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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.
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BIMBO THERAPY

I didn't know why the other patients were coming out of the exam rooms so exhilarated, but I knew I had come to the right place. I was worried about my lack of libido, and the fact that I was still firmly in my twenties had set off alarm bells. I figured it was just a bout of depression.

Yet here I was, visiting the OB/GYN for hormone therapy. My best friend Lindsey suggested it, since it fixed her problems almost overnight. Antidepressants had simply made me feel numb, and they certainly didn't help me get much excitement for my husband. Lindsey was almost a nymphomaniac herself, but I wanted to stay faithful to Ben, unlike her newfound love of one-night-stands with total strangers.

I thumbed through another magazine, finally hearing the receptionist call out, “Jenny Farlan, the doctor will see you now.” The two hour wait was over.

I muttered, “Fucking finally,” under my breath as I got up. The pangs of nervousness returned. I felt awkward enough telling my general practitioner about feeling depressed, but surely a specialist like Dr. Vick would be used to hearing about this sort of thing, I assumed.

The stuffy air of the waiting room gave way to a slight draft as I opened the door. The narrow hallway looked far longer than it could have possibly been. The voice of the middle-aged desk jockey nearly sent me into the ceiling. “Exam room three on the left, sweetie.” 

I turned back to look at the woman behind the counter. I thought I noticed a hint of a wink in her stare. It was strange, but I didn't feel up to asking questions at that point. My heart was already on the verge of jumping out of my throat.

After ten paces that felt eternal, I took the handle of room three's door and took a deep breath. Rather than the usual exam furniture, the room looked more like a psychologist's office. Plush couch, twin-size resting bed, and decent wall decorations instead of anatomy posters. Even the dark red of the walls threw me for a loop. I was expecting a sterile and clinical whitewash.

I took a seat in the middle of the couch and crossed my legs. If it weren't for the pencil skirt I had on, a quick rest on the bed during the wait would have been tempting. But I didn't really want Dr. Vick seeing up my skirt if he walked in on me. It wasn't that kind of OB/GYN visit.

I pulled up on my pantyhose and blew the hair out of my face. You'd think the doctor would be decent enough to hurry since he's charging me so much, but I was already used to the wait.

At the tail-end of my thought, the door opened. Dr. Vick was slightly taller than I anticipated. He never broke stride as he walked to his seat, and then asked me, “Jenny Farlan, I hope?”

I felt the blush already going in my cheeks as I leaned forward and reached a hand out. “Yes.”

Dr. Vick's grip was firm, a sign of confidence that made my feel like drawing into myself. “So, your chart says you've been having libido troubles.” It at least saved me from stammering out the problem.

I cleared the herd of frogs in my throat and said, “That's right.”

“How long has this been going on?”

It had been two months since I felt like being intimate with Tim. “Almost a year.”

Dr. Vick scooted a chair in front of the couch and looked directly into my eyes. “Any pattern to this, or has it been a constant problem?”

“I'll have a few days a month when it's not as bad, but it's still there to some extent.”

He pulled the pen and pad from the lab coat's pocket. My shoulders relaxed, thinking Dr. Vick had already come to a solution. He stopped writing. “It's classic hormone imbalance, which is making every decision for your mind. What's your age?”

My heart sank at the worst question possible for a woman other than her weight. “Twenty-seven.”

“That's–,” Dr. Vick turned toward the cabinet behind him, “–not normal for someone so young.”

I couldn't help trying to check out his ass as he bent over. “Is it like early menopause or something?”

He turned back around, flicking a syringe. Dr. Vick grinned and shook his head a bit. “It's odd, but not unheard of.” He stepped closer and pulled the plastic cover off of the needle. “The good news is, it's easy to treat.”

“So it's just a shot and I'm done?” My mind relaxed like it had just sat down from a mile jog.

“Hold out your left arm, please.” Dr. Vick rolled the sleeve on my blouse up. “The shot is just to jump start the treatment. One pill in the morning will make your husband or boyfriend a very happy man.”

“Any risks?”

Dr. Vick smiled. I felt the mild sting of the needle, and the injection harsher pain of the injection. “Similar to oral contraceptives in side effects. Don't take up smoking or gain weight.” The needle came out, leaving just a little pain behind. “And of course, your behavior will change in ways you may or may not like in your current state of mind. My chart says your friend Lindsey referred you. I'll call and ask if she'll be your handler.”

“Handler?” I knew it would cause a difference, but I wasn't expecting terribly dramatic. “As in what kind of changes?”

“There's a chance your husband, alone, won't be able to keep up with you.” I suddenly thought Dr. Vick was straight out of soap opera casting as he made his way to the door. “For instance, in five minutes, I'm fucking you inside out. And you'll want it.”

My jaw dropped. As the door slammed behind Dr. Vick, the idea of what he had just said began to sink in. I couldn't helping thinking to myself, “I never agreed to fuck him! Where does he get off thinking I'm some kind of slut?”

I got up and pulled down on the handle. Locked. But why?

I started pacing around the exam room, hoping the doctor was just guilty of having a terrible bedside manner. “But what if he does come back? What would I tell Tim if he actually tried having sex with me?”

About a minute after the injection, I started to feel the changes. It started with my breasts, swelling and getting tender inside my bra. I reached around her back and unclipped it. Tucking it in my purse. I couldn't help blushing as uncontrollable thoughts of wild sex crept into my mind.




A few minutes passed as I waited, feeling myself wanting any man who might walk through that door. I hadn't felt like this since I was a drunken sorority girl a few years ago.

I almost jumped when I heard the door handle turn. Dr. Vick walked in, pressing the button lock as he shut out the rest of the world. I couldn't help wanting him, even though I had some guilt about cheating on my husband nagging in the back of my mind.

He went straight for one of the cabinets, digging through the contents as I thought about jumping on him right away. I popped the top couple of buttons on my blouse, my breasts threatening to burst the whole thing open as they swelled.

Of course, Dr. Vick paid no attention to what I was failing to sell him. He chucked a bottle of unmarked pills beside me onto the sofa and pulled at his tie. He could already tell I was doing exactly as he predicted.

“Something wrong?”

I blushed and looked away. “No, not really.”

“You're lying.”

My ears burned red hot as I met eyes with him. “What did that shot do to me? I feel amazing, but–”

He cut me off. “You said no,” Dr. Vick stepped a few feet closer. “What's the matter?”

I couldn't even try to speak. I put my palms against my thighs as I sat, feeling the warmth springing up from my skin. I shrugged and started to get up.

Dr. Vick grabbed me by the arm. "I think you know, and I think I know." He gripped harder and pulled my face in front of his own. “What's going through your mind right now?”

I tried looking away again. He jerked me back into place.

“What is it?”

It finally had to happen. I felt like I was gonna crack, or at least start bawling on the spot. I decided on a cop-out. “Dr. Vick, I know this will sound silly, but what if I wanted to seduce you?”

He just grinned. I pulled free and stepped back. Dr. Vick matched the steps coming forward, breathing down onto my forehead and pulling me close. “You think I didn't know you want to?”

“What?” You could have lit a cigarette with the heat in my cheeks.

