
        
            
                
            
        

    
BIMBO THERAPY 3

by

Jen Eastwood


DEAR READER:

Since many of you have become loyal readers, I've taken some time over the past few weeks to give you folks a couple of bonuses. First, I've begun a newsletter, which goes beyond simply announcing when I have a new title out. I will also be sending out free advance copies of upcoming titles in Kindle format from time to time. It's just one of my ways of thanking the people who have made my erotica career possible.

I also know that many of you are Tumblr addicts like myself. It's a primary source of inspiration for my erotica, and it's a great way to connect with readers and other authors. Having said that, I've taken the plunge and have started my own 18+ Tumblr. If you want to get an idea of what's brewing in my head, simply follow me from the second link below.

SIGN UP FOR THE JEN EASTWOOD EROTICA NEWSLETTER

JEN EASTWOOD EROTICA TUMBLR

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD

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.


BIMBO THERAPY 3

Lindsey had me pick her up from her one-night-stand's apartment. I was still riding the afterglow from the repeat performance with Trey that morning. My friend fell into the passenger seat of my car and yawned.

“Late night?” I asked, hoping to keep her mind off of my evening.

Lindsey reached back to grab the seat belt. She knew I had a rule of the car not moving until it happened. “He was alright. Bigger than average, but he couldn't last too long. I got three good fucks out of him.”

I backed the sedan out of the parking spot and put it in drive. Thirty minutes, and I'd be rid of her. “I see.”

The delaying tactic couldn't hold her off for long. “So, judging by that little bit of shame in your face, you went all the way with that kid.”

My God I wanted to slap that woman, even though I did have reason to thank her. “If I did, would it matter?”

Lindsey pulled the sun visor down and flipped up the mirror cover. Through her effort at putting on lipstick, Lindsey said, “It doesn't. But everyone remembers their first time. Especially with a strange dick.” She curled her lips under and pursed them. “I was just curious.”

I pulled to the end of the apartment complex's lot and flipped the blinker. It wasn't my first time cheating, but it was the first time I gave in like that. “Trey was nice. Almost a perfect gentleman, which I didn't expect at his age.”

“I wasn't asking about his manners, you dingbat.”

She knew I didn't like to talk about these sorts of things. I figured it would be best to get it out of the way quickly, unless I wanted good reason to choke my best friend for the entire drive. I faked a smile and said, “It was the best I've had in a good while, but he only did me twice.”

I could see Lindsey shake her head out of the corner of my eye. “Poor Jenny. You're still embarrassed about a little thing like sex.”

“I'm not embarrassed by it!” The heat in my face said otherwise, and I knew it. “I just don't think it's proper to talk about things like that so openly.”

“And why not?”

I stopped to merge onto the main road that would take us back to the highway home. Meanwhile, I couldn't think of a real answer. “I don't know. It's just not polite.”

Lindsey chuckled at my bad attempt at justification. “When you're in polite company, say that all you want.” I pulled the car out, stepping on the gas to avoid being splattered by the oncoming mass of traffic. “But until then, you're with me.”

She was as polite as a boot to the face, I'll admit. “So what do you want to know, exactly?”

“For starters, would you do it again?”

The question hadn't popped into my mind. “I don't know. It was great, but I still don't know if I could keep it a secret if I slept around on Ben too much.”

“Define too much.”

Once would have been my answer the day before. “Enough to where he gets suspicious.”

Lindsey adjusted the volume on my radio as the faint drone of commercials ended. I hate it when people do that. “So there's your answer: Enough to avoid suspicion and no more.”


I didn't hear from Lindsey until she called the next Friday. I didn't even get to answer before she started. “Jen, you're free tomorrow, right?”

I always was, since it was Ben's customary day to meet with his clients. “I guess so. Why?”

“How does spending a day on my friend's houseboat sound? They invited me over, but they're terribly boring.”

Good to know she thought I was entertaining enough to tag along. “I guess I can. What time do we meet, and where?”

“We can leave from my house at ten. I'll drive this time, since I don't see myself getting falling-down drunk for once. I think I owe you that much.” She certainly did, dozens of times over.

“Who are these friends? Anyone I might know?”

“No, and wear a bikini, not some curtain of a swimsuit.” I assumed it was for sunbathing, but I should have known better.


Lindsey parked her Denali in the dock's gravel parking lot. I wondered which of the hundreds of boats we would be staying on for the day. As I got out and scanned the neat rows, Lindsey shattered my expectations from across the hood. “You know the drill. Help me spot potential hits.”

