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BIMBO SPLIT

My legs tensed as I felt the rush of heat in my face. The feeling was too perfect to admit part of my blush was from shame. I would have never let myself go like this.

But was it wrong? The harder I breathed, the less dirty I felt about it. Something was about to give, and I hoped it would be my reluctance.

Who or what was causing it? I didn't care. When you're getting filled so well, you can't open your eyes anyway.

My hand pushed down. I took my pearl between my index and middle fingers as I whimpered, “That's it, don't stop.”

Nobody responded. Whatever they were doing, it was beyond anything I'd felt before. And the more it happened, the more I foolish I felt for being ashamed.

I rolled onto my side and buried my face in the pillows. They didn't stop, and neither did I. My knees bent and my ankles straightened.

I was so close, I couldn't force myself to stop it if I wanted to. My top knee came up against my chest as I fought to keep my hand down there. “Please, don't stop!”

Warmth spread from between my legs, rising up and down my entire body. If I had control, I'd have been smiling. I didn't experience this feeling often, and never quite like this.

“Oh my God!”

Skreent! Skreent! Skreent!

My eyes shot open as I realized what I was doing to myself. I jerked my hand out of my panties as my face got even hotter. What's wrong with me?

Slapping the alarm clock, I rolled out of bed and realized I was drenched. Not just in sweat, but down there too. It hurt so bad to let my modesty take over.

But I had a job and an image I was proud of. Nobody was taking either of those away from me. Not even my parents, who always wondered when I would try to settle down and give them grandchildren.

“Ivy, you've got too much going for you to be like that.” Seriously, I was set to move up to management. Why would I ruin that by letting a guy complicate my life?

I had to get dressed and hit the road. One hour until work, and I'd be fighting to save enough time to stop for coffee already. Today's report at ten couldn't wait for my personal affairs.

I opened my closet and knew exactly what I was wearing. Conservative, non-distracting, and serious. I even had my glasses I didn't need to wear sitting on my dresser. The necklace I'd accidentally worn to bed would work with all that.

The last thing I remember from that morning was saying to myself, “I'm acing this thing.”


“Hey Ivy, I don't know what you did, but Thomas said your presentation sold the contract.”

I knew it was Craig's voice, but I didn't remember giving the report. How I got to my desk and why I felt like I'd just gotten myself off were all I could think about. Surely I wouldn't do that right in the middle of the office. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah, he's ecstatic.” Craig poked his head over the wall of my cubicle. “But really, in that outfit?”

I wrinkled my nose at that. “I picked this out so they'd take me seriously.” I looked down and realized I wasn't wearing my calf-length pencil skirt.

“I'm glad you're wearing that necklace I gave you a few days ago, but damn. I didn't even recognize you when you walked in this morning.”

What? I'd bought the skirt around my legs back in college, but never had the guts to wear it. The white leather only covered a quarter of my thighs.

“I didn't think you owned anything like that getup.” Craig was practically my male girlfriend, so he'd know.

“I... I don't know how I'm wearing this.” I didn't even have panytyhose on, and my heels were way too high and strappy for work.

“Well, they liked it.”

“For what I said, or what they saw?” I noticed the low cut of my top and my bare shoulders. And then the way the tiny, flattened opal pendant rested in my cleavage. “Pigs.”

Craig couldn't help sneaking a long gaze of his own. I didn't mind with him, because I knew he would never try anything. “You don't remember anything and you acted completely out of character. Weird.”

“Sounds like multiple personality disorder, but that doesn't happen out of the blue, right?” I knew it didn't, but I could count on Craig to follow along with reassurances.

“You've always been steady as a rock, so I don't think it's your mind causing it.”

I wanted to run back to my car for my vinyl rain jacket. Anything to cover myself up. “I want to take a sick day and hide in shame, but if I do, it's bye-bye promotion for sure.”

“Well, if you're free the rest of the day, get your things and come work in my office.”

It was little more than a glorified broom closet, but Craig did have enough desk space for my laptop. “Thanks. I'll make it up to you.”


I came to again. This time, the gray walls of Craig's office greeted me. I was slumped over, my arms and head in the seat of his swivel chair, something hanging in the back of my throat. For some reason, my panties were absolutely soaked.

He wasn't anywhere to be found. Off to get help somewhere, I figured.

I looked at his wall clock. A few minutes past five. “Am I narcoleptic or something?”

Everyone else would have been gone by now except for the few who did care about their work. That was fine by me. As far as I knew, only the jerks in the meeting and Craig recognized me in this outfit.

The door opened as I stood up. Craig looked back the way he came before he stepped inside. “You're really weirding me out today, but thanks for earlier, I guess.”

“What do you mean?”

“Wait...” His face contorted like he was trying to rotate it ninety degrees. “You don't remember blowing me all afternoon?”

“Blowing you?” I cleared my throat, realizing what had to be sticking around back there. “Oh, God!” Everything in my stomach wanted to come up at once, but I fought to keep it down. No sense in remembering what it tasted like.

“Yeah, you did.” Craig didn't look displeased at first, but I could tell he was starting to worry about me again. “Now I know you're dealing with something.”

“Why did you go along with it?” I was about to put a fist through the desk, or his face. “I can't believe you didn't stop me!”

“Calm down and listen.” As he took one step forward, I took two back until I had my back against the wall. “Something's definitely making you act different.”

“Back off.” I looked for anything to use against him, finding nothing more threatening than a sales binder. “Just let me through, and I won't go to HR about this.”

“Fine, but get hold of yourself. I'm worried about you.”

My nose wrinkled. “If you really cared, you wouldn't have let me do that.”

He stepped back into the corner, giving me a clear path out. “Go ahead, I won't stop you.”