“That look on your face when I left the room was cute, though.” He patted me on top of my head. “Good girl.”

“You don't have to fucking patronize me, Dr. Vick.” I pulled myself away from him. “Fucking jerk!”

His smile never changed. “Did you think you wouldn't become like your friend?”

“You mean, just like her?”

He perfectly understood what I had left unsaid. “It's only a problem if your husband finds out, but don't worry.” He grinned and took notice of my breasts. “Spouses only get suspicious when you lose interest in them. You'll have plenty left to spare for him, no matter how promiscuous you get with other people.”

I felt the nagging angel on my shoulder shrink a size or seven. “I won't lie, this is a good feeling.”

His eyebrows lowered. “And?”

“What? It doesn't seem like you're holding up your end of what you said you'd do to me.” They way it came out shocked me. I didn't intend to make it sound like a proposition, but my body had taken on its own will.

“You're probably wondering about that little change in your voice. Perfectly normal with this treatment.” His whole body started to relax. “And that side effect will keep getting more pronounced as the treatment takes hold.”

“You mean,” I didn't want to finish, “I'll turn into a complete slut.”

Dr. Vick was beaming again. “Now you're getting it.”

“I just don't know about this. Why would I agree to take that medicine if I just want to be more intimate with my husband?”

He leaned forward, looking me directly in the eyes. “The therapy itself isn't addictive, but the feeling you get from how it makes you behave will be.”

“Are you serious? I'd never betray Ben like that.”

“It's not all bad.” Dr. Vick began pushing me back into the couch. “You know you can't deny what you're feeling right now.”

. Dr. Vick was confident as a man betting on a fixed race. I was looking up to him like he was the center of the universe, vaguely aware of why I felt that way.

I gulped as the last of my resistance faded. “How many women have you done this to?”

“If you're asking about today, three. Over the past few months of my secret test run, I stopped counting.”

I was ready to slap the white off of him. “So I'm just another cheap lay?”

“Isn't that what you're showing those tits off to say? Don't worry, I let my my nurse practitioner take care of the clients I don't want to handle myself. James is quite happy with his job.” He pulled his cuff links loose.

He was right, and I knew it. “So I'm your type?”

“Far above the average patient I get through here.”

“I don't know.” I tried to glance away. Dr. Vick cleared his throat and had me looking directly into the cold blue of his eyes again. “It would kill my husband if he found out.”

“Is that really something you're concerned about? That little annoyance is fading away with each second.” It was true.

“But,” I hesitated for a second, “I can't just cheat on Ben like that.”

Dr. Vick pushed me into the cushions and towered above me. “Of course you can.”

It was too hard to come up with a response. The whole room started going blurry and I resigned myself to letting Dr. Vick have his way, gradually getting more excited about the idea. “Are you just fucking with me right now?”

He put his hand on my knee. “What do you think I'm doing?” I felt his fingers slide up my thigh, pushing my skirt up.

My hesitation gave out. “You're toying with me.”

“And you're making it fun.” It hit me hard, pushing my desire through the roof. “But I don't want to be too forward.”

“Is that a proposition, or a tease?”

“Don't worry. I'm putting taking this any further on you.”

I didn't know what to do or say. Before I could even blink, Dr. Vick stroked the inside of my leg, drifting his way closer to the burning heat.

“If you're confused, that's alright. I won't judge you for it.”

My lips started to tremble. I had no idea what kind of stunt he was trying to pull, and none of it made any sense in my mind. “Dr. Vick, stop messing with me.”

“Who says I am?”

“You just did.” His fingertips brushed against my folds, teasing against the fabric of my panties. “I can't even begin to say how fucked up this is.”

He slipped past the silk barrier, toying with my pussy like he wanted it, but not desperately. “Will this prove I'm being direct?”

“You're good.”

“Am I now?” His other hand pushed my skirt even further up. “Exactly how good?”

It was more than I could resist. I bent in and met our lips, hoping I could stop myself at just a peck. Dr. Vick kept himself under control as I wondered exactly how far I would go.

Dr. Vick cut the forming moment of awkward silence off before it could start. “That’s good, I guess.” He withdrew the teasing fingers and pushed me onto my back. He was on top before I could process it.

Our lips had their reunion as I let my tongue knock on his door without thinking. He answered, slipping into my mouth like a horny schoolboy. My eyes jarred open for an instant, settling shut again as I tossed away my concerns.

He was being too gentle. I reached down for his belt and tugged him into me. He responded with enthusiasm, sliding both hands up my waist.

Before I knew it, I was pulling Dr. Vick’s shirt up from beneath. As soon as I felt a hint of abs, I hit my limit. I pulled my mouth away and stuck it in his ear. In the loudest form of a whisper possible, I said, “I want you to fuck me, hard.”

Whether it was his original goal or not, Dr. Vick was more than willing to grant my wish. He pushed himself up and smiled. “Are you sure?”

“I've never been as certain about anything in my life.”

He didn’t need any more convincing, either. I felt his fingers grasp the waist of my panties on each side from underneath the skirt as I stayed on my back. Their removal had a bit of grace to it, slowly but steadily inching their way down to my knees. Dr. Vick pulled my legs up as his head vanished between my legs.

His tongue might as well have been a tazer, considering the gasp I belted out. The smooth, wet tip of his tongue glided along the lips of my pussy.

I tried to stay silent, but the hunky slice of Heaven taking his oral liberties between my legs wouldn’t allow it. His first light contact with my clit set my hips ablaze. I knew he was teasing and taking his sweet time again.

Dr. Vick sent his hands up and out of my skirt. Lifting my blouse, he traced a set of lines along my stomach, each fingertip sending its own chill up my spine. I buried my face in my hands, giving it my damnedest effort not to let him know how ready I was for him to be inside me.

Without a trace of warning he set to attacking my pearl with a vengeance. I didn't care for how rough he was at first, but I got used to it quick. Ready for more, I pulled Dr. Vick’s hair to give him that extra bit of force.

The whole midsection of my body felt like an inferno. I started to whimper as I felt the taste buds rub against my clit. In a matter of seconds that felt like glorious hours, Dr. Vick slid his tongue to my entrance, and then back up to my swelling bean.

He followed up with a quick burst of delicate lashings. It was the finishing blow, forcing me to jerk back and moan like I hadn't before. My first climax hit like the fist of an angry deity, twisting my arms and legs into knots.

I shook out the beautiful echoes, panting like I had just had a hard workout. Dr. Vick snuck himself back up to face level. His lips parted mine as I savored the aftertaste of my own body.

He pulled himself away after the brief exchange. “I think you enjoyed that,” he said, straightening his short waves of auburn hair.

Dr. Vick had a gift, alright. I was glad he decided I was worth sharing it with. I tried to catch enough wind but barely uttered out, “Amazing.”

“You’re welcome.”

I was ready and willing to return the favor. Shoving him off of me and into a sitting position, I slipped myself between his legs. Dr. Vick grabbed the unbuttoned shirt and pulled. It went flying to the floor by the couch, no longer necessary.

