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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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BILLIONAIRE'S BIMBO

Ella finished booking Mr. Dominic's last appointment for the week. She got ready to turn the computer off as she heard the door open behind her. Nolan Dominic himself walked around her desk and leaned forward.

“Plans for the night?”

She rolled her eyes and then looked up at him. “I'm going straight home, and that's about it.” It came off a bit more contemptuous than she intended.

“That's a shame.” Nolan shook his head and grinned as soon as he stopped.

Of all things, that perfectly white, bullshit smile was the trait that set Ella off the most. “I'm sorry, sir, I didn't mean to be rude about that.” Ella thought exactly what she wanted to say. Being filthy rich doesn't excuse you for being a prick.

But the company's largest clients always seemed in lock-step agreement with him, no matter how much of an ass he was. For the life of her, Ella still couldn't figure it out. “No problem, but do work on your demeanor.” Nolan leaned closer, wrapping his fingers around the reception desk's barrier. “I've got something I need you to do tonight.”

Shit. “Yes, sir?”

Nolan gave her a deep stare. Exactly the one he gave clients right before every meeting started. “You're coming over to my place tonight. Do you understand?”

Ella felt like the back of her head had gone hollow. She nodded as she felt herself unable to rebel. In the company of her boss was the last way she wanted to spend the evening, but her body had separated from her mind somehow.

“Good. Seven o'clock.” He started to turn away, and then stopped. “And try to dress like you want to impress me, for once.”

She knew exactly what he meant. Go fuck yourself. “Yes, sir.” Ella reeled at what she had just agreed to. Have I lost my mind? What is this?

Nolan walked out as Ella regained control of her body. She didn't know what to think of what happened, but she had no intention of dressing like Mr. Dominic's last kept-woman. As far as she was concerned, even his billions couldn't buy her off like that.


The second Ella walked into her apartment, her legs took on a mind of their own. She tried resisting the forward march to her bedroom. She couldn't even frown in protest.

Passing through the doorway and bee-lining it to the closet, she felt the growing arousal well up between her thighs. Why? Her fingers wrapped around a hanger. That slutty thing? I couldn't get myself to wear it even once.

The long, jet black dress had a split up both sides, almost up to her waist. The neckline didn't offer much more concealment than her bra. Elegant, but indeed slutty. 

Ella tossed the dress onto her bed and stripped. All she could do was watch inside her own head as her body did all the work. But for some reason, her thoughts against it began to fade.

When Ella finally inspected herself in the mirror, she liked what she saw. She ran the fingers of those gloves along her cleavage, smiling as she turned to see the garters reveal themselves all the way to the top of her thigh. Damn, I do look good, though.

But the inspection wasn't for her approval. Nolan's command pushed Ella to go after her keys. Before she knew it, Ella was driving her way to Nolan's as the heat between her legs spread to her core.


This wasn't the first time Ella had been to Nolan's estate. The size of the place had always made her feel tiny, but this wasn't a trip to some cocktail party like the last time. As she parked her car in front of the grand entrance, Ella realized how helpless she was against Nolan.

If I can't control myself, there's no telling what he'll make me do. Her heels clacked against the cobble pavers on the way to the door. With even her breathing on autopilot, Ella knew her mind was only a passenger along for the ride.

Her gloved finger pressed against the ornate button next to the door. She waited, expecting a maid to come running, but nothing happened. Ella's arms crossed as she felt the blush of her cleavage.

Finally, Nolan himself opened the door. “Right on time, and just like I wanted you.” He grinned and ushered Ella inside.

“If that's your command, then it's only natural I do it.” What the fuck? Why did I say that? Ella smiled and walked past Nolan.

Ella felt Nolan rub the back of his fingers against her cheek. “You're probably wondering why you're doing this, aren't you?” He finished walking around to get in front of her. Nolan gave that stare again and then said, “You can speak freely, for now.”

The sudden feeling of autonomy filled Ella's head. “I,” she paused, processing the sudden freedom, “I don't know why I'm even here.” But it felt good, even if the rest of her body was still out of her control. “What did you do to me?”

