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Author's Note: It's been almost four months since I last published, but my life is finally getting back to normal. After the big move to our forever-property finally wrapped up, a couple of family emergencies body-slammed me, one right after the other. I can easily call August-November of 2017 the most stressful period of my life so far, and I'm beyond relieved that my life is finally settling down again.

As for the erotica releases? Side-tracked as I might have been by all of this, I'm picking up right where I left off. Bimbo Academy is still going to get finished, my five planned singles are still in-progress, and three new series I have planned are stilled brewing in my head. This particular story had been in the same state as I left it, way back in August, until I found the emotional fortitude to give it a proper ending in the past few days. And just like you all like it, it's heavy on the mental aspect, without skimping on the physical side.

Expect big things from me in December of 2017, and especially throughout 2018. As one of the few holdouts in this genre, I'm not going anywhere. I've got way too much planned to retire my pen now, so expect future releases to come hot and heavy.


BIMBO BLASPHEMY

Something's got hold of me. Ada tried rolling over, just to feel the sheets tighten around her. The entirety of her body felt locked in place.

She couldn't see anything in the dim light of a quarter moon coming through her windows. But the tightness around her legs and the way even the crickets had shut up, told her everything she needed to know.

Maybe the spell worked after all. She had definitely surpassed the dabbling stage. Whatever powers answered her calls always demanded something in return.

This time, the cloaked figure she had been spotting out of the corners of her eyes did more than follow. A voice, cold and echoing like the room had tripled in size, came from nowhere in particular. “For that which you seek, a higher toll you must pay.”

She tried to find the source. It was in the room, the entity shades darker than the night. “I have no earthly attachments. Take what you like.”

The air chilled and the breeze stopped. “The ritual must be done. When the moon sets, you will find what you need.”

Ritual? “I thought I already fulfilled my end. What more do you want?”

Dozens of icy hands latched onto her, exploring places Ada had only used to get what she wanted, and rarely. “What is taken away,” the figure loomed high above her now, “must always be replaced.”

“I don't care.” Ada writhed against the frigid pressure violating every notion of personal space. “I want that bastard to lose everything good in his life for what he did.”

The faceless silhouette of total darkness eclipsed the near-black of the room. “How will you repay the debt?”

“I know I'll suffer consequences, but I don't care.” Revenge against Troy was her reason for setting down this path, after all. “Make him suffer!”

The sense of laughter, even in the silence, emanated from the being. “Very well.”

Ada tried one last time to break free. A brief thought of turning back flashed in her mind, just to drown in a pool of hatred. He doesn't deserve happiness after tossing me aside like that. None.


The rear tire almost slid out from under him as he pegged the brakes, but Troy had made it to the new job site. Six miles of unimproved mountain roads was at the limits of what his motorcycle could handle. Luckily, he'd traded some stability on asphalt for off-road traction in picking his tires. Living and working one of the few decent jobs in Elridge County required that.

Trading his helmet for a hard hat, Troy looked past the empty logging trucks. He was responsible for cutting enough lumber to fill at least one of them. That is, once the boss showed up.

“Have a swig of this.” One of the newer guys put his hand on Troy's shoulder from behind. Whatever was in the Thermos, it smelled flammable.

“Johnson'll can your ass for that. Pour it out.” And it wouldn't have been the first time Troy watched a new guy lose the job over drinking at work. Hard-assed as he was, at least Dwight Johnson ran a safe crew. Men wouldn't make it home, otherwise.

“Come on, my cousin said this was his last batch.” He put it right under Troy's nose.

“Smells good.” Troy grinned and took hold of the green cylinder. He turned it upside down, pouring every drop of hundred-proof into the dirt next to his bike.

“The fuck'd you do that for?”

Troy nodded behind himself and the greenhorn. Johnson's F-350 rumbled around the last bend. “Be thankful, I just saved your ass a chewing,” he handed the Thermos back, “and a firing.”

Troy let the newbie go his own way, cussing under his breath. With most of the county unemployed, Troy didn't see it as his responsibility to keep the new guys around. But if he wanted the day's quota met, even replaceable idiots had to be reigned in.