His belt flew open as my hands frantically moved on to the button of his perfectly fit slacks. The stiff pole beneath the nylon felt like it was made just for me. Working the zipper, I worked one-handed, treating myself to that subtle washboard again.

Dr. Vick cupped my cheek with his fingers as the zipper screeched down. He arched his back, pushing the cotton obstacle out of the way a few inches. I jerked at the waistline like a girl possessed.

The slacks slid down to his knees. I grabbed his boxers without any intention of taking things slow. The V from waist to crotch lit up my lady parts like a Christmas tree.

His cock snagged on the underwear. I wasn’t ready to give up so easily, giving them a final pull and freeing it from the fabric prison. It was wondrous and ready.

I had work to do. Pushing the slacks and boxers into the floor, I rested my tits against the inside of Dr. Vick’s thighs. The pulsing rod called out, breaking down what traces of reluctance I still had.

My mouth pursed in anticipation. The plush head pressed against my lips as I let it slide past. I flicked out with my tongue, smiling to myself as my contact with the ridge of skin underneath squeezed a groan out of Dr. Vick.

Using his soft moans to guide me, I kept my tongue pressed against the bottom of his dick. Stopping short of choking myself, I sealed my mouth. I could feel the negative pressure, noticing the hand running through my hair as a compliment.

My free hand wrapped around the base and his sack. I pulled up to let my tongue weave along his most sensitive parts. As I guided him back in, I absorbed the full glory of satisfying that strong urge I was feeling.

While I reared back to make another go at it, Dr. Vick held me back with a finger on my chin. “Too much more of that and I’m gonna blow.”

I looked up past the firm, but not overdone muscles. “So what do you want to do with me now?” I asked, not quite grasping the situation I was putting myself in quite yet.

“Prove you're serious.”

I thought I was more than ready. “How?”

Dr. Vick’s forehead tightened. “I heard you say how much you wanted it. Now prove it.”

Fucking another man was a silly little fantasy I entertained when I couldn't sleep, but this went far beyond anything I'd thought about late at night. “Now I know you're just messing with me.”

“If you want to think that, fine.”

I planted my palms on his knees and stood up. Undoing the remaining buttons on my top as fast as I could, I gave Dr. Vick the scenic view of my breasts, engorged and larger than they've ever been. I cocked my head and asked, “Do you like them?”

He seemed enamored as I felt his hands grab my ass through the skirt. I only felt the rush of air as he tore it downward. I stepped out, undoing the straps on each heel along the way. Dr. Vick took it upon himself to kick off his shoes and socks along with his pants and boxers. 

Dr. Vick was fully nude, and so was I. He was exactly where I wanted him to be. I twirled around, loving the feeling of his experienced eyes coveting every inch of my body.

I gave him his wish, straddling his lap. Dr. Vick’s manhood pressed against the front of my pussy. I pressed myself into him, shoving his chin between both tits. “Do you want that dick inside me?” I asked, trying to tease out the aggression I knew he was holding back.

His hot breath enveloped my neck as he whispered, “Very much so.”

“How do you know I'm ready for it?” Where the words were coming from, I had no idea. Not that I’m complaining.

“You’re an evil little bitch.”

The roast wasn’t done. I wanted to see how hard I could tease him before he snapped. “That’s a good thing if I let you fuck me, but it’s a bad thing if I don’t.” I closed my arms together in front of me, pushing my breasts together. “I don’t know if I’ll let you in yet.”

Dr. Vick felt as if he was giving in, ready to beg. I ran two fingers along his collarbone, then up his throat. I was wet, ready, and wanting it so bad it hurt.

I forced him to look me in the eyes as I said, “No, you’re not man enough for it.”

The denial was too much for him to bear. Without a shred of humility, he told me, “You’re just asking for a hard fuck.”

My heart went into rapid-fire mode. “That’s a big assumption, thinking I even want it.”

“I know better.” Dr. Vick slipped his fingers around my backside, getting his feel of my rump. “I think you might be holding back, like you’ve still got doubts or something.”

My throat developed a lump the size of a cantaloupe. I tried to speak, but the words wouldn’t come forth. Dr. Vick’s grip on my ass tightened.

I didn’t expect his face to bury itself in my breasts, my doctor taking his full liberties. I held my breath, cursing myself in my mind.

Dr. Vick began to shift his weight to the side. I felt the rush of air as he tossed me into the cushions. Before I could even begin to protest, Dr. Vick was on top. If the appointment was a setup for Dr. Vick, was I alright with it?

His strong fingers danced over my opening. “You're as wet as a bottle of water.” Dr. Vick stared into me as I felt a digit break into where I ached for fulfillment. “You can't honestly say you don't want this.”

“You caught me.” I pulled him closer, not putting up the slightest resistance as Dr. Vick jerked the panties the rest of the way down my legs. The look on his face reeked of his urge to claim me as his own, straight out of my husband's arms.

I felt a sudden, unexpected parting of my walls as the doctor sank into me. The dull sting of my first cock in that big forced a scream from my lips. Dr. Vick settled in my deepest recesses, giving me time to adjust to the complete stuffing he was giving me.

As Dr. Vick began to pull away, I wrapped my legs around his back, keeping him locked deep. I knew what I was doing was wrong in the most basic sense, but the sin of the act was liberating. I cradled his face with my hands and said, “I still don't think you're man enough to handle me for very long.”

I began to grind my hips, communicating fully that I knew how to handle him. Dr. Vick craned his neck back, apparently satisfied at the moving warmth and texture pleasuring his staff. The last of the soreness gave way to sheer pleasure.

I was ready for more. “Enjoying the ride is all you can do.” I ran my hands down his sculpted torso. “Isn't that right, Doctor?”

His trigger didn't take much of a pull. The fire came back to his eyes as he planted both hands on the apex of my shoulders. He broke free from the grip of my thighs and lifted his waist.

I whimpered with his first hard thrust and inhaled deeply as he eased back out. It was only a prelude to the savage hammering with which he began punishing my soft, ready pussy. I belted out the cries of ecstasy, gladly taking my lesson.

Dr. Vick's iron-hard cock worked in harmony with my abandoned guilt. My pussy went electric, gripping at the shaft with each retreat. Each pulse urged him ever onward, sending me on a collision course with orgasm.

His grip on my shoulders tightened as I opened my mouth for another shriek. I failed to make a noise as my eyes rolled to the back of my head. I had utterly lost control.

Dr. Vick kept up the assault until my furnace gave up and forced him out. I came, hard, as he tried to regain entry. My head twisted from side to side.

I finally regained enough sense and control to split my silence like a knife. Through the howls and stammering I managed to blurt out, “Fucking God!”

Dr. Vick didn’t bother hesitating. He pulled me up and immediately pushed me onto all fours. My first affair ever positioned himself as I felt the eager knock on my door.

Before I could open and provide a greeting, Dr. Vick barged back inside. His tip had already become reacquainted with the furthest limits of my pussy. I moaned, still feeling the aftershocks of the miracle I had just experienced.

I was dripping with wetness, feeling the excess cool against my skin. Each push from Dr. Vick forced more out of me. If his girth and my tightness hadn't been above average, there would have been no friction.

