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BIMBO ACADEMY

Family secrets are never shared, even among ourselves. As a Smolensky, the respect we had always received from the rich and powerful was never to be asked about. In the words of my father, “Your dedushka will tell you what he won't even tell me, in time.”

Now that my grandfather had called for me in a letter, I hoped to learn about our past. As I eased my car past the entry gate, I knew I was in for a lesson. This was my first time even seeing the castle he had moved from Romania, brick by brick after The Iron Curtain fell.

I was getting a better view as I drove up the hill. The Transylvanian stereotype I expected fell apart as soon as I saw how neat and orderly the grounds were. Even the stone blocks themselves sparkled in the sunlight.

“Would have been nice if he shared some of the wealth,” I muttered to myself. We were never poor, but even an engineer like my father can only earn so much. I never saw any evidence that my dedushka had given my father a dime.

I rounded one last curve in the drive. A sign reading Smolensky Finishing Academy greeted me after the final hedgerow. From the road, you wouldn't know what the place was.

I pulled in right behind a restored Packard Super Eight. The tan canvas top and flawless white paint didn't show it was past seventy years old, but the thing reeked of old money. It drove home how disconnected I was from my ancestry.

The burning light and heat of mid-afternoon had me getting out of my car and going for the front door. I was less impressed by the size of the slab as I was the knocker. The brass monstrosity of a lion's head stared back, almost mocking me as I grabbed the ring in its mouth.

I smacked it a few times and waited. The place could be a mansion, or a fancy insane asylum. Not a single window on the ground floor was wide enough to get an arm through.

I kept waiting, tapping my foot as if it would summon an answer. The more I looked, the more it felt like the building wasn't so much meant to withstand a siege. Every detail was too ornate to be so utilitarian.

The door finally eased open. When I saw the brunette in a red, thigh-split dress and heels on the other side, my cock was ready to stand at attention. Wouldn't it be a bitch if she was my grandmother-in-law?

“You are Alex?” Her Russian accent was undeniable.

“Uh, yeah.”

She smiled like I had given her a complimentary pass to Heaven. Her arms wrapped around me, squeezing like a woman twice her size had no business doing. “Good, let us go inside.”

“Nice to meet you, I guess.”

She finally let go. “You have so much to tell me about yourself.”

“And you are?”

“Your father never talked about me?”

He wouldn't even acknowledge my the question when I asked about our family. “No.”

She gave me a big, wet kiss on the cheek. “Your babushka is so happy to see you.”

Wait, fuck, WHAT? I jerked my head back and stared. “When did you marry my grandfather? Nobody told me about this.”

She cocked her head. “1958, before we left Smolensk for America.”

“Uh huh...”

A man's voice came from behind her. “Natalia, let the boy in.” Only a trace of accent was in his speech. “Let me see our grandson.”

I was beyond ready to turn tail and run from the pack of lunatics. “Are you sure this isn't a prank? I know I've never met my grandparents, but I know my grandmother can't look younger than me.”

The man finally stepped out, looking exactly like I expected my father to in thirty years. He pulled a pack of cigarettes from the breast pocket of his paisley lounge jacket. He pulled a tube out and hung it off his lip before saying, “You show up and act like this? Such a shame, Alex.”

Him, I could accept. “I believe you,” I looked at my supposed-grandmother and caught my eyes sneaking down to her cleavage, “but what kind of trick is this?”

He laughed and lit his cigarette with a match. The first puff blasted from his lips before he said, “Listen to your babushka and come inside. It is hot as hell out here.”

I could either drive three hours back home or figure out the prank. “No more tricks like this?”

My grandfather winked and held a hand out for a shake. “No more tricks.”

We shook. “Alright, but what's all this about?”

“As soon as you stop staring at your babushka's tits,” he grinned like a madman, “we will go to my study and I will explain everything.”

I darted my eyes away, a humble red coming across my cheeks. Fuck.


Every room in the place felt as large and expensive as the average house where I grew up. Marble, teak, and gold leaf weren't so much detail materials as they were room themes. Yet somehow it felt classy in an old-world way, instead of the usual, overcompensating form of tacky you get with that stuff.

Grandfather stopped at the entrance to a room and pulled a key out. “Natalia, leave us for a moment.”

She clasped her hands in front of her hips and nodded as the ornate copper bracelet on her wrist caught the light. Before leaving, she leaned in and whispered in my ear, “Such a handsome boy.”

I watched her hips sway down the hall. No way in hell I was believing her. At the very least, I wanted to know who my real grandmother was.

He already had the door open when she rounded the corner, out of sight. “You'll regret doing that by the time we're done talking.”

“I'm not saying I'm not proud of my grandpa for scoring a girl like that,” I'd have fucked her in a heartbeat, “but I'm not five.”

“Poor fool, America has made you and your father close-minded.”

I followed grandfather into the office. Everything about the room made the rest of the place look like a hovel in comparison, other than the size. While it wasn't as cavernous, the place reeked of opulence.

“You recognize this room?”

I looked around, taking in the shining beads of amber on the walls. Even the inlaid wood on the floor was in a pattern that had to take a master craftsman to even imagine. “Maybe I've seen a picture of it before?”

“You should have. This is the Amber Room of Prussia.”

I knew I'd heard of it as the lost eighth wonder of the world, looted by the Nazis, but I chalked it up to another trick. “It looks real, like someone put the original in a museum.”

“I rescued it from a shady antiquities dealer. The Kremlin would just sell it off to some trash oligarch if it was returned to The Motherland. This is the real one, Alexei. ”

Nobody called me by my proper first name, but I gave him a pass. “Now seriously, what's going on here?”

“Take a seat.” He pointed to a desk smack in the middle of the room, that and three chairs being the only furnishings that looked out of place from the pictures I remembered.

“And you'll tell me without joking?”

“Belief is important, but trust has to come first.” He walked faster than a man his age should have, getting behind the desk and opening a drawer. “Come, let me show you.”

I caught up as fast as I could, dropping myself in a claw-footed chair. “I guess I should ask about your life.”

“It has been interesting, but not always good.” He tossed a photo book at me. “Take a moment and look through that.”

It was all black and white at first. Grainy photos of a peasant family through a couple of decades, and then I got to the war. I knew enough Cyrillic to figure out the note on the bottom of them read Stalingrad 1943. Bombed out buildings and total destruction was all there was.

“You fought for the Soviets?”

“Your great-grandfather did. I was the young boy in the photos just before that.”

I turned a few more pages, noticing my great-grandfather was missing from the family portrait. “I'm sorry he didn't make it.”

He stepped around and turned a page for me. Pointing to a man who looked about his age now, he said, “This is your great-great grandfather. Natalia and I left for America with him a few years after this picture was taken.”

“From Russia? I thought The Cold War was going on.”

“We were dissidents. My work, and my dedushka's work, was not welcome.”

Something paid for this place, but I couldn't figure out what. “How did you end up like this?”

“Our work,” he boxed my ear, “but I see your father kept his promise, just the same as your son will have to do.”

“To be honest, I think he hates you.”

“I know, and he should.” His face wasn't full of regret, just acknowledgment. “It is the way of our family.”

I was getting the hint, but it was too horrible to admit. “So every generation has to go out and make it on their own. I can see why you'd do that.”

Grandfather shook his head. “No, Alexei,” he put his hand on my shoulder and gripped hard. “We pass our work from grandfather to grandson.”

No wonder dad hates him. “What are you saying?”

“Your babushka and I are leaving the academy to you, after you prove you can handle it.” He turned to the next page and pointed. “That is your babushka before we were married.”

I looked down. No doubt, the woman looked identical to Natalia. “So where is she now?”

“Probably in her bedroom,” he let his hand off my shoulder and took on a shit-eating grin, “changing so you will stop eye-fucking her.”

“No way. I know there's plastic surgery and face lifts, but that girl's younger than me.”

I kept flipping through as grandfather took his seat again. As the pictures turned to Polaroids, and then to modern snapshots, my grandmother was still there. Only, as my father grew up and my grandfather aged, she looked the same.

“No fucking way.” My skin crawled as I got to the last picture. It was both of my grandparents, probably taken in the last few years.

“Now you see?” He leaned back and rested his hands on the arms of his chair. “I am a lucky man to have her.”

“How?” She had to be in her late-seventies, at least. “I see it, but I still can't believe it.”

“The wife of a copper mage doesn't age until her husband dies.”

“A what?”

“It is a skill passed down through the family, that skips a generation.”

If I could believe Natalia was really my grandmother, why not hear him out? “So you're telling me you're a wizard or something.”

“That is an insult. Magic does not come from a wand or a book.”

“And how does one make a living like that?”

My grandfather pulled a loop of brassy metal out of his pocket, identical to the one on Natalia. “For centuries, we peddled trinkets and jewelry that we had granted powers.” He tossed it my way just like the book. “Do not put it on.”

I eyed the thing. Other than the ornate etchings, it didn't look any more special than copper bands you see pitched on commercials. “I don't get it.”

“Our students wear these until they graduate. At graduation, a part of it is implanted in their body. We have never had one return to their old ways.”

The place was sounding more like an asylum. “So what do you teach?”

“I only discipline the students and look after the staff. Think of this as a reform school.”

“For the rich and famous, by the looks of it.”

His face lit up. “You are starting to get it now.”

“So you use magic to fix rich brats.” There's a sucker born every minute, and some of them are loaded, I guess. “That doesn't explain how you could afford this place, though.”

“The parents and future husbands of our students pay handsomely for our services.” He stood up and pulled another cigarette out. “Come, you will see.”


I followed my grandfather through another corridor. Large windows lined the wall looking out on a landscaped courtyard about half the size of a football field. It looked like the quad of a women's college out there.

Every one of them wore the same red skirt and charcoal blazer. Dark thigh highs only left a strip of skin showing on their legs. “Our students, Alexei.”

It all felt like a fever dream, especially when I saw a few of them wearing the same copper band he had tossed me on their wrists.

“You mean, you make a living running a school for all these girls?”

He pulled yet another cigarette out and struck an oversized match. As the first hint of tobacco smoke hit my nose, my grandfather put his hands on his hips. “It is a reform school. These girls are here because they were going nowhere, despite the privilege in their lives.”

Grandpa's Academy for Young Lady Delinquents. Doesn't have a good ring to it. “So what do you teach?”

“Hmmph,” a puff of smoke flowed from his nostrils, “do you know what makes the ideal wife for the rich and powerful?”

It seemed easy enough. “Be hot, accept a pre-nup, and produce acceptable heirs for the estate.” As much as my family was oddly accepted by high society, you picked up a few open secrets.

“That is only the first layer.” Grandfather plucked the paper tube from his mouth and filled the immediate area with a choking cloud. “Obedience and a certain amount of, let's call it creativity, are just as important.”

Art and manners is all they need? “I don't follow you.”

“You will.” He tilted his head to motion toward a staircase to our right. “You're about to see how I met your babushka.”

“What do you mean? Was my grandmother a student here?”

I knew he was holding back a laugh and a slap across my face. “This academy did not exist then, but something like it did.”

“So she was a student.”

“Under the Soviets, my grandfather barely kept our tradition alive. Natalia was his last pupil before we had to flee for our lives.”

“So how did you build this place? The money had to come from somewhere.”

Grandfather slapped me on the back, almost knocking me down. “You train a few socialites with our methods, and word gets around those circles. Before I knew it, I could not piss the money fast enough.”

And I'm next in line? “So what am I supposed to do? I didn't even know this was a reform school an hour ago.”

He looked at me like I had just farted. “You train,” my grandfather took a long drag from his cigarette, the smoke pouring out as he added, “and get to know your assistant.”

“I have staff while I'm learning?”

Two girls in the yard suddenly tangled up, a tall blonde grabbing a brunette's hair in the start of a cat fight. My grandfather pulled a walkie-talkie from his breast pocket. “Code yellow in the courtyard.”

It really is a place to dump rich troublemakers. Two women who had to be nearing seven feet tall marched out, putting both girls in headlocks and lifting them off the ground.

“We'll see how you handle discipline for new students tomorrow. The brunette will be a good first test.”

I stared as she got hauled off into one of many doors. The girl looked familiar, but I couldn't place it behind the scowl and mess of hair obscuring her face.

“Until then,” his hand gripped my shoulder, “you have work to do.”

I imagined reams of paperwork, or maybe a toilet brush for the next few hours. “As in?”

His fingers loosened. “Just like Natalia was trained by my grandmother to help run the school, Anya has been trained by your grandmother.”

I was almost afraid to ask. “What kind of training?”

“Rules, procedures, and being an upstanding role model for our students.” I should have known what was coming when he let go and started walking off. “Like family tradition dictates, she is Russian, of strong blood.”

“What are you telling me?” He was already too far away to hear. I ran to catch up. “What's the important part you left out?”

He stopped at the bottom of a staircase going up to the catwalk for the second floor. “You have not lost that bracelet, right?”

I felt inside my pockets. Still on the right side of my jeans. “I've got it.”

“Good.” I knew that smug grin was the one my father always talked about hating in people. Now I knew why. “Headmistresses are trained with the knowledge to do their job, but they stay unbranded until they are paired with a headmaster. You might say Anya is fresh off the boat.”

I followed him up the stairs and to our the right on the second floor. “So I give Anya this, and she's ready to help me run this place?”

“There is more to it than putting jewelry on her, just like taking a wife.” He wasn't bothering to turn around. “Tell me, do you like your women strong, or submissive?”

“What?” My grandfather was asking this kind of question? “I never thought about it, but both would be nice.”

“Good answer. The perfect woman minds herself, but is not helpless.” He stopped at a door and turned to face me. “Remember that, and she will serve you well.”

“Serve me?”

“Of course. 'Master' is most of 'headmaster,'”

Is he the kind of person I'm expected to be? “If you say so.”

He shot me a knowing grin. “Your mind will change after you meet Anya.” He pushed the door open and stepped inside.

I followed, ending up in an incredibly luxurious bedroom. A wall of windows overlooking the estate lit up the cherry floors and furniture. But in the chair in the far corner, draped in white fur like she was still in The Motherland, sat the most stunning blonde I'd ever laid eyes on.

She put down the book she was reading as we approached. The closer I got, the more I realized her eyes were in that weird space between blue and green. The only thing certain in them was the apprehension.

“Anya, this is Alexei.”

She looked up at me when I stopped just short of her. Thick as wax, Anya's accent made her even more exotic. “It is a pleasure.”

“Likewise.” I wrapped my hand around the fingers she offered up. Her wrist couldn't have been any more limp.

Grandfather noticed. “Anya, sledoyte za treneepobkoy.”

Anya looked at him, the slightest hint of resistance poking through the worry.

“Eto ranshe,” she jerked her hand back from me, “chem ya doomal.”

“Alexei, take out your bracelet.”

As soon as I had it out, Anya had to know what it was. She stood bolt-straight, yelling at my grandfather. “Natalia skazala, kto mne eto noosno!”

Even if I didn't know much Russian, his anger was clear as perfect English. “Ktot gneb dokazivaet, chto tebe kto noosno...”

She looked utterly defeated already. “Vi zestokiyi chelobek, Smolensky.”

She stepped between us, facing me. I wanted to grab her by the wrist and start running. The only thing stopping me was the resigned look she gave me. Anya knew it was futile.

Grandfather frowned behind her. “Znayi svoye mesto vetoy semve, Anya.”

Anya presented her wrist to me. “Do not make me regret this, Alexei.”

From the looks of it, she already did. I held the bracelet up to her arm, pulling the open ends apart. “Are you sure?”

“You still ask what I want,” Anya smiled faintly, “so yes.”

Alright then. I put the open end over her wrist, sliding it on her without letting the bracelet touch skin. The instant I let go and it hit Anya's wrist, it shone with a blinding, golden light.

I blinked hard for a moment, my vision marred with dark spots. Anya didn't seem fazed at all, or at least, what I could make out of her face. The band itself had closed to form a perfect loop around her wrist that would have been impossible to remove.

“You stared right at it, dumbass.” My grandfather grabbed Anya by the shoulders and sat her back down. “Give her a moment.”

“So that was how you work as a copper mage?”

“No,” he pulled yet another smoke out of his breast pocket. “That is how you get married as a copper mage.”

“WHAT?” My heart was trying to break my ribs. “There's no way I'd marry a girl I just met.”

“There is a way, and you just did, Alexei.”

“Do either of us get any say in the matter?”

He lit the cigarette, not caring that he was in someone else's room. “She was allowed to choose, but we do not get that luxury. That is our way.”

I was almost ready to bum a smoke off him. “Have you ever resented it?”

“I asked my dedushka the same question. We all fight against it at first, but then we see the benefits.”

“So if I'm taking over the academy, what will you two do?”

“Assuming you succeed in taking it over,” he took a drag and then blew a thick puff of blue smoke straight up, “we will go see our son for the first time in decades. Maybe do the usual American thing. Buy an RV, move to Florida, and play golf until I die of complications from tuberculosis.”

“You have TB?”

He almost laughed. “No, but it is in half the fucking obituaries I read, it seems. It is stereotypical but true, like if I was drunk on potato vodka all the time.”

Self-awareness at that age is rare, I guess. Hope I have that later. “So this is my life now.”

“If you do not fail miserably at it, yes.” He looked back at Anya. “She is coming to. Let me leave you alone.”

“Wait,” I didn't even know where to begin looking for him later, “where am I supposed to stay?”

“This is your room.” He started toward thee door, leaving me in place. “Well, yours and hers.”

“You're not leaving so I can...”

He stopped in the doorway and looked back. “Yes, consummate the marriage.” Grandfather shut the door and left like it was no big deal.

I came here expecting to catch up with my grandparents. Nobody mentioned I'd be inheriting a castle or that I'd get tricked into an arranged marriage. I looked back at Anya. She seemed like she was coming back to her senses.

I took one step closer to her and asked, “Does any of this seem crazy to you?”

Her accent still sounded right off the streets of St. Petersburg. “Whatever do you mean?” The way she relaxed in her chair struck me as odd.

“None of this bothers you?”

“I am your wife now, solnishko. All of this is right.”

Am I the only one who can't believe this? “What made you want this?” I expected it to stop Anya, or at least slow her down.

She had a wistful look in her eyes as the rest of her face seemed assured. “Life can be cruel outside of these walls. If you follow the rules, those cruelties go away.”

“So you're saying life wasn't always good for you.”

“Your babushka always warned me about living in the past. You should listen to her, Alexei.”

I knew the subject was impregnable. “So what about your future?”

“Our future, you mean?” Anya finally rose from her chair. “As you go, so do I.”

I wanted to back away when she put her hands on my chest. “What made you want this?”

She ignored it entirely as she eased me backwards. “You should worry about proving you can run this academy. Come, let us enjoy our first day together.”

I didn't even have a full idea of what this place was for, but Anya wasn't being vague about her intentions. The girl was coming on to me like a desperate prom date.

The back of my legs hit the side of the mattress. I fell backward, Anya right on top of me. The extra fabric of her long, flowing gown covered us both.

I won't lie, having her on top of me did feel amazing. The only thing worth frowning over was when I felt the fur draped over her shoulders and realized it was the genuine thing.

Anya pushed herself up, resting on her knees. She worked buttons loose all the way down and let the veil drop.

Did I wreck my car and die on the way here? Utter perfection is the only way to describe her. The black lace of her bra and panties didn't leave much left to imagine.

“You like what you see.” Anya beamed with pride. “I am glad.”

Grandfathers utterance of 'consummate' finally hit home. “Slow down a second. We met, what, not even five minutes ago?”

“We will have our whole lives to get to know each other.” Anya chucked the furs away, looking less like a Russian transplant and more like a Victoria's Secret catalog brought to life. “Relax, and I will show you how our students are supposed to behave.”

“That's what we teach?” Expecting me to teach the Kama Sutra was like expecting a drop-out to teach advanced trigonometry. I wasn't inexperienced at that point, but it was asking too much.

“You do not teach skills. You instill discipline and give final exams.” Anya spread her legs and sat herself right on my crotch. “Your staff and I teach the skills.”

It's the difference between a headmaster and a teacher, I suppose. But it still didn't explain the ravishing, blonde Russian straddling my package. Or why she agreed to be my wife before even meeting me.

“Now Alexei, tell me,” she stared down at me, those breasts catching my attention as much as her eyes, “do you like it slow, or would you rather be rough?”

The way she put the emphasis on 'rough' clued me in on her preference. “We should slow it down, period.”

“Teasing is the woman's job. Now tell me.”

It was time for a new approach. “Don't be a bad girl, now. Stop.”

“Bad girls need to be punished,” Anya put her hands on my shoulders and pinned me to the bed, “and I can be very, very bad for you.”

Now I knew what reluctant dates feel on college campuses everywhere. “You won't back down, will you?”

“Why would I? Your erection tells me it is working.”

It would feel even better inside her, but it still felt wrong somehow. “You looked relieved when I asked if you wanted this. What was that about?”

“Because I know you will be a kind husband.” Anya started pushing herself back and forth in my lap, making it that much harder to resist. “I was worried about the kind of man I was to marry, but you are not the sort of person I was afraid of.”

“That's good to hear.”

“No,” she picked up the pace, “it is awful.”

“Why?”

“A headmaster can not have a kind heart and a soft hand. Your dedushka is a cruel man, but that is as he should be.”

I have to be like him? It sounds awful. “So what do you have to be like?”

Anya was getting herself worked up against me, all by herself. “Your success is my success. It is the same with failure.”

“I don't think it has to be that way.”

For a brief moment, Anya looked genuinely happy. The copper band around her wrist suddenly burned through my shirt. She jerked to the right, writhing in pain.

I shot upright. She was pitiful like this, curled into a fetal position on her side and her face twisted in agony. “Are you alright? What the hell happened?”

Anya whimpered into the sheets, slowly relaxing herself. As her limbs straightened back out and she looked at me, streaks of mascara dribbled onto the bed. “That girl wanted to be dead. I can never let her come back.”

“You mean, the old you.”

Anya nodded and the gradually pushed herself up. “I have to clean myself up. This is unacceptable.” She made her way around the bed and to the dressing table on the left wall of the room.

“I'm sorry about this.”

Anya was already wiping the black off her face. “The Smolensky's did her a favor. I am grateful.”

“I mean what just happened, too.”

“That is my fault. I was weak.”

“What if I refuse to run the academy? That will set you free, right?”

Anya stood back up, marching right up to me. Her plush lips narrowed into a slit. “I do not want to be free if it means my life is like it was before.” She gave me a hard push, sending me onto the bed. Crawling over me, Anya tacked on, “And you are a fool.”

Me? “I don't believe that.”

Anya ran her fingers along my inner thigh, stopping right on my crotch. “You would give up your dedushka's legacy, but I would still belong to you.” She gave me a slow stroke through my jeans. “You do not even know what tour job entails yet.”

I tried to object as Anya tugged on my zipper. As I felt her fingertips on my shaft, I finally regained the nerve. “Anya, stop.”

She had my cock out, working on turning the chub into a full-on erection. Anya had her face inches from mine. “Shut up and enjoy it.”

I wanted to stop her, but my brain wasn't doing the thinking anymore. I clutched at the sheets when Anya's lips pressed against the tip. With a light grab at my balls, she took me in her mouth like she was starving.

I tried to back away, kinda. The tension around waist broke as Anya worked my belt and the button loose. By the time she had my jeans down to my knees, I knew I only had one choice.

Sorry for this. Taking a full fist of hair in one hand, the other wrapping around her throat, I forced her to back off.

Anya tried to go back down. As my grip against her neck got tighter, she actually smiled at me. Hoarse with restriction and accent, she fought to say, “That is it, Alexei.”

I let go, too horrified at the idea of doing anything more severe to stop Anya. “I didn't want to do that.”

She crawled back up my torso. “Hmmm.” Anya pressed her cheek against my face. “I know what your first lesson must be.”

“Lesson?”

She bit at my earlobe before saying, “If you want me to stop, you must make me.”

“I just did, didn't I?”

I should have known her answer when Anya sent a hand down. “No.” Even with her mouth next to my ear, another round of wet heat enveloped my dick.

I shot my eyebrows up and stared at the ceiling. When she moved her hips, I knew. “You're not joking, are you?”

Anya pushed herself back up, my cock hidden inside her cunt. She smiled and tossed her hips left and right. “You like?”

She just pushed her panties to the side, just like that. Another shift of her body closed my eyes.

“You can not give in like that with students.” Anya drove the point home with a swish of her body meant for drawing a rapid climax. “They will eat you alive, Alexei.”

Eat me alive, swallow my dick whole, what's it matter? I settled in and put my hands against Anya's thighs, hoping she wouldn't stop. That's when I felt the left side of my face light on fire with a pop.

“Nyet!”

“What the fuck?” The rise and fall of the sting was in tune with my pulse. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

“You are lucky I did not stick knife between your ribs instead.”

I didn't know if it was just that brutal Russian honesty, or mental issues. “If you've got a point, tell me.”

“Eto piz dets, my husband is an idiot.”

You don't grow up in a family from a non-English-speaking ethnic group without learning their cuss words. “You've got a foul mouth on you.”

Anya made a quick swirl with her hips, trying to force me to give in again. “And you are weak.” A hand pressed against my sternum. “You see? You do not even try to push back.”

I took each of Anya's wrists in my hands, forcing them in front of her. As she kept rocking herself, I asked, “Is that better?”

“Do you think I just want you to be a little rough?” Anya's voice and movements had me dribbling pre-cum already. “You will blow your load early, like a weak, little man. I can feel it.”

Who knew I'd end up in an arranged marriage to the mega-bitch of Moscow? “You could be more pleasant.”

“I could be, but nobody is making me. That is not even asking.”

“It was a question.”

Anya broke a hand free, whipping it right behind her. Her fingers closed around my balls tighter than a camel's ass in a sandstorm. “Could you go ahead and come inside me?”

I sat upright without having to think about it. Both of my family jewels felt like they were about to burst. The only thing I knew to do was snake my hand between her arm and body, and then reach up. As I took hold of Anya's upper arm and pushed out with my elbow, the pressure finally eased.

Anya tried with her other hand. She smiled when I blocked it the same way. “Good, now get your dick out of me.” One more quick pump of her hips. “I need to be punished.”

When I tried to roll over, I realized how strong Anya was, despite looking feminine as all hell. I put my arms into it, sending her crashing onto the bed. Pulling myself out of her was the last thing I wanted to do, but it was time to make my point.

