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BILLIONAIRE'S BIMBO

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

“Plans for the night?”

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

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

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

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

Shit. “Yes, sir?”

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You won't want to, very shortly.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Now you can have your body back.”

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

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

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

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

“You mean...”

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

“And what's that?”

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

Yes, that's what I want.

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Did I give you permission to come?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nolan!”

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

“Yes! Fuck!”

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

I hate him so much.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You're finally awake.”

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

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

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

“How did you know it was a bath?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

And as usual for his mid-day 'consultation,' Nolan was already rock hard in anticipation.


BIMBO ACADEMY:

FLAWLESS ASSISTANT

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh, yeah.”

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

“Nice to meet you, I guess.”

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

“And you are?”

“Your father never talked about me?”

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

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

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

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

“Uh huh...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You recognize this room?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And you'll tell me without joking?”

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

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

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

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

“You fought for the Soviets?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“To be honest, I think he hates you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So she was a student.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I have staff while I'm learning?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Serve me?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Anya, this is Alexei.”

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

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

Grandfather noticed. “Anya, sledoyte za treneepobkoy.”

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

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

“Alexei, take out your bracelet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You have TB?”

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

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

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

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

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

“You're not leaving so I can...”

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

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

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

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

“None of this bothers you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That's good to hear.”

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean, the old you.”

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

“I'm sorry about this.”

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

“I mean what just happened, too.”

“That is my fault. I was weak.”

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

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

Me? “I don't believe that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lesson?”

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

“I just did, didn't I?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nyet!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It was a question.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do not hesitate. Make me regret it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You are not satisfied?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I pushed her forward again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You're still not done.”

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

“Good, you're behaving now.”

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

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

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

She shook her head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anya tried to block with her hands. Totally unacceptable.

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

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

“Khu'i!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


BIMBO ACADEMY 3:

FUNDAMENTAL CONVERSION

This job was getting to be too much. After tallying up thirty-four student exams, I realized my role could be summed up as 'glorified dom, with paperwork.' If the subject of the evaluation didn't leave my office a shivering, broken mess of her former self, I had failed. But my first time prepping a new student for our lessons obliterated that simple view I had of why Smolensky Finishing Academy exists.

The light knock on my office door should have told me who it was. As always, I had to hide my automatic arousal as my grandmother entered. I still wondered if this woman, who looked no older than twenty, had been born in 1939. “Do you have a moment, Alexei?”

I knew she had something important on her mind. It's the only time she acted so polite. “I can spare a few minutes. What's up?”

She took a seat, crossing her legs so that the split in her sheer dress revealed too much thigh. “Your dedushka asked me to make a special request of you.”

Nope, I'm not banging my grandmother. No way in hell. I couldn't help frowning for even going that far. “And that is?”

“We have a new student coming this evening.” Natalia grinned as if she was setting up a prank. “A special case.”

“Doesn't Anya handle entrance evaluations?” As well as my wife did train the students, I wondered how awful some of them would have been before she got hold of them. “I wouldn't know the first thing about doing that.”

“As an American,” my grandfather, grandmother, and my wife all said 'American' like they held where I was born against me, “you know better how to handle this sort of person.” But they always came up with a reason to at least dislike everyone, of every background.

“I'm not sure how that matters. What's the issue here?”

“Have you ever spoken to God, Alexei?”

Right before a test I didn't study for, sure, I hoped I could beg something for mercy. “I'm not the religious sort, if that's what you're asking.”

My grandmother nodded. “I thought as much. That means you are perfect for this.”

My face went blank. “What are you not telling me?”

“Your first new student is the daughter of a very important man, and Anya might be too harsh on her.”

“I'm supposed to be even stricter than she is.” Nothing added up here. “What makes this girl so special?”

“You will see at dinner. Make sure Anya dresses,” Natalia stood up and turned to leave, “with modesty.”


“You act like you want to hide me, Alexei.” Anya hated dressing like this, but she knew the orders came from over my head. She forced her breasts against my arm as we walked down the hallway to the dining room and then whispered, “And stealing one of my students. You have no shame.”

I knew what she was hinting at. “Calm yourself down until this is over, alright?”

“Such a neglectful husband.” By this point, I assumed guilt-tripping you while turning you on was a talent all Russian women were born with.

“That's enough,” I gave her a quick swat on the ass to tide her over, “try to behave yourself in there.”

“You owe me after this.”

“I'm sure I'll pay for it later.” We got to the end of the corridor. “Now try to act decent, if only for a few minutes, please?”

“Of course.” Anya recomposed herself, standing erect and looking as graceful as I knew she could at least pretend to be. Her perfect posture, immaculately straightened hair, and the way every part from the long sleeves to the bottom hem hugged her body in that blue dress, made Anya the living embodiment of elegance.

I pushed the door open, seeing our three guests at the middle of the table. Our empty seats were right across from them. Seeing a woman in her fifties so uncomfortable probably meant my grandfather had cracked the wrong joke.

Without the courtesy of letting me pull our chairs back or to even check out the fine, young blonde next to him, the man I guessed was her father stood and put his hand out. “Senator Jerry Chandler,” he gave a practiced smile, “nice to have your acquaintance.”

Fucking politician. “Alex Smolensky,” I stuck my hand out, matching his squeeze, “and this is my wife, Anya.”

She offered her own hand. The senator held on to her a bit long for my liking. Anya's smile started to crack before he settled down and took his seat.

“Alexei,” my grandfather started in, “tell the senator what we can do for his daughter.”

I had barely gotten my ass in the chair, and I was already in the spotlight. I'm gonna fuck her brains out, first of all. “She'll enter as a young girl, but she'll graduate as a refined lady.”

A quick glance at the mother, and I knew she didn't come from this academy. In fact, I knew neither of them had any clue what actually happened here. Senator Chandler slapped the table, full of phony enthusiasm. “You see, Janet? Lara's in good hands here.”

“But for two whole years? Shouldn't she go to college instead?”

The bone of contention was right there, open as a compound fracture. “She missed the deadline to apply this semester too. Lara knew if she didn't decide, I would for her.”

His poor wife probably knew he was lining her up to shoot her down. “But she wants to go to nursing school. Why can't you let her decide?” I felt bad for her, even if her hair looked like it had been formed in a vat like every politician's wife.

“And the only husband she'll find there is some closet queer.”

I guess I know which party he's a part of. As a couple of the house staff entered with our food, I tried to steer everyone back on track. “Ma'am, I was told that I will be tutoring your daughter personally, as a special guest of our academy.”

She nodded and looked down, hands in her lap. Of course, her husband spoke for her. “My wife is only concerned about our daughter's future, just like myself.”

“I can see that.”

“But what she doesn't realize is how much harder our daughter's life will be if she gets too many uppity ideals.” As soon as the plate hit the table in front of him, the senator had his fork in hand. “Our daughter would be honored to be a student here.”

And your idea of table manners starts and stops with 'don't fuck the pork roast.' “We'd be honored to have her.”

“She'll prove herself worthy of your institution.”

'Worthy.' The emptiest word in the English language.


The longest dinner of my life finally ended. As Mr. and Mrs. Chandler said their good-byes to their Lara, my grandfather motioned for me to follow as he got up. “Anya,” he said, “the new student is in your care until we are finished.”

She grabbed me by the upper arm, muttering, “You still owe me later.”

Have I ever turned you down? “I shouldn't be too long. Just take care of her until I get back.”

A line of ice traced up my back from the slow, deliberate way she said, “I will.”

It's not like I could do anything about it. My grandfather wasn't the person you left waiting around here. He was already at the doorway opposite the one we had entered earlier, clearly heading toward his own office.

As soon as I caught up to him at the start of another corridor, he said, “New students do not arrive after the start of the semester, but this girl is a unique case.”

She didn't look any better or more important than any of the other students. “How so?”

“Alexei, do you think she will be happy living under her father's thumb, even though she is old enough to choose for herself?”

“So it's better if we force her to believe things instead.” I didn't mean to come across so snarky and ham-fisted.

A quick swat to the back of my head was punishment enough, but that look of derision in his eyes was enough to gut me. “You Americans all think that hypocrites are fine, so long as they have money.”

“He seemed honest and open about being a shitty person to me.”

“True.” I saw his usual grin come back as he pulled his customary after-dinner cigarette out of his breast pocket. “Do you like people like that man, Alexei?”

“Self-proclaimed religious conservatives hell-bent on forcing their ideals onto everyone but themselves? What more could I ask for in a person?”

“It is always sarcasm with you.” His lighter clicked a tiny flame out. “We had our own people like him in Soviet Russia.”

One thing you learn quickly about my grandfather, grandmother, and wife: Even though they find a reason to hate every group of people, they always save their most vile feelings for their fellow Russians.

“Money taken under the table, unspeakable luxury, and even immunity from the law.” He was having another one of those verbal flashbacks. “Only for the party leaders and their backers, but nothing for the common worker. And today? All in the hands of even fewer oligarchs.”

“It must have been awful there. I'm glad you found a way over here.”

My grandfather stopped at his office door, leaned against it, and then crossed his arms. “Who said I was speaking of Russia?”

He had me there. Of all of the obscenely wealthy people I had met, my grandfather was the only one who spoke openly with contempt for how shitty the rich treat their employees. Knowing the accounting books behind this academy by then, even the lowliest employee made a more than decent living. It told me why so many people had been with him for so long.

“Come,” he opened the door, “let me tell you what has to be done with that girl.”

“Is this a test, or a special assignment you're trusting me with?”

My grandfather didn't bother responding. He marched straight to his opulent desk in the middle of the room and sat, a plume of gunmetal blue smoke flowing upward from his mouth. As soon as I had my ass in a chair, he answered. “Both, Alexei, for you and Anya.”

As far as I knew, he trusted my wife just as much as my grandmother. “I thought she was your crowning achievement since founding this place. Why question her ability now?”

“I am questioning nothing about her talents.”

“So why test us both?”

He relaxed the way he always did when I finally asked the right question. “The school will be in fine hands with the two of you. By now, I am certain of that.”

My own shoulders dropped, finally at ease with the way the conversation was going. “So Lara Chandler isn't getting the normal lesson plan.”

“Natalia is right about you.” He flicked the ashes off the end of his cigarette, right into a crystal tray fit for a museum. “You are smarter than you act.”

I didn't quite take it as a compliment, but you valued whatever seemed like kind words you could scavenge around them. Living and working around people with brutal, unfiltered honesty takes a thick hide and a strange kind of skill. You could almost call it refreshing after dealing with fake niceties your entire life, assuming you can get used to it.

“So tell me,” my grandfather started in again, “was I wrong for taking his money?”

The right side of my mouth bunched up as I thought about what he was really asking me. I came back with the most valuable question I had learned here. “What's the part you left out?”

“This moron thinks that because I am wealthy and Russian, supporting us is a wise campaign move.”

I won't get into my own political opinions here, but it was odd how members of one party suddenly cozied up to our family, as if the decades of suspicion never happened. I just nodded, expecting another diatribe from my grandfather about how similar corrupt politicians are in Russia and America.

He pleasantly surprised me by getting to the point. “What he does not know is that I refuse to give his daughter the standard curriculum.”

“I actually agree with that.” Lara wasn't the rebellious, spiteful kind of girl we usually dealt with. “The last thing she needs is to be taught how to be more submissive and mindless. The girl didn't say a word all through dinner.”

“She is a model daughter for her father.” He took another drag, holding it in longer than usual. As he talked, the curling tendrils of smoke wafted from my grandfather's mouth. “Turning her into what her father hates most is what both of them deserve.”

Among the tenets we expect our students to live up to, independence wasn't one of them. “I understand exactly what you're getting at.”

“Good.” He leaned back, ready to stare at the ceiling alone, or whatever he always did after our one-on-one meetings. “Just remember, if she is a student, she must have a bracelet. Do with that information as you see fit.”


“Nyet, this is not the house of a devil!” I was still a good thirty feet from my bedroom, but I could already hear those two having rounds with each other.

Lara's voice rattled my eardrums for the first time. “You're a sinner and a whore!” If I didn't get in there, fast, it was going to get physical. Anya didn't fuck around when a student flipped her switches.

“Po'shyol na hui, suka!” I heard rapid footsteps, and then a clinking sound. “B'lyad! Piz'da!” Anya kept throwing every obscenity out there, even ones I hadn't learned yet.

I stopped with the commotion. Something had snapped between the two, and I wasn't sure I wanted to step in the middle of the fracture. My best guess was that Anya had finally reared back and slapped Lara's face to the back of her head.

As stern as I let her be with students, I couldn't stand for hitting one of them in anger. I shoved the door with my shoulder and tromped right in. Suddenly, it wasn't Lara I had to rescue.

“Is this what you do here? Let staff shout at students?” Lara stood in the middle of the room, somehow triumphant. Her calf-length skirt ended in a leg, leading to a flat resting on the chain between a pair of cuffs.

For the first and only time I'd ever seen it, Anya's face dripped with shame. Still in the same blue dress as before, she didn't say a word to explain it. Without knowing how it happened, I had no idea what kind of girl I was dealing with.

“So,” my eyebrows almost hit my hairline, “I guess I missed something.”

“Your wife tried to handcuff me.” As she tended to do with students who get out of line during a lesson, or to the ones looking for extra credit. “My daddy'll sue the daylights out of this place and have you shut down.”

“Calm down.” I had one of the bracelets in my pocket, but I knew this would be a teachable moment for Anya. “When an instructor tells you to do something here, don't question them. Trust me.”

“Trust you? Why would she even do that?”

Probably to see if you're still a virgin. “You picked up moves like that somewhere. Do all of the senators' kids get training?”

“Some of us take martial arts when we're young.”

That's how that happened. Good to know before I try something. “I'm impressed. Can you show me that move?”

Anya's face glowed red like a forge as Lara showed me how she had pivoted as soon as Anya grabbed her wrist, transitioning into an armlock with just enough pressure to get the point across. “The trick is using their own strength against them.” I quickly realized how vulnerable I had just made myself.

“You're an interesting one. I don't even know if I could handle Anya in a fight.” I really didn't. My wife knew her place as my assistant, and as a bracelet-bearer, but I figured she could toss a slobber-knocker of a punch if she needed to. “Care to let me try?”

Lara eased her grip on my wrist. “Promise you won't try to put a pair of cuffs on me?”

“Do I look like I have any?”

“Fair enough.” She let go completely. “Alright,” she stepped around to my front, “when I grab your wrist, pull and straighten my elbow.”

I looked down, seeing the trace of a smirk in Anya's lips as I followed Lara's instructions. “Like this?”

“Good, now step beside me and wrap your arm around mine.” We followed through the motions as I pulled the bracelet out of my pocket with my free hand. “Now when I elbow behind me with my other arm—”

She never got that far, relaxing for a fraction of a second, and then collapsing to the floor as the golden light from the band flooded the room. I let her be, stepping to Anya. As Lara started writhing in agony from the copper magic's initiation, I pulled my wife up by the arms.

“I never thought I'd see the day.”

“Shut up.” Anya was already turning for me to do something about her predicament. “The key is in my nightstand.”

“Special orders for this one.” I gave her a quick pat on the small of her back. “I hope you understand.”

“Suka p'oshel nak'huy uyebok!”

I translated her words in the most deadpan manner I could. “Bitch motherfucker, fuck you... Really?”

“You know I have to be strong in front of the students.”

“Well, you just fucked that up, didn't you?”

“I...” She knew I was right. “I want to prove it will not happen again.”

Not throwing Anya's pet peeve in her face felt like a shame. Digging my fingertips into her ribs, just below her armpits, I had her wriggling on her feet. “Too bad, you've got your own instructions for this one.”

“Hui!” Anya stayed bent at the waist. “You know I hate that.”

“It's not like I tickle you like that when you're wearing cuffs in bed. Come on, just admit you fucked up and we can move on.”

Anya straightened herself and tilted her head at me. “You are pushing it, Alexei.”

“Good.” It's about then that I noticed Lara pulling herself up to her hands and knees. “It's gonna get pushed further, and you'll fucking like it.”

“No, I can not let a student get the upper-hand. All of them will see it as weakness.”

I shook my head and reached a hand down for Lara. Pulling her up, I forced her to stand in front of Anya, Lara's forehead even with my wife's chin. “I'm supposed to teach this one, so let's consider her an intern.”

“The old man has lost his mind.” Anya started to take a step back, until I grabbed her by the upper arms. “You can not teach Lara what I can teach.”

“I'm not supposed to. Old man's orders.”

“You do not know what he is asking.”

Lara started coming to, holding her wrist, exactly where the band was doing it's magic. Her voice was nowhere near as brash as before. “Where are my parents?”

Anya couldn't hide the spite any longer. “They dumped you here, so that my husband can prove he is a fool.”

Is that jealousy in her voice? “What Anya means is, 'You're here so you can pursue your dreams, instead of your father's plans for you.'”

“You mean,” Lara whipped around, barely keeping herself from hugging me around my neck, “I can go to nursing school?”

This poor fucking kid. “If that's what you want, then yeah.”

Lara's mind tried to process it, but she just couldn't understand the sudden reversal of her fortune. “No no, no. I'm supposed to go to a private Christian college and meet my future husband. My father would never stand for this.”

“He's the one who put you here.”

“You mean daddy's letting me do what I choose for myself?”

Anya couldn't resist butting in again. “Not exactly.”

Lara was already back in that state of delirium. “Why is that lady in handcuffs? What's going on?”

It was time for a little reprogramming. “Lara, look at me.” I stepped in front of her, “Right here. Hey!”

“I don't even know where I'm at.”

A quick snap of my fingers had her back on track. “Listen, you're going to follow your own path now. What your father wants for you is not in your best interests, and you know it.”

She nodded, the faintest hint of a smile drawing across her lips.

“You are at Smolensky Finishing Academy for the rest of this year, and then the next, but not as a traditional student.”

“So why am I here?”

“Think of it as an internship. As the next headmaster, I need a helper to get settled in.” I put my hand on top of her head, ruffling her hair just a bit. “The current headmaster and I chose you for the honor.”

“So I answer to you?”

“Exactly.” It was time to drive the thumbscrews in. “You answer only to myself and the current headmaster, and nobody else while you're here.”

Anya could handle that last part. “This is unacceptable, Alexei!” My wife forced herself between us as best she could, not having use of her hands and all that. “You would put this, child, above my rank?”

“Technically, she's a grown woman,” I patted Anya's forehead in the most patronizing way I could, “and you'll just have to deal with it.”

My wife glared from within inches of Lara's face. “I will never take orders from you.”

This might be crazy enough to work. “Lara, I've already got a job for you.”

“Yes, sir?”

Sir? I like it. “We expect discipline and obedience from our students, but it looks like our star teacher has forgotten that they apply to her as well.”

Anya tried barging her way through and past us. A quick snatch at the chain linking her wrists put and end to that. Of course, Anya being Anya, rose her shoulders in defiance.

“Where the hell do you think you're going?” I forced her to turn back around. “It's your fault you ended up like this.”

“What my husband means,” it was like Anya was trying to downplay my authority, “is that he enjoys pranks and testing new people.”

That tears it. “Lara,” I meant it to sound like an order, “molest this bitch until she cracks.”

“Mudila yobaniy, yebat tya v'rot!” Anya tensed up like a spitting cat as soon as Lara's hand grabbed her ass. “Yob tvoyu mat!”

“That's not quite enough,” I knew I'd be teaching this sheltered girl how to do all kinds of degrading things before the night ended, “do the unthinkable to her.” I motioned toward the dresser where Anya kept her favorite 'toys.'

“Yes, sir.” Lara was already making me proud.

“Here, let's make it easier.” I jerked my head toward the dresser again. “Get a few more pairs of cuffs out of there.”

I marched Anya to the foot of the bed and forced her to bend over. The zipper split from the top of her neck, gliding all the way down her back with just the stroke of my finger. I forced the dress off her shoulders, jerking the sleeves down her arms until the cuffs blocked the way.

Tangled up in her own dress, Anya knew well enough to stay still while I got the universal key for all of her restraints. Even that stubborn bitch knew fighting back would only make it worse. It wasn't quite hatred in her eyes, but some spark of resistance glared back as I got back to her.

Lara had done exactly as told, dropping at least six pairs of cuffs on the mattress. Stainless steel, pink, fuzzy, leopard print. You name the finish, Anya probably had it.

I unlocked the set of cuffs, not completely sure I wouldn't get a jaw-cracking slap. “Now,” I pulled Anya back up by the nape, “take everything off.”

She kicked herself out of her heels, and then let the dress fall around her ankles. She wasn't wearing anything underneath, because of fucking course she wasn't. Anya considered any kind of underwear the top layer of an outfit, only.

I couldn't help admiring my wife, naked as Eve, sexy enough to ruin all advice about personality being superior, and mad as hell. My hands drifted along her body from breasts to between her legs. “I really should humiliate her more often.”

Anya couldn't help herself. “Yest' der'mo i umeret, vy oba.”

“Now,” Lara stood, waiting for my next order, “let's make sure she behaves.” I went over and pulled the backless bench next to the walk-in closet, leaving it just feet in front of them. The leather cushion and narrow legs made it perfect for Anya's punishment.

“Making her strap me to a bench? You are a slave-driver, Alexei.” Anya had at least enough left in her to cross her arms, leaning to one side.

“No,” I pointed down, “you're going to do it to yourself.”

Anya knew refusing would send her own bracelet into a fury of what she described as 'a pain to make you envy the dead.' I almost expected it to set off as she walked herself to the toy box. When she pulled a collar with loops in the front and back out and strapped it around her neck, I knew Anya was only fulfilling my orders to the best of her ability.

“Let me know if you need any help.” I made my way to the chair in the corner pulled it past the bed for a better view. I sat and rested a foot on my knee, thinking this is gonna be one hell of show.

I watched Anya sit down and clasp a pair of cuffs to each ankle, shutting the other ends of them around the legs on the end of the bench closer to me. Leaning back, she reached behind herself, binding her neck to crossbar on the other end. After she had her right arm under lockdown, she used her left hand to take care of itself.

With my wife unable to move any part of herself more than mere inches, Lara didn't hesitate to stand over her head. My intern's new purpose in life being the sexual torture of her helpless victim, both hands slapped onto Anya's breasts, squeezing hard enough to leave clear outlines for moments. A final pinch of the nipples between her fingers made the victim gasp.

Lara stood back up, pulling her cardigan up, her skirt down. The deep pink lace of her bra and panties revealed she probably wasn't as innocent as her creepy father believed. She had herself stripped that far, but hesitated.

“That's alright, you can keep those on for now.” I had to leave her some measure of dignity, unlike the trained sluts we called students.

“Thank you, sir.” Lara smiled at the concession. “Any requests?”

A few thoughts crossed my mind, each one dirtier than the last. “No, I want to see your creativity at work. The only thing you can't do is hurt her,” I paused for a moment, “permanently, anyway.”

Lara shot me the nastiest grin I'd ever seen. I realized how much all of the sexual repression she had faced had probably turned her into one fucked-up little tramp, if only in her own subconscious. “Can I use any of the toys I saw in there?” She pointed back to the cabinet.

“Anything you can get hold of is fair game.”

She jumped and clapped her hands together, squealing like I'd just given her a new car. “I won't let you down!” It was a mad dash, Lara pulling drawers and rifling through Anya's extensive collection.

I got up to check on my wife, getting on my hands and knees to face her at eye level, upside down as they were. “We could do this every night. You know you'd like it.”

Her voice rasped because of the collar pulling against her throat. “It is like how I feel about my husband.” Smirking, Anya finally told me the raw truth about our relationship. “I hate it so much, that I can not help but love it more.”

It almost didn't make sense, but Anya would never admit to even liking anything remotely nice. I gave her a pat on the cheek. “Who knows what will happen? I might even fuck her on top of you,” I stood back up and added, “every fucking night.”

Anya had brought students to our room for 'night lessons' before, but even she drew a line at literally becoming furniture. “You would not.”

I back up onto my knees and unzipped my trousers, pulling my shaft out and tapping her in the face with it. Already stiff and rearing to go, I forced it between her lips and thrust forward. “Just shut up, already.”

Lara was back already, holding just a few toys. “I was gonna use that part of her.”

“Wait, weren't you raised Evangelical?”

“Yeah, what about it?” She looked genuinely confused.

Anya's throat started to twitch, the limits of her gag reflex hitting hard. “I thought this would at least bother you, but you're taking to it like you've done something like this before.”

Lara blushed. “It is wrong to do, but since I had to stay pure for my future husband above all else,” she looked at me like I had just pantsed her on stage, “well, you know.”