“Good.” I took my first step forward. “I'm figuring out what's doing this to me, no matter what it takes.”

I think he said, “Then you're coming home with me,” but I'm not sure. The my head just went blank.


I came to and felt the straps around my wrists and ankles. No panic, and no discomfort. Only the texture of the fabric canopy of Craig's poster bed.

Everything felt amazing, including the liberation of what I was wearing. I felt the airy freedom of my tiny skirt, the confidence those heels gave me, and the wonderful feeling of showing every speck of cleavage.

I didn't know where Craig was, but I felt comfort knowing he was close. The straps holding me down felt like an embrace. I felt perfect trust, knowing he would take care of me.

The sound of the door handle turning almost made me look. I waited, hearing those footsteps get closer. Craig popped into view, admiring me like I hoped he would.

“You finally woke up.”

I couldn't resist turning my head to look at him. Craig reached down and brushed a lock of hair out of my face. I desperately wanted him to touch me even more.

“Are you your regular self, or will you not remember this?”

“Why wouldn't this be my regular self?” Every fiber of my being wanted to please him so he would tell me what I had to know. No matter what Craig wanted, I couldn't help but feel like it would be a dream come true.

The strap around my left arm tightened and shook. Then it went totally loose, the ribbon falling from my wrist. My hand went straight for Craig's chest as he leaned over for the other. Just touching him felt like Heaven.

He went around, untying my other hand and my ankles. I couldn't take my eyes off of him. He held up one of the red straps and ordered, “I guess that answers my question. Sit up.”

Craig got behind me as I did exactly as I was told. I felt him bind my wrists again, together and behind my back this time. Another went around my upper arms. When he wrapped one around my stomach and the other just under my breasts, I felt my arms lock in place. Not being able to reach out and touch Craig felt like torture, but it was what he wanted.

“Edge of the bed, now.”

I did as I was told. I watched him get in front of me and stand there. A finger lifted my chin.

“You want to take care of me, don't you?”

“Yes, sir.”

Craig put his hands on his hips. I kept looking up at him as he said, “Then do it.”

I tried to wriggle out of the restraints. Too tight. But I did want to make him happy.

Craig kept standing there, waiting. I leaned myself forward, feeling the bliss of touching his body. But I wanted even more.

Those pants were in my way. I tried my best to grab the zipper pull with my teeth, failing time and time again. Craig tormented me even more by taking a step back.

I watched as he ran the zipper down and popped the button loose. He dropped the work slacks, along with his boxer briefs. He stepped out them and his shoes as he came back to me, erect like the steel frame of a skyscraper.

His pleasure was so close. I wondered if I could dare put him in my mouth without permission. I looked up, begging for his command.

“Go ahead.” Craig caressed the side of my face as I took a deep breath. “You owe it to me after I had to drag you out of the office. Do you know how hard it is to smuggle an unconscious person out of there without being seen?”

“Thank you, sir.” I inched closer, my heart about to bound out of my chest.

“Don't thank. Just do.”

I blushed at the shame. The size and readiness of his cock begged for satisfaction. It would be good enough for my apology.

My lips parted as I felt the heat of his tip. The soft give of it met my mouth. I took it in as far as I could, my tongue dancing along the bottom as quickly and lightly as I could make it.

Craig's hands pressed against the back of my head, tangling my hair between his fingers. I felt him in the back of my throat. I struggled to keep from gagging, giving in to what he demanded of me. If he wanted it deep, I couldn't help but do all I could to make it sheer bliss for him.

He eased back. I sucked harder, trying to keep him inside my mouth. Craig pulled out and stared down at me.

“Good, you've got the idea.”

I felt those ribbons loosen, one by one again. As rough as he was, I couldn't help feeling the care in his movements. Craig only wanted what was best for me. I had to trust in that.

As soon as both hands were free, I pulled him down. He crashed on top of me, his mouth pressed into my neck. Craig's words felt like fire as he whispered, “My little girl can't have what she wants too soon.”

I made sure to breathe on his ear, then whispered, “Why don't you stop me?” A quick nibble on his lobe was enough to send Craig over the edge.

Craig grabbed both of my wrists and held himself over me. He looked like a man on the verge of achieving a dream. Craig was always calm under pressure, but I knew he was starting to crack.

I ran my fingers against the back of his hands. “Don't wuss out on me.” The second I lifted a smile, Craig's confusion started going away.

“It'll never be the same between us.”

“I think we're past that point already.” The grip on my wrists loosened. “No point in holding back on me.”

“I never thought you'd turn out like this.”

“Like what?” I spread my legs a little.

Craig finally let go. I felt his hands run up my stomach, sliding underneath the lace between my breasts. “Like the whore of my dreams.” After a few more seconds of hesitation, he leaned down and pecked me on the lips.

“Just make sure you pull out.” I pressed my mouth into Craig's. His tongue entered me like he thought it might be intruding. I invited him in. “It's what you want, right?”

I grabbed his right hand and moved it down. His left took a handful underneath my bra as the right slid past the waist of my panties.

He grinned and put his face in my neck. Craig slid two fingers down my channel, teasing my opening with a light touch. He was gentle, but I knew there was plenty of force and desire Craig could use.

I couldn't help thinking about how much we both wanted this. My nipple swelled between his fingers. “I'm here to do what you want. Why hesitate?”

Craig drove his middle finger deep inside me. I opened my mouth and tried not to giggle. Teasing was my best trick, and my master wasn't fighting it.

I started to whimper as his thumb rubbed into my pearl, his longest finger going straight for the roof and my favorite spot. I slid my panties halfway down my thighs and worked on the clasps of the bra behind my back. Why keep a man waiting when he doesn't have to?

“Do you like them?” Craig smiled when he saw my hills in all their glory for the first time. He moved his other hand down, jerking the lace past my knees.