Dr. Vick sounded like he was having the time of his life, groaning as I pushed my ass into his hips. As he attempted to pull out, I backed up further. The gentle rub of his fingers against waist was the clearest compliment I can remember getting in my life.

My refusal to let him give much of a thrust was an investment in a firm fucking. Dr. Vick cashed it in, overpowering my ability to keep him deep. I pushed my face into the sofa as his balls slapped against my landing strip.

I felt my feet and toes curl in on themselves. I screamed out, “Don't fucking stop!” Dr. Vick obliged, bringing my next climax just over the horizon.

The first bead of precum mixed with all of that wetness he'd brought out of me. I brushed the hair out of my face, even though I knew he was about to knock it all over again. Dr. Vick's breathing became a pant.

I backed into him again, stopping the glorious pounding. Looking back at him, I teased out, “You look like you want to come in this pussy.”

Dr. Vick sat his hands between my shoulder blades, running them down to the small of my back. He tried to pull away again, but I denied the attempt. He didn't say a word, but the answer was all over his face.

I smiled and pulled the hair out of my face. “You do, don't you?” I surged forward and back, giving him a jolt that forced him to nod. “I don't think you should. I'm not on birth control or anything like that. My husband might get a little mad about it.”

He set back to work, forcing himself out and back in with as much enthusiasm as ever. I could feel his dick gain that last little bit of hardness.

“You really want to come in this pussy?”

Dr. Vick gave a particularly rough thrust before he just managed to let out, “Yes.”

I denied his efforts again, this time by leaning forward enough for his cock to be left dangling in the air. I stood and pushed him into the couch, ass first.

Taking a seat in his lap, I met my lips with Dr. Vick's for a quick peck. I pushed my pussy into his shaft, giving him the wettest dry hump of his life. “I'm sorry, but you can't.”

The surprise in Dr. Vick's face bordered on rage. Before he could speak, I reached down to take his cock in my hand. I sat up, and then eased back down, letting him slide back inside me.

Dr. Vick's cock buried to the hilt, I leaned into him. “Don't you fucking come inside me.” I could see the way the dangling of his greatest wish just beyond reach was driving him insane.

I set about rubbing it in with my hips. His breathing was enough clue to how close he was. My own body was reacting with sensory applause, rewarding me with sheer bliss with each slow grind.

Dr. Vick closed his eyes and draped his arms over my shoulders. I could feel his heartbeat through my breasts as I took my time, taking extra care not to set him off early with any sudden movements.

Another dribble of precum. I finally realized he was on the verge of exploding. The gravity of what we were doing set in once more, this time catching me up to Dr. Vick as we took a slow walk to the finish line.

It wasn't like I was innocent in all of this, but I still felt bad about it. “What do we do if something happens?”

Dr. Vick pulled me close and stopped my movements. He slid his lips along my neck as it arched back. “Why worry about it now?” Horrible bedside manner.

It was an all out war inside my head. So much of me wanted to stop and crawl in a hole somewhere, but another side just wanted to keep going. “It's a lot to put on me like this.”

“Are you doing this or not?” Dr. Vick pushed me back. I didn't know what to do.

“It's too soon. Too sudden.”

Dr. Vick got even harder inside me as he shook my hips. I gasped out and ran my hands through my hair. “This is what you wanted. God damned take it!”

I bit Dr. Vick's bottom lip and began moving my hips a bit faster. I let go with my teeth, whimpering as I picked up speed and force. I took one last opportunity to speak while I still could. “How much do you want to come in this pussy right now?”

Dr. Vick began to gasp, unable to voice a response. He gripped onto my shoulders, giving me a clear answer. I sent myself over the edge, giving him the permission to make his claim whether I wanted him to or not.

It was one of those strange orgasms: The rare ones that are just as pleasurable, but you still have some kind of control over yourself. I buried my face in Dr. Vick's neck, trying to scream directly into his skin.

With his masculinity knocking on my roof, I felt Dr. Vick's first eruption. I pulled my face back, whimpering as I started to come down from my own heights. The moment was all about him, and I felt I had to repay a debt. With one last fall into his solid wall of chest, I felt the semen begin leaking around my opening.

As Dr. Vick groaned with his final outburst, I leaned into his ear and whispered, “You got what you wanted.”

I gave him a moment to catch his breath. My doctor and first pleasure fuck ran his hands down my back, fluttering all the way down past my ass, along my thighs. “We'll call the treatment an early success.”




BIMBO THERAPY 2

The treatment was working wonders just a week later. Ben was more than happy with my sudden change. We started making love every night, immediately after my appointment. By the end of those seven days, he could barely keep up. I was wanting it morning, night, and visiting him for a quickie during his lunch breaks was starting to feel tempting.

But Lindsey was my handler, and as such, I started getting constant texts from her. I didn't respond to most of them, but her invitation to go out that Friday night caught me when I was bored, horny, and vulnerable. I had nothing better to do, and I knew Ben was going to be out of town.

What I didn't know, was her true motive. “Come on, you need to get out and live a little,” she said when I called her to hammer out a plan.

“What did you have in mind?”

She paused, and then answered, sounding far too excited. “There's a bar next to the university. We can pass for young enough, right?”

I knew I could, but what Lindsey had in mind for herself was the only secret she couldn't keep from me. “This, again? I thought I told you I wasn't tagging along for that anymore.”

“It'll be different this time.”

It was a lie, and I knew it. “I'll start getting ready.” But why not watch her act like a drunken tramp? “I'm driving.”

“Fine. You're still mad at me for ditching you last time, aren't you?”

I was, but I felt a deep urge to go. It was a feeling I should have thought about, but the treatment has a way of coaxing you into things you wouldn't normally do. Just like Lindsey.




Lindsey had always been the token slut among my girlfriends. We’d been close since high school, and I was always rolling my eyes at the situations she would create for herself. Take her brief romance with our biology teacher just before graduation, for instance.

She had just downed her third cosmo, looking every bit the part of a middle-class, raven haired whore. That’s when they walked through the door. I noticed them, but Lindsey couldn't tear her eyes away.

“Jenny, two hots, six o’clock.”

I blew a few loose strands of hair out of my face and pretended to dig through my purse as I looked behind me again. Taking a good look, I saw that she wasn’t lying. I turned back to my friend and asked, “So which one will I be keeping occupied?”

“I’m fond of the short, blonde one.” The twisted gleam in her eye should have warned me. “And you’re doing something different tonight.”

I tried to keep a straight face while I asked, “Such as?” I knew what she was hinting at, but the idea of betraying my husband with some college kid seemed laughable. Dr. Vick was enough excitement to keep me feeling guilty.

Lindsey pulled the glass up to cover half of her face, trying to look suggestively in the hope that her prey would notice. She held the gaze as she said, “You know. Have some fun yourself.”

She had joked about it in the past. “I’m still going to say no. Be glad I’m enough of a friend to help you slut around and keep my mouth shut around Mike.”

She gave up the trap, sitting her empty drink back down. Lindsey clasped my left hand in both of hers from across the table. “And you’re the best for that.” My wedding band rotated around my finger and slid off with a tug. “But tonight, you’re having fun too.”

