it tight against her stomach and her pearl as I turned it all the way to ten. “Good luck.” A final piece went over her mouth as Elena whimpered and drew her knees against her breasts.

“You'll knock her out with that.” Brooke had stood back up, her hands still behind her back.

I stepped to the side and forced her against the arm of Elena's chair. Without saying a word, I got behind Brooke and took hold of her bonds like a handle. My tip prodded against her folds, ready to go.

Elena had curled all the way into a ball, Brooke's face against hers. She tried to scream through the tape, all to no avail.

If it gets to be too much for her, I'll step in. But I wanted to see how far Elena would go to get what she wanted more than anything. I knew it would make the time when I finally grant her wish all the better.

Brooke had tensed herself up, expecting me to rip against her any second. Her fingers tried wrapping around my forearms.

I slammed in like I was trying to spit-roast her. Both of them turned to whimpering messes as soon as I started the merciless fucking.

Her cunt took me in, trying to squeeze tight against my shaft and keep me in the furthest depths. I won out and slid back each time. Brooke was just too wet and I had ramped it up too hard, crashing my hips against her ass like I owned it. And at least for the moment, I did.

Elena was already at her limit, not knowing that she couldn't come until the vibrations stopped. Her toes and legs had curled as far as she could get them as she rolled onto her side. I watched her head shake, the tape holding back a racket that would have had the cops even sooner than Boyce's shitty move.

Brooke wasn't faring much better. I kept hold of the tape in one hand, grabbing a fistful of her long hair with the other. Her head jerked back as I pulled, using both grips to help me pay back all the hell she had caused so far.

I had both of them ready to climax as soon as the torture of too much pleasure stopped. It felt like I was taking all the air in the room into my lungs as I kept it up.

Brooke's fingernails dug into my wrists as I gave her my last reserve. Her cunt pulsed in tune with every ram and brutal draw. You wouldn't believe how wet and hot she felt, pinned against the chair and arched back as her friend's body shook below.

My cock pulled out of her with no warning. The cruelty of it came out as she screamed, “Fuck!” Brooke fell forward as I let go of her, face buried against Elena's side as her entire body quaked. Her hands balled into fists against her back, Brooke screaming against Elena as she fought her own hopeless battle to climax.

I stood back and admired what I had just caused. My dick was still ready to go, but I knew Elena was getting close to physically breaking.

Brooke slid back down the arm of the sofa chair, ending up on her knees. Her ragged breath and the hair over her face was too much to resist. I grabbed the back of her head and jammed myself to the back of her throat.

She tried crying out as I gave her mouth just as much punishment. I gave it until I knew she had gotten the point. Brooke still owed me, even if she was on my side now.

It was time for Elena's punishment to hit. I pushed Brooke's forehead back, leaving her gasping as a line of spittle dribbled down her chin. Elena would get some amount of mercy, but Brooke still had it coming.

I bent over the chair and kissed Elena on the forehead. It felt way too hot against my lips. Putting my arms under her, I lifted her up and walked her over to the couch.

Her legs never straightened as I laid her down. I looked over at Brooke, “You gotta get over here and watch this.” I'm sure neither one of them could have imagined ever being in this situation together before they met me.

Brooke stood over Elena, right next to me. She was still panting as she said, “Holy shit.” Brooke took a few more breaths. “I cant even imagine how hard she'll come.”

I got on my knees, pointing my shaft toward her buzzing cunt. It took me in with greed, Elena mewling as I pushed as far into her as I could. I kept myself planted inside her, the inside so wet and ready it was like I had stuck my dick under a running faucet.

Forcing Elena's thighs apart was like spreading a bear trap. I pushed my shoulders between her calves and pulled the top layer of duct tape away. The wand stopped vibrating against her stomach as I freed that end of it, putting it all into her pussy instead of wasting some of the force against her torso.

“You ready to see some crazy shit?” I hadn't been this cruel with forcing an orgasm with any Prime Recipients so far. I pulled the strip from her mouth and then cradled Elena's jaw with one hand, watching her lips open as no sound came out. I started lifting one end of the last piece of tape with the other. I finally gave it a quick rip, freeing Elena from that electric motor hell.