“God damn it, Lindsey! We're here to get a tan, not fuck strangers.” I honestly didn't plan on even losing my shorts that day. But the urge to find my satisfaction was always whispering in the back of my head at that point.

She walked over and placed the beach bag at my feet, clanking the pair of wine bottles inside. “Would you be mad if I said my friends inviting us out here was a lie?”

I held my temper, even though I was already about to smack her. “So what was the point of driving all the way out here?”

I adjusted the strap of my bikini top as Lindsey grinned and said, “To have some fun. Why else?”

The kind of fun she had in mind didn't need to be clarified. “Fine, but I'm not promising that I'll be taking part.” In fact, I fully intended on downing both bottles myself while Lindsey fucked a fisherman, or whoever she thought was the best prospect. I didn't hold much hope for whoever we'd find at the dock.

“Just remember my second rule. I'm Lynn and you're Lora, from this point forward today.” I had to admit, her rules did make sense for not getting caught.

We made our way to the dock itself. The tiny little store floating on pontoons had a sign with criminal prices for a bag of ice. As we rounded the corner of the building, I could almost swear I saw Lindsey's ears perk up.

The two young men were loading a cooler and charcoal grill into a ski boat. The oldest of the two couldn't have been a day over twenty-five. Just the way Lindsey liked them.

If I had driven and it was two weeks earlier, I would have turned around for home and left my friend to fend for herself. Lindsey grabbed my arm, almost making me drop my duffel bag. “Your choice, since I picked last time.”

“Neither.” I lied, knowing I'd take either. In fact, just thinking of taking both of them at once made me blush in front of her.

“And I thought you had fun last weekend, Lora.”

I had stopped walking by that point. Lindsey stood in front of me as I responded, “I did, but this isn't what you said we'd be doing today.” I tried not to sound like a total whore, even though I felt myself warming up.

Lindsey's jet black hair caught a breeze as the familiar smirk crept across her face. “And exactly how many bad things have happened because of your romp with the schoolboy so far?”

“None, and I want to keep it that way.”

“Do you even feel bad about it?”

Her habit of prodding just a bit over the limit with questions had me questioning my friendship with Lindsey for somewhere around the thousandth time. But I couldn't deny that I had the best sex of my life that night. “Boundaries. You're pushing them.”

Lindsey hung the beach bag from her shoulder and grabbed my hand, pulling me onward. She knew my real answer, which finally made me realize her pushy questions were completely rhetorical. No amount of foot dragging could have slowed my friend down with strange dick loose in the area.

She stopped right before the edge of the dock as both men started to release the mooring rope. I almost died of embarrassment as Lindsey asked, “Permission to come aboard, cap'n?”

The guy I would have preferred out of the two responded, “Permission granted, but we're about to leave.” He didn't look as amused as his friend.

Lindsey refused to take the hint, moving to work her magic on the first mate. “You two look like you'd enjoy some company.” She stepped aboard, letting her hand nudge against his crotch.

Her target sealed the deal. “Josh, I'm fine with bringing them with us, if they want to go.”

I traded a knowing look with Josh. He cocked his head to the side as he asked, “And you're alright with this?”

I knew we'd get along well, if only because we found our friends irritating. “I'm sorry about my friend. She never learned manners.”

Lindsey raised a middle finger from behind as she stepped down past the boat's windshield. I stepped aboard myself, feeling the slight rock of the tiny boat that would barely fit all of us and our belongings. “It's fine. Justin never met a girl he didn't like.”

I couldn't help but smile. “Odd how that works.” I stared at Lindsey. “Lynn seems to have the same attitude toward men.” The comment had no effect on her effort to get into Justin's trunks.

I was shocked to see a hand outstretched. “I'm sure you know this already, but I'm Joshua.”

“And I'm Lora.” I at least knew to keep Lindsey's rules in mind as I gave him my hand. It wasn't the shake I was expecting, but a gentle guiding into a bench seat next to the steering wheel.

Josh descended the pair of steps and latched the center section of the windscreen shut. He leaned over to push off from the dock and then started the inboard motors. Justin and Lindsey flirted away, already pulling a couple of beers from the cooler.

We idled for the open water ahead. I wondered exactly how I had let Lindsey fool me into another one of her cock hunts. I tried to ignore the chatter and schlick of beer cans coming from the back of the boat.