I sat back up and pulled Anya's legs over my lap. A quick swat to the ass seemed like enough.

“Is that all? You treat me like a child who stole a cookie?” Anya stuck her rear up. “Whatever you are about to do, think of something worse, and then think of something worse again.”

I had gotten a few spankings as a child, but never an outright ass beating. I knew enough to figure out what might satisfy Anya. “Are you sure about that?”

“When the disobedient need to be punished, you do not ask for their permission, Alexei.”

“Hell of a fetish you've got.” I grabbed my belt buckle between the two of us and pulled it from the loops. “I kinda like it.”

“I hate it.” Anya's cheeks tensed beneath black lace. “But not as much as I hate having a weak husband.”

Something's fucked up in her head. Anya wants me to be a domineering jerk? I doubled the belt over in my hand and tugged her panties down. I shook my head at the thought of marring that kind of perfection.

“Do not hesitate. Make me regret it.”

I reared my right arm back. Giving it more force than I intended, the crack echoed through the room.

Anya's head jerked up. A strip of red stayed on her ass like I'd stamped it on there.

I pulled back for the second and watched her buns clench. The second one was just as hard, overlapping the first in a way that had to sting like a bastard.

The pain was obvious in Anya's voice. “Do not let up. Mercy is weakness.”

I should have felt guilty about the grin spreading across my face. My hand went vertical and then swooped back down.

Anya whimpered as the sound bounced around the room. I brought a few more down, finally wanting it to hurt.

Suddenly, it wasn't about punishment alone. “Stand up.”

“You are not satisfied?”

I got up with her, just to push Anya between the shoulder blades, forcing her to lean against the bed. My arm whipped back and then snapped in the other direction.

Anya squealed as I wondered if it broke skin. Not quite, but this time, my belt's stitching showed in the stripe on her ass. She still wasn't begging me to stop.

I pulled my shoes and socks off, and then let my jeans drop. Taking one shoe in hand, I put the end of the belt through the buckle. If the little bitch wanted me to be cruel, Anya was about to get my homework and the extra credit.

The loop of my belt went over her head and then tightened around her neck. I sat next to her, resting my elbow on the small of her back.

Her breathing went ragged as I pulled on the end of the belt with one hand, givng teasing taps from my shoe with the other. By the time the swats built up enough power to hurt, you could have cracked walnuts between her cheeks.

The full force of my muscles bounced the shoe off her ass, almost sending it flying out of my grip. It only pissed me off. New copies of the tread pattern stuck with each strike until Anya's ass looked like two cherries pushed together.

I let go of the belt. Anya surged forward and choked for breath. Before she could get a full one, I put what strength I had left in that arm into one final pop.

Anya finally screamed, letting it trail off in to sputtering and sobbing. She tried pulling the loop from around her neck as I stood.

I jerked my end of the leather back and stood behind Anya. She rose up to stand in front of me. I gave her a quick tap with my hand and loosened my pull.

She gave a quick sob and wiped at her eyes with the back of her hand. The black streak trailing up her forearm told me the kind of wreck I 'd made of her. “It is so painful.”

I pushed her forward again.

Anya got one last bit in before I gave the belt another tug. “And I am so proud of you for it.”

Stubborn little whore. I had the belt so tight you could pluck a note on it. My shirt came off with one hand until I had to let go of the belt to get it off my arm, giving Anya another chance to hoard precious air.

I dropped my boxers and squared her ass up, making sure my hands smacked against her in the process. My soldier was ready for the first invasion of Russian territory to succeed. The tip slid along the neat, bald line of her cunt.

Anya backed into me. The gush inside her made it easy to slam home. As my waist cracked against her ass, Anya realized her mistake in thinking it would be without pain.

I leaned into her ear, almost growling as I ordered, “You'd better make yourself come, and fast.”

Anya's lips parted like she was about to ask, “Why?”

I took the belt in my teeth, freeing my hands. One went against her back, the other pulling against a copious amounts of blonde.

She was vertical again, trying her damnedest to rub her clit. Every crash against her tender ass and breath denied motivated her more than a generous pay scale.

As Anya's neck craned back over my shoulder, I had to jerk my head to the left to keep tension on the belt. The wheezing sound from her mouth told me I needed to pull harder.

And that, in turn, let Anya know I expected more effort. Her body shook with the fury she was expressing down below, all through one elbow.

I pushed the hand with her hair against Anya's back, freeing the other one to join her own up front. My fingers joined in as I kept slamming away from behind.

It came to a head with the warning of a lightning strike. Anya stiffened against my body.

I pulled my head left as hard as I could. Her cunt pulsed around my cock before seizing to the point I couldn't back out.

The force of Anya's climax jerked her forward. The belt slipped from my bite, gifting her the first oxygen she'd had in over a minute.

Letting go completely, I watched her come on my shaft and sputter. If I could have broke free inside that trap of a pussy, giving another round of thrusts would have finished me off at the same time.

I bent over to unhook Anya's bra. It felt like a shame that I hadn't seen her tits yet, considering what I'd already done to her. The only hard part was getting hold of it as Anya almost vibrated in place.

My dick felt a tiny slip. I pulled back, enough tension left inside her to make it difficult. Once I had finally extracted myself, I gave Anya a quick shove.

Her cheeks and jaw were striped with runs of mascara as Anya rolled onto her side. The full beauty of her ample breasts heaving with each gasp was a sight worth traveling for. But the weird part was in her eyes.

Anya cleared her throat and sat up with the belt still around her neck. She tugged at the loop, pulling the end out of the buckle. With her voice feminine, but rough as sixty-grit sandpaper, Anya said, “Very creative, Alexei.”

“You're still not done.”

A gulp passed down the indention the belt had left on her neck. Anya opened her mouth to speak again. Something had stopped her before the words could come out.

“Good, you're behaving now.”

She kept staring at me as I gave her time to speak.

“Now you get punished until I come.” I crawled onto the bed as Anya pulled the bra free of her arms and slid her panties from around her ankles.

I lied on my back and asked, “You know what I want you to do?”

She shook her head.

“Hand me the belt, and then get on your knees in front of me.”

Anya did exactly as I ordered. That gleam in her eyes I couldn't put my finger on before started to look less like fear, and more like respect.

“Now, turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

Her streaked face went away, but her sorely abused ass was just as lovely after getting too much. Anya didn't hesitate getting down to it, giving me the wettest dry hump I'd ever gotten.

Anya had the classic hourglass shape from behind. As much as I wanted to see how much she could show off with it in a dress, she still had a job to do before a shred of clothing could get on her.

One quick slap against her ass sent her head and should forward. Anya got the point. She had me back inside before I could pull back for another one. I reared and did it anyway, just for my enjoyment.

Anya tried to block with her hands. Totally unacceptable.

I reached for the belt again. She had to have seen or heard it, judging by the way she started giving me the best damn ride of my life. I gave a few teasing pats with it before whipping it with just enough force to sting.

She tried blocking me again. This time, I'd had enough. I made another loop through the buckle and forced it around her wrists. Drawing it tight, I fed the tail around the other way, making sure that was the end of her defiance. I made myself clear by making my hand sting.

“Khu'i!”

Yeah, I guess I am a dick, you little cunt. My right arm had worn out, so she got a swat from the left. “Piz'da.”

Anya used what I had just called her like a pro. Every time I felt her slowing down, she'd get another round until she was back up to speed. Eventually, I gave her a little slack for letting that sexy voice express how much she loved pleasing me.

I gave one last slap as I felt the rush all over my body. My cock hardened even further and I rolled my head back.

That's when Anya pushed against the bed with her hands and feet. The only parts of us that touched were shaft and tunnel. And how did it feel? Imagine getting a blowjob from a world-champ, but the hole feels far better than a mouth ever could.

I balled my fists among the sheets, knowing I should be pulling out. My neck tensed and my loins rushed as I tried dropping my hips.

Anya wasn't having any of it. Sinking herself back down, she kept rolling her ass around in front of me. “That is it, come inside your wife's pussy.” Her voice was enough to bring a man to climax by itself.

My mind glitched out as the desire for release got too strong. The hot jet blew forth with the most amazing feeling I'd experienced up to that point. At that moment, the roughest sex I'd ever had with the hottest girl I'd ever seen, made all the craziness feel like a blessing.

That sliver of self-awareness that comes back with the second burst jarred me out of it. Fuck, what am I doing? I tried to pull myself out again.

Anya pressed herself even harder, moaning in victory. “That is it, give it all to me.”

I settled in for the rest, knowing the damage had been done already. At the very least, I guess we were married already.

“Your bebushka and dedushka will be so proud of you, Alexei.” Because of fucking course they would, from what little I'd learned about them so far.

Anya pushed herself off of me the instant I finished. A drop of pearly white threatened to drip out her cunt onto the bed. She rolled onto her back, resting her thighs on top of my stomach.

“Alright,” I leaned toward her, “what's this about?”

She pushed one finger up to her lips, curling it at the corner of her mouth. “It is more likely to happen if I stay like this for a while.”

I knew exactly what “it” meant. “Hold on, I never said I wanted kids this soon.” I mean, she looked like the perfect girl to have them with. “I planned on having a career first.”

“But you do.” Anya took my hand. “This is our life now, together.”

I'm definitely bumming a smoke off grandfather when I see him.


The table was set for us in the dining room. Or in the case of this place, the dining hall. It seemed a bit ridiculous that only my grandparents were at the table in such a grand room.

Grandfather looked at us first, grinning like a shot fox. “So, judging by how Anya is glowing, it went well.”

“Mikhail, show some decency.” Natalia, or rather my grandmother, picked up her wine glass. “Our grandson has just gotten married to my student. This makes me proud.”

I looked to my left at Anya, admiring how she filled out that black dress fit for a gala. She was beaming, just like my grandfather had claimed.

“Come, sit and eat.” Grandfather pointed at the seats across from them.

It took as long as you'd expect to get to the middle of a table that could seat twenty. I pulled Anya's seat seat for.

As soon as she dropped, she shot right back up. “May I stand for a moment, please?”

Grandfather looked at my waist and started laughing, beating his fist on the table. Even Natalia's elbow to his ribs didn't faze him. He worked it out until his face was red as grandmother's dress.

“Really, you laugh at a time like this?” She wasn't finding the humor in it yet.

Grandfather wiped both eyes and pointed at me. “His belt, Natalia, look.”

She narrowed her eyes for a moment. “Oh.” Grandmother looked at Anya and grinned. “It looks like Alexei needs a new belt from all that scuffing.”

His laughter picked back up. “Fucking bite marks! If you did your job well, Alexei, she won't sit for a week.”

BIMBO ACADEMY 2: HEADMASTER'S DISCIPLINE


BIMBO CODE:

PRIME RECIPIENT

I had never had great luck with women. Sure, I could rack up a cheap score when I had to set my mind to it, assuming I didn't get too picky. But sometimes you feel that urge to plow a perfect-ten like a field. Guys, you know what I'm talking about.

Sometimes the urge was uncontrollable, like I was settling if I didn't claim the goddess jogging down the street. Hell, at times I had to push myself to go after the hot friend when I was at the bar for a one-night-stand. If you're anything close to normal like me, it can drive you batshit trying to figure out the one trick that works.

Fortunately for me, that all changed as soon as I entered GeneFactor's facility. I thought I was responding to an ad for a medical study when I requested more information. A little extra beer money is all I was after. A few days after sending back the cheek swab, a photo, and a brief medical history I got the letter.

They wanted to see me, urgently.


As I sat in the waiting room, the other guys dwindled from twenty down to one more. Every two or three minutes another one got called back by the voice of a young but disinterested woman none of us could see. I had no idea what this was about, but a few hundred bucks for showing up was enough for me.

I heard the last one aside from myself get called, rubbing my eyes as he went through the doorway. Nobody's phone got service inside the building. They didn't even have the courtesy to leave a stack of magazines. I was by myself with my thoughts, watching the second hand crawl around the clock on the wall across from me.

Exactly on time, the door opened again. “Grant Jensen.”

It had been creeping up on an hour already, making it ache that tiny bit you feel when sitting in a crappy chair too long. I started toward the door and noticed the hallway it led to was almost sterile looking. I pulled at the handle behind me and the warmth in the passageway took me off guard as the door shut.

I heard the clack of high heels until a slim, leggy brunette stepped out of the office to my left. She stuck her hand out at me, her lab coat barely hiding the cleavage I fought to keep my eyes off of. “I'm Dr. Clare. Cynthia if you want to be less formal.” She tipped her glasses down her nose and smiled. “It looks like you'll be here a while.” She'd have been a solid ten herself, if she showed any kind of emotion or interest in more than her work. We'll call her an eight.

Watching her turn around and start down the hall, I asked, “I don't even know what I'm here for.”

Dr. Clare didn't stop, turning her head my way. “Congratulations, out of all the applicants, you're the top of the heap.”

“For what, exactly?” I quit standing there, dumbfounded, and followed her. “Is it some kind of medical study or what?”

She opened a door to her right and stepped in without breaking stride. As soon as I got in the same room, Dr. Clare pointed to an exam table. “This is for a series of case studies. You can agree to it or not.”

Her half-assed answers started to grate on me. “Like, am I taking a pill or what?” I took my seat and felt the stiff vinyl grip against my jeans. “I'm not sure I'll agree if I don't know what I'm getting myself into.”

Dr. Clare took her own seat. The plush, maroon armchair looked out of place among the clinical white and steel of the room. I got a little chub when she crossed her legs, showing more thigh than a good bucket of chicken.

She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”

“I don't know why that matters, but no.”

“Good. Your family history is almost spotless too. Your children will be lucky to get your genes.”

What the hell? I watched Dr. Clare's face, still looking down at a clipboard in her lap.

“Your pay for this study is based upon certain tasks and benchmarks you complete. Is that acceptable to you?”

I knew I had lowered my eyebrows. “I guess, but I still don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.”

Dr. Clare finally looked up at me and snapped, “For now, answering a few more questions.” She blew a few strands of hair off her forehead and continued. “Are you straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”

“Straight,” I droned, making my impatience clearer than I intended.

“Your current occupation is listed as office assistant. How do you feel about leaving your current employer.”

“I hate the place. If the money's good enough once I know what I'm supposed to do, I'm gone.” It was a dead-end of a shit job.

“Excellent.” Dr. Clare extended her foot, popping her heel out of her shoe. “Now that I know you're a potential subject, I can tell you more. Are you still interested?”

“I guess, but only if you tell me what this is all about.”

“Grant,” she change in her tone threw me for a loop, “you have a gift, and it's one that needs to be shared with the world.”

A little praise always went a long way with me, but answers went even further. “And that is?”

“In case you didn't figure it out from the name of our organization, we deal primarily with human genetics.” I saw Dr. Clare smile as she uncrossed her legs and stood up. “We pay for prime genetic material, and you're a diamond in the rough.”

“If this is for a sperm donation, I don't know. I've heard about guys getting put on the hook for child support from that shit.”

I leaned back as Dr. Clare got closer. She stopped just short of my knees. “It's not like that at all.”

The look in her eyes was honest, but the smirk on her lips tipped me off. “Maybe I should have asked 'What are you not telling me?'”

Dr. Clare pushed her clipboard in my face. “I'll tell you everything I can, but not until you sign a non-disclosure agreement. The general public wouldn't agree with our program.”

I scanned through the single page, making sure I was only signing a paper to keep my mouth shut. “Alright, but I won't agree to take part until I know exactly what I'll be doing.” I signed and handed the board back. “There.”

Her voice went back to business again. “Mr. Jensen, the human race is approaching a crisis.”

At that point, I started to wonder if I was getting myself involved in a cult. The world was doing fine for most people, all fucked up things going on considered. “What kind of crisis, exactly.”

Dr. Clare gave me this look that told me she knew far more than I could imagine. “The human race is becoming weak, Mr. Jensen.” She planted her hands on my knees and stated, “Smart, healthy people with excellent genetics aren't reproducing anymore.”

I had never had such a high opinion of myself. I leaned back even further. “I already said I wasn't jerking it into a cup.”

“You'll never have to.” The entire professional front she had been putting up dropped in an instant. “In fact, you'll never have to...” she trailed off for a few seconds, “jerk it ever again.”

What the fucking fuck? I tried to keep my face as still as a rock, barely keeping from laughing my ass off. “I'm confused. What the hell are you talking about?”

Dr. Clare leaned over to the counter to my left and grabbed a manilla folder and a pill bottle. She handed them to me, redness in her cheeks breaking through that professional demeanor. “Go home, first of all. Read this, and if you agree, sign and start taking one of these daily. Come back a week from today, at the same time, if you do exactly as I said and follow the directions to the letter.”

I stared at the folder in my hands and asked, “If this is some kind of joke, go ahead and tell me.”

“It's no prank.” Dr. Clare pulled an envelope out of a pocket in her lab coat. “Here's your pay for showing up. Follow the directions to the letter, then read the sealed letter on the last day. I hope to see you again, exactly one week from now.”


I did as the lady said after realizing my check was for twice what GeneFactor advertised. The instructions told me to take a pill stamped 'PD-053' daily. I tried looking them up online, but the only reference I could find was in a medical paper on animal magnetism that rattled off a bunch of medical terms I couldn't understand. At the time, pineal glands, thought-form projection, and pheromones all read as a bunch of bunk.

As the week went on, I started to feel stronger, smarter, more alert. By day six, it felt like people parted for me like the Red Sea for Moses. Even my bottom-rung job felt like it had some authority to it.

I had called in sick to get the afternoon off for the follow-up meeting with Dr. Clare. Misty, the normally bitchy receptionist at work, took the news like a command from above. The change in her behavior toward me was odd, to say the least. In fact, it almost felt like Misty was coming on to me the day before.

Waiting until exactly noon that day, I stared at the sealed letter on my kitchen counter. GeneFactor had already paid me more for a little of my time than I had earned at my day job all week. I felt obligated to obey their orders. The fact that it had an old-fashioned wax seal gave it that extra bit of credibility.

I pulled a knife out of my silverware drawer and freed several pages from their case. The paper was heavy, rough, and off-white linen. The kind of paper reserved for resume's when someone is trying too hard or documents that actually mean something.

The first page was a contract already inked by the board of directors and the CEO of GeneFactor, Janus Rickard. Only the spot for my signature was blank. The following pages blew my mind as they explained the genetic crisis Dr. Clare had mentioned, and then laid out the expectations I had to meet in detail.

Reaching the last page, I realized my ultimate purpose in this contract:

“The Donor shall be paid commensurate with his successful implantation of Genetic Material among Prime Recipients. Compensation shall be $5,000.00 USD upon donation, with an additional $10,000.00USD upon confirmed delivery.”

The dollar figures thrown about blew my mind, but I couldn't bring myself to believe what “donation” and “delivery” meant, exactly. They had to be shitting me.


I showed up at GeneFactor on time, the implications of the contract still boiling over in my head. They've got to be joking. I'm not even past wanting to fuck for fun, but they want me to do THAT?” The money was right, but to throw that kind of task at a man in his late-twenties?

Sitting down in the waiting room again, I didn't have company like the last time. The clock ticked down to the designated time. My arrival a few minutes early made it feel like I was waiting for days.

As the last seconds ticked away in slow motion, I thought about cutting my losses. While something was making my life easier since the meeting, it didn't sit right with me. Why would I help these people? I get that we're growing weaker, but how is it my responsibility to do anything about it?

“Grant Jensen.” Dr. Clare's voice rang out as I noticed the clock had hit four on the dot. I rose, fighting against leaden feet and those nagging doubts. “We're glad you decided to cooperate.”

I entered that unnaturally bright hallway again, Dr. Clare already waiting in the doorway to the left again. Noticing the same kind of high-cut skirt and lab coat, I forced a smile and said, “The offer is very generous, but—”

“You have questions.” She turned around back into the office, decked in hardwood floors and a refined shade of olive on the walls. “Have a seat.”

“Didn't you wonder if this was right or not?” Dr. Clare had to know even more than she was letting on.

She bent over in front of a mini-fridge, pulling two bottles of water out. I admired the pert, heart-shaped ass on display in front of me. Dr. Clare handed one of the bottles to me before taking her own seat behind a thick slab of wooden desk.

“Well?” I was getting the quiet treatment again. “What do you think about this project?”

Dr. Clare rested a cheek against two fingertips and smirked. “Personally, Mr. Jensen, I agree fully with the intent.” I could tell she noticed my face tense. “It's the means I have an issue with, but it's not my place to judge them.”

“So it's a paycheck, then.”

“If you want to put it that way,” she twisted the cap off her water, “yes.”

“And how is this supposed to work? Do I get a list of 'Prime Recipients' or what?”

Dr. Clare finished her sip. “If it were that easy, you wouldn't have been taking doses of Patrem Delta for the past week. Tell me, have you noticed any side effects?”

“No, it's been a pretty good but normal week.”

“Explain 'pretty good' in detail.”

Why? Is she asking about my personal life now? “Things have been a lot easier at work and people are a lot nicer to me than usual.” Aside from Dr. Clare herself. She took notes in a leather journal as I explained in detail how behaviors had changed around me.

“That's all very normal, Grant. You're progressing well.”

“How does that make glorified sperm donations any easier?”

She cleared her throat and announced, “You're ready for the last test, assuming you're still on board.”

“Why not at this point? Are you supposed to be teaching me how to pick up women at the bar or something?”

Dr. Clare grinned like a fox. “If you want to be vulgar about it, yes.”

“You're pulling my leg.”

I watched her stand up and come around the desk. Cleavage as perfect and round as twin sand dunes presented at eye level with me. “Remember these words very well. You'll need them to do your job.”

She handed me a piece of paper with 'Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere.' scrawled on it. I couldn't figure the game out. “How will this do anything?”

“This might go over your head, but Patrem Delta stimulates the pineal gland, which is right behind your forehead. I'm sure you can focus your will in that area by now, and you didn't even realize it.”

I leaned back, finally looking up at her eyes from the piece of paper. “Do you think I'm dumb enough to believe in that kind of thing?”

“You have to focus your mind and project those words. If you thought people were going out of their way to make you happy since we last met, this amplifies that power immensely by focusing it on a person's will.”

“Like a code for getting anything I want out of someone.”

“Not exactly. It certainly lets you assert dominance over a person's will in a social situation, but it won't let you rewrite it from scratch.” She nodded her head toward the door. “I recommend trying it once you leave here. The power gets stronger with practice, up to the point you can become dangerous. Keep that in mind.”

I could tell Dr. Clare had more confidence in my willingness. As she got out of my personal space, I said, “You know, I'll give it a shot. If I end up looking like a fool, it's on you.”

Dr. Clare headed toward the doorway, signaling that she had gotten the point across. “Pick a target you think will be a good experiment before Monday. We'll go over who qualifies as a Prime Recipient then. Two o'clock sound good?”

“I guess.” I followed behind and stopped with her at the doorway.

“Excellent. I see great things ahead for you, Grant.” Dr. Clare stuck out a hand, formal as always.

Gripping with my own, it hit me. Why not try it with her? I squeezed harder than usual and focused on her dark eyes. “Ego sum alpha,” I felt a surge of pressure in my head, “Et genua parere.”

Dr. Clare's hand went limp as her eyes changed from business to adoration for a few seconds. The resting bitch face crept back into her face. She finally pulled her hand back and stated, “That's bold of you.”

“You told me to experiment.”

“I didn't mean you should try it on me, you ass.” Dr. Clare crossed her arms and leaned against the door frame. One side of her face shined from the brightness of the hall, the other glowing from the soft lighting of the office. “Besides, I don't plan on having any children. My work is enough.”

“That's hypocritical of you..” Something inside me wanted to make her bend to my will. I focused my mind and thought at her, Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “I thought your job was to get women like you to breed with men like me.”

The same change in Dr. Clare's attitude took hold again. A hint of her normal self tried fighting through whatever spell I had on her. I repeated the mantra in my head, watching her shift from a bitch on wheels to a sweet, innocent thing the more focus I pushed at her.

“Stop fighting it,” I ordered. “You know you want this.”

“Yes, sir.” Dr. Clare tilted her head down and looked up at me with puppy-dog eyes. “I'm sorry.”

It really was that easy. When I stopped reciting the code like a chant in my head, Dr. Clare no longer edged back to her normal self. “Go ahead and tell me what a Prime Recipient is.”

“The top two percent of breeding-age females humanity has to offer. They're not difficult to pick out when you know what to look for.”

“Are you one, Dr. Clare?”

Her cheeks flushed as she smiled and said, “My superiors graded me as one, yes. And call me Cynthia.”

My cock throbbed when I realized I could make this woman do all the things I had imagined. It was hard not to just push her shoulders down and shove every inch of myself in her mouth. That old need to claim and conquer was calling my name, taunting me like a devil on my shoulder.

Do I do it? She would be a good pick, I think. I lifted Cynthia's chin with a finger and said, “I think it's fitting you're the first I take like this.”

“Anything you wish.” Those ruby red lips beckoned, parting so the white of her front teeth peeked through. “Do you want to put a baby in me?”

“I want to fuck a baby into you.”

She beamed like I had told her she won the lottery and world peace had finally happened. “It will only take one time. Patrem Delta does more than make you powerful. You're potent as well.”

When I had rubbed one out a few days before, the sheer volume of come and how much it stuck to the floor of the shower surprised me. “You mean it works like this every time?”

“With any woman you desire. One try is all it takes.”

My shaft was hard enough to break diamonds already. Cynthia ripped at the buttons on her shirt as I said, “You're in a hurry.”

She almost pouted as she pleaded, “But I want it so bad.”

I ran my hands down to the hem of her skirt and lifted. The heat coming from between her legs could bake a cake, the front of her lacy panties already soaked through. I moved them aside and played with her folds, forcing Cynthia to bury her face in my shoulder and wrap a leg around mine.

Her voice shuddered when I plunged two fingers inside. The headlong rush from wanting to call her a bitch to fingerfucking that ready pussy drove me to unzip my jeans with my free hand. Cynthia's fingers wrapped around my cock and pulled it between her legs the instant I had it out.

She leaned into my ear and begged, “Don't play around, just fuck me.”

My tip pressed against her as I slipped my fingers away. Cynthia grabbed my wrist and pulled it to her face, taking a long taste of herself as she played around with her tongue. I tensed up, ready to thrust.