“Damn it Lindsey, we're closing in on thirty years old! And give my ring back.” She let go of my hand and dropped the set into her handbag. 

The barman approached with Lindsey’s next round. “You know you want to let the tall one use that youthful stamina on you.” She took the narrow end of the glass between her fingers without looking away from me. “And she’ll have one of these.”

I was on the verge of throwing a fit by that point. “First you tell me to screw around on Ben, then you jack my ring, and now you’re ordering drinks I don’t even like. What’s wrong with you?”

“I’m paying for the drinks like I always do. And how do you know you won’t like it?”

“I’ve tried a cosmopolitan before.”

Lindsey chuckled and looked over to the bar at her designated target. “I was talking about trying a one-night-stand with the brunette stud with an ass you could bust concrete on.” My hopelessly unfaithful friend took a sip and tried fluttering her lashes. “Damn, he still won’t look over here.”

I was still reeling from the question. “I’m perfectly happy with Ben. Why would I want to risk our marriage?”

“It’s not a risk if he never finds out, and it's my job to keep that from happening.”

I imagined myself slapping Lindsey from across the table. “I wouldn’t do it, even if there was no chance of him ever finding out.” My thoughts caught up to her. “And what do you mean by job?” 

Lindsey sipped again, taking a quick glance at the pair of boys. “Have fun with your boring sex life, then.”

“What's wrong with you?” I was having plenty of fun by then. Or at least, that's what I thought at the time.

She smiled and gave me a playful kick under the table. “Tell me how accurate this is.” The barman placed my drink on a napkin and walked away. “The last time you had sex was last night, but Ben was on top the whole three minutes. Also, you never came.”

I felt the blood rush to my cheeks. She was right except for one detail: My husband was only able to keep himself together for two minutes. Lindsey’s smirk distorted as she raised her glass to her ruby lips. “So what if it is true? I’m happy with Ben.”

Lindsey gulped and argued back, “You’re happy in your marriage, just like I am. But you’re bored to tears in bed now. I know that feeling.”

“So I’m supposed to sleep with the first horny frat boy who comes along?” I stared at my drink, knowing I might not be able to win the argument with another round or two in me. “That’s not happening.”

“I never said you can’t be picky, Jennifer.” She only called me that when she was drunk, knowing I hated my real name.

I was willing to humor Lindsey, simply because I expected something to laugh about from my friend. “So what are the rules, oh Great Wise Whore of Whitebrook?”

Lindsey dove right in. “First, don’t shit where you eat.” I took a sip of the drink, almost gagging as I realized it was a 50/50 blend of straight vodka and rum. “That means you don’t cheat in your own neighborhood, and never bring them home.”

“This isn’t a cosmo at all, Lindsey.”

Her eyebrows hopped in acknowledgment. “Second, never use your real name. You might have noticed I call myself Lynn whenever I’m talking to a random hookup.”

I took another taste to numb my tongue. The clack of the busy pool table at the back of the room reminded me of my wilder days in college. I caught myself giggling as I said, “I’ve noticed that.”

“Good. Third, always give them a fake phone number. There’s always a chance Mike could answer my phone if I’m away from it or if he gets snoopy.” I tilted my head back to take the drink down to the halfway mark. “Fourth, you never, ever go back for seconds. Each fuck is a one-time deal.”

One-night-stands had always been my friend’s mode of operation. “Any more?”

“Just one.” Lindsey sent a girlish wave over my shoulder. “Our boys are coming over.”

My head was starting to feel heavy and loose. “So what is it?”

“See? You are interested!”

“So spit it out.”

“Alright, don’t drop your panties quite yet. Ready?” I took another sip for courage, feeling a pang of guilt for what I was drinking myself into. Lindsey lifted her glass for a toast with the empty space beside her. “Ask and ye shall receive.”

A lean, muscular arm settled uncomfortably close. I looked up to see the handsome face framed by chestnut hair. Lindsey was already flirting away with her quarry. 

The tanned hunk of college looked at me and sounded more gentlemanly than I could have expected. “Hi there. I’m Trey. What’s your name?”

I stammered for a second, ready to say my real name. The sharp point of Lindsey’s stiletto crashed into my shin. The liquid courage had begun its spell as I stammered, “Lora.”

Trey smiled and carried on with what felt like a gentle interrogation. I sent another round of liquid fire down my throat as he asked, “What’s your major?”

I caught Lindsey winking across the table at me. The insinuation that I was at least five years younger than my actual age gave me a warm boost of self-confidence, exactly when I needed it the leastb if I wanted to keep my vows to Ben. “Sociology. And you?” Not that I really cared.

“Phys-ed. Another semester and I’ll be out of this place.”

Lindsey had already moved in for the kill. The blonde’s eyes grew wide as she whispered something in his ear. “You looking to teach?”

Trey patted his friend on the back as Lindsey stood up. “I’m trying to get signed on with a Minor League team. Teaching’s just my fallback plan.”

Lindsey put her mouth to me ear and interrupted as she began to leave, “Call me in the morning, wherever you wind up.”

The situation was dawning as my heartbeat kicked into overdrive. A scene of Ben going ballistic flashed through my head as I watched Lindsey trot away with her kill of the night. The racket in the bar fell away, covered by the treatment's growing hold on my mind and alcohol-fueled ring in my ears.

I felt the gentle grasp on my forearm. I turned back to Trey and noticed his look of concern. “Lora, something wrong?” Hot goose bumps sprang up all over my body.

I tried my best to cover up the nervousness I was giving away with cold sweat and heavy breathing. “No, I’m fine.” My voice sounded like a peeping chick. “So where are you from?”

Trey didn’t quite look reassured that all was well on my end. “A hole in the road in the middle of Iowa.” He knew I was trying to hide my real feelings. “Let’s go out on the patio. Much quieter. It might do you some good right now.”

Whether he was trying to put a move on me or make sure I was feeling okay didn’t matter. I was ready for fresh air. “Alright.” I got up and pulled my purse off of the back of the bar chair.

I stood there, unable to move, even though leaving the chaos of the room was my only wish. Trey draped an arm around my shoulders, then gave me a light pat on the arm. “This way.” It was all the reassurance I needed to start moving my feet.

As we passed the harsh crack of another round of pool, I realized I was feeling the same as I was in Dr. Vick's office. Trey was already showing more tenderness than Ben had in years. These slight changes were all it took to notice the slickness developing between my legs.

The muggy air almost took my breath away as we stepped out the back door. All of five coeds sat at one lonely table under the dim glow of rope lights. “This better?”

I still couldn’t slow my breathing. “It’s quiet, but I can’t stand the humidity.”

Trey’s real intent came out like a gag snake in a can of peanuts. “I think I know what you’re getting at.” The last bolt of liquor made it through the blood-brain barrier, convincing me to keep walking. “My Jeep’s this way.”

Every ounce of my moral fiber screamed in agony against the continued movement of my legs. Ben’s tantrum materialized in my head again, but my body wasn’t afraid. I still can’t decide if it was my new drive or real desire that forced me to keep going with Trey at that point.