“Haven't you figured it out? I can get you to do anything I want, just by ordering it.” Nolan took each of her breasts in hand. “And look at you. Perfect, just like I knew you could be.”

“Would you keep your hands to yourself, please?” Ella knew she was smiling. How do I get out of this?

Nolan pulled his hands back. “You'll follow orders for now, but by the time I'm done, you'll be begging for this on your own.”

No way in hell. “Is this some kind of trance?”

“A trance is mental, not physical.” Nolan turned away from Ella and said, “Follow me. It's time for you to learn your new role.”

“What choice do I have?” Her body followed Nolan through the foyer like a second shadow. “And what happened to your toy? What was her name? Bridgette?”

“So you remember her.” Nolan kept going, past the double staircases and toward the back of the mansion. “She's still mine, but I'm a little tired of her.”

Did Nolan do this to her too? “So where is she?”

“Readjusting back to her old life.” He took a left down a hallway. “But I want you to be more–” Nolan stopped without warning at a door and turned back to Ella. “More permanent, if you will.”

“What do you mean, Nolan?” Although the words came out, Ella still couldn't control her expression. Her entire body flushed with heat as he opened the door. “I'm not marrying you.”

“I never said you were. I'm after something different.”

Long-term sex slave? Wonderful. “Eat shit and die.”

She followed Nolan into the room, seeing the massive study lined with bookshelves. “Don't worry, I'm not firing you for that one, because this is the last time you'll want to do anything but please me.”

“What would I have to do to get out of this?” Ella knew it wouldn't hurt to ask, even though she knew the answer already.

“You won't want to, very shortly.”

“Then what am I to you? What do you want from me?”

Nolan was already smiling as he took a seat on a sofa adorned with Corinthian leather. “Enjoy your free-thought while you've still got it, because that'll be gone in a few seconds.” Ella stood over him as his hands took a survey of her thighs. “What I really want from you is an heir.”

“You're joking.” Ella tried one more time to break free of the control, failing completely. “I don't even want you touching me like you are now.”

Nolan looked up and slid a finger inside Ella's bra. He pulled her down to his level and stared. At first, he remained silent.

Ella felt herself drifting away. As more screaming fragments of her mind quieted, the ones remaining tried to resist even further. I don't... What is... Why? At last, Ella felt herself at peace. I have to please him.

“Now you can have your body back.”

Like being untied, Ella's body returned to her control. She stood back up and held her palms in front of her, testing each finger just to be sure. She looked away from the gloves, then at Nolan and said, “Thank you, sir.”

“You're welcome. And the amount of freedom I give you has everything to do with how much you can please me.”

Maybe I don't want it. “I'm happy just being here for you, Nolan.” Ella took a seat next to him. “Do you really like what I'm wearing tonight?”

Nolan rested his hand back on Ella's thigh, sliding under the dress toward that roiling heat between her legs. “You can dress this well every night, from now on.”

“You mean...”

“That's right, you're staying here. You'll be done working as my secretary as soon as you start your final role.”

“And what's that?”

Nolan squeezed gently against her skin and said, “A mother to my child.”

Yes, that's what I want.

“But for now, let's give you the tour our house. I know you haven't seen it all after just a couple of visits.”


Nolan's estate was for more than just show. Ella had no idea the true scale and detail that had gone into the place. Everything from the Italian marble in every room, right down to the chef's pantry, to the private art gallery upstairs. It was all meant to emanate luxury. And now it was her home.

“The help will all be back tomorrow,” Nolan said as he stopped before the final room on the tour. “But tonight, I want you to show me how perfect you can be.”

Nolan opened the last door and ushered Ella inside. The intricate Arabesque design on the walls was far different from the inlaid paneling in most of the rest of the estate. In front of a bay window overlooking the city below, was an oversized day bed.

“This isn't our bedroom, but I did have it made for you.”

“Why? What am I supposed to do in here?”

Nolan pulled Ella's hand, bringing her to the foot of the day bed. “What you're supposed to do. Now show me what you've got.”

Ella's world had suddenly changed. She knew Nolan's kindness was tied directly to his happiness with her. Fortunately for Ella, her own happiness was now linked directly to his. In fact, she could feel the rising impatience with each second she hesitated.