Johnson's truck stopped in a cloud of dust. Troy closed his eyes until the cloud passed and then let out his kickstand. Hell, we might need a few more new guys for this one.

“Troy, come over here a minute!”

Thick, hairy knuckles wrapped around a sausage and biscuit from town. “Thanks Dwight. So how much do you think this hillside's worth?”

“Enough. It's all walnut and poplar.” Johnson took a bite of his own breakfast and didn't bother swallowing before he added, “This whole damn holler's open to us if we don't tear the place up.”

Troy slid the wrapped biscuit in his jacket and then grabbed a couple of chainsaws out of the bed. “Then let's get to it. You know that new guy won't know the first damn thing about felling trees.”

“Can't find sober ones anymore.” Johnson's thick beard shifted in a way that let you know he was frowning without seeing it. “It's a shame what's been eating this county.”

“It's everywhere, Dwight, and not a damn thing we can do about it.” Anymore, a clean piss test was hard to get out of anyone. “Seems like Natalie and me are the only people we know not on the pills or heroin yet.”

“You might be right.” Johnson stepped out of his truck, his massive, corn-fed frame leaving deep tracks in the dust. “Come on, let's get to it.”


The old farmhouse looked darker than usual. While the massive trees around it only allowed dapples of sunlight through, it was like the doors and windows pushed the daylight away. Ada felt the pressure around the place already.

“You like to make it dramatic, don't you?” She stopped at the crumbling steps for the front porch. Somewhere, the dark figure was smiling, and she knew it.

A few more crumbs of concrete slipped away as she took the hardest steps of her life. This solid, old saltbox house looked like it had aged fifty more years overnight. Ada knew it was time to find a new hall for her rituals.

The morning glories she had trained along the porch, a minor component in her mixtures, had all died. These were just fine last night.

Something had sucked all the warmth, light, and life from the place, replacing them with the essence of cold, dark death. Every step closer dropped the temperature a degree or two. But Ada had come too close to her ultimate goal to turn back now.

Whatever he takes from me, I can handle. Her life had been built around never committing to or valuing anyone since Troy had left her heartbroken ten years before. Her life of bitterness and self-servitude was impossible to value. All I have to lose is my hate.

The door knob had rusted to the point it didn't work, another new deterioration. One quick pull from Ada finished the door frame, the wood not so much splintering as disintegrating. The hinges squalled like an angry cat.

A familiar voice beckoned, “You should be thankful my price is what you offer freely.”

“Any life can be rebuilt,” the air in the entryway reeked of wet concrete, feeling as electric as it did cold. “He'll be too broken to pick up the pieces.”

“Your confidence will be your downfall.”

Spongy floorboards threatened to give out beneath Ada. A faint sliver of light crept through one of the windows, barely illuminating a pattern of lace and leather. “I'm supposed to wear that?”

“Have you reconsidered?”

Now he's trying to embarrass me. “Of course not, but don't think for a minute I'll enjoy wearing something so slutty.”

Ada could have sworn the murmured reply was, “You'll enjoy nothing else.”

“What was that?”

“You can make of that what you will. The moon is setting.”

Ada had her shirt on the floor by the time her overseer finished talking. “Just make sure that bastard loses it all, and we're even.” Her flats and jeans almost flew off.

As she reached for the scandalous outfit, the disembodied anger almost stopped her heart. “All of it must be shed.”

Fuck me. The same hands from the night came back to fill in as Ada's bra and panties dropped. They pushed more than explored this time, guiding her closer to the ritual's mandatory outfit. She felt around for the wicked-looking pair of stilettos with her toes.

“Now, make your sacrifice.”

“By dressing like a slut.” Ada stepped into the corset, sliding it up her legs and then up her torso. “You're enjoying this.”

The laces tightened on their own, almost squeezing the breath out of her. Ada donned the panties and garter belt, finally filling the garters themselves with her legs.

“The ritual must begin.”
Ada stepped into the first heel, “I know that.” As she put on the second, they strapped themselves to her feet on their own, just like the corset had.

“Now.”