“You still want to go through with it. That necklace did exactly what the guy claimed it would do.”

I kicked the underwear off my feet. “Who cares about that? I don't want to stop.”

Craig started working me harder, getting up on his knees and unbuttoning his shirt with his free hand. I wrapped my fingers around the hard shaft, feeling the tightness of his skin.

My lips pursed around his head again as Craig got alongside me and the fingering got a little rough. I felt my pussy flooding out as my tummy got warm. The tingling started spreading into my legs as my toes clenched tight.

I pulled Craig's dick into my mouth, licking at that sensitive spot on the bottom. My voice moaned into his body. When he pressed hard into my pussy and really started abusing my clit, I felt like a flower blooming into the sun.

It hit me hard. As my entire body locked up, I screamed into Craig's cock. I felt him cradle my face in his hand, loving and supporting like I knew he would be.


My eyes struggled to focus, or at least figure out where I was. I knew I had a dick in my mouth, a hand doing unspeakable things between my legs. No way. As I tried to push against the torso in front of me, the other hand locked my head in place.

“I like this new you.” It was Craig. As his fingers kept plugging away at me, I almost thought about giving in and letting him finish.

A hard surge of desperation let me break free. “Craig, what the fuck are you doing? Get your,” I batted at his arm, “hand out of me, now!”

“Oh shit,” he did exactly as I told him. “What's going on with you? One minute you're coming on to me, and the next you're your old self.”

I tried backing away, getting about halfway across his bed and trying to cover myself with my hands. “I can't believe you'd take advantage of me like this, again!”

Craig scrambled to put his boxers back on, realizing he was wearing nothing but his white business shirt and an erection. “I swear you've gone in and out of being like that all day.”

“I know that.” Still, of all people, Craig should know better. Tears welled up in my eyes. “What the fuck is happening to me?”

“Every time I ask,” he finally made himself legally presentable, “that version of you swears up and down that she's the real you.”

“You know she's not, you asshole.”

“But,” he cracked a faint smile, “that you seems so damn happy all the time.”

I just felt dirty, like scrubbing myself with a wire brush wouldn't do the job. “Why would I be happy blowing people all day? I'm not some slutty bimbo.”

He didn't say anything else. Craig sat on the edge of the bed, facing away from me, his hands cradling the back of his head.

“Don't act like something's wrong with you now. You know what you were doing.”

Before I could start getting up, he finally broke his silence. “I figured out what's making you go back and forth.” Craig spun around, excited. “Holy shit.”

I wasn't buying it. “What?”

“Tell me the last thing you remember before blacking out the first time this morning.”

“I was in my bedroom, about to get dressed for work,” I at least had to hear him out, “but definitely not in this outfit.”

Craig shook his head. “What were you thinking at the time?”

“That I was acing the presentation later.”

He looked too ecstatic, considering my problems. “And right before you came to my office?”

I regretted thinking it now, but I knew he might be on to something. “That I needed to thank you for helping me out.”

“Holy hell, that's how it works.” Craig scooted himself closer as I backed away even further. “I can't believe it.”

“Tell me what you did!” If I had crept any further back, I'd have ended up in the floor.

Craig was almost on top of me again. “This isn't how I thought it would turn out, but he wasn't lying.”

The last thing I remember for a while was my head starting to swim as I said, “I swear, I won't let you fuck me like this, next time.”


“Well that was an unfortunate order.” His face was above me again, my head in his lap.

All I knew was, I had to earn my reward without getting what I wanted most. “Why did you put your boxers back on?” I tugged at the waistband, even though I was barely conscious.

“Relax a little bit. I'll take care of everything.”

Somehow, I knew I couldn't let Craig do exactly what I wanted him to. It was maddening, and it made me need it that much more. “I really can't let you?”

He smiled anyway. “Not this time around, but it was your idea.” His fingers slid inside me once more.

I felt the bulge in his shorts on the back of my neck. I had to have it inside me. “Can I try?”

Craig curled his fingers, driving me even crazier. “I don't know what'll happen if you do.”

“Please?” I tried my best to look innocent, as little as a naked girl with my figure could. “I'll never disappoint you again.”

It felt like something moved inside my head, like a deadbolt coming undone. I knew Craig noticed the puzzled look on my face.

“That's weird.”

“Hmm?” His fingers kept going, making me unwilling to form words by that point.

“I thought the orders you give yourself only work when you're the other you.” He stopped fingering me, bringing his hand up to my face.

My lips parted and then closed, tasting myself on his skin. I didn't care about what that 'other me' was like. This is who I really was.

“Let's try something.” He pulled himself out of my mouth. “Get up and follow me.”

Still a tad woozy, I fought to get off the bed and onto my feet. Unwilling to fail him, I stood on wobbly legs.

“Bend over against the wall right there.”

I did, feeling a strange pull on my body. I pressed my hands against the wall, trying to fight against it. But as I heard his boxers drop and felt his arms wrap around my waist, my body acted on its own.

Craig thrust into thin air. Somehow, I had broken out of his arms. “I'm sorry, I don't know why I did that.”

He still had that warm smile on his face. “That's alright.” He walked back to the bed and lied down, his feet still on the floor. “You try and make it happen now.”

My mind was thrilled, but my body wouldn't respond. Like trying to force the same poles on magnets together, my legs swerved me to opposite side of the bed.

“That didn't work at all.” Craig sat up. “Open up the closet and look on the back of the door.”

The idea of an entire tiny room full of things that smelled like Craig and touched his body thrilled me. I couldn't have gotten to it fast enough. My hand shook as I turned the handle.

On the other side, a hanging shoe organizer dangled. But it didn't have a shoe in it. Instead, each pocket held at least one thing I couldn't wait for him to use on me.