“Go on,” he said. “I think you know what needs to happen if you're going to give me a successor.”

Nolan... Ella noticed the approving look at her body. Pushing Nolan into the bed, she made him sit on the edge and then pushed her breasts in his face. He seemed to relish in it, absorbing every bit of cleavage peeking out from her bra and dress.

The front of the dress came up as Nolan pulled Ella into his lap. The bulge in his slacks met the mound under her panties. She pushed his face even harder into her chest as her hair draped over his head.

Nolan finally came up for air and said, “You see? There wasn't any point in acting like you used to. I like this version of you much better.”

Ella's heart swelled and she got warm goosebumps. “This is all I need to do?”

“There's more to keeping me happy than crawling all over me, but it's a damn fine start.”

The smile on Ella's face grew as she slid down Nolan's body and onto the floor. She tugged at his zipper, bound and determined to blow his mind, among other things. Her fingers slid into his slacks, and then into his boxers.

She had found it without trouble, a bit more generous in size than Ella was expecting. Popping the button on Nolan's pants, she freed the beast, already knowing that this was her new object of worship. Ella paused to take a deep breath and then moved in to fulfill her purpose.

Her tongue danced from base to tip along the bottom. Nolan didn't seem to change. Pursing her lips around the head, Ella heard Nolan command, “Get yourself off while you're at it.”

Not every lover in her past had been so generous. Ella's free hand went down to her hips, snaking into her dress and under her panties. They had already been soaked, letting the cold of their lift chill Ella's sex like a winter breeze.

But her own pleasure took over, warming her body as much as Nolan's presence set her mind ablaze. She took his manhood deep, resting as close to the hilt as the back of her throat would allow. Nolan grunted with approval as he ran his hands through her hair.

Ella felt the vibrations from her whimpering driving Nolan even further. It only made her own pleasure intensify, ramping up like an exponential equation. Ella's thighs tightened as she got closer, knowing she wouldn't last much longer.

Nolan's fingers wrapped around her blonde hair, forcing her to take even more of him in. At the same time, Ella's body hit its limit. She gave out and sank as Nolan's cock pressed against the furthest reaches of her mouth. Unable to breathe, Ella kept trying to shriek. All it did was put more pleasure into Nolan, and she didn't dare try to resist.

Starved of oxygen and spent from the sudden and sustained climax, Ella finally had to abandon her oral duties. Her head fell into Nolan's lap as she tried to recover. But her master wasn't through.

“Did I give you permission to come?”

Ella's heart skipped a beat and her spine went cold. She still couldn't speak, but that didn't eliminate her ability to fear. I'm so sorry. Please! A tear slid down from her eye, making a dark spot on Nolan's pants.

“Get on the bed. You've got to earn that right.” Nolan stood, forcing Ella to try moving under her own power.

She barely managed to pull herself up on the edge. Lying on her face and stomach, Ella's strength trickled back. Then she felt the back of her dress lift, followed by the loud smack and pain as Nolan's hand bounced off her rear.

Another burning pop followed by yet another nearly broke her heart. “I'm sorry, sir!” But the cry wasn't enough. One more crash forced Ella onto her hands and knees.

Nolan walked around and crouched to eye-level. He pulled on her hair again to make her face his stare. “Any time you do that, I'm turning you back into your old self.”

No, Nolan, don't! She could still remember the anger and fear that stopped as soon as Nolan had gifted her with this new personality. “I promise I'll never do it again.”

“You shouldn't have done it in the first place.” His eyes pierced into her soul again. “Turn into that coldhearted bitch, now.”

The hatred she had held for Nolan came rushing back. I'd rather stick a knife between his ribs than blow him ever again. Ella believed the face staring back at her didn't deserve the air it hogged to itself, much less its fortune. “Fuck you, Nolan.”

His frown turned into a grin. “Still can't move unless I allow it, though.” He dropped to the floor and pulled a box out from under the bed.

What would have looked like a toybox of pleasures seconds earlier now looked like a complete set of sexual torture tools. Even though her body wanted to experience every one of them, her mind only wanted her master dead.