Ada rushed back to the kitchen, empty aside from the wood stove and counters. The hex circle she had so carefully drawn glowed with a sickly, flickering green aura. She fell to her hands and knees in the center. “I am the conduit and the bounty. Guiding forces, hear my plea.”

The definition of cold pressed against the back of her head. “Bow.”

Hair fell over her face as Ada obeyed. “Idfelian clostra, mykrati ens.”

The light pulsed around her. Ada's own body strained against the corset, the pressure against her breasts and hips becoming unbearable.

“Itsotvod valdea apit.” Her lips stung and her mind began to hollow out. “Cotosi vefada.”

Ada waited for the usual response, hearing and feeling nothing. As she tried to rise, the same force pushed her back down. “Finish the trade.”

She wanted to turn and run, feeling her will slip away. Her arms trembled, more from regretful fear than the icy stillness. As if on their own, her lips parted as she uttered, “Obnastrin, komfeyal, hebka fi habrem.”

And with that, Ada experienced the pain of death and the glory of rebirth, at least in what little was left of her mind.


What the fuck was that?

Johnson's booming voice echoed in his mind, drowning out the sound of Troy's motorcycle. “Get the hell out, you're fuckin' fired!”

And for what? As far as Troy knew, the morning had gone great. The first several trees were already down and limbed. I don't even know how he's gonna run that crew without me.

The only thing Troy knew for certain was that Dwight Johnson wasn't himself right then. It was like the man was controlled remotely.

Can't file for unemployment since I was a contractor, but at least Natalie's got her job at the veterinary clinic. The bills would get paid, but not much else would happen. Losing a good job in Elridge County wasn't something you bounced back from quickly.

Pulling back onto the paved road, Troy's phone buzzed in his pocket. He knew better than to check, but this wasn't the time for clear thinking. Resting it on a handlebar, Troy slowed down long enough to read Natalie's text: We're done. Come get your shit before I put it all in the yard.

“What the fuck?” Troy stared at the message, not believing what was right in front of him. He slowed the bike, feeling like he'd just been kicked in the chest. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

Bluuuurn! The airhorn pulled him out of it. The only thing Troy saw was the grill of a logging truck.

Jerking the handlebars, Troy fought to keep the bike upright. The truck rushed by, the air knocking him off balance. The motorcycle wobbled, for too out of control to take the curve ahead.

Troy pushed himself off, tucking into a ball right before hitting the pavement. He stopped rolling just in time to see his bike go sailing into the ravine, smaller trees shaking all the way down until he heard an ungodly crunch.

His phone lied in shards and bits in front of him. At the very least, he was still in one piece. But as he looked over the edge, Troy knew his bike was now part of a massive hickory, way down at the bottom of the holler.


The world seemed bright, even friendly. As Ada drove away, she heard the house collapse, but that didn't bother her. She had someone to see, and when she checked herself out in the rear-view mirror, she couldn't help liking what she saw.

I never thought I was hot, but damn, just look at me. Ada Perkins, the bitchy cash advance manager had been left behind in that wreck of a house. Even the constant presence of the dark figure was gone, as far from her mind as the lunch menu of some cafe in Greece.

She knew where to go, but she didn't know why. The Drunken Squirrel had never been her kind of place, but the rowdy bunch of hardasses and drunks just had to see what she was now. This need to feel admired was new, and she wondered why that basic human desire had felt so alien to her in the past.

“But if he's not there,” she asked her reflection, “what's a girl to do?” Her lips curved in a smile, still tender from an expansion she wasn't aware of. “There's always someone who'd want some of this.”

Pulling up beside the bar, Ada parked her Toyota on the street and stepped out. A couple of old men whittling on pieces of cedar looked up from their bench. She knew they wanted to do more than just look, but they weren't exactly who she was after.


“I'll buy you a few rounds after all this shit.” Hal Overton was one of the few other owners of sobriety in town, and the first person to drive by Troy on the side of the road. “I can't believe that kind of luck, but you never were a bullshitter.”

“Thanks.” Troy held the door for his friend, ready for the minor comfort of a Miller. “Most fucked up day of my life, and it's not even half over.”

“Come on, we'll talk about anything but your luck.”