“Your choice.”

I bounced in place, my forearms shooting right up as my wrists dangled. The ostrich feather? The massage oil? I never knew my owner was so prepared.

My mind reeled at the dozens of choices. A tiny, brown cardboard box just behind the door jamb piqued my curiosity. I picked it up, feeling it was heavier than I thought it would be. “What's in here?”

“Bring it over and I'll show you.” He scooted over and patted next to him on the bed.

I wanted to check inside, but I knew better than to disobey him. I sat down and landed the box in his lap. As he started opening one end, my heart raced for some reason.

“I'm glad you found this.” He dug two fingers in, just like he had in me earlier. But it was nothing more than a piece of black lace with several clasps on both ends, and an empty jewelry setting in the middle.

“What's it for?”

“You.” He set it back down on his thigh and took my shoulders in his hands. “Turn around.”

It wrapped around my neck, a little too tight for comfort. As Craig worked the buckles, it finally loosened enough to feel just right. He grabbed the pendant of the necklace.

“This stone fits both of them.” He pressed the face end of the pendant against my throat until I felt a click. After he removed the first gift from around my neck, I felt him fiddle with the series of clasps on the rear. “Now you can't even take it off.”

“Why would I?” If it was a gift from Craig, it was too precious to not have on me. Still, the single stone meant I could only wear one at a time. “What about the other one?”

“The stone is what's important.” He rubbed my shoulders again. “Here, I think it's time to fix our problem.” He leaned over and grabbed the closest red strap lying on the bed beside me.

My wrists tingled with anticipation as he grabbed them, pulling them over my head. The silky texture made my skin feel as sensitive as I down there. As he tucked the excess under the back of my collar and drew a serious knot, I knew my arms weren't moving for a while.

He never bothered with my ankles, pulling me onto my back instead. I planted my feet against the mattress, hoping Craig would try breaking whatever curse kept me from my real goal.

I wasn't disappointed when I felt his hands force my thighs apart, and then his mouth close around my mound. My arms kept me from arching my head back, forcing me to watch. The slow, methodical care he took made every lick that much sweeter, probably for both of us.

“Yeah,” I couldn't help pushing myself into him, “just like that.”

He kept going as my legs bent out straight. I wanted more of Craig than just his tongue and fingers, though. Somehow, I knew he could make it happen.

The tender caress of my inner thighs set something in motion that I couldn't understand. I was meant to serve him, so why was he worshiping me?

I answered his prayer with a gentle moan. My master shouldn't have been wasting his effort pleasing me. He had his own needs and desires to see to.

When he opened his eyes and stared into mine, I knew why he was doing it. My pleasure was just as important to him. Nothing could have made me feel more special. I wasn't just wanted. I was needed.

It felt like he had something to accomplish with it, but I didn't care about his motives. For him to save a moment, just for my pleasure, was the greatest gift I could receive. I'd even say it felt almost as good as what he was holding back.

I knew why it felt so great when he went faster, gradually ramping it up until friction warmed up my clit. Forgetting my hands were stuck to the back of my neck, I tried putting my hands in his hair, only frustrating myself in the process.

My legs wouldn't stay straight anymore. My knees bent until my feet were on his back. I opened my eyes as the shock of two fingers inside me jolted my entire system.

But as the feeling grew to the breaking point, the room around me faded. I didn't see or hear anything anymore. The only sense I had left was of that total release taking control of my body.


“Welcome back.”

I tried moving my arms. Locked. Not that I would have moved them far. I was exhausted, even though every part of me felt relieved.

Craig stood over me to my right side. “That's how many times today? Four or five? Maybe six?”

“Did I just come?” No denying it. Somehow, a climax had brought me back to reality all these times.

He crossed his arms. “Very hard. I'm sure you can guess who did the work, since your hands are kinda useless now.”

I tried spitting at him. Nothing but air and hate came out. It had probably been hours since I'd had any water, and I knew he was giving me a disgusting workout. “You sick bastard.”

He reached down and put a frigid water bottle between my breasts. “It's yours, under one condition.”

“What? That I let you fuck me?” I kicked my legs until I was sitting up. The water bottle fell into my lap, on some very sensitive skin. “Is that what you just did to me?”

“No.” He pulled the bottle out and held it like he was about to pour some in my mouth. I titled my head up, if only for just a taste before he said, “The cap's not even off, Ivy.”

“I'm not so desperate that I'd be a sex slave for a drink of water.”

He actually twisted the cap off and offered the opening up to my lips. Only a partial sip poured into my mouth. It wasn't even enough to bother swallowing.

“See, I'm not all bad.”

“Don't try to Stockholm Syndrome me, you prick!” I really did manage to spit on him, this time. It landed on his chest, square in the middle.

Craig sighed, and then gave my face an icy splash. It chilled me instantly, on the outside, at least. “Do you think I wanted to see you like this?”

“Then why not let me go?”

His expression actually looked warm as he gently pushed me onto my back again, crawling over me with the open bottle in one hand. “You'd just be miserable again. I can't bear to see that.”

“And you know I'd get you fired in a heartbeat.” It was the greatest threat I could think to dish out, from my perspective.

“Fired?” He offered up another sip, which I begrudgingly took, getting a full gulp this time. “I turned in my two weeks today. I'm changing jobs.”

“Then I'll just contact your new employer and—”

Craig had shut me up with a sudden pour down my throat. “Listen, I put your name in as who I think should replace me.”

I coughed, trying to get the water out of my airway. “You mean?” I went into another sputtering fit before I could ask the full question.

“Yeah,” he put the bottle on the nightstand. “But my recommendation alone won't do it. That's almost three times your current salary you'd be making.”

“So what about the job description includes bondage?”