Nolan pulled out a roll of duct tape and a massive 'massage wand.' He chucked them onto the other side of the bed and said, “Get up.”

Ella's body defied her intent, doing exactly what Nolan ordered it to do. She rose to her feet and felt Nolan pull the dress from her shoulders. He jerked it the rest of the way down, leaving Ella exposed in nothing but heels, panties, and that minimal bra.

“I've gotten the other you to love me already. Now it's time to break this old you, to make you know that it's hell compared to your other side.”

Nolan took the wand and slid the tip into the sheer lace covering Ella's mound. He turned it on for a second, pleased with the way she jerked. Nolan went back for the tape, pulling at the end and wrapping it around her waist. After four loops, the wand wasn't going anywhere.

Ella tried to force her muscles to do something on her own, but it was like trying to push a skyscraper. Nolan reached for the wand's power knob and it buzzed to life. “You'll follow me and keep walking, no matter how hard it gets.” Nolan started moving toward the door as Ella followed, already feeling the overload build in her system. He stopped at the door, turned his head, and said, “Oh yes, no coming until I say you can.”


Fuck. Fuck! Fuck! Ella's body shook like a California faultline, barely letting her keep up. Nolan was making another circuit of the mansion, this time giving the most sadistic tour he could ponder. Barely two minutes in, Ella felt like she would collapse at any second.

Nolan looked at the dual staircases. Ella's forcibly open eyes saw them as well, knowing she'd never make it to the top without tumbling back down at some point. Nolan stared back at her and said, “Don't worry, even I'm not that twisted.”

Small consolation. They passed them by, headed straight for the main entry. Ella's teeth clenched as she waited for his next move.

“Fresh air would do us some good, don't you think?” Nolan tipped her chin back up. “Or are you ready to admit you've lost?”

Ella was barely able to keep standing as it was. Her vision had gone blurry from tears, and she knew Nolan would gladly parade her around the grounds like that if she even tried to resist. “Just let me come, please!”

“You're welcome to join me. There's a whole twenty acres of this property you haven't seen yet.”

“Christ, Nolan, you know what I mean!” She was already on the verge of total breakdown. Ella barely stopped her sobbing enough to get out, “I'll do whatever you say. Just make it stop.”

He started inching toward the door. “You could have avoided all of this, if only you hadn't tried doing something without my permission.”

“Nolan!”

Ella broke down as he turned back to her. Closing the few paces between them, he asked, “Do you understand now?”

“Yes! Fuck!”

“Good. Follow me back to your room, and I'll let you come.”

I hate him so much.


Every step was a fight that Ella couldn't get out of. Even though her mind was disconnected from her body, every sensory input remained. By the time she was back in sight of the daybed, she screamed each time her feet hit the floor.

Nolan brushed a lock of hair off of Ella's cheek as soon as they were at the foot of the bed. “Now you get it, right?”

She didn't want to admit it, but Ella had discovered what defeat truly was. Her body was ablaze, short of breath, and even the feeling of her bra rubbing against her breasts was amplified. She fought to even say, “Yes.”

“As soon as you come,” Nolan gave her the gaze again, “you'll be the girl I actually like again.”

Thank you. Ella was beyond trying to fight, even in her mind. She jerked as Nolan's fingers left her face.

He pulled out a pen knife. The back of the blade was cold against her skin. Luckily, the backing was stronger than the adhesive. Nolan held the wand to her clit as he pulled the tape from her body.

“As soon as I push you back, you'll be in a whole other world.”

Ella smiled at the promise of deliverance. Even this, the end of the torture Nolan had brought on her, felt like kindness. She didn't even register the change in herself.

Nolan gave her a light shove and pulled the wand back. Ella's legs buckled as her head and shoulders fell. The new her took over as she burst into a climax, the likes of which she'd never imagined. Her thoughts devolved into raw sensation. Pure, overpowering, and grateful release.


Ella opened her eyes and looked up. Nolan had disappeared. Did I pass out?

Sudden panic filled her again. The fear of Nolan abandoning her was even more powerful than the pure terror she felt before the punishment. Her heart raced as Ella pushed her shoulders off the bed. The emotions of her old self, while the new personality was aware of them, didn't register as her own. It was as if both Ellas were two different women who just happened to inhabit the same body.