Her entire body went spastic. Every muscle in her body reversed, the contracted ones releasing, the relaxed ones tensing up in the fury of one incredible orgasm. I felt a wet rush shoot from her cunt as it squeezed and released my shaft over and over at a break-neck pace.

“I'll have to get my husband to make me squirt like that.” Brooke leaned her breasts against my back, her chin resting on my left shoulder. “Just look at her.”

Elena's walls almost set me off without any in-and-out action going on. Her voice finally came back in a squeal that should have broken glass. Her feet planted against the cushions, raising her Elena's hips and giving my shaft a new angle inside her.

Damn, I could just let go and knock her up right now. Just a few thrusts would have done the job. Elena's slick walls begged for it, massaging my length until I felt that rush in my sac.

It felt like a piece of my soul got left behind when I pulled out. I knew better. Still, the way Elena almost sobbed through the end of it tempted me to give in like I was a fat kid at a bake sale.

I leaned the side of my head against Brooke's. “I didn't know you were married.”

“Wearing a ring makes a lot of men lose interest, and making them think I might fuck them works wonders for getting them to talk.”

I looked back down at Elena, her jaw shivering as she fought to breathe. “That was fucking beautiful.”

“Thanks for not coming in her. God, watching her almost made me go off.” Brooke leaned back.

I followed, standing up to see her reclined against the back cushions. Elena's legs had moved into Brooke's lap as I gave myself a few strokes. “Elena,” her eyes finally opened and looked up at me, the side of her face against the upholstery and those cherry lips still open. “You don't know how close I got just now.”

Her voice was weak, “Then why didn't you?”

I smiled at her, my hand still rubbing down my shaft. “I couldn't do that to you.” I felt my own cheeks flush with heat. “Not yet, anyway.”

Elena turned to Brooke. “He always teases like this.”

She was telling the exact truth. The fact that Elena wanted it so desperately made it that much more hellacious to pull out at the last second. I already knew I'd fuck up and give in someday. How could I not?

But I still had business with our reporter friend. “So, is there anything else we need to know?” Brooke was already spreading herself when I got in front of her, that ass hanging off the front edge of the sofa. “I think you owe it to her, if you can't say it for my sake.”

“Travis is hunting you two down, and he knows you get payments from GeneFactor. That's all he knows.”

I didn't bother with politeness. Tossing a throw pillow in the floor and dropping my knees on it, I lunged inside Brooke again. “But what do you know?”

She tried speaking as I started drilling away at her. Brooke's hips tossed and twisted, riding me like I was a human bronco. She almost broke past the delight of it and got some words out.

“For the last time,” I tried hurting her with my cock, putting everything I had into the push. “What do you know?”

“That's it!” She tried to break her arms free. Instead, Brook hugged around my back with her legs.

I stopped and put my hand on her throat, squeezing just enough to get the point across. Of course, all it did was get her going even harder. I pushed down on her waist, making her stop.

“I can't give an answer I don't have.” She started again as soon as I let off her stomach. “Now just fuck me and shut up.”

Ego sum alpha. “Bullshit, you're holding back. Fucking tell me.” Et genua parere. “Now.”

Brooke shifted her waist, throwing me deep inside her. Her lower lip trembled in pace with her thighs.

I pulled out. “You know it'll drive you insane if I don't finish.”

Her eyes got as big as saucers.

“Tell me, and you get what you want.” I pointed to Elena, propped up on the other side of the couch, watching the two of us in all that bound sexiness. “She could suck me off and get what you're after instead.”

Elena scooted herself closer. I reached down for my pants and pulled the Case knife out of my pocket.

She turned around and presented her wrists. I cut her free and closed the knife before dropping it. Elena didn't bother with the tape still around her wrists but no longer binding them together. Her lips pillowed around my tip.

“I'm not joking, she'll do it.”

Elena rocked forward and took me in. Her tongue flittered along the bottom. She moaned with satisfaction as soon as she had me in all the way.

