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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.
SIGN UP FOR THE JEN EASTWOOD EROTICA NEWSLETTER
JEN EASTWOOD EROTICA TUMBLR
OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD
 
READER ADVISORY:
This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story bundle, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. Please exercise personal discretion if you believe you may find this content objectionable. If you proceed further you accept full liability for your actions and consent to reading adult material.
The characters and events in these stories are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.
In summary, if you are above the age of 18 and do not find heavy erotic themes offensive, please read on. If you fail to meet either condition, scram.



BIMBO TRAINER
My name is Bryce Egan. Rich men pay me hefty sums of money to teach their wives how to please them. Wall Street bankers, celebrities, and even world leaders seek my services.
But that isn't why I enjoy my work. No, I don't teach in a classroom. My lessons are up close. Personal.
You see, as much as my former clients like to brag about how I turned their trophy wives into insatiable minxes, there is always a catch most don't know about going in. I have the kind of sex with these women that leaves them changed, whether it's what the husband knew he was getting himself into or not.
I make a good living for myself doing this. None of it would be possible if I didn't have a certain means of persuasion. Since I was young, I always knew I could focus my attention on someone's emotional state, and they were like slaves to my every command.
And so I found myself on the way to my next job. I liked to call these 'site consultations,' which really meant I'd be boning a good contender for modeling, all while her husband watches in his own home. It was a benefits package no other line of work could offer.
I pulled my Aston Martin up to the gate and got ready to step out to buzz myself in. It began sliding to the left before I could undo the seat belt. It was a nice place, standard for your new money who struck it big in the markets and moved off to Long Island.
That ornate fountain reeked of someone out to make a good impression. I wasn't old money myself, but I also had nothing to prove. It was the only way to gain the trust of those born into wealth.
But this client? Roger Hanover was just a player on Wall Street. They were always the most fun to knock down a peg or seven. I used to be one of the bastards myself.
I parked in front of the concrete cupid with an endless stream of saliva issuing forth from his mouth. The landscaping wasn't doing anything to alter my impressions. The same plants you see in any middle-class neighborhood, just on a grander scale. The guy likely grew up spoiled in some subdivision.
The door stood before me, trying to look imposing. I rang the bell and rolled my eyes as it jingled out some Dave Matthews Band tune. Former frat boy, I'm guessing.
It took only a few seconds for a cute blonde in a black dress to come running. As she opened, I already knew she wasn't the wife. Her eastern European accent drove the point home. “You are Bryce, correct?”
“Da.”
My client was younger than most. Mid-thirties. They usually didn't go for the mail-order route until the forties kicked in. God, those Russian girls are fun to train.
“You have an appointment with Mr. and Mrs. Hanover.” She hadn't figured out inflecting the end of a question yet.
“Are they here?”
The little Russian clapsed her hands together between her thighs and smiled. “Da, dorogoi moy.”
I'd have to see how much longer the Hanovers had left on her visa. She knew how to charm a man. “Spasibo.”
I followed her up one of the twin staircases. Giant prints of famous art, pottery obviously manufactured but hand-painted in Mexico, and the beige of the walls further announced this was just a McMansion for the newly wealthy.
My little Rooski friend rapped her hand against a door halfway down the hallway. “Sir, ma'am.”
I couldn't make out the voice on the other end. He sounded like the client.
“He is here. Should I send him in?”
Another string of noises from the other side. As the door opened, I made out, “Thank you, Stasia.”
The housekeeper bowed her head and turned back to me. She left with a little wave and a grin as she walked past. I returned the gesture, knowing we might meet again.
Roger Hanover peeked his head out and looked at me. Early baldness even Rogaine couldn't keep under control had thinned his head to the point of a bad comb-over. Past a certain point, you just shave it or embrace your loss of the genetic lottery.
“Mr. Egan, Talia's in here waiting for you.”
Maybe is discounted the idea of a mail-order bride too early. “Is she dressed like we discussed?”
The poor fool got excited. “Oh yes.” He really had no idea.
“Alright, then.” I stepped forward and got within the door frame. She was a looker alright, even with that blanket wrapped around herself. Straight out of the waitstaff of the good Hooters in town.
“If it's no too much to ask, she wants to take things slow.” Roger's voice wasn't holding the same patience. I was guessing she let him fuck her once every month or so out of obligation.
“Of course.” I put a hand out to Talia, still wondering about her origin story.
She didn't acknowledge me. It wasn't the first time this had happened. Most of these wives wanted no part in it. Their aging husbands weren't athletes in bed themselves.
“Roger,” I gave him a hard stare and whittled through his enthusiasm, “take a seat over there. Let me talk to her.”
His body jerked at once, defying the look on his face. I always left the husband's mind intact. But that's a dirty little secret between the two of us.
Talia kept herself wrapped. I sat next to her on the couch. Pinching her chin between my thumb and index finger, I lifted her face to look at me. She kept her eyes toward the floor.
I leaned in and whispered, “You hate him for this, don't you?”
Still no answer.
“Don't worry. He won't touch you while I'm here.”
Talia's eyes met mine. They were the kind of blue you only saw in pictures of a California sky. “So what's all this about?” American as her eye color.
“Keep looking at me and relax.” Her shoulders relaxed and her expression shifted to rapt attention. I let my voice soften enough to make sure Roger couldn't hear me. “If you want revenge, do exactly as I say.”
The corners of her mouth lifted. “Okay, go on.”
I let go of her chin and leaned back. “Stand up and show us what you're hiding under that quilt.”
Following my orders beyond the call of duty, Talia stood and let the blanket fall to the ground. Her tits barely stayed within the confines of that lingerie. No way she could have been any older than twenty-five or so.
“Good. Now, walk to your husband.”
She started that way as Roger's eyes started to look hungry. I can't say I blame the man. A woman like her had to cost him at least a quarter mil' a year to keep around. Like an exotic sports car, the spending doesn't end once they're yours on paper.
“Now walk back to me, but like you want something expensive.”
Talia's legs started crossing as she walked, slowing her pace and grinning like she knew something I didn't. She knew exactly how to put on that act already.
I leaned forward and put my elbows on my knees. “Slower, and play with your nightie a little.”
She took the hem of it in her fingers and pulled it tighter up front, than twisted the fabric in her hand. As she let go, it let those wonderful breasts jump and rebound against gravity.
“Now, come over here.”
Talia strutted her way over in those open heels. I wanted to slap that ass so bad my hand started itching.
“Turn around and blow your husband a kiss. Really lean into it.”
Those cheeks were at the perfect distance as she bent over. The palm of my hand cracked against that silky skin, leaving a bright red print. Talia jerked and whimpered as she gave her husband that momentary farewell.
“Bend over on my knee.”
Roger started to look a bit concerned. I shot him a quick wink. It was enough to keep him from getting the idea too soon.
Talia's stomach rested in my lap. I pulled that nightie up enough to show that intricate thong. Another hard slap brought her hands against my thigh. She knew what this was.
One more, even harder than the last had her giggling. “Quiet.” Another smack. I let go with one yet again, stinging the palm of my hand.
Talia yelped and gasped for a breath. It's exactly what I wanted. Every girl trained in sex needs to know her pain threshold first and foremost.
“Now, stand up.” She was ready and willing to please, doing exactly as I ordered. “Stand between us and give a striptease. Put exactly how much you want sex right now into it.” As she gave me one last look before marching over, I whispered, “Between us, not that ass.”
She smiled and turned away, letting the first strap on her shoulder drop loose. Talia faced Roger and let it slide to her elbow. She turned back around and had that rich bounty cradled in her arms, threatening to fall out at any second.
“Show him, not me.”
Talia pouted for a second and turned her back to me. Roger's eyes got big as baseballs as I watched that second strap fall. The puppies were loose.
The mass of black lace slid down the rest of her arms as she put them behind her back. The thong and those heels made her whipped ass look all the better. Roger would be a lucky man. But not until I had my fun with her.
“Talia.” She looked back over her shoulder, her hands propped on her hips. “Come back over here. It's time for the next lesson.”
Roger grunted and asked, “She's never done that before, but why can't she be over here?”
She made her way back to me. I wrapped one arm around her thighs and answered, “It's not great sex if I'm shouting orders at her from across the room, now is it?”
It shut him up enough. Talia leaned herself into me and asked, “What now?”
I stood next to her and said, “Take a seat.”
She fell into the couch and sat up. The look on her face was impatient, like she wanted something. I put my legs between hers and spread them apart with my hands.
“Very flexible.” I leaned in and quietly said, “Every second will bring you closer to an orgasm, but you can't come until I say so.”
Stepping back, I got out of Roger's way. He watched in awe as his wife put her legs back together and slid those panties off. The heels clattered against the tile floor.
It was a sight straight out of a textbook on how a good wax job should be done. Talia obviously knew the value in it, knowing it was the real reason Roger kept her around. It was a pity, really, to waste that kind of beauty on her husband.
I wasn't needed for the moment. I stood back and watched Talia run her fingers between those tiny, pink lips. Her body already started jerking when she touched her clit. The buildup for that climax was going to be a god awful racket.
Talia cupped a breast in one hand, playing with herself like her body was a sensory playground. I watched her breathing pick up, rising as her fingers ramped up the action. When she took a nipple in a soft pinch, I knew she was desperate to finish quickly.
The self-inflicted bliss rose with each stroke. Talia sucked in her bottom lip and looked up at me for approval. “Harder, or I'll make you stop.”
She was even better than I could have imagined. Given her husband, I'm sure taking her needs into her own hands was a well-honed skill. Her hand shifted faster as her mouth opened.
Talia's moans started reaching her husband. I looked back to see Roger watching her like a hungry animal. I knew he wanted to have his way with her right that moment, but patience is a virtue I like to instill in my clients, whether they want it or not.
“Is it that hard to come?” She had to know I was messing with her for being unable to climax until I gave the word. If my students couldn't take a teasing as well as they could give it, what good did I really do for them?
Her legs tried to tense up, but my command wouldn't allow it. Talia wanted to scream, to release it all in one burst. She kept trying to force herself harder, the fingers on her slit nothing but a blur.
“It's alright, enjoy the hardest orgasm of your life.”
Talia's eyes closed as her head rocketed back. She moaned like a woman in labor. As her legs clamped shut and her feet curled, I looked at Roger again. He was practically licking his lips in anticipation.
My poor student rattled and shook in her own body. Talia's climax had hit her with the subtlety of a high speed crash. I left her to ride it out.
Pulling at my tie, I stared Roger down and said, “Now I get to teach her the best part.”
The helpless bastard. Talia fought for every breath as her husband watched. I started removing my blazer as his expression went dark.
“I never said you could fuck her.”
The jacket hit the floor. “You didn't read the fine print of our agreement?”
“I thought this was a class for my wife, not a chance for you to get your rocks off at my expense.”
Talia looked up at me and pushed herself off of the couch. She dropped to her knees and started on my slacks. “She'll learn best by doing, Mr. Hanover. I'm here to teach your wife, not you.”
My shaft emerged with Talia's effort. I watched it disappear beneath her blonde hair, her lips pursing around the tip. Meanwhile, that poor fool of a husband put his face in his hands.
I stroked the locks of hair away from Talia's cheeks. “That's my girl. Start off slow, give him something to look forward to.”
Men like Roger saw themselves as masters of the universe, the makers of society. But when they hired me, I always made them feel as powerless as a beggar on the street. The bonus lesson in humility for the clients was something they always needed.
His pride started to break as the head of my dick pushed against the back of Talia's throat. “I told you I had an infidelity clause in the prenup, you little whore!”
I caressed Talia's neck and stared daggers at Roger. “You won't do shit. Don't take it out on her because you can't ask the right questions.”