He stood up again and walked to his closet, naked as a freshly minted newborn. “Nothing about the job, but I had to get you that way before I let you get back to your old self.”

“So what's she like?” I knew the me he took pleasures with wasn't' myself. “Is she nothing but a skanky, little slut?”

Craig closed the door. Pinched between two fingers, was one condom, still in the wrapper. “She wouldn't make me use one of these, I'm sure.”

“That's disgusting!” I needed a baby like a new hole in my head. And to feel that stuff inside you? I didn't ever want to know what it was like.

“No,” Craig tossed the package onto my lower stomach, maddeningly close to my privates for something like that. “She does exactly what you order yourself to do.”

It didn't make any sense. “What I order?”

“Think about the last things you remember telling yourself before you black out. You've done them, but in her way.” He pinched the wrapper again, trailing a corner against my skin to drive me mad. “Aced the presentation, paid me back for me office, she knows how I did this to you...”

I winced as the tickling corner dragged within inches of my ladyhood. “And?”

“She wouldn't let me fuck you, or her, whichever you want to use. No matter how badly she wanted it.”

“And she won't, ever.”

Craig shoved a hand over my mouth. “Careful with that. If you've have told yourself that you wouldn't, the deal would be off.” He actually looked worried. “And that would just break her heart, so soon after she learned she had one.”

My dreams were right in front of me on a platter, and I only had to submit to the unthinkable to get them. I knew that whatever I ordered, would happen, but at what cost?

He held the hand tight against my lips. “Promise not to do anything stupid when I let you talk?”

I nodded.

“Good, but before I let you make your wish, I've got one thing you need to say as well.” He pulled the hand away. “That is, 'and I'm never coming back.'”

“But I'd be like, whatever she's like, for good.” And would I even be aware?

“It's your one choice. You want my job, and I wanted to be more than just friends. It's the only way we'd get what we both want.”

“Why?” Marriage, or even more than the rare one-night-stand, just sounded like a burden. “You know I'm kinda married to my career.”

Craig ran the tips of his ring and middle fingers on each side of my folds, just teasing me. “What's to stop you from asking for more than just my position? Aside from serving me, she's fanatical at getting your way.” He glanced against a lip down there, if only to shock me. “That blowjob was very enthusiastic this afternoon.”

And I knew I was terrible at them. Everything he'd said had been true, other than that feigned innocence earlier. Plus, I didn't have a bargaining chip to offer. But it never hurt to negotiate in business anyway. “Make me stay that way for one year, and if I decide it's a happy life then, I'll let you turn me back.”

“Five years. Ambition takes time, so dream big and let it do its work.”

“Deal.” At least I knew I wasn't dooming myself to being his slave for no reason, and I had a way to back out. What's five years of your life to not remember, in order to live your dreams?

“Then order yourself to achieve what you really want in five years, and tell yourself you won't return until then.”

An orgasm alone wouldn't bring me back after this, but I was ready. His smiling face was the last thing I saw, for a long while after I closed my eyes. “I will run that whole damn company in five years, and I won't come back until I do.”

And with that, I was out, for a very long time.


“You're so ambitious, Ivy. I had no idea you'd aim that high.”

Whatever it took, I had a new goal in life I had to achieve. But for now, I had two closer ones I could put my hands on. If they weren't still behind my head.

“May I have some of that water, please?”

Craig set to work untying me. “If it's not enough, I can get more while you drink that.” The knot gave way, letting me feel the comfort of having my arms in front again. “And I have amazing news.”

“Yeah?”

“The other you agreed to let you take over.”

If she was so miserable, why wouldn't she? “So I'll stop blacking out when I come?”

“You got it.” The soft strap unwound from my wrists until my hands were totally free. “I'll go ahead and get you another bottle.”

Craig left me with the water I needed so badly. He was far too good to me to be just a master. I grabbed the partially-full bottle and turned it up. I didn't remember having any water since right before I slayed that sales presentation. They couldn't keep their eyes or ears off of me back then.

I finished the last of it in seconds. Placing the empty on the nightstand, I thought about what I had ahead of me. “CEO in five years? But won't that take time away from Craig?”

I couldn't argue with it. He wouldn't leave me anyway, just like he didn't when he watched me get off in that undersized cubicle. And he wouldn't stop me, just like when I sucked him off while his boss talked to him from the other side of his desk, none the wiser. And then for the rest of the afternoon, until he finally came at five.

But I wasn't just sexy and lucky to have Craig. I was powerful as well. Or at least, I would be.

Even if I had to be a hard-ass with everyone else, I'd melt like ice in boiling water for him, always. And I knew he'd do the same for me. Who says a career woman can't have a perfect love life, too?

A very risky urge pulsed into my head, just seconds before he came back in the room. He had water in both hands, already dripping with condensation. I took the one he handed me, expecting him to open the other for himself.

Instead, he sat the other on the stand as well. “In case that's not enough either.”

He was such a sweet man. “I know you heard Doug and I talking in my office. He's leaving, and I'm leaving in two weeks.”

I hated that I wouldn't see him all day anymore, but office romances were beyond strictly forbidden at work. Hiding it would be torture.

He sat down next to me on the bed, our thighs touching. “But I put your name in for mine, which made Doug put it in for his. If you really bust ass, that'll shoot you straight from the cube farm to middle-management.”

I almost spit out the water in my mouth. “Are you kidding me?” That jump alone would take at least five years, even with amazing luck and connections. “It's there for the taking, just like that?”

“You're competent at your job, but you'll really have to prove you're the right person to get it.” Craig technically wasn't my boss, but he was a rank above me in the same department. And his boss was my boss's boss.

“I don't know what to say, or even think.” I truly was stunned. The fact that he had pulled those kinds of strings for me, even before I was his willful property... “Craig,” I had to know, “I want you to be honest with yourself and with me.”