“Alright!” Brooke had defeat written all over her. “I know something that he doesn't.”

I put a hand on the back of Elena's head, tangling her hair in my fingers. I leaned my head back and groaned. Elena tried pushing me even further into her throat.

“Make her stop and I'll tell you.”

My head shook, but I didn't bother looking at Brooke. “You've got until I come,” my hips twitched involuntarily, “and she's doing a great job like she always has.”

Brooke's exhalations were loud enough that I could hear tehm. I cracked my eyes open to see her tits heaving, Brooke's face inches away from Elena's. She finally looked up at me. “Travis does have a secret that could bring him down.”

I felt Elena start working herself back and forth. “And that is?”

“Two things, actually.” She glanced at Elena, the envy on her face dripping like poison. “There's a lot of funny business going on with church funds, but you'll never guess the big one.” She watched Elena pick up the pace and got desperate. “He had a dishonorable discharge for sexual misconduct.”

The muscles in my legs almost gave out when Elena's hands came up to my abs. “Which branch, and when?”

“Army, seven years ago. A subordinate accused him of rape, but he struck a plea bargain during the court martial.” Brooke rested her head against my thigh. “Is that good enough to make her stop?”

Elena shook her head with me still in her, forcing me to suck in a breath. “Yeah.” I guided her head back, gently tugging her hair. Her lips popped off of me. “That was close.”

Brooke smiled as she leaned forward and took over, putting her lips over the side of it and trying to wrap her tongue around my girth.

I took one step back and picked the knife back up. Brooke was free with one stroke of the blade. “Now,” I looked at Elena, “you two have some fun together.”

The shock in Brooke's face could have zapped an elephant. “I'm sorry, but that's too far for me.”

Taking the iron erection in hand, I torqued myself and said, “What a waste, then.”

“Fuck,” she grabbed Elena's hands and rolled back, “but she's doing me.”

I stopped mid-stroke. “That's fine.” Elena already knew how to take it, but she'd have never learned if I didn't let her practice. “I'm sure she can figure it out after getting it from me.” That news about Boyce didn't even faze her. He really is dead to her now.

Elena dove right in, pushing open hands against Brooke's thighs as she dropped to the floor. She leaned into the couch, her face planted on Brooke's slit with the same enthusiasm she had for my cock. It didn't take her long to get her friend humming and twisting at the shoulders.

I started taking care of myself again. Watching Brooke's hands run through Elena's hair would have made for some wonderful porn. Just seeing and listening was enough to bring me right back to finishing myself off.

Elena moved her arm forward, sliding a finger or two inside Brooke, judging by the way her mouth opened. She moved her other hand down on herself. About the time Elena whimpered, she had Brooke panting and slamming her open palms against the couch.

Brooke pushed her shoulders up and crossed her arms just under her breasts. They heaved upward as her head turned sideways. She was hurtling toward the edge already.

I was ready to let it play out, not caring if Brooke's last climax with us came from myself or Elena. My limit was getting close too.

That's when Elena broke away. She ran a hand through her hair and looked at me. “She's ready for you.”

I watched Brooke's eyes plead for it. “Should I give her what she wants?”

Elena grinned and stood up. She brushed her hand against my dick, teasing just like I had taught her to do. “I'll take it if she won't.” She finally giggled and stepped out of the way.

Fuck, I can't wait to come in Elena. I pointed at the other end of the couch and pinched Brooke's jaw between my thumb and middle finger, guiding her to lie down the entire length.

Brooke wrapped her arms around my neck as I lowered on top of her. Her folds were beyond willing and ready, taking me in like it they had a magnetic pull. Her hips rolled, forcing me to bury my face in her shoulder.

“That's it.” Elena bit my earlobe. “She wants it.” I shoved my tip into the furthest reaches of Brooke's cunt.

I crushed myself against the promised land between Brooke's thighs. The sound of her screaming set my ears to ringing. Even Elena's fingernails dancing across my back pushed me further into overdrive, whipping my hips back and forth.