As soon as Troy was inside, the wave of noise hit him off guard. The Drunken Squirrel was never this lively during the day, but something had lifted the mood. An old classic from The Kentucky Headhunters blasted from the jukebox, surrounded by what looked like a wall of men.

“What the hell's gotten into this place?” Troy sat with his friend at the bar, taking him up on the offer of his first cigarette in years. “Is there a fight over there or something?”

The bartender came up as Hal held up two fingers and said, “Millers.”

Two bottles from under the bar clanked against the wood. The bartender let out a deep breath and looked at Troy. “You know that Perkins girl you dated back in high school?”

“What about her?” Troy took his first sip, feeling like pure, alcoholic heaven as the cold went down his throat. “I haven't thought about her in a while.”

“She asked if you were around,” nodding toward the commotion, the bartender grinned. “You'll find her right in the middle of that bunch.”

Troy looked at Hal, who seemed just as confused. “If she's calling on me, I guess we'd better see what it's about.”

“I thought she hated your guts.”

“She does. That's why I'm so damn confused.”

“I never did care much for her. The few times I borrowed money from her place, she made my bitch of a wife seem like an angel.”

“Whatever it's about, I guess we'll know soon.” Both of them slid off the bar stools and wandered to the edge of the crowd. Troy pushed his way through, just to see the last thing he'd ever expected.

Ada Perkins, cold-hearted and plain on purpose, had lost her damn mind. Rubbing up against one of the rednecks she'd always looked at with disgust, she was actually having a great time.

Ada's dancing and dressed like that? How hard did she hit her head? Troy took another step forward. Even at their senior prom, Ada danced about as well as a fence post.

Her face lit up even more when Troy saw her look his way. She stopped mid-swish of her hips and marched directly toward him. The happy look in her face made Troy's skin crawl.

“What the fuck's gotten into you?” He stared at the undeniable figure before him. “You've got more parts bolted onto you than a truck.”

“Well, I think you like it.” Ada's arms draped around his neck, her breasts heaving against Troy. “I knew you'd show up at some point.”

This has to be some fucked up joke. “I don't buy it. You'd have me shot if you could.”

“I just want to make you happy.”

He knew by her look that she was telling the truth. Unable to put his surprise in words, Troy forced Ada's hands from around his neck and grabbed her by a wrist. He needed an explanation.

Jason Black's pool hall was just next door, and he'd given a key to Troy years ago when he needed someone to watch the place for a week. It wasn't opening for another several hours.

Ada followed right along. “Where are we going?”

Troy shot a confused look at Hal, who only nodded back. His old friend understood something was amiss, but neither of them had any clue as to what had happened to Ada. In fact, not even Ada herself had any memory of her recent death and rebirth.


Ada gripped at the edge of the pool table behind her. She thought he would be happy to see her, but his face spoke volumes. With everyone else waiting on her hand and foot, his reaction to her was a shot to the heart.

Troy stepped in front and got right in her face. “What the fuck is wrong with you all of a sudden?”

“Aren't you happy to see me? I came here just for you.”

The way his brow wrinkled got Ada ready for it. “I don't believe that for a second. You're pulling something, just like you always did.”

“Like I always did?” Her past was just a haze by now, rapidly approaching oblivion. “We dated in the past, but I don't remember anything bad about it.”

“You're lying.”

It boggled Ada's mind, but she did remember the break-up. “Yeah, we broke-up after you complained the first time we had sex. Something about me not doing any of the work.”

Troy smirked and asked, “Well, was it not true? You're the one who called it off, not me.”

“I didn't call anything off.” It was time for the new Ada to tell the truth. “I expected you to try patching things up, but you were fine with ending it like that.”

“And you held the worst fucking grudge against me ever since then.” Troy backed off a little bit. “I knew I'd made the right choice after that.”

Did I do that? “I know it'll sound weird, but I don't remember being mad at you.”

“You suddenly stop being so conservative, and now you've got amnesia? This is why I know you're pulling something.”

Pulling what? I just want to make you happy. “I'm willing to pick up where we left off.”