Oh. “You don't have to worry about getting judged here, but I get it.” I'd always suspected some crazy shit went on in the girl's bunkhouses at Bible camps everywhere. I mean, people are going to find a way to get themselves off, no matter how much you shame them about it.

“Other girls and fantasizing was all I had.” Lara poked at the tip of Anya's pink, silicon rabbit.

“You realize your wedding night would have been the most awkward time in your life, right?”

Now we were getting into unknown territory for her. “I thought it was supposed to be a sacred time.”

“Everyone thinks that, until it happens.” Goodness knows my first time was hilariously bad. “It's something that takes practice.”

Lara picked up right where she left off with Anya, teasing her vulnerable slit with care. “But won't that cheapen me to my future husband?”

“Would you let a toddler do homework for you?” It was a crude comparison, but it made my point. “This academy pumps out perfect wives, and that's a large part of what Anya teaches the students.”

It let her know the punishment could pick up a bit. Lara plunged the highly abstract imitation of a cock deep into Anya, who was already wet enough to make it not a problem. My new project focused everything into pounding away after that, positioning herself for the full view.

Anya's mouth vibrated around me, but Lara was still an amateur. “If you hit the button on the bottom, something fun happens.” You could barely hear the thing whirr to life, but I knew Anya felt it. “Now hit it a couple more times.”

The bedroom filled with the noise of a vibrating motor trying to break out of its case. My wife opened her mouth wide enough to get something like a squeal out. Even then, I knew Lara's technique could use more work.

“Now really press that top part against her, and don't let up until you think she's had enough.”

“The poor thing must like it.” Lara tucked her lower lip behind her teeth for a moment. “Do you hear that?”

“I don't just hear it, I feel it.”

Anya whimpered as well as she could, being plugged to the back of her throat and all that. The steel rings clattered against the wooden legs. I knew she was near her normal limit already.

I wasn't able to take much more, myself. Pulling my cock free of that mess of vibrations and attempted screams, the sudden chill almost made me jump. Of course, Anya suddenly belting out an agonizing moan had a little to do with it too.

“Is she gonna make it?” Lara shouted over what she was causing. “I don't know if I should be jealous or afraid.”

“Probably both.” Anya would get her revenge at some point, since Lara couldn't just shut her down like I could. And her idea of showing another girl a 'good' time makes me look like I half-ass it.

I knew even a fraction of a second without that inhumane vibration would send Anya flying right over the edge. Lara started looking concerned, never having forced an orgasm out of someone before. It is one hell of an intimidating sight, when you pull it off that first time.

“What's about to happen to her?” The poor thing working torturous magic on yet another poor thing had that deer-in-headlights look. “Is she gonna be mad?”

Holy hell, you don't wanna know. “It's not like she can do anything to you.”

Before I could add 'right now,' Anya managed to let out, “Fuck! Eto slishkom,” she took two full breaths with her lips pursed up before she could continue, “mnogo, chert voz'mi!”

Lara asked, “What did she say?”

'It's too much, damn it!' But she doesn't need to know that. “She wants you to press as hard as you can.”

“Ya chertovski,” another round of panting, “ubivayu etu sku!”

Uh oh, can't have her whipping out death threats. “I think,” even I couldn't deny we were about to push it too far, “it's time to let up on her.”

The muscles jerking and contracting under Anya's skin got to a dangerous level. I can't imagine how much willpower it took her to beg, “Pochemu ona zhdet? Ostanovi eto!”

I'd never heard Anya plead for mercy. “I said that's enough!”

Lara finally got it through her head. The instant the buzzing stopped, Anya's entire body quaked. Cuffs rattled against the posts as she tensed against her collar, her entire face going red. Even Anya herself wouldn't have taken it so far..

“Are you sure she'll be alright?”

“Hold up,” I pulled the key out of my pocket, releasing the cuffs holding the collar.

Anya's head surged forward, her face gradually turning back to its normal complexion as she gasped and sputtered for air. Checking her brow with the back of my hand, even the muscles in her forehead were going berserk.

“Christ, that's the hardest I've seen anyone come.” And I had forced a lot of orgasms since arriving. “Did you know what you were doing?”

“No, I didn't know I'd make it that hard on her!” I knew she wasn't lying. “I'm sorry!”

Not as sorry as you'll be when she gets hold of you. “It's alright, she'll be fine. I just had a little scare is all.” It's not fun seeing your wife panic and then suffocate right in front of you, rough as I am with her.

Lara got on her knees, cradling Anya's head in her hands. “I never meant to make it that hard on you. I thought just a few more seconds would make it even better for you, honest.”

Anya exhaled, and still shaking, looked at Lara. “Lean closer.” Anya whispered something in her ear.

Lara's face turned white as soon as Anya backed her mouth out of her ear. I knew I probably didn't want to know what she'd heard, but I had to find out.

“What's gotten into you all of a sudden?”

Still looking like she'd seen a premonition of her own death, Lara refused to look at me. “I can't tell you all of it.”

“Well,” I knew Lara had at least heard how she might die, assuming she told, “what's the part you can say?”

She looked like she had a lump in her throat the size of an orange. “She wants me to trade places, or else she'll—” Lara stopped herself before she fucked up, royally.

“Your first night, and you're already on Anya's shit-list. You'd better be damn glad you're not a regular student.” She was lucky I'd at least be here to keep her out of any serious danger. “If you do what she says, it's your decision.”

I started unlocking the cuffs from Anya's wrists and ankles. She rolled to the side, landing hard on her ass and hands. All four limbs bore the marks of her body tensing against the restraints.

At least now, Anya could try speaking. “That girl,” she panted, “is she a demon?”

“No, just a standard blonde eighteen year old.” But maybe that too. “You know you can't go that far out of revenge, right?”

Anya's voice got back to close to normal. “She will not be harmed, but I will have my revenge.” She gave one of those calm smiles she only gave when a normal person would have been furious. Coming from my wife, it'd scare a gator into running.

“Now, when we do this again tomorrow night...” I let the idea die as it came out. The gradual turn of her gaze sent a shiver through my entire core. “Lara?”

“Yeah?”

“You heard the lady,” I wasn't getting caught in the cross-fire unless I had to, “take her place.”

“But you said I didn't have to answer to her.”

Well, shit. “For now, do what she says.”

“Yes, sir.”

Anya had slightly different plans as she got to her feet, shaky as a newborn foal. “Remain sitting up and remove your clothes.”

“These aren't clothes. This is my underwear.”

Anya put her fists on her hips and bent over, getting right in Lara's face. “Toe-may-toe, tah-mah-toe. Remove them, now.”

“Alex? Do I have to?”

“This is between you two. The only way I got involved was getting Anya to shut up for a few minutes.”

Lara turned her back to us, unhooking her bra from behind her back. As soon as it fell, her panties slid to her knees. Her bare ass looked just as lovely as the rest of her.

“Now,” Anya was holding a pair of cuffs, “come to me.”

Lara hesitated for a moment, but she finally turned around with her face dripping shame. Her crossed arms covered her breasts, but not even a single hair covered what she had below. You just knew by looking at that barely-there slit, that even if she had been with a guy already, she hadn't done so very often.

“I will not tell you again. Come here.”

Lara could only dart her eyes my way for a second. The rest of the time, she stared at Anya like a mesmerized rabbit would at a snake. Even the sound of her feet on the hardwood floors said, 'I'm terrified.'

Anya had a set of cuffs on Lara's wrists, right in front of her, before either of us could react. “You will do what I say,” Anya whispered something else in her ear, putting even more fear in Lara's expression, “and do not think that he will help you.”

I couldn't help going over Anya's head on this. “Are you sure you're alright?”

Lara only said, “Yes, sir.” She hadn't even taken her eyes away from Anya, and even her obedience sounded different.

Anya brushed Lara's hands aside, diving right between her legs with eager fingers. “Alexei,” she stated, “this girl was not saving herself for a husband.”

“Really?” I had banged two girls who were supposed to be saving themselves for marriage, when I was in college, and neither of them were virgins at the time. “Color me shocked. A good, Christian girl would lie about that?”

Lara couldn't drop her head any lower in shame, or it could have been because Anya was having fun knuckles deep inside her. “Don't tell Daddy.”

“If I told him what's happened so far tonight, trust me, that'd be the least of your worries.” And to have a connected senator coming down on us? “Don't worry, we don't rat people out.”

“But we do turn lying whores into upstanding women.” Anya kept her hand between Lara's thighs, walking her backwards toward the bed. “I will teach her what I can, Alexei, but you are responsible for the moral education.”

The best-laid plans never survive a set of handcuffs. “I'll allow it, but we're the only two who will teach her.” Some of our 'moral guidance' teachers were even more strict than Anya, and nowhere near as pleasant to look at.

“She was wet when I started,” Anya eased her prey onto the bed, crawling right alongside her, “but she will ruin the sheets like this.”

“That's your problem, right?” I turned to leave, knowing Anya wouldn't dare actually harm her. Maybe just make Lara think she was going to die. “I have to let my grandparents know the plan, so you do with her what you see fit.”

Anya smiled at me, “I will take care of her,” keeping it up as she looked back at Lara, “and you should hope that my husband returns soon.”

By the time I had the door closed behind me, Lara had already started whimpering.


“Then do as you see fit.” That's all I got out of him, other than a wave to go away. He was still in his office, this time reading yet another travel guide. My grandfather couldn't have cared less if he tried.

I stopped right before going back into the bedroom. I know it's a damn test, but he could at least let me know if I'm on the right track.

Suddenly, I heard a blood-freezing, “Please!” A second one rang out, the last half of it devolving into sobs.

I bolted back in, expecting far worse than what I actually saw. Anya and Lara were still in the same position, even after the fifteen minute break I'd taken. I was expecting the two blondes to be deep into the throes of heavy sadism and debauchery when I got back, not a polite fingering.

“Alexei,” Anya pulled her fingers out, “did you know that she will agree to anything you ask?”

“What do you mean?”

She slid two back in, curling them up to hit that magic spot. “I asked her if she will fuck my husband first. She tells me 'no.'”

Anya got her wrist and elbow into it as panic welled up in Lara's eyes.

“And then I tell her, 'I will not let you come.' Stubborn girl continues to refuse.”

“Then that means she doesn't want to. That's fine.” While I have every right to do what I please with any student, no matter how fresh, I still waited for examinations or for Anya to bring one to me. Hell, my wife was plenty to keep me busy by herself.

“But I am not finished with this story.” Anya's arm was almost a vibrator itself, sending Lara speeding right for a brick wall of an orgasm. “I ask her again, and she still holds back.”

“Get to your point.”

“I finally get her to say, 'yes.' That was about twenty almost-orgasms ago.”

Fuck.

“Now do you know what she has agreed to since then?”

“Something new every time, I'm sure.”

Anya pulled herself out as Lara got so close, I could have sworn she was coming already. “Some of them I will not tell you, but others you will find funny.”

I wasn't sure I wanted to know them all, anyway. “And what will you share?”

“Other than her,” Anya dove back in again, “she is afraid of cats, I am the most beautiful woman in the world, and that she secretly does hate her father.”

Programming some deep daddy-issues into Lara was already part of the plan, but I could always work with a primed canvas much easier. “I'm not ready to take advantage of her, though. I'll let you two keep at it. I can always sleep on the couch in my office.” Hey, when you're used to getting it at least two times a day, skipping a day completely feels as good as breaking a dry spell at that point. Every man would need his rest by then.

Lara broke through the hold of another brush with climax. “No!”

“Alexei, do you not understand?” Anya shook her head at me. “This girl can not come tonight unless you are inside her.”

I already knew Anya's game. “You edged her until she begged for it, didn't you?” It was far from her first time doing exactly this to a student, too.

“You do not look mad about it.” Anya scooted herself over, guiding Lara's shoulders into her lap. Spreading her torture doll's thighs, my wife gave her just enough clit-play to make the whole sensation come flooding back. “Will you not show this girl mercy?”

And I knew Anya would keep playing with her until I came back to check on them the next morning. I called her bluff one night, and when I returned, I knew exactly what had happened. Some poor redheaded student was crawling on all fours, pleading like I was the executioner who could spare her life, all because I hadn't nailed her yet. My wife has many fine qualities, but zero fucks to give.

Lara already had that classic 'fuck me until I can't walk tomorrow' look. Her few seconds of relief ended as Anya violated her cunt again. With tears in her eyes, the poor thing stared up at me as I got to the edge of the bed and begged, “Please?”

God damn it. I was already hard again, because how couldn't you be watching this happen in front of you? “You're in for a long couple of years here.”

It was too much hesitation for Lara to handle as Anya edged her to the brink again. “Just fuck me already, fuck!”

No getting out of it now. I kicked those damn dress loafers off and dropped trow. Anya helped with my button-up shirt as I yanked the socks off my feet and slid out of my boxer briefs.

Lara was outright begging for it without saying a word. Her cuffed hands shot between her legs, middle and index fingers spreading the curtains. Even the pout in her lips screamed, 'Female version of blue-balls, right here, if you don't start fucking my brains out.'

I couldn't have resisted, even though I should have known better. As a rule my grandfather pounded into my head, you never fuck students fresh off the bus. Smolensky Finishing Academy always made sure both students and staff had solid protection against any 'negative consequences' to our methods. But with Lara, in that position and after seeing everything else that night? I couldn't imagine turning down the invitation, right through the front door.

Slamming my shaft against her clit already had her twitching and giving me that look. She damn near licked her nose, sending her tongue from one side of her upper lip to the other. Some girls act vulnerable because you're about to fuck them, and others act that way because they're afraid you won't. She was firmly in the latter group, trying to push her slick, dainty cunt onto my tip like that motherfucking missing piece to the jigsaw puzzle.

I fought the urge to slam it deep. Fuck, she's probably not on birth control yet. Still, I imagined her legs wrapped around my back and toes curled, every part of her begging me to keep going.

For a split-second, Anya looked like she understood what I was just thinking. Evil whore. But I couldn't be that mean to my wife. She knew I'd have to breed her, eventually, just to keep the place going. I almost imagined that she'd be warm toward another person, for the first fucking time in her life. Hard as that was to dream up.

“You know you want to, Alexei.” Anya knew exactly what to say.

“I can't.”

Common sense be-damned, Anya pushed my ass, driving me right inside Lara's soaked cunt. “But you want to fuck her.” She was far too happy when she said it.

I couldn't lie. Every instinct I'd ever felt screamed, 'Wreck her body, come in her cunt!' The only thing holding me back was the thought of my grandfather, waving a lit cigarette instead of a finger for knocking up a student. As much as I wanted kids, I had already decided Anya would force them out of her own body, in an odd sort of punishment for such a demanding bitch. It made cumming inside my wife my highest priority, because fuck her, for the weirdest reason possible at the time.

Lara's bound hands rose up to my chest as her legs wrapped around my back. As the balls of her feet pushed me a little deeper, I gave in. Sometimes you just have to go with the perks life throws your way.

Anya put herself behind Lara, scooting close and cradling her. “Do you see? I knew your modesty was a lie.” Both of my wife's hands massaged at Lara's perky sweater puppies as the real work started.

“That's it,” she was already winding up, “please make me come!”

I wanted to pull out, just to draw out the torture. It felt too fucking good. She had a cunt like a cozy, little cottage, just cramped enough to make you feel snug.

As it drew closer, Lara's mouth stayed open, her screams and girlish squeaks getting louder with every breath. It's when her eyes opened back up, that I knew a denial would break her heart.

Gifting a hard rush of thrusts, I gave her exactly what she wanted more of. Her legs tensed as her thighs started clamping down on me. She was so close, you couldn't slide a piece of paper between Lara and her orgasm.

And so I pulled out. “I'm not much nicer than my wife.”

Her cuffed fists beat against my sternum. “What the fuck?” You could hear the tears in her voice. “Asshole!”

Anya giggled behind her. “My husband only rewards people who take what they want.”

The frustration turned to anger. Lara tried flexing her legs, but it only made my cock slide over her mound, which was a nice enough feeling. “Quit joking around and fuck me.”

“The edge is a hell of a place to get stuck, isn't it?” I knew what I wanted. “I'll give you a chance to earn it.”

Lara unwrapped her legs from around my waist, settling back against Anya's equally nude body. “What do you mean?” That pout could have melted the heart of a hanging judge.

I lied down next to them. “Anya might even help you get there,” I stared at my partner in life and crimes against decency, “won't you?”

“Is she deserving?” Anya gave Lara's nipples the same twisting pinch as she had gotten before. Over the seething coming from her victim's teeth, she added, “I want to see what I am working with.”

Lara got the point, scrambling off of Anya and onto me. She tried positioning my dick, finding it harder than she thought with locked hands. “A little help?”

Anya stepped in for her first lesson. “Slide your pussy forward and grind against it.”

I felt what had to be the most amateur dry hump I'd experienced. Lara was a shining example of the Dunning-Kruger effect, thinking she was blowing my mind, but she failed to realize how little she knew. “Does it feel good?”

Preferring to teach by example, Anya faced her. I was left seeing nothing but ass, thigh, and cunt. As she rested her muff on my mouth, the rhythmic wave of her torso made me want to start using my tongue.

My shaft appreciated the pointer. Lara started working it over, her juices making it a slick, soft massage worth shelling out serious cash for. Both of them moaned and hummed, almost in unison.

“Yes,” it was hard to hear with Anya's almost-endless legs around my head, “now slide a little closer to me.”

My tip found home as soon as she did. Lara knew it too. I wrapped my hands around Anya's thighs as I felt that kitten's belly warmth and softness creep down my shaft. Lara's hands pressed against my abs as soon as she had me fully engulfed.

“Now lean back,” Anya started rocking the way she loved to do, “and roll like the ocean. Put all of your effort into it.” I braced myself, knowing exactly what it did to me.

Lara took to it well, but it was only almost-perfect. Something that Anya and her students knew like instinct, wasn't something you guessed and got right. Still, it was enough to get Lara panting again.

“You must pop your hips when you are almost all the way forward.” Anya shifted, sliding her pearl away from my tongue, stopping with her entrance right there to play with. The floral, yet slightly metallic flavor of her interior flooded my taste buds. “Yes, now play with yourself.”

I was already on that duty for my wife, but Lara almost buzzed with the rising tension between her legs. This was the legendary ride Smolensky graduates had become known for. And coming from such a fresh performer, it was enchanting.

My body settled in, responding to the vigorous hump exactly like you'd expect. This set off alarms in my head, however. Fuck, she won't know when to stop.

Lara picked up the pace as her voice flooded out even my thoughts. I knew I had just let the precome go. Suddenly, Anya's pussy was the last thing I wanted blocking my mouth.

“You are doing so well.” Anya grabbed hold of my forearms. “He is close like you.”

I tried to speak, my mouth covered in one of my dick's favorite homes. Don't you fucking do this to me! Anya was fond of pranks, but this was fucking dangerous and sadistic, even for her.

“Yes, make him come with you.”

Even when you're not weak, it doesn't take much to pin you down. Anya and Lara were plenty to keep me locked in place, captive to whatever their pussies decided to do with me. For the first time, my wife and a student had turned the tables on their master.

Shit, this is bad. Lara had me dead to rights, her walls and inner-limit cradling my shaft in a heavenly hell. I can't believe she'd be this fucking careless. Yet there we were.

“Does my husband enjoy this?” I twisted my head side-to-side the best I could. “Oh yes, you should feel how much he wants you to keep going.”

I made another attempt at screaming.

“Oh, he wants you to go even faster.” Anya's fingers tightened against my skin. “Isn't that right, Alexei?”

Fuck!

“That is it, make him come inside you.” I could only imagine the twisted smile on my wife's face as she added, “Slow yourself a little now. It is only proper to come with your man.”

Lara's quivering body held on, somehow. I knew I had seconds to try and think of something.

But nothing useful popped into my head. My knees felt like they were caving in, even lying down. The final shred of resistance I had left had been mercilessly torn down like a tent full of food in bear country.

The old man's gonna fucking kill me. I tried one last time to belt out a scream. Any sound would have done.

As I ran out of breath, I knew it was already too late. Lara's entire body shuddered as my muscles all contracted at once. I was coming, even if Lara miraculously got off of me that instant.

Of course, she couldn't, even if she wanted to. As she lunged forward, the torment of holding back broke my will in half.

The first rope of cum shot forth, hitting every part of Lara's deepest confines. This panting, screaming mess of a girl sounded like getting herself knocked up was part of what got her off. Even for me, the second and third jets felt good enough to make me enjoy it, whether I wanted to or not.

Anya slid off of me, finally letting me groan out what were supposed to be words. Lara looked every bit as flustered as I was, grinding herself hard against my hips and taking every drop. This wonderful nightmare finally came to a stop, in what felt like buckets of cum later.


I woke up from what had to be the poorest imitation of a night's sleep. Rolling over, Anya was in her usual spot, right in the center of the bed. Just over her shoulder as I raised my head up, Lara smiled as she slumbered.

Well I'm glad you're fucking happy. She had confirmed my worst fear and stripped away what little hope I had the night before with, “No, I'm not on birth control.”

I knew it wasn't a dream, because the room still had the sweet aroma of sex all through it, a pair of cuffs still at the foot of the bed. I needed sleep, but it wasn't happening. Possible father to a student's possible child as I might have ended up being, I still had work to do.

With a gut-wrenching sense of dread as fresh as ever, I rolled out from under the covers. I had two examinations today, and one problem student to discipline. Of course, the two I really wanted to punish opened their eyes as soon as I was standing.

Silence never solved a problem, so I greeted them with, “That was the dumbest fucking thing you two could have done.”

Anya flashed her teeth with the most satisfied grin, “Alexei, do you think I would really let you give someone else a baby first?”

Knowing her, Anya was getting ready to twist the knife already in my gut. “You don't mean you're already pregnant?” I wanted to be overjoyed, but the situation tinted everything with an ugly darkness.

She laughed. “The look on your face now matches the one from last night. It is beautiful to see.”

Lara cuddled up to who I thought was her tormentor. “What she means is, I lied to you.”

“So you are on birth control?” I felt like the weight of the world might think about getting off my shoulders.

Anya put her hand out, taking mine. “You do not have to worry. She went behind the back of her father and has been on it for months.”

Fucking wonderful! But I still had another issue to worry about. I stared at Anya and asked, “And you?”

“Me?” She finally sat up, naked as possible. “I am not, but you know I would like to be.”

A little disappointment to go along with my relief. Anya never would let you just enjoy a moment. “I know you stopped taking anything just a couple of weeks ago, so the possibility hadn't crossed my mind yet.” But then something that pissed me off came to the front of my mind. “So why pull a trick like that? I didn't sleep a bit.”

My wife turned to Lara and pulled the covers from her own nude body. These two model-worthy blondes were a damn sight to behold. “Do you remember promising to take care of my needs before dinner last evening?”

Now I get it. “Yeah.” I rolled my eyes and huffed.

“That was payback, Alexei.”

Yes, in a way, I hate my wife. Anyone would. But you know what? Sometimes the person you hate most is also the same one you worship.


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.


BIMBO CODE 5:

ROUGH LIMIT

I had been lying low since Elena moved in. We had made all of two trips outside of the apartment since Reverend Boyce's sermon. I hadn't told her about it, thinking it would be best if Elena could leave her past life completely behind.

Lounging around the house and having my way with her was fun and all, but I knew the savings I had built up would be wiped out after I replaced my car with a definite upgrade. And I'm not even getting paid for fucking her unless I knock her up. I didn't have it in the cards for her anyway, no matter how much Elena begged for it.

The only odd thing was her reaction to music, or any other bit of culture, that wasn't based around religion. Listening to internet streams that weren't controlled by her parents or ex blew her mind. Elena was naïve enough that navigating the outside world without me would be dangerous.

Elena was perched on one of the bar stools, her left foot pulled onto the seat as she painted her toenails a milky pink. The habits of keeping herself looking flawless at all times and taking care of food was payment enough, especially since I had free use of Elena's body any time I pleased.

It's time to tell her, though. She had asked how I made my living. Waving the question away worked the first time, but having to project my will to shut her up started wearing on me.

I poured a glass of water out of the fridge. Elena didn't pay me any attention as I took a sip and placed the glass down behind her on the bar.

She took a moment to finish a toe and looked back at me. “You're awfully quiet.”

“If I tell you what my job is, you probably wouldn't believe me.”

“That was sudden.” Her shoulders rose as she continued. “I'm sure there's a good reason you've got money. Nobody can drop a few thousand on a stranger without providing something people want.”

Not sure I'd go with 'something people want,' but whatever. “Have you heard of a company called GeneFactor?”

Elena abandoned the nail polish and spun around to face me. She shook her head and then asked, “What do they do?”