Josh broke the silence as we neared the buoys reading 'no wake.' “You from around here?”

“Close by.” True. “Tylerville.” A small town in the wrong direction.

“That's where we're from. A little weird that we've never seen each other.” I should have known naming a town with hardly any people might bite me in the ass.

For Lindsey's sake, I tried to come up with a believable recovery. “I moved away as soon as I got out of high school.”

“What year did you graduate?”

At least the way out was easy enough. “2009.” I didn't see the harm in shaving a couple of years off my age.

Josh seemed less confused. “Ah. I graduated from that hellhole in 2012. I guess we just never remembered each other.” We passed the buoys and he opened up the throttle. I felt myself list toward the rear of the boat as the front lifted.

The roar of the motors stifled my attempt at responding with the first syllable. I had no idea where we were going, but Josh seemed to know his way. Meanwhile, Lindsey's hands were occupied. A beer in one, the other working its way up Justin's trunks.


After fifteen minutes of blurred shoreline, Josh suddenly veered the boat into a cove and slowed down. I had been as good as lost since the moment we were out of sight of the dock. Lindsey had been giving her new friend an old-fashioned underneath his trunks for a decent amount of time.

Josh stayed quiet until the boat slowed even further. “Here we are.” I could see why he wanted to stop at this point from the trees shading the shoreline coated in fine gravel. A big rock jutted out of the ground, extending several feet into the water.

Lindsey made a whimper of disappointment as Justin shot up and walked past me. As he opened the latch for the windshield, his erection from Lindsey's handiwork pitched a tent. I watched him grab the mooring rope up front and slide off the edge when the boat began rubbing the bottom.

Justin ran up the shore, quickly tying the boat to a tree about thirty feet away. Lindsey forced her way past myself and Josh. I already knew what the two new friends had in mind.

I turned to Josh and said, “I don't think either of them know what shame even is.”

“Justin fucks anything that moves, but I can't lie, your friend has a good look to her.” He got up from the operator's seat and continued. “I'm a bit more picky than he is, though.” Josh was already back to work, unpacking the things his friend neglected to help with.

I was already willing to give Josh a good time. He seemed nice enough, and I wasn't remotely nervous like the last encounter. “So,” I asked, “do I meet your standards, Mr. Picky?”

Josh snickered as he lifted the cooler above his head. The taper from his shoulders to his waist were already making me curious as to what his trunks were hiding. “Is that an offer?”

“No,” I lied, “just curious.”

He dropped the cooler on the carpet up front and looked at me. “I see.”

I stood to begin helping him. “But I still don't have an answer.”

“So the question is 'Would I have sex with you,' correct?”

I bent over and pulled a bundle of beach towels out from under my seat. Rising back up, I said, “A yes or no is fine. I also take ratings of one-to-ten, letter grades, or detailed essays.”

Josh shook his head and laughed to himself. “As soon as we get all of this stuff off the boat, we'll talk.”

“So what's left?”

“The grill and a few more bags.”

Within a minute, we had everything ashore. Josh handled the grill and trotted it several paces away from the water on a flat spot. I hauled the bag of charcoal behind, knowing he'd need it to burn down.

As I dropped the bag at his feet, I said, “No more stalling. I want your answer.” I was already getting wet, hoping he'd just take me then and there.

“You're persistent, aren't you?” Josh seemed to be ignoring the hands I placed firmly on my hips as he picked up the bag, ripped open the top, and filled the grill.

“You said you'd answer as soon as everything's off the boat.”

He finally looked over, pointing behind me. “I still need the lighter fluid. It's under the seat in the back.”

I covered the distance and climbed back into the craft. Looking back, I could see him checking my ass out. Just to give him a bit more to judge, I bent over and slid the denim shorts off of my thighs, propping myself up on my toes to give my rear that extra little boost. I let them drop, having to take care not to take my flip-flops off at the same time.

The seat was still warm where Lindsey had been sitting. I figured she already had Justin's dick inside her, wherever they had run off to. I pulled the bottle of fluid out and placed my shorts in my earlier seat.

Josh had already pulled the lighter from one of the other bags when I got back to him. I was losing patience with having the tease last so long as I said, “So now you have no excuse not to answer.”

He took the lighter fluid from my hand and said, “Thanks.” Flipping the top open, he soaked the briquettes. He stood back from the grill and leaned in to light it. He finally said, “Let me illustrate what I think you are.”