Put back in his place, Roger sulked in the chair, barely holding on to his sanity. He wasn't used to sharing his toys. Not that I gave a damn.
“Just,” he finally looked up at me, “don't fuck her, alright?”
I smiled and bared my teeth. Looking down at Talia, I put my hands on her shoulders and said, “Stand up. We'll come back to this part later.”
“What are you doing?” There was nothing more pathetic than a desperate man in a suit.
“Talia, what's your best position.”
My length bobbed once it left her mouth. She stood as Roger's voice went preteen. “Oh my word, Talia, don't fuck him!”
“Cowgirl.” Her voice was sweet as before, a bit more sultry from my presence between those lips.
“Sweetheart, you always told me you'd never do this! What the hell?”
The whining was always the worst part. I let Talia work on my belt buckle and pants as I looked over at her insolent husband. “Shut the fuck up!”
My slacks went down as Talia pulled at them with gusto. I pushed some hair out of her face and said, “Good. Always be that excited. You see how jealous your husband is right now?”
Roger had the face of a caged animal. I let his wife finish her job with my slacks and waited for him to speak again. If he dared to try saying a word, my control of the situation kept him silent.
I took my seat, facing Roger directly. The way his eyes looked away when I stared at him brought a smile to my face. And to think he owed me ten-grand for this.
Talia's sculpted figure got between us. That perfect skin and her gym-honed body had my shaft aching in anticipation. As she straddled my hips I put my hands on her thighs. Not one bit of give on her. No way in hell this girl was more than halfway through her twenties, confirming what I already suspected.
The tip of my cock pressed against her entrance. Roger struggled to get out one final plea, “What do you want from me? I'll double your pay if you don't fuck her!”
Double pay for not doing what I was hired for to begin with? I leaned to the side and saw his wrecked expression. “You signed a contract, remember?” I've always taken pride in doing my job, no matter what.
Talia wrapped her arms around my neck. I felt her pussy take me in, hot and wet as a shower on a cold morning. She locked eyes with me and asked, “Does it feel good?”
It did, but a string of compliments wasn't going to teach her anything. “Make it deep and slow. Men like to be teased as much as you do.”
She set right to it, spreading her tunnel with my flesh. I had her filled completely. Talia's fingernails dug into my shoulders as her body started moving in rhythm with every deep breath she took.
The girl had a natural talent, giving my length the kind of massage you could only expect when your partner is that young and interested. My pupil was doing wonderfully. “Now, pick it up a bit.”
I felt her thighs slide against mine. Talia began moaning with every roll of her hips. Side to side, front to back, and in an orbit. She already knew it all.
Enjoying the best part of my work, I let Talia show me exactly what she could do within a minute. She was hitting all the right buttons, perfect for a lunchtime quickie. Between husband and wife, I knew the disappointment wasn't stemming from her end.
Before she could get to screaming, Talia slowed it down and asked, “Is it good?”
“Perfect.” I pushed my face against hers and whispered, “He doesn't satisfy you, so it's his fault he's disappointed.”
Talia giggled and took me in as deep as possible. “You know I only married him for the money, right?”
“Obviously.”
I pushed those blonde locks out of the way and caught sight of Roger leaned back in his chair, miserable as you could expect. If the man had full control of himself, I'd be in deep shit. I winked at him again, just to drive the point home.
And it was time for Roger to learn something. “What's his favorite position?”
Talia stopped her motion, resting with me as far inside her as our bodies would allow. “He likes to be on top, but I hate it.”
“What if I made you like it?”
It had her interest. “You mean you'll do more than stick it in and do the same thing until you're done?”
The poor girl. “Lie down.” I made sure I held her gaze like a cobra staring down its prey. “You're a lot more sensitive down there than you think. Trust me.”
It always worked. When the husband was frigid as the Arctic, rewiring the wife became a necessity. The experience was usually mind-blowing for them.
My cock plunged hard inside Talia as soon as she had her back on the cushions. The sudden fill of her pussy went straight to her deepest needs. I knew just resting there would be satisfying enough by that seductive whimper she let out. But I wouldn't be doing my job if I left it at that.
I turned my head back toward Roger and said, “Effort, my friend. Your wife likes it a little rough.” Another hard thrust drove the point home for him. Without a doubt, Talia's body was getting exactly what it needed and craved.
Without regard for my own self, each slam inside her drove my student that much more wild. The balls of her heels digging into the small of my back pushed me harder. I put one hand on her waist and wrapped the other around her upper arm. The last shattering thrust drove home before I settled in and began railing her with as much speed as I could gather.
I had her screaming like a teenaged victim in a slasher flick. Every nook and cranny of her pussy constricted around me. I had to force my way through with each thrust, refusing to let Talia peak so easily. Not that she could without my permission anyway.
The urge to slow down started creeping in. Talia snapped me out of it by screaming, “Harder, fuck yes!”
What reason did I have to deny her? I tightened my grip on her arm and moved my other hand to her throat. Every rush in and out felt like an explosion of wetness and that heavenly sensation.
Talia's pussy began to lock around me, hard. I forced myself to keep going, every moan and gasp telling me I was giving her exactly what she wanted. The heat inside Talia welled up as her entire body flexed like a rubber band under tension.
I kept going, knowing Talia was near her breaking point. One hard, final thrust rocked her entire frame, those bountiful tits jerking up to meet her chin. Talia let out an ear-ringing yelp.
Trying to go any further was pointless as her body latched tight, inside and out. I snuck my thumb between her legs, rubbing that swollen clit until her hands braced against my abs. It still wasn't time.
Talia was beyond the verge of madness. Her pussy throbbed against my shaft, drawing it deeper still. As I felt another burst of heat and wetness, I leaned in and whispered, “You can come now.”
As soon as my thumb lost contact with her pearl, all of Talia exploded at once in a fury of shakes and quivers. I barely managed to pull out of that finger trap. I gave her slit a playful slap that renewed her climax.
God, just watching her was a wonderful experience. All of the pent up frustration, the disappointing experiences, and accumulated want released in one outburst. It's too bad I had a strict policy of never partaking of my clients' wives after they had paid in full.
I had to give it to Talia. She knew exactly what she wanted. “You seeing this, Roger? You should pay more attention to your wife.”
“Fuck you!”
He really was a bad sport. “She won't run off with me. The next time she realizes how much better she could have it, the guy might do more than just borrow her.”
Talia kept shivering, drawn up into a ball of skin and perfect form. “And how can I trust you after this?”
“Paying in full and by the due date goes a long way.” I knew he had the money, but I preferred getting the husbands to pay without forcing them to with my talent.
“This whole time, I haven't even touched my wife. I thought you were gonna show her how to satisfy me.”
I looked down at Talia again. “Can you honestly tell me you're not rushing home to fuck this woman every day? What the hell is wrong with you?”
His face was downright dejected. “It's never like that with us.”
“That sounds like user error to me.” Talia finally started regaining control of herself. Even when she was a human wreck, she still managed to be goddess beautiful.
“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”
Roger's soul had to be broken. “Talia, get up.” Or at the very least, his ego needed deflating. This shit wasn't on his wife.
Talia was still shaking as she rose. I stooped down to help, knowing I couldn't be just as shitty as her husband. Her voice still held shades of climax as she asked, “Can you show him what I want?”
“You need to do that.”
Roger's voice broke the moment. “I've given you a home, security, and anything else you could want! What more do you need, you little whore?”
I stopped us as we got halfway to her husband and stared Talia in the eyes. “Go ahead, you can be mad at him if you want. Show him what he's doing wrong.” At that point, I planned on letting Talia make a social call anytime Roger was away on business. Even rules set in stone can have exceptions.
She smiled and pulled me by the hand. “You promise he'll learn?”
“He doesn't have a choice.” I pulled my hand loose from Talia's. She got right to bending herself over the arm of that sofa chair, her head and breasts covering Roger's lap.
“If you even think I'll pay you after this–”
“I said shut the fuck up.” There was no point in arguing with him. If Roger refused to pay, I had a way of making him think doubling my pay was a grand idea.
Talia pulled herself even further into her husband's lap. I planted my hands on her ass and stopped her. That pussy sat at the perfect height, matching the angle of my cock like precision engineering.
I didn't hesitate to get myself back in there. The lips of her pussy swallowed my entire girth like a hungry boa. Talia let out a little moan and then grabbed Roger by the tie.
His head went down at the tug. “Roger, why don't you ever fuck me like this?” Talia let out a whimper as I crashed hard against her ass. “That's all I really wanted.”
Determination hit me. I reared back and let loose like a jackhammer. My hips clapped against Talia, driving her into a frenzy like she had been possessed by some malevolent demon.
Roger's torment almost made me feel bad. Hell, any man who had his wife screaming in his lap as another man railed her would come away with issues. I paused for a moment and looked at his sorry ass. “You see why she gets bored? Don't just hump like it's a chore, come inside her, and then pass out.”
I knew it was too much for his fragile self-image to handle. As powerful as Roger thought he was, he was powerless to stop his wife from enjoying the hard fucking I gave her right in front of him. Every whimper and shout from Talia's red lips chipped at his very being.
But now it was time for the finishing blow. Without regard for my client, I forced Talia's hips into me with each thrust, changing the angle every few seconds to hit every sweet spot inside her. She gripped hard into Roger's pants like they were satin sheets.
Talia explained her desires in striking clarity, without even saying a word. Every blissful sound announced her satisfaction. As I pinched her clit between two fingers her voice took on a whole other tone. I knew I had her wild with the feeling when she began screaming into her husband's thighs.
I took a firm grip on her blonde locks and pulled back, hard. Her entire body rocked on the arm of that chair with every inward and outward motion. I started putting my hips into it again, plowing into her with all of the spite I held for Roger.
The wonderful chorus rippling through the room was all I could focus on. The tight confines of her pussy gripped once again. Whether I'd leave Roger a broken man or not in the next couple of minutes was the least of my concerns. His wife and her roaring pleasure were all I could focus on.
Talia's orgasm broke without a hint of warning. She fought hard against me, pulling her hair free of my hand. I kept going, feeling that pussy ripple with too much cock.
I made sure to give her clit an even harder treatment as the peak erupted. A human shouldn't shiver like that unless they're about to freeze to death. I took a quick look at Roger. He finally realized the lesson was for him, even if it was a bitter, giant pill to swallow.
Pulling my fingers away, Talia's lungs fought for each gulp of air. Her voice began trailing off as her grip on reality came back. Meanwhile, I felt my own approach announce itself with that warm, tingling feeling between my legs.
I fought it back as hard as I could, knowing each strike deep inside his wife was further breaking Roger down. My client was distraught already. Talia regained her composure enough to turn her head toward Roger as I pulled her shoulders up.
Their eyes locked as I kept fucking her, those walls feeling like home already. Talia giggled and then said, “I want him to come inside me, and you're going to watch.”
It pressed exactly the right buttons for me. The skin on the tip of my cock stretched as that last bit of growth happened. Roger's tense posture eased with defeat.
“I want to feel his hot load all up inside me. I bet he'll appreciate it more than you ever have.”
My face got hot as my breathing picked up. Every bit of friction started driving me insane. That sopping wet, neglected pussy of hers had everything I needed.
As every thrust began to feel like an electrical overload, Talia became the teacher for a moment. “You know why I want him to?” Slowing down, I struggled to hold off until I knew. “Because we just met and I don't even know his name, but he treats me like I'm more than just a plaything.”
My shaft felt like it was about to explode with pressure, and then it didn't. I let loose with a hard jet, pushing myself as far inside Talia as I could get myself. I grabbed both of her arms and pulled her back, closing my eyes mid-ejaculation.
I had to fight to hear Talia say, “God, Roger, I want to fuck him again.”
Every spurt made it harder to keep my voice inside. As I let my last load fly, I wrapped my arms around Talia's waist and fell forward. The poor bastard was silent.
As I pulled out, Talia crept herself forward. Roger curled his nose and looked at me. All I could do was grin and pant.