“To be honest, I'm not completely sure myself. The only thing I do know is that they pay me well for what I do for them.”

“And that is?” She rested her hands and elbows on the counter top, her shoulders squared at attention as she leaned forward.

“I guess the best way to put it is...” The description on the tip of my tongue was right on the nose, but damn is it hard to get out. “I'm a sperm donor.”

Elena's head shot back. “No.” She frowned and narrowed her eyes. “What's your real job?”

I reached for my glass and took another sip. “Have you seen me go to an office or anything since we met?”

“You own stock in them or something.”

My hands gripped the other side of the bar as I leaned toward her. “I get five thousand every time I make a donation. Hold on while I get something.”

I had kept the binder tucked away under the bed, hidden in a tote full of random bachelor junk and notebooks from college that should have been thrown out years ago. I got in there and bent down, sliding the bin out and opening the lid. It felt thicker than I remembered, even though I had used and emailed snapshots of a little more than twenty of the forms inside.

Tucking the binder under my arm, I got back to Elena. “Here, read through this.” I sat the binder on the stool next to her. “It's basically my job manual.”

She had started on the other foot, but the pinky toe she had already finished would be long dry before she would get to the rest. “You need all of this to tell you how to jerk in a cup?” She hadn't started cussing from being around me just yet, but 'jerk in a cup' was a definite landmark for her.

“There's more to it than that, but it explains the medication I have to take as well.”

She put the cap back on the nail polish and put the tome on the counter. She flipped open the cover, seeing the red 'confidential' stamp on the first page. “GeneFactor Human Optimization Program,” she read, “The viewing of all contents contained herein requires signature of non-disclosure form 189-C.”

“It's not like they'll know if you read it.” The whole explanation reminded me that Cynthia had called and wanted to see me that afternoon. I looked at the ornate clock I had bought and hung on the wall. Ten minutes late already. I gave Elena a pat on the hand and rushed toward the door. “I've gotta run out for a few hours. Go ahead and read some of that.”

Whether Elena would still be there after reading it, I didn't know.


My ride slowed down as it got close to GeneFactor's office. The driver made the final turn and asked, “On the right or the left? My GPS doesn't recognize the place.”

“Left.” I saw a news van from WKNF parked on the street. “What the hell is this?”

“Don't know man,” the driver was ready to boot me out to pick up his next fare. “Maybe I'll drive you back home later.”

The Prius came to a halt. “Yeah, maybe later,” I said as I got out, never taking my eyes off the van and the broadcast dish up top.

What kind of fresh hell is this? I crossed the street and slid between parked cars, walking as fast as I could toward the door.

The practiced voice of a small-market reporter rang out. “Excuse me, sir?” It got louder. “Sir?”

Heels clacked faster behind me as I picked up the pace. Don't even turn around, just get inside. I had my fingers on the handle when I saw the microphone shoot in front of my face.

“Can you tell us what GeneFactor does, and why it's funding comes from undisclosed sources overseas?”

I looked over, the brunette in front of me almost knocking me over, both with questions and the way she looked. The lone cameraman had the usual neckbeard you see on those guys. I turned back around, knowing better than to say a word.

The door closed behind me and I made a few steps into the lobby. The sound of the lock clasping shut made me turn around. Dr. Clare took her fingers off the knob. She had been right inside the entry the whole time.

She tipped her glasses down like I expected her to. “You're late.”

“I had to catch a ride. I totaled my car last week.”

Dr. Clare power-walked past and then ahead of me. “Come on, we need to talk about something.”

“I think I can guess what.”

I followed Dr. Clare into the same unnaturally bright hallway, “Yes, I'm pregnant, but that's not the issue.” She passed by her office and the exam rooms. I watched her punch some numbers into a keypad on a door on the right, and then I heard it beep. “What you're about to hear can't leave this building.”

Fuck, another one of these hallways? It led to a single door at the end, paintings hanging one each side of the passage. I recognized Prometheus Brings Fire to Mankind from an art history elective several years back, but the rest of them were new to me. Lots of gods and deities in them though.

Dr. Clare stopped me right before we went in. “Don't make yourself out like even more of an idiot than you've already been.”

Am I in trouble or something? She led me in, sticking behind me this time.

Solid wood wainscoting and marble adorned the entire room. A single desk sat in the middle, flanked by an entire wall of books. But nobody was there.

“Where the hell is he? That man's just as unreliable as you are, Grant.”

“What man?”

“Just sit, I'll go find him.” She left into a passage off to the side.

The studded leather of a black baxton armchair squeaked under me. I guess he's higher up the totem pole. At the very least, I was damn glad I hadn't risked bringing Elena with me.

I sat there for a while, twiddling my thumbs and staring at the antique globe to the right of the desk. The lack of shine and the hilariously inaccurate shape of anything that wasn't Europe told me it was centuries old. Whoever this guy was, he could certainly afford to pay me what he had.

I finally heard Dr. Clare's voice again. She was quiet and a bit away, but definitely getting closer. It went from murmuring to something I could make out. “What do they know so far?”

An Australian accent was right there with her. “Only enough to be irritating.”

“It's still a mess we need to contain.”

“Right, but it's not an emergency, yet.”

He entered first, his white button-down looking like it had never seen an iron. Brown cargo shorts and dock shoes made him kinda hard to take seriously, right along with his shaved head. Dr. Clare was right behind him, holding a folder she didn't have before.

The guy looked at me as he neared his desk. “I hear you put an ankle-biter in the good doctor here. I got a laugh out of that one.” He didn't sound like the rural, different kind of redneck stereotype exactly. He seemed classy in that 'I'm so rich I give no fucks' way, despite his outfit. He was off to a decent start with me, either way.

I grinned and took the hand he offered, doing that weird ritual men do where we see who can grip the hardest. It was roughly a tie. “Grant Jensen, sir.”

“No need for all that. I'm Janus Rickard.” We finally let go of each other. “I run this little outfit, and I sign off on your checks.”

“I remember the name from the guidebook.”

He got behind his desk and leaned back in his chair. “I know you read it, because you haven't missed the mark yet.”

“Then what's this all about?” I watched Dr. Clare sit in the chair next to mine, her legs crossed and hands covering the folder in her lap.

Janus put a foot on the edge of his desk and started twirling a pen. “Word is someone's gotten wise as to what we're doing. It's being chalked up a conspiracy nutter right now, but we can't let anymore leak out.”

“In other words,” Dr. Clare interjected, “keep your mouth shut.”

The head honcho grinned at me and said, “Unlike Cynthia's legs there, right mate?”

He's alright. “Anything else I should know?”

Dr. Clare's irritation didn't hide itself. “There's a matter Dr. Rickard wants to discuss, but he won't let me know what it is.” She got up and handed me the folder. “Your eyes and ears only.”

It didn't have much weight to it, but seeing Elena Roberts on the tab jump-started my pulse. Dr. Clare left with a slam of the door.

“Moody little bitch, isn't she?” Janus relaxed even more. “I should'a figured our first Donor would nail her.”

“She did tell me to experiment.” I tried to keep from staring at Elena's file, giving in and just asking. “What's this file on Elena?” I opened it. What looked like a few surveillance photos sat on top.

Janus nodded toward me. “She's stuck around your place a bit. Care to tell me why?”

“There's nowhere else she can go.”

“After that preacherman saw you shagging his woman, it's no wonder.” He paused to smile, “Good catch, though.”

“So what about her?”

He pulled his foot off the desk and leaned forward. “Be careful around these people. Travis Boyce isn't one to go about fucking with.”

“You know him?”

Janus got serious. “I know enough. Just because he's a man of God doesn't mean he'll turn the other cheek. He'll be out for blood, whether it's from you or her.”

I believed it. The way he screamed at Elena over the phone, plus all those blind ass-kissers ready to serve him hand and foot was all I needed to know. “What do you suggest?”

“Do you love this girl? You haven't turned in a report on her yet.”

“I just met her last week. Of course not.”

“You put her in this mess, so you may as well act like it, for her sake.” Janus narrowed his eyes at me. “It'd be shitty of you to dump all the consequences on the girl.”

“We'll lay low, then.”

“Good answer. Doing the right thing won't hurt you around here.” He reached down to pull his phone out of a cargo pocket. “Take an advance on ten grand, travel for a bit, then come back when the heat's down. You can still do your job, no matter where you end up.” Janus tapped the screen a few times with his thumb. “There, it'll be in your account by the time you leave here, but you've got to work it off.”

“Thanks,” I didn't know what to make of it, “I guess.”

“Besides, if you've got hundreds of kids with the same father running around the place, in twenty years they'll start inbreeding each other.”

“I signed a lease on my apartment less than a month ago.” I ran the numbers I remembered from the contract through my head. “It'll fuck me hard.”

Janus laughed at me for a moment. “You can claim it as an office and write it off as a business expense, you know?” He looked at me like I should have already known this. “When the revenuers come knocking, I get someone to replace the bed in my condo with a desk, and I'm peachy keen.”

I really wanted to quiz the guy about the tax cheats of the rich and famous after that. “Give me a few days, and we'll be gone until everything dies down.”

“Just in case that reporter's connected to Reverend Boyce somehow, I'd be scooting tonight.” Janus bent over and opened a drawer. “You pull one thread, it's fine. But if it's connected to another, the whole damn thing unravels.”

“I gotcha.”

“And here,” he chucked a massive pill bottle at me, landing right in my hands. “Three months of Patrem Delta. We'll overnight more to wherever you are when these run out.”

I got up, ready to figure out exactly where the hell I'd run with Elena. “By the way, Mr. Rickard, this is the best damn job I've ever had. Thanks.”

“I put something I've been researching myself in that folder as well. It might come in handy later.” Just as I was leaving, he shouted, “And you're a lucky bastard, that's for sure.”


I stopped before entering the apartment. She might still be here, she might not. Janus's warning had me urging my driver to hurry up. The news van was gone when I left, but I had kept looking behind me, suspecting any car that stuck around for more than a few traffic lights or stop signs. It had proven more than I rationally needed to do, but I took Rickard's warning at face value.

My keys jangled as I looked back toward the elevator one last time. Nothing. I gathered myself and turned the lock, not knowing how Elena would have taken the news.

I walked in and realized I still had her file in my hand. She wasn't around, the whole place still and silent as a crypt. Shit.

“Elena?” The binder was still on the counter top, flipped to about halfway through. I tossed her folder and the cache of Patrem Delta on top of it, just another log on the fire. “Hey, you here?” She hadn't left a note anywhere obvious.

My pace quickened toward the bedroom. Fuck, fuck, fuck! The door was wide open, the bed a mess from the fun we'd had earlier. I almost prayed that it wasn't our last time.

Only one room left, but now she didn't mind at all when I walked in on her. I put my ear against the door and heard water running. Damn, she scared the shit out of me.

I reached my hand out to go in, then I heard a knock to my left that made me jump. “Who the fuck is this?” I got back to the front door and looked through the peep hole. This bitch again?

The same reporter from out in front of GeneFactor stood there, a moleskin notebook clutched in her hands. If she weren't so irritating and dangerous to me, I'd have already had that navy blue pencil skirt and blazer on my floor. She let loose with more knocking. “Mr. Jensen, Brooke Harwel, WKNF.” She gave it a second. “I'd like to speak with you.”

“Go away, it's none of your business.”

An eye stared back through the hole, blue as the clear sky. “What is the connection between GeneFactor, yourself, and Elena Roberts?”

I waited and made sure nobody else was around her when she backed off. Coast is clear, other than her. I unlocked the door and slowly opened it.

“Thank you.” Brooke straightened up and pulled a tape recorder out. I grabbed her wrist and yanked her inside.

She tried to speak, but her back was against the door, shoulders pinned back with both my hands. “Who sent you?”

“Sir, I just want to know the connection.”

I reached down and snatched the recorder from her hand. Easing off, I said, “Come, sit down.” I pulled the battery cover off, letting the double-A's fall and then roll across the floor. “I'm holding onto this until you leave, and you'd better think fast.” I felt Brooke squirm against my grip. “Tell me what you know.”

She blinked too fast for my liking. “Nothing more than what you'll tell me.”

A ball of fire lit behind my forehead. Do what I say and tell me.

Brooke tried looking away, giving in and putting her eyes on mine. “Reverend Boyce has contacts everywhere in this town. He knows your address, and he can see your bank account.”

Fuck. “So what doesn't he know?”

She tried to drop down, the only way out of the hold. “Who pulls the strings at GeneFactor, and what you do for them.”

That crazy Aussie bastard knew more than he let on. I lowered myself and put my eyes within inches of her own. “What's his next move?”

“Local police, welfare check.” Brooke gulped a bucket of frogs down her throat. “They're taking her away, claiming you held Elena against her will.”

That son of a bitch. “What time?”

“Midnight.”

I looked back at the wall clock. Hours from now. So much for bothering with getting Elena a passport or any other kind of document Boyce didn't control. Her not having an ID meant we couldn't even board a flight.

I pressed harder against Brooke until she begged, “Just let me go, please.”

“Not yet.” The way her strength gave in told me she was about to break. “You've got dirt on everyone big in this town. How do I get Boyce to back off?”

“I don't know.” Brooke tried fidgeting out of my hands. Her legs dragged as I forced her over to the couch.

“Sit down and don't move.” My head started to hurt from all the orders.

Brooke crossed her arms and legs, slouching in her seat. “He'll get his way, you know.”

“Yeah? He can go fuck himself.” I started toward the folder. “What's your ball in his court?”

“I've been a member of the church since college, not that its any of your business.”

“That's rich, coming from someone who's nosy for a living.” I grabbed the file and started rifling through the pages. Behind the surveillance photos of Elena, I found a three page bio on her that GeneFactor had compiled. I looked past it and found what Janus had been talking about.

'Comparative Analysis of Thought Induction Techniques' It had Janus A. Rickard, PhD as the author, dated about five years ago. I read through the synopsis quickly, glancing up constantly to make sure Brooke stayed put. Apparently, Janus had been experimenting on his own with Patrem Delta's side effects.

I flipped through, scanning for the meat of what he hinted at being a help to me. '… the author notes that forced induction is best achieved while the subject(s) are distracted by physical stimuli. Traits subject to change can range from mood, up to personal beliefs.'

Motherfucker. He knew exactly what would happen. The file dropped back on the counter. I got back to Brooke, standing directly behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders.

She flinched and tensed up. “What's your plan with me?”

That's when Elena opened the door, not a scrap of clothing or any other cover on her. “Brookie?” Her eyes were wide, like she had just realized a speeding truck was heading right for her.

“So that's the kind of thing you're doing now. Travis was right about you, whoring around like this.”

I squeezed Brooke's shoulders harder and leaned down. “That was a mistake.”

“You'll both end up burning in Hell. It's never wrong to tell a sinner that they're on a path of destruction.” She still wasn't trying to get away, but the tone of her voice felt like acid. “You should feel ashamed of yourself, turning my friend from from the light.”

“Elena, come over here.” I watched her trot over without an ounce of embarrassment. That bug in her personality had been ripped out like a garden weed by this point. “Explain to your friend here why you're happier now.”

Leaving both of them to their own devices, I heard some heated chatter as I slipped into the bedroom. Physical stimuli, huh? I had just the thing for it in my nightstand.

I slid the drawer open and got it out. Long, white, and with a motor that'll make your hands numb just from holding it, I'd put the wand to good use on Prime Recipients and Elena. More for my entertainment than anything else, but none of them complained. Hell, Elena even gave it a name.

Putting it behind my back, I strolled back into the living room. The smirk on my face got their attention. “Elena, it's time out.”

“What did I do wrong?” It was our term for her 'punishment' when she let shame come back.

“It's for her. You know what to get.”

She looked at me, her forehead wrinkling as she got up. “Why does she get it?”

“We'll set her free, just like you.” I leaned in as she passed by, “But she won't stay with us, I promise.”

It brought a smile to Elena's face. “Good.”

I gave her pert ass a tap for good measure. “Hurry up, I'll need your help.”

Brooke had put her hands on a knee. “So, Grant, do you just order her around like that all the time?”

“Is it any different from what Boyce did to her?” I half-winked my right eye at her, thinking about how I should break the news. Pulling the wand from behind my back, I placed it on the end table next to Brooke.

Her nose curled as she stared at it. “At least with him, she had self-respect.”

“What you call self-respect, I call shame.” I bent down to eye level, staring Brooke right in the face. “You'll be the same way,” I raised the corners of my mouth, “and I'll make you know what's going on.”

Brooke tossed her hair to the side with a wave of her head. “And how's that? You can't make me do anything to stray from God.”

“Keep thinking that.”

Elena had just returned. She handed me the four wide velcro straps. Her hands lingered near mine.

I looked directly at Brooke. “Now, stand up.”

“You can't order me around like her.” Her face contorted into a smug bitch face.

I pointed at the floor between the ottoman and her. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “I said now.”

Brooke rose, her eyes darting between myself and Elena. “What kind of trick is this?” She was upright and hadn't figured the game out yet. “I'm leaving.”

“Sit on the ottoman and do what either of us tell you.” I guided her down by the shoulders, just a couple of feet from where she sat before. I got in her face and had emphasis on every syllable, “Do you understand?”

“No.”

“You will. Hell, I'll tell you everything.” I motioned for Elena to grab the wand from the end table. “Take your blazer and your shirt off.”

Brooke slid her arms out of the jacket, her eyes widening more as she started on the buttons of her shirt. She looked up at me as she worked halfway down. “What have you done to her?”

“What I'm doing to you,” I slid the white cotton off her shoulders, “but I was a lot nicer with Elena.”

“I'd never be your whore.” The pale green and black lace of her bra complimented her well as Brooke pulled her arms out of the sleeves.

I placed both hands under her breasts, judging the heft. Nice. We locked eyes as I said, “You won't be my whore, but you will be one. If that's the one kind of woman you hate more than any other, I can't think of a better favor I could do for you.”

She spit a wet streak across my face. “You're a lunatic.”

“Kettle, meet pot.” I put a finger on her waist. “Now take off everything beneath this point.”

Brooke's glare could have killed a man as her hands went under the waistband of her skirt. “Why can't I stop?”

I watched it slide past her knees. “You should worry more about how far I'll go, and how much you'll like it.”

Her heels came off with the skirt. Sitting pretty in bra and panties, Brooke stared back up at me. “Boyce will ruin you for this.”

A dull pain spread across my forehead. “Shut up.” I smiled as all the emotion left her mouth, diverting to make her eyes even more expressive. I looked over at Elena, “You get to use Mr. Shaky this time.” You know, named for how it always left her. She was adorable like that sometimes.

Elena's eyes lit up like fireworks, her face beaming. “But on her?”

Brooke couldn't have opened her eyes wider or put her brows further up her face. Her body had stopped all resistance by the time I guided her onto her back. I strapped her wrists to the legs of the ottoman and told Elena, “Go ahead.”

My favorite had leaned close to her friend, thinking she whispered where I couldn't hear. “I won't tell him, but time out is my favorite.”

I already knew it. As I moved around and had a strap around the first ankle, the wand buzzed to life. Elena scooted in beside me as I got the last strap locked in.

Brooke let out a nervous whimper. Her body had one last gasp of resistance as she squirmed, pinned down like she was on a specimen board. I stood and watched the tip brush against the front of her panties, her voice cracking out a desperate groan.

Elena looked up at me in her nude glory, on her knees and leaning over the nutjob reporter. “Am I doing it right?”

I met stares with Brooke, but kept my words toward Elena. “That's the lowest setting. Move it up a notch every once in a while and push it harder against her every time.” I crouched down next to our new toy. “And don't stop until I tell you.”

She did as told, getting up to setting two of ten. “And Grant, I read about what you do.”

“Explain to Brooke what that is.”

Her head bent sideways until I nodded her on. Elena looked at Brooke. “He makes a living by putting babies in women.” She gave me a concerned look, “I think in the bad way.”

“You know we don't judge in this house, Elena.” I sat on my rear behind Brooke's head and reached over to rub my hand on Elena's cheek. “Time out.”

“But she's already in it.”

I had always had a mean streak a yard wide, and a sexually twisted one that stretched a football field. “She can take care of you.”

“You mean...” That innocent look made me want to facefuck her right then and there, like, brutally. “That's what those evil women who hate men do to each other.” Maybe later on that facefucking.

“They're not evil, and I do that to you sometimes.” I looked down at Brooke and grinned like a Cheshire Cat during a bad acid trip. “Don't you agree?”

“If you say it's not bad, I can try it.” She hesitated before standing up, her perfect body and that oversized vibrator in her hand looking like a shot out of a porno I'd have blown it to. “Does Brooke want to?”

I stared back down. Say, 'please.' “Why don't you ask her.” Our stare at each other never broke, my smile getting even wider. I finally stopped and got out of Elena's way as she stood in my spot.

She looked down. “Is it okay? Do you want to?”

Brooke's eyes said the exact opposite, but her lips parted with a perfectly nice, “Please.”

Elena looked at me, giddy about it now. She lowered herself, the pussy I'd stolen from the reverend hovering above Brooke's face. Elena reapplied the wand and dropped the last bit.

Make her come when you do, or you're going with us when we ditch this place. I took a seat on the couch, my arms spread against the top of the back cushions. The only thing that would have made the show better would have been a cold beer and some buddies to watch with me.

But spectating wasn't my purpose. I waited until the stimulation got to a level I thought matched the paper's description. Elena and Brooke gasped as I heard the wand ramp up to setting three.

“I've got some instructions you'll follow when you leave here.”

Their bodies almost melted together, skin getting pinker.

“Abandon the church and leave GeneFactor alone.”

Elena's head rolled on her shoulders as she gripped Brooke's left thigh with her free hand. I barely heard the lapping sound between Elena's thighs over the dull buzz. She cranked it to level four.

“In fact, I want you to investigate Reverend Boyce.” I bent an elbow and inched a finger toward my lips. This was going lightyears past hot. “Your new mission in life is to bring him down in flames.”

Number five.

“Start with any connection you know of with city officials. Don't stop until he's broke and in jail.”

Brooke writhed as much as she could. She was keeping pace with Elena, the slow ramp-up torturing both of them.

“And now about you.”

Six pushed against her boundary.

“After tonight, you'll be the biggest slut you know.”

The seventh notch had my cock throbbing.

“Nobody and no act is too low for you. And you'll fucking love it.” My parting gift to the city I'd grown up in.

Elena started moaning hard, forcing the head against Brooke's panties like she was trying to put it inside her as eight hit.

“But you'll have to slow down after a month or two.” I leaned in. “For about a year. You'll know why by the time we're done with you.”

Number nine had Brooke fighting against her restraints. She screamed along with Elena, my personal playmate's cunt muffling her voice.

“In fact, keep it low profile with your family members, especially the new ones.”

The highest setting roared between Brooke's thighs. Both of them wailed and tensed up. Their bodies quivered like tuning forks.

“Now, come your brains out, both of you.”

Oh, what a glorious sight to behold. Elena knew how I expressed mercy when I edged her with that thing. She dropped it on the floor, leaving Mr. Shaky to skitter in random directions, as her entire body rocked.

Brooke fought against the straps even more, climaxing like she had been possessed by the coolest demon ever. Their bodies rocked together, blushing all over.

I unzipped my pants, letting my cock out before it popped the button right off the damn things. I stood up and patted Elena on the shoulder as her tremors subsided a little. “Did you like it?”

She didn't say a word. The second she looked at me, her lips pursed around my shaft in gratitude. Her hips ground against Brooke, pleading for her to start again as she took me in to the hilt.

“Easy, champ.” I caressed her cheek and brushed the drying hair out of her face. “You know I've got a job to do here.” My dick popped out of her mouth, bobbing up and down from how fast she backed away.

Her voice was uneven with the echos of climax. “You mean, with her?”

“She fits the profile you read about, just like you.”

Elena slid to the floor on the other side of Brooke. She had her legs splayed out, sitting frog-style. Her bottom lip stuck out as her head dropped. “But I want it.”

“I'm saving you...” I searched my brain for a plan that didn't exist. I came up with nothing.

“For marriage.” She looked back up and cocked her head to the side, smiling with her perfect teeth.

Whoa there! But if I told her otherwise, the split in her heart would have broken the poor girl in two. I tried pulling any response out of my mind like I was wringing a washcloth.

“I knew it, that's why you won't have a baby with me yet.”

Enough of the spell had worn off on Brooke from all that reprogramming. “You sick fuck.” She still had her attitude and opinion of me intact.

Elena stared at Brooke, and then back at me. The questions in her mind roiled like waves against a rocky beach.