The lighter clicked, setting off a fireball that was a little too close and intense for comfort. He had made his point. “So, are you saying I'm hot, or smoking?”

Josh let the fire roar and turned to me, dropping the lighter on the ground. “It can be either, but I'm willing to give more than an essay for my answer.”

He took my hand as I asked, “What do you mean?”

As we made our way to the big rock, he started off. “I can demonstrate. Think of it as a presentation.”

I was liking where he was going with this, even if it was a little hokey. Josh's mixture of reserved self-confidence and a hint of schtick was something I'd never get out of my husband. “Do go on, then.” He was just fun.

We both kicked off our flip-flops at the edge of the water. “You're more subtle than your friend, so I knew we had something in common, at least.” The lake was cool, but not uncomfortable as we waded to the face of the rock.

I smiled to myself, looking down at the clear water that was just up to our shins. Josh carried on. “But you're still able to say what what you want without coming across as a slut.”

Stopping myself at the end of the rock, I kept him from going any further. After he turned around I asked, “Is that all?”

Josh eased his torso into mine, easing my back into the gray stone. “Your face is beautiful, your neck is graceful,” he said as he braced an arm against the rock, letting it rest on my shoulder, “and your skin feels like silk.”

I was ready to give him an A+ for what he had said so far. “And the rest?”

“How can I tell if I like it if I haven't seen it?” His hazel eyes locked into mine.

I fully leaned against the limestone behind me and closed my eyes. I was almost as wet as the lake already, and Josh had barely even touched me yet. I tilted my head back whispered, “What are you waiting for?”

He knew the perfect answer. I felt his lips on my throat. Josh took his time, letting me know that his compliment about my neck was absolutely true. I gasped, not being shy about how much I was enjoying his efforts.

I felt pressure on my shoulders as he coaxed me down to my knees, not breaking contact with my neck until I felt the water on my thighs. I grabbed at the waistband of his trunks, revealing the rest of the 'V' of his torso that I had been so curious about.

Pulling the band out to get it around his erect manhood, I kept easing the shorts down until they were in the lake. Josh took the initiative, placing a hand behind my head. I parted my lips and wrapped my arms around his waist.

Josh forced his cock to the edge of comfort, giving it time to settle in a few inches inside my mouth. I started fluttering my tongue to reward his decision to not play around anymore. His rod flinched a bit as I sent the tip of my tongue down the shaft.

The pressure on the back of my head released. I wrapped one hand around the base and leaned back. Looking up more with my eyes than my neck, I stroked his length asked him, “Do you always have this much fun with your partner's brain before having sex?”

He didn't let me answer, pushing my head back into his hips. I wasn't ready for his thrust forward. His tip bumped the back of my throat, choking me to the point I couldn’t keep breathing.

I tried to maintain my poise, keep the gag reflex under control for as long as I could. Before I could start to sputter, Josh released his grip on my hair. I gasped for breath as he slid out.

Josh kept his cock hovering in front of my face. I reached around for his ass, giving it a hard squeeze. I surged my breasts into him, turning my head to keep his dick within reach of my lips. 

“You're a rough guy, you know that?” The question was entirely rhetorical, but I wasn't displeased. A little spontaneity never hurt a girl.

He cradled my face as I started teasing the head with my tongue. I let go of his rod and began playing with his sack. Josh grunted in appreciation, playing with my ear and hair to urge me forward.

I felt my nipples press against my top as I wrapped my lips around his dick again. I tried to time my rushes down his length with the sound of the small breakers on the shore, counting them out. Before I could get to fifty, I felt my pussy begin soaking my bikini bottom.

A few more surges and I couldn't handle it any longer. I backed my head away and stood, gripping his fullness, I leaned into Josh's bare chest. His fingers tugged at the knot behind my back. With a quick tug, he removed the top and flung it ashore.

Josh set right to work on my tits, giving me the full pleasure of his efforts. I felt the pressure as he took in the entire areola, giving as much of the hill a suck as he could. His tongue danced around the nub.

The knots holding the bottom piece on my hips loosened. It slid away and splashed into the water. Josh was taking his time surveying the path beneath my belly button, slowly working his way further down.

I couldn't help gasping as the sensation just inches from my folds merged with the vacuum Josh maintained on my breast. I broke the light hold on his cock and grabbed his wrist. I begged him, “Please?”