Roger had his arm up on the door frame of my car. I started the motor, ignoring him completely. “Was this your plan all along, you son of bitch?”
I had about half the fucks to give that I needed to take him seriously. I rolled my eyes his way and said, “It usually doesn't happen like this, but the lesson is still the same. Satisfy her, and she'll satisfy you.”
“I feel like I should punch you right now.”
“Go ahead.”
I saw his fist clench, but the rest of his body wasn't cooperating. No balls, and no control. “Bastard.”
“You still need to have my payment ready one week from today. Be glad I'm not charging extra.” Talia slipping her mobile number into my blazer's pocket was bonus enough.
Roger backed off without saying another word. I closed the door and put the damn thing in drive. Another job for the client list, but I knew Roger wouldn't be a referral. Talia, however, would be my go-to reference in case a wife ever wanted to use my services of her own accord.
And of course, I later learned Stasia only had a few months left until her time with Roger and Talia ended. Finding my willing little housekeeper turned out to be the best side-benefit of all.



BIMBO TRAINER 2
The next client was lined up. The name sounded very familiar, at least the name of the wife. I had no idea who the husband was. In any case, I was thoroughly irritated at trying to find parking in front of this massive apartment building.
Exactly who was this guy? I really didn't care. I dug through my mind trying to figure out where I've heard his wife's name or at least her first name. Her first and maiden name, Tara Fontaine, seemed like a fragment of memory from my past.
I was told to pull up to the parking structure next door to the apartment building. Nothing looked remotely like that. I tried my best at parallel parking in front of the little bodega. The bumper of my Aston Martin barely missed a huge SUV right behind me.
That's when I saw the husband. I'd met him at one of those little steakhouses in Queens, a dark affair with sawdust on the floor. He was a thoroughly unremarkable man, straight out of a casting call for a boardroom meeting. Either way, I knew he was rich enough. The desire his eyes held for his new wife as he spoke told me everything I needed to know.
That's when I saw him. How I picked such a milquetoast person out of the crowd on the sidewalk is beyond my comprehension. I rolled my window down and called out, “Morgan Jefferies!”
He looked my way. As the boring bastard broke his stride toward the apartment building, I saw the hesitation. But I was here. Changing his mind was something he should have done yesterday.
“That parking garage. Where the hell is it?”
It looked like the crowd was trying to eat him. He would disappear behind the usual uncaring foot traffic of Manhattan. I tried not to roll my eyes back in my skull. After fifteen seconds of torture, he finally leaned into the passenger side window.
“Well, where do I park?”
“You're just past it. You should have stopped about ten cars back. Pull around the block.”
I hated following orders from the husbands. Even something so simple felt demeaning.