“About what?”

“I already think I know the answer, but,” I almost couldn't get it out, “do you love the other me?”

He wrapped an arm around my hip, squeezing tight. “I think you're both the same person, just with different attitudes.” He looked like he was having trouble now. “But yeah, I've loved her for the past year, and I knew she'd never accept it.”

I didn't mind being the pawn of my other self. She was getting her wish, and I was getting Craig. Somehow, he'd found a way to make all three of us happy. “It's because of this stone, isn't it?”

“Listen, if you take it off, she'll come back. That's why it's locked like that around your neck.” He turned and looked at me. “But if you don't want it on anymore, I'll take it off of you.”

But then we wouldn't be together, and I couldn't achieve my goal. “Don't you dare take it off of me, do you understand?” Even a slave can try making a demand. And mine was to remain as one.

He nodded. “She agreed to five years of letting you take over. If you pull it off, she'll let you keep control.”

“She really was lonely and not living up to her dreams, wasn't she?”

Craig smiled at me and moved his arm up to my shoulders, pulling me closer. “I couldn't stand to see the woman I loved flounder like that. I didn't know if the stone would work, but the guy who sold it to me didn't lie a bit.”

“So you found a new job, gambled on a chance, and just went for it.” I leaned into him. “All for someone who didn't return your feelings?”

“I knew if I told her, she'd have shot me down. It was the only way.”

In his own way, Craig really was devoted to us. I knew I had to show him how much I loved him back, at least with this version of myself. “The last thing I remember from before is you taking care of my needs, and then I wake up to you taking care of me again.”

He didn't know how to take it. “What was I supposed to do?”

“You can always finish what you started.”

Craig reached back, pulling an unopened condom off the bed. “I know you're not on birth control.”

But I wanted it not just inside me. I couldn't stand the idea of even a piece of latex between us. “And you know you don't have to. Just pull out.”

“You know that's not safe. You've got a career to think of.”

I did, but I also had my own feelings and desires. I leaned back and stretched out my arms for him. “I trust you.” And even if he did, would it be the worst thing in the world?

“You're positive?”

I had never been more sure of any choice in what little I remembered. Trusting him was all I knew, other than the collected knowledge I shared with that other me. “Put that thing down and get over here.” I wrapped my legs around his chest and pulled as hard as I could. “Now.”

Craig gave in, crawling on top of me. “What if—”

“You'll keep yourself under control, remember?”

I felt his tip bump against my pussy, already wet as a pool. “Don't let me come inside you. Alright?”

“Just fuck me like I'm your personal whore.” I pulled his waist down until his cock pressed into me, I was in for a stretch. “Because I am.”

As his head parted my entrance, Craig was as gentle as he had always been with me. I took a deep breath and nodded at him. He pressed further inside, the first inch already making me close my eyes.

Craig rubbed my cheek and put his fingers in my hair. He kissed between my breasts to give me time to get used to it. He barely moved in further, then withdrew. I felt the gape slowly close up.

I opened my eyes again. “This time, just fuck the hell out of me.”

“You sure? I don't want to hurt you.”

My smile wasn't staying hidden and longer. “If it's too much, I'll get used to it. Let's just get that part over with.”

I should have known better. As Craig propped himself at the entry once again, I braced myself by gripping his biceps and holding on tight. I cried out, feeling the tension sink deeper inside. With a hard push, Craig had filled me to the breaking point.

His cock felt like a challenge. Unbearably painful at first, the longer he kept it in, the better it felt. When Craig finally pulled out a little and thrust back in, I fell in love with getting filled all the way up.

“I think you've gotten used to it.” Craig wrapped his arm around my back and plunged as far as my body would let him. I started moaning every time I felt his legs tense up, driving him back in to that perfect spot.

“Can you make me scream?” I couldn't help it. I wanted to know what making that kind of noise felt like. Judging by how tight I was, other me hadn't had any action in several months.

“Careful what you ask for.” Craig coiled back and struck the deepest part of my pussy with an angry jolt.

“Fuck!” I dug my nails into his skin. “That's it!”

Craig started wringing me out like a soaked towel, popping his body into mine hard enough to echo through the room. He pressed his palms into my shoulders, putting his entire body into each crash. My pussy had had enough. I let out a hard scream and pulled him into me.

He stopped, giving me a few seconds of rest. “You've got to work up to that.”

“You think I can't handle it?”

Craig pulled out completely. “You're a lot tighter and less experienced than I expected.”

I wasn't having that. “I don't think that's a problem, and I know more than you think.” Craig lied on his back beside me. I crawled on top, grabbing his cock behind my back. I made sure to rub my pussy against his abs, then did a teasing little shake.

“Then prove it.” Craig latched onto my waist, easing me onto his member. “If I think you did a good job, we'll finish off that way.”

Letting Craig down was the worst fate possible. I let his entire length slide back inside me. Craig pulled my hands in front of me and held them tight as I started bobbing up and down.

“It'll take more than that.” I let a grin peek out of the corner of my mouth as he finished, “You know exactly what I want.”

I started rocking back and forth, putting a slow emphasis into the front strokes. “Is that so?” I switched to putting pressure on the back strokes. “The look on your face is saying I don't.”

My hands broke free from Craig's. I propped myself against his chest, tossing myself side-to-side. Craig's head leaned back, giving me my time to shine.

Craig's chest heaved up and down. I kept going, hoping I could make him come on one hand, letting common sense have it's rebuttal on the other. I pulled one hand away to play with my clit, running the other up his neck.

I propped his chin up with a finger. A hard wiggle opened Craig's eyes.. “Are you close?”

“No.”

“Don't lie to me. You know you want to.” I circled my pussy with Craig all the way in. “But if you come inside me, we'll have a problem.”