It did no good. Josh was too strong, maintaining his fingers' contact with the stripe of pubic hair I had so lovingly trimmed that morning. My heart raced as I wondered if this was all a tease.

Josh released my boob and proceeded on to the next one. Suddenly, his finger plunged inside of me. I let out a raspy moan, trying to shift my hips to work his digit further.

As quickly as he had entered, Josh left a desperate emptiness in my flesh. He eased off of my tit and raised the finger he had just withdrawn from my pussy to my lips. I sucked it off as if it were his member, miniaturized. The taste of my own body was something I had never experienced, but I couldn't get enough of the pleasure he was being stingy with.

Josh leaned his head back into my neck. His tongue crawled just under my jawline, driving me absolutely insane. I wanted him balls-deep inside me, right then. My pussy was burning with the need for him already. His tongue danced across my skin, and sent more shivers down my spine to my aching pussy.

Spreading my legs apart with his own, Josh finally met our lips. I braced my palms against his jaw as I felt him wrap his arms around my waist, lifting me up. With my back resting against the warm, smooth contour of the rock, his phallus prodded at my opening.

I didn't have to beg any further. My body pinned against the boulder, our tongues twisted together. As Josh released me, I slowly began to slide down the gentle grain of the stone.

His tip parted my entry as I crept further down. The gradual and gentle arrival sent hot shivers up my spine. With his tip fully within me, I wrapped my legs around Josh's ass to force him deeper.

He denied my attempt, hugging my back again and pulling me from the rock. I fought back, flexing my legs as hard as I could manage. Finally giving in, he let me sink to the base of his shaft.

Josh turned in place and rested his own back against the rock. I grabbed for a small crevice, using it to heave myself up. The limited grip only let me bounce in tiny, but rapid, jumps.

Finally tearing his lips from mine, Josh looked incredibly satisfied with the motion I was giving him. I had to wonder if he had used this spot for the same purpose before, but I really didn't care. I tried to increase the height of my bounce in vain, finally giving in and demanding, “Fuck me, hard.”

Josh granted my wish, pulling me from the grit of the rock and bouncing me hard against his hips. I whimpered in pure joy, savoring the feeling of his length parting my walls again and again. I could feel myself oversaturating, giving him plenty of lubrication to work with as he gave me the demolishing his idea of foreplay had promised.

A deep moan escaped my lips as Josh rolled his waist, shifting the contact points of his member with my interior. Resuming the deep thrusts, I belted out a staccato of screams and gasps. My pussy was starting to tingle, and Josh's unrelenting attack on it meant that he probably knew as well.

He continued shaking me up and down like a trick can of soda, finally settling himself as deep as possible when my climax broke like a failing dam. I shuddered hard, feeling him struggle to keep my legs clenched around him. With a final gasp of infinite euphoria, my vision blanked as I felt my body hit its limit.

I struggled to ride out the tail-end of the orgasm, breathing hard as he kept my body suspended. Resting my back and ass against the rock again, Josh let me unfurl my legs and stand on my own time. Feeling the water with my feet again, my knees kept shaking..

Finally able to stand on my own again, Josh took my hand and guided me to the back of the boat, where the water came up to my stomach. Hoisting himself up, he sat on the ski platform and gave me a hand up. He didn't linger, standing quickly to slide over the edge of the hull and into the passenger area.

I followed and wiped my discard shorts off the bench seat. Josh pushed me onto my back, bringing himself on top of my body almost instantly. He forced my legs together, guiding his dick back to the home I thought it belonged in.

He let his tip rub against my clit as I smiled to myself. With a quick swipe, he gave his head to fast tour of my lower lips and plunged it back in. I stuck a finger into my mouth, whimpering with the renewed bliss.

I felt Josh's hands grab my knees, using them for leverage as he knelt on the seat. Bending over me as far as my calves and feet would allow his shoulders to sink, he thrusted hard, slapping his washboard against my thighs.

Josh's cock slid against the lips and interior surfaces of my pussy, driving all the way to my cervix with each push. After a few good thrusts, he picked up the pace, placing one hand under my ass.

Without ceremony he pushed through my legs, wrapping his other hand under my rear. He stuck his mouth right by my ear and paused for a second to ask, “How does that cock feel?”

I pulled him further into me with my thighs and said, “Great, but shut up and keep fucking me.”

Josh pulled his head back and grinned at me. He tensed his arms around my waist and slammed into me without mercy. I could feel my feet dangling about, jerking around as his shaft reshaped my pussy like wet clay.