The elevator music was revolting. All the black marble in the world couldn't make up for a jazz cover of eighties hair metal. I made sure the cufflinks on my blazer were secure as the door opened. Up on the twenty-seventh floor the decor had changed to something dignified. It already felt like a citadel, separate and segregated from the outside world.
I rapped my knuckles against the door. The gold lettering 27-K looked like actual gold, not the cheap shit you found in townhouses for yuppies willing to settle. Whether he was old money or new money I hadn't yet figured out.
The deadbolt knocked open. The door cracked enough to where I could see her. The curious look in her eye brows, the sculpted cheekbones, and that color in her eyes like a lagoon. I had put a face to the name now. I was not disappointed.
This woman had graced the wall of my dorm room in college. Even though it was now ten years later, Tara Fontaine was not yet thirty. However, the lifetime of a swimsuit model and B-list actress's career was five years, tops. Tara had her time in the spotlight. There were far worse forms of retirement than to be a trophy wife perched in a Manhattan penthouse.
“You must be Mr. Egan.” She paused for a moment. “My husband said he was expecting you.”
I didn't say a word. I watched as she turned. The past decade had been kind to her, but I didn't have the same designs in mind for this session. The chance to play out a fantasy you hadn't thought about in years brought a smirk to my face.
I pass through the entryway and into the living room. Morgan Jefferies mixed himself a martini and I noticed the nearly empty bottle of gin. For his sake I hoped he had another on hand.
Tara leaned against the bar. Any living room with such a convenient alcohol storage system had to see some heavy use. She didn't seem to have any interest in partaking herself.
“So Bryce, how does this lesson work?” Morgan had no idea, but not everything needs an explanation ahead of time. I was here to do a job, but it was one that I would have gladly done for free. I'm simply not that nice.
“Mr. Jefferies,” I stared at him with intensity, “top off your drink and take a seat at the bar.”
Tara looked on. That little dress kept her thighs on proud display. I don't know how many times I had imagined myself between them. Now it was simply inevitable.
Morgan did exactly as he was told, and it was probably a good thing for him. Every little sign of resistance from the husband always resulted in more humiliation. I decided to make this a pleasure visit instead of the usual demeaning experience for the poor bastard.
I looked over at his wife. There was no hiding the grace and elegance Mrs. Fontaine possessed. It was only a shame she had no talent beyond reading stiff lines from a script and being a hot piece of ass on camera. But such is being a minor celebrity. Even those with phenomenal gifts have to do more than just phone it in.
“Tara,” she looked at me like a child just learning what the alphabet was, “I want you to come with me.”
It was like she didn't understand. Her shoulders tensed and that expression of warm greeting faded from her face. I could tell she knew something was out of the ordinary, but the images flashing in my mind had to be far beyond what she was imagining. It was during the peak of her career that I had realized dominance suited me suited me like stripes on a tiger, all thanks to a sudden desire to manhandle Tara as I thrust myself inside her..
“Do you know why I recognized you?”
She looked tired all of a sudden. I'm sure I wasn't the first to know her name without having met her. “Was it the swimsuit calendar or was it because you saw Zombie Beach?”
It'd been both. “That's not important. I want you to listen closely.”
“To what exactly?”
That's when I knew I had her. “Do exactly as I say, and give in to the slightest bit of want. You don't have any choice in the matter so you may as well enjoy it.”
Despite the anger leaving her eyes the rest of her face became expressive and curious. It's when they verbally agreed that I knew I still had work to do in gaining their compliance. The fact that Tara's will gave in so easily had a significance I would not realize until later.
“Very good.” That's like bit of evil began gnawing at the rest of my brain. “Do you remember a swimsuit you once more during a photo shoot in Acapulco?”
Tara nodded. “It's in my closet.”
“You give men pleasure. That's how you gained fame for a short time. I'm going to teach you how to regain that talent.”
She stared waiting for my next command. I detected a hint of excitement at the prospect. It seems the life of a trophy wife was not how she wanted to disappear from the rest of the world. Luckily for her husband, it was my job to make sure she only desired one man's admiration.
“I want you to look exactly as you did on that beach.” It was exactly as I imagined her in my dark fantasy. “Prove to your husband exactly why so many men desired you. Make him feel exactly as lucky as he is.”
Tara left for their bedroom. Morgan stared at me, ignorant of the fact that he would not be the beneficiary of my commands until I had left. “That's amazing. If I had tried that myself I would be on the phone with my attorney to pull up the prenup within the hour.”
I wasn't in a generous mood. “You have no idea what this training really entails do you?”
“What do you mean?”
“I don't just make wives compliant. There is more to satisfying your husband than simply following orders.”
Morgan's eyes got wide. “What are you talking about?”
“I'm sure you wanted Tara only because you like the idea of taking someone everyone else wanted and claiming her for yourself. Is that a fair assessment?”
“You don't mean–,” his voice trailed off like he knew, “That's not necessary.”
I stepped over to the bar and grabbed myself a shot glass. Taking the shapely bottle of some imported vodka, I unscrewed the cap and poured myself a drink. I held the glass up to my face and stared at Morgan. “If I see something I want, I take it. I'm sure a man like you will understand.”
The shock of the sudden realization burst onto his face. “I thought I hired you to teach my wife,” he shook his head, “not to have your way with her.”
“If that were all I was after I would have to charge far more. Think of it as a discount, or even a trade.”
“Whatever you want, I'll have the extra money in your account by morning.”
“Don't get me wrong. It's not because I don't like you.”
“Then why?”
I grinned and then downed my shot. I slammed the glass on the table and stared Morgan right in the eyes. “Men like you to learn need to learn humility. The husband always value their wives more after they see they aren't necessary.”
Morgan tried to let out a little indignant sigh. It was always a cute display, but I have no sympathy for that kind of impotent gesture. Knowing that I was breaking their spirits, piece by piece until there was nothing left, was the true joy of this job.
“Now sit there and be a good boy. She should be back out any moment.”
As if on cue, I heard the door to their bedroom open. Tara stood there exactly as I remembered her. The crimson of her lips, the way the curls of her ponytail lied on her shoulder, and the bikini that barely hid everything the imagination filled in put me back in that fantasy.
Had it been ten years ago I would've only been able to gawk. Now that I knew I could take her as I wanted, my mindset took on the domineering role that I had imagined myself in. I looked back at her husband and said, “It's not every day that you get to without the kind of sick fantasy you would come up with a looking at such a woman.”
Morgan groaned as Tara walked towards me in those heels. They were just as strappy and revealing as her swimsuit. I let her come all the way to the bar.
I took one final, pleasing look at her and then said, “I want you on the countertop, posing like your husband is the camera.”
Tara complied like it was her life's mission. Every curve was popped in such a way as to amplify her already amazing gifts. I could almost hear Morgan's heart sink into his ass as he watched the woman he had claimed for himself obey me like I was her God and Master.
And so I had her right where I'd always imagined her. The dark crease where her million-dollar ass connected was before me as her husband stared on in fear of loss and anger at what he had brought on himself. The posed sex appeal combined with her movement. I slipped my fingers one of the straps that left the side of her hips exposed. I gave it a quick tug finally seeing what my mind had always made up.
I heard Tara giggle as she lifted her waist. “It seems like she wants to go farther.”
The skin on Morgan's throat tensed. His wife didn't seem to have any complaints as she gave me assistance in taking the bikini bottom away. I put my hand under the other side and slid it down her thighs. The number of men lucky enough to see her bare ass had just grown by one. I felt it a shame that Tara had never taken that last, desperate step of turning to porn.
I tossed away that bikini bottom and undid the clasp on her top. “It's almost like this is an unfulfilled fantasy for her.” I gave her husband an evil eye. “Let's see what else she wants to do. It's too bad for you that she hasn't laid a finger on you yet.”
Tara turned onto her back. I moved to the end of the bar and grabbed hold those supple thighs. Scooting her toward me, I noticed there was no trace of hair between those legs. Suddenly, Mr. Jefferies' bar seemed like an all-you-can-eat buffet. His wife of course, being the main dish.
I didn't hesitate. As soon as my tongue got between those lips I felt her back arch. I can only imagine the glorious sight her husband must have beheld as she began to moan. Every flick of my tongue and suck on her clit had to be driving him insane.
It didn't take long. I already knew for a fact that pleasing the camera was Tara's mission in life. It wasn't just my command that made it this way.
I started licking harder as her voice got louder. Her fingers gripped around the end of the bar, pulling her harder against my face. The desire in her movements made it all clear. It was as if she had lost her cause in life, but suddenly it was back. Her body was determined to seize this little bit of fame, if only in front of her husband and a total stranger.
Then her voice erupted into screams and whimpers. As I felt the wiggle in her torso, I knew I had Tara back in her past. That's exactly when I knew she was mine to play with as I saw fit.
One more push against that pulsing slit got her screaming. I felt the tremble of her thighs against my ears and the tension in her hold on the bar top. Just a little more.
I slipped one finger in, feeling the lush wetness that barely stayed inside Tara's oft-fantasized-about muff. Her walls closed around it as I felt the contractions. I broke my face away and slipped myself out.
Her climax burst forth like a geyser, keeping at its peak long enough for me to catch the anguish on Morgan's face. Her legs came up, her toes curling into themselves, and I knew I had even better treats to come.
I gave Tara a moment. Mr. Jefferies watched as the Mrs. quivered on top of the S.S. Liver Ripper. I took the time to remove my blazer, letting it fall wherever it may. He finally noticed my partial state of undress as his face shone with hatred incarnate.
Tara didn't seem to have the same response. I presented an open hand to her as she leaned up. She took it willingly as I pulled her back onto the floor. Her husband wasn't stopping me, no matter how pathetically angry he tried to look.
“How would you rate your wife's skills in bed?”
Morgan was having none of it. “Eat shit!”
That's when it stopped being a teaching experience in terms of skills. I wanted him to see how much desire my kind of control could force out of a woman. Especially when I can use her deepest wishes to pull a need for sex right out of her.
I caressed Tara's cheek and tilted my head. “You know you were famous because men wanted to sleep with you, don't you?”
Her lips closed around my thumb, not by my suggestion. She nodded her head up and down, the sexual appetite now burning in those aquamarine eyes. Sometimes, it really was that easy.
But now I had my own desires to take care of. I looked past Tara's eyes, into her very being. “Grab that bikini bottom. Now.”
She did exactly as I commanded, bending down as she spit my thumb out of her mouth. It was time to give my old daydream some life. It may sound strange, but my favorite part of her body had always been that slender, graceful neck. Controlling her by that and her ponytail from that shoot had coaxed many boners out of me.
I didn't bother issuing another order. I simply spun Tara around and walked her around the bar. I snatched that bottom from her hand and forced her face into her husband's lap.
“Having fun yet?”
Tara answered, “We can have some more.” I admired her willingness to please an audience.
That's when I wrapped the lower piece of that swimsuit around her neck and tangled the straps in my fingers. I used my free hand to undo my belt and drop my slacks. I didn't even bother taking care of my silk boxers. Her aroma soaking through them would just be a pleasant souvenir.