It's fine, I promised Elena, she wants this too, but she's not special to me like you are. Really, Elena just had nowhere else to go other than with me. What the fuck have I just done? Still, she fit what I would have wanted like a perfectly machined screw.

“See, I told you he's good to me.”

Brooke rolled her eyes, stopping when they met me. “Well, what are you waiting for?” One corner of her mouth lifted and her eyebrows lowered. “I guess I found out what GeneFactor does.”

“You got it.” I unbuttoned my pants and stepped out of my shoes. As I lifted my shirt over my head, I added, “But you don't know why they chose me.”

“Highest bidder is my guess.” Brooke had stopped pulling against the straps.

“They tested a lot of guys to find someone with no genetic markers for disease, and a baseline of mental and physical traits they still won't share with me.” I pulled the socks off my feet and stood to drop my boxers. “I ended up being the lucky bastard.”

Elena cut in. “It would have made me really mad a week ago,” she clasped her hands between her breasts, “but I think it's an honor to be the one he's saving for himself.”

“For some reason, I want to do what you told me to,” Brooke stared daggers at me as I ripped the velcro from around an ankle, “but if you hurt her, I'll go after you even harder than Boyce.”

I knew she meant every word. Hell, I downright respected her for that. “Fair enough.”

“I'm serious, don't even think about it.”

It hadn't even crossed my mind. “Trust me, when I'm ready to settle down,” I looked at Elena's beaming smile and felt something click into place inside my head, “I couldn't find a better girl to join me.” Hey, it was an honest statement.

Brooke looked back at me as I got behind her to free her wrists. “The fact that you looked her in the eyes when you said it,” the strap marks were deep on her, “tells me you're not lying.” She leaned up as soon as I freed her completely. “A reporter can smell bullshit, and Travis's sermon did piss me off, as Elena's friend.”

“You're not half-bad.” All three of us stood, but I didn't plan on staying vertical long. I looked at Elena, “There's duct tape in the junk drawer. Far left one in the kitchen. Can you get it for me?”

She was perky and enthusiastic as always. “Uh-huh!”

“You know,” Brooke stepped a little closer, “I never thought I'd see her this happy away from Travis.” Brooke put her fingers in the waistband of her panties, sliding them to mid-thigh until they dropped on their own. “He was the center of her universe ever since her family joined Unity Baptist five years ago.”

I felt like something about that church preached cleanliness in a way that heavily implied a daily shave. My voice barely registered, even to me, as I leaned into Brooke's ear. “So he went after her when she was pretty young.”

“Yeah,” Brooke cupped a hand around my ear, “the deacons weren't too fond of how close she was to him.” Her voice got even lower, “Until she turned eighteen, and then it was like an eleventh Commandment to them.”

“That would have made for one hell of a scandal.” I saw Elena grab the roll of tape. “Don't drag her into it when you take Boyce down, alright?”

“Do you really think I would? She's the only truly innocent person I've ever met,” Brooke stuck her hands on her bare hips, “until she ran into you.”

I gave Brooke a playful shove into the couch. The way she crashed backward, begging me to go down with her had me beyond ready to go. “You're doing this of your own free will at this point.”

“Maybe.”

Elena got back to us, sitting the tape on the ottoman and looking down at her friend. “Should I watch?”

“For now, but you still owe me a time out.”

It was the fakest frown I'd ever seen. “But I wanna help.”

Really? “Alright, but you can't get too jealous.”

“What should I do?”

Holy fuck, I should have figured it'd fry her brain. “Do that thing I like.”

“Which one?”

It was a great question. “You know,” I tried to narrow it down to a single option, “the one where you play with yourself until I give up and take over.” Elena had tempted me into plowing her using that tactic earlier in the day.

She leaned over and picked up the wand. “Can I use this?”

Fuck, yes! I grinned as I put my knees between Brooke's legs on the couch. “Knock yourself out.”

“What have you done to her, exactly?” Brooke grabbed my waist and pulled me down to her. “You don't have her wrapped around your finger,” Brooke arched her back as her hips inched toward my tip, “she's wrapped around your prick.”

Brooke didn't need the whole story. “I set her free, and that's all I can say.”

Elena crashed into the sofa chair, ready to go at herself with the wand. She looked at me as I inched my shaft to Brooke's slit. Our little blonde spectator buzzed the wand back to life, rocking her head back as soon as it made contact with her.

My cock dove right in, pushing into Brooke like she had invited me. Her cunt was almost too ready. “Take your bra off.”

“Why?”

A little weird she's defensive about leaving that on. “Don't ask. Do it already.”

She let it drop on the floor beside us. I looked at Elena. “Hand it to me.” My tip pushed hard against Brooke's depths, making sure she wouldn't try anything.

She kept the toy against her clit as she slid down the chair, just within reach of it. Elena picked it up by the padding. “Grant, there's something hard in the cup.”

I opened my hand toward her. “Come on, now.”

Brooke gave one last attempt at hiding something, bracing her hands and pushing against my chest. It led me even deeper, the full limit of her slit matching my length.

I wrapped one arm around Brooke's waist and used the other to catch the bra. I delved into the fabric, feeling a solid line of under the stitching. “Elena, get a knife and cut this thing open.” The little bitch...

Brooke shot her head back at Elena. “I hid a wire in it, if that's what you're wondering.” She gazed back at me. “What? That bra's expensive.”

I gave her a punishing thrust. “So who's listening?”

“The cameraman.” Her eyes rolled back in her head a bit. “Mike, I know your jerking it in the van right now.”

“Elena, throw that thing in the bathroom and shut the door,” she was already turning to do it, “then come over here.” I pulled out of Brooke and sat up. “I knew you were keeping it on for a reason.”

“You know I don't plan on doing anything to help Boyce.”

I made sure Elena had gotten the wire out of audible range. “Offer that damn neckbeard a blowjob in exchange for letting you destroy everything you have on us or GeneFactor.”

“He wouldn't dream of turning it down.”

I pulled Brooke up with me and then grabbed the duct tape. Elena had just gotten back to us, standing right next to me. I gave her a quick pat on the ass, my hand lingering for a healthy grope. “Elena, do you know what the tape is for?” My plans for time out had changed.

“Because both of us have been bad?”

“That's right. I want both of you to stand right next to each other and face the wall.” The rip of tape coming off the roll filled the room as I sat down. I wrapped the first stretch against Elena's wrists.

She didn't try fighting back as I looped it around several times. Her fingers danced as she tried to keep from bouncing. I'd see to her too, but as I ripped the tape and made a few wraps between her wrists to keep it secure, she tried sitting in my lap.

“Elena, go sit in the chair again.”

Her shoulders dropped with her head. She turned to sit, looking at me like I had just pulled her heart out and thrown it in the trash. “But I want it.”

I'll have to give her a mascara-streaking fuck or seven after all this settles down. “Wait there.”

Brooke wasn't nearly as willing, putting a feeble effort into resisting. I popped a stinging handprint into her ass, settling her down just enough to keep me happy. I even used double the tape on her, just in case.

“Now, you sit down too.”

She crashed down next to me. “What kind of game is this?”

“Both of you want something, but only one of you can get it.”

Brooke leaned into my ear. “I know you're having fun by giving her hope, but that's just mean.”

I didn't bother making sure Elena couldn't hear me. “Maybe she'll end up winning.” I made sure I had locked eyes with Brooke. “You never know.”

She pouted a little and stopped acting like she didn't want it. “But you were inside me all of fifteen seconds.”

I ignored her, standing up and taking a few steps toward Elena. Picking the wand up out of the floor, I said, “If you last long enough, I might let you win.”

Her posture shot right up. “What do you mean?”

“You'll see.” I pushed her back and stuck the wand against her cunt. A few pieces of tape held it tight against her stomach and her pearl as I turned it all the way to ten. “Good luck.” A final piece went over her mouth as Elena whimpered and drew her knees against her breasts.

“You'll knock her out with that.” Brooke had stood back up, her hands still behind her back.

I stepped to the side and forced her against the arm of Elena's chair. Without saying a word, I got behind Brooke and took hold of her bonds like a handle. My tip prodded against her folds, ready to go.

Elena had curled all the way into a ball, Brooke's face against hers. She tried to scream through the tape, all to no avail.

If it gets to be too much for her, I'll step in. But I wanted to see how far Elena would go to get what she wanted more than anything. I knew it would make the time when I finally grant her wish all the better.

Brooke had tensed herself up, expecting me to rip against her any second. Her fingers tried wrapping around my forearms.

I slammed in like I was trying to spit-roast her. Both of them turned to whimpering messes as soon as I started the merciless fucking.

Her cunt took me in, trying to squeeze tight against my shaft and keep me in the furthest depths. I won out and slid back each time. Brooke was just too wet and I had ramped it up too hard, crashing my hips against her ass like I owned it. And at least for the moment, I did.

Elena was already at her limit, not knowing that she couldn't come until the vibrations stopped. Her toes and legs had curled as far as she could get them as she rolled onto her side. I watched her head shake, the tape holding back a racket that would have had the cops even sooner than Boyce's shitty move.

Brooke wasn't faring much better. I kept hold of the tape in one hand, grabbing a fistful of her long hair with the other. Her head jerked back as I pulled, using both grips to help me pay back all the hell she had caused so far.

I had both of them ready to climax as soon as the torture of too much pleasure stopped. It felt like I was taking all the air in the room into my lungs as I kept it up.

Brooke's fingernails dug into my wrists as I gave her my last reserve. Her cunt pulsed in tune with every ram and brutal draw. You wouldn't believe how wet and hot she felt, pinned against the chair and arched back as her friend's body shook below.

My cock pulled out of her with no warning. The cruelty of it came out as she screamed, “Fuck!” Brooke fell forward as I let go of her, face buried against Elena's side as her entire body quaked. Her hands balled into fists against her back, Brooke screaming against Elena as she fought her own hopeless battle to climax.

I stood back and admired what I had just caused. My dick was still ready to go, but I knew Elena was getting close to physically breaking.

Brooke slid back down the arm of the sofa chair, ending up on her knees. Her ragged breath and the hair over her face was too much to resist. I grabbed the back of her head and jammed myself to the back of her throat.

She tried crying out as I gave her mouth just as much punishment. I gave it until I knew she had gotten the point. Brooke still owed me, even if she was on my side now.

It was time for Elena's punishment to hit. I pushed Brooke's forehead back, leaving her gasping as a line of spittle dribbled down her chin. Elena would get some amount of mercy, but Brooke still had it coming.

I bent over the chair and kissed Elena on the forehead. It felt way too hot against my lips. Putting my arms under her, I lifted her up and walked her over to the couch.

Her legs never straightened as I laid her down. I looked over at Brooke, “You gotta get over here and watch this.” I'm sure neither one of them could have imagined ever being in this situation together before they met me.

Brooke stood over Elena, right next to me. She was still panting as she said, “Holy shit.” Brooke took a few more breaths. “I cant even imagine how hard she'll come.”

I got on my knees, pointing my shaft toward her buzzing cunt. It took me in with greed, Elena mewling as I pushed as far into her as I could. I kept myself planted inside her, the inside so wet and ready it was like I had stuck my dick under a running faucet.

Forcing Elena's thighs apart was like spreading a bear trap. I pushed my shoulders between her calves and pulled the top layer of duct tape away. The wand stopped vibrating against her stomach as I freed that end of it, putting it all into her pussy instead of wasting some of the force against her torso.

“You ready to see some crazy shit?” I hadn't been this cruel with forcing an orgasm with any Prime Recipients so far. I pulled the strip from her mouth and then cradled Elena's jaw with one hand, watching her lips open as no sound came out. I started lifting one end of the last piece of tape with the other. I finally gave it a quick rip, freeing Elena from that electric motor hell.

Her entire body went spastic. Every muscle in her body reversed, the contracted ones releasing, the relaxed ones tensing up in the fury of one incredible orgasm. I felt a wet rush shoot from her cunt as it squeezed and released my shaft over and over at a break-neck pace.

“I'll have to get my husband to make me squirt like that.” Brooke leaned her breasts against my back, her chin resting on my left shoulder. “Just look at her.”

Elena's walls almost set me off without any in-and-out action going on. Her voice finally came back in a squeal that should have broken glass. Her feet planted against the cushions, raising her Elena's hips and giving my shaft a new angle inside her.

Damn, I could just let go and knock her up right now. Just a few thrusts would have done the job. Elena's slick walls begged for it, massaging my length until I felt that rush in my sac.

It felt like a piece of my soul got left behind when I pulled out. I knew better. Still, the way Elena almost sobbed through the end of it tempted me to give in like I was a fat kid at a bake sale.

I leaned the side of my head against Brooke's. “I didn't know you were married.”

“Wearing a ring makes a lot of men lose interest, and making them think I might fuck them works wonders for getting them to talk.”

I looked back down at Elena, her jaw shivering as she fought to breathe. “That was fucking beautiful.”

“Thanks for not coming in her. God, watching her almost made me go off.” Brooke leaned back.

I followed, standing up to see her reclined against the back cushions. Elena's legs had moved into Brooke's lap as I gave myself a few strokes. “Elena,” her eyes finally opened and looked up at me, the side of her face against the upholstery and those cherry lips still open. “You don't know how close I got just now.”

Her voice was weak, “Then why didn't you?”

I smiled at her, my hand still rubbing down my shaft. “I couldn't do that to you.” I felt my own cheeks flush with heat. “Not yet, anyway.”

Elena turned to Brooke. “He always teases like this.”

She was telling the exact truth. The fact that Elena wanted it so desperately made it that much more hellacious to pull out at the last second. I already knew I'd fuck up and give in someday. How could I not?

But I still had business with our reporter friend. “So, is there anything else we need to know?” Brooke was already spreading herself when I got in front of her, that ass hanging off the front edge of the sofa. “I think you owe it to her, if you can't say it for my sake.”

“Travis is hunting you two down, and he knows you get payments from GeneFactor. That's all he knows.”

I didn't bother with politeness. Tossing a throw pillow in the floor and dropping my knees on it, I lunged inside Brooke again. “But what do you know?”

She tried speaking as I started drilling away at her. Brooke's hips tossed and twisted, riding me like I was a human bronco. She almost broke past the delight of it and got some words out.

“For the last time,” I tried hurting her with my cock, putting everything I had into the push. “What do you know?”

“That's it!” She tried to break her arms free. Instead, Brook hugged around my back with her legs.

I stopped and put my hand on her throat, squeezing just enough to get the point across. Of course, all it did was get her going even harder. I pushed down on her waist, making her stop.

“I can't give an answer I don't have.” She started again as soon as I let off her stomach. “Now just fuck me and shut up.”

Ego sum alpha. “Bullshit, you're holding back. Fucking tell me.” Et genua parere. “Now.”

Brooke shifted her waist, throwing me deep inside her. Her lower lip trembled in pace with her thighs.

I pulled out. “You know it'll drive you insane if I don't finish.”

Her eyes got as big as saucers.

“Tell me, and you get what you want.” I pointed to Elena, propped up on the other side of the couch, watching the two of us in all that bound sexiness. “She could suck me off and get what you're after instead.”

Elena scooted herself closer. I reached down for my pants and pulled the Case knife out of my pocket.

She turned around and presented her wrists. I cut her free and closed the knife before dropping it. Elena didn't bother with the tape still around her wrists but no longer binding them together. Her lips pillowed around my tip.

“I'm not joking, she'll do it.”

Elena rocked forward and took me in. Her tongue flittered along the bottom. She moaned with satisfaction as soon as she had me in all the way.

“Alright!” Brooke had defeat written all over her. “I know something that he doesn't.”

I put a hand on the back of Elena's head, tangling her hair in my fingers. I leaned my head back and groaned. Elena tried pushing me even further into her throat.

“Make her stop and I'll tell you.”

My head shook, but I didn't bother looking at Brooke. “You've got until I come,” my hips twitched involuntarily, “and she's doing a great job like she always has.”

Brooke's exhalations were loud enough that I could hear tehm. I cracked my eyes open to see her tits heaving, Brooke's face inches away from Elena's. She finally looked up at me. “Travis does have a secret that could bring him down.”

I felt Elena start working herself back and forth. “And that is?”

“Two things, actually.” She glanced at Elena, the envy on her face dripping like poison. “There's a lot of funny business going on with church funds, but you'll never guess the big one.” She watched Elena pick up the pace and got desperate. “He had a dishonorable discharge for sexual misconduct.”

The muscles in my legs almost gave out when Elena's hands came up to my abs. “Which branch, and when?”

“Army, seven years ago. A subordinate accused him of rape, but he struck a plea bargain during the court martial.” Brooke rested her head against my thigh. “Is that good enough to make her stop?”

Elena shook her head with me still in her, forcing me to suck in a breath. “Yeah.” I guided her head back, gently tugging her hair. Her lips popped off of me. “That was close.”

Brooke smiled as she leaned forward and took over, putting her lips over the side of it and trying to wrap her tongue around my girth.

I took one step back and picked the knife back up. Brooke was free with one stroke of the blade. “Now,” I looked at Elena, “you two have some fun together.”

The shock in Brooke's face could have zapped an elephant. “I'm sorry, but that's too far for me.”

Taking the iron erection in hand, I torqued myself and said, “What a waste, then.”

“Fuck,” she grabbed Elena's hands and rolled back, “but she's doing me.”

I stopped mid-stroke. “That's fine.” Elena already knew how to take it, but she'd have never learned if I didn't let her practice. “I'm sure she can figure it out after getting it from me.” That news about Boyce didn't even faze her. He really is dead to her now.

Elena dove right in, pushing open hands against Brooke's thighs as she dropped to the floor. She leaned into the couch, her face planted on Brooke's slit with the same enthusiasm she had for my cock. It didn't take her long to get her friend humming and twisting at the shoulders.

I started taking care of myself again. Watching Brooke's hands run through Elena's hair would have made for some wonderful porn. Just seeing and listening was enough to bring me right back to finishing myself off.

Elena moved her arm forward, sliding a finger or two inside Brooke, judging by the way her mouth opened. She moved her other hand down on herself. About the time Elena whimpered, she had Brooke panting and slamming her open palms against the couch.

Brooke pushed her shoulders up and crossed her arms just under her breasts. They heaved upward as her head turned sideways. She was hurtling toward the edge already.

I was ready to let it play out, not caring if Brooke's last climax with us came from myself or Elena. My limit was getting close too.

That's when Elena broke away. She ran a hand through her hair and looked at me. “She's ready for you.”

I watched Brooke's eyes plead for it. “Should I give her what she wants?”

Elena grinned and stood up. She brushed her hand against my dick, teasing just like I had taught her to do. “I'll take it if she won't.” She finally giggled and stepped out of the way.

Fuck, I can't wait to come in Elena. I pointed at the other end of the couch and pinched Brooke's jaw between my thumb and middle finger, guiding her to lie down the entire length.

Brooke wrapped her arms around my neck as I lowered on top of her. Her folds were beyond willing and ready, taking me in like it they had a magnetic pull. Her hips rolled, forcing me to bury my face in her shoulder.

“That's it.” Elena bit my earlobe. “She wants it.” I shoved my tip into the furthest reaches of Brooke's cunt.

I crushed myself against the promised land between Brooke's thighs. The sound of her screaming set my ears to ringing. Even Elena's fingernails dancing across my back pushed me further into overdrive, whipping my hips back and forth.

“God, I wish that was me right now.”

I know she did. I reared my head back and screamed, “Fuck!”

Brooke hugged me tight, milking every last drip straight from the tap. When she tugged at my neck and whispered, “He's been snipped,” it made it that much worse.

It's over for her. He'll know.

“But it'll just make him fuck me that much harder.” Brooke pressed her heels against my back, guiding me deep for the last shots. “He's into this kind of thing, but he only lets his best friend fuck me.”

I tried to speak, but my cock twitched with the last of my seed. My throat shuddered with a grunt as I looked up. She had the satisfied look of a cat after eating a salmon filet. I managed to rasp out, “Not my fetish.”

“I know, you'd never let anyone else fuck Elena.” Brooke moaned and leaned her head back. “I can tell by the way you look at her.”

Pushing myself up by my fists and forearms, I huffed and looked down at the girl I'd just conquered. What if she's right?

“But,” she looked back at me, “that's what made me want to help you.” Brooke whimpered as I pulled out of her. She leaned up before I could back away and then whispered. “Stop.”

I did as I was told.

“Travis Boyce isn't his real name. It's Sean Ryan.” She hesitated before finishing. “Don't you dare tell Elena.”

The reason wouldn't be clear to me for a while yet, but when I did learn the full truth, I knew that I was dealing with true evil dressed in preacher's clothing. I whispered back, “Then why did you ever follow him?”

“You know, I'm really not sure.” She backed off and spoke in a normal tone. “Some men just have a way to influence people, I guess. I'm trying to figure out why I ever did, myself.”


Elena and I had crammed what we could into my two suitcases. We had the basics with us, but not much else. Exactly how this would work out or where we were going, I didn't know.

I had found Janus's personal cell number written on the back of his paper under a scrawled 'Call when you find this.' He had picked us up in a black Navigator, demanding that we leave out the back door of our apartment building.

After filling him in on how Brooke spilled the beans and had turned on Boyce, his mood gradually changed from panic. By the time he had driven us to the Amtrak station close the edge of the city, he seemed proud. “You two travel for a while. I'll get back in touch once I find out how much this will hurt our mate Boyce.”

“So where the hell are we going? You said you already reserved our tickets.”

“Yeah, last train out of the station today. You'll be in Chicago by morning. Where you go from there is up to you.”

I had no idea where their tracks went. Turns out, the damn things were spread all over the continuous United States. “Thanks, and I'll send my new bank information as soon as I get something set up.”

“If the bastard's tracking your account, you'll need this if you plan on staying anywhere that isn't a park bench.” Janus handed me a card marked for GeneFactor's business account. “You use that for anything after you get a new account, and I'll skin you.”

“Fair enough.” I looked back at Elena in the midrow seat, knowing she didn't want to leave. It was the second time she'd lost her home and everything she knew in a week. “Listen.”

“Hmm?” She pretended to be happy, but you could see the truth in her eyes.

“We'll be fine. It might do us some good to go places we've never been for a while.”

She faked a smile but kept her hands in her lap. “I know.”

Janus turned into the parking lot and drove toward the unloading canopy for the station. “Best of luck,” he gave me a hard pat on the shoulder as he stopped the Lincoln, “I hear California's a good place to do your work.”

“Maybe.” I started leaning toward the door. Elena got out first and shut the door behind her.

Janus gripped my sleeve. He had one last thing to say before we left. “Hey, you shag a celebrity or two, I'll buy you a beer when you get back.”

The question is, when would we be back?


BIMBO COUNTRY I:

KNOCKING UP NASHVILLE

The couple inviting me to dinner weren't who I expected, coming from an online help-wanted ad. I'd nearly forgotten about responding to it, until I got a cheek swab kit in the mail. One week later, the most stunning blonde I'd ever seen sat with who I guessed was her husband and their infant child, both of them waving me over.

Terry's wasn't the fanciest place in Nashville, but it was in the section of downtown that meant it wasn't cheap and awful, either. I walked through the packed rooftop balcony, liking what I saw even more the closer I got. No way that woman just had a baby.

“Jason Kincaid?” And her voice was just as lovely.

“That's me.” I sat down and returned the handshake from her husband. The rings on their left hands confirmed the marriage.

The husband wasn't wasting any time. “Let's get right down to it. If you want it, you've got the job.” He pulled a binder out from beside his chair, with GeneFactor Protocols printed on the cover. “The second you open that, you're part of the program.”

“That's a little hot and heavy, ain't it?” I didn't know what the job was, only that they needed a genetic test instead of an application. “I don't even know your names, or what this is all about.”

The baby cooed in its carrier as the mother turned toward it and then smiled as she babbled back. Her husband kept his gaze locked on me. “We analyzed your genes, because little Ava there is what our organization is in the business of making.”

What the everliving fuck? “Really, what's the job?”

“Grant, you know you can't just throw it out there like that.” She took her daughter in her arms, snuggling Ava against her shoulder. “What we really want to know is, are you straight, and do you mind getting your hands dirty?”

Hitman? Babysitter? Bull for a cuck session? I didn't know what the hell these people wanted. “Listen, I follow the money.” I stopped and tried to figure out what it was before I risked sounding like a stooge. “But unless I know what the job is, I can't do it.”

Our waitress came by, asking for our drinks. I asked for water, thinking that cheaping out on a free dinner would put me in their good graces. As soon as she left, I asked, “Seriously, what is this job?”

Grant watched the waitress leave. “On a scale of one to ten, how would you rate her?”

He was getting on my last nerve, fast. “A seven, I guess.”

“Now find a ten and point her out to me.”