“God, I wish that was me right now.”

I know she did. I reared my head back and screamed, “Fuck!”

Brooke hugged me tight, milking every last drip straight from the tap. When she tugged at my neck and whispered, “He's been snipped,” it made it that much worse.

It's over for her. He'll know.

“But it'll just make him fuck me that much harder.” Brooke pressed her heels against my back, guiding me deep for the last shots. “He's into this kind of thing, but he only lets his best friend fuck me.”

I tried to speak, but my cock twitched with the last of my seed. My throat shuddered with a grunt as I looked up. She had the satisfied look of a cat after eating a salmon filet. I managed to rasp out, “Not my fetish.”

“I know, you'd never let anyone else fuck Elena.” Brooke moaned and leaned her head back. “I can tell by the way you look at her.”

Pushing myself up by my fists and forearms, I huffed and looked down at the girl I'd just conquered. What if she's right?

“But,” she looked back at me, “that's what made me want to help you.” Brooke whimpered as I pulled out of her. She leaned up before I could back away and then whispered. “Stop.”

I did as I was told.

“Travis Boyce isn't his real name. It's Sean Ryan.” She hesitated before finishing. “Don't you dare tell Elena.”

The reason wouldn't be clear to me for a while yet, but when I did learn the full truth, I knew that I was dealing with true evil dressed in preacher's clothing. I whispered back, “Then why did you ever follow him?”

“You know, I'm really not sure.” She backed off and spoke in a normal tone. “Some men just have a way to influence people, I guess. I'm trying to figure out why I ever did, myself.”


Elena and I had crammed what we could into my two suitcases. We had the basics with us, but not much else. Exactly how this would work out or where we were going, I didn't know.

I had found Janus's personal cell number written on the back of his paper under a scrawled 'Call when you find this.' He had picked us up in a black Navigator, demanding that we leave out the back door of our apartment building.

After filling him in on how Brooke spilled the beans and had turned on Boyce, his mood gradually changed from panic. By the time he had driven us to the Amtrak station close the edge of the city, he seemed proud. “You two travel for a while. I'll get back in touch once I find out how much this will hurt our mate Boyce.”

“So where the hell are we going? You said you already reserved our tickets.”

“Yeah, last train out of the station today. You'll be in Chicago by morning. Where you go from there is up to you.”

I had no idea where their tracks went. Turns out, the damn things were spread all over the continuous United States. “Thanks, and I'll send my new bank information as soon as I get something set up.”

“If the bastard's tracking your account, you'll need this if you plan on staying anywhere that isn't a park bench.” Janus handed me a card marked for GeneFactor's business account. “You use that for anything after you get a new account, and I'll skin you.”

“Fair enough.” I looked back at Elena in the midrow seat, knowing she didn't want to leave. It was the second time she'd lost her home and everything she knew in a week. “Listen.”

“Hmm?” She pretended to be happy, but you could see the truth in her eyes.

“We'll be fine. It might do us some good to go places we've never been for a while.”

She faked a smile but kept her hands in her lap. “I know.”

Janus turned into the parking lot and drove toward the unloading canopy for the station. “Best of luck,” he gave me a hard pat on the shoulder as he stopped the Lincoln, “I hear California's a good place to do your work.”

“Maybe.” I started leaning toward the door. Elena got out first and shut the door behind her.

Janus gripped my sleeve. He had one last thing to say before we left. “Hey, you shag a celebrity or two, I'll buy you a beer when you get back.”

The question is, when would we be back?


Author's Note: This wraps up the first arc this storyline, but Grant and Elena will be back. They're too much fun to write to let go of, and I've had a great response to this series. When I first wrote our reformed church girl into Bimbo Code 4, something about her just clicked, and she's driven the story ever since.

So after I return from a trip the week of May 14th, I'll be getting right to work on the next arc. It's already planned and outlined, I just have to write it and settle on a title. It'll give me something to think about during the drive and when I'm finally in a camp chair again with a drink in my hand.

Expect the next installment by the weekend of the 20th, and thanks for riding along this far.


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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