Troy backed away and fell into one of the chairs lining the cinder block wall. “First my job's gone, then Natalie, and to top it off, my bike's totalled.” He stared back up at Ada, looking as broken as he was confused. “And now you show back up, with barely any clothes on and trying to get back together with me?”

That's right, he was dating that Natalie girl at the vet's office. “I didn't know about any of that. Sounds like it's been a rough day.”

“And beyond that, of all people, you're trying to cheer me up.” Troy looked at the blackout curtains in the windows. “Someone or some thing's got it out for me today.”

Ada didn't say another word. Even if she was the cause of all his misery, she wasn't capable of realizing it any longer. All she wanted was to please Troy, especially on the worst day of his life.

“I expected you'd be over the moon hearing all this,” his face changed, “but you're not.”

Her lips pouted as Ada moved herself back in front of Troy. Bending down, she brushed his hair off his forehead, her breasts threatening to burst out of the corset. “If there's anything I can do, just name it.”

“A new job, and new bike, and I guess a new woman, if you're taking requests.”

The new job? Maybe she'd be able to find something. The new bike was out of her means, but she could give him a ride wherever he needed to go. But she did have one thing to offer that moment. “A new woman...”

“That's kinda what you are now. When did you change like this?”

“I don't know.” Ada tried to think back to even that morning, but it was all blank. “Everyone seems to like it, even me.”

Troy stared right in front of him at her bountiful breasts that had grown a few cup sizes. “I'm not complaining. I mean, just look at you now.”

Ada hugged his face right into her cleavage, lifting one foot. “See? I knew I'd make you happy.”

The stubble Troy had always left on his face scratched against her breasts, but not in a bad way. Ada liked the way it hurt, just a little. He wasn't making any move to back out from between them.

“If you like them so much,” she felt her true purpose flip on like a light, “why don't you let me make up for the last time?”

Troy laughed from between the mounds of tit crushing his face. He finally backed out and looked up at her. “You're serious?”

Ada nodded and beamed from ear to ear. “Come on, it'll be fun.”

“You're out to have fun?” He shook his head and put his hands around her waist. “It's like someone reprogrammed your brain.”

“What do you mean?”

“The Ada I knew,” Troy started trying to sound prim and proper, just like she used to sound, “would never sink to such frivolous depths as to try having fun.”

She sounds like an awful person. “Well, you're the one trying to get out of it. The sting of a quick smack to her ass made Ada jump.

“You don't look like you're pissed at me for that. The old you really is gone.”

“Of course not. Do it again.”

Another slap, this time on the other side. Troy's hand stuck around for a firm grab, sending shivers all through Ada's body. It almost felt too good.

“You really don't mind. No way you'd hide it after that, if you really were still an ice queen.”

“Is that what people thought of me?”

Troy gave a quick nod and pulled Ada closer.

“I tell you what, just to prove I'm not a bitch anymore,” Ada took hold of her panties, jerking them to the side, “do whatever you want to me.”

She knew Troy was starting to take her seriously. The draft between her legs was replaced with his warm fingers, feeling between her legs for the first time in almost ten years.

The quick tease shifted Ada's gears. It wasn't just about making Troy happy anymore. She discovered something she wanted for herself.

One finger played along her slit, hooking against her pearl. Ada's knees quivered. The joy of being touched by hands that wanted her overpowered even her new desire to serve.

“It's just like I remember, but you shaved this time.”

The thought of stopping couldn't register in her mind anymore. “Harder.”

The extra pressure from his fingers was too much for just a fraction of a second. Any time before, Ada had an almost supernatural ability to act like she hated every touch. Now, even she felt the extra wetness begging to release itself.

Her lips parted for a girlish squeal that jerked Troy to attention. “What happened to that disappointed groan you did before?” The motion of his fingers inside her was audible by then.

Ada didn't bother answering, aside from another auditory blast of pleasure. She gripped his shoulders as her legs turned to gelatin. Something had snuck up on her again, but this time, it came from inside.

“Fuck!” She felt her nails dig through Troy's shirt, scratching him even through the cotton. It only made him deliver the fingerblasting even harder.