Is this guy for real? I wasn't dumb enough to point at his wife, so I turned around in my chair and scanned the balcony. At best, an eight was seated a couple of tables away. “I don't see one.”

He pointed his finger behind me and up a bit. “The TV.”

I turned back around. Like almost every other Nashville restaurant with one, it was tuned to the country music channel. And sure enough, a girl I'd imagined myself doing unspeakable things to was getting interviewed. With her goodie-two-shoes, judgmentally religious public image, I always knew it was just a fantasy.

“And I'll bet she lives here.” Grant took his daughter from her mother. “Elena, he'll probably take it better if it comes from you.”

She was about to speak, but then she looked up at the television. “Grant, I know her.”

We said her name almost at the same time. “Emmy Lynn Stetson.”

Grant shook his head at his wife. “No way that's her real name. Too on the nose for a country singer.”

“She's gone by it since I've known her, and that was a few years ago.”

“How?”

“She sang for the church several times,” Elena smiled at me before she added, “and I think I can help him pull it off.”

I still had no clue. “Pull what off, exactly?”

He ignored me. “Fine, I'm sure I can kill a week with Ava around here. It'll give me an excuse not to work.” He dug in his pocket with one hand, holding the infant with the other.

When I noticed him handing me a credit card, I nearly fell out of my seat. “Wait, what?”

Grant finally turned back to me. “Elena's staying with you for the week. This is my way of showing you don't have anything at risk here.” He held his daughter above his head and leaned back. “But if you touch her, you die.”

The waitress returned with our drinks before I could think of how to even respond to that.


I couldn't believe it, but Jennifer waved from her door as Elena and I got in my car. “How did you talk our waitress into letting me fuck her?” The apartment block wasn't far from my place in the Sylvan Heights neighborhood, and now I had a house guest for the next week.

“That pill you took as soon as you got your drink will let you do what I just did.” She pulled an entire bottle of them out of her purse and tossed it in my lap. “It's the new formula, even better than what Grant started with.”

I tried find some info on the label, but all it had was the name and the dosage. Patrem Epsilon? “What does it do?”

“You know how a mouse is paralyzed in front of a rattlesnake, right before it strikes?”

I'd seen enough nature documentaries to get the idea. “Yeah. I guess you take it too?”

Elena shook her head. “Grant does, and it gives him the power to influence anyone he wants. It just rubs off on some women, like me, for reasons we still haven't figured out.”

“And this is a job you're offering me?” I started the engine and backed onto the street. “None of this makes any sense, but I'm not complaining.”

“Just go with it. He's only loaned me to you because I know your first Prime Recipient personally, and we want to see if being near a Queen-Type like myself has any effect on new Donors.”

“I barely understood a word you just said, girly.” I thought back to the harder days in my life. Usually, when someone talks above your pay-grade, they either know their stuff or they're about to skin you alive.

“You'll understand it, once you read the protocols.”

Something gnawed at the back of my mind. “So, how did you two get into whatever this is?”

I saw her smile as we passed under a streetlight. “Grant seduced me for work, or at least, that's what he planned at first.” She ran a hand through her hair and added, “But then he decided I was worth more than just a quick lay and a paycheck. I've been with him ever since.”

“He said GeneFactor is in the business of producing babies. Why did you make me wear a condom with her?”

Elena laughed and slapped a hand against my Subaru's door. “You don't get paid for making a baby with a seven, and you won't get any support from our board to help take care of the child. Only tens count.”

This is batshit. “So why me, and why here? Wouldn't it be so much easier to find someone in L.A. or something?”

“Grant's already helped set up the field office there. And do you really have to ask why we're branching to Nashville?”

I don't know if you've spent time here or not, but Nashville pussy is copious and downright legendary. Every small-town hottie who dreams of singing ends up here at some point. “Fair point, but I'm not that special. Hell, I was homeless five years ago.”

We pulled onto my street. “Perfect genes are all we require, and you seem to be doing well enough for yourself. Care to tell me how you worked your way up?”

I slowed down to park on the street in front of my house. “I guess you could say I'm a professional hustler. I've done a bit of everything for the right money, legal or not.”

“Then you've got stories to tell, I'm sure.”


“Fifteen thousand dollars, just for getting a hot girl pregnant?” I couldn't believe the figures she'd laid out for me, even after reading them in the binder. “Hell, I'd pay that much to have sex with some of these girls.”

Elena sat in the floor with her back against the foot of my bed, showing picture after picture of what a perfect ten really looks like. “Emmy's definitely a ten, but you've got to be careful who you choose.” She put down the stack of photos. “Speaking of which...”

I stayed cross-legged several feet away. She'd already blown my mind with the job description, the money, and then by sleeping in my bed next to me. Of course, under the full understanding that I was not allowed to try anything.

She pulled her phone out and tapped the screen a few times before holding it up to her ear for a few seconds. “Cynthia, I need the personal phone number for an Emmy Lynn Stetson, probably in or around Nashville, Tennessee.”

The voice on the other end warbled something, and then Elena waited in silence for a moment. I got back to thumbing through the guidebook, knowing my days of scheming, swindling, and taking whatever quick job I could get were over. How couldn't it be my true calling?

Elena turned one of the photos over and grabbed a pen. She scribbled what had to be a phone number on the back. “No, it's not for Grant. He's having me train a new Donor.”

Another garbled mess of words.

“No, I'm not a job for him. I just know his first target.” She listened a few more seconds. “Yeah, Grant's actually having a little vacation with Ava. It's nice to see him take over with her for once.”

I waited until she finished the small talk and hung up to ask, “Home base?”

“Yeah, you'll talk to her a lot. Just be careful, Cynthia gets snappy really easy.”

“So what's the plan for Emmy Lynn?”

Elena brought her knees up, ass and high heels on the floor. A dangerous amount of thigh had to be hiding behind those closed, toned calves. “We got to be really close friends, but I haven't talked to her since she started getting famous. The pastor Grant kinda stole me from paid her to come sing at least once every few months.”

The way she dressed, trotted around, and sported that ruby lipstick made the innocent church girl past hard to believe. “You act so different than she does.”

“I didn't until I met my husband. Hard to think it was only two years ago, huh?”

As her legs slowly parted, I thought the 'Hallelujah Chorus' from Handel's Messiah would start playing. I tried keeping my mind on track. “Yeah, guess so.”

“Listen,” Elena eased her legs the rest of the way open, “do you think you'll keep yourself under control?”

I wondered if she'd ever heard of panties. “Sure.” I couldn't help staring, like any straight guy would if the hottest girl they'd ever seen was spread eagle just feet in front of him.

“If she's still like she was,” Elena punched the number onto her screen, “she'll be a mega-bitch if she doesn't think you're acting decent.”

“That's nice.” I started crawling forward, my dick so erect it threatened to bust my zipper.

“Hey, Emmy!” She motioned for me to come even closer with one finger. “I know we haven't talked in a long time, but it's Elena Roberts.”

The other voice sounded excited as hell to hear from her. Meanwhile, I could have sworn I heard her voice in my head. I know you want it.

“I'm good, and it's actually Elena Jensen now.”

I got my hands just past her feet when she hiked one leg back, and then planted the tip of her shoe onto my forehead. Once she put it down and closed her legs, she shook her head and wagged a finger at me.

“Yeah, I'm actually in Nashville on some business for a week, and I'm free my last day here.”

I overheard something about a Christmas album, but the way Elena shut me down like that was like a kid hearing Christmas is canceled forever, because someone had killed Santa.

“That sounds great.” She jotted something else down. “I'll see you then.”

As soon as she hung up, I asked, “I guess that's happening?”

She tossed me the photo, two addresses written on it. “If you can find these places, we're good.”

The first place was a recording studio, not even five miles away. But that second address was gonna be a bitch to get to. “Please tell me she doesn't want us there in the afternoon.” Clear across the metro area, on Old Hickory Lake. The only thing more legendary than the music and all the ass is Nashville's rush hour traffic.

“About six o'clock, a week from today.”

Of course, on a fucking Friday. The fifteen or so miles would take us at least two hours. “She gave you that address, because there's no way we'd be able to stay behind her all the way there.”

“Oh, she's got a driver.”

“And probably a bodyguard.”

Looking like she couldn't win a fight with a cardboard box, Elena smiled and said, “I can take care of that.”


It was only Tuesday, and as low-maintenance and easy as she was to get along with, I couldn't stand being around Elena. She acted like covering herself was torture. And the fact that I had to look, but couldn't touch? That probably qualified as a war crime.

As soon as I got home from 'convincing' a small-time dealer to leave one of my client's territory, she was curled up on one end of my couch, watching something. The tiny t-shirt barely covered anything, all by itself. “So how was work?”

“I can't believe that's what you call it.” I hung my keys next to the door. “He got the message before I had to snap his arm.”

“It's hard to believe someone like you is a professional criminal.”

“Money's money,” I crashed myself on the other end of the sofa, “and to be a criminal, you have to get caught.”

She picked up the remote and flipped to the next channel. “So what would you call yourself?”

I'd never really thought of it as anything more than hustling my ass off for every penny I had. Fixer was probably close, but not quite there. “A freelance advocate for my clients.”

“That's pretty close to how I'd describe Grant.”

Just looking at her, sitting there looking ready to fuck at a moment's notice... It just fucking hurt. “So what do you call yourself?”

“I'm fine being a housewife, but I do plenty of talent scouting for my husband, if you know what I mean.”

She'd mentioned that Grant had already made a few million off of GeneFactor. “And what he does doesn't bother you?”

“You're one to talk.” She had a point.

“I hear ya, but it's like he's cheating on you, every time.” And she was loyal to him, fanatically so, as far as I could tell. “Maybe I'm too much of the jealous type to understand that.”

“It's the difference in how men and women work inside.” Elena flipped through several more channels. “If they hired women as baby factories, GeneFactor wouldn't make nearly as much of a difference.”

“That makes sense, but what about the women? Don't they get a say in any of this?”

“Jason, it's not like GeneFactor doesn't make sure the women and children are taken care of. Human reproduction isn't really a choice, anyway.” She turned the TV off and placed the remote on the coffee table. “Understand?”

“Not at all.” I stood up, ready to give up for the night and turn in. “I know it's weird coming from someone like me, but something about it just seems wrong.”

“I would have been married to a scam artist preacher already, but now I couldn't be happier. So tell me, how did Grant do anything to wrong me?”

From everything she'd told me, Reverend Boyce was actually worse than her husband, on many fronts. Even a guy like me thought he belonged in jail. “But what about the other women? Don't you think about what they want?”

Elena got up, and then pulled me by both hands into the kitchen. She walked backwards until her bare ass was against the counter. “They do want it, though.”

“Really? It sounds like they get told what's going to happen.”

She hopped herself up on the formica, the only light in the room coming through the window off the street. “The Patrem Epsilon should have started working by now. You could fuck me.”

I knew I had to focus my mind on controlling her will, but nobody had gone over the specifics with me. “I could, but would you want it?” Her husband be damned. There's no way I'd turn it down.

Elena had her arms up on my shoulders. “If you did, wouldn't it be my fault? I'm the one begging you to come inside me right now.”

My arms wrapped around her waist. Every part of me wanted to drop my jeans and start fucking her senseless. “But it's the pills I'm taking, not you doing the talking.”

Her voice was in my head again. You really think so?

“What the fuck was that?”

“What's the matter, Jason? Can't pull it off?”

I reached down and opened my zipper. “Do you do this kind of shit to him, too?”

She grinned and scooted her entire body closer. Even in the blue glow of the streetlight, you couldn't tell that her flawless body had ever had a baby inside it. “It's simple. You want your dick in me. Am I stopping you?”

I pulled my cock out and then scooted her to the edge of the counter. “God damn.” With just inches between her cunt and myself, we both had to feel each others body heat.

Her hands ran down my side, stopping just below my ribs. “Come on. Grant will never know about this.”

I leaned back, aiming my shaft right toward home. As I thrust forward, I felt the tension in an instant.

“But you can't.” Elena had her hand on top of it, pinning my dick to the counter as she scooted herself back. “See? I got to choose.”

I stumbled back, my cock slipping out from between her hand and the counter. With both hands behind my head, I shouted, “Fuck!” I knew my balls were gonna be bluer than her eyes.

“Calm down, it's not like I was mean enough to go through foreplay first.” I wouldn't have had the willpower to stop if she had. “If they don't want it, they'll let you know.”

I stared at the most maddening little cock-tease I'd ever run across, as I put myself back in my pants and zipped them up. “Why the fuck did you do all that?”

“You weren't listening to what I was telling you. They'll want it so badly, it'd be cruel not to give it to them.”

I started piecing it together. “You just did the same thing to me, didn't you?”

She hopped down, walking right back to the living room. “Now you get it.”


Psyched and ready to actually get my dick wet, I drove us to the recording studio just south of downtown. I'd spent the night before ignoring Elena's feet rubbing down the back of my legs, trying to think of what I'd do to her friend instead. Ever since I almost fucked her, she'd made it even worse. By then, she knew I'd gotten the message. She was just being a cold-hearted bitch about it.

“So you promise you won't back out at the last second?” Her luggage was already packed, sitting in my living room. “I feel like a momma bird teaching her chick to fly.”

“If I don't fuck some girl by the end of the day, I'll crack.” And her instructions not to masturbate to relieve the tension during the last two days? It's like Elena was asking me to snap, hold her down, and fuck her until she was passed out.

She pulled that same red lipstick out, the only color I'd seen her wear. Before she recoated, she said, “That's what I want to hear. Just contain yourself while we're in the studio, okay?”

“So what's my story? I've got no business around the music industry.” At best, I'd roughed up a bar owner who didn't pay a band one time, for half the money. “And how do we know each other?”

Elena stared me down, having ordered me to dress like I belonged there. And then she made a few changes of her own. “If she's got a bodyguard, why can't I have one? My husband's a millionaire, and I'm here alone in a strange city.”

It was true enough. “Bodyguard, huh? I'm more the type to sell a set of tires to a hitchhiker.” The way she kinda spiked my hair was already irritating the shit out of me. “But I guess if you don't want to be treated like a crook, don't act or dress like one.”

“Hey, I like being treated the way I dress.” The truest damn thing she'd said so far. “I kinda get off on the attention.”

I made the last turn before we got there. “I've noticed.”

“Well, I can't go that long without some kind of gratification.”

“You know, your husband,” the studio was just up ahead, “he's a lucky guy.”

As I turned into the small parking lot, Elena patted the back of my hand. “What's to stop you from making your own luck, now?”

Not a damn thing.


Emmy could sing, that's for sure. Problem was, I hated country music. Especially country covers of Christmas songs. They made every store in Nashville unbearable all through November and December.

But she looked every bit as knock-out amazing in-person. The kind of hot that's intimidating. If only she'd lose that grumpy look on her face, there wasn't a thing I'd change about her.

Elena stood up as Emmy took the oversized headphones off and hung them on the mic stand. Walking out of the room with blocks of foam on the wall in what looked like a random fashion, she cleared the turn that confirmed the window was a one-way mirror. And that frown? It disappeared as soon as she saw Elena.

“Oh my gosh, you really made it!” They hugged, giddy as teenage girls. Not that either of them were many years older than that. “It's been, what, four years?”

The guy I figured was her bodyguard stepped beside me. He looked like he could snap me in half, and I'd kicked plenty of ass in my time. “You're her protection?”

“Yeah.” Bodyguards always made me nervous, but I knew how to talk to them. “I bet she's a handful to look after.”

“Like you wouldn't believe.”

What does that mean? “We're leaving tonight, but I'm glad Elena had the time to see her. Busy woman.”

“They're moving.” He stepped forward as they started toward the door we'd come in through. “Chat's over.”

He didn't fuck around. Hopefully Elena wasn't bullshitting when she said she'd take care of the bodyguard. Otherwise, I'd be ground meat by the end of the day.


“I didn't know food could be so pricey.” Luckily, Elena had used the card to foot the bill. It pulled her boss angle off well enough. “Thanks for that.”

We were already driving on Lebanon Pike. “Don't worry about it,” she had noticed another Nashville-ism, “but is every major road a pike around here?”

“Seems that way, doesn't it?” The houses started getting bigger as the storefronts thinned out. “Once we cross into Wilson County, the world returns to normal. There, they call roads, 'roads.' Can you believe that?”

“How much longer? I've gotta do something real quick.”

“Five minutes, according to my phone.”

“Good.” She pulled the hem of her burgundy skirt up, showing all of her assets. “Just a little something to keep you motivated.”

I nearly ass-ended the Navigator in front of us when it stopped. Elena wasn't messing around, working her clit and fingering herself like it was a sprint to get off. Her plush, cherry lips parted as she started moaning.

“Easy, tinted windows only hide so much.”

“This is the longest,” she bunched her shoulders up, “I've gone without coming in two years.” Even she has her breaking points, I guess. “Just drive.”

“You know,” damn was it hard not to watch her more than the road, “I could have helped with that.”

“Yeah?” Elena carried on like I wasn't even a factor. “Tell me how.”

And that's all it took to start an erection that I thought would never go away. What wouldn't I do to you? “I'd make him watch.”

“It'll never happen.” She bit her upper lip, writhing in the seat. “But tell me more about it.”

Damn. The GPS panicked as I almost missed the next turn. “You'd start off riding the hell out of my dick,” I watched her plunge three fingers inside herself, “but I'll make you look at me, instead of your husband.”

“You talk about him so much.” Elena interrupted herself with a moan. “Are you jealous?”

Claiming I wasn't would have been the biggest line of bullshit I ever claimed. The guy made millions fucking any girl he wanted. And to top it all off, he was married to the hottest, horniest one of them all.

“It's alright.” She had already slid halfway down the seat, the cross strap of the belt holding her tits high. “I want you to do so well,” she barely held off coming, “you make him jealous.”

I turned the car down a street that had tens of acres of yard per mansion. As Elena quaked and screamed in the passenger-side, I saw what had to be the place. “I think everyone's out to make me jealous.” The place probably had a bathroom bigger than my entire house.


“So why'd they put on matching bikinis, if they're not gonna swim?”

Tray, Emmy's bodyguard remained stoic as ever right beside me, watching them from the opposite end of the pool. “She tans in the late-afternoon. Less chance of burning.” And I knew he was uncomfortable with a strange man seeing her wear so little.

Both of them sat up as the sun got too low, and then waved us over. “Duty calls again.” I fought keeping up with him. No man that big should move that fast, at the command of a woman that small. It was funny and frightening to watch, at the same time.

“Tray,” Emmy stood up and hugged her bodyguard like a big teddy bear, “why don't you take a few hours off? Jason's here, so he can handle things.”

“But Ms. Stetson, we don't even know this guy's training.” He looked back at me. “You take her out of your sight for a second, you're dead.”

My second death threat in a week. Nice. “I got it. Anything I should know about the security setup here?”

“Go on,” Emmy smiled at both of us, “show him where the panic room and the security panel are.”

Elena gave me a sly wink before she said, “We might as well go with them. I've barely seen any of this place.”

You ever have a ten in a bikini give you a celebrity house tour of her own place? If not, try to make it happen someday. But at that point, that kind of unbelievable shit seemed normal already.


Tray had finally left after Emmy forced everyone into an awkward prayer circle. It was already clear that he believed, but nowhere near to the extent Emmy did. “I really do worry about his eternal soul, Elena.”

“What do you mean?” I stepped away and leaned against a column for the plainly unused bar, unwilling to get wrangled into any faith talk. “He seems like a nice man.”

“Did you know he hasn't saved himself for marriage? It's disgusting!” She eased against the back of her couch, dwarfed by the grand fireplace behind her.

Elena looked at me, rolled her eyes, and said, “Jason here is a saint. He's never once tried to touch a woman.”

You're my kind of bullshitter. “That's right. Keep it holy, keep it safe.” And I could keep right up with her.

Emmy stared at the tattoos on my arms. “But you've marked your body. I'm sure if you have those removed, God will forgive you.”

For what? “That's between me and him.”

Elena knew to reel me back. “Jason, mind yourself.”

“Sorry, ma'am.”

“You'll have to make it up to her.” She stood next to Emmy, one as smoking as the other in those striped bikinis. Elena pointed down, right in front of her friend. “On your knees.”

Emmy started getting nervous. “Elena, it's alright. He just needs to be more careful.”

“No,” she gave me a sly grin, “he needs to learn his place.”

“Really, it's—”

Elena had a hand over her Emmy's mouth. “He needs to do it.”

I dropped in front of them, only a thin layer of black and white nylon between myself and either of their cunts.

“Now,” she whispered something in Emmy's ear that made her jerk in place, “Travis, let's see how pure she really is.”

I knew exactly where she was going with this. The fact that she hadn't flipped a switch in Emmy like she had with the waitress meant she had a point to make. It all felt too unreal, but too good to turn down.

My fingers wrapped around the bikini bottom, right over her hip bones. I slid them down, feeling the tension in her body. Damn, she's slick as glass.

Emmy's prime, barely-there slit was ripe for slaying. “Now, how innocent has she really been?”

The tip of one finger made her jerk in place. I teased a little, feeling how soft and hot her skin could be. And then, we learned the truth as I slid a few knuckles deep.

I stood up, keeping my digit just inside. “She's tight, but she's no virgin.”

Elena feigned shock as she turned her friend's head, forcing them to lock eyes. “Emmy! How could you?”

What all this had to do with me atoning for something, I had no clue, but I wasn't blowing any whistles. “So how do we punish her for it?”

The calming blue in her eyes now looked like cold-hearted ice. “We make her live the truth. You'd really like to stop pretending, wouldn't you, Emmy?”

Tears welled up in the poor girl's eyes. I pulled my finger out and forced her bottoms all the way down to her ankles.

“Go ahead, do whatever you want with her. She knows she wants it.”

But does she? I stood back up and looked down, standing a good foot over her forehead. “If she really does want it, she'll do it herself.”

Elena leaned into her ear. “Go on, show him what we just talked about. Life's so much better when you're honest with yourself.”

“I...” Emmy stopped like she had a lump the size of a bowling ball in her throat, “I'm tired of lying to everyone.”

“Then get your ass on the couch and prove it.” Elena's patience had already run out. “You wouldn't know it by looking at him, but Jason's too nice a guy to force you into it.”

Elena pushed her friend over the back of the sofa, tipping her until Emmy crashed onto the cushions. We both walked around, Elena taking a seat on the far right side. I pulled up the ottoman, ready to watch whatever crazy shit she could come up with.

“Now take your top off.” She watched as Emmy fumbled with the hooks behind her back. “If you want to stay famous after dropping that fake image, you'll have to do a lot better than that.”

Stay famous? What's she doing? “You mean, you're not just out to wreck her career?”

“If there's one thing I learned from my husband, it's that you have to leave them better off than they were before they met you.” She smiled when she noticed Emmy had gotten fully nude. “See? Why not use those perfect tits to your advantage?”

Emmy got up on her knees, folding her feet under what had to be the tightest as I'd ever seen. She held her arms down, barely covering what she had between her legs. And that was the last time anyone saw her with anything resembling innocence.

Elena pinched the left nipple furthest away between the knuckles of her thumb and index fingers. “Everyone likes them hard. Don't ever hide them under a bra.”

Emmy winced as Elena worked on her right side. Like an apprentice getting their first lesson, she started grinning as she realized what her longtime-friend was talking about. “You mean, I don't have to be ashamed of myself anymore?”

“Don't ever leave your hands still.” Elena forced one onto Emmy's breasts, the other between her thighs. “That's it. Always do something with them. You're not a choir girl anymore.”

A nervous giggle came out. She looked at me with her head down, eyes up. Emmy was still in that unsure, but damn tempting phase.

“Your knees are too close.” Elena forced Emmy's right leg down, her foot on the Versailles pattern tile. “Now show him what you've got.”

Emmy's face got as red as Elena's lips. “But he'll think I'm cheap.”

Elena shot me a knowing, mischievous look. “What do you think, Jason?”

“I don't want it that bad.” Why not play along? “She acts like she's never even been on stage.”

“You see? You're losing him.” Elena licked several of her own fingers. As she caressed Emmy's innie of a cunt, Elena looked like she was doing what she loved most. “Now, you do it.”

I couldn't tell if her face kept blushing from embarrassment, if Emmy really started enjoying it. The few seconds she would actually look at me, her eyes flashed like she was holding something back.

“Now bend over. He'll love your ass.” Emmy did, and that ass was just as fine as Elena had promised. “Don't stop working yourself. You're so close to tempting him.”

My pants got a little tighter. Emmy squeezed at her clit, making pleased little noises as she looked back at me.