“Just keep going.” Craig played with my breasts. “Come on my dick.”

I smiled and fluttered my hand down his chest. I took my bean between two fingers and rolled it between them. I let out a quick whimper and leaned over his face. “Your cock feels so big inside me. God, I kinda want you to come in my pussy.”

Craig pulled me harder into his hips. I felt that little shock in my clit I loved so much. As my walls pulsed against Craig's shaft, I knew I was getting close again.

I wasn't trying to be loud, but it happened. I was ready to come. Every corner of my pussy was full, and I couldn't tell if Craig was bluffing about not being ready himself.

My voice cracked and the sounds coming out of me got shorter and higher. Craig rubbed my thighs and ankles. “That's it. Come again.”

My pussy gave and contracted several times a second as the warmth grew in my hips again. I whimpered, and then pushed myself to rub my clit even faster. “Fuck!”

The full brunt of the orgasm sent me crashing into Craig's chest. I quivered and moaned with each convulsion. He hugged me close and whispered, “You did well. Keep that up, and you get a special reward.”

I struggled to catch my breath. The burning heat in my breasts forced me to rise up. Craig moved a lock of hair out of my face. I caught the tip of his thumb with my teeth, giving it a slow sucking motion. “Glad to see you're still here.”

But something didn't feel right. I let his thumb slip out of my mouth and I rolled off of Craig. Suddenly, I knew that everything I had just done was because he somehow got me to do what I'd never dreamt of doing.

Craig's grinned as he sat up. “You know what you want.”

“You're right, I do.”

“Then take it for yourself.”

That's what I wanted to hear. A switch flipped in my mind. Every reservation that I had was stripped away in an instant.

I rolled off the bed and got on my feet. I bent down for Craig, grabbing his wrists and leaning myself back. My master followed my lead, rising to the occasion in more ways than you can imagine.

Walking back, I pulled Craig with me. The satisfaction on his face grew with every step. I felt the cold surface of the wall on my back as Craig took his final place.

With his body pressed against mine, I waited for permission. I knew what I wanted, but I hadn't yet learned how to claim it. The heat of his breath on my forehead almost singed my skin, my sense of touch amplified like everything else I was experiencing.

“Well,” Craig asked, “what's the hold-up?” His cock pressed against me, way too high for reentry.

I grabbed onto his shoulders and wrapped one leg around Craig's knee. He supported me with a hard grip on my thighs. As his tip speared back inside me, I let out a gasp, already feeling the aggression in his thrust.

Craig let me settle down his length. My other leg wrapped around, holding me tight. He was balls-deep, but I didn't want such an easy ride.

My arms cradled around his neck as I whispered, “Just fuck me.”

He knew exactly what to do, ripping his body into mine like he was pissed at me. I gasped and moaned as he rushed in and out. The wall behind me heated grew hot from the friction.

I flexed my legs hard, trying to get just one more fraction of an inch out of him. Craig fell into a rhythm, perfectly timed with what my body wanted.

Every cell in my body wanted more. I let my voice fill the room. He took it exactly like I wanted, rushing himself inside me like the deepest part of my pussy was a punching bag.

I closed my eyes as the center of my universe pounded into me. Craig held me up, pushing me against those walls I vaguely remember helping him paint two years back. God, it still makes me want to drop to my knees and crawl.

That's when a shred of myself burst through. A twinge of panic hit me as I realized Craig was close to finishing off inside me. My two identities fought as I kept screaming, loving every stroke, but fearing the possible consequences.

It was too much for me to handle. My surrender broke and I opened my eyes. Craig paused for a second and asked, “Having second thoughts?”

I gulped and dug my fingernails into his upper-back. “You can't pull out like this.”

“And?”

“But you said—” My head felt like it was spinning, whirling like a stalled plane toward the ground. That nagging voice in the back of my mind faded. The thing is, I knew it was happening, and I didn't care one bit.

I was free of my old self. That reservation I had always kept about me suddenly felt like an anchor around my ankle. Craig had broken me free of it when I was on the verge of drowning, giving me that first gulp of air my body was screaming for.

He was even more determined than before. I hugged the back of his neck tight with one arm, running my free hand down to my clit. I felt the rush of his skin sliding past on the tips of my fingers. Craig was out to claim me without mercy.

I felt a few beads of sweat trace down, following the contours of my breasts. I pushed my head back against the wall and gasped. The feeling of total freedom under his control overwhelmed me.

“Yes!” I couldn't help myself. The force and girth cramming itself inside me was driving my entire being insane.

Craig started breathing heavier. I let my nails dig in a bit more. Nothing could stop what we had put in motion.

His grip on my ass and thighs tightened. I felt Craig get even harder. Before I knew what was going on, the whole experience had me on the edge again, desperate for the final completion of my new role.

But he wasn't done just yet. Craig was like a man reborn, full of new energy. His hips crashed into mine as my feet bobbed behind him. I buried my face in his neck and cried into his flesh. It only encouraged him.

I broke my lips away and shouted, “Harder!” My chin fell on his shoulder, feeling that tension in his muscles. One hard jolt collapsed my world even further.

That glorious tingle spread through my insides, pulsing out to the rest of my body in waves. I tensed up, gripping onto his body. The walls of my pussy tried locking on Craig's cock, gradually making him work harder for every drive toward rock bottom.

My jaws clenched as I screamed through my teeth. The heat consumed me as Craig grunted and pulled me even tighter. The air felt like ice, except for his breath. Craig exhaled against my skin, doing more than a nibble on my earlobe could ever do.

The rip of orgasm took hold, shocking me into barely realizing I was now on my knees. His hands closed around the sides of my head as my body tremored, and his cock entered my blissfully squealing mouth. Out of control as I was, I still managed to keep my tongue on the underside of his shaft, my lips sealing him in tight.