“Nolan?” Ella knew he hadn't given her permission to black out like that. It's that other me's fault. I hate her.

Silence. Ella curled into a ball on her side, the stockings on her knees touching her chin. She noticed the her heels had come off while she was out.

I can't lose him. He's all that matters to me. Ella had never felt so strongly about anything in her life. Without Nolan, I'm incomplete.

Ella didn't know whether to smile because she had found a new purpose in life, or cry because she might have already lost it. What she couldn't figure out is why Nolan had chosen her. Out of all the women in the world, almost any of whom were easily in his reach, he had chosen her to provide his heir.

She heard the door open. Rolling onto her back and looking behind, she saw the upside down image of Nolan in a white bathrobe. If she had a tail, it'd have been wagging.

“You're finally awake.”

“How long was I out?” It was dark outside, but that didn't tell her anything. There was hardly any light left when she had arrived. “You're not mad at me for passing out like that, are you?”

He made his way over. “I did that to you. How could I blame you for it?”

The weight of the world fell off Ella's shoulders. He's so kind to me. “You look like you enjoyed your bath.”

“How did you know it was a bath?”

“You don't have a drop of water on your hair.”

“Perceptive. Just like my former secretary, but far more pleasant.”

Ella blushed and stared up as Nolan towered above her. He really does want to be nice to me. I just have to let him. It was the first time she had ever felt this beautiful and wanted.

“I think we left some unfinished business on the table.” Nolan set right to taking hold of Ella's breasts. “You know what I'm talking about.”

There was no question in Ella's mind. She didn't just want it. The idea of having such a chance to please Nolan so deeply gave her the warm fuzzies, and a sudden gush between her legs.

Ella let him play. Nolan slipped his hands inside the cups. He likes them so much. I'm glad.

“Make me feel good about my decision,” he said.

“Yes, sir.” Ella felt the void of his hands pulling away. It was her new mission in life to give him a son or daughter, and that meant part of her role in life was to bring him pleasure as he touched her.

Ella sat up and spun around. She buried her face in the terrycloth of his robe, feeling his abs beneath. If she got what she wanted out of the deal, it was that much more for the better.

Nolan undid the clasps on her bra, releasing her ample bounty at last. He eased her back, admiring what was now his. “You'll come when I do this time.”

Nothing could have filled Ella's heart with more warmth than the idea of Nolan sharing the pleasure with her. He does love me. “Gladly.”

He untied the belt on his robe, and saying what he had always said when he expected results. “Then get to it.” For the first time, Ella took it as a sign of faith in her.

Raising her hips from the mattress and pushing her panties down, Ella watched for any change in Nolan's face. Nothing. Does he see something he doesn't like?

Nolan let the robe fall off his shoulders to reveal the nudity underneath. Ella let him slip the panties down the rest of her legs and off her feet. She spread herself, inviting him to go ahead and use her as he pleased.

Ella waited, hoping Nolan would go ahead and ravish her without playing any more games. As he inched closer, Ella felt herself blush all over. She gave the sad puppy face and whispered, “Please?”

Nolan propped himself against her entrance and gave her clit a quick working over. Ella's body twisted in place. She knew she couldn't come until Nolan did, driving her mad with desire to have him buried deep inside her body.

It was too much to handle. Ella wrapped her legs around Nolan's torso, forcing his cock to penetrate. Her head jerked back as she moaned with relief.

Nolan let himself rest deep inside, filling Ella to capacity. He was bigger than she was used to, but the stretch didn't matter. Finally, Nolan reared back and then gave a hard thrust to return.

Ella's gasp filled the room. This is my purpose. I'm in Heaven. The silky flesh inside her relaxed as it adapted to Nolan's girth. The sharp pain faded into a dull ache, with pure bliss filling in the gap.

Even the rub of the comforter against her skin threatened to set Ella off. She felt the approaching orgasm threaten to drive her to the brink of insanity. She'd never had so much ease reaching her climax, but given Nolan's order, Ella knew that would be problematic.