“That's it.” Elena slapped her ass, leaving a clear print. “You've gotta be wet for him too.”

Emmy was already moaning as Elena stood up. She walked past the arm of the couch, pushing the brunette hair out of Emmy's face.

“You're too hot to be modest. Make him and everyone else beg for it.”

Her other hand went back, teasing at her opening with her middle finger. As it dipped in and out, I saw the glisten on her fingertip. She had gone from religious badgering, to beyond ready in mere minutes.

“See that? He's still not on top of you. Try something else.”

Emmy rolled onto her back, working at getting two fingers inside herself. Her legs started to tense up, bending her knees at the sharpest angle they could go to.

“No, keep your legs spread.” Elena teased away at Emmy's perky but full breasts with both hands.

She can't be older than twenty. I couldn't help standing up for a better look. Even ace strippers couldn't turn a man on this fast, and this was just her first time trying.

“See?” Elena gave her a light slap on the cheek. “He's losing it. Keep going.”

Emmy's shoulders went back as she moaned, hard. Damn, that innocent look works when they're not acting that way anymore. I almost had a stroke when Elena scooted over and reached out for me.

“If she makes herself come, do you promise you'll reward her? She's learned so much already.” She hooked a finger around a belt loop and pulled me between Emmy's legs.

“Yeah, she'll get whatever she wants.”

“Did you hear that? Anything you want.”

Emmy smiled for a few seconds, then cracked as she started working herself with both hands again. “Oh my gosh!”

Elena snapped an open hand against her cheek. “Say it like you mean it, not this kiddie shit.”

“Fuck!”

“That's better.”

Emmy's voice cracked as her eyes drifted back. Her back arched and her feet tightened up against the floor. That ass wasn't even on the couch anymore.

“That's right, come like you mean it.” Elena looked at me one more time. “You'll have to take care of him, because I won't sleep around on my husband.”

The pure drive of an Olympian came out of her. Fingers shot from side to side and in and out as her hips writhed in mid-air. Somehow, the bitchy church-mouse had turned into a screaming slut, with only a little guidance.

Elena grabbed both of Emmy's hands, forcing her to stop. The convulsing orgasm tore through her entire body, possibly for the first time in her life. The look of pleased confusion, indescribable and hotter than summer blacktop, sent me over the edge.

“She's so wet, you won't even need lube.” Elena waited until Emmy was semi-coherent again. “Now lie down for him.”

I watched her fight against the tremors, lying back across the couch with the top of her head bumping against the arm. The only heat I was packing was cocked and ready to go.

“Keep your legs spread.” Elena worked the zipper and pulled me out. “See? He couldn't be any harder for you if he tried.”

I got on both knees, lifting Emmy's hips until she was level with my dick. The best part about tiny girls is how easy they are to toss around. “Fuck, I can't believe this.”

“Now,” Elena got herself on the couch, dropping her flawless self over Emmy's face. “Relax everything and thank us.”

Elena pulled her bikini bottom to the side, but she waited for me to see Emmy's face as I did the unthinkable. Hot, ready, but not worked into proper shape, her cunt resisted. Even getting the tip in felt like jamming a marker down a straw.

“Oh my God.” Emmy couldn't help staring up at me. “He's too big.”

“No he's not. If it hurts at first, he's just the right size.” Elena looked at me as well. “Go ahead, she'll love it.”

I pushed, and her walls pushed back. The real test of how willing she truly was forced her to break her face away from Elena's cunt. Emmy stared directly at me, struggling to get out, “Oh fucking... God!”

Only halfway in, she was as hot and wet as a good bath. Elena pulled Emmy's feet back, opening her up just enough for me to shove the rest of the way. I could have came right then and there.

“See?” Elena looked down at her friend, “I told you he'd fit.”

The first pull back felt like her pussy was trying to force me out. Easing back in, Emmy relaxed and focused on the slit in front of her. She tried licking, whimpering as I worked myself into an easy rhythm.

“The clit, not the entrance, sweetheart.” Elena weaved her hips, guiding Emmy to hit the right spots. “There you go. It turns him on so much more when he sees both of us get off.”

Emmy screamed away as Elena kept up the dirty talk. The way that poorly neglected cunt wrapped around me made me want to fuck her raw and fast, but I knew I'd last all of thirty seconds. As Elena started moaning herself, the primal urge to climax with them hit me like a bat to the temple.

“Rub your pussy.” Elena forced Emmy's hand down. She looked at me and grinned. “Easy, there's no point in rushing.”

The perky bounce of Emmy's tits was timed exactly with her wails, shouting as her tongue lashed away. The tight fold of her cunt moved with her fingers. She was already close.

Elena bent over, moving Emmy's hand over. She waved her hand, forcing Emmy to cry out even harder. I could tell it was getting Elena off even more than the amateur tongue between her legs.

I fought to keep myself under control. All of Elena's temptations and the fact I hadn't nutted in days while suffering all that, made it damn near impossible. And Emmy was proving to be my favorite kind of girl: One hell of a screamer.

Two sets of legs quivered in front of me. Right on the verge, I gave that tiny cunt one more stack of hard thrusts. Everything picked up speed and intensity, like I was running the show for once.

Pulling out before I blasted, what used to be a narrow slit gaped like it wanted more. Emmy's legs shot together as Elena was forced to hold herself up with both hands. I couldn't tell you how hot it was, watching and hearing both of them come at the same time.

Elena snapped out of it first, driving her hand between Emmy's thighs one more time. Every stroke forced her to twitch and whimper. I'd even go so far as to say that compared to Elena's incomparable sexiness, Emmy's helpless, overloaded body was adorable for a moment. And you'd never catch me using that word aloud.

“She comes like tomorrow, doesn't she Jason?”

“Yeah, sooner than you'd think.” I dropped my jeans and then reached behind my shoulders to take off my shirt. I've gotta find my own Elena.

“Now we get to see what she can do. Sit down.”

I sat next to Emmy's shaking body, letting her legs rest on top of my lap as I got out of my socks and boxers. For the first time, I looked down and noticed Patrem Epsilon made me look like I was a total gym rat. A gradual change in your body over a week has a way of sneaking up on you, when you can't take your eyes off someone else.

“Emmy,” Elena leaned over, still in both pieces of the borrowed bikini, “it's your turn.”

She smiled and reached her hands out to me. I pulled Emmy up and placed her in my lap, side-saddle. The girl couldn't have weighed much over a full hundred, soaking wet.

Eager to get my cock back inside her, I pushed it between the upper-most part of her thighs. Even wedged against her skin, I had plenty to get me off. Even the hand that wrapped around my shaft felt too small and soft to come from a real woman.

“Go on, you can't thank him like that.” Elena eased Emmy forward, the side of my dick sliding right up against that little cunt.

I wasn't waiting any longer, picking her up from underneath her ass and thighs. The slow drop had her hugging around my neck, more out of feeling too much go into her again than affection. She breathed against my chest, finally letting out a moan as she hit bottom.

Her feet dangling just off the floor, I knew I was up. Squeezing tight around Emmy's waist, I gave her a quick boost and a drop. You could tell she loved every bit of it.

Emmy tried wiggling in place until Elena stopped her with a hand on Emmy's thigh. “No, save that for when you've got your legs around him.” She crossed her arms and put one foot back. “Have fun.”

I started rattling her up and down like I was shaking a trick can of beer. Her mouth dropped open like she'd just heard the world's most shocking truth. I kept her going, wondering which one of us would pop off first.

“Fuck!” Emmy's hands and arms shot around wildly, searching for something to grab onto. “Yes!”

I took her arms in mine as well, locking them in front of her. She gripped onto me with both hands, fingernails digging against my skin.

“Don't stop, please!”

Whether it was the way she begged for more, or the pulsing squeeze of her cunt as I rested, I knew even a girl petite as her would wear me out in no time.

“Come on, it felt so good.”

Fuck it. Whether I came like this or not, she was too damn hot to turn down or even disappoint. The instant I started again, the smile on her face could have melted all of Antarctica.

I ramped up the encore, assaulting the tightest pussy I'd ever been inside so hard, I figured I'd knock her out. The raw power in my arms made easy work of jogging her up and down until I had the poor girl trying to curl in on herself. Both feet came up and rested on my left leg as I felt her climax threaten to burst out.

Hell no. “If you really want it, you do it.”

Emmy gasped for every breath as I spun her around, still impaled on my shaft. She gave herself a moment, before hugging closer than any girl that innocent-looking had any business doing with a guy like me.

“I really, really want it.”

“Then prove it. I wouldn't do something like that to you unless you did.”

Emmy swirled herself slowly, proving it wasn't her first time riding a dick like this. “What do I want?”

I pushed both of her thighs down, enjoying every bit of the grind she was forcing on both of our bodies. Refusing to answer, I made her show what she wanted. And holy shit, she begged without saying a word.

Emmy already had herself worked back to that constant wail. That multi-million dollar voice was even better when you had your cock buried trunk-deep inside her. And unlike the unspeakable fantasies I'd had about her, she was begging for it to keep going.

Her screams were almost unbearably loud as she shoved her face into my neck. Her cunt left my entire sac dripping with her excess wetness. The whole girl was committed, her entire body just begging me to finish inside her.

“That's it, I'm gonna...” Her head shot back as her fingers dug into my ribs. “God, I'm gonna come!”

The pulse in my nuts told me I was about to add a branch to the family tree. As much as I wanted to keep going, fucking her got me off as well as I knew it would. She was too hot, too tight, and too wet to even dream of letting go without a full load.

I moaned as I felt the first shock of her climax. Holding the tops of her thighs, I pressed Emmy down as I started throwing rope inside her. If what Elena claimed was true, it was already too late to back out now. Emmy was having my first kid, whether she liked it or not.

She eased down, resting against my shoulder and shaking the last of it out. “God, it feels so warm.”

I shot out my last and leaned my head back, staring at the ceiling about thirty feet above. Every word was a gasp, but I managed to get out, “Yeah, that was mind-blowing.”

“Wait... Did you just—” You could almost hear the click in her mind. “You fucking came inside me?”

“That's what you wanted, right?”

As a slow clap on the other end of the room made both of us look over. Right next to Elena, now holding Ava against her chest and shielding her eyes, Grant slapped both hands together one last time. “My wife taught you everything you need, except for one key part.”

As he started walking over, Emmy almost shot out of my lap. The panicked look in her face started punching my heart as she started running away from the couch. Grant caught her mid-stride, lifting her off the ground as he spun from her momentum.

“Easy.” He put her down and held onto both shoulders. Staring, it almost felt like he was talking, but his lips never moved.

She hugged him all of a sudden, like she hadn't just been grabbed, naked in her own house, by a man she'd never seen in her life. And even more shocking than that, she turned around to face me, her expression almost glowing.

Grant cast me a coyote's grin as Emmy walked back to me. “I think you just made her dream come true,” now he was showing teeth, “and so soon after she realized what it was.”

He fucking didn't. “Did you just make her want a kid, just like that?”

“Neat trick, huh?”

I was ready to get up and slug him. Even I had my limits, and I'd put people on life support over a few hundred dollars a couple of times. But then Emmy got to me.

She curled up against my body, sitting in my lap and squeezing me like we'd just saved the world. “Thank you.”

“But you just...”

“Gave me what I really want.”

That crazy bastard. “That's not it.”

“Yeah,” Emmy hugged me again, acting like she'd took that positive test already, “I can't believe I didn't realize it until now.”

“But your singing career.”

“It's not a scandal if I stay true to who I was, back then.”

Getting forced, into what was basically a shotgun wedding, didn't sit well at all. “You're not yourself. Snap out of it.” Hell, I wanted the girl to be pissed at me again.

“It's alright, but who knew I'd fall for a guy like you?”

Fall for me? “What are you talking about?”

“Elena's husband took care of everything this week.” She looked at me like she'd loved me for years. “We're getting married in secret, tomorrow.”


“I should knock you the fuck out for that. What the hell were you thinking?”

He plopped himself down in the center of my couch. “I get a scumbag like you set up for life, and this is how you thank me?”

My fist clenched, but I knew I couldn't kick his ass right in front of his own kid, even if she was too young to ever remember it. “Who said I'd have to marry her?”

“But if you're knocking up the most famous women in Nashville, it helps to have access to them.” Grant relaxed even more. “My organization plans on making a clear statement to our funders with this city, and you're the mouthpiece.”

“Hell, I don't even have a tux.”

Grant laughed and nodded toward Elena, who promptly left the room with Ava. “She measured the one good suit you've got while you were out. I had it made during my little vacation.”

I had to wonder how much of it was planned out from the start, and how much Grant had just made the fuck up over dinner at Terry's.

“So what did you do to Emmy?”

He motioned for me to step closer. I did, getting him to open up as soon as I was close enough Elena couldn't stand a chance of hearing us. “Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere.”

“What the shit does that mean?”

“I am the Alpha. Kneel and obey.”

“But you didn't even say anything.”

He leaned back again, propping the back of his head on his clasped hands. “When you focus your will, make sure you send it with that message. For Emmy, I just modified 'I am' to 'He is.' Study up on your Latin. It's handy with our powers.”

Why? “Whatever.” I shook my head and realized another emergency. “How do I find the damn rings before tomorrow?”

“I wondered when you'd panic about that.” He pulled ring a ring clamshell out of each pocket. “It wasn't hard to find a jeweler who had her size on file, and that suit wasn't the only thing Elena measured here.”

“God damn it.” I opened one of them, realizing the rock alone had to cost tens of thousands. “I can't afford this.”

“You don't have to. Elena talked me into paying for everything.” He handed the other box to me. “I'm sure you realize how much I trust her, after the shit she pulled on you in the last week.”

I always figured I'd end up married to my first baby-momma, given the life I'd chosen for myself, but really? “You're both fucked up, but I can't help being grateful.” Hell, I was getting married the next morning to the hottest girl I'd ever had my hands on. “You're still a dick, though.”

Grant propped one leg on a knee. “Don't worry about me. That bodyguard's probably going apeshit right now. We're leaving tonight, so good luck with that one.”

Asshole.


BIMBO THERAPY 3

Lindsey had me pick her up from her one-night-stand's apartment. I was still riding the afterglow from the repeat performance with Trey that morning. My friend fell into the passenger seat of my car and yawned.

“Late night?” I asked, hoping to keep her mind off of my evening.

Lindsey reached back to grab the seat belt. She knew I had a rule of the car not moving until it happened. “He was alright. Bigger than average, but he couldn't last too long. I got three good fucks out of him.”

I backed the sedan out of the parking spot and put it in drive. Thirty minutes, and I'd be rid of her. “I see.”

The delaying tactic couldn't hold her off for long. “So, judging by that little bit of shame in your face, you went all the way with that kid.”

My God I wanted to slap that woman, even though I did have reason to thank her. “If I did, would it matter?”

Lindsey pulled the sun visor down and flipped up the mirror cover. Through her effort at putting on lipstick, Lindsey said, “It doesn't. But everyone remembers their first time. Especially with a strange dick.” She curled her lips under and pursed them. “I was just curious.”

I pulled to the end of the apartment complex's lot and flipped the blinker. It wasn't my first time cheating, but it was the first time I gave in like that. “Trey was nice. Almost a perfect gentleman, which I didn't expect at his age.”

“I wasn't asking about his manners, you dingbat.”

She knew I didn't like to talk about these sorts of things. I figured it would be best to get it out of the way quickly, unless I wanted good reason to choke my best friend for the entire drive. I faked a smile and said, “It was the best I've had in a good while, but he only did me twice.”

I could see Lindsey shake her head out of the corner of my eye. “Poor Jenny. You're still embarrassed about a little thing like sex.”

“I'm not embarrassed by it!” The heat in my face said otherwise, and I knew it. “I just don't think it's proper to talk about things like that so openly.”

“And why not?”

I stopped to merge onto the main road that would take us back to the highway home. Meanwhile, I couldn't think of a real answer. “I don't know. It's just not polite.”

Lindsey chuckled at my bad attempt at justification. “When you're in polite company, say that all you want.” I pulled the car out, stepping on the gas to avoid being splattered by the oncoming mass of traffic. “But until then, you're with me.”

She was as polite as a boot to the face, I'll admit. “So what do you want to know, exactly?”

“For starters, would you do it again?”

The question hadn't popped into my mind. “I don't know. It was great, but I still don't know if I could keep it a secret if I slept around on Ben too much.”

“Define too much.”

Once would have been my answer the day before. “Enough to where he gets suspicious.”

Lindsey adjusted the volume on my radio as the faint drone of commercials ended. I hate it when people do that. “So there's your answer: Enough to avoid suspicion and no more.”


I didn't hear from Lindsey until she called the next Friday. I didn't even get to answer before she started. “Jen, you're free tomorrow, right?”

I always was, since it was Ben's customary day to meet with his clients. “I guess so. Why?”

“How does spending a day on my friend's houseboat sound? They invited me over, but they're terribly boring.”

Good to know she thought I was entertaining enough to tag along. “I guess I can. What time do we meet, and where?”

“We can leave from my house at ten. I'll drive this time, since I don't see myself getting falling-down drunk for once. I think I owe you that much.” She certainly did, dozens of times over.

“Who are these friends? Anyone I might know?”

“No, and wear a bikini, not some curtain of a swimsuit.” I assumed it was for sunbathing, but I should have known better.


Lindsey parked her Denali in the dock's gravel parking lot. I wondered which of the hundreds of boats we would be staying on for the day. As I got out and scanned the neat rows, Lindsey shattered my expectations from across the hood. “You know the drill. Help me spot potential hits.”

“God damn it, Lindsey! We're here to get a tan, not fuck strangers.” I honestly didn't plan on even losing my shorts that day. But the urge to find my satisfaction was always whispering in the back of my head at that point.

She walked over and placed the beach bag at my feet, clanking the pair of wine bottles inside. “Would you be mad if I said my friends inviting us out here was a lie?”

I held my temper, even though I was already about to smack her. “So what was the point of driving all the way out here?”

I adjusted the strap of my bikini top as Lindsey grinned and said, “To have some fun. Why else?”

The kind of fun she had in mind didn't need to be clarified. “Fine, but I'm not promising that I'll be taking part.” In fact, I fully intended on downing both bottles myself while Lindsey fucked a fisherman, or whoever she thought was the best prospect. I didn't hold much hope for whoever we'd find at the dock.

“Just remember my second rule. I'm Lynn and you're Lora, from this point forward today.” I had to admit, her rules did make sense for not getting caught.

We made our way to the dock itself. The tiny little store floating on pontoons had a sign with criminal prices for a bag of ice. As we rounded the corner of the building, I could almost swear I saw Lindsey's ears perk up.

The two young men were loading a cooler and charcoal grill into a ski boat. The oldest of the two couldn't have been a day over twenty-five. Just the way Lindsey liked them.

If I had driven and it was two weeks earlier, I would have turned around for home and left my friend to fend for herself. Lindsey grabbed my arm, almost making me drop my duffel bag. “Your choice, since I picked last time.”

“Neither.” I lied, knowing I'd take either. In fact, just thinking of taking both of them at once made me blush in front of her.

“And I thought you had fun last weekend, Lora.”

I had stopped walking by that point. Lindsey stood in front of me as I responded, “I did, but this isn't what you said we'd be doing today.” I tried not to sound like a total whore, even though I felt myself warming up.

Lindsey's jet black hair caught a breeze as the familiar smirk crept across her face. “And exactly how many bad things have happened because of your romp with the schoolboy so far?”

“None, and I want to keep it that way.”

“Do you even feel bad about it?”

Her habit of prodding just a bit over the limit with questions had me questioning my friendship with Lindsey for somewhere around the thousandth time. But I couldn't deny that I had the best sex of my life that night. “Boundaries. You're pushing them.”

Lindsey hung the beach bag from her shoulder and grabbed my hand, pulling me onward. She knew my real answer, which finally made me realize her pushy questions were completely rhetorical. No amount of foot dragging could have slowed my friend down with strange dick loose in the area.

She stopped right before the edge of the dock as both men started to release the mooring rope. I almost died of embarrassment as Lindsey asked, “Permission to come aboard, cap'n?”

The guy I would have preferred out of the two responded, “Permission granted, but we're about to leave.” He didn't look as amused as his friend.

Lindsey refused to take the hint, moving to work her magic on the first mate. “You two look like you'd enjoy some company.” She stepped aboard, letting her hand nudge against his crotch.

Her target sealed the deal. “Josh, I'm fine with bringing them with us, if they want to go.”

I traded a knowing look with Josh. He cocked his head to the side as he asked, “And you're alright with this?”

I knew we'd get along well, if only because we found our friends irritating. “I'm sorry about my friend. She never learned manners.”

Lindsey raised a middle finger from behind as she stepped down past the boat's windshield. I stepped aboard myself, feeling the slight rock of the tiny boat that would barely fit all of us and our belongings. “It's fine. Justin never met a girl he didn't like.”

I couldn't help but smile. “Odd how that works.” I stared at Lindsey. “Lynn seems to have the same attitude toward men.” The comment had no effect on her effort to get into Justin's trunks.

I was shocked to see a hand outstretched. “I'm sure you know this already, but I'm Joshua.”

“And I'm Lora.” I at least knew to keep Lindsey's rules in mind as I gave him my hand. It wasn't the shake I was expecting, but a gentle guiding into a bench seat next to the steering wheel.

Josh descended the pair of steps and latched the center section of the windscreen shut. He leaned over to push off from the dock and then started the inboard motors. Justin and Lindsey flirted away, already pulling a couple of beers from the cooler.

We idled for the open water ahead. I wondered exactly how I had let Lindsey fool me into another one of her cock hunts. I tried to ignore the chatter and schlick of beer cans coming from the back of the boat.

Josh broke the silence as we neared the buoys reading 'no wake.' “You from around here?”

“Close by.” True. “Tylerville.” A small town in the wrong direction.

“That's where we're from. A little weird that we've never seen each other.” I should have known naming a town with hardly any people might bite me in the ass.

For Lindsey's sake, I tried to come up with a believable recovery. “I moved away as soon as I got out of high school.”

“What year did you graduate?”

At least the way out was easy enough. “2009.” I didn't see the harm in shaving a couple of years off my age.

Josh seemed less confused. “Ah. I graduated from that hellhole in 2012. I guess we just never remembered each other.” We passed the buoys and he opened up the throttle. I felt myself list toward the rear of the boat as the front lifted.

The roar of the motors stifled my attempt at responding with the first syllable. I had no idea where we were going, but Josh seemed to know his way. Meanwhile, Lindsey's hands were occupied. A beer in one, the other working its way up Justin's trunks.


After fifteen minutes of blurred shoreline, Josh suddenly veered the boat into a cove and slowed down. I had been as good as lost since the moment we were out of sight of the dock. Lindsey had been giving her new friend an old-fashioned underneath his trunks for a decent amount of time.

Josh stayed quiet until the boat slowed even further. “Here we are.” I could see why he wanted to stop at this point from the trees shading the shoreline coated in fine gravel. A big rock jutted out of the ground, extending several feet into the water.

Lindsey made a whimper of disappointment as Justin shot up and walked past me. As he opened the latch for the windshield, his erection from Lindsey's handiwork pitched a tent. I watched him grab the mooring rope up front and slide off the edge when the boat began rubbing the bottom.

Justin ran up the shore, quickly tying the boat to a tree about thirty feet away. Lindsey forced her way past myself and Josh. I already knew what the two new friends had in mind.

I turned to Josh and said, “I don't think either of them know what shame even is.”

“Justin fucks anything that moves, but I can't lie, your friend has a good look to her.” He got up from the operator's seat and continued. “I'm a bit more picky than he is, though.” Josh was already back to work, unpacking the things his friend neglected to help with.

I was already willing to give Josh a good time. He seemed nice enough, and I wasn't remotely nervous like the last encounter. “So,” I asked, “do I meet your standards, Mr. Picky?”

Josh snickered as he lifted the cooler above his head. The taper from his shoulders to his waist were already making me curious as to what his trunks were hiding. “Is that an offer?”

“No,” I lied, “just curious.”

He dropped the cooler on the carpet up front and looked at me. “I see.”

I stood to begin helping him. “But I still don't have an answer.”

“So the question is 'Would I have sex with you,' correct?”

I bent over and pulled a bundle of beach towels out from under my seat. Rising back up, I said, “A yes or no is fine. I also take ratings of one-to-ten, letter grades, or detailed essays.”

Josh shook his head and laughed to himself. “As soon as we get all of this stuff off the boat, we'll talk.”

“So what's left?”

“The grill and a few more bags.”

Within a minute, we had everything ashore. Josh handled the grill and trotted it several paces away from the water on a flat spot. I hauled the bag of charcoal behind, knowing he'd need it to burn down.