The yellow Jeep came into view as we rounded a massive SUV. The lack of oversized tires at least told me that Trey felt he had nothing to compensate for. I had always liked a quiet confidence in a man. It was something Ben had always lacked, trying to appear manlier than an insurance salesman had any business being with expensive toys.

Trey didn’t disappoint with the door, gently coaxing the passenger side open. I slipped in as he moved to the driver side, wondering exactly where he planned on taking me.




The apartment was every bit as bachelor as I would have imagined. Empty beer bottles of different brands took up an entire shelf on the bookcase, and the furniture left a bit to be desired. But who was I to judge a broke college student? At least it was tidy.

Trey bothered with the usual formality, asking, “Do you want anything? Coffee maybe?”

“No, I’m fine.” I couldn’t decide if I should have ran with my marriage only suffering one infidelity or just give in. “Thanks for getting me out of that bar.”

Trey started for the couch that looked every bit a hand-me-down, but at least none of the upholstery was duct tape. “I’ll put a movie on. You have any requests?”

I was stumped at his defiance of the stereotype. I fully expected him to try the old move of stealing a few bases to see if he could get away with it. “No, whatever you think I’d like.”

“Happy Gilmore it is.” The fact that Trey would have been in kindergarten when that movie was released reminded me of the years we had between us. I saw it about the time I started going through those awkward pre-teen years.

The realization sent my mind reeling. Did I have the courage to go through with it? Either way, I was in his apartment for the night, sex or no sex. I sat down next to Trey, the tired stuffing of the cushions sinking me closer to him than I had intended.

Trey flipped through the menu and got the opening credits rolling. He leaned away and turned off the lamp. The memory of that first, awkward date came flooding back. My heart came just as close to exploding as it nearly had that night almost two decades before.

The adolescent fumbling wasn’t present in him, though. I felt his hand rest on my thigh, respectfully beneath the hemline of my skirt. I placed my hand atop his, letting it stay through the first hockey scene.

“You should relax,” Trey said without warning.

“Do I seem nervous?”

He lifted my hand and turned his body to face my direction. “Your palm’s sweating.” He placed it back on my thigh and kept his to himself. “I don’t expect you to sleep with me.”

Was it a game to put my defenses down? I never bothered to ask. “What makes you think I planned on it?”

Trey laughed and paused the movie right as Happy was about to send the first ball sailing four hundred yards. “That’s the usual drill when a guy brings some strange girl home from a bar, but I knew you just wanted to leave.”

“So I was just a damsel in distress?”

“If that’s how you want to look at it, fine.” He leaned back and flipped the lamp on. “The way I saw it, your friend left you to go fuck my buddy’s brains out. I thought you could use the company.”

“You’re a good wingman.”

“And you’re a terrible wingwoman.”

I couldn’t help laughing. “So you knew exactly what my friend was doing. How often do you bring strangers home, Trey?”

“If you knew I’d kiss and tell, I’d be sleeping on the couch and you’d claim my bed tonight.”

It was the kind of innocent charm offensive I hadn’t seen since high school. “That's the right thing to say.”

“You're awful at hiding how much you want it.”

That's all it took for me to bite my lower lip. Trey noticed, grinning a little as he pushed himself closer to me. My heart raced as I felt a rush of heat down below.

Trey cut the forming moment of awkward silence off before it could start. “I know you want it.” He pushed my shoulders back and was on top before I could process it.

His mouth forced itself into mine. Skipping the usual peck, Trey slipped his tongue into my mouth with practiced skill. I fought the urge to panic, settling in for what I knew was just the beginning.

And giving in matched my new attitude. It kicked in as I reached down for his belt and fought against the buckle. It clacked open, my fingers moving on to the next bit of clothing like it was wrapping paper.

Before I knew it, I was pulling down on Trey’s jeans. The lower reaches of his six-pack felt inspired by the marble statue of a Greek god. Far better than the soft padding I was used to feeling with Ben.

I tore away at his zipper and then reached for those glorious pecs. I pulled my mouth away and stuck it in his ear. I couldn't help whispering, “I want you to give me the best fuck I’ve ever had.”

Trey backed of for a second and stared right into my eyes. His were still bright, not like Ben's tired look at all. I felt like we were both out of our leagues, unsure of what to do.

The alcohol and prescribed hormones had formed a strong brew of lust and aggression I hadn’t experienced in years. They kicked in hard, forcing me to get straight to the point. “Did I fucking stutter?”

Trey broke the gaze and set to work. The cold rush of air met my skin as those panties jerked down. He was impatient, ready to do his work.

His tongue might well have been a tazer, considering the gasp I belted out. The smooth, wet tip of his tongue glided along the lips of my pussy. Yet another thing I hadn’t experienced in a while, if you don't count my appointment with Dr. Vick.

I tried to stay silent, but the hunky slice of Heaven wouldn’t allow it. His first light contact with my clit set my hips ablaze. I felt the rush, loving every second of my mind giving out and my clit tingling with every touch.

Wanting even more, I pushed against the back of his head. Trey gripped hard on my waist, smashing himself against me as his tongue worked miracles between my legs. I knew I'd have to return the generosity. In fact, I wanted nothing more.

My eyes shot open as Trey pushed me to my limit. I expected the pain I had remembered from an over-eager lover giving it too much attention years ago. But it was beyond that. I wanted him to keep going and never stop, whether I could handle it or not.

I still had plenty of neglect that needed fixing. Trey ripped through it, teaching me exactly how much a man with a talented tongue could pull off. My legs started aching as they tensed up, jerking and curling even more with each stroke. 

I tried to hold on to that feeling. Everything I could offer in resistance gave out as he pushed even harder, punishing my clit like it had just disobeyed a strict parent. My first climax burst out, rippling my entire body with a feeling I can't describe.

The spasms coursed through my body, followed by the hardest lock my muscles had ever felt. Trey gave it one more round. My mouth shot open as I tried to scream, but nothing came out. I had totally lost my mind and control of myself.

Trey backed away. I knew he was watching me, admiring what the trembling mess he had just made me. I struggled to open my eyes, seeing exactly what I expected.

My legs eased up as I felt him push up my top. My stomach tingled with every move. I knew he wanted me to give him that same feeling.

I was ready and willing to return the favor. I struggled to pull myself up onto my knees. Trey grabbed the polo from behind his shoulders and pulled. He was everything I hoped he would be. Toned, confident, and ready to give me the ride of my life.

I watched as his jeans slid down. The stiff pole beneath the denim begged for attention. I couldn't help reaching a hand out, treating myself to that iron washboard again.

The jeans slid further down, hitting the floor. I grabbed the red boxers without any intention of taking things slowly. The hard-edged V from waist to crotch was straight out of a fantasy; just like one of those dreams that always had Ben wondering why I was so horny in the morning for the past week.

Pushing Trey's boxers down, I knew he was bigger than my husband. But I was ready for it, almost gushing inside. I had always backed down from too much of a challenge, but that was the old me. The new me wanted every bit of him, and even more.

I couldn't help asking, “Can I return the favor?”

“You don't have to.”

I liked the idea of skipping right to the point. “We can skip that, if you want. I'm ready.”

“I’m out of rubbers.”