My cock was ready, finally getting the chance to get wet as that wish for control over Tara Fontaine returned in the flesh. My tip pressed against her eager hole, nudging forward until I felt that flush of wetness invite me in.
I took hold of her ponytail and pulled on both the straps and her hair. As soon as I knew her neck would bend no further, I rammed myself inside. The whimper of her voice bouncing against the ceiling was even hotter than I had fantasized about. In fact, that pussy had even more charm than my mind could conjure.
That perfect mix of tightness and texture satisfied me like no other woman had before. Like the first blowjob I had ever gotten or my first taste of truly expensive Scotch, sometimes reality just beats fantasy. I let the glory of my presence several inches inside Tara soak in, knowing an experience like this was far beyond the realm of just about anyone.
But who was I to lose myself like that? My talents had made such feats possible, and there were always more opportunities to violate the trophy wives of Wall Street's elite. I pulled back and thrust again, my knuckles white as I held my grip.
Tara's charm only grew as I felt the motion of her hips. She wanted more, and I knew it was only a cry for attention. My dick slammed into her body a third time as she planted her hands in Morgan's lap. I had her standing on her toes, trying to raise herself to draw me even further inside.
Meanwhile, Morgan's humiliation grew. I shot him an evil look again with another hard jolt into his wife. “You're a lucky man, Mr. Jefferies. You realize she'll be like this from now on, right?”
I knew the look on my face had to be one of satisfaction. I started giving exaggerated surges back and forth into his wife. As far back as I would pull, I never made it all the way back out, but I made damn sure to I thrust myself to the limits of what Tara could handle.
My hand slipped under her waist and then I lifted her feet from the ground. With all of Tara's weight balanced between myself and Morgan, she was left free to scream straight into his lap. I felt her thighs tighten around me as I started hitting exactly the right spot.
I felt that as soon as her husband started holding her hands, he was near his breaking point. It only pushed me even further. Honestly, I wanted to break both of their spirits. One a complete attention whore, the other an insecure bastard.
I wrapped my arms firmly around Tara and dug myself in as deeply as possible. Rooted all the way to the hilt, I stopped thrusting and gave her the full benefit of my length. It was almost like an expedition, hitting every surface with every inch of myself.
That's when Tara lost it. I knew it wouldn't take much more, but the intensity of her wailing was shocking. The bikini bottom had fallen to the floor, but that was the least of my concerns of the moment. I wanted to completely destroy her husband's ego and prove to him that he was out of his league.
A bawling mess of a woman is a hell of a sight to behold. Especially you're balls deep inside her. She struggled to maintain sanity enough to scream, “Oh my god!” After another frantic set of whimperings, she belted out, “That's it!”
I knew it had to be driving Morgan insane as well. I'm sure the ramped up intensity was showing in my face. It was like watching a man's ego die the most horrid death possible.
I lived in Tara's slit a little bit more and braced myself for that last little bit of effort. I know I had a hint of sadism in my actions, and I couldn't tell which one of them was losing their mind the fastest.
That final surge put Tara past her limit. The sudden quake in her torso was practically seismic. As her squeals trailed off into that orgasmic set of gasps and pants, I summoned what little strength I still had in reserve in my biceps and shot myself deep.
I felt the rhythmic pulsing of her channel and the hard lock of her body. It was exactly what I had dreamt up so many years ago. The bonus was the sheer humiliation and degradation of her husband as he sat there watching and holding her hands.
Kindness had never been one of my personality traits. I didn't let Tara finish riding out the tail end of that climax. I immediately pulled out, despite her body's attempt to lock me inside.
With all the mercy of a cat playing with a mouse, I wrapped her ponytail around my hand and pulled her back onto her feet. Her legs were still shaking, her body unstable. Tara was near collapsing as I forced her to turn around and face me.
The full glow of her orgasm was all over her face. I knew she probably had little sense of what was going on. I still held on to her hair as I marched her around the other side of the bar.
That's when I started paying more attention to Mr. Jefferies. “Stand up and watch.”
“What are you gonna do to her?”
The corner of my mouth lifted. I shot him a wink and said, “Exactly what you'll be able to do to your wife from now on. As far as she knows, this is the closest thing to being famous again that she can get.”
“What did you do? Take away everything she's become?”
“Think of it as a reset button.” Tara went along with me as Morgan stood. I never broke eye contact with him and continued, “There was a time when she was every man's ideal. I simply brought that Tara back.”
It almost felt evil, corrupting his wife in a way that perfectly matched my first true fantasy of domination. But it only made me want to claim her as my own. Unfortunately, I'm a man of my word. Morgan Jefferies had paid me for services I was more than willing to provide. His wife, still as tight and seductive as she was in her prime, was not part of my compensation.
But I still had Tara to to do with her as I saw fit until I couldn't take anymore. Shoving her ass up on the bar, I parted her legs and looked at her husband. “Would you hate me if I said I'm living out a fantasy I had a decade ago?”
Morgan's brow sank. “Absolutely.”
It was exactly what I wanted to hear. Just another layer that my imagination couldn't have come up with. That's when I looked down and saw Tara's wet desire just waiting for me. A crowd-pleaser through and through.
Another little evil thought snuck into my head. “You wouldn't happen to be trying for any children right now, would you?”
Every bit of color left his face. Morgan couldn't say a word. That's when I eased myself back inside Tara, knowing exactly what his deepest fear truly was.
That's when I knew exactly how depraved I can be. The mere thought of claiming one of my client's territory like that hadn't occurred to me before. But now it only felt right.
I gave Tara at first hard thrust as her head bobbed from the force of my intrusion. She looked so fucking happy. I realized that at her peak of fame she would have done anything, just to stay relevant.
Whatever change she had gone through to lose that desire for admiration was now gone. And I was the sole beneficiary of that burning need she felt. Unfortunately for her husband, I was just cruel enough to hope my new fantasy would happen. But I wouldn't know until I read one of the social papers in another nine months.
Morgan began to lose himself to fear. I knew my control over him was breaking as Tara's voice filled the room again. I shot him a dark look, and said, “You have to watch.”
I plowed into that hairless, burning slit with renewed vigor. Even though my muscles were aching and wanting to give out, my darkest wants were making it a display of mind over matter. Tara had no complaints, keeping her mouth open just to draw in enough breath to scream each time I intruded even deeper into her pussy.
Exactly how I had enough sense to know the problems this might cause in the future is beyond me. But I knew my client base would dry up overnight if I got what I wanted, and Tara's husband remembered what I'd done.
I paused long enough to say, “Neither of you will remember any of this after I've left. But Mr. Jefferies, you will remember to wire the money we agreed to my account by midnight.”
Tara's desire was only growing. I knew that we wanted the same thing. The fact that her husband was forced to watch the show seemed to make it that much sweeter for her.
I felt that increased wetness inside of her. Just looking at that incredible body that so many men wanted, watching it react to my cock filling it to the brim, had me to the point of utmost nirvana. I tried to savor the moment, knowing that this was the sort of scene that would play out in my mind for the rest of my life.
I gritted my teeth and gripped hard on her body. I pushed Tara's legs up onto my shoulders, feeling the shift inside her body. The full traction I was getting with each draw and plunge had set her mind ablaze.
Exactly where this would stop, I had no idea. And honestly, I really didn't give a damn. The feeling of having my way with a woman I truly would've killed for, in the most complete way imaginable, made my shaft throb with anticipation.
When Tara's voice finally began to crack, I knew it was the home stretch. I summoned strength I never knew I had. Keeping her legs pointed toward the ceiling with my arms, I grabbed onto her breasts, feeling the luxurious cushion of each mound.
Knowing that this was exactly what I wanted, my body went into overdrive. I heard the loud popping of my body against the former starlet's. The room started to go fuzzy as every fiber of my being wanted this even more.
It was honestly the first time I had ever tried to do this. For some reason it just felt right. Not that Tara was complaining at all.
The high-pitched wailing that erupted from between those sumptuous lips was like hearing I had inherited all the world. Little did I know that the satisfaction would only be greater after the fact. But for the moment, I kept throwing myself into my former magazine crush's eager flesh.
I felt that hollow feeling in my sack and the surge of blood flow expanding my shaft to its fullest extent. The hard swell in my tip only made the sensation amplify to the point that I could stay silent no longer.
I remained faintly aware of Mr. Jefferies watching on in terror. But he was the least of my concerns. All I wanted in that moment was to make his wife a garden in which my legacy of power could be expressed.
With all the warning of a drive-by shooting, Tara's body hit its limit. I felt the pulsing draw in her walls, coaxing what she truly wanted. Had I thought about the possibility of what we were about to do before arriving, I would have laughed at myself. But now it was the only thing both my mind and body desired.
The final gush of internal wetness swirled against my skin as it experienced full traction inside Tara's fertile pussy. That was all it took as I felt the sudden rush inside my body. My abs tensed as my knees got weak.
Groaning and tilting my head back, the first jet of semen issued forth like a high-pressure hose on full blast. I felt Tara pushed herself against the top of the bar, coaxing me deeper, to receive the full benefit of my finale.
Her body quivered as mine exhausted itself with the second payload. The third made my body feel like wet clay. I lurched forward, collapsing my head and shoulders into her generous breasts.
With the last of my seed sputtering forth Tara lifted my chin. I opened my eyes and saw the pure gratitude in her face. Those lively and curious eyebrows that were the trademark of her face, rising in a warm expression, is a feeling from the core of my person I can never forget.



I'd finished cleaning myself up and dressing myself. The Italian marble in the powder room had streaks of white and pink that reminded me of the aftermath of Tara's final appearance between those sculpted thighs. I couldn't help grinning to myself as I straightened the collar of my shirt.
As soon as I opened the door I noticed that Tara and Morgan seemed to be carrying on the life of an investment banker and his trophy wife as usual. It was like I was an honored guest, as such people feel obligated to be gracious toward guests. I had always thought it a foolish invention among these people. But as the beneficiary, I gladly accepted their offer of a glass of Scotch before leaving.
By that point neither of them had any recollection of what had just happened. But the change in Tara's behavior was obvious. Rather than the caged bird she had become, every movement and inflection in her voice had a strong hint of the seductive.
Despite what I had done, I truly felt that Morgan Jefferies was now one of the most fortunate men in Manhattan. Even though his net worth was below that of the other powerbrokers in his league.



Exactly nine months and five days after, I was sitting in my study. Stasia, who I'm sure you remember from my last job, had gotten her visa renewed in order to take care of my place. Also to take care of me between visits with my clients.
I had almost forgotten about the time span between then and having my way with Mrs. Tara Fontaine Jefferies. But as I took the day's paper from Stasia, I had the sudden urge to check the social pages.
As I saw the names of Morgan and Tara Jeffries, it brought a broad smile to my face. The announcement of the birth of their daughter seared into my mind as another memory stemming from that day I can never forget.
I set the paper down and looked at the young Russian wondering why I suddenly looked so satisfied. She couldn't help asking, “It is good news?”
If only she knew.