As much as I wanted it, the desperation in her face was hotter than anything I'd had the pleasure of witnessing. “Have a seat on your desk,” I commanded, watching her come to a dead stop with my fingers two knuckles deep in her mouth.

The heat of her mouth slipped away. Cynthia turned and did exactly as I commanded. The dark wood of her desk contrasted perfectly against those parted, silky legs that seemed to go on forever.

She planted her hands on the edge and leaned forward. “Well? Don't just stand there with your prick out.”

I grinned and followed her, stopping just out of arms reach. “Make me want it.”

Cynthia hiked her skirt up, rubbing herself through her panties and biting her lower lip. I already wanted to see her hair a wreck, those glasses knocked crooked, and her slit filled to the brim. At that point, it was a matter of principle. Why not make her work for it?

I took my seat again and watched. Her animal instincts for wanting my gift pushed Cynthia into a fury of pleasuring herself. Every moan and whimper echoed against the high ceiling. They filtered down the hallway that may or may not have had other people on the other side of the many doors.

She didn't pay any mind, going above and beyond as she arched her back and looked at me. Her lips parted with a hard scream. My first slave would be hard to top, and that's exactly what I considered Cynthia already.

Her thighs tremored harder with every stroke. Her shoulders rocked forward as Cynthia tried to watch herself. Her moans stuttered in fits as she finally climaxed. Then Cynthia's eyes clenched as her mouth stood agape, one long note filling my ears.

I felt proud of her as she came down and gasped for air. The smile on her face reflected my own. She knew her master thought highly of her.

Feeling my cock, it had swollen to an almost painful level. Cynthia righted herself, rotating to face me and crossing her legs in one fluid motion. “You look like you need help over there,” she said, gazing at my manhood like an idol for worship.

I watched her slide from the desk, taking two steps forward and pushing her hands against my thighs. Pulling her down by the collar, I forced Cynthia onto her knees. She pulled the lab coat off her shoulders and tossed it aside. Her breath against my length threatened to cook me off early.

She leaned forward, grasping my shaft with her breasts. I ran my hand inside her shirt in hunt of the bra clips. They snapped open as if by command. One tug at the straps and the white lace slid down her arms.

The tight skin on my dick coursed with the sensation of her mounds pillowing around it. She bobbed herself up and down, teasing me with the slowness and that look on her face. My right arm twitched again with a desire to grab her hair and force myself to the back of her throat.

Cynthia gave me a long, painfully slow stroke with her breasts and asked, “These are good enough, right?”

“They'll do.” Bullshit. They were perfect.

My fingernails dug into the arms of the chair as I watched my pet open her lips and inch toward my tip. Her breath alone could have set me off. Cynthia looked up and smiled at me.

“You promise not to come in my mouth? I've got somewhere else I want it.”

I stroked her temple and said, “I've never had a girl keep her glasses on.”

“You know you love it.” She let out a teasing breath, the warmth filling my lap as her fingers wrapped around my girth. She moved them down and back up as she said, “They'll stay on unless you fuck them right off of me.”

The image of Cynthia bent over her desk, whimpering as I plowed balls deep inside her, distracted me until I felt the wetness of her mouth take me in. Her mouth hummed around me and she began playing with herself again.

My head arched back. Her tongue dragged against the bottom of my cock, her mouth wetter and hotter than any pussy I'd had before. The leggy, insatiable slut crept more of me past her lips.

Cynthia only stopped when she ran out of length, my head planted against the back of her throat. She stayed down, defying the natural gag reflex and vibrating me into oblivion with her attempts to scream. I rested my hands against the sides of her head, not willing to let her back off until she finished. Every moan felt better than any man deserved.

I let her ride it out, keeping her lips around my hilt as her body contorted. Cynthia's entire frame rocked and shivered, she smell of her arousal filling my nose. The thought of parting her walls and filling her with my seed forced a bead of precome into the furthest reaches of her mouth.

She backed off slowly, letting my cock spring back into position as her lips popped with its exit. Figuring it was my turn, I moved to stand until Cynthia's palm pushed against my chest. She stood and turned around.

I watched her panties slide down her thighs, past her knees, and down to those heels. She stepped out of them and hiked her skirt. That tight, firm ass could kill a man.

Wrestling with my jeans, I tried getting them down only to be interrupted as Cynthia too a seat in my lap. She pressed my shaft against her skin, enclosing it in thigh. Her lips spread against my base, the wetness soaking into my jeans and boxers.

She ran a hand behind her, cradling the back of my head as she moaned, “Can I, sir?”

“Go for it.” I was ready to fuck her until I died of exhaustion.

“Mmh,” she lifted and I felt my tip press against her entrance, “you don't know how bad I need it.”

The walls parted as she took me in. My eyes closed on their own as I opened my mouth to speak. Nothing came out.

I let her swirl herself clockwise, pushing myself against every bit of her inside. Any way I can describe how wet, ready, and hot she was would be a shameful understatement. Her juices swirled around me, began for me to add my own ingredient to the mix.

Tangling my fingers in her hair, I pulled the tie loose and let every strand drape just past her shoulders. I pulled back, forcing her to weave her hips back and forth. It was building up to be too much, too fast.

She sped up and rocked harder. I felt paralyzed and ready to blow my top. The harder I pulled, the more energy Cynthia put into it, making my draw her head back even further still.

The last rush of blood swelled my cock even harder. She stopped and leaned lied her entire body into me. “Is it that good?” She giggled and added, “We can't let it end that fast.”

She had a point. I couldn't finish without banging her like a drum. After how she had acted before I took control of her will, I was ready to deliver that hate-fucking I had fantasized about all week.

I let her stand again, myself right behind. It didn't last long as I pushed against her shoulders, pinning my slave against the top of the desk. I didn't see anymore need to tease or hesitate as I lifted what little skirt there was.

I found home with no trouble. Cynthia yelped as I plowed back inside, our bodies smacking together. She was getting exactly what she deserved, both for being such a bitch, as well as for pleasing me so well.

I pulled at her collar again, the loose buttons down past her breasts letting it open up for a nice handle. The extra leverage helped send every pop of our bodies resonating through every corner of GeneFactor's office.

Cynthia whimpered and screamed with every thrust. I reared back with her shirt, arching her back and shifting the contours of her passage just right. She started to climax again, far too easily.

Ready to burst, myself, I summoned my willpower and fought through the exhaustion. Beads of sweat gathered on my forehead. I wasn't much longer for this fuck.

But Cynthia had beaten me to the punch. As I felt the last lap closing in, she erupted without any warning. She clawed at the desk, failing to get a grip on the polished surface as she quivered and tensed.

I let her ride it out. Still buried as deep as I could go, staying there would have been enough. But how has it been this easy? No girl comes that fast.

Cynthia had caught her breath, getting back into the action by rocking herself back and forth. I pulled her back up to my level and asked, “Do you always come that fast?”

She reached back and cradled my face against hers. “Patrem Delta has a lot of ingredients.”

I pulled out and turned her to face me. “Like what?”

Cynthia tipped her glasses down and then slipped the finger next to her mouth. She said, “Aside from the drugs that strengthen the temporal load and male fertility, we made sure it has a few other side effects. Pheromone precursors, performance enhancers, and certain hormones, for instance.”

I kinda knew what each entailed. “So it's the super version of those pills for guys in their mid-life crisis.”

“Those don't help with bedding a woman, first of all.” She started to play with her clit, tempting me back in to finish what had already started. “Aside from being irresistible to any woman who stays close for too long and bending wills, imagine the kind of fertility that guarantees a conception.”

“So I'm a glorified breeding stud.” It was a term I hadn't used since I had helped my uncle at his cattle ranch a few years back.

Cynthia pushed her ass back onto the lip of the desk. “Your body will start to change too. In a month, you'll look like you've been hitting the gym without even trying.”

The results I had seen already could get the stuff to sell for thousands per dose. But given the reason for my hire, I don't ever see GeneFactor mass-marketing Patrem Delta. Every dweeb, dork, and teenager would be on the stuff. It wouldn't have taken long for every perfect ten who dared go into public to be a worn out shell of her former self. But I still had to finish wearing the good doctor out.

She had leaned back, spreading her legs to give me the scenic view. Perfect breasts and the swollen, glistening mound between her legs begged for me to come back in. Who was I to turn it down?

My cock ached as I spread her lips with the tip. Leaving it in the cold air felt too wrong, like there actually was a second, more dominant brain in that thing. I gave in, holding onto Cynthia's thighs as I put her calves over my shoulders.

I pushed back inside her hard, forcing a yelp of pure delight from her mouth. It felt like home. The problem is, if her pussy truly was my house, I was already rearing back as a one-man wrecking crew.

The second thrust had set the ball in motion, her pussy feeling like tight, wet, pulsating silk. Her body knew what it was getting ready for. Even the blush on her cheeks pleaded for me to finish the job.

Her ankles wrapped around the back of my head. I started crashing into her body even harder than when I had her bent over. I looked down to see the shaven, flawless skin just above her slit rise every time I went deep.

Cynthia slammed her eyes shut as I pulled at her shoulders. Having her folded almost in half, I had the perfect angle to set her moaning again. She pulled tight against me, doing every thing she could to force me deep inside.

I fought against her, slamming ourselves together like we were applauding with our hips. She tensed up and dug her nails into my shoulders. Cynthia's teeth grated as she seethed, “Don't fucking stop!”

I never wanted to. Every part of my body feeling that final rush of adrenaline signaling the inevitable. My shaft felt ready to burst from its own size and hardness.

Had Cynthia been her normal self, I'd feel like I was about to hurt her with that kind of fucking. But she was keeping pace, begging me to fill her to the brim with my seed with every part of her body. Even my own wanted it more than oxygen itself.

I felt the contraction in my sack, every bit of plumbing going at full pressure. We clashed harder still as I let out a moan. My body started to feel drained, forcing me to ram out the last few times out of desperation.

The first jet of come burst out of me like an open tap, feeling like an entire orgasm rolled into one spurt. Cynthia gripped me tight with hands and legs, not letting a single drop miss the target. A second burst out as strong as the first.

My entire world had shrunk down to two bodies with the third jet. It kept coming, leaking out around my girth and draining me to the point of near-collapse.

I fell forward with the last one, cradled against incredible breasts and gripped by immaculate thighs. I could tell I was still inside, hard as steel. My body was trying to pump more inside Cynthia, but the tap was as empty as my mind.

Having lost the battle against gravity, I couldn't pull myself up. Cynthia helped, easing me up and pushing me back to the chair. I crashed as she stayed put, marveling at the pearly bliss seeping from her folds.

“You really beat,” she paused for a breath, “my expectations.” Cynthia looked at me for a moment and then back down. “Jesus.”

I couldn't even think of talking. Even forcing my head back was almost too much work. I sat and stared at the ceiling, spots from total exhaustion dancing along the tiles.

Within what could have been seconds or minutes, I heard Cynthia slide from the desk and drop in front of me. It was total overload when her lips sealed against the head of my dick, begging for even a drop more.

I felt like I was going to crush the arms of the chair as I felt her tongue dance along my shaft. Cynthia was relishing every bit, not letting any of it go to waste as she cleaned me up. By the time she had finished her second sweep, I was ready to give up consciousness.

Mercifully, there wasn't a third round. I heard Dr. Clare shirt and lab coat back in order. Finally, I had rested enough to open my eyes. She looked like we hadn't done anything more than pecked cheeks, aside from two nubs pointing against her shirt. The bra still lied on the floor next to her panties.

“You know, Grant, this qualifies for the standard payment.” Back to business.

“Don't tell me you're back to normal already.”

She grinned and blushed, trying to hide behind the clipboard. “No, but I still have a job to do. We still have a meeting on Monday.”

“Could we do that again, like, Monday?”

Dr. Clare dropped the clipboard in my lap and removed her glasses. She was a different but equal kind of stunner without them. She leaned over me and said, “If you don't mind the appointment being after seven PM, I can make a house call. Sound good?”

I felt myself getting hard again already. “I guess I still need to test this stuff out all weekend.”

The back of her hand brushed my cheek as an almost evil smirk came over her face. “You'd better rest up for Monday night instead.”

BIMBO CODE 2: STOLEN PROPERTY


BIMBO THERAPY

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How long has this been going on?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Any risks?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“Something wrong?”

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

“You're lying.”

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

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

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

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

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

“What is it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean, just like her?”

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

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

His eyebrows lowered. “And?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is that a proposition, or a tease?”

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

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

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

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

“Who says I am?”

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

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

“You're good.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re welcome.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Prove you're serious.”

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

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

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

“If you want to think that, fine.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re an evil little bitch.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You really want to come in this pussy?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It's too soon. Too sudden.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

BIMBO THERAPY 2


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


HAREM GAME:

FROM EX, TO FERTILE PET

The whole shop reeked of dust and age. I wandered in to get out of the New Orleans heat, but every shelf had something interesting. Even the old man behind the register looked like he had a story or seven behind him.

That's when it caught my eye. The book had a cover as drab and anonymous as you could imagine, the title The Game of Sevens barely legible, but something about it called my name. Just opening it felt as comforting as the first trip home in a year.

Yellow paper rubbed against my fingers as I turned to the first page with something on it: This is the guidebook for a game with great risk, and even greater rewards. Do not take this challenge lightly.

Something made turning the next page feel like I was signing a blood contract, but I wanted to know more. The man behind the counter cleared his throat and then drawled out in thick Cajun, “Best respek' that book. Dey say it's cursed.”

I thought it was a fun idea, but all I knew was that I wanted it. “How much do you want for it?”

The smug grin on his face normally would have made me put the book down and walk out. “It chose you. Won't cost you nuffin.” He had a surprisingly perfect set of teeth. “At least, not in money.”

“It's a book, not a voodoo doll.”

He turned around and walked toward the back room. Before going through the doorway, he turned and said, “Go on now, it'll make a man a'ya, whether ya want it to or not.”

“Thanks, I guess.” I gripped the cover hard and left. My flight back home was leaving shortly anyway, and I still had a rental car to turn back in. Still, I simply thought he was being rude and generous at the same time, rather than the fair warning I'd later realize it was.


Halfway through the flight I remembered that I had the book in my carry-on. As soon as the spitting image of middle age next to me got up for the restroom, I pulled my bag out of the overhead compartment. Even touching the book felt right.

I sat back down and opened to the first page. It was a story about a young man who wanted nothing more than for his cheating fiance to be loyal to him. The further I went, the more I realized the person in the story very well could have been me, had it not been set in Victorian England and Abby and I weren't totally opposed to the idea of having kids. Even the narrator's voice in my head was different from what I usually had in my mind as I read.

By the time my neighbor had drifted back to sleep, the book started going into detail about how the man made his wife-to-be the perfect woman. Things like committing his will to hers and projecting his desires with honesty. I thought it was just chauvinism, but the man later used that power to gain riches with his shop, bargaining his prices up and his costs down. And of course, providing the daughter they later had with the best life possible.

As I turned to the last page of the chapter, the story ended and the instructions began: Do as this fellow did, and your life will start to change, but be forewarned. Doing so commits you to reading the next chapter and following its instructions in exactly one week's time.

I wanted to go ahead and flip to the next page, but my arm refused to cooperate. No matter how hard I fought, it lied on my lap like it was tied down. When I finally decided to close the book, control came back.

I sat there the rest of the flight, listening to the snoring to my left, and thinking about the shop keeper's warning. But the idea of changing Abby, if only a little bit, was more than enough to get me excited about my return home.


Something about me had in fact changed before I got home. Walking through the terminal and making my way to the parking lot, people parted way as I walked through the crowds. Although my only physical souvenir was the book, the sudden change in how people reacted to my presence counted more than all the nick-knacks and tacky shirts on Bourbon Street.

Right before heading out of the main doors, I focused my thoughts on the people coming in. A pressure built in my head as I thought, Stop! As if by command, people halted in their tracks, just standing with their luggage.

I reemerged into the outside world feeling great. But then I looked back. Everyone was still there, waiting. Carry on. And just like that, they went about their business like nothing had happened.

It was only then that the urge to change Abby really hit me like an iron fist in an iron glove. I picked up my pace, almost jogging with my luggage rolling behind me. If getting dozens of complete strangers to follow my commands was that easy, I could only imagine what all of my focus on a single person could accomplish.


I pulled into the driveway right behind Abby's car. It was the same house we had lived in since college, but now that we were both employed and making decent money, we weren't sharing the place with a constantly changing set of roommates. It was was far bigger than we needed, but it had slowly changed from a student slum to a home over the past couple of years.

The luggage stayed in my trunk as I rushed to the front door. Twisting my key in the lock, I stopped and thought about how I'd test my new powers. I knew Abby would be happy to see me for the first time in a week, and that usually meant a loud reunion in the bedroom.

But when I walked in, she was sitting on the couch, one leg crossed over the other and her arms crossed. When her glasses sat on the tip of her nose like that, I knew I wasn't in for anything I'd want to hear.

“Don't get so excited to see me,” I said, closing the door behind me.

She barely smiled. Another bad sign. “Kevin, we need to talk.”

I knew what was coming. “Then spill it.”

“I'm leaving.”

“Why?” I already knew the answer in the back of my mind. I had taken her for granted for too long, focusing on work more than our relationship. Even our wedding date had been pushed back from later that year to the next because I was shooting for a raise.

“If you don't know it, that's even more reason for me to go.” Nothing about her expression changed. “Did you even think about me the whole time you were gone?”

I had called once, just to have her email a report I had forgotten to send to my work laptop. I hadn't even brought her anything back. “A bit, yes.” The urge to kick myself set in immediately.

Her breasts heaved in that tank top as she breathed, further pushed up by her arms. And to think I'd never hold them in my hands again. “When I get back tomorrow, I'm out of here.”

“Where the hell are you going?”

“To sign the lease on an apartment.”

I balled my fists, ready to send one of the through the drywall. “And just like that, it's over?”

“Yeah,” Abby pushed her glasses back up on her face, “exactly like that.”

A sudden wave of force built up behind my eyes, not to cry, but to scream. I fought it back and said as plainly as I could, “No.”

Instantly, the expression on Abby's face changed. “I'll call the building manager and tell him I'm not signing the lease, then.”

“What?”

“You forbid it, so I can't go.”

“It can't be that easy. Are you just fucking with me?”

She put her hands on the cushions and turned, showing me the stark line of her cleavage in full splendor. “No, you told me not to leave.” She leaned forward, giving me an even better view. “I'm here to stay.”

The memory of controlling an entire crowd hit me like a hammer to the jaw. If keeping Abby from leaving just took one word, I had to see how far I could push what I had learned. “Good,” I saw her face perk up, “now act like you're happy to see me.”

Abby stood up, walking like she usually did when she first saw me after such a long trip. Her hips swayed up and down in those tiny shorts as I wondered how soon I'd have her take them off. The smile on her face said it all. No further orders would be necessary to get what I expected.

But I wasn't willing to settle with just our usual romp after a business trip. “Why don't you do something special for me this time?”

She edged up close to me, pressing those mounds against my chest. “You got something in mind?”

I brushed her hair out of her face and then ordered, “Surprise me.”

The grin on her face broadened as she turned her head. “I've had something in mind, but I've been too ashamed to ask you to try it.”

In terms of our sex, I had always rated it as average, but I wanted better. As smart, but reserved as Abby had always been, I had to wonder what was stirring in that head of hers. “Then don't ask, just do it.”

I watched as Abby turned around and headed toward the back of the living room. At the door to our bedroom, she turned and asked, “Well, are you coming?”

My jeans tightened a little as I started following her. What she had wanted so badly, but didn't dare mention, had me searching for any clue in our past. The kinkiest she had ever gotten during sex was wanting me to hold her wrists down every now and then when I was on top.

When I got to the doorway, she was already digging deep in the closet. Abby pulled out a shoebox and opened it to pull out an even smaller one. I saw the blush in her cheeks as she held the package, still taped for shipping. I stepped closer and said, “Go on, open it.”

“You'll judge me for it.” Even though she wasn't sure of herself, Abby started tearing at the box.

“You won't know until you show me what it is.”

Right before pulling the top flaps open on the box, Abby paused and asked, “Promise not to make fun of me for it?”

I was tired of waiting. “I won't.” Building up another wave of pressure in my mind, I straightened my face and said, “Open it.”

Abby didn't hold back any longer. She opened the package and showed me her supposedly shameful secret. “We don't have to use them.”

I stared at the pair of white, fluffy handcuffs in awe. The fact that Abby had always wanted me to dominate was an open secret between us, but I never knew she wanted me to just have my way with her as she lied there, helpless. I pulled my pocketknife out and held out my hand. “Hand them here.”

She did, letting me cut at the plastic packaging. I couldn't get it open fast enough, her face already begging for me to do whatever I wanted with her. The redness of her face was undeniable, already showing me exactly how much she had thought about letting me use the cuffs on her.

“If you'd have told me about this when you got them, we'd have worn these out already.”

Abby's eyes got wide. “You mean, you want to use them?”

I freed the cuffs from their clear prison and dangled them in front of her. “Lie down.”

She got to the bed and sat. Easing back, I could only imagine the wetness building inside those shorts. That little bit of embarrassment holding over from earlier, those glasses, and that girl-next-door getup she had on made her seem like the most innocent girl in the world.

But what would I do with her? Abby had momentarily broken my heart by trying to leave, and now she wanted me to hold her down, beyond how I had removed her freedom to do what she wanted. I knew she was putty in my hands.

And I decided to take full advantage. Stepping as far as the pillows at the top of the bed, I told her, “Scoot back.” Clinking a cuff around her wrist, I wrapped the chain around one of the metal posts of the headboard. The other slammed shut around her other hand.

The helpless look on her face was practically begging me to just fuck her and get it over with. I held back, wanting to test out my new hold over her, both physically and mentally.

I started tugging at her shorts as the button flew loose in my fingers. Bringing her panties down with them, I watched the nervous look in her eyes through those glasses. Her bottom lip disappeared under her teeth as she bit, asking me to go forward without making a sound.

I wanted those breasts. The only obstacle in my way was that white tank top, impossible to remove unless I uncuffed Abby. But I wasn't so easy to stop.

Still towering above her, I pulled the pocketknife out again and flipped the small blade open. The momentary rise in her eyebrows eased when she realized I was only cutting the fabric hiding one of her best assets. I took my time, watching Abby want it even more with every inch of cotton that split right down the middle of her body.

Closing the knife and tossing it aside, I admired the view of her breasts, the split top hanging from her shoulders and splayed out like an angel's wings. But admiration only goes so far when a woman needs to be reigned in. “You tried to leave. How are you gonna make that up to me?”

“I'll do anything.”

I slid two fingers along her bald slit, feeling the heat and growing wetness already seeping out. “If I give you what you want right now, you won't learn anything, will you?”

“I will, Kevin. Just make me come.” My fingers slipped inside, hooking up until I found her favorite spot. Abby gasped and begged for more attention.

Making her climax, hard, was exactly what I wanted. But that just wouldn't have been fun now, would it? “You've got to do something for me first.”

“I don't care what it is, just say it.” Her voice had gotten more urgent, like my two fingertips prodding and rubbing against her g-spot threatened to overload her entire body. I added my thumb to the mix, massaging her clit as well until her body arched.

“I know when you're about to come, and when to stop. I could keep this up for hours.”

Abby turned her head with force. She tried struggling against the restraint, desperately wanting to finish herself off. I had never seen her get close to finishing off so quickly, but that's the power of a denied fantasy finally coming to life.

Her thighs tightened just enough to tip me off. I pulled my fingers away, leaving her on the verge of eruption. “Not yet.”

The wild look of pleading in her face made me smile. She tried to fight against the chain wrapped around the post, only making noise in the process. “Please, Kevin. I'll never do it again.”

“I know you won't, but making you come won't change it.”

“What do I have to do? Just tell me.”

I looked around for the key, stepping back to reach down for the packaging. I saw the indentation for it in the plastic, but the key itself was nowhere in sight. I laughed to myself and then said, “Look's like you're in even more trouble. The key's gone.”

Abby squirmed where she lied, trying to get herself up to her knees. She barely managed it, the chain stopping at the top of the bar where it met the top of the headboard, just high enough for her to sit up. “We'll find it later,” the tone of her voice was even more urgent, “just use me, please.”

I was happy to oblige, but it wasn't her pleasure I was after. Kneeling on the side of the mattress, I pulled my shoes and socks off, and then took the knife out once more before sliding my jeans down. Pulling my shirt off from behind my back, I asked, “Do you know what I've always wanted you to do to me?”

She looked up with those gray, pleading eyes. “What's that?”

I cut the shoulders from her top and slung it aside. She didn't need to hear the answer.

Taking a handful of hair and standing right before her, I forced her head against my hips. The heat of her breath on the side of my cock felt almost as good as driving it home between her legs.

“Kevin, I told you I don't like to do that.”

Too bad. I pulled her head back, watching her growing look of defeat. The feeling of a command building up had already become familiar. “You do now.”

Abby went along with enthusiasm as I forced my tip into her mouth, driving as far as the back of her throat would let it go. I held her there, waiting for it to be too much for her to handle. She had only blown me once, and terribly. But that wasn't the case for much longer.

I felt her throat sputter and heard the rattle of the chain. Abby tried backing off, her lips trembling against the hilt of my dick. She tried squealing, only letting out a pathetic whimper.

As she tried to speak, the feeling of her tongue flashing against my skin made it that much better. She had to know her new place. The more she fought, the harder I forced her to stay there.

I backed her face away from my, giving her a brief second of mercy. Abby gasped and panted as she looked down. “See how much you like it?”

My fiance-turned-pet looked up and grinned. “Yes, sir.”

“Good.” I forced myself between her lips again, bobbing her head back and forth. All the way back, and almost all the way out. The harder and faster I made her go, the more I knew that my word had become law.

I wanted to paint the back of her throat white and make her swallow so badly, it felt like a shame when I forced myself to stop. Letting her lips rest against my base, I caressed her cheek. “Now do you want your reward?”

Abby tried to nod, barely managing it on account of the hard shaft deep inside her mouth. The vibration of her trying to go, “Mmm-hmm,” around me sent a shiver down my entire body. I couldn't see it, but I could swear that she was smiling around my cock.

Pushing her back by the forehead, I pulled myself out and made her look up at me. “That's how you stay out of trouble.”

“Just do it to me,” she was adorably helpless with that string of spittle going down her chin, “please?”

I wiped the streamer with a finger and commanded, “Turn around.”