I grabbed at his back, hoping the fucking would never end. The sound of the hinge in the windshield opening barely registered in my head. I looked over to see Lindsey and Justin returning, taking seats to enjoy the show.

The intrusion was the least of my concerns. Josh kept pummeling me, driving my ass deeper into the foam of the seat with each drop of his hammer. I struggled to keep control, trying to hold off another orgasm so that I could feel his young cock explode in the full glory of my own climax.

I was whimpering and screaming like an infant fighting sleep below Josh. I began swiveling my hips against his, giving him more ground to cover with each surge. Finally unable to control myself, I shouted out, “I'm... oh God.... fucking coming!”

It was enough to send Josh over the rails. I felt the spunk burst out of his manhood, painting my insides a pearly white. We came together, shivering and panting in unison as we become one tangled mess of humanity. Each ejaculation drove me further into paradise, the warmth of the summer sun being overwhelmed by the sheer inferno spreading from my battered little pussy.

Josh finished his delivery with a hard sigh, quickly pulling out and dropping his head into my chest. I cradled his head, finally acknowledging Lindsey's presence. She was grinning like a devil, still naked except for her sandals.


I arrived back home, still a bit sad that I'd let the bottom for my favorite bikini drift away during my vertical shuffle with Josh. Still, I had a great fuck, a great time, and the food wasn't bad either. I'd have to hit up the other docks on the lake on my own sometime.

My only problem was a bit of sunburn, which felt the worst downstairs where I wasn't used to tanning. It could have been from Josh's savage treatment, or maybe even having to go without the bikini bottom in my jeans. I didn't care to debate the point. It was probably a bit of all three.

But Lindsey did call after the fact. She sounded ecstatic about an invitation she had gotten in the mail for some convention a few hours drive from home that was going to take place the next weekend.

I already knew where she was going with the idea, but that's a story for another time.
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COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

BIMBO TRAINER

I had to give it to Talia. She knew exactly what she wanted. “You seeing this, Roger? You should pay more attention to your wife.”

“Fuck you!”

He really was a bad sport. “She won't run off with me. The next time she realizes how much better she could have it, the guy might do more than just borrow her.”

Talia kept shivering, drawn up into a ball of skin and perfect form. “And how can I trust you after this?”

“Paying in full and by the due date goes a long way.” I knew he had the money, but I preferred getting the husbands to pay without forcing them to with my talent.

“This whole time, I haven't even touched my wife. I thought you were gonna show her how to satisfy me.”

I looked down at Talia again. “Can you honestly tell me you're not rushing home to fuck this woman every day? What the hell is wrong with you?”

His face was downright dejected. “It's never like that with us.”

“That sounds like user error to me.” Talia finally started regaining control of herself. Even when she was a human wreck, she still managed to be goddess beautiful.

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

Roger's soul had to be broken. “Talia, get up.” Or at the very least, his ego needed deflating. This shit wasn't on his wife.

Talia was still shaking as she rose. I stooped down to help, knowing I couldn't be just as shitty as her husband. Her voice still held shades of climax as she asked, “Can you show him what I want?”

“You need to do that.”

Roger's voice broke the moment. “I've given you a home, security, and anything else you could want! What more do you need, you little whore?”

I stopped us as we got halfway to her husband and stared Talia in the eyes. “Go ahead, you can be mad at him if you want. Show him what he's doing wrong.” At that point, I planned on letting Talia make a social call anytime Roger was away on business. Even rules set in stone can have exceptions.

She smiled and pulled me by the hand. “You promise he'll learn?”

“He doesn't have a choice.” I pulled my hand loose from Talia's. She got right to bending herself over the arm of that sofa chair, her head and breasts covering Roger's lap.

“If you even think I'll pay you after this–”

“I said shut the fuck up.” There was no point in arguing with him. If Roger refused to pay, I had a way of making him think doubling my pay was a grand idea.

Talia pulled herself even further into her husband's lap. I planted my hands on her ass and stopped her. That pussy sat at the perfect height, matching the angle of my cock like precision engineering.

I didn't hesitate to get myself back in there. The lips of her pussy swallowed my entire girth like a hungry boa. Talia let out a little moan and then grabbed Roger by the tie.

His head went down at the tug. “Roger, why don't you ever fuck me like this?” Talia let out a whimper as I crashed hard against her ass. “That's all I really wanted.”
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