Every stroke of his fingers and pull of the wrist amplified further with every second. Ada's knuckles turned white. With a final rush, she felt something snap inside her, knocking her mind senseless.

Her mind wiped clean, the only feeling left was the pulsating joy between Ada's legs. The ultimate satisfaction dawned on her like a holy revelation. Feeling that again, and then yet again, would bring Ada closer to the one glorious purpose in her life.

Ada caught her breath, barely able to stay upright. She didn't know if her knees gave out, or if she wanted to do it, but she found her face in Troy's lap. The bulge pressed against her cheek pulsed through the denim.

It has been a while since I've seen it. Ada slid the zipper down, feeling like she was about to meet an old friend. She couldn't hold back her smile.

The instant she saw the full length of Troy's cock, Ada felt a new clarity in what she wanted. It wasn't the man himself she had to make happy. This shaft filling her hand had to be worshiped.

One more deep breath was all the hesitation she allowed herself. Taking the entire length in a slow, steady push of her head, Ada rested with her lips at the base. She knew it's proper place was inside her body.

“Holy shit.” She heard it all through the room, knowing Troy had his head reared back. His fingers tangled within her hair, letting Ada know she was on the right track.

Easing back, she made sure her tongue danced from based to tip. The old Ada took sucking dick like a chore, only to be done on special occasions, and it always had to be earned. Now? The only thing that mattered to her was making the world right for Troy.

The immense joy of having a part of him inside her ended as abruptly as it had started. Troy pulled her head back, forcing his tip out from between Ada's pursed lips. “Christ, what's got into you?”

“It's about to be you.” Using his soft moans to guide her, Ada's tongue pressed against the bottom of his dick. Stopping short of choking herself, she sealed her lips around him. She felt the negative pressure in her mouth, noticing the hand running through her hair as a compliment.

Ada's free hand wrapped around the base and his sack. Her tongue weaved along his most sensitive parts. It felt too natural.

As she reared to make another go, Troy held Ada back with a finger on her chin. “Too much more of that and I’m gonna blow.”

That just won't do. The pure need spreading from between her legs took over. “Fuck me like a prom date.” Ada had forgotten how she had turned Troy down because of a 'headache' the night of their senior prom.

“If I had a rubber, I would.”

“Will you forget about shit like that?” Ada stood up, pulling Troy by the wrists as she backed against a pool table. She forced Troy's shaft into the gap between her thighs, jammed against the lips of her cunt.

“You're wet as the fucking lake.” Troy stared into her eyes, trying to look past the cock-mad instinct that had taken over her entire being. “There's no talking you out of this, is there?”

“Backing out would be worse than forcing me against my will.” Her memory of 'her will' was already gone, buried with everything else about her old self. Ada pushed herself further onto the table, resting her ass on the rails.

She knew it was wearing down the unfathomable resistance in Troy. The idea of him not wanting to split her like firewood couldn't register in her mind. He looked up and sighed. “Craziest fucking day of my life.”

“Stop saying 'fucking' and goddamned do it!”

Ada felt the sudden, unexpected parting of her walls as Troy forced himself into her. The dull sting of Ada's first cock in years forced a scream from her lips. Troy settled in Ada's deepest recesses, giving her time to adjust to the complete stuffing she craved.

As Troy began to pull away, Ada wrapped her legs around his back, keeping him locked deep. It was everything she could have dreamed, but she couldn't let the feeling go just yet. Ada cradled Troy's face with her hands and said, “I still don't think you're man enough to handle me for very long.”

Ada began grinding her hips against the table, communicating fully that she knew how to handle him. Troy craned his neck back, apparently satisfied at the moving warmth and texture pleasuring his staff. The last of her soreness gave way to pure bliss.

But she was ready for more. “Enjoying the ride is all you can do.” Ada's hands ran down his sculpted torso and then lifted Troy's shirt. “Isn't that right?”

His trigger didn't take much of a pull. Troy reached his hands behind his back, lifting the shirt over his head and then tossing it like garbage. The fire came back to his eyes as he planted both hands on the apex of Ada's shoulders. He broke free from the grip of Ada's thighs and reared his waist back.