The chain was long enough, but Abby had to grip onto the top of the headboard to keep her balance. Still on her knees, I used her spit to give myself a lube job. Kneeling down, I saw exactly how ready her pussy was.

I pressed my tip against the throbbing mound, feeling it give me all the wet, burning-hot welcome I needed. I made sure Abby had braced herself, those fingernails almost making claw marks in the wood already. And then I plowed in, deep.

Abby's cry echoed against the wall right in front of her face. Letting myself rest in her deepest recesses, I gave her a quick swat on the ass. “Enjoy it more.” It was an order.

Pulling back, she moaned with each inch that slid out. I drove deep again, getting her to scream even louder. I gave her an even hard spank.

“Even more than that.”

By this point, Abby was on the edge of hysterics. The volume and bliss of her voice bordered on climax. As her thighs shook again, I had an evil idea.

“Stay just like that until I tell you to come.”

With another rough jolt into her body, Abby cried, “God yes, sir!”

I took full advantage of her helpless body, ripping myself in and out like I was angry with her. In fact, I was, but this wasn't all about punishment. The hell of too much pleasure seemed far more fitting than outright cruelty.

When her voice got higher than I'd ever heard it, I surged forth as hard as I could. Pulling Abby's body into mine with all of my strength, I rooted around in her cunt, hitting every surface inside her. Her strength gave out, even without orgasm.

I pulled out and told her, “Roll back over, now.”

She was barely able to, flopping down with her head against the pillows. Her glasses had miraculously stayed on through the entire pounding. Abby barely squeaked out, “Can I come now?”

“The more you ask, the longer it'll take.”

Her lips pouted and begged as I slid two fingers inside once more. I used my other hand to assault her clit again, rubbing hard and fast like I was sanding it down.

Abby twisted against her cuffs, trying to push herself against me for even more pleasure. Desperate, pushed beyond her limit, still captive to my whims. She had no control, and she knew it.

The swishing noise coming out of her pushed me even harder. Abby was lost to the feeling, barely making a sound as her mouth stayed wide open. Her shoulders lifted off the bed and her breasts rose, the shaking in her chest giving me the most beautiful sight I had ever beheld.

Just giving her permission to climax would have set off a hair trigger. I knew she was in for a world-rocking orgasm. Whether to give it to her or not, I still hadn't decided.

That's when I saw the red flush all over her body. Abby felt like she was on fire, shining with sweat and ready to crack down the middle. I kept forcing her even higher.

Suddenly, I felt compelled to do something. I knew it wasn't of my own will, but I didn't know why or how the command took hold of my mind. I took my hands away from her, letting Abby down into the covers.

I knew I had to get myself back inside her. Crawling over top of my reclaimed toy, I sank myself back inside her ready and willing pussy. As Abby's legs wrapped around me, I knew she had me just as trapped as I had her.

That strange narrator's voice from the story urged me on. You are both captives. I began thrusting myself into Abby, driven on by a force I couldn't understand.

There was nothing I could do to resist, even as I tried to stop myself. Abby squalled into the air behind my head as I nuzzled against her neck. Going on this way just felt right, like it was the most natural response to every noise and movement she made.

Gripping her waist and using the bounce of the mattress for momentum, I ripped myself against her body. The heat of friction combined with the inferno already roaring inside Abby. But I still wanted to go further, to leave all I had on the playing field.

Abby's heels dug into my back, pushing me deeper. The slick wetness inside her flowed around me, slipping me in and out of her without resistance. Her pussy leaked onto the sheets, soaking the area under us like someone had turned on a faucet.

I glided against her inner walls, driving her more and more insane with each pass. Within seconds on coming myself, the horror of what I was about to do hit me. We were a condom couple, and I had totally forgotten to put one on.

That's when the narrator's voice came back in. It is irresistible. Give in.

I fought to stop myself. My body wanted nothing more than to keep going, to shoot my load deep inside Abby. The thought of filling her as she lied there, helpless and fertile, threatened to send me fizzing over at any second.

It was my own secret fantasy, the one that I couldn't share. Something compelled me to gasp out, “I've got a wish too.”

Abby moaned as I managed to stop myself, and then she whispered in my ear, “What is it?”

I didn't dare move, knowing what would happen. My cock throbbed inside her, threatening to go off like a loaded pistol. “I can't do it.”

The narrator interjected again. It is too late.

I knew I was trapped on the verge of orgasm, just like Abby. I took a deep breathe and grunted, trying to keep myself under a control I didn't even have anymore. “I have to come inside you.”

Abby turned her head, her eyes big and bright as lightbulbs, full of fear and inches from my face. “Kevin, you know you can't.”

But you will. Another twitch of my shaft, precum beading on the head, mixing with Abby's own wetness. The smooth, slippery feeling made me grit my teeth.

“If I move,” I panted, “it's gonna happen.”

Abby didn't dare move, herself. “Pull out.” The pleading tone just made it that much harder for me.

Do it.

Sweat dripped onto my forehead, running down and stinging my eyes. Every breath fought to stay in me, prolonging the feeling of the second before coming into what felt like an eternity. Pushed my face into Abby's neck and said, “I'm sorry.”

Make her want it.

But I couldn't. Whatever power I had used on her didn't quite have the same hold on me. Even though my body rebelled, my mind was still my own. Barely.

I had to do something. Abby couldn't, but I wasn't cuffed to the bed. Still, her legs refused to give, pinning me inside her like a railroad spike. Right as I was about to tell her to let me go, my head went fuzzy.

I heard myself tell her, “Keep me inside of you.”

My mind reeled at the command. I didn't know why I was doing this, nor did I know if Abby was having the same problem. Was she still herself, trapped inside her own head, not wanting any of this in the first place?

Fighting against the resistance of something I couldn't identify, I struggled to hold still. I felt a tug on my limbs, imagining myself as part of a filthy marionette show. Something was definitely pulling the strings, but it was no longer myself.

My lips parted as I gave a last-ditch effort to fight it. The words, “You want me to come inside of you,” came out of my mouth. I wanted to scream, pull out, and blow my load anywhere but inside Abby's cunt.

The weight of my body shifted to my hands as my body lifted. I felt myself move inside her, giving teasing little thrusts. I tried sucking against my tongue to keep from saying anything else.

Finally, I said, “Come for me.”

Abby's face had already relaxed and went tense again. Her entire body tried to contort, the cuffs rattling against the post and her wrists. “Thank you, sir!”

I could only watch and feel the rush of bliss in absolute terror. Abby's walls contracted against me as my body started thrusting in earnest again. Defying me does no good.

“Fuck,” Abbey shouted as her eyes clenched shut behind her glasses, “fill me full of cum!”

Every muscle wanted to give out all at once. I groaned and felt the sudden rush from my sack. My toes curled as the first jet streamed out of me, spattering against the inside of Abby's pussy.

“That's it,” her feet pressed against my ass, “give me all of it.” Then her eyes reopened as her head shook up and down, her breath stuttering.

I shot my second load of what had been saved up for the entire week's trip. She was already filled to capacity of what I knew had to be industrial-grade sperm.

As the third started to erupt, I regained myself. Struggling against the full wave of the climax, I broke free of her legs and pulled out. Rushing myself forward, the rest of my cum over her stomach, then her breasts. Finally, as I felt myself drain, her glasses got painted with the last of the pearly white.

Abby stared up at me through the semen on her lenses. It was a beautiful sight. Her hands still cuffed above her head, used and came upon, thankful as I'd ever seen her.

But I knew to panic. We had agreed we didn't want children long ago. And here we were, possibly staring down the barrel of that gun.


After I finally found the key just under the side of the bed, I waited to release her. Coming back with a towel from the bathroom, I asked, “Why do you look so happy? Aren't you worried sick?”

The smile on her face lit up my world a little. “But I wanted you to.”

“No, you didn't.”

She twisted a little as she giggled. Pulling herself up to sit cross-legged, I saw the bead of cum taunting me from the entrance of her slit. “We can do this again in a few hours, right?”

“That's not what you want. You want to leave.”

“I'm staying, and you won't get rid of me.” I didn't know if it was the real Abby, or just a puppet saying that. “I'll do whatever you want, so long as you give me what I want.”

“And that is?”

She looked down between her legs. “I think you know by now.”

I bent over to wipe the cum from her breasts, taking her glasses from her face. I'd forgotten how much of a different kind of hottie she was without them. “Enlighten me.”

“I want a baby, Kevin.”

My entire body stopped at once. “No, you don't.”

Whether it was Abby or the unexplainable force talking, I didn't know. Then she gave the worst answer I could imagine, “I do, and whether you know it or not, you do too.”

HAREM GAME 2: SECOND SEED


HAREM RING:

A BIMBO'S BARGAIN

I didn't care how my uncle's ring gave me this persuasive power. All I knew was, it gave me what I wanted, when I wanted it. And there was no way I would let this kind of gift get away from me. Hell, the ring's power itself made sure of that. It had made Mitchel a very powerful man in his life, and now it was my inheritance.

From the second I found it in the chest he'd willed to me and put it on my finger, I knew what it did. The damn thing spoke to me in my mind. And I was more than happy to let it prove itself. It gave me the kind of confidence you only see in a lion going in for the kill or an expert salesman closing in on a hot lead. It was that kind of dick-in-hand, “out of my fucking way” power.

It wasn't until after a week of getting people to do small favors and random acts of stupidity that I decided on my real test. Friday nights were always great for me, but I knew I'd get whatever I wanted if I just dared to ask for it. And with this ring, I absolutely mean anything I asked for.

That's when I made my way to the hottest nightclub in town. Getting in was always a problem for anyone, unless you were on the list. But this time, I had my own way in.

I stood in the back of the line, barely seeing the entrance to the place. Before the guy in front of me moved forward an inch, I made eye contact with one of the bouncers. The ring felt warm. It always did when I projected my desires.

It was enough to get the hulking beast to trot my way. He fumbled through the clipboard and asked, “What's your name?”

“Corrigan. Adam Corrigan.”

He looked back at the papers. “No dice, man. You ain't on this list.”

The ring canceled out the cold air on my entire hand by that point. “Can you let me cut line and get in anyway?” It always had a little burn to it when I finally got done asking for what I wanted.

“Sure thing, you sound legit.” He started parting the crowd. “Step aside. Move over.”

I couldn't help smiling at the people around me. None of them knew why I was getting my way, but they didn't hide the fact that they were pissed. I had just learned to bask in it.

Clubs like this weren't my thing, but I knew the pickings were a hell of a lot better here than at the bars I usually crawled through. If your usual dive amounted to banging two fives and calling them a ten on technicality, this place would have made getting to double digits a one girl proposition.

I waded my way through the crowd and stopped at the bar in front of the main dance floor. There were too many choices to make, but I knew I could be picky. I ordered my drink and waited for the perfect Ms. Right Now.


I was a few hours into raising hell with a version of Truth or Dare that amounted to me daring people to act like jackasses. That's when I saw her. A blonde with legs worth killing over was marching from the VIP section, straight to the bar.

My brain just about fried itself as I watched her in that sparkly leotard, her round cheeks rising with each step in those heels. She was perfect, and everything I knew I couldn't have before getting the ring. It was time to make my uncle's gift prove itself.

I hurried along the dance floor, weaving between drunks trying to show off moves they never really had. When I finally remembered myself, I said, “Excuse me.” Each person stood aside as I got close, opening a lane directly at the bombshell I hadn't taken my eyes off of. If only I'd thought to ask my way into the VIP balcony earlier.

She was leaned over the bar by the time I got there. With one heel kicked up, I got to see how high that little getup was riding on her hips. I wouldn't have dreamed even trying with her before.

It was time. I tapped her on the shoulder and waited. No response.

I wasn't having any of it. I tapped harder and asked, “What's your name?”

The ring warmed up again as she turned around. “Angela.” She was even better up close. Damn near orgasmic without even having to touch her.

“You here with anyone?” It wasn't necessary, but I was feeling nosy.

“My boyfriend.”

Not for long. “Grab your stuff and let's get outta here.”

Angela smiled and started walking back to the stairs for the VIP section. A guy who had been hovering around the bar took notice and came up to me. “How the hell did you just do that?”

I grinned like a demon and told the truth. “It's a gift.”

He nodded and laughed to himself. “Some fucking people. Best of luck to you, bro!”

I winked and turned around. I could see Angela grabbing her purse as the poor sap who had just lost her looked mighty confused. He followed her down the stairway, right back to me.

“I'm ready,” she said.

“What the fuck, Angela?” The dolt in a silk button-up had no idea what was going on. “No one else is leaving.”

She ignored him as I said, “Let's go.”

“Who the fuck is he?” I wanted to tear the soul patch right out from under the dick's mouth. “Where are you going?”

She didn't even look back at him. “I don't know, I'm just leaving.” I put my arm around her waist.

“The hell you are!” Said douche grabbed her wrist. “You're coming back with me.”

It was getting old already. Even under my circumstances, no still means no. I leaned toward him and spat, “Back off.”

At the doorway for the main dance hall, I looked back. He was still standing there, the torture on his face so obvious I could smell it. In that moment, it just felt good to be alive.


Angela was the perfect doll the entire drive back to my place. It wasn't the best apartment I'd ever had, but it was a place to sleep. Not for much longer, though. I can explain that later.

We walked through the door, and I instantly remembered why I hated it there. No matter how much I tried to keep it clean, it still looked like a bachelor's hovel. “Don't mind the place. It's temporary.”

Right on cue, Angela smiled and said, “Okay.” It really was that easy.

I still didn't have it in me to outright ask her to start blowing me. It occurred to me in the car, but Uncle Mitchel always talked about power having responsibility. Now that I had the same power, I understood what he meant about that, and how tempting it was to just abuse it at will.

“You said you didn't care much for Stuart anyway. Do you mind if I ask why?” I still thought that purple shirt was the tackiest thing I'd seen in a month.

“He's an ass.” Angela kept smiling, acting like nothing was amiss. She dropped her purse on the floor and said, “I planned on leaving him in a few weeks anyway.”

“Any ideas for a replacement, or were you going free agent for a while?”

“If the right guy came along, sure, I'd start seeing someone else right after him.”

That's all I needed to know. “Since you just left him, why not let me be that guy?”

“Sure. But what's your name?”

That was neat. “Adam.” Neat as hell.

“Well, I guess we're official, then.” Angela draped her arms over my shoulders and pecked me on the lips.

“Care to show me how lucky I am to have you? I'm sure Stuart took you for granted, but I think he's nuts for it.”

Angela smirked and pushed her mouth into my collar. “What did you have in mind?”

“Whatever you think I need to see. Just show me whatever you think will make me happy.”

“I can do that.” She didn't even pause to ask specifics. I felt her lips pinch against the skin of my neck as her hands cradled the back of my head. I slid my fingers underneath that leotard, getting to know her ass in short order.

She paused the nibbling frenzy on my neck long enough to say, “Let's go somewhere else.”

The couch was perfect, and only a few feet from the doorway. I kicked the door shut as I started shuffling over there, trying my damnedest not to trip over Angela. She was voracious, trying her hardest to set me off before I even had my dick wet.

We crashed into the pillows, Angela on top of me the whole way. I felt the slick skin of her thighs, knowing she had even better things to show me. But I was a patient man. I knew I'd get exactly what I wanted.

Our lips locked together and her tongue slipped into my mouth. I grabbed onto her breasts, marveling at the plush mounds that overwhelmed even my big hands. She was everything I could have wanted in a fantasy. And she was all over me.

Angela started working on my zipper. It jerked down in one stroke. She latched onto my shaft, stroking it like a prized gun. It was already cocked and loaded, and she was ready to start playing with the trigger.

I felt the momentary disappointment of her mounds leaving my hands. Then the button on my jeans popped loose as she tugged hard. I was laid bare from hips to knees. Angela kept going, ripping the socks and shoes shoes off of my feet as I pulled my shirt away from behind my back. With another pull at the denim, I was stripped naked in seconds flat.

She was still as dressed as the moment I first saw her, but Angela's outfit didn't leave much to the imagination. I caught her smiling as she grabbed back onto my dick. Running a hand through the drape of her hair only felt like the proper invitation to go further.

I couldn't help gasping as I felt the soft pillows she called a mouth press against my tip. Angela moved her hand down to my sack, letting her mouth glide further down my length. She stopped about halfway down. The wonders that woman could pull with her tongue are worthy of a parade.

My head tilted back as she took even more of me in. I let both hands rest in her hair, debating whether her mouth or those curls felt more like silk. Every flick of her tongue sent a shockwave straight to my brain. I knew it wouldn't last if I let her carry on her merry way for much longer.

I caressed her scalp as she gave me a couple more rounds. When it almost felt like too much, I lifted her chin with a finger. My dick sprang out of her lips.

Angela pouted, almost blowing every valve in my heart at once. “But I was having fun.”

“I can't let it be one-sided like that.”

She grinned and gave me a slow, delicate lick from sack to head, one eye shut in the hottest wink I'd ever born witness to. I struggled to keep my composure. She finished after a good five seconds and said, “You're sounding better than Stuart already.”

“He never made sure you came too?” She got in my lap, soaking her saliva into the fabric of that leotard that I could have sworn was just painted onto her body. I could already feel the rift between her legs, soft and supple like a jewelry pillow.

Angela put her mouth back on mine. We battled tongues for a few seconds. She pulled back. “He wouldn't let me kiss him after I went down on him either.”

“That's a shame.”

She leaned to the side and pulled one leg around, planting her ass right in my lap, her inner thighs holding my cock steady. Just the heat coming from between her legs would have been enough to finish me after a few minutes.

Angela wrapped her arms around my shoulders and asked, “But do you know what's worse than that?”

“What?”

“I never got the chance to kiss him after he went down on me.”

It was all I needed, and I didn't mind to oblige her at all. Hell, I'd have eaten her pussy and not expected any favors in return. I let my fingers take the first step, pulling the narrow band of fabric to the side. Just feeling my shaft rub against that heavenly gate sent a chill up my neck.

The sight of it was as glorious as my mind imagined it. Clean-shaven without a flaw, symmetrical, and looking as delicate as the first bloom in spring. I leaned in closer as Angela lied back. God, I felt the heat from it on my face a foot away.

I couldn't help myself. “Fucking beautiful.” Her pussy had an emotional pull, forcing more awe out of me the closer I got.

“She gets lonely.” Not on my watch.

Angela wriggled her shoulders free of that damn leotard. I felt the fabric slide down her chest, then the soft warmth of a mound pressing against my arm. I pulled it the rest of the way down, her back arching to help me out. I slid it off of her legs and flipped her heels off.

I took care as my fingers made landing on that delightful little pussy. Her entire body was straight out of a casting call for a sex goddess. I mean, fuck, how much better could I label her?

“You could kill a man with that body.” I let my other hand take a survey of her curves, from breast to ass. “Jesus Savior Murphy.”

I figured Angela would be used to hearing men say things like that once they had her naked. The way she giggled proved me wrong. “If you like my body that much, why don't you try me out? I promise I won't let anything bite.”

Even if something did take a chunk out of me, it would have been worth it. I slipped my middle finger inside her. Angela's eyes closed and her smile softened a bit. Her hand came up to the corner of her mouth as I pressed further in.

I couldn't stand it any longer. My back strained as I bent my face down, rolling the lips of her pussy with my tongue. Angela whimpered a little when it dabbed against her clit.

Another run against her bean and she was purring. My poor cock felt left out, bulging like it was going to outgrow its skin. Angela reached over to help, soothing my whole length with more excitement.

Angela scooted herself down, letting me get between her legs without so much acrobatics on my part. I lied down, letting her take my rod back into her mouth. She hummed into me as I did my best to outdo her.

I felt her thighs tighten around my head. After a meandering course around her entire pussy with my tongue, I pressed my finger in even harder. Her legs started twitching with every move I made.

Her time was coming, and she deserved to enjoy it. I tickled at her G-spot and lashed her clit without mercy. I felt her voice collide with my shaft, giving what she was doing to me that much more intensity.

Angela let my cock slip out of her mouth, keeping her hand wrapped tight around it as she screamed. Her thighs tensed up as her pussy lips swelled just a bit. I kept going. She wasn't getting away without losing her breath first.

Her fingers closed even tighter. It was almost painful as I gave my tongue one last burst of effort. I felt her sudden jerk, then pulled my finger and mouth away.

It left Angela a writhing mess underneath me. Her legs bowed and her feet curled. The gentle heat coming from her skin was downright invigorating.

She let out the last of her shakes. I made sure not to bump anything hard against her as I pulled myself up and stood. My new playmate was just as beautiful from a few feet higher.

“It's alright, it's not the last time that has to happen,” I said, watching the sense come back to her face.

Angela pulled her legs up, letting me see that glorious muff from another angle. “You promise?”

“Only if you promise to do something for me.”

“Anything.” I knew she wasn't lying. Hell, my ring was heating up again.

“Let me take some pictures on my phone and text them to Stuart.”

Angela's grin turned a bit evil. “Fuck pictures. Send him some video.”

“I like the way you think.”

I reached down for my pants. I knew that damn phone was in one of my front pockets. Fumbling around in the left, and then the right, I finally pulled the thing out.

Angela grabbed the phone out of my hand and unlocked the touchscreen. “Do you want me to call him?” I rushed over and dug her phone out of her purse.

“Do you want to?” I walked back, getting her own phone ready to record.

She just winked and said, “I want him to hear it.”

It tickled that evil part of my brain. “Put in on speaker.”

Angela dialed. The ring tone beeped through the room for a couple of cycles.

“Hello?” No background noise on the other end. He must have called it a night after I ran off with his now-ex.

I tapped record on Angela's screen, making sure I got the satisfied look on her face above those magnificent tits. “It's me.”

He stayed silent. I stepped closer, making sure to zoom out and catch Angela's entire body gracing my couch. She sat up as I got down on my knees. A closeup view of her face seemed like a better choice for the next segment.

“Stu, can't you say anything?” Angela winked at the camera and scooted down. Her legs spread before me like the cover to a book of wonders.

“Where the fuck are you at? And who's that lowlife you ran off with?” He tried sounding angry. I could tell it was just worry with a dickbag front.

Angela giggled and said, “He's got me on his couch. Do you wanna know what we're doing next?”

“Angie, baby, don't!” Now he acted like he cared about her. About thirty minutes too late.

I got on my knees, focusing her phone on the promised land below. “God, he's bigger than you too.”

“Please, Angel, baby. Don't do this to me.” It just made me harder, and Angela wetter.

“Go ahead, Adam, fuck me.” She started playing with her hair and turned her attention back to the phone. “You were kind of an asshole from the day we met.”

I barely kept myself from laughing. Just imagining that fucking soul patch turn gray in seconds brought a smile to my face. He went silent again.

My cock pressed against Angela's perfection. Just feeling those lips give way, watching the closeup view on the screen, tempted the marrow in my bones to melt.

I let the tip ease against her entrance. “God, he's almost in.” Angela started playing with her breasts with both hands. The breathing on the end of the line sped up as panic set in.

Our favorite parts got even larger on her phone as I zoomed in even more. I eased myself forward, sliding in a fraction more of an inch.

“Mhhhm. Deeper.”

I obliged, feeling the wet surface inside her pussy take almost all of me before I stopped.”

“Adam fills me up better than you.” She cradled her breasts with her forearms. “Go ahead and fuck me hard.”

I zoomed back out and propped her phone against the arm of the sofa. If Stuart was getting a video, he was getting the whole fucking thing. I heard the click coming from my phone.

“Sounds like he couldn't take it.” And now she was mine. “Sucks to be him.”

“He's always been jealous of any other man I talked to.” I thrust in, deep. Angela moaned, then finished. “Having you inside me instead of him feels like I'm free.” This ring didn't sap the mind out of people, but it was good at making what I wanted seem like the best idea on earth.

I sunk in again, letting myself take in how good it felt to have Angela's walls wrap around me. Every bit of her felt like it had this energy, right on the verge of exploding. The fact that she looked to be straight out of the pages of a magazine didn't hurt either.

But good god, I wanted more. I drew back and slammed back in. Angela yelped again and again with every drive back to her center.

She put her ankles on my shoulders as I lifted her ass and stood. I had control of everything, lifting her up and letting her drop. Every drop of wetness slid her along my shaft with ease.

I kept rocking her, fucking with every fiber of my being. I wanted her to get close. In fact, I needed her to. Just to hear that cry of hers again.

It didn't take long. Angela kept getting louder with each stroke. I knew it was more than just what I was doing. Jilting Stuart like that had ripped away any hesitation in her mind and body.

But it wasn't just Angela getting close. I knew I'd erupt inside her, and fast, if something didn't give. I wasn't quite sure about losing myself so early.

I gave it my all, fighting the urge to come early. Angela made the call for me, drawing into herself and shrieking like a woman on the brink of madness. I held on for dear life, feeling her start to tense up again.

Before it could finish me off, I pulled out. It was just in time for her as well, cutting Angela off from the release she so craved. Personally, I think she liked being granted a wish just to have it taken away at the last second. If only to make the gift that much sweeter in the end.

Angela didn't take it the same way I did, however. As soon as I had my ass on the cushions beside her, she was already on top of me. I couldn't help thinking how much worse this would make Stuart's day when he got the video.

She already had me back inside before she said, “I want it.”

“You've got to work for it.”

Angela was already whipping her hips around, forcing my eyes straight up. “How does this cut it?”

I couldn't say a word. Grabbing onto the small of her back, I held her tight. She was doing everything in her power to make sure I ate those words.

She paused for a second, resting me deep within her. “That's what I thought.” A quick swish of her body. “Now take it like I want you to.”

Even under my general control, she still had the free will to make her own decisions. I damn near lost it as she took it slow, exaggerating every movement. Woman or demon, I couldn't tell, but I'd have been fine with it either way.

Angela gave me another round, leaning herself around in my lap in a circle, bringing every iota of her pussy in hard contact with my cock. It took everything in my power to hang on, trying to hold out as her panting got even heavier. Even her breasts rubbing against my chest threatened to send me over.

Right at the border of enjoyment's peak and coming, she stopped. Every second felt like hours. She finally said, “But you know what would really spite him?”

It took a few breaths to regain anything resembling sense. “What's that?”

Angela teased with a slow rise and fall. “It's something I never let Stuart do, and he always begged me for it.”

“Anything. I'll do it.” I had a feeling I'd enjoy the fuck out of it, whatever it would be.