As I dropped the bag at his feet, I said, “No more stalling. I want your answer.” I was already getting wet, hoping he'd just take me then and there.

“You're persistent, aren't you?” Josh seemed to be ignoring the hands I placed firmly on my hips as he picked up the bag, ripped open the top, and filled the grill.

“You said you'd answer as soon as everything's off the boat.”

He finally looked over, pointing behind me. “I still need the lighter fluid. It's under the seat in the back.”

I covered the distance and climbed back into the craft. Looking back, I could see him checking my ass out. Just to give him a bit more to judge, I bent over and slid the denim shorts off of my thighs, propping myself up on my toes to give my rear that extra little boost. I let them drop, having to take care not to take my flip-flops off at the same time.

The seat was still warm where Lindsey had been sitting. I figured she already had Justin's dick inside her, wherever they had run off to. I pulled the bottle of fluid out and placed my shorts in my earlier seat.

Josh had already pulled the lighter from one of the other bags when I got back to him. I was losing patience with having the tease last so long as I said, “So now you have no excuse not to answer.”

He took the lighter fluid from my hand and said, “Thanks.” Flipping the top open, he soaked the briquettes. He stood back from the grill and leaned in to light it. He finally said, “Let me illustrate what I think you are.”

The lighter clicked, setting off a fireball that was a little too close and intense for comfort. He had made his point. “So, are you saying I'm hot, or smoking?”

Josh let the fire roar and turned to me, dropping the lighter on the ground. “It can be either, but I'm willing to give more than an essay for my answer.”

He took my hand as I asked, “What do you mean?”

As we made our way to the big rock, he started off. “I can demonstrate. Think of it as a presentation.”

I was liking where he was going with this, even if it was a little hokey. Josh's mixture of reserved self-confidence and a hint of schtick was something I'd never get out of my husband. “Do go on, then.” He was just fun.

We both kicked off our flip-flops at the edge of the water. “You're more subtle than your friend, so I knew we had something in common, at least.” The lake was cool, but not uncomfortable as we waded to the face of the rock.

I smiled to myself, looking down at the clear water that was just up to our shins. Josh carried on. “But you're still able to say what what you want without coming across as a slut.”

Stopping myself at the end of the rock, I kept him from going any further. After he turned around I asked, “Is that all?”

Josh eased his torso into mine, easing my back into the gray stone. “Your face is beautiful, your neck is graceful,” he said as he braced an arm against the rock, letting it rest on my shoulder, “and your skin feels like silk.”

I was ready to give him an A+ for what he had said so far. “And the rest?”

“How can I tell if I like it if I haven't seen it?” His hazel eyes locked into mine.

I fully leaned against the limestone behind me and closed my eyes. I was almost as wet as the lake already, and Josh had barely even touched me yet. I tilted my head back whispered, “What are you waiting for?”

He knew the perfect answer. I felt his lips on my throat. Josh took his time, letting me know that his compliment about my neck was absolutely true. I gasped, not being shy about how much I was enjoying his efforts.

I felt pressure on my shoulders as he coaxed me down to my knees, not breaking contact with my neck until I felt the water on my thighs. I grabbed at the waistband of his trunks, revealing the rest of the 'V' of his torso that I had been so curious about.

Pulling the band out to get it around his erect manhood, I kept easing the shorts down until they were in the lake. Josh took the initiative, placing a hand behind my head. I parted my lips and wrapped my arms around his waist.

Josh forced his cock to the edge of comfort, giving it time to settle in a few inches inside my mouth. I started fluttering my tongue to reward his decision to not play around anymore. His rod flinched a bit as I sent the tip of my tongue down the shaft.

The pressure on the back of my head released. I wrapped one hand around the base and leaned back. Looking up more with my eyes than my neck, I stroked his length asked him, “Do you always have this much fun with your partner's brain before having sex?”

He didn't let me answer, pushing my head back into his hips. I wasn't ready for his thrust forward. His tip bumped the back of my throat, choking me to the point I couldn’t keep breathing.

I tried to maintain my poise, keep the gag reflex under control for as long as I could. Before I could start to sputter, Josh released his grip on my hair. I gasped for breath as he slid out.

Josh kept his cock hovering in front of my face. I reached around for his ass, giving it a hard squeeze. I surged my breasts into him, turning my head to keep his dick within reach of my lips.

“You're a rough guy, you know that?” The question was entirely rhetorical, but I wasn't displeased. A little spontaneity never hurt a girl.

He cradled my face as I started teasing the head with my tongue. I let go of his rod and began playing with his sack. Josh grunted in appreciation, playing with my ear and hair to urge me forward.

I felt my nipples press against my top as I wrapped my lips around his dick again. I tried to time my rushes down his length with the sound of the small breakers on the shore, counting them out. Before I could get to fifty, I felt my pussy begin soaking my bikini bottom.

A few more surges and I couldn't handle it any longer. I backed my head away and stood, gripping his fullness, I leaned into Josh's bare chest. His fingers tugged at the knot behind my back. With a quick tug, he removed the top and flung it ashore.

Josh set right to work on my tits, giving me the full pleasure of his efforts. I felt the pressure as he took in the entire areola, giving as much of the hill a suck as he could. His tongue danced around the nub.

The knots holding the bottom piece on my hips loosened. It slid away and splashed into the water. Josh was taking his time surveying the path beneath my belly button, slowly working his way further down.

I couldn't help gasping as the sensation just inches from my folds merged with the vacuum Josh maintained on my breast. I broke the light hold on his cock and grabbed his wrist. I begged him, “Please?”

It did no good. Josh was too strong, maintaining his fingers' contact with the stripe of pubic hair I had so lovingly trimmed that morning. My heart raced as I wondered if this was all a tease.

Josh released my boob and proceeded on to the next one. Suddenly, his finger plunged inside of me. I let out a raspy moan, trying to shift my hips to work his digit further.

As quickly as he had entered, Josh left a desperate emptiness in my flesh. He eased off of my tit and raised the finger he had just withdrawn from my pussy to my lips. I sucked it off as if it were his member, miniaturized. The taste of my own body was something I had never experienced, but I couldn't get enough of the pleasure he was being stingy with.

Josh leaned his head back into my neck. His tongue crawled just under my jawline, driving me absolutely insane. I wanted him balls-deep inside me, right then. My pussy was burning with the need for him already. His tongue danced across my skin, and sent more shivers down my spine to my aching pussy.w

Spreading my legs apart with his own, Josh finally met our lips. I braced my palms against his jaw as I felt him wrap his arms around my waist, lifting me up. With my back resting against the warm, smooth contour of the rock, his phallus prodded at my opening.

I didn't have to beg any further. My body pinned against the boulder, our tongues twisted together. As Josh released me, I slowly began to slide down the gentle grain of the stone.

His tip parted my entry as I crept further down. The gradual and gentle arrival sent hot shivers up my spine. With his tip fully within me, I wrapped my legs around Josh's ass to force him deeper.

He denied my attempt, hugging my back again and pulling me from the rock. I fought back, flexing my legs as hard as I could manage. Finally giving in, he let me sink to the base of his shaft.

Josh turned in place and rested his own back against the rock. I grabbed for a small crevice, using it to heave myself up. The limited grip only let me bounce in tiny, but rapid, jumps.

Finally tearing his lips from mine, Josh looked incredibly satisfied with the motion I was giving him. I had to wonder if he had used this spot for the same purpose before, but I really didn't care. I tried to increase the height of my bounce in vain, finally giving in and demanding, “Fuck me, hard.”

Josh granted my wish, pulling me from the grit of the rock and bouncing me hard against his hips. I whimpered in pure joy, savoring the feeling of his length parting my walls again and again. I could feel myself oversaturating, giving him plenty of lubrication to work with as he gave me the demolishing his idea of foreplay had promised.

A deep moan escaped my lips as Josh rolled his waist, shifting the contact points of his member with my interior. Resuming the deep thrusts, I belted out a staccato of screams and gasps. My pussy was starting to tingle, and Josh's unrelenting attack on it meant that he probably knew as well.

He continued shaking me up and down like a trick can of soda, finally settling himself as deep as possible when my climax broke like a failing dam. I shuddered hard, feeling him struggle to keep my legs clenched around him. With a final gasp of infinite euphoria, my vision blanked as I felt my body hit its limit.

I struggled to ride out the tail-end of the orgasm, breathing hard as he kept my body suspended. Resting my back and ass against the rock again, Josh let me unfurl my legs and stand on my own time. Feeling the water with my feet again, my knees kept shaking..

Finally able to stand on my own again, Josh took my hand and guided me to the back of the boat, where the water came up to my stomach. Hoisting himself up, he sat on the ski platform and gave me a hand up. He didn't linger, standing quickly to slide over the edge of the hull and into the passenger area.

I followed and wiped my discard shorts off the bench seat. Josh pushed me onto my back, bringing himself on top of my body almost instantly. He forced my legs together, guiding his dick back to the home I thought it belonged in.

He let his tip rub against my clit as I smiled to myself. With a quick swipe, he gave his head to fast tour of my lower lips and plunged it back in. I stuck a finger into my mouth, whimpering with the renewed bliss.

I felt Josh's hands grab my knees, using them for leverage as he knelt on the seat. Bending over me as far as my calves and feet would allow his shoulders to sink, he thrusted hard, slapping his washboard against my thighs.

Josh's cock slid against the lips and interior surfaces of my pussy, driving all the way to my cervix with each push. After a few good thrusts, he picked up the pace, placing one hand under my ass.

Without ceremony he pushed through my legs, wrapping his other hand under my rear. He stuck his mouth right by my ear and paused for a second to ask, “How does that cock feel?”

I pulled him further into me with my thighs and said, “Great, but shut up and keep fucking me.”

Josh pulled his head back and grinned at me. He tensed his arms around my waist and slammed into me without mercy. I could feel my feet dangling about, jerking around as his shaft reshaped my pussy like wet clay.

I grabbed at his back, hoping the fucking would never end. The sound of the hinge in the windshield opening barely registered in my head. I looked over to see Lindsey and Justin returning, taking seats to enjoy the show.

The intrusion was the least of my concerns. Josh kept pummeling me, driving my ass deeper into the foam of the seat with each drop of his hammer. I struggled to keep control, trying to hold off another orgasm so that I could feel his young cock explode in the full glory of my own climax.

I was whimpering and screaming like an infant fighting sleep below Josh. I began swiveling my hips against his, giving him more ground to cover with each surge. Finally unable to control myself, I shouted out, “I'm... oh God.... fucking coming!”

It was enough to send Josh over the rails. I felt the spunk burst out of his manhood, painting my insides a pearly white. We came together, shivering and panting in unison as we become one tangled mess of humanity. Each ejaculation drove me further into paradise, the warmth of the summer sun being overwhelmed by the sheer inferno spreading from my battered little pussy.

Josh finished his delivery with a hard sigh, quickly pulling out and dropping his head into my chest. I cradled his head, finally acknowledging Lindsey's presence. She was grinning like a devil, still naked except for her sandals.


I arrived back home, still a bit sad that I'd let the bottom for my favorite bikini drift away during my vertical shuffle with Josh. Still, I had a great fuck, a great time, and the food wasn't bad either. I'd have to hit up the other docks on the lake on my own sometime.

My only problem was a bit of sunburn, which felt the worst downstairs where I wasn't used to tanning. It could have been from Josh's savage treatment, or maybe even having to go without the bikini bottom in my jeans. I didn't care to debate the point. It was probably a bit of all three.

But Lindsey did call after the fact. She sounded ecstatic about an invitation she had gotten in the mail for some convention a few hours drive from home that was going to take place the next weekend.

I already knew where she was going with the idea, but that's a story for another time.


BIMBO TOUR:

FIRST LAYOVER

The sudden darkness woke me up. Rows of gray pillars crept by the window and then drifted further away as the train switched tracks. The bowels of Chicago's Union Station were outright industrial, with rare bits of color saved for warning lights and signals.

We were on the run, kinda, but I knew GeneFactor had sent me here to do a job. With almost three million people and no telling how many tourists, Prime Recipients wouldn't be in short supply. Plus, it wouldn't hurt Elena to broaden her perspective on the world.

Businessmen and women mixed with the common rabble on the platform as I felt Elena lift her head off my shoulder. Even if it was a new world to us, several hundred miles between us and Reverend Boyce made Chicago feel more like the safety of home than where we had come from. At least we had the means to live comfortably here.

“I guess we're here?” she asked before yawning and rubbing the sleep from her eyes.

The train eased to a complete stop. “I guess. It's morning already, I think.” I stood up and looked behind me. The inside of the train car reminded me of an airplane as people started grabbing luggage from the overheads. We only had two rolling suitcases between us, ourselves.

“So what's the plan?”

I looked down at Elena and shrugged as the old man seated in front of us made a bolt for the exit. The yellow mustache and beard around his mouth stood out against the white hair on his cheeks. He couldn't wait to get out and express that religious devotion to his cigarettes.

We brought our luggage down and started rolling down the aisle. I started browsing through my booking app, trying to find a decent place to stay for a week. If I can't flush out some paying work in a city this big, I'm fucking something up.

I had already reserved our room by the time we hit the escalator. More than two grand for seven nights downtown felt like a bargain. It was the open-air bar and view of the Chicago River that sold me on the place. And I knew I'd be spending the remainder of that ten-thousand Janus had loaned me by the time we'd leave.

The great hall of Union Station opened up as we got up to ground level. Elena stared in wonder, probably never having seen such a grand place outside of a church. “Is the whole city like this, Grant?”

“Hell if I know, it's my first time here.” I placed a hand on the small of her back and added, “Come on, I've got us a place.”

“I'd always heard bad things about this city.” The awe in her face countered the worry. “Was it all a bunch of lies?”

The marble floor and limestone columns shined under the gigantic skylight. “As long as we stay away from the south side, I think we'll be alright.” Great food, museums, and running the risk of getting shot in certain areas was all I did know about the place.

We got outside and started down West Adams Street, walking against the one way traffic. The noise of rush hour and construction was almost too much for me. We crossed Adams and followed Canal Street north for a couple of block before the suitcases started to wear on us.

“Shit, we've still got a mile to go.” I put and arm out and stopped Elena in her tracks. “Let's call a ride and get checked in.”

Elena crossed her wrists as she held onto her suitcase. The way she barely hid herself in that white, low-cut blouse and tiny khaki skirt made me want to get in our room and her out of those clothes. Those strappy heels probably didn't make the walk pleasant either. She nodded and smiled, still having her mind blown with every sight.

I tapped a few icons on my phone and saw the marker for our ride coming up Canal Street behind us. “It's just about here already, come on.”


We had already wrecked the bed, walked through Lake Shore East Park, and then tortured the mattress again before daylight faded. The way the headboard of the king size bed separated the modest living area like a half-wall was a nice touch, and I'm sure we'd given at least one resident of the condos across the river one hell of a show.

I lied on my back and rested the back of my head on my arms. “How about we get dressed and hit that bar downstairs?”

Elena curled up next to me and ran her hand down my chest. “You know I'm not old enough, and I don't have any ID anyways.”

Shit, forgot about that. Fucking a nineteen-year-old can have its drawbacks. “If I throw a big enough bill in the tip jar, I'm sure the bartender won't care.”

“Grant, I've never had alcohol before.” The curiosity in her eyes almost looked guilty. “Are you sure it's alright?”

“It won't kill you.” Seeing what I could get her to do drunk had crossed my mind before. “I think if you try it, you might like it.”

She grinned and snuggled closer. “You let me get away with so much.”

I knew I was responsible for her after tearing out that ridiculous moral compass she had followed. “Beside, I've got a job to do, and the bar seems like a good place to drum up some business.”

“So that's what you had in mind.” Elena gave me a playful slap on the cheek. “Get me all loose and willing to help you.”

“You're not turning it down.”

She giggled and drifted her fingers inside my boxers. “If you get drunk, you might give me what I really want.”

If that's the game she wants to play, fine. I leaned up before she could get me rock hard again. “Come on, we've only got so much money left.”


Slow jazz, steel girders, and suspended mood lighting gave the place a more serious tone than it deserved. I had let Elena get through three blue Hawaiians already, with her fourth on the way. The prospects for Prime Recipients hadn't been as good as I had hoped, but it was the early drinking crowd in a hotel bar.

Our waiter was taking his sweet time, even with the fifty I'd shoved in his jacket pocket. The anemic little pizza wasn't what I expected out of Chicago, either. All told, I was about ready to get one strong drink to cap it off and call the night a loss.

I looked at Elena, the tip of her nose getting pink from the booze. I watched her shake her empty glass as I said, “I normally don't call it a day this early, but I think I'm about ready to head back up.”

“I'm having a good time.” She ran a foot up my shin and looked to the side. “I think our waiter gave up the ghost.”

“Well, of course.” I tossed my head back and leaned against my chair. “He's got his tip already.”

“No,” she put a hand on my arm, “look.”

I did, and the head of my cock almost exploded. Our waiter was gone, but his replacement already had Elena's next drink in hand. Fuck me, she's nice. She was one of those rare, porcelain-skinned redheads.

The new target of my obsession placed the glass in front of Elena. “Anything else?”

I tried not to stare, seeing everything I needed to under the vest and black pants. “A tall Guinness and a shot of Jameson for me.”

“St. Paddy's day was a couple of months ago.” She smiled and took the empties off our table. “But that's always a good choice.”

“Irish?” I looked at her, hoping like hell I'd chanced on something exotic with that deadly combination of red hair, flawless skin, and green eyes.

“No, but that's a good tipping holiday for me.” She spun around with the drink tray before adding, “They'll be right up.”

I looked at Elena. She already knew what I had in mind. “Really, Grant?”

“What?” I couldn't figure out why she'd take issue with it.

“I know you took me away really fast,” she pulled her drink almost to her lips, “but fifteen seconds is all you need to decide?”

“I didn't even need that much time to decide on you.”

The first sip went down Elena's throat. Her eyes were already half-glassy. “Lust at first sight, I guess.”

“You called it that, not me.”


Lydia Patten was her name. Over the course of a few more rounds, Elena and I had learned she was from a small town in southern Ohio, taking jobs at bars because the money was far better with her looks than any office job she could wrangle. At the very least, she had pointed out several places in the city to check out.

It finally came time to settle the tab. Midnight had already passed, and the bar had less than an hour to closing time. Lydia was making her way through her tables as we finished the last of our drinks. I'd made Elena take it slow for the past while, but her cheeks were still flushed.

A loud pop went off right next me. I turned and saw a guy in a suit, seven or eight sheets to the wind, draw his hand back from Lydia's ass. “Come on,” he slurred, “what's the problem?”

“Piss off.” She turned and got back to us, the groper still leering at her backside. “Fucking asshole.”

I put another fifty on the table and took the bill. “You know, I could take care of him for you.”

Lydia cocked an eyebrow. “How?”

I handed her enough cash to settle the tab and said, “Just watch.”

The feeling of wickedness came over me as I stood up. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. The drunkard looked up at me as I stood over his table. “Yo.”

“The fuck do you want?” He reeked of whiskey.

I focused on his will, the alcohol in his system making the guy easier than he should have been to influence. “Tip her everything in your wallet and go the fuck to sleep.”

He reached around to his back pocket. “Kiss my ass, buddy.” He laid a modest stack of hundreds on the table. “That shit ain't shit.”

I rolled my eyes and turned around. Elena and Lydia stared at me as I heard the guy stumble off. I thought about adding some extra orders to run naked down the street and take a dive on whatever meeting had called him to Chicago, but that damage was enough.

“Did you really just do that?” Lydia had edged close to Elena. “That dumbass has been giving me problems for the past couple of nights.”

“It's easy to trick a drunk.” I didn't plan on revealing exactly how I had forced the guy into doing what he did. “Make them think it's a good idea, and they do it.”

She took the bill and smiled. “I'll be right back.”

Elena put a hand on my shoulder and whispered, her breath hot on my ear. “You know, you could talk me into things right now.” At least she was fun when she was drunk.

“I think you'd like some time with our new friend.”

“You mean you would like me to mess around with her.” Her voice trailed off for a few seconds before Elena added, “And then you'll give her what I want.”

I shrugged and let her know the drill. “You got it.”

Her teeth pinched against my earlobe. “Let me have it, just this once, please?”

The way she always begged for it was like a soundtrack to my life for the past week. “You know I can't.” Hell, I barely caught myself in time earlier that afternoon, nearly busting at balls-deep inside her. Pulling out like that hurt my soul every time.

Elena whined and leaned back as Lydia got back to us. “You always say that.”

“I got ten percent off for you.” The tip and handling Lydia's biggest problem for the night made the discount feel small, but there's only so much she could have done. “You two staying here for very long?”

“A week, but who knows where we're going after this.” I put our room number on the bottom of the receipt. I actually felt pressure behind my eyes this time. “Knock on this door when you get off.”

She smiled and said, “I guess I can.” As Lydia walked off for the final time, she added, “But don't expect anything like that guy did.”

I don't expect it. I know it's mine already.


Elena had already lost her patience. Still riding the wave of alcohol in her system, it was a fight to keep her off of me and her clothes on. I was about to give in when the alarm clock next to the bed rolled around to half-past-one.

Two delicate knocks tapped out from the door. I left Elena frustrated on the side of the bed, pouting away. Sure enough, Lydia was standing on the other side of the peephole, nervous with one hand gripping an upper arm.

I opened the door and said, “Come on in.”

She entered. “The upper floor suites are nicer than I thought.”

I guess she's never had a one-night-stand here before. “The view's great. I didn't think Lake Michigan was this close until I got up here.”

“So,” she looked at Elena, “you think she'll be alright?” Lydia and I got out of the narrow entrance between the closet and bathroom. “She's a lightweight if I've ever seen one.”

Ego sum alpha. “She's just jealous.” Et genua parere. “You had to know why I gave you our room number.”

Lydia crashed her rear on the bed, right next to Elena. “You're right,” I watched her brush her fingers against Elena's thigh, “but I didn't think you'd let her stray that easily.”

The fuck? “You mean...” It was enough to get my juices rolling. “Wow.”

“You don't make much in tips if all the guys know.”

At least thirty Prime Recipients so far, and not one lipstick lesbian, until now. “Well,” I looked back at Elena, “what do you think?”

It wouldn't have been her first experience with other women, but the idea still shook that religious foundation in the back of her mind. Lydia had already moved her fingers under the hem of Elena's skirt. “Grant, does she really want me instead of you?”

“I'm alright with it if you are.” I still planned on getting what I wanted, but the pure confusion in her face mixed with those lowered inhibitions in a deadly cocktail. “Go ahead and let her show you a good time.”

Lydia didn't waste any time. She mounted Elena's lap and brushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders. I watched her rip that vest off her own shoulders as their lips met.

I took a seat in the reading chair off to the side. Settling in for a show, I reared back and propped one foot on a knee. By the time I had a thumb and two fingers supporting my jaw, Lydia's white dress shirt had joined the vest on the floor.

Elena broke away and lied back. Her arms draped over Lydia's shoulders and invited her the rest of the way down. Something about her still seemed nervous, but she knew exactly what it would take to make me happy.

Lydia broke up the embrace and stood up. As she slid her pants down, the full glory of her figure hit me like a rockslide. Her narrow waist led to ample breasts up top, and spectacularly fertile hips below. I wasn't expecting the pink and the bows, but she was all girly and all about the girls.

She dove back down, both of them wrapping around each other like slap bracelets. Elena let her dress slide up her body, gradually making its way up her shoulders. Lydia pulled it off of her and threw it my way, landing right before my feet.

They rolled to the center of the bed. I had a full view as Elena slid her panties down her thighs. My pants got tighter as Lydia let her own do the same, then moved to unhook her bra.

“The poor thing's nervous.” Lydia's smiled as she loomed over Elena. “See?”

I leaned forward and planted my feet. My elbows rested on my knees. “I'm sure you could calm her down.”

She slid down Elena's torso, stopping about midway and cupping breasts in both hands. “She's so soft.”

“Don't let her fool you.” I watched Elena close her eyes and part her lips. “She can hurt a man in bed.”

“But could she hurt a woman?” Lydia inched even further down.

“At this rate, we might never know.”

Our new friend let out a giggle and slid between Elena's thighs. Her feet hung off the end of the king size. The way Lydia's ass went up as her tongue got to work begged for me to come over.

Elena was already tearing at the sheets, rolling her head left and right. Her knees went up in a sudden jerk. By the time her ass had lifted again, I knew it was almost over for her.

Lydia kept going, forcing Elena's hips back down with both hands. Her lack of mercy was admirable, going straight for the goal instead of lingering on the build-up.