She whimpered with his first earnest thrust and inhaled deeply as he eased back out. It was only a prelude to the savage hammering with which he began punishing Ada's soft flesh. She belted out the cries of ecstasy, taking his punishment with delight.

Troy's diamond-hard cock worked in harmony with Ada's lusty madness. Her pussy went insane itself, gripping at the shaft with each retreat. Every pulse urged him ever onward, sending Ada on a collision course with orgasm.

His grip on Ada's shoulders tightened as she opened her mouth for another scream. She failed to make a noise as her eyes rolled to the back of her head. She had utterly lost control of her body as well.

Troy kept up the assault until Ada's furnace gave up and forced him out. She came, hard, as he tried to regain entry. Ada's head twisted from side to side.

Ada finally regained enough sense and control to split the silence like a knife. Through the shakes and tremors, she managed to blurt out, “Fucking God!” This was a little closer to her true purpose in life, but she knew there was still another level of that divine feeling.

Troy didn’t bother hesitating. He pulled Ada off the table and immediately forced her to turn around. Troy positioned himself as Ada planted her hands on the felt play field.

Before she could brace for it, Troy jammed himself back inside. His tip had already become reacquainted with the furthest limits of Ada's pussy. She moaned, still feeling the aftershocks of the miracle she had just experienced.

Ada was dripping with wetness, feeling the excess cool in a line straight down her inner thighs. Each push from Troy forced more out of her. If his girth and Ada's tightness hadn't been above average, there wouldn't have been any friction.

Troy sounded like he was having the time of his life, groaning as Ada pushed her ass into his hips. As he attempted to pull out, she backed up further. The gentle rub of his fingers against her ass was the clearest compliment she had ever received.

Ada's refusal to let him give much of a thrust was an investment in a firm fucking. Troy cashed it in, wrapping one hand around both of her wrists and using the other to force her breasts against the table. She couldn't keep him planted to the base any longer.

The sudden rush of thrusts made Ada's feet and toes curl in on themselves within her dangerous-looking stilettos. She screamed out, “Don't fucking stop!” Troy obliged, bringing Ada's next climax just over the horizon.

The first bead of precum mixed with Ada's own juices. She didn't know the silky texture of the mix well. Troy's breathing became a pant.

As his submission hold on her weakened, Ada backed into him again, stopping the glorious pounding. Looking back at Troy, she teased out, “You look like you want to come in this pussy.”

Troy sat his hands between Ada's shoulder blades, running them down to the small of her back. He tried to pull away again, but she denied the attempt, staring back the whole time. He didn't say a word, but the answer was all over his face.

Ada smiled and waved the mussed hair out of her face. “You do, don't you?” She surged forward and back, giving Troy a jolt that forced him to nod. “I don't think you should. I... don't think I'm on birth control or anything like that.” It was a valid question she couldn't muster an answer for.

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

“You really want to come in this pussy?”

Troy gave a particularly rough thrust before he just managed to let out, “Hell yes.”

She denied his efforts again, leaning forward enough for his cock to be left dangling in the air. Ada stood and pushed him back into the chair, ass first.

Taking a seat in his lap, Ada met her lips with Troy's for a quick peck. She forced her pussy against his shaft, giving him the wettest dry hump of his life. Ada's face cracked a devilish smirk, “I'm sorry, but you can't.”

The surprise in Troy's face bordered on rage. Before he could speak, Ada reached down to take his cock in hand. She sat up, and then eased back down, letting him slide back inside her cunt.

Troy's dick trapped inside, she leaned into him. “Don't you fucking come inside me.” Ada knew dangling an impulse like that just out of reach would drive him insane. Please come inside me.

She set about rubbing it in with her hips. His breathing was clue enough to how close he was. Ada's own body was reacting with sensory applause, rewarding her with an electric, tingling prize for each slow grind.

Troy closed his eyes and draped his arms over Ada's shoulders. She felt his heartbeat through her breasts as Ada took her time, careful not to set him off early with any sudden movements.

Another dribble of precum. She finally realized Troy was on the verge of blasting off. The gravity of what she wanted set in once more, this time catching Ada up with Troy as they took a slow walk to the finish line.