“It's something I'd never let a guy do before,” she rocked herself around for that added bit of torture, “but I'll let you be the first.”

Any more of this, and I'd have filled her up in seconds. The ring heated up as I said, “Tell me.”

Angela grinned and giggled. She pulled herself close and whispered in my ear, “Come inside me.”

I'd never had a girl let me do that either. All it did was make me even harder than I already was. “Are you sure?”

Another teasing rip front and back. “Did I stutter?” Her lips met my neck, running back up to my ear. “I want it. Bad.”

And how badly she did. She pulled herself back, propping her hands against my knees. I watched in awe as my shaft got the ride of its life. It was entrancing, watching the flawless work of art polish every bit with one unthinkable goal in mind.

But I didn't know if it was the ring doing the talking for her. Exactly how far would it make someone go to please me? Or was this entirely from Angela herself?

I stopped her with both hands on her hips. “Tell me why.” The ring almost buzzed as I motioned my head toward her phone, still recording every move and sound.

Angela put her hands on my chest, digging her nails into my skin enough to send a tingle through my whole body. “A girl has to be picky about who can do that to her.” Her nails drug even harder. “Stu wasn't that sort of guy.”

“And I am?”

“Let's just say something told me you could give me exactly what I wanted.” Her smile was warm, confident. “So I had to see for myself.”

It never was a clear voice in my head, just an overwhelming feeling, but the ring was definitely making itself heard. It's true. You can give her something she wants. I only work on give and take.

I didn't quite understand the full meaning of what it was trying to say, but it removed that nagging feeling that I was using Angela for my own purposes alone. In fact, it only made me feel more drawn to her. As if we had unfinished business together, even after sex.

The ring spoke again. Now repay her what you owe.

I couldn't argue with it. The ring had already given me so much, and I just wanted more. Who was I to fuss with a power that gave me Angela, a girl way out of my league, perfectly willing to let me do to her what no woman had let me do before?

Nudging her to the side, I said, “I want him to see me give it to you.”

Angela's eyes almost sparkled. “That's what I want to hear.”

My dick felt the cold air, her excessive wetness leaving a shine on my skin. I just wanted back in. Angela lied down as I stood, her pussy facing the rolling camera.

“Now fuck me, hard.”

I was ready, almost bursting at the seams with want. I got down between her legs, cradling her jaw with my fingers. Her pussy almost swallowed me, ready for my part of the bargain.

Every thrust pushed me harder. She started with gasping, ramping up to moaning. As I put every ounce of myself into it, Angela's screams were both blood-curdling and blissful. I knew I had her, mine to please and be pleased by.

I hit that final reserve, every instinct born by nature urging me on. Angela cried into the air, pushing me harder with every breath. I felt myself crash into her walls with each thrust.

Her manicured nails scraped against my back. “Fucking harder!”

I gave her what she begged for. My face got hot, my thinking obscured. I started huffing, trying to get that last stretch of bodily endurance to carry me through.

Angela's flesh began to pulse. Her confines tightened around me. Legs, arms, nails, and pussy.

A hard flush of wetness spread through her. I went ever forward, trying my best to break her. “That's it. Fuck me!” Her voice broke into a girly squeal, “God!”

My body began tensing up. Angela's did the same, holding me deep as I struggled to break free for even more. I felt her body tremor and tighten.

The orgasmic paralysis gripped her. I pushed out what I had left, the nerves in my skin overloading more with every second. Angela was a whimpering mess underneath me.

I felt the rush in my loins, that final signal. Pushing as deep as I could inside her, the first jet burst forth. The satisfied emptiness spread with the second.

By the third, I was out of fuel. Filling her completely with my gift, I groaned hard. Angela struggled to whisper, “That's it. Come in my pussy.”

With the last load, I collapsed. Angela held me tight. Suddenly the world was wonderful, as if I only needed to dream big to get what I wanted.

I tried to make sense of everything, stunned out of my mind and fighting for each breath. Angela's feet against my back pulled me out of it. “So much better than him.” She said it loud enough to make out on her phone.

The slick fluid inside her flowed around me as I started to shrink. “There's always more.”

Angela pulled me tighter. She whispered, “It's everything he was afraid of.”

“When did you know you wanted it?”

“As soon as you asked me what my name was.” Her lips closed on my ear lobe.

“I hope this isn't a one-time thing.”

She giggled and used her teeth. I felt her legs move down to wrap around mine. The ring pulsed back to life as she said, “It's up to you, but I live with him.”

Keeping her around or going for another girl like her wasn't much of a choice. I decided on both. “Stay with me. I'm not some VIP douche-nozzle, but I never felt the need to be one.”

“For some reason, I want to.” Angela made out with my neck, pulling her breasts into me with both hands.

I was fully flaccid, already working on gathering strength for the next round. “It's alright. I've never wanted a woman more in my life.”

The ring, of course, had its own say. Are you sure about this?

Angela let me back away. I cleared out, standing for the camera to catch the pearly mix flowing out of her. She grabbed my wrist and asked, “Does it feel wrong somehow? For you, I mean.”

“No.”

The band on my finger slowed it's vibrations. You've made the bargain. If you want both, you have your own end to live up to. I'll make sure you have the means to do so, but remember your pledge.

What it meant, I couldn't figure out. The only things I understood at the moment were my incredible luck and the sudden bond I felt between myself and Angela.

It made no sense, at least not until I found my uncle's letter, hidden in the bottom of the chest.

HAREM RING 2: KELSEY'S PRICE


HYPNO STUD

It seemed ridiculous, but the dusty book claimed the mind control method worked. I was incredibly skeptical of anything like that. But I couldn't stop myself from trying for shits and giggles. This research project on pseudo-scientific theories was proving more entertaining than I might have thought.

I walked up to the library counter thinking Bridgette would be a good test case. She had always been a bitch about my late fees. It was a shame, because I always had the hots for the quiet, bookish type. “Only one today.”

She squinted behind those oversized glasses. “But you still owe over twenty bucks, Trent.”

“Well, shit.” I took a deep breath and recalled the technique. A hard glare right in the subjects eyes, lean forward, and whistle a C note. I recited in my head Do as I will it be, for it is service I call you to. I tried not to laugh at myself as I held the stare.

The tone drifted through the lobby. Bridgette's eye's shot open as she asked, “What is it you need?”

I almost fell over when I realized what was going on. I stammered for a moment and asked, “Will you waive the fines?”

“Do you command it?”

I glanced to see if the other two library assistants noticed anything out of the ordinary. Both had their faces deep in books. “Yeah. Waive the late fees if you can.”

Bridgette clacked on the keyboard, looked up, and said, “Done.”

“And I want you to check this book out for me.”

She took the mind control book that apparently wasn't full of shit. A quick scan and she handed it back to me. “Is there anything else you'd like me to do?”

Why the fuck not? I jotted down my address on a blank card and handed it to her. “Meet me here at seven.”

Bridgette smiled and said, “Yes sir.”


I waited, wondering if Bridgette was just playing along to make me look like an idiot. At seven on the dot, I heard a knock on the door. Now what the hell am I gonna do with her?

Checking through the peephole, I saw Bridgette still in the sweater and plaid skirt she was in earlier that afternoon. She looked straight ahead like a toy soldier, arms straight against her sides. Her posture creeped me out a bit.

I unlocked the deadbolt and eased the door open. Before she could open her mouth I ordered, “Come in.”

Bridgette smiled and walked past me, stopping in the middle of the room in the same stance. I walked around her and took a once-over. Her body seemed rigid as a board.

“You can relax now,” I said as I tried to figure out exactly what I had done to the poor girl.

“Is that an order?”

“Yes, for fuck's sake, relax on the couch over there!”

Bridgette complied, walking over to the old sofa I had pulled from the curb of a dormitory on campus. She plopped herself down and crossed her legs. Her eyes remained locked on me.

“Bridgette, what can I ask you to do?”

She tilted her head to the side a bit and said, “Anything you desire.”

Anything, huh? “Is there anything you won't do if I command it?”

Bridgette shook her head. “No sir.”

It was time to test whether she was pulling a gag too far. “I order you to take your sweater off.”

She took right to it, pulling the heavy yarn over her head and tossing it aside. I didn't expect her breasts to be so large and shapely, but Bridgette did keep them well-hidden. It certainly was a complete reversal of her character.

“Now, take that skirt off.”

“Yes Trent.” It slid down her thighs, revealing a garter belt under the conservative plaid that had covered her knees. My jaw dropped as I noticed exactly how cute she really was underneath her man-repellent outfit.

I struggled to think of what to order her to do next. Sex immediately sprang to mind, but I wanted to have some fun first. “Do ten jumping-jacks.”

Bridgette stood and flailed her limbs out with each jump. I marveled at the bounce of her tits inside her bra. I couldn't wait to get my hands on them.

She stopped after the tenth and stood at attention. “Now, dance around a little for me.”

“What kind of dance, Trent?”

A polka, the stankyleg, a fucking waltz? I don't know. “Something sexy like you see on TV.”

Bridgette took right to writhing herself about, moving in a rhythm that accentuated her curves. I felt my pants get tighter as I watched. She turned to show off her ass, and that was all it took.

I stepped over to take a seat next to where she had been sitting. I pulled my shoes off and kicked off my jeans for a final test. “Now I want a lap dance.”

She straddled my crotch and lowered herself down. I felt the mound underneath her panties rub against the silk of my boxers. Within seconds, I was on the receiving end of a slow, sensual dry hump.

Bridgette shoved her breasts in my face. I couldn't help giving them a quick motorboat. Her C cups buzzed against my face. Apparently part of the order included an unspoken, “And fucking enjoy it too.”

I felt her hands push my face even harder into her chest. Her hair fell over my head in soft strands. By the time Bridgette had worked me up to full hardness, I had to back off to get some air.

“Bridgette, how in the hell did you learn to do this?”

She looked confused. “I only date older men, and they teach you a thing or two.”

“Then show me what else you know.”

Bridgette slid down my body and into the floor. I felt her soft fingers enter my boxers, taking a light hold on my dick. She stroked at the pace of a glacier, grinning like a fox the entire time.

A draft hit my manhood as Bridgette pulled it out of the underwear. She leaned forward as I felt her warm breath meet my cock. The first delicate lick sent pinpricks up my spine.

Bridgette's lips closed around the head. Her thick plume of brunette covered my lap as the rest of my length disappeared into her mouth. I sent both hands down to applaud the efforts with a gentle push. The suggestion prodded Bridgette onward as she held me in a tight vacuum.

Her tongue joined the effort, taking swift little strokes at the head and incredibly sensitive underside. I groaned my approval as her fingers closed around my sack.

I still had enough sense to throw another order at Bridgette. “Start fingering yourself and come when I tell you to.”

The vibrations from her throat rattled my cock as she joined me in getting worked up. I was ready to start driving myself balls-deep into her pussy when her dam broke only seconds later. Bridgette kept sucking, even as her body shook my own with the sudden climax.

“Don't stop.” Bridgette's slim body felt electric as she pushed beyond the normal limits of what a woman would do to herself. Her voice rattled around my girth like the bead in a whistle.

As Bridgette's skin turned red, I decided on a bit of mercy. “Come for me.”

Indeed she did. Her body went flaccid, forcing me to bend over to hold her up. I pulled her into my lap and let her shake out what I had put her through. The fingers on her right hand were sopping wet.

I took a quick survey of her body as Bridgette regained her senses. I was ready to see how far I could take this whole hypnosis trick. “Get on all fours.”

Bridgette shivered as she crawled into position. She looked back at me as I took a quick swat at her ass. It left a mark like a red hand painted on porcelain. Bridgette flinched and asked, “Like this, Trent?”

I smiled and said, “Just like that.” Her ass presented itself like an inviting home. I propped myself up to my knees and pulled her panties aside.

The slim, tight folds of her pussy dripped with her excitement. I dipped a finger into her opening just to test the waters. Warm, and wet to the point of hearing it.

I slid my tip up and down her valley before I decided the panties had to go. I unhooked the garter, letting the black lace slide down her thighs. The stockings remained for now.

“I want you to come on my dick this time.”

Bridgette looked back through her glasses. Her inability to fulfill the order while I was still outside of her looked painful. With a whimper in her voice she begged, “Please fuck me sir.”

I granted her wish, sliding myself in without a hint of resistance from her tight walls. The utmost warmth swallowed me as I sank further inside. Bridgette kept looking back, an expression of pure satisfaction covering her face.

The wetness in her pussy leaked out around my shaft as I hit the furthest point. Bridgette pushed herself into me, trying to pull me even deeper inside. I pulled back and sank back in, giving her the benefit of a moan straight from the scrambled channels.

Bridgette rocked herself back and forth. I allowed her to take her pleasures, sliding my entire length in and out of herself. As her breathing picked up, a sadistic streak came over me.

I pulled out and ordered Bridgette, “Follow me.” The want in her eyes was almost heartbreaking, but I knew I had to see how far I could take this. I made my way to room in the back of the house where I stored quite a bit of junk.

Rummaging through a box as Bridgette stood helpless, I pulled out a few lengths of nylon rope. I walked past her and said, “Follow me in here.” My bedroom seemed like the best place to push the boundaries of what my least favorite bookworm could handle.

Once inside, I guided Bridgette to my bed and sat her down on the mattress. “Hands behind your back.” She complied like a soldier on drill. I lashed the rope around each wrist and pulled the knot tight.

Pushing her back, I spread Bridgette's legs and gave her a merciful game of in-and-out. I smiled and back away again, seeing the disappointment and slight pain in her face. “Please fuck me, sir.”

I forced Bridgette onto her stomach and wrapped the cord around the fabric of her stockings. I pulled the knot even tighter. Standing up I asked, “How badly do you need it right now?”

“More than anything.”

“Do you deserve it?”

“That's up to you, sir.”

I sat down beside her face, pulling her head into my lap. Bridgette went back to taking her tongue to my cock. I rewarded my new pet with a middle finger in her pussy. “That's all you get for now, but I want you to fuck me all night.”

The new order couldn't have been obeyed in her current position. Harsh discomfort came over Bridgette as her glasses fell to the floor. She tried her damnedest to wiggle into position on my lap.

“You having a hard time?”

“I can't do it, Trent.”

I grinned to myself as I ran a hand underneath her bra. “And why not?”

“You're not letting me.”

I pushed her out of my lap and stood up. Bridgette looked almost heartbroken. I attached one more length of rope to the bedpost, giving her five foot lead to wiggle around on. “You'll stay here for a while. I'll wear you out when I get back.”

Bridgette whined and sent tears coursing down her cheeks. “Have I been bad?”

No, but I need to get my camera back from Doug, now. “Very.” I slammed the door behind me.

I returned to find Bridgette waiting impatiently for my return. She had squirmed her way to the foot of the bed, pouting at my absence. I smiled and turned the camera on.

Bridgette fidgeted and begged as I snapped photo after photo. If the hypnosis was only temporary, I'd be glad to look at the photos any time she yelled about my late fees in the future. Either way, I had my proof that the technique worked.

Without skipping a beat, I picked up where I had left off an hour ago. "Bridgette, get back on the bed." The camera's shutter snapped constantly as she struggled to worm her way back onto the mattress.

She finally made it up as I swapped out the memory card. Her face begged for the fulfillment of her earlier order to fuck my brains out. I got closer and took a few close-ups.

Bridgette finally broke her silence, begging, "Please."

"I order you to stay like that all night."

She looked like I had just shattered her greatest dreams. "But I can't follow your other order like this."

The camera kept popping off. "Well, you'll have to figure out how to do both."

I could tell it was becoming too much for her to handle without some sort of emotional breakdown. If it's possible to blue-screen a human being, I'm sure I had her on the verge of it. "But..." Her voice trailed off, knowing the futility of the complaint.

My mind tried to come up with new games to play with my sudden pet. Physical cruelty didn't appeal to me, but the mental side of it was driving me into high gear down below. "Do you want me to be nice to you?"

"It's your decision."

I unzipped my jeans again, seeing the hope rise in Bridgette's face. "Getting excited?"


She nodded her head. "Yes sir."

"That's quite a look you've got on your face. I take requests."

"But that's your job."

"Fine," I said as I kicked my shoes back off and dropped trow, "I command you to tell me what you want me to do to you."

Bridgette bit her lower lip. "Fuck me," she pleaded, "hard."

I pulled the rigid member out of my boxers and let it bob up and down. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Bridgette begged, “please!”

I stepped over and flipped Bridgette on her side, letting her bare ass face me. Her pussy was swollen and sopping wet. I slid the tip between the plush lips and toyed with her opening. “Are you positive?”

Bridgette broke into a sobbing fit as I felt the heat from her folds almost double. I pulled my dick away and pulled her legs up to untie the rope binding them. I had to see her face when she finally had her greatest desire granted.

I slung the extra rope into the floor and rolled Bridgette onto her back. The hands tied behind her propped her chest up enough to give her breasts a little more prominence than usual. I pulled off my shirt and slid on top of her.

As my boxers slid down, I caught Bridgette opening her eyes. The mascara had already streaked down both cheeks and onto the comforter. Her pussy felt burning hot, even as my shaft stayed inches away.

She looked up at my face with her big, brown eyes and begged, “Please, Trent. Make me come.”

I pulled a hand down and gave her clit a quick once-over. Bridgette jumped, almost trembling with a quick climax. I jerked it back, not willing to let her come without me being inside her.

The warm embrace of her entrance flowed around my cock as I pressed in. Bridgette's expression turned to pure ecstasy as I granted her wish, her gasp almost stealing the air from the room. I let myself settle deep inside, feeling her try in vain to pull her bound hands around to wrap around me. She pulled it off with her legs, keeping me locked inside.

I refused to move even a fraction of an inch, taking in the whole experience. Her hair ran through my hand as I asked, “Is it everything you wanted?”

“I want to-” I pumped out and back in, hard, “-come, Trent.”

The silky texture of her flesh slid against the skin of my dick, multiplying Bridgette's volume with each stroke. “If I let you come, you have to do something extra-special for me.”

I jammed myself deep. “Gah, fuck!” Bridgette's cheeks blushed a deep crimson. “Anything. Just keep fucking me.”

“What if you don't like it?”

Another forceful stab. “Tell me! Fuck me!”

I wasn't ready to spill the beans just yet, but I wasn't ready to be a completely evil bastard quite yet. I locked my elbows around her arms and propped myself up. Bridgette's voice rang through the bedroom with each explosive jolt.

With the warning of a lightning strike, Bridgette's orgasm burst through in steel lock of her body. I pulled out and felt the violent tremors underneath me. I had just enough time to dash over for the camera, snapping the tail end of the climax, her back and feet arching her ass a foot above the mattress.

Bridgette collapses in on herself, gasping for air as I stared on. For the first time since her binding, both mentally and physically, I knew she would be under my control until I specifically said she could be free. “That's a good girl.”

She couldn't respond, still trying to catch enough oxygen for basic functions. I put the camera down and curled up behind her petite body. Goosebumps rose on her arms as I stroked her cheek, letting Bridgette know that her master was pleased.

Bridgette tried to roll over to face me. I gave her a hand, pulling her onto her back. She looked at me and asked, “Am I being good now?”

I stuck my index finger in her mouth, letting her suck it off as I spoke. “Very good, but now you've got to do something else. Something that proves how much you want to please me.”

She smiled around my finger. I slipped the middle in as well. Bridgette took right to both, giving it an effort that would please any man.

“But you might not like it.” Her smile deepened around both digits. “I want to come inside you.”

The idea drove her to further feats of oral talent. I had to wonder how long I could last before losing myself once I started fucking Bridgette again. Whether it was a few seconds or an hour, I knew I wanted to push the boundaries of sanity with her.

I pulled my fingers away. Bridgette finally responded, “Would you do that for me?”

A response eluded me. A load dropped in her pussy was my idea of a college girl's nightmare. The very mention of it drove my pet wild.

Bridgette wrapped a leg around my, trying to draw me back in. “You're so kind to me.”

I reached around to loosen her wrists. The indentation of the rope on her skin held the fibers in place until I gave them a slight tug with my fingers. Bridgette slid her hands out of the coils.

Before I could react, she was already on top of me, viciously grinding herself in an attempt to put me back inside. Bridgette found the magic spot, impaling herself on my rod with a deep moan of bliss. My earlier order turning her into a sex-fiend for the night took it's full effect.

Bridgette twisted and popped her hips, knocking my cock against every surface inside her pussy. Every movement exaggerated itself, forcing my eyes to roll back. Even the wetness inside her muff couldn't contain itself, leaking down my inner thighs and onto the bed.

Her hands grabbed onto my chest hair, giving her extra leverage. I tried to cry out in pain, but the pleasure was just too great to be overwhelmed. By the time the sheets below were saturated with Bridgette's personal supply of wetness, she was near another climax.

She dove into full hysteria, letting one had drift down to her pearl. The other hand shifted to the comforter just above my shoulder as I ordered, “Keep going, don't come yet.”

Bridgette complied, clenching her walls around me. The pressure started to make each swish of her hips provide more and more friction. When I felt myself trapped within her depths, I whispered, “You can come now.”

And come she did. Bridgette collapsed into my shoulder as she released her bean from the relentless assault. She cried out, ringing my ear with a high note almost beyond the human range of hearing. Her pink softness pulsed with each racing heartbeat.

I let her ride the mentally induced orgasm out. The feeling of her walls caressing my shaft surpassed her admirable job of shaking those hips. By the time she was finished, I felt the precum announce my own approaching climax.

Bridgette shivered in my arms. I held her tight and whispered, “That's a good girl. You earned your reward.”

She barely had the sense to say, “Thank you, sir.”

The final aftershocks wore off. I rolled Bridgette off of me and pulled her face-down to the edge of the bed. I stood and admired the black void my cock had left in her.

I admired her flexibility as I stretched her legs apart, wedging my hips between her thighs and pulling her ass up. My cock slid against her opening as I teased just a bit more. Bridgette held herself steady with her arms, preparing herself for her ultimate duty for the night.

She screamed when I poked my way back in, filling her tunnel deeper than before thanks to the position. I grabbed hold of her ass, pulling her into me as hard as possible. At that point, it was easy to bend my knees or wave my hips to get a marvelous reaction out of her.

Bridgette whimpered with each jostling motion I gave to her tiny ass. She gripped the comforter, pulling a large part of it with her as she contracted her arms. I tried to keep myself under control, despite feeling a surge in my scrotum.

I careened toward blowing my load when a thought occurred to me: Reward her. Encourage this. My cock whipped out of her wet pussy and I flipped her over in one motion. Before she could react, I had my face shoved inside Bridgette's womanhood.

Like moist cake, I couldn't get enough of her taste. Her fingers curled in my hair with each run from opening to clit. I felt her legs tense as I yelled a muffled command. “Come dammit!”

I felt the roots of a few hair follicles pull out of my scalp. Bridgette's body lost all motor control as I kept going, letting two fingers join my tongue in the pleasure. I felt her G-spot pulsate as the torture of her pulling became too much to handle.

I broke free and sat up. Bridgette had wrapped her arms around her chest, just under her tits enough to push her cleavage together. As I tried to reenter, her climaxing pussy attempted to reject me.

Forcing my way in, I struggled to break through to the deepest point. Bridgette unleashed a heart-stopping scream. My fingers played with her man in the pink canoe before she could shiver herself out.

The world felt like a dream as my own orgasm rushed onto the stage. I released her clit and clasped my hands around her waist. Pumping with the ferocity of a pissed honey badger, I let out my own chorus of moans.

Bridgette regained the ability to form words, screaming, “Yes! Yes! Fucking come inside me sir! Yes!” Her arms and legs wrapped tight around me, still jittery from the afterglow.

Each burst left my sack feeling hollow. I tried to savor the moment. Each spurt drained my vitality even further, crashing me into Bridgette as my endurance gave out.

I tried to force more of myself out. I barely managed one more explosion, petering out as I felt the gift surround my shrinking pole. Bridgette caressed my shoulders and nuzzled my cheek, slipping me into a near-vegetative state.


I awoke nude the next morning, somehow curled up under the covers with Bridgette. I felt that her panties had returned and the stockings were gone. I stirred to get up and slip to the bathroom without her noticing.

Before I could even get my body off of hers, she woke and reached for the glasses on my nightstand. The fear of her no longer being under my control and accusing me of slipping her a roofie sent liquid nitrogen down my spine. She donned the glasses and asked, “Do you want anything, Trent?”

The oversized specs made her cute without the spinster outfit. “Not right now.”

“I see.” Bridgette grabbed my wrist as I tried to get up. “Thank you for being so kind last night, sir.”

I stood and let her keep hold of me. “Don't you have class this morning?” It was already a quarter 'til eight.

Bridgette let go and propped herself on her elbows. Her tits were still amazing. “An eight-thirty lecture. Why?”

I sighed and rubbed my eyes, noticing the smell of her womanhood lingering on my fingers. “Shouldn't you be going to that?”

She smiled and cocked her head. “If you want me to.”

“Yeah, go to your classes, ace your tests, and show up like normal at the library. You've still got a life of your own.” The little incantation worked far better than I would have expected, even after having my mind blown already.

“Should I come back after I'm done?”

I could feel a chub coming on already. “Tonight at nine. Until then, live your life like you normally would.”

Even if life did have to go on as normal during the day, the hated library assistant was my pet after dark.

HYPNO STUD 2: STEALING DAWN

	
	HYPNOTIC INTERVIEW



Hannah looked up as Mr. Salazar walked past. Just the sight of that confident stride filled her with desire and hatred. “Sir, I've got the candidates ready.”

He stopped, turned and smiled. “Good. Any suggestions on who should be the first?”

The glow of the monitor was harsh against the dim accent lighting of the fore-office. Hannah closed her eyes for a moment to clear the fog. She reopened them and turned her chair to face Marlowe Salazar's handsome face. “It's up to you, but I'm wondering why you called this whole thing 'Pink Orchid' instead of being upfront.”

It truly was a strange project. A search for genetically fit women of prime breeding age, IQ testing, and personality tests. And that didn't even begin to narrow the pool on the basis of attractiveness. Marlowe leaned against the corner of the desk. “I need an heir I can trust my companies to, and I need a damn good mother for that heir.”

“I know, sir, but why Pink Orchid?” Somehow, Hannah knew her blunt attitude was why Marlowe took her on as his personal secretary. When your boss is the third wealthiest man alive and incredibly full of himself, you have to pull the reigns at times.