“That’s alright. I’m on birth control.” At least, I was now. Being this horny, but not quite ready to have a baby, I knew it would only be a matter of time before the worst might happen if I didn't do something.

Trey’s forehead tightened. “I’ve never gone in bare like that before.”

“Is it a problem?” Condom or not, I wanted satisfaction.

“No, but I wouldn’t trust your friend like this.” I wouldn’t have either.

I got in his lap, pushing myself into him. Ripping my overshirt and blouse away, I gave Trey a preview of my breasts, still wrapped in their silk cups. I cocked my head and asked, “Do you like them?”

I felt him pull down on my bra, letting my girls loose. Reaching around my back and undoing the clasps, I let him see the full package without a tease. His face went straight for them.

Trey’s manhood pressed against the front of my pussy as his mouth laid compliments on my breasts. I felt his shaft push against my entrance. I pulled back, giggling as I felt his shoulders fall.

Trey felt as if he was giving in, ready to beg. I let him feel my pussy slide along his entire length again. Like a puppy begging for attention, his eyes were irresistable as he looked up at me.

I forced him to look at me as I said, “I think I changed my mind.”

“Fucking cocktease.”

“Too bad. And I was so close to letting you fuck me all night.”

“You've got another guy, don’t you?”

I tried to speak, but the words wouldn’t come forth. Trey’s grip on my ass tightened. Ben flashed in my mind again. I knew fucking Trey would be even worse than what I had done with Dr. Vick, as odd as that might sound.

I held my breath, cursing Lindsey in my mind. My rational mind wanted nothing more than to leave, get back to my car, and sleep through a sexless night by myself. But my body and subconscious had other plans.

Trey slid himself from under me and forced me against the back of the sofa. Before I could say a word, Trey was behind me. The idea of preserving my faithfulness to Ben slid away.

“You want it, and you know it.” I pushed myself closer to him. I couldn't deny it. His tip broke through, stopping just inside me.

I felt him push in as the pain of my biggest cock yet made me scream. I gripped onto the cushions, bracing myself for an even harder push. Forgetting what guilt was, I suddenly wanted it more, no matter how much it might hurt.

I planted my heels into the small of his back. Trey gave me a second to rest as my walls stretched against his girth. Suddenly, I felt that new sensation. It was like a primal urge, forcing me to take every ounce of punishment like I deserved it.

Trey knew I wanted it. My boy-toy for the night crashed into me again. I let my lips open, whimpering as he sank deep.

As he surged forward again, I let a bit more of my voice come out. He eased back and paused. I couldn't help looking back and asking, “Is that all you've got, little boy?”

He was close to breaking already, and that was all it took. The fire came back to his eyes as he started fucking me with all he had. Trey broke free from the grip of my legs and lifted me by the waist. 

Trey was insatiable, driving me even further into a mad screaming fit. I braced my head with my hands, holding the front of my body up with my elbows on the back of his couch. I belted out my pleasure as I wrapped my fingers in my hair, trying to keep my sanity.

I didn't know how much more he could give. The harder he breathed, the more intense it got. I knew I'd have to fuck another athlete later, loving how his mind pushed his body beyond normal limits.

My own body gave out. I let myself fall into the grip of a hard climax, screaming and quaking as Trey kept going.

He wouldn't stop. I felt like I was ready to crack, losing all control of myself as I tensed up. I buried my face in the cushions, wrapping my hands around the back of my neck.

I tightened up, locking Trey in place. Or at least, my pussy tried. He withdrew himself, leaving me a gaping, wanting mess.

“If you're taken already, that's a damn shame.”

I fell onto my side and looked up at him. I thought it was a pity as well. Trey would actually keep up with me. But I still had him, rock hard and wanting every bit of me.

He got onto his knees on the other end of the couch and moved toward me. I smiled and asked, “Do you think I'd leave my husband for some random schoolboy?”

“I knew it.” Trey's mouth grinned wide. He was enjoying this as much as I was.

“If you fuck me hard enough, I might not go back.” It was a complete lie, but I knew how to get what I wanted. Every man needs his motivation.

Trey gave himself a quick spit polish and put his knees around my the thigh of my bottom leg. He lifted my other, spreading me wide for another round.

I twisted a lock of hair between two fingers and said, “Make me forget about my husband for the night.”

He didn't wait. I felt his tip find its home, that shaft pushing me apart. I craned my neck back, moaning as he slid himself deep.

His arms wrapped around my leg. I felt that hard push, getting him even deeper than before. Trey stayed there for a moment, caressing my cheek as he said, “Dirty, little wife.”

I giggled like I was even younger than him. “But you're just a boy.” I opened my eyes again and let his finger slip into my mouth.

“You didn't sound like I was so little.”

His finger left my lips. “But you haven't proved yourself yet.”

The corners of his mouth lifted even more, showing me those teeth. I knew I had it coming. Trey did as well.

He ripped himself back and railed into me. I braced my hands against the couch, my mouth wide open for the gasp. Trey pounded again, knocking me senseless with every inch.

I pushed one hand down to my slit, feeling his shaft course back and forth. He had a fury to it, like I had just insulted his pride. Every thrust had a purpose, and I knew Trey only wanted to push me farther than I wanted to go.

But I had my own kind of frustration to work out. I pinned my clit between two fingers, massaging it as Trey punished me with too much of himself. The pop of our bodies sounded like clapping both palms, my whimpering giving it a background chorus that only got louder with each second.

God, I was almost too wet. It let Trey go at it with all he had. I fought to keep pushing myself further, knowing he wouldn't stop until I was spent.

My teeth ground together. The sound of his moaning was too much to handle. I let my own voice seethe from between my teeth.

When I felt like it was almost too much for him to handle any longer, I released my pearl from the hard rubbing. The climax hit me like a runaway bus.

My whole body jerked and seized. Trey Pulled out immediately, letting me writhe in place. I vaguely felt a sting against my ass, his hand popping against me like a gunshot.

I came to, rolling onto my back and catching Trey watching over me. “You were out for like fifteen seconds.”

I didn't know if I had lost consciousness or not. My ass still burned, the pain tracing the outline of his hand plain as day. I felt like I had just been liberated, that itch from my treatment finally scratched, if only for a moment.

Trey offered me a hand. I took it, feeling his firm grip as he pulled me to my feet. I was still shaking.

“If it's too much for you to handle, we can stop.”

It was the last thing I wanted to hear. “What makes you think I'm finished?”

“But you're spent. You can always rest for bit and–” I pushed him into the couch, right on his ass.

“We're done when you are.” I stood over him, planting both hands on my hips. “You really thought you were in control, didn't you?” I had no idea where the words came from. They simply happened, like my sex drive had taken control of my mind.

Trey smiled ear to ear and stretched his arms over the back of the couch. “Then show me what you can do. I've been giving this whole time, so now it's your turn.”

I had an evil twitch in my face, one eye narrowing, as if it was the harshest dare I could get. “I'm not like those sorority sluts. I actually know what I'm doing.”

“Big talk.” Trey's shaft pointed toward the ceiling, ready. “You've got a lot to prove.”

“Is that a bet?”