BIMBO TRAINER 3
My next client was on his way. God, I hated tech millionaires. Old money and Wall Street players I can tolerate. But there's no strain of arrogance quite as strong as what you find in those Silicon Valley kids. Why he had moved to New York City, I can't figure out for the life of me.
This city has a habit of chewing up and spitting these guys out. Sheltered middle-class geniuses with no experience on the streets always have a hard time adapting. And if he hadn't experienced the true nature of The Big Apple yet, I wanted to make sure to give him the introductory lesson.
Somewhere, back in that instinctive part of my brain, I wanted to bare my teeth and give him a taste of what his move entailed. If that could be part of the lesson, this would be an easy job. I waited eagerly in my study, looking out the window for any vehicle that might pull in.
The wife, however, was definitely worth getting excited over. She had just stopped cheerleading for an NFL team in her mid-twenties. Her fool of a husband really believed she'd fit the role of a corporate wife. Her complete lack of refinement would leave her as out of place as a boat in the middle of the desert. Women like that were meant for the rich men of Omaha or Denver, not in the northeast among old money.
But who was I to judge people for loving wealth and beauty? Even with all the refinement that an elite education might provide, you still had to have something to offer other people. I was certain Sara had her charms.
Those were yet to be seen. I try not to judge the wives of the clients too much before meeting them. Sometimes even the most elegant women could prove as rough around the edges as a saw blade.



As I finished reading an article in that month's issue of The New Yorker, the flash of reflected light streaked across the ceiling. I looked out and saw an overcompensating Lamborghini glide up my driveway. For a couple still in their twenties, the Becks had plenty of money to waste.
Getting up from my chair, I looped my tie around my neck. I knotted a straight Windsor as I made my way down the stairs. It was going to take more than just a fancy car and a big breasted blonde to impress me.
I got to the front door and straightened my tie a final time. I always felt it necessary to overdress when I was fielding clients at home. There was nothing casual about my line of work.
Waiting for a knock, I had to wonder why the kid even moved to New York City. If he truly wanted to play in the big leagues, it was going to take more than good ideas. Brass balls and an iron stomach weren't enough either. You had to be calculating, ruthless, and even a bit of a sociopath to even try keeping up with the true power of the financial sector.
The sound of knuckles hitting the door was far too timid. I huffed the air out of my lungs and straightened myself up. Intimidating the little prick early was just part of the game. I took one step to the side and opened the door.
They matched about as well as sandals with a tailored suit. Not in terms of looks, but in the attitude with which they carried themselves. Sara was confident, even bold. But that husband of hers was a piece of work. I took his hand in greeting as I stared into him as hard as I could. He didn't say a word.
Jason Beck defied the physical stereotype I had in mind, but the goofy earpiece and that limp handshake told me what I needed to know. He was little more than the high school geek grown up, rich and compensating for his past by going after the cheerleaders he couldn't even approach before. In some people, even overcoming adversity is a sad act.
“Come in. As long as you're here, feel free to act like this is home.” The invitation didn't extend to sleeping in my bed for eating my food, but the formalities were expected. Not growing up rich myself, it took a bit to learn the finer points of graciousness in the presence of people who would gut you for a dollar.
Sara took the lead. I had to wonder about the bathing suit underneath that dress. The straps of red, white, and blue material on her shoulders didn't match the cream sundress she had on over it. “Jason said you were a modest man. Compared to all of his business partners here in New York, you're not as grandiose. It's a good change.” 
I prided myself in not overcompensating for my background. Having come from a cheerleading past, I'm sure Sara appreciated the presence of someone else who didn't attend any part of the Ivy League.
I ushered them into the living room. Even my furnishings kept some bit of sanity. Nothing in my house was antique, as I saw no point in valuing something just because of its age. I can tell by the approving smile on Jason's face that we at least had one thing in common.
We all took a seat, Jason and Sara next to each other on the couch. I took my place on the love seat and propped one foot on my knee. As I draped my arms around the back of my throne, I looked up at the ceiling and asked, “Are you here for business reasons, or is this a personal visit?”
Sara was rightfully confused, but Jason knew exactly what I meant. “It's a mix of both. I have my own desires, but I recognize the need for learning something myself.”
It was a unique answer, I'll give him that. “What do you mean?”
“I've heard rumors about what really happens during your lessons.” The sudden spark of life from the husband shocked me a little bit.
“Does she know?”
Sara's eyes drifted over to Jason. She began to speak, but was suddenly cut off as her husband answered, “I don't know if she would have agreed to come if she knew what we were really doing.”
“Then why are you here?”
Jason pinched the skin between his eyebrows and looked down. He paused for a moment before clasping his hands together and resting his arms on his knees. Still casting his eyes away from me, he said, “Because every one of your clients I've talked to has had nothing but good things to say.”
“Of course. I take pride in my work.”
He finally looked me in the eyes for the first time. “Would you consider letting me do the physical part, while you advise? I don't mind paying three or even five times the standard rate.”
“And why is that?”
“I'm a powerful man in my industry.”
That had nothing to do with the situation, but it was cute to hear him try. The right to be arrogant is something you have to earn. “And your field makes you different from my other clients how, exactly?”
Not getting his way had to be hard for the poor bastard. Jason slumped back in his seat and stuck his chin out what he was about to throw a tantrum. He was sufficiently disarmed for me to move on.
I stood and took a few steps toward them. Jason shrunk back as his wife perked up out of curiosity. I looked her directly in the eyes, beyond the surface, and grinned. “Relax. Your husband brought you here for a very specific purpose.”
Sara's expression suddenly looked as airheaded as you would assume from a former cheerleader. I wondered exactly how much of the blonde bimbo stereotype she matched as well. Sometimes you just wanted a little mindless fun. As much as I liked the refined elegance of a wife who came from old money, they could wear on you after a while.
She kept staring at me as I said, “You can't have any objections to what we're about to do. Do you understand?”
“Yes.”
I took that as license to slip the dress from her shoulders. Jason's balls finally came back. He jumped to his feet and did a pathetic job puffing up his chest.
“Sit the fuck down.” Jason did exactly as I commanded. I returned to the loveseat and leaned back.
Sara took the whole spectacle in stride and didn't even acknowledge her husband's little attempt at fighting back. And why would she? Sara had to know more about his likely inferiority complex than I could at that point.
I looked at her and had to wonder whether she was a real or bottle blonde. My bets were on the chemical route. So undignified. “Mrs. Beck, I need you to come here.”
Jason squirmed in his seat. I had never particularly been a bully, but I do enjoy knocking the self-important down a few pegs. That abrasive, blue LED on his earpiece flashed as his neck got tense.
I appraised her figure like a jeweler staring down a ring. Although Sara wasn't as toned as she probably was a few years ago, I never was really partial to a gym-bought body. It was just another way for some people to make up for some other weakness in their lives.
“Take off everything.”
Jason was beginning to settle in, knowing full well what was going to take place. I was surprised by the grace of her movements as the dress slid down her body and those breasts came into view.
I figured she was used to showing herself off. Hell, she had done it professionally for a few years before landing a twerp with a fortune. Sara pushed both thumbs under the waistband and revealed a thin little stripe of brunette. Bottle blonde after all.
“Now lie down on the table.” I kept that broad surface of mahogany clear of anything for a reason. It was perfect for giving the husband a front row seat for the show he had paid for, whether it was what he wanted to see or not.
Sara's bare back and ass pressed into the wooden slab. I thought it best to give Jason a lesson in what his wife truly wanted. Contrary to what most powerful men think, pleasing their partner is just as important as establishing dominance.
Getting down on my knees, I parted Sara's legs. She looked barely used down there, which I found surprising. But considering their year of marriage and the probable disappointment she had in Jason's performance, I shouldn't have been so shocked.
I let my tongue flitter along her slit. Parting those folds, I let my hands work on removing the tie I had just put a minor effort into putting on. By the time I got to work on her clit, I was undoing each button on my shirt, one by one.
The best results often come from a practiced hand, or mouth. I had Sara moaning and whimpering within seconds. The trick was always keeping up the same motion and rhythm until her reaction evened out. That's when you change it up a bit.
Sara's appreciation of my efforts reached my ears like a chorus of angels. The way she slowly worked her feet against my back drove me up a wall. I had seen it all, but the girl was too fucking seductive to need my lessons.
My index finger slid into her entrance as I let the other hand work on the rest of my clothing. I nibbled lightly on the hood around Sara's pearl, prompting a short little giggle out of her. The feeling of those thighs caressing the sides of my face had to be deliberate.
And what of her husband? I felt a bit confused about why he had brought her here. For a woman to get me that rock-hard, without even touching my dick, was a feat.
The slow rise in her voice required a bit of teasing. Some women surprise you with a climax out of nowhere, but Sara demanded effort on my part. It was a great change of pace, challenging my technique just enough to keep me from getting complacent.
But it snuck up on me, violently emerging without warning out of that crescendo of pants and gasps. I heard the crash of Sara's elbows against the table as she braced herself. Just a bit more, and she would be like putty 
I slipped a second finger inside as Sara quivered against the solid mahogany. Her fingers curled up in my hair, pulling me harder into her valley. I gave her the tongue lashing of a lifetime in response. She was the sort of girl who needed to learn that aggression has its rewards, especially when your partner was as primed and ready as I was.
Sara's entire body rippled with energy as she let out that final cry. I kept going, feeling the hard tremor of overload shake her like a plucked guitar string. She finally jerked away and crashed her hands into her breasts, feeling the overwhelming jolt of too much of a good thing.
I looked at Jason and asked, “Exactly why did you bring her to me?”
He didn't have the tortured look I was used to from a husband. “That is exactly how I want her to act, all the time.”
That's the problem with tech industry folks. They believe themselves superior, but when they have a problem, don't you dare suggest they change something about themselves. “Does she ever get that excited for you?”
He paused for a second and leaned back. “I'm willing to learn.”
For a button-pusher, he was full of surprises. I couldn't resist thinking better of him for that. “Interesting.”
“Why's that?”
Sara was still gasping at the far end of the table, her pussy now a good two feet away from me. Jason looked at his perfect, young wife as I answered, “You act like you know what's going to happen, you look nervous, and then suddenly you seem fine with it.”
“Every experience can teach you something.”
I had never gotten that reaction from a husband before. To say the least, Jason Beck had caught me off guard. I decided that actually training his wife, the purpose my clients assumed was my only goal, might be interesting indeed.
Standing and offering my hand to Sara, let her slide back to my end of the table. I pulled her up to her feet and gave her a quick peck on the lips. She pushed her body into mine and fiddled with my pants. They dropped like a lead parachute.
I kicked every other article of clothing off of me and sat down on the loveseat. My cock stood ready and erect. Sara looked down and turned her body. Even from behind, the shape of her was like an ideal figure, formulated in a lab based on pure desire.
Giving that ass a quick swat, I kept admiring the scenery as she asked her husband, “Can I?”
Jason stayed silent. I picked up the slack in the conversation, knowing I still had control over her actions to some extent. “Show him what you've got.”
Sara lowered herself into my lap. I couldn't resist caressing those thighs and cheeks, loving every bit of that heavenly texture. Firm, yet soft, and smooth as chrome fresh from the cooling racks.
Jason coughed and leaned forward. I couldn't tell if he was studying or reeling from jealousy. I decided to let Sara take control. The heat from her pussy was already cooking my lap.
I let him take one final look at his wife before she settled on my cock. I felt her entrance consume the tip, taking me into those warm, wet confines. I knew Jason fidgeted at the sight of it, even without seeing him.
But if the point was not to teach Sara to be a demon in the sack, what was my purpose? In all honesty I just wanted to teach the little fool a little humility. Judging by the tense silence, it was a lesson he already knew. He had just forgotten.
Inside Sara, every bit of texture felt like a gift, perfectly made to drive a man wild with sensory overload. Her voice whimpered through my living room. She was a perfect student, taking to her study with enthusiasm. Assuming I didn't have a more subtle lesson to educate her in.
I felt her take a harder line on the movement. Her fingernails dug into my knees as Sara bent her head back. The cascade of curly blonde grazed against my chest. She knew exactly what it did to me.
Sara rocked herself back to take every inch of me inside. Her performance was beyond satisfactory, with those hips bobbing and weaving like my cock was a stripper pole. I put my hands on her waist and nudged her a bit to exaggerate those movements.
She took my suggestion in stride. Within seconds I had her rolling in place and stretching her hole in every direction. The silky texture of her flesh coursed along my skin with increased intensity after every single move.
Jason sighed, his wife blocking my view of his face. It wasn't hard to imagine the usual tension. The suckers always want their wives most when another man is having his complete way with her.
Sara leaned forward and gave me a swirl. Her voice was even sweeter with a hard cock planted inside her. “Do you like watching, baby?”
Not a peep out of him. And just as well. I was used to jealous cussing.
“He's bigger. You know that, right?”
I took hold of those breasts with both hands. Not a bit of sag in them. Perfect for bouncing with that young, perky energy, despite their size.
Sara turned her head and looked at me over her shoulder. “He's so fucking little and sad looking.” She gave a hard jolt of her waist, driving my eyes back in their sockets. “Can he join? I feel sorry for him.”
I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her back. Her question didn't deserve an answer. I raised my knees I held her tight and began thrusting from below. Sara pushed one hand down to her clit and started rubbing like it was a magic lamp.
The hot flesh coursed along my shaft. I had her screaming within seconds, every muscle in her legs pushing her feet hard against my thighs. Each shout and whimper echoed through the room in rhythm with the bounce of her hair.
The buildup finally snapped in a fit of sudden tightness. Sara's walls grabbed at my cock, trying desperately to pull me deeper and trap me there. I was having no part of it, ramming myself balls-deep into her body as fast as I could.
The quiver in her shoulders announced that prolonged, ear-ringing yelp. After that, her throat locked and her teeth clenched. She felt like a rubber band getting drawn into more and more tension each second.
As soon as her fingers slipped off of her pearl, I knew exactly how far things had gotten. Slipping myself out of her slit, I pulled her tight. Her entire body rumbled against me, struggling against my hold.
I discard the spent little minx to the side. She fell into the other side of the loveseat, her head resting against the thick arm cushion. I looked to Sara's husband as I caught my breath.
The totality of Jason's insecurity was coming to light. I wanted him to suffer and see it for exactly what it was. Sara didn't seem to mind, knowing that what she had to offer as far beyond his ability to appreciate it.
I stood and gave him a sharp gaze. “Is she everything you imagined?” I tilted my head to let the question sink in. That's when Jason's true nature came out.
“I'm not the one who needs to be humiliated.”
My head cocked a bit more. “That's a new one to me.”
“My wife. She needs to learn some humility.”
I looked back at Sara. Her body had settled enough that her eyes were open again. “Did you hear that? He thinks you need to be degraded.”
She smiled a little. The blonde toy I had borrowed lifted herself up and asked, “You think he likes trying to act strong?”
Sara knew exactly what her husband was inside. And so did I. Overcompensating only brought a person's true nature out into the light.
I pushed her against the backrest of the loveseat, pinning those narrow shoulders into the upholstery. “You're an evil little thing.”
She grinned and spread those legs wide in a way only a former cheerleader could. “Just fuck me until he breaks.”
“You hear that, Jason?”
“I heard.”
No matter how brave of a front he put up, even the grandest paper fortress burns. “I know why you married this woman.”
I felt his stare from behind. The husbands always got quiet when they knew you had them figured out. Broker, politician, or nerd with a golden ticket.
Sara pouted her lips and pushed herself a bit closer to me. “Everything you couldn't have before, you feel like you deserve. It's pitiful.”
“Blow me.”
“Struck a nerve, didn't I?”
Sara nodded and giggled. But I wasn't letting her get away without a lesson of her own. That false sense of superiority she held would bite her tight ass soon enough.
I felt like clearing my throat, but resisted. The extra hoarseness carried my intention even more clearly. “Sit back and watch the story of your life.”
“You don't know the first fucking thing about me.”
“And you're not as unique and special as you think you are. You're just another weakling who scrambled his way to the top.”
“Why would you hold that against me?”
I turned and looked at Jason. “I don't, but if you let your balloon gets too inflated, it only pops louder.”
Jason squinted his eyes and slapped his hands into his thighs. “You don't know what it's like to be better than everyone else when they can't see it.”
I never went that far into narcissism. “Every nut who thinks he's Napoleon thinks the exact same thing.” I turned back to Sara, running my fingers along that soaked channel.
He didn't speak another word. I gave his wife the light touch. But unlike Jason, I knew to carry it with confidence and authority.
With the destruction of his ego, I was ready to teach the final part of the lesson. While I enjoyed humiliating him in the comfort of my own home, I still had my end of the deal the hold up. I looked at Sara and said, “You may have a few things to learn yourself.”
“What you mean by that?” She thought just as highly of herself as her husband had moments ago.
“Don't question it. How far are you willing to go to give Jason what he wants?”
The lift in one eyebrow filled in the blank. I knew Sara didn't care much for Jason. Just another rich dick to ride until the money runs out. She probably saw him as the first of many, at least until her body gave out.
My cock teased at her entrance. I slid the head between both lips, watching them part and collapse back in as the head disappeared between those folds. “I hate to say it,” I stared deep into her eyes, “but he deserves your complete devotion.”
I didn't truly believe it, but my first loyalty is to my bank account. Sara hadn't given me a reason to pull any shenanigans like Tara Fontaine had. She was a job to complete, a mind to train.
I made her acknowledge it. The pink slit between her legs parted as I thrust deep. I looked over my shoulder and saw what looked like satisfaction on Jason's face. Both of them had some illusion of personal infallibility. I was more than happy to bridge the gap for that unhappy couple, Jason getting exactly what he wanted, Sara being reprogrammed with new wants.
Drawing up every bit of energy and strength I had, I pounded hard into Sara's body. Her entire frame rocked with each shove of my cock. Those breasts swayed in place as if to a phantom beat.
I noticed that she seemed to be liking it too much. Pulling myself out of her, I grabbed onto her shoulders and forced her onto her side. I pulled her up and guided her back to the table. I had her breasts pressed hard against the surface within seconds.
I gave my dick a spit polish and asked her, “Where do you want me to come?”
“On my back.”
It was a final lesson I was more than happy to give. Sara was used to getting what she wanted at all times. But that was about to change.
The absolute wetness of her pussy made reentry as frictionless as slipping on ice. Sara whimpered when I plugged her deep, parting her channel with a hard intrusion. Her fingers grasped wildly behind her as I took both wrists in one hand.
Fucking her like a disposable toy, I ripped my body into her as punishment. My intentions weren't exactly clear, but the tone of her screams made it clear. She knew I had a purpose in it.
I gave her a hard jerk back. Her body streaked against the surface of the table until her knees were on the floor. I mounted with my feet planted beside her thighs..
The full motion had me nearly out, then buried to the hilt with each thrust. Sara's arms failed to break free. It was like she knew she was about to lose a major part of herself. But I didn't give half a damn.
I lied down with my chest pressed against her back. The change in angle altered the pitch of her screams a few octaves higher. I would grant her that wish of a final climax, but it would have a price she never agreed to.
Driving any concern for her request about where I was supposed to deliver my load, I started thrusting harder, faster, deeper. Taking a fistful of hair, I jerked her head to the side and whispered into her ear, “He's enjoying this.”
Jason was grinning ear to ear. Seeing his wife punished for being what she had always been had to be his deepest wish. I knew guys like him, and they all had issues to work out. But this cheerleader would be his slave, not just another snotty bitch who wouldn't give him the time of day.
“You'll always be,” I gave her the hardest push I could and rested deep, “his fuck toy. You understand me?”
I drove in again. Sara answered with a hard yelp. I felt my own body ready to explode.
“That ambition you had,” she was on the verge of a catastrophic orgasm, “was so fucking hollow, you aren't worth respecting.”
My tip swelled and the skin drew tight. I pulled on Sara's hair even harder. I felt the balls of her feet against the back of my leg, shaking as her body went into convulsions.
“Take it, and serve the fuck out of him.” I forced myself to slide between those closing walls. “Be more than a pretty, but useless cunt.”
Sara let out a final whimper of resistance. It was all I needed to go over the edge. I felt the rush through my shaft, then the emptiness.
I dug my chin into her shoulder and cleared my sack again and again. Her breathing became a pant, the heat of her body steaming up the room. Just the raw energy of her body and mind giving way to my commands was such a powerful feeling. I knew there would be no return for her.
Pulling out, I gave Sara's ass a quick swat. Jason was on the edge of his seat, looking as satisfied as a man could. I stepped back and waited for his wife to react. She lied there for a moment, defeated and used.
Sara finally rolled onto her back. The creamy white fluid seeped from between those lips. The look of utter disbelief on her face nearly had me laughing.
I got to finding my clothes. By the time my belt was back on, Sara was still dipping a finger inside, letting my liquid mark of dominance drip onto my floor. I couldn't resist looking to Jason and stating the obvious.
“She knows that's her ultimate purpose now. Just another fuck doll.” I bent over and caressed her jawline. “And you know you fucking love it.”