A thick, burning-hot explosion covered the back of my throat. The salty, otherwise indescribable flavor splashed back and covered my tongue. It made my climax that much harder, knowing I'd proven more than enough to keep him satisfied.

Craig's hands caressed against my temples. He knew I had served him well. Every shot of it proved just how much he loved it. I was the girl of his dreams, fulfilling his most deeply held fantasy, after all.

I let him finish, wanting all of it inside me, even if it wasn't exactly where I wanted it. I sucked hard after the final spurt, hoping to milk just a little more out of him. Part of his gift slid down my throat as I did, making me feel warm and tingly all over.

Giving him a few more teasing licks, I wanted him to know I still wanted more. But he'd need time to recover. And besides, we had plans to lay out.

Aside from keeping our scheme on the down-low, I already knew his bed was the one I wanted to hardly get any sleep in. The life of a sex-obsessed executive would be a busy one. But it was the only life I'd accept before five years were over.

I let him pull out, leaving a drip of cum on my lower lip. Staring up at Craig, I was beaming ear to ear. He brushed all the hair out of my face and said, “Sorry, but I know what'll really piss the other you off, and make her happy at the same time.”

The last of it went down as I swallowed. I put my hands between my thighs, trying to look innocent, like nothing had even happened. “Yeah?”

“If you make your goal early enough,” he looked as devilish as he did angelic, “I don't see any reason for her to realize we're expecting when she comes back.”

The thought of it already had me soaked again. Some faint aftershock of my climax hit me out of nowhere. I fought to keep hold of myself. “If that's your promise to me, I'll take it.”

I never could understand how she didn't love this man already.


I felt groggy, but the memory of going under was still fresh in my mind. I looked around, knowing I'd never seen this place before. Opulent, and definitely my kind of style, the bedroom was half the size of my house.

“Good morning.” Craig stood over me. His face almost looked like he was doting over me.

“Hi.” If anything, the sheets felt amazing against my skin.

“It's our five year anniversary.” He knew it was me already, handing me a copy of Feminine Empire Magazine. The date for the issue was a few months earlier than I expected, but I didn't expect the cover.

There, plain as day, was my raven-haired, green-eyed picture, with my hair cut just past my shoulders, and looking like I had a bit of a gut now. What the hell happened?

In the usual section for the feature story, the giant text read 'Young, Pregnant & Powerful: Expecting Financial Services CEO to Maintain Sudden Empire'.

Did she actually do this? “This isn't a joke, right?”

“Yeah, she made it to the top.” Craig flashed the gold band around his left ring finger. “And we're one of the most powerful couples in the world.”

“You crazy bastard. You didn't lie a bit back then.” I was flabbergasted.

Craig patted my stomach with a gentleness I can only describe as nurturing, several inches higher than I expected, based on the photo. “Three months from now, we get to meet our daughter.”

I don't know if it was hormones, the look on his face, or the realization I'd made it. Hell, it had to be all three. But I burst into tears.

His hands pulled one of mine off my face and held tight. Craig didn't say a word, giving me time to let it all out.

Sobbing the entire time, I asked, “So you did all of this for me?” Having hit the top, even the incoming baby made the realization even more joyous. “And why?”

Craig was on his knees, his eyes full of a mix of dread and hope. “I did it,” a sudden smile drew across his face, “because about a year before I gave you that necklace, I knew I loved you.”

And based on what he'd held up on his end, I knew it was as true as his promise five years prior. “That other me is something else. I didn't even dream of having a family unless I'd put myself on top of the world.” I knew I had left a major part out. “But I thought I'd be too old by that point, if I even got there at all.”

It made sense to both of us at the same time. Craig opened his mouth first. “Maybe she's the part of you that had to accomplish both in spades, instead of doubting yourself and compromising.”

My take on it was similar, but the way Craig had put it cast an airport spotlight on myself.I knew what would make this version of me happy, for the rest of all three of our shared existences.

“Craig, if you really loved this version of myself, I only ask one thing.”

“Name it.”

The way he didn't hesitate filled my heart with joy. “Give me one day a month, with no major decisions involved, to come out.” Having a rare moment of self-awareness of my true nature, I knew that doubting part of my personality would fuck everything up if left to run loose for very long. “Even if a year passes in twelve days for myself, I'll make that sacrifice.”

“That other you will be happy to hear that's what you want.” Craig had tears threatening to roll out of his eyes too. “She wanted to make sure the woman I fell in love with didn't hate herself.”

It hurt to even say it, but I had to ask, “Do you love her, or me?”

Craig smiled and put it best. “She told me last night, 'You fell in love with me, and I'll always be her. Make sure she knows that I'm only the her she knew she could be, if she only believed in herself and listened to her heart.”

“So she's the perfect me.” The deep pang of despair in my heart lasted for a split-second, but I knew this was the only way. “That's okay.”

“I can tell it bothers you.” The look in Craig's eyes told me exactly what I wanted to know. And then his voice did as well. “I love you in the exact way I love her, because you're both the Ivy I fell in love with.”

“How could you even say that?” I didn't want to believe it, but I couldn't help doing so. “She's so much more than I could ever be.”

Craig put it in a way that made every day after that pure Heaven. “If it weren't for you, she wouldn't exist.” Before he ran his hand between my legs, he added, “Tell yourself you'll understand you're thankful, but you'll stick around, aware of everything.”

By the time Gianna was born, healthy and beloved, that other self and I were the same identity. Except now, there was no disagreement or doubt in either of us. And we both loved and worshiped Craig, for how much he believed in our potential. Both individually and together.
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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!”

* * *

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.”

* * *

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.

* * *


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.”

* * *

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!”
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