His breath smoldered against her neck with no warning. “God, why?”

Ada didn't know either, other than she needed it more than her next breath. “I feel like I've always wanted this.”

“You fucking cunt.” Troy got even harder inside her as he shook Ada's hips.

She took it as a compliment, giving him a hard drop and a wiggle in thanks. “It's alright, I might let you come inside me after all.” Ada shifted to a front to back rocking motion, her movements smooth and refined as good bourbon.

“If this is what you wanted,” Troy's arms dropped to squeeze her waist even harder than the corset, “then you God damned take it!”

Ada gasped out, the throbbing cock splitting her tensing walls and striking deep. Beads of sweat trickled between her breasts as they heaved with every breath. Her eyes shot open, knowing her final purpose was within seconds of realization.

She bit Troy's bottom lip and began moving her hips a bit faster against the pounding. She let go with her teeth, whimpering, as Troy picked up speed and force. Ada took one last opportunity to speak while she still could. “How much do you want to come in this pussy right now?”

Troy gasped, unable to voice a response. He gripped onto Ada's shoulders, giving her a clear answer. It sent Ada over the edge, giving him the permission to make his claim whether she actually wanted him to or not.

Tension and random muscle jerks rippled through her entire body. Ada buried her face in Troy's neck, trying to scream directly into his skin.

With his masculinity knocking on Ada's roof, she felt Troy's first eruption. Ada pulled her face back, alternating between whimpering and squalling as she peaked at her own heights. The moment was all about him, the first of an incalculable number of installments to her debt being paid back in full. With a final fall into his solid wall of chest, she felt the thick, copious gift begin leaking around her opening.

As Troy groaned with his final outburst, she leaned into his ear and gasped, “We both got what we wanted.” And it couldn't have been more accurate, even if neither of them could have imagined it just a few hours before.


Her mouth was almost too much to handle. Every bump from the new truck's suspension forced Ada up just enough to give it feeling. A sudden tree root bobbed her mouth up, and then sent his head against the back of her throat

Every gravel road in Elridge and the surrounding counties were an invitation for Ada to put her face in Troy's lap. Just two years after their reunion, she had worked local connections, showed off her body, and whatever else it took to get both of them this far. Now, Ada was almost the mascot for Troy's own logging company, already twice the size of Johnson's and still growing.

Troy steered with one hand and pulled the hem of Ada's white tank top up her back with the other. “Keith Hastert's an ornery bastard, but I'm sure you can talk him into giving us the logging contract. You always do.” Some would have called it an unfair tactic, but Troy and Ada referred to it as their 'strategic advantage.' She would only go far enough to leave a man with the damnedest case of blue balls, without even touching him.

“Mm-hmph.” Ada didn't dream of breaking away to reply. She kept herself down, her fingers gripping Troy's thighs through his canvas work pants. At this point, the earthy smell of sawdust and chainsaw oil was a better panty dropper than the most luxurious cologne in the world. Troy wasn't just her ideal. He had become her entire world.

The truck jerked to the left when it should have veered right. Troy knew it was better to go into any new relationship with a landowner at the peak of relaxation. What harm would a five mile loop at crawling speed do, if the appointed time was 'ten-ish?' The clock in the dash only read nine-forty.

Troy looked down on the holler where he had been fired. It looked exactly like he remembered, Johnson's crew going to shit as soon as it lost it's one competent manager, Johnson himself had fallen on hard times. As a 'favor' to an old friend, Troy offered to buy his company outright. It wouldn't take much longer for the old hardass to break down, unable to turn away enough money to get himself out of Elridge County and retire.

He knew every scrap of credit went to his now-fiance. What Troy didn't know was how Ada caused his brief misery, or how this new life was the debt she owed him for that. As far as he knew, he was now the luckiest man alive.

And Ada? The only concern she had in the moment was pleasing her idol of worship. The only thing everyone but nosy church ladies knew for certain about the two of them was: They were glad the old Ada would never return.


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM:

BIMBO ACADEMY

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.”

* * *

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.”

* * *

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.”

* * *

“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.”

* * *

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.”
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