I followed Jason to the door. Sara was already sulking in the passenger seat of that Lamborghini. Jason had one hell of a job of comforting her when they got home, and you and I know exactly what that means.
Jason seemed to as well. There was a sense of victory in his step.
He turned before leaving. “You should think about relocating to Silicon Valley. I've got lots of friends and colleagues who could use your,” he paused and looked a bit shifty, “services.”
I looked Jason in the eyes and offered my hand. “If the client pool ever dries up here, I might think about it.” His fingers closed around the back of my hand. I gripped hard, wanting to show him the value of a firm handshake.
Jason took a breath and nodded his head. It seemed my lesson of humble confidence had soaked through. In the end, I couldn't help liking the guy.
Halfway to the driveway, he turned and smiled at me. I wasn't expecting to learn something myself. “You know, Mr. Egan, there's nothing wrong with delegating the tasks you can't do yourself.”
It seemed there wasn't. I had broken his wife in, both in mind and body. Meanwhile, I pondered the true nature of my role. To say the least, it made quite a shift in my perspective going forward.



BIMBO TRAINER 4
It was an unorthodox request, to say the least. I stared at the envelope and fingered the gold leaf around the edges. Why someone bothered to stuff a scrawled, handwritten letter into something like that is beyond me.
A British member of Parliament and 'hopeful for Prime Minister' wanted me to train his mistress. The attempt at anonymity was half-assed, even if I'm being generous with the description. I had a suspicions as to who it was, but what the hell? There's work to be done and money to be made.
That's how I found myself in that hotel room, waiting for Emma to arrive. If it wasn't the comfort of my own home, I was used to working in much better accommodations provided by my clients. But I knew the value of discretion, especially when such a figure has so much at stake.
I stared at the framed canvas above the store-brand television, probably a cheap auction piece by some art student. The mid-level suites at least tried to have some kind of culture. Unlike my client base, the people who usually occupied such rooms couldn't really tell a difference.
The mechanical snap of the card lock broke my concentration on the random smattering of hobby store paint. I looked over and saw how nervous she was in that tiny skirt. It had to be Emma, the chicken scratch on that piece of paper said she would be the only other person with the key to this room.
The poor thing had no idea what was about to happen. Jobs like this are the only thing I don't like about my line of work. Having the wool pulled over my eyes and reshaping the mind of a girl who probably hadn't harmed anybody was not why I got into this business.
But alas, I am a man of my word. “Your boss is an irritating man.”
Emma brushed hair from her face with one hand, and then adjusted the hem of her black blouse with the other. I felt like any sudden movement would send her running. “Are you Mr. Egan?”
“Yes. And I assume you are Emma Robbins. Please tell me I got that right, at least.”
A slight blush came over her cheeks. Those my clients referred to as 'the help' usually appreciated a bit of stupid humor. And unlike the people who wrote me checks, I still regarded them as human. I could tell this one would require delicate handling.
Emma didn't bother saying a word. I stood up from the foot of the bed and took a few steps in her direction. She stopped, the few feet of the kitchenette between us. I knew this wasn't right. Despite how pleasant my work might be, I still reserve the right to refuse any job I don't feel comfortable with.
“You can help me, right?” That British accent only made her seem that much more out of place.
What fresh hell is this? Why was the student asking me for help? “I don't understand. I thought your boss wanted–”
“I don't think you understand. I'm the one who hired you.”
It was definitely a first. “You understand what I do, correct?”
“Yes.” Emma kept up that nervousness as she stepped forward. “I don't know if I'm losing my mind or not, but I need your services.”
Well bugger me. “Prove it.”
Emma pulled the money envelope from her purse. “Ten thousand dollars, American. Do we have a deal?”
“Why?”
“That's not really any of your concern, now is it?”
Sometimes I really had to wonder why people bother being so secretive with me. But I forget how easily I can control people. “Listen carefully.”
Emma's head cocked as she took another step. “What for?”
“Stop.”
And just like that, Emma stood in front of me, the top of her head barely coming up to my chin. I took a breath and looked up at the ceiling. Shitty texture work up there. This place really was a middle-class dump.
I stared into Emma's eyes and asked, “Exactly why the fuck are you here?”
“Because, it was my idea.”
Now it was getting interesting. “Is that your money?”
“Yes.”
“You're up to something,” and this is the best part about working for yourself, “but I really don't have to care.”
“Will you take the money or not?”
I snatched the fold of bills from her hand. “I consider myself hired. Everyone needs a little entertainment and mystery.”
She actually was cute in that desperate sort of way. I'm talking emotionally, not physically. Getting paid to fuck a little British chick, even if I didn't know the reason, would at least make sure I didn't waste my afternoon. As for any ulterior motives she might've had, I really didn't give a shit.
The hope in her eyes made me pause for a second. It wasn't the dead look of someone forced into this position. Emma had to know exactly what my lessons would do to her.
I turned back toward the bed and started walking away. “So who's the lucky bastard you're trying to seduce?”
“If you want to know that badly, I can just take my money back and leave.”
Determined. Feisty, even. And here I thought English women were bland as the music from over there.
“That's fine. You know that I could make you reveal what your real purposes are, right?”
Emma smiled. It damn near gave me a heart attack. “So I've heard.”
“Who the hell are you?”
“A client, and that's all you need to know.”
I knew taking Emma at face value would be as dangerous as wearing a steak around my neck in a lion enclosure. “Take a seat on the bed.”
“Why?”
The secrets behind those blue eyes had my interest, far more than my own safety should have allowed. I stared hard into them and answered, “Because you're taking orders from me. That's how this works.”
Emma nodded her head. “Right then.”
I had always enjoyed playing with fire. Taking my steps right behind her, I let Emma assume her position as I towered even higher above her petite body. I lifted her chin with two fingers and asked, “What's your game?”
“He's a monster and a hypocrite. I intend on bringing him down.”
“Who is he?”
She had a gift for resistance. “I've been told not to say.”
“And I just told you to.” I lowered my brows and focused on the inky black of her pupils. “Who are you trying to seduce?”
“James Baird.”
I knew that name. He was a rising star in the more conservative wings of the Parliament, one of those rare 'family values' politicians across the pond. An affair coming to light would burn his ambitions of being Prime Minister to the ground.
“Why would you sacrifice yourself to bring Mr. Baird down?” I hated his brand of politics, but I had no personal grudge against the man. Attaching my services to his downfall wouldn't be good for business if word of my involvement got out. “And why do you think I should risk myself like that?”
Emma's faint smile disappeared completely. “Do you think we Brits want to see our country turn into the political circus you have in the States? If he gains more influence, we'll be flooded with clowns like him.”
“How old are you?”
“Twenty.” Emma brought both legs up on the bed, crossing them as she unbuttoned that blouse.
I knew she was either lying, or she had orders from someone above. No girl that young had any business being this serious about political affairs. “Since I know you don't actually work for Mr. Baird, who really put you up to this?”
She tried to keep a straight face. The last button popped loose as Emma gritted her teeth. I had to admire that iron will of hers.
“Spit it out. That stiff upper lip shit doesn't fly with me.”
“Fucking Yanks, always getting so pushy.” Emma pulled the flats from her feet and kept staring at me. “I'll talk, but only if you admit something to me.”
I pushed her shoulders back, getting a clear view of the white cotton between her legs. “You're not in a position to make demands right now, but go on.”
Emma grabbed my tie and pulled my face to her own. “When shit hits the fan in London, will you keep your mouth shut, even for my sake?”
“The fuck do you mean by that?” I gave that gray skirt a tug. It slid along her thighs with ease. I chucked it away, leaving her in nothing but white panties, a tank top, and that red polish on her toes.
Her face went grim for a moment. “I'm the fall girl. You know the press over there will brand me a whore, at best.”
“So why are you doing this?” I thought she was on a fool's errand, but the conviction behind her words had me curious.
“My own beliefs, generous compensation, and your help.” Emma threw her hands back onto the bed, inviting me to grab hold of those wrists. “The only thing in question is whether you'll shut up and do the job or not.”
I wrapped my hands around her forearms. “First off, your attitude needs to change. Second, why my help?”
“Can you really change a person's mind, totally?”
Another first. “Who told you about what I do?”
“The people who hired me. A few of them are former clients of yours.”
I choked my grip up on Emma's wrists and put my weight on them. Her soft legs wrapped around my torso. “And why would you want me to do that?”
“They promised me you're a fair man. I can be whatever you want, so long as I get a new life after this is unpleasantry with Baird is said and done.” The steel resolve in her eyes never faltered.
I wasn't sure how to proceed. Warping a girl into my own ideal was never that appealing. I had always gotten my fill from my work. “You're to report back to me after the scandal, correct?”
“That's the plan.”
But what to do? “I'm a cold bastard, but even I can't take advantage of someone like that.”
Emma shrugged and asked, “You mean you don't want to make me your personal toy?”
“It's nothing against you, if that's what you're asking.”
She dug her heels into the small of my back. “Then train me. I won't do my job if we keep talking like this.”
I gave Emma another sharp stare. “Why would you agree to be at my mercy like that?”
That hard expression began to chip away. “I never cared much for my station in life. That's all.”
I decided not to pry any further. Even though I could read her like an open book if I wanted, it was none of my business. “That's all I wanted to know. What kind of person would you like to be?”
Emma's face warmed all of a sudden. “Carefree. I may sound silly for saying this, but even a bit of a ditz.”
“Can't say I imagined that's what you wanted.”
“Mr. Egan, just do your job.”
I stared down at Emma, petite and fragile, but stoic as one of the Queen's guards. Our lips met as her tongue slipped into my mouth by the tiniest sliver. She knew what she wanted, and her argument won me over enough to justify earning my money.
Letting go of one wrist, I snaked my hand underneath those white panties. Warm and silky. I played with those tender folds on the outside as Emma pulled her tongue back and invited me in.
That's how I found myself in a Brooklyn econodump hotel, on top of a little British chick. I felt that she deserved better. Pulling myself away, I said, “Get your clothes on. We're leaving.”



I pulled into my driveway, two of my fingers knuckles deep inside Emma. She held onto my arm, gasping and moaning with each bump in the road the whole way from Brooklyn to Long Island. Fingering the little Brit in a British car felt right. But now that we were back at my place, I had a job to do.
“What kind of time limit did your handlers give you?”
Emma pouted as my fingers slid out of her. I watched that lip do a mock tremble before she answered, “I'm to be back in London in seven days.”
“Good,” I said, “I'll give you the benefit of easing into your new personality.”
“Why?”
I smiled and began to open my door. “Because there's something I like about you. Maybe it's because you've got bigger balls than any man I know.”
“Can I tell you something?” Emma grabbed the shoulder of my blazer.
“Go ahead.”
“It's about why I'm willing to let you make me a different person.” She looked down at her lap. “I'm afraid of the people who sent me to you.”
I knew British politics could get ugly, but I had no idea somebody over there was in the business of scaring aides. “And you're hoping to disappear, completely off their radar after you take your payment. Is that it?”
“I don't think they'll stop with just giving me hush money.”
Taking their money seemed even less appealing. “Let's get inside. We've got some things to iron out before I figure out what to do with you.”



It really was a sad story. Emma's father, a disgraced earl, had one hell of an honor debt to pay a few members of Parliament. It kept him out of prison and out of the tabloids, but it left Emma with his burdens of compensation. It also meant I rightfully should be calling her 'my Lady.'
But Emma hated what her father's title and circumstances meant for her. She actually wanted her mind scrubbed of any memories relating to her past. I can't say I blamed her, knowing her family wouldn't escape the threat of her father's epic tax evasion and backroom deals to hide it coming to light for decades.
She looked through my bookcases in my study as I called up an old friend and client. Alek Gorzynski was one hell of a fixer, and I knew he'd pull the proper documents out of his ass at a moment's notice for the right price. His going rate turned out to be my payment for this job, plus a few grand over that.
I dropped my cellphone on the desk and stood up from my chair. “I can have a new passport and a new identity ready by the time you fly back to London.” Emma's eyes were bright and watery as she turned around. “Be glad you're on my good side. This job will cost me some money.”
“And you'll be doing what with me, exactly?” She began walking forward, some book tucked under her arm.
“I asked you what you wanted to be.”
“But if you do with me as you see fit, would I even know it?”
I leaned forward against the table, propping myself up by my fingers. “No, and doing exactly what I want you to do would be your source of happiness.”
“It actually sounds lovely.” Emma slid the book onto an end table in the middle of the room and kept strolling my way. She was almost at my desk when she added. “I'm sure you'd have no problem doing that to me.”
If I was to take her on as my personal toy, I certainly wanted her to keep that sharp wit and intelligence. The idea of having a British ditz, no matter how cute, hanging around my house didn't strike my fancy. I appreciated her sort of refinement.
“I don't know what your new name will be yet, but we'll see what Alek can cook up.”
“And I'll be staying here for what purpose?” Emma raised one corner of her mouth.
I made my way around the desk and started unbuttoning that blouse again. “I'll only agree to it on one condition.”
“And that is?”
The last two buttons opened and Emma pulled the dark top off her shoulders. I slid the first spaghetti strap of her cami down and said, “You agree that I don't turn you into some brainless dingbat.”
She smiled and said, “Considering the alternative, I don't have much choice.”
But that didn't preclude me from turning Emma into the kind of sex fiend my clients wanted. She would be my greatest work yet, reshaped and refined into the ideal toy for the rich. And Emma would be all mine.
Luckily, what I wanted would make her the perfect girl for the job ahead. Making Emma seduce Baird would make her the target of outrage, not him. She had the looks to draw a prudish man like him in, but her personality had make a hard turn toward innocent. “Emma, listen very carefully and focus on the meaning behind my words.”
I took hold of her shoulders as she nodded her head. Staring deep, I watched as the spark left her eyes. It was something I would bring back as soon as she returned stateside.
“You can't be obvious about your intentions. Draw him in, but don't give everything up easily.”
She nodded her head and kept staring at me blankly. I let my hands rest on her waist. The first pangs of guilt started to creep up.
“When you finally do get Baird in a bad position, make sure that you get evidence.” I'm certain that her handlers had already arranged for some kind of proof of the affair to be recorded. But this wasn't just her ass on the line. I had my own reputation and clientele on the line.
My fingers slid under her white tank top. I gradually lifted it up to reveal the perky, well-proportioned breasts I'd been wondering about all afternoon.
I gave Emma the most vital instruction as I let my gaze pierce even deeper behind her eyes. “You have to act innocent and unspoiled. Don't resist, but don't follow along.” My fingers massaged her peaks to prime her for the next instruction. “Let me see how you'll behave if you think I'm Mr. Baird, alright?”
Emma immediately blushed and pulled away. Her arms came up to cover her breasts. A perfect performance for any hidden cameras her true bosses might employ.
“It's alright. Just keep teasing along. Keep dangling it in front of him like forbidden fruit.”
She stopped moving back, keeping her hands on top of that tank top. I stepped closer and pulled her hands down.
“That's good. You look like your heart's about to jump out of your chest.”
I eased the waistband of her panties down a smidge. Emma jumped at the slightest touch, asking, “I don't know if this is alright. If people find out, it would be dreadful.”
She was making me proud, going from over-eager to scared and sweet like that. “It's fine. Nobody will know.” Trying to act the part of a man like Baird was already giving me stomach cramps.
“You've got too much to lose, sir. I can't.”
I couldn't keep going like that. Pushing Emma beyond her new limits was just revolting to me. “Listen.” I stared hard again and held her close. “Emma, that was great.”
Her complexion returned to normal. “Was it convincing?”
I smiled and slid both hands directly onto her ass. She grinned, totally back to her old self. “I hated myself the whole time, and anyone watching would hate me too.”
“So what now?” Emma pushed her breasts against me and looked up.
Now it was time to recoup my own reward. If I couldn't profit off of this job financially, I needed to begin training my new test subject. “There's something I want you to watch.”