Another bullshit smile showing his perfectly bleached and veneered teeth. “The ancient Greek word 'orkhis' is the root of the flower's name. It translates to testicle, and was a symbol of fertility, refinement, and bearing many children.”

“And pink?”

“Also a symbol of fertility.” The man had always tended to be mystic about personal endeavors.

Hannah glanced back at the roster of seven prime choices. “Why not let love take its course?”

Marlowe stepped behind her chair. Hannah felt the slight lean as he rested his hands on the back. “Business isn't about love. If I'm passing this company on to someone, I'd rather it to be a child of mine, but I need to know that kid is up to the job.”

You're shopping for a trophy wife like a car. “But Mr. Salazar, it's not like you can tell if a woman would make a good wife with just an interview.” Hannah pulled the hem of her skirt back a smidge.

“I'm not good with women, I'll admit.” Marlowe paused and pulled Hannah's seat back a little further.

From the man who had his secretary play matchmaker? Shocking...

Hannah sensed a bit of hesitation in Marlowe's voice. “I want to know what kind of children a woman will raise before I agree to mate. It's the only thing that's kept me from settling down so far.”

You insecure bastard. “But sir, you can't control everything about a person.”

“I'm a vulnerable man. Fucking sue me for it.”

“Sir, I didn't–”

“Can it. I know what you meant.”

Hannah grinned to herself and started breathing from the chest. The low-cut blouse was a good choice. “Either way, I know you'll make the right choice. Just keep an eye out for what these women actually want.”

Marlowe's hands landed on her shoulders. “That's what I like about you. Even if I'm about to sign a deal worth more than a small country, you drag me kicking and screaming back to reality. The only people without caution in business are those blowhard, career middle-managers with MBA's and salesmen.”

“And that's why they'll never rise to the top. I know, sir.” It was Marlowe's private belief, not one to make it out during speeches.

“When all you have to lose is a cold sales lead, you can afford that Zig Ziglar bullshit. But when your words can send the stock market up or down, being too optimistic can fuck over thousands.”

The only thing I hate more than an 'in-it to win-it' blowhard are your little monologues. “Speaking of stocks, you've got investors to meet with in five minutes. Room 594-G.” The mention of the same floor she was sitting on always reminded Hannah she was just over six hundred feet above street level in some glittering tower.

“Right, then. How many?”

“Fourteen. Three just got off of international flights less than five hours ago, so do get to the point.”

Broad hands fell on Hannah's shoulders. “I'll treat these men to dinner. Inform the maitre d' at La Florette.”

“Yourself and just the three, or all fourteen?”

“These men have given me billions. All of them.”

“Will do, sir.” The hands slipped away.

Marlowe walked his way to the ornately carved door He turned his head to look back. “Schedule it two hours after the meeting. I've got other business to attend to.”

“Why that long of a wait?”

He turned to face Hannah directly. The stare shot past her eyes, drilling into the deepest part of her psyche. “When I return, be ready to be interviewed for Pink Orchid yourself.”

Hannah was speechless. The order quickly embedded itself in her mind like instinct. She could only nod as the thinking part of her brain went blank.

Marlowe returned to her desk. “You look like you just had a wish granted. Tell me, am I right?” It was the same piercing look in his eyes.

Her lips parted as Hannah struggled to figure out why she couldn't control her words. “Yes, sir.”

“I'm not big on workplace romances. You know the policy.”

“I drafted it myself for your approval, Mr. Salazar.”

Marlowe pulled something out of his pocket. Hannah couldn't make it out through his tight grip. “I want you to wear this ring. I give one to every important stockholder, and no one else.”

The gaze softened, letting her look down. Hannah's mind felt like it had just made its way out of a fog bank. The silver band clattered against the teak surface of the desk. “Why, sir?”

“Put it on and find out.”

What the fuck will that tell me? Hannah pinched the ring between two fingers and gave it a quick look-over. The faint engraving of a foreign language Hannah couldn't identify was the only distinguishing feature. “Alright.”

Hannah slipped it on her finger and instantly, her full attention focused on Marlowe's face. “It's a powerful effect, isn't it?”

Pulling it off was the first action that came to mind. As soon as the thought formed, Hannah's mind burned with the heat of a dozen suns. She crouched in her chair and whimpered out, “What the hell did you just do to me?”

She could hear Marlowe walk around the desk. He pushed her shoulders back into the seat, smiling like a demon. “I didn't want to do this to you, but the future of my legacy is too important. I can't risk someone knowing about this project without having their total loyalty.”

The coals of her mind flared up with the thought of slapping Marlowe. I can't even think for myself? No wonder he's got the board behind him with every move. Hannah's face contorted as she said, “Sir, I can't agree to this.” Just getting the words out felt as painful as a broken limb.

“Judging by the look on your face, you'll come around soon enough.” Marlowe grinned and patted her on the cheek. His digits lingered, tracing a line down her jaw.

Bastard. Hannah tried to think of a way out, some means of breaking herself free. Even the mental search brought on a dull sting. “I understand.”

“Good. It's not usually this easy to bring someone around. A few of the men I'll be meeting with were writhing in pain before they got the idea.”

“And you'll be doing this to each candidate, I assume?”

“Exactly. Now you know why I want them to think it's an interview for a job or an endorsement deal.”

That's one way to drop a pair of panties. “But I have to ask you something, Mr. Salazar.”

“Shoot.”

“I know you better than anyone. What makes you think I couldn't just manipulate you into picking me?”

Marlowe put his hands on his hips and looked down. “Tell me the last secret you'd ever tell me.”

No! The nerves behind Hannah's eyes immediately felt like they had been set on fire. She screamed and curled into herself.

“It's alright. Tell me later.” The pain stopped. Hannah felt the tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Thank you, sir.” She summoned the courage to look up. Marlowe seemed to tower above her. Above the world.

“That meeting calls. Be ready to answer or do anything when I get back.”

As Marlowe left, Hannah tried to stifle the newfound hatred for the man. Every nerve in her brain wanted to rebel, but she had already learned better. A quick jolt of pain struck as Hannah's thoughts turned to running away. He's already fucking won.


Hannah took a seat. Mr. Salazar's chair, worth more than her car and imported from Italy, had been a piece of furniture she'd wanted to sit her bottom in since meeting the man. The sheer lace of her lingerie felt rough as sandpaper against the lambskin upholstery. She had kept the little black outfit and heels in the bottom drawer of her desk for such an occasion. An investment in her future.

She took in the a commanding view of the city below as the chair swiveled. The sun was just starting to mingle with the skyline to cast an orange glow to the afternoon. The taxis and pedestrians filed in and out of line below, resembling nothing more than clothed ants. So this is what power feels like.

The sound of the massive slab of a door opening echoed through the palatial office. Hannah kicked the floor to turn slowly. Mr. Salazar was her interloper exactly one hour after parting, as scheduled.

He strode confidently, fresh out of a meeting full of men who couldn't disagree without punishment. “A bold move, doing that.”

Hannah gripped the armrests, breasts out and head cocked like she owned the place. “I know you like that in a person.”

A few steps short of the titanic desk of birds-eye maple, Marlowe stopped. “The first question is, would you even want to be my wife?”

“Why wouldn't I? You know I look after you like one already. It's my job, and I like it.” The ring buzzed faintly against her skin. Even a slight distortion of the truth seemed dangerous enough to her.

Marlowe turned the corner of the desk and whisked himself toward Hannah. “What's the difference between a wife and a secretary?”

You fuck your wife at home and fuck your secretary at work, never telling the wife about any of it. “A secretary supports you in doing your job. A wife supports you in raising a family, no matter what.”

“I'm curious to know what you think a family is.”

What the shit is he even asking me? Hannah looked into Marlowe's eyes. She saw nothing but sincerity in the question. “It's two people raising the best children possible.” She knew to keep it vague about gender. His belief in neutrality on the subject was deeply held. Merit could come from any person – Male, female, black, neon green.

Marlowe put his hands on the chair and tipped it back. “I agree, but what is the relationship between husband and wife?” Hannah felt her body lift as Marlowe pulled her up. “Take a seat on the desk and answer honestly.”

The fine grain of the wood met Hannah's ass, chilling her skin. “Sir, a wife is supposed to support her husband in all he does, and likewise for the husband toward the wife.” Hannah fought to keep the pain behind her forehead contained.

“You're tense. Are you sure that's your honest answer?”

Hannah cringed. “What else could it be, sir?”

The gaze from Marlowe penetrated into her very soul. “Your true thoughts about what our marriage would be. That's what I'm after.”

“Mr. Salazar,” Hannah's brain screamed at itself to get back on the directed course, “how about we see what consummating a marriage would be like?” She tried to grin. Only one corner of her mouth made it up.

“I was planning on it.” Marlowe took his chair back. “But I still want an answer.”

Hannah felt his fingers slide the black lace of her panties to the side. The gentle caress from bottom to top of her folds sent a shiver up her spine. Hannah thanked her lucky stars for feeling the need to shave the night before.

“What would our marriage be to you?” Marlowe found the clit. “Spit it out. Now.”

Blood rushed to Hannah's cheeks. “I'd see you as a provider,” her tongue felt like lead as she tacked on, “and a protector.” Even the most bitter grapefruit tasted better with a little sugar.

“I see.” Marlowe plunged two fingers several knuckles deep. “So you're a gold-digger. I figured as much.”

Hannah knew better than to respond. Marlowe had always hated excuses. His thumb put the lively pressure back on Hannah's pearl.

“Do you see yourself as a mother?”

Shit. “Sir, I think I'd be perfectly capable.”

Marlowe circled her clit, driving the speed over the top until the overload grew painful. He looked directly at Hannah. “But do you want to be a mother, deep down?”

Hannah tried to look away from his overpowering gaze. The best she could manage was to shake a few strands of hair in front of her eyes. “Not right now, but later on I–”

“Just answering the question's enough. I can tell when you're trying to polish a turd.” Marlowe cocked his head just enough for Hannah to notice. “You're on thin ice already. Don't make it worse.”

“Yes sir.” The pangs of fear grew inside Hannah as Marlowe's control and her own stimulation levels ramped up. She could already feel her toes wanting to curl as her G-spot fired hard impulses with each touch.

“But I will let you speak freely for a moment.”

The first tear rolled down Hannah's cheek with a smear of mascara. “About what?”

“What you think of what I'm doing right now. Be honest, or lie, whichever you like.”

Hannah gasped as her clit jostled under Marlowe's thumb. She could already tell her juices were flowing around his fingers. “I don't think it's fair... oh fuck! To the candidates, sir.”

Marlowe picked up the pace, masturbating Hannah into a quaking ball of tension. “You mean, you don't think it's fair to you.”

The band of silver felt red hot as Hannah tried to muster an excuse. “I think every husband and wife keep at least some secrets from each other.”

Hannah's legs twitched as she felt the blissful heat well up from between her legs. “But I can't afford that. I won't settle for anything less than complete honesty from my wife.”

The air became as hard to breath as sand. Hannah jerked her head down, watching Marlowe's ring and middle fingers slide in and out of her. Her voice jerked out between two deep moans. “May I come, sir?”

“If you meet my condition.”

Hannah quivered on the edge of the desk, ready to explode in a fireball of ecstasy. Anything, just let me fucking come.

“If I asked you to be completely loyal to me, even at the cost of everything else,” Marlowe's thumb pulled even more speed, “would you do it?”

The last remnants of Hannah's resistance fell. “Yes! Dear god, yes!” She screamed out as the vaginal torture of too much pleasure drove her brain haywire.

Marlowe kept the pressure on. “You'll be paying for this with what's left of that cute little resistance you've been putting up.” The words pierced into the heart of Hannah's very being.

The young secretary gritted her teeth. Her eyes clenched shut as every motion of his hand felt like an electric shock. “Just... Fuck! Do it... Sir!”

The built up tension snapped like an overstretched rubber band. Hannah's world vibrated and drifted out of focus. At the peak of her climax, she could feel her grasp on her own will slip out of her hands. Marlowe, please be kind to me.

Hannah felt herself being lifted and placed back in the chair as she shivered out the last of her orgasm. When she opened her eyes, Marlowe stood above her once again. The only focus in her world became the words about to come out of his mouth.

Marlowe crouched to meet her at eye level. “Now you see the rewards of following my every command.” He stood back up and put his hand out. “Follow me.”

Hannah took the offer of help, steadying herself against Marlowe's arm and the desk. Her knees still felt like jelly, but the concept of complaining had become foreign to her. Even the lofty view that had fascinated her earlier meant nothing as Marlowe guided her to the door to the side of his grand office.

Passing through the doorway, Hannah saw the sleeping quarters Marlowe emerged from the mornings after late meetings for the first time. She wasn't expecting a full penthouse suite on par with those of the grandest luxury hotels. The breathtaking view of the skyline's lights coming to life in the sunset sparked a fragment of her ability to comprehend wonder through the heavy chains of control.

Marlowe guided her to the divan in the corner of not just the room, but the glass walls of the skyscraper itself. Hannah dropped into it with a gentle shove. The straps of her nightie slipped from her shoulders as the master of the domain descended up her.

Hannah's hands ran through Marlowe's thick hair on instinct, guiding his face to her exposed breasts. He took a nipple between his lips and had a playful bite. He looked back up at Hannah's adoring eyes.

“Is this what you wanted?”

She couldn't help smiling. “Yes, sir.”

The black lace slid further down her torso. “You wanted this before you became my secretary, didn't you?”

Hannah nodded and shut her eyes. The slight pain at the apex of her breast met with the soft caress of Marlowe's lips. The grit of his five o’clock shadow rubbed against her silky skin.

As always, Hannah knew what Marlowe wanted before he could even ask or order. She stood up, pulling the nipple from his bite and lifted him by the tie. Hannah eased him into the nearby sofa chair and slid down his waist.

The belt buckle jangled loose and the zipper whined down. Marlowe took a handful of hair from behind her head as the button came undone. “Why did a promising little thing like yourself apply to be my secretary in the first place? You could have gone so far elsewhere.”

Hannah no longer had the sense to hold back. “I wanted to seduce you for your money, sir.”

Marlowe's rigid shaft came out of hiding. Hannah took the base in her hand and pursed her lips around the head. She closed her eyes and took half the length in her mouth.,

The grip on her hair tightened. “Did you think I didn't know?”

Hannah's opened her big blues and stared at the face of her boss. She smiled around his girth and kept her attention on the irritation in his eyes as she danced her tongue around his cock. Covering her ass had become a non-issue.

Her eyes widened as the patience left Marlowe's face. Even though she only had the desire to serve, fear hadn't been driven out of her personality. The silver ring sent a line of fire up the nerves in her arm.

Marlowe's dick popped out of Hannah's mouth as she collapsed onto the Persian rug. Why is he so angry with me? She clung to the cuff of Marlowe's slacks, pulling herself up as best she could.

As Hannah felt her breasts lift from the wool on the floor, she struggled to her knees. Marlowe stood, ripping Hannah to her feet by the roots of her hair. “You know how I deal with insubordination.”

The very idea of being cast out from Marlowe's life shook Hannah to her core. She took the pull on the back of her head as part of her punishment. “I couldn't dream of harming you, sir!”

Hannah watched in terror as Marlowe's face lowered to meet her own. “I know you won't now, but you still have to pay for your sins against me.” She gulped, knowing full-well the coldhearted way in which Marlowe treated anyone who dared betray him.

“Sir, I'd never-”

Marlowe's perfect teeth emerged from between his lips. His pupils widened. “Take your punishment.”

I'd die if you gave me the order, Marlowe. Hannah lowered her head. “Just let me prove my loyalty.” Marlowe's grip tightened. Hannah felt a few strands of hair pull loose. “Please!”

It felt like mercy as Hannah's body jerked upward. Marlowe pushed her back toward the divan and forced her onto all fours. The panties and half-discarded nightie ripped down her thighs.

Hannah's pussy surged with new wetness as she heard Marlowe's pants and belt hit the rug. The pop of his shirt buttons separating from the threads brought a smile to her face. She knew it would only be a matter of seconds before the third richest cock on earth, the one she was sworn to serve, would be deep inside her.

The only warning Hannah received was Marlowe's broad hands grabbing her forearm and pulling her back. The billionaire’s rigid shaft plunged in. Hannah squealed out the momentary pain and surprise as she felt every facet of her pussy grip as it filled just beyond capacity.

Marlowe rocked his waist back, withdrawing himself completely. Just as suddenly, he drove back in. Hannah cringed a little less, feeling her walls stretch to accommodate her new master.

Hannah looked back. A blissful feeling emanated from the silver ring. “Harder.”

Hannah’s toes curled as Marlowe rested deep within. She felt the pull of her hair and arced her neck back to feel the scratch of her boss’s cheek against her own. “Do you hate me for taking away your free will?”

She lifted one hand to wrap it around the back of Marlowe’s neck. “Never, sir.”

Marlowe cradled an arm around her ribs to take hold of a breast. The gentle squeeze reassured Hannah that the center of her universe was pleased. She waved her hips, trying to get Marlowe to start using her as she hoped he would.

Without hesitating, Marlowe tried driving himself even deeper. Hannah raised her hips and closed her legs. Finally, his entire length rested inside.

His lips approached as Hannah looked back. She parted her own as his hand took hold of her jaw. Before closing the distance, Marlowe smiled and whispered, “You're everything I could ask for in a servant.”

The forearm nestled in the cleft of her breasts pulled her closer. “Sir, I was hoping I could be your wife.”

Both pairs of lips met as Hannah tried to stifle a whimper from the slight movement of Marlowe's waist. The thumb against her cheek pulled her closer. Their tongues intertwined.

Marlowe broke away. “You've still got a chance at that, depending on how well you serve in the near-future.”

Hannah gasped as she felt another pump. “You mean, until you've finished all of the interviews?”

The grip on her jaw broke as Marlowe let her dance on his cock. “You've got seven to compete against. I recommend impressing me tonight.”

The cold, supple leather of the divan met her cheek through her soft hair. Hannah wiggled her hips to draw him to her deepest point. “Marlowe, why don't you just admit I'd be a perfect wife?”

He surged back. The return clashed against her cervix. “You're a perfect secretary now that you're mine to control, but you're not a perfect wife... Or mother. That's why.”

“Sir, I-” Hannah felt the hard strike of his tip once again. She squalled out, her voice echoing through the high ceilings. She closed her eyes, hoping to get some pleasure out of his punishment.

“Cram it. The more you talk, the less I care.” Marlowe's large hand took a tight mound of ass in its grip. “You're willing to please, but that's about it. At least show me you can do that well.”

A great crack ripped down the middle of Hannah's heart. Am I not good enough for him? She opened her eyes and stared into his disappointment. “Very well, sir.”

Hannah focused on the pulsing flesh cramming her walls. She buried her head in the cushions and twisted herself with a rhythm to match her heartbeat. She didn't know how to contain the growing pleasure, letting it out with increasing speed.

She heard the pleasured breathing from behind. Every huff drove her onward. Hannah changed up the motion, waving her hips front to back in a figure-eight.

“Very good.” The light tap on her ass was all Hannah needed. “You can have your free will back, but only until I come.”

Hannah returned the marginally kind gesture by pinning her clit between two fingers. She raced toward her own breaking point. Marlowe's hands rested on the sides of her waist, giving her free reign over her own climax.

The spark of her greatest sexual desire meeting with a good clit rubbing set Hannah's blood to rushing. She felt the sudden swell in her bean, gripping it tighter. When the heels met her ass, she knew it was only a matter of seconds.

“I'm fucking-” A hard drive from Marlowe shocked the breathe out of her. “-coming Marlowe!” She rarely called him by his first name.

Refusing to let go or let it fizzle out, Hannah piled more overload into her favorite spot. As the pressure between her belly button and pussy felt ready to explode, she pulled the fingers away. Her eyes rolled back behind the lids as her boss took a generous handful of hair. She screamed, unable to collapse, suspended by a rigid shaft and the grip on her roots.

Marlowe pulled out and let go. Hannah collapsed like a discarded jacket. She curled up and opened her eyes. Marlowe was already walking over to the day bed nestled against the plate glass window. The city had already begun lighting up the darkness.

Hannah raised herself up by the arms. She could tell what he wanted. All smug and fucking confident. I hate the bastard. Hannah pulled herself to the floor and stood. I'm fucking meat to you, but it doesn't have to be like this.

The strut of having an audience behind moved Hannah to the other window. She knew Marlowe would pick up on the effort. Hannah felt the lift of her heels give her ass a slight pop with each step, her hips a mild swagger.

She dropped her forearms onto the bed and crawled beside Marlowe. “Sir, can I show you what else I'm good for?” Hannah faked the smile.

Marlowe propped his hands behind his head and nodded. He'll fucking learn. Hannah mounted his hips and guided her opening to the end of his cock.

Hannah gripped onto Marlowe's knees behind her and drifted down the shaft. The full stuffing of her pussy felt right, like she had already molded herself to fit the new shape like a quality holster. Once at bottom, Hannah leaned back, letting her breasts point toward the ceiling.

Every swish of her hips coaxed a bit more rigidity out of her boss. If I make him come, it'll shut his ass up. Marlowe's breathing turned into groans.

Hannah looked back down. Marlowe's jaw had clenched. Even his hands had loosed, falling into the mattress and gripping the fine sheets.

Almost fucking got him. “You like this? I've got some other tricks to show you next time.” Hannah leaned back down. The hot breath against her forehead felt like steam.

Marlowe grunted, driving himself deep inside her. Hannah ran a hand down his bare chest. She took a few more pumps of her waist, closing in for the kill in such a long hunt. Even if it cost her this last moment of free-will, at least she had gotten through the fuck without spilling what she couldn't admit.

“That's a good boy, sir. I never thought you'd-” Hannah's eyes doubled in size as she looked down to see Marlowe's smirk. His broad, strong hands took hold of her wrists.

“Good work, but I'm not that fucking easy to beat.”

The lack of that fluid warmth jetting into her pink flesh told Hannah all she needed to know. “You bastard.” Marlowe's grip tightened.

Hannah picked up where she had left off, rising her body, feeling the friction of skin against her walls. She tried to pull her hands to the front, just to have them forced back with the slow, dominant confidence Marlowe had made the running theme of his life. What now?

Hands pinned to the small of her back, Hannah leaned back down. She planted her head in the crook of his neck, feeling the stretch in her shoulders. Marlowe's face felt like sandpaper against her earlobe. “Hannah, what are you not telling me?”

It was time. “To be quite honest, I only wanted your money. I knew I could never love a man like yourself.” The weight of the entire skyscraper lifted from her tiny frame.

“So what will you do with me, sir?” The fear had retreated. She knew Marlowe could see the spite in her eyes. It was written all over his face.

“You'll do everything I fucking say after we're finished. I'm sure that pisses you off.”

“You're a bastard.” I should fucking run, now. Hannah jerked to break free. No dice.

“Bad move.” She saw Marlowe stay as calm as a puddle on a windless day. The hold on her wrists cranked up. She knew there would be bruises in the morning.

Marlowe twisted his entire body. Hannah tried to piece the world around her back together. Before she could realize it, her boss was already on top of her. She could feel her hands.

“Marlowe, you're hurting me.” Begging had always been Hannah's last resort. Not that it did her any good.

She felt the slow withdrawal. Marlowe's hands let go, finding a new grip just below Hannah's ribs. She tried to squirm away.

“I won't let you come. I'm not that stupid.”

Marlowe thrust back in, planting himself to the hilt. “You might as well be. Nobody got you into this mess but yourself.” He reared back and jarred her entire body with a deep plunge. “In case you were wondering, you're disqualified.”

The goal Hannah had been working for shattered around her. She tried again, pushing her shoulders off of the bed to make another break for it. I won't be your fucking slave, then.

Marlowe pulled her ankles onto his shoulders. “I can make it worse.”

Hannah took hold of the sheets. Marlowe's thighs clapped against the back of her own as he drove the point home. She couldn't help whimpering with each punishing drive.

Marlowe paused for a moment. “Or I could have mercy. It's up to you.” His skin slammed against hers again.

He's just fucking with me now. Hannah's head rocked back, her mouth agape as the high screams escaped her throat. I want him to die. This very second.

The conviction of her feelings had no effect. The ring flared to life, burning Hannah's finger like a welding torch. The pain and bliss echoed through the room.

Marlowe stopped and pulled out again. Hannah felt the great void between her legs. “I can still make you do what I say, without taking away your free will.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You're damn evil.” She knew exactly what he intended.

“But the choice is still yours.” Marlowe ran his legs under her own and propped himself up with his hands. “You've got until I come to make up your mind.”

“I fucking hate you.”

Marlowe takes the insult personally, tossing Hannah into the bed and reaming her furiously.

If I can't think for myself anymore, will I even know it? “I fucking hate you, sir.”

Marlowe slid himself back inside. Hannah took hold of the pillow behind her head. “I know, but you don't have to.”

I want to keep hating you. But I don't want to live like this. “You've never been one for mercy.” Hannah circled her hips, driving the dick against her inner walls and against her g-spot. Her voice had grown ragged, gasping out between expressions of pleasure, “Why should I trust you now?”

Marlowe inched his body closer, pushing an inch deeper. Hannah moaned, approving of his physical sympathy. “Do you really have a choice?”

Hannah pushed her head forward, taking a look at Marlowe's face between her arms. She faked a smile. “Not really.” I should just run.

“If you resist, I'll just make that ring burn unless I'm inside you. That'll be Hell on Earth once I find what I'm looking for in some other woman.”

She could feel every vein on his manhood. He's close. “You're a goddamned sociopath.”

Marlowe allowed her the little rebellion. Hannah knew she was only making it worse. She closed her eyes and admitted defeat with a quick flourish of her torso. The swell in Marlowe's tip signaled his approval.

I give up. Is this really how I'll spend the rest of my life?

“I think you've come around.” Marlowe dropped forward and put his hands on her shoulders. He thrust deep and said, “Welcome aboard.”

Hannah quivered as she slid a hand between her open legs. She dug her heels into the bed and matched the wiggle of her hips with her self-pleasuring. One of Marlowe's hands clasped around her neck, a finger stroking her jawline.

I'm losing my mind and free will. Why should I care anymore? Hannah's other hand wrapped around the one gripping her throat. “Please be good to me, sir.”

A tear streaked down Hannah's cheek. She felt Marlowe's free hand take liberties with her breasts, an erect nipple pinching between his fingers. It felt right, like a roadmap for the rest of her life.