Her arms wrapped around her waist, moving up to lift her breasts. Ella's head turned to the side as Nolan began pumping into her. Please come soon.

Ella felt guilty for even having the thought. She was Nolan's to use, after all. But the torture her old self experienced lingered in the back of her mind.

Nolan stopped for a moment and bent down to caress her cheek. “You need it that bad, don't you?” He gave a quick thrust. “God, you're perfect now.

She looked up at him, trying her best to beg without saying a word. Ella's bottom lip curled under her teeth as Nolan pushed himself deep again. His thumb rubbed against her pearl again, forcing her entire body to tense up.

“It's alright, I'll let you,” the flick on her bean sped up, “just this once.”

Ella's mind exploded into a symphony of pyrotechnics. She felt her walls pulse around Nolan as she dug the balls of her feet into his back. With her idol pleased and locked inside, Ella came without any reservation. Every part of her rocked with the spreading sensation, the heat from her womanhood consuming her in an instant.

Her hands grasped for Nolan's wrists. She grabbed them, pulling him down. Just before the peak, she belted out, “Thank you, sir!”

Nolan buried his face in her neck. Ella screamed as she felt his tongue against her skin. Even the rough stubble added to the total experience, breaking her old idea of what an orgasm could be.

As she wrapped herself tight around Nolan, Ella couldn't help feeling her devotion to him grow even more. Such an act of kindness surely couldn't have come from the same man her prior self hated. Ella had been taken, broken, and finally, reshaped into Nolan's ideal woman. And the rewards for giving in felt too blissful to handle.

Nolan pulled out as Ella's hysteria faded. He lied down beside her and said, “You've got to be careful. I only gave you that one because you tried resisting it.”

Ella rolled to face him. “I'm sorry, sir. It just felt too good.”

His smile threatened to burst her heart. “That's alright. I'm glad your new life is so satisfying. I knew you deserved better than what you had before.”

She wrapped a leg around his torso, already wanting Nolan back inside her. The touch of his shaft, even against her leg, felt better than rolling around in a room full of kittens. Ella was on the verge of crying, knowing how badly she wanted it, and that Nolan was more than willing to let her please him. 

Ella wrapped her fingers around Nolan's manhood as she positioned herself on top of him, wondering what her silk glove must have felt like against his member. Her slit pulsed in anticipation, beyond ready to take him on for another round. As his tip slid into her valley, Ella held her breath and hoped she would surpass his expectations.

With everything at stake in Ella's mind, she sank herself down to take in every inch. She ground her hips against Nolan, knocking his cock against every surface inside her. Every movement was exaggerated, forcing Nolan's eyes to roll back in his head.

She planted her hands on his chest, whimpering with every whip of her body front and back. By the time she had Nolan making noise himself, she felt the pooling wetness soaking onto his body. It was working, and Ella knew it.

That only drove her harder, rolling her hips in a circle, trying to squeeze every bit of pleasure out of herself to give to her new owner. When Nolan finally opened his eyes back up, Ella stopped and asked, “How much longer do you think you can take it?”

Nolan chuckled to himself and said, “No mistake, I made the right call in picking you.”

Ella grinned ear to ear and pulled herself forward, leaving a void in her pussy that felt lonely and wrong. “Then why don't you pick your own pace?” She kissed Nolan firmly on the lips and moved to the side. “I need you to finish me off.”

“You're giving orders now?” A pang of guilt struck Ella until he grinned and added, “Feisty.”

Nolan got up and stood at the edge of the bed. Ella dropped her shoulders and rose her ass to meet him. He grabbed the small of her back, giving himself a spit-polish and rushing back in. Ella craned her neck back and wailed, “Harder!”

Every time Nolan bent his knees or shifted to the side mid-thrust, it sent Ella into a fresh wave of screams and sensory bliss. The pop of their bodies coming together echoed in the giant room. Just the way Nolan grabbed hold of her, dominating her body with the deep pounding and aggression sent Ella into a hard tailspin toward another orgasm.

The creamy texture of precum announced Nolan's own end. His shaft got harder, the thrusts more pronounced. Even the tempo of his breathing made it plain as day.