I had left Emma at my place as I met with a prospective client for the next week. He didn't seem to have the means to pay like he had said, and his wife wasn't quite up to my standards. A complete bust for the evening like that always left a twitch in my eye, but I had a grand, new experiment to return home to.
The second I was in the door, I heard Emma's light footsteps coming down the hallway. I waited, wondering what she had learned from what I'll call my 'instructional selection of videos.' But even with the best performances I could find absorbing into her mind like water to a sponge, the intent always needed training.
She had that tank top and that skirt on, barefoot like she was already making herself at home. Considering the events in the coming weeks, it was to be her home soon enough. Emma stopped just a few feet in front of me and said, “Was that really what you want to use? It seems cheap and tacky for a $10,000 fee.”
Giving her the command to memorize the movements hadn't proven itself yet, but I wanted to grade my new method. “If you think it's that bad, why don't we see if it did anything for you?”
“And let you have all the fun? That's not fair at all.” She jutted out her lower lip to pout.
That's the part of her I wanted to reinstall, if you will, after her job was done. “Then follow me.”



I had Emma pushed against my bed, the first 'project' I'd ever taken there. The desire in her eyes was undeniable. I let go of her shoulders and began sliding that skirt down as I said, “You're more than just another client's request to me now.”
“Am I?” Emma slid one finger in her mouth, then traced it down her neck. “What do you consider me?”
Was it love? Hell no, but I did feel a sense of responsibility for her. “We'll see where this goes when you start living here. Until then, you've got some learning to do.”
“I hope it's not all about sex, Mr. Egan.”
Whether I'd make her an assistant for my work, just a mindless fuck toy, or something more was yet to be seen. “That's all up to you and how you act.”
“I was hoping you'd say something romantic,” I grabbed hold of her panties, ripping them down her thighs as she added, “not something so matter-of-fact.”
“Like I said, what you are to me is up to you.”
I put my face between her thighs, pushing those panties down the rest of her legs behind me. Emma's fingers tangled in my hair immediately as she pulled me closer. My lips met her pussy for the first time, that sweet flavor matching every expectation.
Wasting no time, I felt Emma brace herself against the bed, goading me into eating her like the first meal after a fast. I set to it, running my tongue between her folds, teasing at that clit. Her fingers pulled harder.
Her voice broke into gasps and whimpers within seconds, primed and ready by my prior assignment. The want behind Emma's every move was palpable, her pearl responding with a pulse of its own. She wanted to feel it.
The sudden rush of her voice overcame my thoughts. Emma's moans cracked into screams. I ground my tongue against her with all of my effort.
With one final tug at my hair, I felt her muscles tense, her legs lock up. The force of the breaking climax shook her entire body. One ear-splitting wail announced her arrival at Kingdom Come, those thighs jittering against my ears.
That's when I knew her focus wasn't the shortcoming. I backed myself away and stood up. Emma shivered against the mattress, curled up in a ball. “Are you willing to fill whatever role I need you to?”
I gave her a moment to recollect herself. Emma shook out the last of it, struggling to push herself up.
“Well?”
Emma smiled and panted at the same time, looking equal parts sex goddess and maniac. I'd created a true nymphomaniac. Her voice was ragged, labored. “Don't you think I can make you feel the same thing?”
I started removing my clothing as she kept fighting her body's overload. As I chucked my trousers away, I looked down at her and said, “You haven't proven yourself yet. It's all been fairly one-sided so far.”
That was it. Supreme confidence could get the job done, but a drive to keep proving oneself had Emma craving my satisfaction. Her eyes got wild as she got on all fours in front of me, her mouth just inched from my cock. I felt her breath on my shaft as she asked, “But could you handle it?”
I put a toe on my last sock and lifted the other foot out of it. “Talking isn't proving a damn thing.”
Emma wrapped her arms around my waist, her chin resting against my sternum. She looked up, almost pleading. Almost commanding me. “I could say the same for you. I think you're afraid of what you've made me.”
The thought intrigued me. But that was yet to be seen. “Make me afraid.”
Her fingernails dug into my back as she pulled me toward the bed. My knees propped against the edge of the mattress, knocking me off balance and right on top of Emma. The hard scrape of ten nails into my skin matched that maniacal grin on her face.
Emma forced one hand between us, wrapping hard around my dick. My tip slid along her entrance. Emma hurled her waist down, forcing her ass up and myself inside her.
It had knocked the air out of my lungs, feeling that sudden plunge and seeing that insane pleasure in her eyes. Emma rolled her hips, beneath me, but very much in control.
Her heels dug into the small of my back as her hands pressed against my face. Her palms got traction on my stubble, giving her one more point of contact to grind herself into me. Emma's lips opened, panting with every flourish of her entire body.
I had indeed created a monster. The complete opposite of the innocent, reluctant person she would have to be before returning. And the best part is, I'd get to revel in her tainted purity all over, again and again after Emma's job was done.
She rolled her hips, undulating them like mid-sea waves. Emma knew where to push me, rushing my cock against her most sensitive areas. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she lifted herself completely from the bed.
Now on all fours myself, Emma clung like a briar, grinding her womanhood against me without regard for how quickly I might finish off. I fought to hang on through it all. Emma worked like a machine, relentless and driven to one final goal.
I felt my own climax rising, getting dangerously close. I had to fight back. Letting her win like this would only give Emma dominance over me, and I had never been one to cede my own territory. Especially this close to home.
Rising up, I brought Emma with me. She still held on, humping away, pushing my cock into her with abandon. I pushed hard against her shoulders, straining to get the slightest advantage.
Emma was having none of it. Her legs tensed, pulling her torso even harder into my own. I pushed myself back, standing with her tiny body attached to mine.
I pried her loose, finally, using all of my might to send her crashing into the bed. She took it in stride, smiling and scrambling to her knees. Her hair covered most of her face, wild and feral. “I'm not finished yet!”
The little Brit beast watched my hesitation. Like a predator, she sensed every thought going through my head. I knew I had to overcome it, grabbing Emma's arm and then spinning her around.
But what could I do with her? That kind of intensity was far beyond anything I had created before. I almost felt like she needed to be put down, or at least fucked into submission.
Having the mechanical and muscular advantage, I grabbed her other arm and then forced her face into the comforter. I mounted from behind, feeling the burning heat from between Emma's legs. My head pushed inside, driving to the hilt without mercy. No man could slay a dragon without thrusting his sword deep, with all his passion.
Emma screamed with every hard pound. I pulled harder on her arms, bashing ourselves together with a hard pop that echoed through the room. Her voice only got harsher, more blissful.
I still had more left. My feet dug hard into the mattress. Even if it killed me, I'd win against the damned demon.
My thrusts picked up new energy as Emma's screams left the human range. Her long hair flew all over, draping over her back, my calves, and her face. I didn't care. I just wanted her to know I was still in control.
I felt the first twinge of her pussy, gripping harder against my length with every rapid push. That damn thing was trying to kill me, I was sure of it. But that wasn't going to stop me.
Taking a fistful of hair by the root, I jerked her head back and let one of her shoulders slump. Emma let it drop all the way to the bed. I wasn't ready to see her right leg pull itself over my shoulder as her body turned.
Now on her side, drawing me even deeper, Emma broke my grip on her other arm, pushing herself against me with all she had. Her nails dug into my thigh, scratching for every iota of traction she could get.
That required punishment. I wrapped my hand around her throat, squeezing just enough to feel the wind rushing from out of her. It only made her more determined.
Emma pushed her hips up, granting me yet further entry. I fought to hang on, gritting my teeth, trying not to choke the life out her. But that last bit of struggle was her undoing.
The sudden flush of wetness inside her gave me what I needed. I powered through that growing tightness. My cock ripped through her pussy, striking hard at her deepest point time after time.
Emma's voice broke through my hold on her neck. The death wail of a defeated animal. It was frightening, like I had just wrestled a lion to the ground, barely holding it from ripping me to shreds.
But it was no time for letting my guard down. I saw that last flash in her eyes. It was a trap, and I knew it. A suicide switch to ensure I would be going out with her.
The hard pitch of her wailing sent a hot pulse down my shaft. I felt that orgasm come crashing into her, jolting her body with spasms. It drove me insane, past the limits of resistance.
I gave into it, a hollow tingle spreading through my guts. Defeated as she was, Emma had me in a death grip. I had no choice but to feel that burst of pleasure shoot into her, my cock tensing and overloading my mind.
That last bit of fight left Emma as my own energy drained in seconds. I got the last rush, thrusting myself to send my creamy mark of victory deep. Emma went limp against the bed as my last spurt took it all out of me.
I pulled out, feeling that oversensitivity force me to jerk. The sheer exhaustion, combined with the raw beauty of her spent body, lured me into lying down beside her.
The satisfaction in her smile as Emma rested lulled me into my own happy place. She was every bit as intense as I hoped I could make her, and more. And all from a tiny British girl who fell into my lap, willing to make herself whatever I wanted her to be.



The drive from my end of Long Island to JFK International held its own tension. Whoever spoke first might have been the winner or the loser. But Emma seemed content, accepting her imminent fate. It was hard to even look at her, knowing that the tiny vixen would come back, not knowing about her former life.
I finally pulled into the unloading lane for Terminal Four and waited for her to say something. At least two rounds of yellow taxis and black sedans pulled in and out as Emma sat there, staring off at nothing. I knew the words were in her head, but could she handle letting them out?
I rested my hand on her thigh, well below the cutoff of those khaki shorts. “If you don't want to do this, just say so.”
Emma looked at me, her eyes watering, on the verge of honesty. “It's my duty. A Yank like you couldn't understand.”
She was right. Destroying myself over the sins of my father would have been unthinkable. As honest a man as he was, a scandal for a drill press operator in a brakes factory like him wouldn't have destroyed our family name. In fact, that difference in the worlds we came from only made it harder to see Emma lose herself like this.
Emma gripped the shoulder strap of her carry-on. No luggage to speak of for the return trip. Everything else she had brought stateside was still in that tweed suitcase, propped in the corner of my bedroom. In just two weeks, Emma Robbins would cease to exist, burnt up by a flare of scandal and sacrifice.
“I wish Alek could pick a better last name, but I wanted to keep calling you by your real first name. That really limits what your fake passport can say.”
She finally pulled on the door handle. “Emma Jones is a fine name. What's wrong with sounding Welsh?”
I don't think she realized how common the name was over here. “Either way, don't let yourself get taken advantage of. Even our press makes fun of British tabloids for being too trashy.”
“In two weeks, I won't even know what happened.” She paused for a second, taking a deep breath and looking at the sky.
“Just remember what I taught you. As soon as you get out of this car, you won't remember who I am until you get back to New York.”
“And you'll manage, I assume?”
She did have a habit of worrying about my well-being. It was refreshing to me, dealing with sociopaths and cut-throats for the past decade. “I'll be fine, but I think you're a fool.”
Emma grinned and opened the door. She kept a grip on the handle, knowing that her mind would shift instantly as soon as she let go. “By the way Mr. Egan, we have a motto in my family.”
I couldn't help leaning into the passenger seat. “And what's that?”
Emma's blue eyes flashed with life as she recited, “Virtue lives after death.”
With that, she closed the door and let go. I couldn't help giving her a proud smile, even though she looked through the window like I was a complete stranger.



ENJOY A COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT OF MY LATEST SERIES, ON THE HOUSE:
BIMBO THERAPY
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 Ben 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.



P.S.:
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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