Hannah opened her eyes and saw Marlowe through the frosted glass of tears. He was smiling with kindness, reaching down to guide her with calm dominance from her chin to her ear. “Will you come with me?” If it was bound to be her last moment of clarity, Hannah wanted to lose herself in it.

The weakness stemming from her clit reached the threshold. Hannah's torso filled with warmth as her breasts blushed. She opened her mouth a bit as Marlowe put both hands on each side of her head.

The fresh sweat and a hint of expensive cologne filled her sense of smell. She wrapped arms and legs around Marlowe, embracing the control of not just her boss, but her master. Hannah bit onto his ear and whispered, “Come inside me. Just be kind.”

Marlowe's body shuddered with his last burst of energy. He breathed heavily into Hannah's ear and barely got out, “You weren't a candidate to start with. I just thought you should know.”

You son of a bit- The first stream of his load erupted. Hannah pulled him even closer, giving Marlowe the pleasure of coming balls-deep inside her. I'm glad I could make you happy, Marlowe.


Marlowe opened the door from his office. Hannah looked back, feeling the great pleasure stemming from the silver band. He was leaving done for the day, but the news couldn't wait.

“Sir, Chastity DuChamp's confirmed she can make the interview. Are you sure you want to go through that much expense to meet with her?”

He walked over, placed his hands on Hannah's shoulders, and gripped gently. “I like my vacation home. It's got the perfect view for meeting a potential wife.”

The pang of sadness remained. “I'm sure having an interview overlooking Lake Tahoe might be a little intimidating.”

“She'll have to get used to it. A little college girl from Sacramento should broaden her horizons.”

Hannah looked up. “I don't think she'll believe it's for an internship, sir.”

Marlowe looked down and pulled the straps of Hannah's dress aside. “Ms. DuChamp can think whatever she wants, so long as she shows up. She won't be thinking on her own for long.” Pink Orchid was finally underway.

HYPNOTIC INTERVIEW 2: FIRST CANDIDATE


RICH MAN'S WHORE:

BLACKMAILED & BOUND

The white bread image of middle management didn’t even have the sense of ceremony to call Penny into another room. Tapping her on the shoulder, Mr. Blehm slipped the official Notice of Termination around the clerk’s shoulder, making sure he grazed her left breast as he slid the paper in plain view of the customer. “I’m sure you know what this is, Penny. They’re telling me to cut the most recent hires. I’m sorry.”

No, you’re not. The pensioner across the counter averted her eyes, just hoping another clerk would come to process the check before the bank closed in five minutes. Any dignity that could be saved by a graceful exit had already been torn away. “That’s some nerve you’ve got, rubbing on my tits while you fire me.” Tellers and impatient customers cocked their heads as the air exited the room. Blehm went pale as sweat started to bead around the collar of his cheap shirt.

Bastard. The corner of Penny’s lips twitched upward as she hoisted the mounds covered by her gray turtleneck into Blehm’s line of sight. “Are these worth getting sued?” The initial chattering of a scandal started to spread in irritating whispers through the lobby. “Well, you plan on answering or not?”

Blehm could only stare at the hands cupping the breasts he had been fantasizing about for weeks, visions of divorce papers and a shattered career flashing in the back of his mind. Regaining the sense to look Penny in the face, he noticed the smirk framed by blonde, neck-length hair. “Penny, you know that wasn’t my intention.” Just above Penny’s head, he could see the eyes of all four lines locked on him. Some shook their heads in derision as others barely held back laughter.

Noticing the scene through window shades and plate glass, Jeff Strunk rose from his desk to fulfill his duties as Branch Manager. Taking long, confident strides toward harasser and harassee, he maintained the businessman’s detached smile. Penny took notice as the suit in charge stopped behind Blehm. “Arthur. Penny. My office, now.”

True authority was the one thing Penny had always wanted to dominate, but the path to doing so had never been clear. It’s power was both irritating and panty-dropper fetching. Jeff Strunk actually possessed this trait, unlike the petty reprimands and power trips of a man like Blehm. By the time Penny was seated next to Arthur, her mind was seething with a desire to call the shots.

Strunk closed the blinds to block the rubberneckers in the lobby. Not bothering to take his seat, he broke the momentary silence. “Arthur!”

The balding middle-manager jerked with attention, raining perspiration. “What happened out there was a complete misunderstanding, Jeff. I’d never make sexual advances toward a subordinate!”

Strunk closed his left eye and measured up Blehm. “You’re lying.”

Blehm attempted a response. “I would never-”

“Bullshit! You’re talking like a bureaucrat.” Jeff interrupted before the denial could come out in full. “People who tell the truth don’t talk like they’re reading a memo out loud.”

Arthur’s complexion turned outright snowy. He could barely crack out, “I’d like to have my fair say in this.”

“You don’t get to say shit! I’m the only one in charge.” Jeff cast the look of predator’s sympathy toward his subordinate. “I’m transferring you to the branch in Somersville effective tomorrow. Now go home and be fucking thankful.”

Blehm cupped his forehead in his hands, processing the order. Fearful gratitude leaked from the smile that was slowly developing between his jowls. Pulling himself out of the chair, he uttered, “I understand, Jeff. You just saved my ass.”

Penny didn’t bother to watch Blehm leave, but the short amount of time between him getting up and the door closing meant that he had to have ran for the first time in decades. “So Mr. Strunk, about that sexual harassment suit.” Penny assumed an air of confidence. “When would be the best time for my lawyer to contact you?”

“Can it. You’re not suing anyone.” Strunk removed the black blazer and straightened his tie. “Stay right there. I’ve got a bank to close.”

This ass only speaks in orders. “And if I don’t?”

Jeff didn’t bother stopping on his way out to speak. “We’ll be suing you for that little stunt, plus a few other things.” The door slammed behind him.

Alone in the office, Penny knew better than to let the coming conversation occur without evidence. Flipping through the menu on her phone, she tapped the voice recorder app. After setting the phone to begin recording, she spent the next ten minutes peering at the mass of certificates, awards, and trophies from the local Chamber of Commerce and City Hall - The owners of this town.

Strunk returned after the customary racket of employees leaving like the building was on fire settled down. “Penny, I’ve got a proposition for you that the last woman who cried ‘harassment’ here turned down. I’d advise you not to do the same.”

“And what happened to her?”

Strunk took his seat across the finely appointed desk. “We made sure that she faced embezzlement charges. Her release date isn’t for another three years.”

Arrogant prick. “So this is blackmail?”

Jeff leaned back in his leather chair and smiled. “No. I’m simply putting facts forward so you might take this situation seriously.” The anger in Penny’s heart swelled, as did the heat and moisture between her thighs. Losing control had always been one of Penny’s triggers. “My friends in this town are powerful folks, and they might have use for someone like you.”

“So what would I be doing for the bastards? I’m sure they’re just as kind and generous as you are.”

Strunk’s eyebrows ticked upward as he maintained the grin. “Sarcastic and feisty tonight, aren’t we?” The branch manager’s teeth glared white in the dingy accent lighting overhead.

Penny grasped the leather-studded arms of the chair. “You’ve got balls, Jeff. I’ll give you that much credit.”

“My point exactly. I’ve got balls, and so do all of these powerful men I’m speaking of.” Strunk slowly leaned forward over the desk, then Penny felt the tip of her chin being lifted by a single finger. “And you’ve got several things my friends and I would enjoy, rather greatly.”

Penny could see that her rapid breathing was starting to excite Jeff. “So I fuck these men, and I don’t get sued? That’s not in my favor.”

“I realize that, my beautiful, hard-assed lady. That’s why you’ll also be getting a salary to keep your mouth shut. You meet with three of these men a week, and we’ll provide you a comfortable living.” Strunk’s blue eyes pierced Penny’s. “A living that costs three times what you’re making now. I can even arrange for your utilities and rent to be free, seeing as how the men you’ll be getting these services from are also my dear friends.”

“So I’m a high-class whore, then?”

He lifted harder on the bottom of Penny’s chin, motioning for her to rise from her seat. Not removing his finger, he got on his feet as well, strolling around the desk until he and Penny were directly touching torsos. Gazing down at her, he said, “Not even that. You’re a whore for the high-class. There’s a difference.”

Penny could feel her cheeks blushing with what she hoped was hatred. “Fuck you.”

“Exactly. You’re catching on quickly.” Penny felt shame that her body and mind weren’t as resistant to the idea as her words.

I’m getting this all on a recording, so why not give a lawyer something else to go after? I could fuck this bastard, get myself off, and have ammo for more criminal charges. Penny changed her demeanor and pushed her breasts into Jeff. She leaned in so that the phone could not pick up her words, whispering, “So, Mr. Strunk, how do I get in on this proposition?”

Jeff preferred to show Penny, rather than tell. The loss of control had sent Penny into a blind drive, absolutely looking forward to what Jeff’s erection promised as it pressed between her legs through layers of fabric. Penny felt firm hands on the small of her back, pulling her closer to Strunk as he said, “But I’m only agreeing to this if I think you’re good enough. Don’t disappoint me.”

Penny felt the swell of her nipples pushing hard against the inside of her bra. She pulled Jeff’s shoulders down to nibble his earlobe, quietly stating, “I could fuck you silly with my hands tied behind my back.” Penny clenched the ear harder with her teeth. “Take that tie off. When I tell you to stop, that means fuck me harder.”

Air rushed by Penny’s face as she saw the top of the desk approach. The chill of the air-conditioned office met her stomach and back as the turtleneck lifted up. The air almost left her lungs as Jeff’s left hand pushed down on her ribs, the right unclasping her bra. He had the foresight to know clothing couldn’t be completely removed from bound limbs. Penny gasped for breath as the turtleneck was being yanked over her head and the world went dark.

Penny felt the silk tangling around her wrists, the broadness of the fabric allowing it to bind her tight with little discomfort. The jerk of the final knot was met with a firm grip on her hair. Strunk’s arm pulled backward, forcing Penny to her feet and turning her around. A firm shove sent her ass first onto the edge of the desk. Hands bound, their crotches meeting, and naked aside from jeans and heels, Penny felt the gravity of the situation. She had never felt more helpless, had never felt such a need to have herself filled.

She noticed a glint of knowledge in Jeff’s eyes. The erect, blushing nipples were the sign he was enjoying. The pointed sensation from the twist of her right peak shuddered through Penny. She squealed involuntarily with the feeling, cringing with painful delight. Strunk repeated with the left breast. Cupping both of the fleshy grapefruits in his hands, he parted his legs, forcing Penny’s to do the same. “Let’s check down below, shall we?”

Penny hung her head, trying to hide a satisfied expression. “Jeff, no.” She felt his fingers slip between the waist of her jeans. “I said stop.”

“That’s lace down there. I think you were expecting something.” Penny felt pressure against her mound, Jeff’s fingers surveying the texture of her panties. “And that heat. Dear lord, the heat.” She felt the snap of a button being undone, then the buzz of the zipper. Strunk looked admiringly at the black panties riding low on Penny’s waist.

He disappeared from Penny’s view, lowering himself down between her legs. She felt him fumbling with the straps on her shoes, the usual relief of their removal. Strunk’s frame rose back up. He gripped Penny’s jaw, pulling her cheeks forward. “Stand, you filthy slut.” She obeyed.

Jeff put his finger’s in the pockets of her jeans, giving them a hell-bent thrust downward. He then grabbed a silver letter opener from the caddy on the desk, cutting the waistband of the panties without ceremony. Penny felt the soft fabric drifting down her legs, coming to rest at her feet. She saw the banker step back, taking an appraising look. He’s eyeing me like I’m a new toy. Property.

Jeff spotted the tinge of hatred Penny had developed on her face. “Humiliating, right?” She noticed his signature smile of self-serving bullshit. “Don’t feel bad, the real shame is keeping those gifts you’ve got to yourself. They should be shared with the most deserving.”

Evil and self-entitled. What a nice guy. Penny could feel the moisture escaping the interior of her folds. The cold air caused her to shiver, but the surface of her outer labia felt ready to burst into flames. Strunk approached and began gripping and prodding the surfaces of her body. Self-consciousness began to creep over her, knowing that she was being studied for texture, tenderness, and flaws like steak in a grocery store.

Strunk backed off and cradled his chin between his thumb and index finger. “I don’t see any problems. Your tits are just the right size, your ass is firm, and I’d have fun driving my Jag through those curves.” He clapped his hands with approval. “You’re clean-shaven, young, and submissive too. My older friends would like that thrill without risking jail time.”

The last statement lit the bulb between Penny’s ears. We’ll see about that. I’ll burn all the bastards. “So am I free to go now?”

“God no! You can’t give a man a new toy and not let him play with it.” Penny kept herself steadied as Jeff wrapped his arms around her waist, grabbing her already bound hands and squeezing to accentuate the point of her helplessness. His tone took on a darker shade, growling, “You’re mine until I’m through with you, and get used to it. This is your new life.”

Penny gasped as the shock of being dragged by a nipple to the couch at the rear wall. She collided with the overstuffed leather, her skin bristling at the coolness of the surface. Penny propped herself up to see her surroundings, knees and shoulders supporting her body. Strunk stood before her with his cock protruding through the zipper of his trousers. She shouted, “No, I’m not on birth control!” It was a lie, but an excellent one for recorded evidence. A sharp crack echoed through the office as she felt a sting on her buttocks.

“Then get on it. We’re not in this for a kid.” Penny saw his organ throb twice, the idea of utterly conquering a fertile, young pussy working its magic on the male brain. She felt another slap on the rear, this time with more force. “Now shut up! You don’t get paid to tell me no.”

Penny felt the tentative prodding of Strunk’s dick as he pulled her ass to him, readying her position. She turned her head to look back, smiling broadly at Jeff as she restrained her voice so as not to reach the phone recording across the room. “But I do want that cock inside me.”

She moaned as he pinned her head down with a frustrated hand and granted her wish. He dove in to the limit of her anatomy, the fleshy wall of her cervix blocking any further movement. Penny felt the excess lubrication from her own arousal, her pussy crying it out and down her stomach. Jeff grabbed the silk binding Penny’s hands, pulling it to gather extra force with each thrust. She felt shame in being satisfied by the rubbing of his cock against her walls, but the rough, nerve-sparking movement allowed her body’s desires to override the mind’s better judgment.

Strunk managed to belt out between the heaves of his dick, “You… ne… ver… tell… a… man… like… me… what… to… do!” Penny could only shriek in false agreement. Every pump sent waves over her body, each crashing down harder than the last. She had experienced rough sex in the past and reveled in it. This, however, was sex with malice. New territory for the woman who had recently turned twenty-three, and she felt ashamed of herself for enjoying every second of it.

Jeff slowed down as Penny could feel the build-up of an orgasm overloading her body’s circuitry. She knew how to motivate him. “Stop! Please stop!” He surged his efforts, grunting with newfound reserves of spite for the young blonde on the other end of his dick. He could feel the rhythmic tensing of her channel and the increased wetness that was leaving his cock soaked as it withdrew.

Penny’s internal tension snapped like a rubber band as she tensed up, which only made Jeff clash himself even harder into the quivering, squalling mess of pleasure. As her body spasmed and her knees buckled under, Penny felt her pussy trying to expel Jeff’s member. She could hear the groans coming from behind as her passage shuddered, squeezing the swollen rod like a stress ball.

She felt her pussy lips relax as the pulsating dick exited, then found herself being pushed aside. Jeff took an exhausted seat on the center cushion, not minding Penny’s excess juices that were causing the leather to shine. He stretched his arms over the back of the couch, laughing to himself as he said, “This is a give and take sort of job. I’m done giving for now.”

Penny was still unsteady from her climax, shaking as she mounted Jeff’s lap. She felt the tip enter as she lowered herself, circling her hips as the trunk buried itself inside her. She could see his eyes were closed, the man enjoying the full-contact of Penny’s silky interior as it massaged nerve endings. Penny leaned in, burying her face in his neck as she felt the tie binding her wrists becoming saturated with sweat. “I’ve thought about fucking you since my first interview. Why didn’t you just ask?”

The skin on the soles of her feet tingled as Jeff slid his fingers from the balls of her feet to the toes. “I planned on banging you eventually. I knew this day was coming for months, so I figured I’d wait until you couldn’t refuse.”

Motherfucker. Penny slid her forehead onto his, biting down on his bottom lip. She pulled as his flesh stretched, then released the pressure to let it rebound back into position. Nuzzling his cheek, she began moving her hips back and forth. The added lubrication of precum told Penny that Strunk wouldn’t hold out for much longer. “I think you’re enjoying this. Care to tell me how it feels to have my hot, wet pussy riding that dick?”

Jeff leaned his head back, barely getting out his words. “Amazing. Absolutely amazing.”

She ground herself harder and faster, whimpering with each stroke of her hips. The staff impaling her pussy suddenly became even harder as Jeff began to arch his back. Penny wasn’t through. Stopping all movement, she leaned into his ear and began teasing, “Nuh-uh-uh… I said you can’t cum in this pussy.”

Strunk opened his eyes, pushing Penny off of his chest. “Too bad. How do you plan on stopping me?”

Penny was staying still. Her voice was filled with urgency, but her face betrayed her true intent. “I said no cumming inside me.”

Penny knew that she had reached the limit of Jeff’s patience when she felt him withdraw his penis. He stood, then grabbed her by the hair, dragging her to his desk. He released the grip on her blonde locks, then wiped the clutter from the cherry surface. Pens, knick-knacks, and notepads crashed to the floor. Penny then felt herself being lifted onto the lip of the lacquered wood, her bound hands resting between rounded buttocks.

Looming above her, the fierce look on Jeff’s face announced his intentions: His seed was going to be released inside of Penny, and there was no stopping his most primal drive. “I’m not listening to this shit. Spread those legs, now.”

Penny raised her voice to the top of her lungs for the recording she hoped was still going on, keeping her knees locked together. “I said no!”

“I don’t care what you say.” Jeff slid his fingers between her thighs, forcing them apart against little resistance. The eager dick readied itself to fulfill its ultimate purpose.

Penny kept acting, trying to make sure her voice carried through the pocket her phone was hiding in, and to encourage her fuck of the night. “You can’t do this to me, Jeff. What if I get pregnant?”

“So what if you do?”

It’s official, I hate him. Penny spread her legs even wider than Jeff had forced, biting her own lower lip. She felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Strunk plunged as far as Penny’s body would allow. Penny reacted to each stroke with a gasp that heaved her breasts upward. Jeff’s digits felt the increasing wetness that the nubile, panting blonde released.

Penny could feel herself opening and closing, reacting to each movement of Jeff’s fingers. She felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Strunk plunged as far as Penny’s body would allow. Her cervix was already beginning to pulsate, knowing that it too was about to serve its purpose by lapping up his payload.

She wrapped her legs around his torso, reducing the length of his exit. Stuck at balls-deep, he began shifting up and down. Penny screamed as the bean of her G-spot met a head brimming with more precum. She felt the flicker of her clitoris. The young woman’s body hit its limit as she began to hear sighing and panting, the cock growing harder inside of her. Her mouth opened, trying to speak. She lacked the control to form words.

Penny could barely make out the sounds coming from Jeff, a mixture of ecstatic groaning and the sucking of air to fuel his earnest thrusts. Her mind had lost control of her body, unable to resist the arching of her back, the vibration of every muscle, and the primal moan that reverberated through the room. The stimulation was becoming unbearable to the point that the muscles between her legs clamped down on on him. With a hard drive to rock-bottom, his body stopped moving.

Deep inside, the warm, forceful dabbing of cum forced her to smile as she slowly regained control of her limbs. Penny felt a wet face nuzzling the soles of her bare feet. Jeff managed a few short, weakened thrusts with the last few spurts. Penny looked up to see his face wrapped by her feet, completely satisfied with the pleasures of her body. She shifted one leg aside, resting her ankle on a tired shoulder. “Happy now?”

His words only came out in short gasps. Abandoning the feet to rub the inside of her thighs, he regained his composure. “I haven’t fucked like that since college.” He smiled warmly, the lack of aggression in his face shocking Penny to the core. “You’ve got a talent that you should put to use.” He withdrew his shrinking dick, taking time to admire his pearly handiwork at the brim of her opening.

Penny felt the warm stream of semen easing its way out of her and onto the desk. He dabbed a finger into it, bringing it to her mouth for a taste. Earthy and warm. She cracked a smile at the obvious pleasure Strunk was getting from the sampling, despite her own hatred of the taste. “So now what?”

He released her spent body, reaching for a pen and the book of checks that had been slung to the commercial carpeting. He filled out the signature and purpose lines quickly, then paused for the amount. “How much money do you need, right now?”

Penny wasn’t expecting the question. Bills, groceries, and other shit. I don’t know. Two-grand for the month? She decided to lie. “Five-thousand. I’ve got some debt I need to clear off, fast.”

Jeff filled in the amount with broad strokes, then hovered the check above her head. Penny’s eyes grew and her breath became short at the sight of a ten followed by a comma and three zeros. Her arms struggled to break free for the grab, but the tie binding her refused to yield. Strunk laughed at her predicament. “This is fun, isn’t it? You’ve got almost half a year’s pay for your old job right before your eyes, and there’s not a damn thing you can do to get it.”

Penny felt that she was still, in fact, totally vulnerable. She hoisted her legs to get herself off the desk, feet on the ground. The frigid temperature of the room stole the heat from her body as sweat evaporated and another rush of Jeff’s load poured down her thigh, dripping to the floor. “I’ve got two questions. Why so much, and when the fuck are you untying me? My arms are falling asleep.”

Penny’s situation hadn’t escaped Jeff. She felt him reach one arm behind her knees, lifting her off the ground and cradling her shoulders with the other, still grasping the check. She stared at his face, no more than a foot away, as he placed her in the swivel chair. The icy leather and brass studs stung as they contacted her skin.

Looking down at her, he began talking. “Penny, my dear, you’ll be getting four thousand dollars every month, as well as a new place to stay with all utilities paid. The only condition is, like I said, you have to provide services three times a week.”

Shit, that’s some nice cash. Her body began to shiver, as much from the temperature as from the prospect of more than doubling her income. “And by servicing, what exactly do you mean?”

“Whatever they want. Some will come to you, and others you’ll be meeting where they choose. It could be one man, multiple men, and maybe even the odd woman now and then. I can’t say what you’ll be doing until I make the arrangements.”

Penny Eve Mason, town whore. I never thought this is what I’d grow up to be. “And they’re all as twisted as you are?”

“Who knows? If you can think of anything that might turn on some sick bastard, surely there’s at least one said bastard out there who gets himself off to it.” Strunk’s eyes conveyed enough of the knowledge he was holding back. “You’ll get a few odd requests, but mostly it’s just powerful men in this town who get tired of fucking the same wife after a decade or two.”

“So discreet, anonymous sex, then?” The idea didn’t seem so terrible. Penny’s college days were filled with casual sex, usually the result of someone catching her eye at a bar or party. The only differences were the age of the man involved and actually getting paid to get off.

“Discreet, yes, but you already know who these people are. If he’s got a large interest in the commerce and governing of this town, you’ll probably wind up with him balls deep in you at some point.”

Penny nodded her head, ready to act agreeable if it meant being untied. “I understand. I think I’ll like it better than cashing paychecks bigger than the one I was getting.”

Strunk appeared satisfied with himself. He assumed that he had a perfectly willing toy for his friends, and the idea of his swimmers currently working their way through Penny’s fertile reproductive system satisfied the void his childless marriage had left. He placed himself behind the chair containing Penny, rubbing her shoulders. “So we have an agreement?”

Yes, fuck! I just want my flipping clothes on before I freeze to death! “Not until we shake on it.”

Jeff finally reached for the silver letter opener he had previously used to shear off her panties. Penny felt the immediate release of tightness as the blade sliced through the band of silk. She nursed the redness of her forearms and wrists, watching the pink complexion return to her fingers. Strunk leaned in, burying his face in the hollow of her collar bones as he laid the discarded blazer in her lap. “And by the way, that extra money is to buy new clothes. You’re not processing forms and checks anymore, you’re letting people live out the fantasies they have whenever some young, perky thing like you walks by. Dress the part.”

If one of the bastards makes me call him ‘Daddy,’ I’ll fucking scream. Penny quickly donned the jacket, trying to preserve what little warmth she still had. “So, tomorrow I go shopping. Sounds fun.” Penny got up and leaned down for her pants, bra, and turtleneck. She eyed the panties, grabbed them, and took time in sopping up the mixture around and inside her pussy of Strunk’s juices with her own. She then placed the sticky lace on the corner of the desk. “We don’t have a formal contract, but this’ll do for a signature, won’t it?”

Jeff looked pleased at the gesture as he took the gift, placing it in the top drawer of his desk. “I’ll take a whiff any time I have doubts about you. If you do half of what you did tonight for these people, they might tip generously.”

Penny began dressing herself, donning the jeans first. “I like the sound of that.”

She felt Strunk’s eyes continuing to study her. “And Penny, I’ve got a point of advice.”

“What’s that?”

“Your clients will have varied tastes. Keep that in mind while you’re trying things on tomorrow. The only thing they all want is that bald, wet pussy of yours.” He reached under her jeans to rub the silky outer labia. Penny suddenly felt revulsion at the fingers exploring every detail, slowly moving their way toward her clit. “Make sure you keep getting Brazilians.”

She backed away, knowing that letting Jeff get worked up again would mean another round. Her body had already given its all through two orgasms in the space of mintues, and she wasn’t as willing to be at his mercy again. “I will. Just keep your hands off unless you’re the client. You don’t own me.”

She was shocked at his response. He took his seat back, reclining and placing his legs on the desk. “No, I don’t. It would be a shame to keep you all to myself, tempting as that idea is.” He sighed as Penny tossed the blazer, slid on her turtleneck, and began strapping the heels back onto her feet. “Now grab your check and get the fuck out of my sight. You can cash it here in the morning, or go to another bank if you don’t want your former coworkers to start talking. I don’t care. The side door’s still unlocked.”

Now fully dressed, aside from the denim rub on her lower lips from going commando, Penny reached the office door and looked back at Jeff. She felt the outline of her phone rubbing against her thigh. Before parting, she decided to leave Strunk a bit of her own advice. “By the way, you could have had me for free. Blackmail isn’t one of my turn-ons.”