Ella couldn't help herself, wrapping her arms around her head, pulling her own hair as Nolan put a foot on the mattress. The angle was perfect, driving him into her furthest reaches. “That's it!” She felt a quick swat on her ass. “Yes!”

Nolan moaned, slowing down, but never easing up on the pressure. The sound of his voice broke Ella's resistance to the inevitable, slamming her into the climax with bone-breaking force. Her entire body seized and tremored.

It only took seconds more until she felt the first gush of cum. Nolan had rested himself balls-deep, letting every drop soak her insides. Ella's pussy locked hard on him, milking him of every drop.

With Nolan's final burst, he gasped and loosened his grip. Ella felt him shrink as her finale drifted away. As he pulled out, it didn't leave her feeling empty. In fact, the new filling was even better than having Nolan rock hard and inside her again. She had gone full-cum-slut, and loved it.

Ella didn't dare move, knowing she'd lose some of the gift. “Nolan, there's so much in there.” The pure joy of making him happy was overwhelming. “Thank you.”

His fingers drifted along her rump. “Fucking beautiful.”

He's happy with me. The outright approval spoke volumes to Ella. Her prior self had been shuttered, defeated, and replaced with something more pure and perfect, and Ella knew it.


Ella walked past her old desk. The new receptionist already knew who she was. Ella paid her no mind, wanting to leave any trace of that former life behind her. The giant double doors to Nolan's office lurched open as slowly as they always had.

Inside Nolan sat with his back to the rest of the room. Ella had never seen him lost in thought like that until she became his personal pet. She didn't say a word as she made her way through the oversized office.

Nolan kept staring out the floor-to-ceiling window at the city below. Ella wrapped her arms around his neck from behind. “Your twelve-thirty appointment is here.”

And as usual for his mid-day 'consultation,' Nolan was already rock hard in anticipation.
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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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COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM BIMBO BY COMMAND'S NEXT ISSUE:

RETRAINING LOLA

“Mr. Brenner, I–,” her nervousness grew, overpowering even their past together, “I don't know what to think about this.”

The look in his eyes captivated Lola as he said, “Then don't think. Just go with it.”

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

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

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

“Then prove it.”

“How?”

“I think you know.” He moved his hand down to her thigh, inching it up further than Lola wanted him to. “Just let me go first.”

Lola gasped as he lifted the hem of her shirt. Her breasts heaved with every breath. Don used his other hand to push her shoulders back. She gave in, settling down without resistance.

His fingers wrapped around the waist of her panties. He gave them a little tug as Lola blushed along her inner thighs. She panicked, wanting to run, but still trusting that Don was being honest.

“Mr. Brenner, I'm not used to a guy doing this.” She propped herself up on her elbows and looked at him, half scared, half excited. “I don't know what to do.”

Don took both of her hands and backed away a bit. “Enjoy it.” He smiled and squeezed Lola's fingers. “That's all it takes.”

His hands were once again working their way up her thighs, reaching for that lofty goal where both legs met. Both thumbs rubbed in a circular motion, getting Lola used to his touch. Still, she wasn't sure that this was how she wanted her new life at Don's cabin to play out.

“Take those panties off.” Lola acted like she didn’t hear a word. Don continued the slow advance toward the heat and moisture at her core. “Did you hear me?”

Lola pushed her hips up and slipped her panties down. Don pulled at them himself, drawing the pair down to her knees. As he pushed her shirt back up, Don saw Lola's bare breasts for the first time.

The delicate and plush skin around her slit bristled to the touch. Don had sunk down, lightly running his fingertips on both sides. The teasing motions had Lola on edge, wanting him to stop, but still wanting him to do more.

Finally, the tension got to her. “Mr. Brenner, no.”

He looked up from between her thighs and gazed like he had in her office earlier that day. “You know you don't mean that. Beg me for it.”

Lola's mind went fuzzy. Suddenly, the fact that he was hesitating drove her mad. She pushed his head back down and begged, “Please?”

The playful lap at that fleshy pink told Lola how Don interpreted it. Lola dug her nails into the couch, loving the delicate touch. But she the confusion of why she agreed to even coming out there in the first place wouldn't leave her mind.
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