“If you want it to be.”

That's the thing about this treatment. It gives you the sex drive of an attention-seeking slut, and the competitive streak of an alpha male. Trey didn't know what he had coming, but I wanted to show him. In fact, I wanted to show him exactly how much control I could have.

I mounted myself around his lap, making sure he felt my thighs rub against his. 

Trey closed his eyes as I scooted forward, feeling the heat from his cock match the heat between my own legs. I ran my fingers through his hair and asked, “Do you think you can hold it for more than a few minutes?”

He opened his eyes back up. “Is that a challenge for me?”

“Maybe,” I let my pussy slide along his entire length, feeling him twitch, “but you don't feel like you'll last much longer.”

“Well, stop talking and start doing.”

I couldn't help admiring him for keeping up with me. Trey's shaft was harder than Ben's ever was, ready and willing to see what I had to offer. I took a deep breath and reached down, grabbing the base to point it straight toward home.

Sinking down, I felt myself open up with the contours of his manhood. I took my time, watching his face relax and flush with every inch. When I finally hit bottom, Trey wrapped his arms around my waist, guiding me into the perfect rhythm.

I gave him a moment of that slow hump, grinding myself against him like a lap dance to a slow song. His fingers gripped hard around me. He was getting complacent.

Getting the better of him was the only goal I had in mind. I pushed myself back, rocking his dick against my walls, then sliding back into him. I hurled myself into it, smiling as Trey's breathing picked up the pace.

But he still wasn't cracking. I rolled my hips to the side, giving his shaft the full tour of my passage. His neck started tensing up.

“Do you like it? My husband always does.”

Trey didn't answer, holding on for dear life as I sped up. I chipped away at his strong front, going harder, faster. When I started bouncing in his lap, I knew he was close.

“Don't go off just yet. I haven't shown you the best part.”

Pushing myself into him, I put Trey's cock in that spot that had always lit my fuse. I started breaking down as well. But I knew that would only make him go even further toward the breaking point.

I draped my arms around his neck, my breasts shoving against his pecs. My voice rose up into little whimpers and moans. Trey's skin got hot, his grip even tighter.

His hands moved down, holding me in place. Trey started hammering away from beneath. It drove me wild, shrieking like he was doing something horrible to me. But it was the perfect bliss, feeling him try dominating the situation, even though I had the game in my hands.

I managed to stop him, rushing my pussy down his length and keeping him planted balls deep. Keeping silent was impossible for both of us. I broke free and leaned my shoulders back.

“You know you can't stop yourself.” As soon as I was done, I had to start screaming again. Trey was hitting every magic button as I pushed myself into overdrive.

The race was on. My orgasm rushed ever forward, and I knew I'd have to finish him off soon if I wanted that perfect ending.

That's when I felt that last bit of hardness come into him. I planted my hands on his knees, rocking and bobbing myself, keeping my voice high and loud. Trey ran his hands against my thighs, letting me know he was ready.

My entire body felt hot. Trey moaned, his head tilted all the way back. I gave him that last push.

His entire body tensed, then relaxed just as quickly. I felt that gush shooting from his tip. It set me off like a trap, hurtling me into the same wonderland of fits and sensual overload.

I looked up at the ceiling myself, opening my eyes as wide as my lips. My loudest shout yet echoed through the room. Trey emptied himself into me as I felt every drip, paralyzed by the sheer joy of it.

But he had so much. Trey kept going as my climax trailed off, his cock twitching with every burst. I fell forward, getting one last feel of his chest as Trey moaned one last time. It was marvelous, a total satisfaction neither of us had ever experienced.

I let Trey catch his breath. Lifting myself off of his lap, I felt his gift drip to the floor as gravity took over. Trey leaned over and grabbed my panties from the edge of the couch.

“Bathroom's through the kitchen, if you want to get yourself cleaned up.”

I looked down at his spent manhood. It was sopping wet with the evidence of our romp. “Why don't you show me where it is? You're a bit of a mess yourself.”

He rose and draped a brawny arm over my shoulder. “My pleasure, and if you're thinking of staying here tonight, you're more than welcome.”

Ben could sleep alone if he came back from his trip early. “I'd love that.”

Of course, I had every intention of waking up a little early for a second round in the morning. Lindsey would just have to wait, wherever she was.




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.




ENJOY A COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT OF MY UPCOMING SERIES, ON THE HOUSE:

TAMING LOLA




I knew it would take Lola a few moments to get reacquainted with her old things. I went about cleaning up some of the dust my cabin always got in the combined living room and kitchen. As Lola's new home, it had to be spotless.

She emerged from the bedroom and my heart fluttered at the sight. That awful bun had been replaced with those braided pigtails she had always sported. The oversized t-shirt she slept in was the only thing covering her, barely concealing her underwear. The floral print of her bra cast through the cotton shirt. Lola was the living incarnation of a doll once again.

“I hope you don't mind me wearing this. I can put some shorts on if you'd like.” She was blushing a little.

“It's fine.”

“Are you sure?” Lola was always so courteous. “It's your cabin.”

“It's as much yours as it is mine. There's no need for you to keep paying for an apartment.”

Her eyes opened wide as she stepped closer to me. She looked up, barely reaching my chin with her forehead. “You're joking.”

“It's yours for as long as you want to stay. I know how much you used to love coming here.”

Lola wrapped her arms around my back and pressed against me. Feeling those breasts push into my body melted my heart. And my inhibitions.

I took a deep breath. “Lola, there's something we need to talk about.”

“Hmm?” She was looking up at me again, those bright eyes sending a warm pulse down my spine.

“How do you feel about me?”

Lola blinked and parted her lips a bit. I knew she wouldn't get it out very easily.

“It's alright. Just be honest.”

Her arms squeezed tighter. “You're like family to me, Mr. Brenner. I don't know if you're more of a father or big brother, though.” Her cheeks went rosy again. “But I always knew that I wanted a man like you in my life when I grew up.”

Lola's expression was perfectly innocent. “A man like me?”

“If I ever needed anything, you were there. I've always wanted to be with someone as kind as you.” She smiled at let her arms fall. Taking half a step back, Lola looked down and said, “It's just too bad you're not closer to my age.”

There was a big gap between twenty-four and forty-eight. Since I was exactly twice Lola's age, I knew what she was getting at. I brushed a few stray hairs from her forehead and said, “That's not so true.”

“What do you mean?” She still wasn't looking up at me.

I tilted her head back with my hand against her forehead. “Age matters less than feelings.”

The full impact of it hit Lola all at once. “You mean, you've got feelings for me?”

“What would you say if I did?”

She honestly didn't know. I could see the rush of thoughts in her eyes. It was like a reflection of equal parts love and fear.

“Anything will do.”

“Mr. Brenner, I–,” the look of nervousness got deeper, “I don't know what to think about this.”

I let a ball of thought energy from behind my forehead and let it go. “Then don't think. Just go with it.”

That smile came back. “You always knew just the right thing to say.”

“You're a woman now, but you'll always be that little girl I watched grow up to me.”

Lola giggled and leaned her head against my shoulder. “I'll always be your little girl, even if you're not my father.”
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