RICH MAN'S WHORE 2: HONEST SEDUCTION


MIND CONTROLLED BY THE FUTURE PRESIDENT

Jenna was transfixed by Senator Mitchell Stewart’s every word on the massive flatscreen. The debate had been a one-sided slaughter in her boss’s favor, and now he was just rubbing the opponents face in it with his closing remarks. None of the staff filling the room had the slightest bit of doubt of victory. The presidency was as good as his.

Stewart’s confident, pearly smile came out again as the camera lingered on him. His power and the ability to wield it for maximum impact had drawn Jenna like a homing beacon over that summer. What had started as an internship in his congressional office had turned into Jenna becoming his personal secretary through the campaign. Why his words were so captivating, in private or in speeches, Jenna couldn't figure out.

The screen switched over to commentary from the talking heads, trying to spin the debate for whichever candidate they preferred. Jenna rolled her eyes as the argument circled around itself. She leaned over to the elderly campaign volunteer who she still hadn’t introduced herself to, venting her frustration at the constant media circus. “They’re all braying like jackasses, and not even saying a damn thing while they’re at it.”

The old woman just nodded as she smiled, looking every bit as excited as everyone else in the room. Jenna felt the campaign trail shift to a new phase. At that point, it was an easy coast to the White House. Barring the classic campaign killers of being caught with a dead girl or live boy, Jenna would be addressing Senator Stewart as Mr. President.

Silence was cast over the crowd as the door cracked. Jenna began coursing her way through the mass of bodies as it swung open. The sudden roar of cheers and clapping rang her ears.

The juices between Jenna’s thighs began flowing as Senator Stewart stepped through the doorway. She parted the last wall of people and beamed a victorious grin, marveling at his unbound bravado.

Jenna stood at Stewart’s side as he began to speak. “Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for making this moment possible.” The crowd erupted again. The senator waited patiently, basking in the celebration of his victory.

Stewart bent his neck toward Jenna as he waited for another break in the commotion. His breath warmed her ear as he whispered, “And how does Coppertop grade my performance?” It was a nickname she had grown to love, being the only member of his staff close enough to earn one.

Jenna looked up at the towering politician. She began raising her hand to rest on his shoulder, but thought better of feeding a rumor of infidelity. “Amazing, sir. Jacobs didn’t know what hit him after you tore his tax proposal apart.”

“That sorry bastard really thought he’d get a few votes with it, but he can’t say a damn thing when all the federal programs it would outright kill get mentioned.” The crowd died back down. Senator Stewart boomed his voice like celebratory gunfire. “It’s been a long road since I first announced my candidacy. You’ve all done your part and then some.”

The throngs of supporters shouted again. Jenna tried not to jump as she felt Stewart’s broad hand rest on the small of her back. It fell away as the euphoria in the room settled.

“Yes, it’s been a long road full of diversions and potholes, but the final stretch is straight and clear. In two months, we’ll be pulling up at the White House!”

A fresh wave of enthusiasm threatened to break the door with noise alone. Jenna had to flinch, trying her best not to cover her ears. It was a fascinating experience, but not entirely painless.

Jenna turned and caught the security chief whispering into Stewart’s other ear. Her boss nodded and held his hands high to grab everyone’s attention. “Folks, I can’t thank you enough. I’ve got the campaign staff nagging me to death, so I’ve got to be heading out. You’re all wonderful, and I’ll be proud to call this your presidency!”

The senator fired handshakes out for the crowd members closest to him. Jenna stood her ground as the wave of humanity edged closer. The security chief suddenly cut between the candidate and his supporters. Jenna turned with Stewart, opening the door for the man she knew would be the President Elect within two months.

The corridor was empty aside from a couple of members of the security detail. Burly men in suits stared on behind aviator sunglasses as they spoke into their earpieces. Jenna was ready for an answer. “There’s no meeting I’ve been made aware of.”

The senator laughed as he patted her on the back. “I’m sorry Coppertop. The truth is there is no meeting.”

“So why are we leaving in such a hurry?”

Jenna’s heels clattered against the marble floor as they approached the door to the restricted access garage. Senator Stewart huffed before explaining, “My wife’s making her way back here from the audience, and I don’t want to hear any more talk about what she’ll do when she’s First Lady.”

The topic had been worn-out in Jenna’s mind as well. “I understand, sir. She’s been trying to draft me into finding a decorator. She wants the Oval Office’s new rug imported from Nepal next week.”

Stewart sighed and picked up his pace as they passed into the dim garage. The limousine was already idling and had the rear door open for invitation. “Can I be frank for a moment?”

“Always, sir.”

Stewart’s hand clapped softly against Jenna’s back, then remained just below the clasps of her bra. “My wife’s an old battle-axe.”

“And?”

The hand remained in place. “That’s it. I felt like it needed to be said.”

Stewart ducked his head to enter the black Lincoln, perching himself in the rear. Jenna followed, parking herself on the bench seat next to the mini fridge. By the time the security chief took his seat and closed the door, Jenna was already pulling out the bottle of Grand Cuvee.

As soon as the vehicle began moving, Stewart’s cell phone chirped to life. The air raid siren that indicated his wife was calling prompted Jenna to look to the security chief and pitch her eyes to the roof. Jenna held off on the corkscrew.

“Incoming.” Stewart sunk in his seat and answered. “Yes dear, what is it?”

Jenna couldn’t make out the squawking from the other end, but she knew it was the irritating bat asking where her husband was.

“No, no. I’ve got a strategy meeting off-site. Go with Brixton to the hotel, and I’ll be there sometime later tonight.”

He paused to listen, mashing his lips together as his eyes widened in exasperation. Jenna tapped the chief’s shin with the toe of her high heel as she mocked the nagging of Mrs. Stewart. Crow’s feet emerged from behind the sunglasses as he smiled at the humor in his boss’s misery.

“Yes, I’ll see you sometime late tonight–,” the senator bent his head to the side and noticed his two closest staff members giggling at his expense, “–I love you to. Bye.” He hung up and tossed the phone aside. “You’re both enjoying this too much.”

Jenna extracted the cork enough to begin pushing it out with her thumb. “Whatever do you mean, sir? We know you’ve got a loving wife who’s just worried about you.” The stopper went flying with a pwopf and bounced off the felt headliner. The entire cabin reeked of overripe and overpriced grape juice bordering on vinegar as foam covered Jenna’s hand.

“Very funny, and I’m sure you’re well aware of what it looks like you’re holding right now.”

Jenna’s face blushed red as she pulled out three champagne glasses from the rack above the fridge. Pouring the senator’s glass, she said, “Now, now sir. What would the press think of you hitting on your secretary?”


The limousine came to a halt. Jenna had been too busy nursing three glasses of champagne to notice where they were heading. Upon looking through the tinted glass, she noticed that they had parked inside a garage, with enough household junk lining the walls to realize it was part of someone’s house.

Jenna tilted her head back to finish off her glass. The nuanced flavor had already lost its impact, the surest sign of having had one too many. “Mitchell, where the hell are we?”

Stewart leaned forward as the chief got out. “A fundraiser’s house. We’re throwing our own little party to celebrate.”

Celebration seemed like a wonderful idea to Jenna, and she was relieved that Mrs. Stewart wouldn’t be coming along. “So you lie to your wife to go live it up somewhere. That’s mighty deceptive.”

“I’m a politician. I’m supposed to lie.” The bluntness had always been one of his better traits in Jenna’s mind. “And besides, I can’t really get away like this once I’ve got the free world to run.”

“Very true. I already feel weird not having a press pool and cameras everywhere.” The impact of their isolation only hit after she had let the words out. Aside from sleep and bathing, Jenna and the senator both had been in some photographer’s viewfinder constantly for the past five months.

Stewart motioned for Jenna. “After you, future Aide to the President.”

She crawled out, barely keeping her heels planted as she stood. The higher alcohol content of the champagne had made her three glasses the equal of at least six servings of red wine. Her walk was straight enough and she was still very coherent, but driving at that point would have meant gambling with an accident or DUI.

She stood beside the chief at the rear of the limo as Stewart followed suit. “So, how many people are supposed to be here?”

The chief removed his dark shades and hung them from his blazer’s pocket. His dead-serious attitude relaxed a bit as he answered, “Just us. The senator needs to unwind for a bit.”

“Unwind?” Jenna asked as the two turned for the door at the end of the five-car garage. “He can get drunk in a hotel room if he wants.”

“He’s got two public appearances early in the morning, so he’s cut off for the night. Some factory and an elementary school.”

The who, where, when, and why were answered, but what they were going to be doing for the rest of the night was still a mystery to Jenna. “So what’s on the agenda? We didn’t come out to someone’s house to watch those idiots give commentary on the debate.”

Stewart walked past them, stopping at the door. “You two gonna chat in the garage all night, or are you coming in?”

The chief thumped the limo’s trunk and waved. It pulled out of the garage and receded into the cover of darkness. “Come on, we can’t leave our future president waiting.”

Jenna smiled. The idea of just relaxing in a millionaire’s estate, even for the night, was already making her feel refreshed. Hotels and campaign buses had taken their toll on the entire staff, and she felt privileged to be along for such a treat.

Both men went through the door. Jenna followed close behind and stopped as she took in the spacious kitchen that unfolded around her. Marble countertops glistened with her slightest movement, and the complete wall of glass at the far end of the breakfast nook gave clear view of the brightly lit swimming pool and garden out back. The only movement came from a peacock staring through the French doors.

Every bit of the opulence was leaving Jenna in awe. “Mitchell, how big of a check did this person cut the campaign?”

Stewart propped himself against the stove island and crossed his arms. “You mean Donnelly? A hundred-grand. The real bulk of their support is in funding commercials through a PAC. That’s run into the millions already.”

“And now the use of this place for a night. That’s quite generous.” Jenna made her way to the senator, dropping back into her old habit of straightening his tie and lapel pin. “So, where is this mysterious donor?”

Stewart smiled with those bleach-white teeth and the gravitas that had always made Jenna melt a little on the inside. “Don’t know, and I really don’t care. He’s giving me use of this place for the evening, so it’s my intent to take full advantage.” He tipped his head to the chief, which Jenna ignored as she tried to get the Windsor knot back to its former glory.

“This damn tie. I really wish you’d stop wearing it. It always gets that little poof in the middle of the knot.”

His broad hands grabbed Jenna’s wrists. “In case you didn’t notice, we’re not in public. The tie’s none of my concern right now.”

Jenna tried to ease her hands out of his grip. It only made his fingers hold tighter. “Senator Stewart, if you’re going to hold me down like this, at least have some fun with me.”

Stewart’s face seemed to light up. “Is that a proposition, or are you just cracking a joke?”

The question sparked confusion in Jenna’s mind. She stared back at the piercing blue of the senator’s eyes. “I might have been joking, but I don’t think you are.”

“You might have been joking.” He paused as he pulled Jenna’s hands down to her sides. “So, are we gonna do this thing or not?”

Bluntness was one of his traits that Jenna had found irresistible. The fabric of her bra pushed against the unexpected swell of her nipples. “I don’t know, sir.” The gravity of the situation wasn’t lost on her. This man was all but guaranteed to be the next President of the United States. “If the press finds out, you’ll lose this election.”

Stewart suddenly looked past Jenna. He nodded to the security chief standing behind her. “Well, what better time and place to get away with it?” His gaze gained power as Jenna's mind went hazy. “Put up a show of resisting. You want it but you don't. I like it better that way.”

Jenna started to nod as she felt the violent pull of the security chief on her arms, pinning them against her back. The cold plastic of a thick cable tie wrapped around her forearms. The ratcheting sound and tightness that bordered on painful made Jenna’s eyes open to their fullest.

Senator Stewart stepped aside as Jenna’s head and shoulders were pushed against the counter. “Mitchell! What the hell is he doing?”

Stewart’s fingers slipped underneath the waistline of her skirt as the chief kept his hand firmly planted on the back of Jenna’s neck. “Restraining people quickly is a skill he’s required to have. He’s just doing part of his job.”

The skirt jerked down a couple of inches. “So why is he doing this to me, and why the hell are you pulling my skirt off?” Jenna already knew the answer and loved it. She just couldn't express it.

“You’re full of questions tonight, Coppertop.” Stewart forced the skirt down to the tile floor and ran his fingers over the silk panties covering Jenna’s sex. “We’re supposed to relax while we’re here, and we’re doing just that.”

The chief pulled Jenna back up by the hair, turning her around to face Stewart. His face held even more confidence than it had during the debate. Jenna felt powerless beyond her immobility, realizing for the first time that Mitchell's powers of persuasion weren't based on charisma alone. “Relaxing, as in you’re about to fuck my brains out on this counter.”

Stewart laughed, grabbing the shoulders of Jenna’s grey blouse. “I haven’t decided where, but I like to have some fun before fucking.”

Jenna leaned in to peck him on the lips. “You came, you saw, and you conquered. Julius Caesar would be proud.” The quote had been engraved on a plaque Senator Stewart kept on his desk in The Capital Building, and was quoted often enough by the politician to almost be a catchphrase.

An index finger pressed against Jenna’s lips. “In this case, it should be ‘I saw, I’m conquering, and I will come,’ shouldn’t it?” The finger remained, keeping her from providing an answer.

The security chief interrupted with a knowing grin. “I’ll leave you two alone.” He walked toward the archway leading to the rest of the house, retiring to parts unknown.

Jenna tried to kick off her shoes until Stewart spoke up. “Now, now, Coppertop.” He removed the finger from her mouth to wag it in disapproval. “Good girls say their prayers before bed, but really good girls wear heels to bed.”

Senator Stewart continued to hold her. His right hand moved down to the small of her back. The left moved up to grip her jaw and push back, arching Jenna over the counter. She gazed at the vaulted ceiling and struggled to get out, “What are you going to do to me, sir?”

His right hand drifted around her waist to her stomach, and then slipped underneath the front of her panties. Stewart’s grip on her jaw shifted down to her neck. Jenna began to struggle for breath as fingers began toying with her clit. Stewart pulled her neck into his chest and kissed her for what seemed like a smothering eternity, his tongue probing her mouth as aggressively as the digits teasing at her warm folds.

The realization became clear at that moment: Senator Stewart now viewed her as his possession. His personal secretary and cunt-on-call. She kissed him back with intent, her hands clutching the lip of the counter to push herself into him. It was a situation she had fantasized about, but never could bring herself to attempt making a reality.

Stewart broke the oral embrace and removed the hand from Jenna’s neck. She jolted as two fingers broke past her entrance, tight and responsive from lack of sex during her time working for him. The senator's eyes locked with Jenna's again. “Tell me, how far are you willing to go in serving your President?”

Jenna hesitated until the fingers inside her began thrashing about. “I’ll do anything, sir.”

"Good." The fingers spread her opening wide, stretching Jenna beyond comfort. "I’ve got to have complete loyalty during my Presidency. I can’t be having any leaks coming out of the Oval Office once I’m sworn in."

Jenna tried to smile past the stinging sensation. “But Mitchell, if you come inside me, I can’t help but leak something.”

His fingers spread further apart, forcing Jenna to wince as he answered. “That’s the most God-awful pun I’ve heard in my life. I like it.”

The dueling feelings of pain and embarrassment tore Jenna between tears and trying harder to please him. Jenna nearly screamed, “How can I prove my loyalty?” Not that it needed to be shown. Somehow, she knew disobeying had become impossible.

Stewart quickly withdrew his fingers from Jenna’s pussy, leaving it throbbing from the arousal and over-stretching. He crammed his index and middle fingers into Jenna’s mouth, letting her taste herself as he asked, “That’s an open question. How do you think you can prove it?”

The fingers lingered on her tongue. Jenna suckled gently, enjoying the tangy flavor of her own body. She knew better than to try speaking with her mouth full, especially to answer such a rhetorical question.

The senator provided the answer, guiding Jenna to the refrigerator like a fish on a hook. He mashed down on the ice dispenser’s lever, rattling out several cubes. Only two caught in his hand as the remainder shattered and slid across the floor.

Jenna gasped as the fingers slid off of her tongue, feeling the intense cold of one of the cubes dropping into her panties. Stewart reached down to position it, letting it rest jammed between her swollen pearl and the black silk. Jenna felt the other cube stinging her shaved mound as it remained between his fingers.

“Are we having fun yet, Coppertop?”

Jenna’s clit was going numb, giving her relief from the strange burn that the cold inflicted. “Yes, Senator Stewart.”

The light slap against her cheek stunned Jenna. “I can’t have liars in my White House.”

“I’m sorry, sir.”

His hand moved back into her panties, this time forcing the cube into her opening. She felt the waistband stretch over her ass, jumping as the second piece of ice slid up from the base of her spine. She wanted to scream already, feeling the chunk within her pussy melting far too slowly for her liking.

The senator moved the second cube down to her clit as well, then removed both hands from her body. He stepped back and admired his humiliated secretary before saying, “Follow me.”

Jenna did, walking through the archway and into a living room fit for the magazines. Every bit of furniture, down to the small statue of a Greek goddess, reeked of opulence and refined taste. It was a new world of class to Jenna, and one that she had been introduced to in the most demeaning way possible.

Stewart approached the modern sectional from behind, pointing at the white Italian leather. “Bend over.”

“Yes, sir.” As soon as she had complied, Jenna felt a harder slap plant itself firmly on her ass. She yelped at the pain, prompting another open hand to crash into her. Her whimper brought on a third, which she responded to with her mouth agape, unable to make a sound.

“Good, you’ve learned how to keep your mouth shut. I like that.” The senator’s hands pulled at the panties, sliding them cleanly down Jenna’s legs. The second ice cube clattered against the floor as she felt the release of her arms from the cable tie. “Now take that top and bra off.”

Jenna got back on her feet, seeing Stewart put the pocketknife back in his slacks. The blood went surging back into her hands with a sharp tingle. “And then, sir?” She lifted the blouse over her head, obliterating the meticulous work she had put into her hair before the debate.

“Finish, then I’ll tell you.” Jenna tossed the grey top aside as she noticed the beaming smile coming from the senator, driven by pure ego. “And call me Mr. President while we’re here.”

Far from doubting the man she had so willingly served for the past year, Jenna was more than happy to oblige. Reaching her hands behind her back to unclasp the bra, she lowered her head and replied, “Yes sir, Mr. President.”

Senator Stewart’s eyes drifted to the display case against the far wall, ignoring Jenna’s breasts as the bra fell away. “Coppertop, you see that award back there?”

Jenna looked back. “No, Mr. President. There’s quite a few.”

“The clear, tall one.”

The glass shape towered from its base to a rounded tip, reaching up for one foot with the slightest S-curve. “I see it now, Mr. President.”

“I presented that award to Mr. Donnelly myself three years ago at a fundraising dinner. I want you to open that cabinet and bring it to me.”

Jenna gulped at the apparent girth of the object, having a good idea of what Senator Stewart had in mind. She walked around the sofa in nothing but heels, twining her wrists behind her back. Crossing the Persian rug in the middle of the room, Jenna felt her first pangs of fear as she drew closer.

Jenna opened the cabinet door and wrapped her hands around the shaft. Her fingertips were just able to touch around the circumference, and the weight of it surprised her. Walking back, she noticed the appraising look her boss was taking of her.

Jenna approached from the front of the sectional when she heard the senator demand, “Lie down and pleasure yourself with it.”

The relative cool of the leather brought relief to Jenna’s stinging buttocks as she took her seat in the middle. As she reclined across the length of the sofa section, Stewart came around to the front and stood above. He unzipped his slacks as he said, “Ol’ Donnelly’d shit if he knew where his award’s about to go, and rest your head on that arm.”

Jenna scooted herself up to the end of the sectional, propping her head as commanded. Stewart’s Junior Senator peeked through, giving the full salute. Jenna lowered the glass rod with her right hand, and then took the one of flesh with her left. “Do you want me to pleasure you while I’m at it, Mr. President?”

Senator Stewart hastily removed his blazer and loosened his tie. “You always have been able to know what I want before I ask for it.” One of his hands ran through Jenna’s hair, knocking several bobby pins out of place. “That’s why I’m glad I picked you.”

Jenna looked up, smirking as she inched her head closer. “And do you know why you’ll keep me around after you get into office, sir?” She parted her pussy lips with the glass as she cocked her head to punctuate the question.

“No, tell me why.”

She answered by cupping her lips around the senator’s head, then running her tongue along the bottom of his cock. The hand gripping her hair remained still, massaging her scalp as she took his length slowly to the back of her throat. Squealing into the dick as she fought back a gag reflex, Jenna forced the award deep inside with a hard push.

Senator Stewart’s length throbbed within her mouth, jerking slightly with each fluttering of the tongue. Jenna could hear the removal of his tie, ignoring it in favor of splitting her attention between the oral pleasure she was giving and her own pussy, which still ached with each movement of the smooth shaft inside. Despite that, her own wetness grew with each parting of her walls.

The senator’s next act came without warning. Pulling his dick out of Jenna’s lips, he draped the tie over her mouth, knotting it firmly in place. He quickly walked to the rear of the sectional, tossing Jenna’s discarded panties onto her stomach.

He strolled back around. It was then that he took over with the glass, sitting himself between Jenna’s spread thighs. Each thrust proved faster and harder than the last until Jenna couldn’t stand it any longer. As she attempted to stop him by grabbing at his arms, he ripped the shaft from her pussy, leaving her gaping as she stared nervously.

Stewart gave the open slit a hard slap. Jenna could hear him over her own muffled scream. “You know you can’t do that. When your President demands something, you do it. Understand?”

Jenna nodded on instinct as she felt the wet silk of her panties wrap around her left wrist, then the right. Another tight knot, immobilizing her hands once again, this time in the front. Stewart stood and looked down on her as he dropped the dripping award onto the cushions. “Keep working yourself up. I’ll be right back.”

The glass shaft was out of reach, but Jenna knew the consequences of failure in the core of her being. Pulling herself up with her legs, she grabbed desperately for the shaft as she heard the senator rifling through the drawers of the kitchen. As one of them slammed shut, Jenna finally managed to grab the rod and sat up.

Stewart stormed back, obviously displeased with yet another bit of insubordination. The household extension cord hung from his right hand. Jenna feared the rage burning in his eyes, turning her ass to him in apology and acceptance. The biting crack of the cord was already playing itself out in her head as she closed her eyes.

“Stand.” His display of mercy shocked Jenna more than any cropping ever could have. “I might be strict, but I’m not an evil bastard. Back to the kitchen.” Jenna slowly rose to her feet. “March!”

The strides felt eternal. She still expected the wire to come whipping across her buttocks at any second. It was only when she reached the archway that she dared look back at him.

“You’re afraid of me now, aren’t you?”

Rough sex wasn’t new to Jenna, but this level of sadism certainly was. As she shook her head in denial, Senator Stewart took her bound hands, pulling her behind him as he made his way back to the stove island.

Taking her jaw into his grip again, Stewart said, “Good. You know I’m polite, but firm.” The hand slid down to her neck, then to her breasts. Pushing her up onto the island, he added, “And do you know what else I am?”

Jenna tried to speak through the tie. Telling the senator that he was “a generous master and boss” only came out of garbled whimpering. His hand drifted lower still, resting on the top of her thigh. Stewart giggled to himself, leaving Jenna wondering what his next move would be.

He suddenly dropped, wrapping the cord around Jenna’s ankles. One heel fell off in the commotion. Stewart ignored it, lifting Jenna’s legs onto the counter to leave her horizontal and facing away from him. Only her ass hung from the ledge, barely supported by his leaning into her.

The drop of his slacks made Jenna’s pussy clench in anticipation. Without the courtesy of teasing her clit or even the minimal lubrication of spit, Senator Stewart’s cock penetrated without mercy. Jenna screamed with the sudden infusion of pain and pleasure, feeling herself strain against his girth and enjoying his deep entry at the same time.

Stewart stood still, moving Jenna’s thighs to the front and back to achieve his friction. After only a few strokes, he generously shifted himself to let his head slide against her G-spot. Even through the pain, the fulfillment of being fucked spread through Jenna, giving her the desperately needed release from the stress of the campaign.

Each rocking motion of her body spread the euphoria up from her hips. It was only when Stewart massaged the clit between two fingers that Jenna felt that she could come. Even through his tie, Jenna managed to make her pleasure known.

As the crest of an orgasm approached, Jenna felt the senator begin moving his own body, driving himself to the roof of her wet tunnel. How much longer she could last was a question of seconds rather than minutes. On the verge of her ultimate release, Stewart backed away, leaving an intolerable vacancy in Jenna’s hole.

The tension inside her felt ready to snap, maddeningly fading as Stewart forced her thighs apart to allow himself to slip between her body and bound feet. He flipped the remaining heel off with a finger. Then wrapping his arms around her waist, Stewart pulled Jenna’s body into his, reconnecting their pleasure as he buried himself back inside her.

Jenna tried to wail, feeling his abs as they crushed against her tied hands. The senator’s facial expression changed from mere pleasure to overwhelming sensation. His own finale was close at hand.

It was only then that Jenna desperately tried to speak warn the senator of the real danger to his presidency: She was not on birth control. As her own climax approached the point of no return, she began shouting in vain against the silk threads of the tie.

Senator Stewart’s hand came up, trying desperately to grip the tie through his own uncontrollable pleasure. Jenna continued trying to scream her words. As the tie slid down her lips, she felt the first burst of semen coat her walls as her own wave crashed.

Unable to speak or even think through the sheer ecstasy, Jenna moaned as the soon-to-be President shot his seed deep inside her fertile, young pussy. The panic had drifted away, forcefully overcome by the electric tingling that curled her bound feet. Stewart remained planted balls deep, shooting every load directly into the heart of Jenna’s passage.

Falling backwards with the senator on top, Jenna finally regained enough composure to moan out, “I tried to tell you, sir.”

Stewart panted as he raised his head. Still struggling for breath, he gasped out, “Tell me what?”

Jenna gulped her own badly needed oxygen before answering. “I’m so sorry sir. The tie.”

Sweat dripped down the candidate’s face as he laughed. “I don’t care about that damn thing. Are you worried you ruined it? You want me to get rid of it anyway.”

“No, I tried to tell you, but I couldn’t because of the tie!”

The post-sex relaxation had already come over him. “Then what’s so damn important, Coppertop?”

Worry and regret overwhelmed Jenna as she belted out, “I’m not on birth control!”

Senator Stewart grinned from ear to ear, the same as he did before delivering the killing blow earlier at the debate. “Vasectomy. 1998.”
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