“Fuck!” Elena tensed all at once. Her skin blushed all over and her toes curled, gripping the sheets. She was ready to break, drawn up like a knot at the breaking point.

I marveled at the sight, wishing I'd thought to record this one to send Boyce's way as well.

It all came to a rapid head as Elena's entire body shook. Her hands went down to Lydia's copper hair, gripping and pushing her tighter between her legs. The full force of the climax rattled her bones exactly as much as it had my brain.

Her eyes finally opened as Elena turned her head to look at me. She had taken one of Lydia's hands in her own. A relieved smiled drew across her face.

“You look like you had fun.”

Elena closed her eyes again as Lydia set right back to it. She tried speaking, but her new friend wasn't letting it happen. Something about the two together made it seem like they were made for each other.

I would have been content to keep watching, but I knew this was all for one real purpose. I stepped over to the corner our luggage wound up in. Unzipping the front pocket of my own, I pulled out the bottle I was after.

Lydia hadn't bothered paying me any attention. She had Elena well on the way to another orgasm by the time I was behind her. The way her cunt peeked from between her thighs begged me to join in.

The bottle of lube fell on the bed as I clasped my palms around Lydia's ass. I felt the tension rise up in her, but it didn't interrupt her work on Elena. A quick slap finally got her attention.

She tore herself away from my whimpering blonde. “The fuck are you doing?”

Ego sum alpha. “You want it.” Et genua parere. “Just keep going and I'll take care of everything.”

Lydia barely smiled and pushed her ass a little higher. The silky texture between her legs slid along my fingers, already wet and ready to go. Her entrance defied any attempt at slipping inside, tight and neglected by male anatomy.

I slid off my belt and pulled my zipper down. A generous squirt of lube felt like it would have been enough. As I drew close, I knew she'd be squealing like Elena within seconds.

The poor thing didn't get any warning. Her walls fought back, seizing against my cock like a Chinese finger trap. Lydia moaned as I crept deeper, her waist going down until both breasts were on the bed.

I took hold of Elena's ankles, rocking her and Lydia both. They were a moaning, tangled mess already. I drew back and thrust hard, feeling the wonder inside Lydia like no other man could get permission to.

Elena jolted like she had gone hysterical. Her voice flooded my ears. The way her knuckles had gone white in Lydia's hair told me she was tipping over the edge again.

With one foot up on the mattress, I forced Lydia to let my blonde come. Pushing through her heat and crashing hard against her ass, I felt like she needed punishment. It was a fucking like I hated her, and I didn't even know why.

She began screaming herself, one hand replacing Elena's on the back of her head. The other shot between her legs, pushing herself to catch up and finish already.

I wasn't stopping her. When Lydia's feet lifted and curled, I knew she had seconds left.

Her throat tensed as I bent over and wrapped my fingers around it. Her head reeled back as I took her hair like reigns in the other. One way or another, I was wearing this girl the fuck out.

Elena had slid back up toward the headboard, staring in awe and jealousy. She had started playing with herself, begging me to drop our new friend and give her the treatment. She knew what it did to me, and exactly how brutal she could make it.

Lydia's cunt burst with a fit of contractions. Her fingers worked against her pearl, finally stopping as her hips jerked. Her head dropped as I let go, gasping and crying into the comforter.

I pulled out and watched her suffer the same overload of pleasure she'd put Elena through. Even a moment of dick had set Lydia off like a mortar, and I knew she wanted more. But I couldn't help turning up the game a notch or seven.

“Elena,” I started unbuttoning my shirt, “you think you want it more than her?”

Her eyes lit up and she almost screamed like I was a boy band. Elena scrambled to crawl toward me, ignoring the shaking pile of Lydia beside her. She was on her knees, looking up to me like I was a deity brought to life.

My pants dropped. The elastic of my boxers stretched as Elena worked on getting them down. My plan to get a former church virgin and now ex-lesbian fighting over me had set in motion.

Lydia finally rolled onto her side. She grinned like I had just told her an old enemy died. “Does she really want it that bad?”

I focused my intent. “You want it even worse.”

“Hmm,” her eyes were almost cat-like, “do you really think so?”

“Not really.” I felt the warmth of Elena's mouth wrap around my cock. I caressed behind her ear, letting her know I was pleased. “You're not showing it at all.”

Lydia's smile vanished.

“In fact...” I fought to keep my eyes open and my face straight. Elena had gotten that damn good. “She'll get it if you don't.”

Elena took me all the way in and shook her head. Backing off in an instant, she wrapped her fingers around my base. “Grant,” she looked up at me like a child begging for a puppy, “you know it's all I want.”

“See?”

Lydia was already working on standing. “You can have her any time. Why not me, right here and now?”

Elena was trying to pull me down on top of her. I stood firm and watched Lydia take the belt from my pants. “Then make me want to.” I let Elena win, easing over her and sliding my dick right inside her pussy.

Her legs wrapped tight. Breath like steam hit my ear as Elena whispered, “Don't stop until you fucking come inside me.” A few thrusts was all it took to have her wailing.

I should. In fact, I had convinced myself that this would be the time. My hips pumped with one goal, grinding the length of my shaft against Elena's sheer perfection. She had more than earned it.

Cold leather tensed against my throat. I couldn't resist the pull, lifting off of Elena against my will. I grabbed at the belt and knew Lydia finally meant business.

“I'm sorry, but you can't have it this time.” The tight leather finally released. Lydia crawled onto the bed in front of me, her new weapon still in hand. “Hold still, or it's gonna hurt.”

Now I had reason to want Lydia punished, but I couldn't bring myself to stop her. Elena stared up as Lydia crept both knees next to her ribs. “But—”

Lydia shot a hand down, gripping Elena's cheeks and contorting her mouth. “Shut up and roll over.”

Elena mumbled something unintelligible.

“No, it's mine.” Lydia let go of her mouth. “Put your hands up.”

Holy shit. I didn't mind watching Elena get dominated like this at all. I feel bad for her, but damn this is golden.

Elena finally got bratty. “Grant!” She wiggled in place, trying her damnedest to get away before Lydia could restrain her arms. “It's my turn.”

“Well, you need to prove you want it more than her.”

Lydia had already secured the belt in a loop, tucking the end inside a couple of times to keep it tight. That's when got up and jerked Elena onto her feet. She looked around for a moment, finally settling her gaze on the corner of the bed. “On your knees.”

Elena wasn't the type to really fight back against this sort of thing. She did exactly as ordered, looking up at me like I was supposed to help.

The pink bra on the floor got picked up, wrapping around the belt and getting tied to the right leg at the foot of the bed. Lydia then forced Elena's own tiny panties in her mouth. “You'll fucking watch.”

I knew I'd owe Elena an insane amount of pampering after this was over, but Lydia was just aggressive enough to get me foaming over. Whether she actually wanted it more than Elena, I wasn't sure. All I needed to know was she had won and was already lying back on the bed, one of her thighs draped over Elena's shoulder.

She's asking for the same kind of treatment. I towered over both of them, my dick throbbing at the open invitation to just run with it. No, she's begging for it.

Completely ignoring Elena's attempt at protest, I dove right on top of Lydia. She guided me in, her hands on my ass, pulling me deep and then motioning for me to start thrusting hard. The whimpers started immediately.

“God, he's loving it.” She ran her hands up to my head and through my hair as she let out an evil little giggle. “You know it's killing you.”

Elena sobbed at my side. She couldn't help watching. Something about it finally made me snap.

I forced my hand against Lydia's throat and leaned up. “You,” I clenched my fingers enough to get the point across, “stay right fucking there.”

She tried to speak, but the only thing that changed was the redness of her face. Lydia still wasn't fighting back, but I had plans to change that. To make her question whether she actually wanted it.

The suitcase beckoned again. I left them both and had the front pocket open again. It wasn't ideal, but the charging cord for my laptop would do.

Lydia was still obeying when I got back. She didn't know it yet, but I saw it as a perfect teachable moment for Elena. Of course, Lydia would be the unfortunate test dummy.

“Do you know what I want?” I made sure my stare drove the point home. “Put your hands out.”

She watched my face as the cord wrapped around her wrists. So far, she seemed to want it too.

“Well?”

“I don't know what you mean.”

The cord tightened as I made a quick knot. “You will,” I looked over at Elena and stepped her way, “and she'll help get the point across.” I started undoing the belt around Elena's arms and pulled the sopping wet panties out of her mouth.

Elena was all smiles and sunshine as she stood up. “I thought you were gonna let her be mean to me.” She rubbed at the broad ligature marks on her forearms.

“No, I think you had enough already.”

Lydia kept looking at us, the confusion fading into a realization. “So hurry up and fuck me.”

“Oh I will,” I gave Elena a quick tap on the small of her back, “but why don't you explain to her how this works.”

She already knew her goal would end up in Lydia. “I guess I know what happens.”

“Then fucking tell me!”

I gave Elena a slight push, forcing her to crawl on the bed and snuggle behind Lydia, her arms draping over our guest's shoulders. I couldn't hear it, but one whisper from Elena is all it took.

“There's no way you're serious.” Lydia wasn't exactly fighting against the cord or Elena's embrace. The hesitation in her face, though, told me her heart was beating out of her chest.

“He's serious,” Elena nuzzled their cheeks together, “but it should have been me this time.”

Is she happy to help now? I caught myself staring at Elena. I've totally broken and twisted this girl.

She wasn't done yet. “But you know what?” Elena's hands gripped onto Elena's breasts. “I know if I make him happy enough, he'll have to give it to me someday.” She looked up at me, the pure devotion in her face bordering on creepy.

Lydia finally let it sink in. “What did you do to her?”

“I saved her,” my eyes couldn't stay focused on them, “I think.”

“Grant,” Elena leaned back, pulling Lydia with her, “stop talking and get to it.”

The way Lydia's cunt begged me to return was too much to fight. Something about Elena's rush to get the ball rolling again had rubbed off on me. Why, however, wouldn't dawn on me for a while still.

My shaft was ready, every beat of my pulse surging through it. I put one knee on the bed and bent over Lydia. The lump going down her throat almost made me laugh at her.

Right as I had my tip poised against her entrance, Lydia made her thoughts known. “I don't even think I want a baby.”

Elena hugged her tighter from behind. “Of course you do. He wouldn't have chosen you otherwise.”

Lydia's concern melted away. “You might be right.” Her legs spread, welcoming me back.

Wait, Elena did that? I crashed myself forward, bracing myself up, the tip of my dick mere inches from the goal. Janus either wants to know about this, or he's got some explaining to do if he knows about this.

Both of them looked at me, begging for the job to get done. The way Lydia tucked her lower lip under her front teeth combined with Elena's smile to set my surplus of hormones boiling over.

I dove back in, sliding myself to Lydia's furthest reaches. My skin met with her wetness, giving me everything I needed to finish in seconds. But something didn't feel kosher.

They both looked up at me with gratitude in their eyes. Elena hugged against her new friend while Lydia closed her eyes and turned her head to the side. It was like giving the gift to one would satisfy both.

I slipped back, almost pulling out. What the hell happened to Elena? The draw of thrusting back, deep as I could get, was too much to resist. Is this a new normal for her, like she's just compensating for the wait?

“Grant,” Elena's voice shocked me out of it, “you should look happier.”

I shook my head and ignored the thoughts gnawing at the back of my brain. Whether the situation was odd or not, I still needed to score a payday. “It's nothing.”

Lydia's fingers gripped my waist. “Shut up and fuck me, then.”

All of my girth filled her to the brim. I shook my head and soldiered past my thoughts. Never over-analyze sex, fellers.

Elena bent over and nipped at Lydia's earlobe. I heard her whisper, “It makes you so happy, doesn't it?”

The corners of Lydia's mouth shot upward as her head rocked to the other side. A twitch inside her prodded me on, knowing she truly wanted whatever Elena told her she wanted.

That's it, something from Patrem Delta's rubbed off on her. Mid-thrust, I almost lost the thought to count my pills later. It's not like I was stopping now.

What energy I had left hardened into pure desire. Lydia's cunt pulsed harder with every passing second, as if Elena had given it a direct order. Whatever it was, the way her walls caressed and teased at my shaft had directed me toward the destination like a GPS.

One hard rock of my body set Lydia off. Her eyes opened as she looked right at me. As she tangled her fingers behind my neck, she begged, “Please, come for me!”

It was beyond me to turn her down. Profit-motive, Elena's new trick, and my biology mixed together and then reacted in my brain. The ultimate in pleasure was guaranteed, and all I had to do was keep doing what felt right and wrong at the same time.

Lydia tried hugging against my body with all four limbs. Her thighs tensed against my hips. She made me inch down, forcing her ass back against the bed.

The rest of the world dispersed like a clearing fog as I focused only on the feeling of my dick and Elena's satisfied look. When I finally closed my eyes, it was like Elena was screaming and whimpering beneath me. I knew better, and if I gave in by trading partners, it was all for nothing.

Lydia snapped without warning. Every part of her tensed up at once, her body springing like a trap around me. She pulled me deep, fingernails digging into my neck and shoulders.

I fought to keep going in and out. Giving in and letting her body do the rest of the work would have done the same thing, but my own instincts ordered me to keep ramming myself home. It all came to a head as I felt the twinge beneath my shaft.

She gripped harder, forcing me to drop completely. It was like a gift, letting me feel everything from a different, better angle.

That was all it took. The sudden rush between my legs bowed me forward, driving my face into Lydia's neck. Her voice reverberated through her body as she closed tight.

I shuddered and felt the first rope explode from my cock. My world shrank further, collapsing into the feeling of release. Nothing existed in my head, other than the pure bliss of my second release.

Sweat-drenched and burning hot, Lydia shuddered around me like the San Andreas. Her pussy went from wet and ready, all the way to slick and fulfilled as my third and fourth jetted out. The gratitude in her moaning tempted a few more out of me, draining all I had.

The last thing I remember before collapsing was Elena and Lydia's hands on my back. I knew I had done well for both of them. As my eyes opened for a brief moment to see the angelic look of pure thanks, I knew Lydia's greatest unknown desire had just been granted.


An alarm I hadn't set jarred me out of sleep. I mashed at the snooze button and felt a piece of paper on the nightstand. The window being on the north side of the hotel, I couldn't tell exactly what time of morning it was.

I fumbled for the paper and tried staring at it through the fog of sleep. It took me a minute to realize it was a note from Elena. She had gone out by herself to find my next Prime Recipient.

“Fucking hell,” I rose up and planted my hands on the pillows behind me. “What was that last night?”

The shift from jealous to generous since we had arrived in Chicago wasn't anything I could explain without an outside influence. I got all the way up and got into the bathroom. My bottle of Patrem Delta was exactly where I had left it after taking yesterday's dose.

I finished counting and gulped down today's pill. They're all there, so I know she's not sneaking any. Besides, I was sure Elena was still naive enough to think too much Aspirin would get you high.

Looking myself in the mirror, the physical changes from the treatment had slowed down, but it's not like they had much more to do. Washboard abs, an aura of outright health, and a confidence in my eyes that never went away had already been there for weeks. The changes underneath the hood, though, still hadn't been fully explained to me.

“That asshole's got some explaining to do.” I got right back to the nightstand, noticing Elena had plugged my phone in before tucking me in. I knew she had, because I was outright spent, not even remembering pulling out of Lydia.

I browsed my contacts for Dr. Rickard's number. It only rang twice before he answered.

“Yeah, Grant?”

“Listen, something's gotten weird with Elena.”

“Such as?”

I pinched my forehead, wondering if I should thank Janus or give him a dog-cussing. “She's doing some of my work for me now,” I wondered if my next part was accurate or not, “of her own free-will.”

The sigh on the other end of the line should have warned me. “If I told you this wasn't her first time under that sort of control, would you believe me?”

How? “No.”

“Well, we've had other test subjects before you. That's all I can say right now.”

“Wait,” I knew it was possible, but the puzzle pieces I had didn't fit together, “she was a virgin when I met her.”

“Not anymore,” his Aussie accent got thicker, “did I peg that'n right?” The sound of a filing cabinet opening rumbled from his end. “It definitely gives us some new data to work over.”

“The hell do you mean?”

“Grant, Travis Boyce wasn't that man's real name.”

“Sean Ryan. I know.”

I couldn't tell if it was frustration or relief on Janus' end. “Shoulda figured you'd find out after you sent a form on that reporter.” He paused for a second before asking, “So what else did you find out?”

“He got kicked out of the Army for sexual misconduct, and there's some funny business with the donation plate.”

“That's only scratching the surface, but I'm sure you can figure something else out with that information.”

Yeah, I'm not that dense. “He was one of those earlier test subjects.”

“Ten years ago, when we were just figuring out the components of Patrem Delta,” his voice trailed off for a moment, “the early trials had setbacks.”      

“Hopefully you got the bugs worked out since then.” I hadn't turned into a sociopath yet, so there's to hoping it wouldn't happen later.

“When his trial failed and came to an end, Sean went off the rails and disappeared. I only found out his history after years of trying to find him.”

“As in, Patrem Delta drove him mad.”

“Patrem Alpha, actually. You're on the fourth version. Stronger in some ways, but we were far more cautious in the formula.” Janus laughed to himself and added, “Don't worry, Alpha was the only one that turned men into psychos.”

“Good to know, but how many were on Alpha?”

“Just Sean Ryan. We almost shuttered the whole program after him.”

“Anything else you need to tell me?” I cut back in before he could respond. “Like what's happened to Elena.”

Janus hesitated. “It's something we don't fully understand yet,” he paused again, “but we first noticed it when we caught up to Ryan. She's exhibiting the same behavior with you as she did with him.”

“No way she got other women for him.”

“You're right on that, but she was just as obedient to what he wanted as she is to your wishes now.”

At least I didn't turn her into some pull-string doll that only recites Bible quotes. “So what was his goal with her?”

“I don't know. Haven't talked to the man myself in a decade.”

“Right,” I knew I still had Brooke as a source, “I think I've got a lead of my own.”

“Careful with that reporter, mate.”

With that, Janus hung up. I pulled the phone away and stared at it, wondering what about Patrem Alpha made Boyce a psychopath, and exactly what all of this meant for Elena.

	BIMBO TOUR 3:
	INSIDE BET
	
	“Something's bothering you.”
	It was our third night in Vegas, and I hadn't made a penny. Either from slots or my actual job. “You think so?”
	“Yeah, that's four you've turned down tonight.” Elena put her back against the wall and sulked as I pulled my shirt off. “You never did that, until we got here.”
	Sin City should have been my best hunting ground yet. You couldn't turn around without running smack-into at least one Prime Recipient. I tossed a hand up and collapsed onto the bed of our room, staring at the ceiling beyond my fingers. “It's different now.”
	“What do you mean?” She crawled over me, pouting in a way that didn't get me hard as a rigged blackjack hand. “I thought you wanted to come here.”
	I did, but knowing exactly what my work for GeneFactor was doing to people weighed on me like an anvil on a piece of chalk. “You know, it might be time to hang it up and settle down.”
	She didn't burst into joy like I expected. “That's silly.” Her cheek rested on my shoulder, supportive until the end. “You know we both like helping people.”
	“Are we really, though?” Hell, have I even helped you in the long-run?
	“Why don't you rest for a while?” I should have known something was up by the smirk. “I'll go find some fun for later.”
	“Don't bring back any guests.”
	Pure mischief was in her face as she grabbed her purse, but I was too out of it to care. “Promise.”
	
	She was right back on top of me. I knew I had dozed off for a few hours, but I had no idea what time it was. “Come on, I found a show you'll like.”
	It wasn't my preferred way to waste time in Vegas, but shutting my brain off for another hour or so didn't sound like a bad idea. “What kind?”
	“Burlesque.” The corners of her mouth met her ears. “You know, the dirty kind of show.”
	“I wouldn't call that dirty, exactly.” A titty bar, maybe, but not this. “Sounds fun, though.”
	“We've even got some friends to go with us.”
	Shit, here it comes. “When I said no guests, I meant it.”
	“They're meeting us there, not here.” She tugged at my wrist. “Come on, it starts in thirty minutes.”
	I got up with her pull. “I'm not fucking any of them.”
	Elena bunched her mouth up on one side and crossed her arms above me. “They're gay men, so I assumed you wouldn't.”
	“Oh,” I was proud of her for getting over that hurdle, “alright then.” Besides, gay guys know how to party.
	
	Tyler and Wes were good enough company. The show was drawing to a close and we'd all had some alcohol in us, but nowhere near enough to drop Elvis or any of his impersonators. That's when the performers filed off the stage, filling the spaces between the tables with skin, sequins, and bunny ears.
	I should have known why Elena paid so much attention to the show. Her eyes followed one performer. You could see her shoulders perk up as she got closer.
	“Elena, don't get any ideas.”
	She scooted over my lap and out of our booth, paralyzing me out of shock. Before she turned away, she said, “Trust me, I know how to put you in a better mood.”
	Wes, the taller, scruffier of the pair said, “Sorry, I might have had a hand in it.”
	“In what, exactly?”
	“I'm one of the choreographers for the show,” his blue eyes shined in a way that's only gifted to gay men when they're being sly and sassy, “and one of our girls, Paige, has a problem you can help her with.”
	“What did she tell you?”
	“Oh, just enough.”
	I looked over at Tyler, hoping he'd be a little more transparent with me. His shoulders went up. “I had nothing to do with it. They're the ones you want to look at.”
	Wes pointed at one of the dancers nearby. Paige had legs that went for days alright. She took a seat next to me, scooting close like all the dancers were supposed to. “So, you like the show?”
	Tyler and Wes looked at me. “Tell her the good news.”
	I put an elbow on the table and buried my face in my hand. “Elena, I told you I wasn't working tonight.”
	She leaned in front of Paige and into my ear. “You get paid three times for this one.”
	How the hell?
	The hug of Paige's outfit didn't leave much to the imagination. I normally wasn't a fan of something tacky like bunny ears on a girl either, but they just worked for her. “You know what you're asking for, right?”
	Her voice went a little higher. “Wes told me about you, but I didn't know if I'd go through with it.” She nudged her shoulder against mine. “That is, until I talked to her right before the show.”
	Elena wrapped her fingers around my wrist, still standing over the table. “She's on board and ready to go through with it tonight.”
	I felt like I could send her out and stick my dick in a gloryhole by then. The work was almost getting too easy. “So you're sure?”
	I felt all four of them looking at me. Glancing just to make sure, each head nodded and smiled. Fuck me.
	“We can do my place.” Paige stood with Elena and leaned into the table. “I'm already looking forward to it.”
	Now, I don't know if you've ever had a girl you just met ask you to breed her before. But let me tell you, the look on Paige's face could have driven men to war. I was imagining myself inside her already.
	“See, Grant?” Elena had my arm with both hands. “You are helping.”
	Helping you get what you want, you mean. I had no doubt all parties involved were sober enough, but I knew the Queen-type Janus mentioned described Elena to the letter. I just hadn't discovered how much of my powers could rub off on her yet.
	
	Vegas was a lot more normal once you got a few blocks off The Strip. I looked out the passenger-side window at the suburb whizzing past, and then over at Paige. “So you've thought about this for a while?”
	“Long enough.”
	For all I knew, “long enough” was just since she met Elena. “As in?”
	“A year or so.”
	“Any husband or boyfriend in the picture?”
	Paige grinned like she knew something I didn't. “In Vegas, you're not exactly surrounded by quality guys, and the money's too good to leave.”
	I didn't want to mention that she'd age out of being a showgirl at some point. By the looks of her, she had a good number of years left. “So, you from around here originally?”
	“Iowa, believe it or not.”
	It explained the complete lack of accent in her voice. “The only thing I was good at was cheerleading and dancing, so I came here right after high school.”
	She pulled into her driveway. It was a modest place, but nice enough for anyone. “I guess this is us.”
	“I like it.” I'd almost forgot Elena was in the backseat. “We don't have houses like this back home.” The Spanish style was worlds apart from the McMansions and ranch houses back home.
	“Well,” the car stopped just short of the stucco wall, “it's nothing special.” She hesitated, looking down at her hands on the steering wheel.
	“Nervous?” No way in hell she wasn't.
	“Yeah,” she flashed a meek grin at me. “I didn't think it would happen this way.”
	“Then why do it?”
	Paige stared out the windshield for a moment. Finally, she pulled the door handle and looked back at me. “I always told myself I'd have my first at twenty-five, just like I had said I was getting out of that corn town.”
	“Fair enough.” All three of us exited. The thing they don't tell you about Vegas is how damn cold it gets at night, and how fast.
	Elena cradled her arms in themselves, the low cut of her skirt doing her no favors at the moment. Paige at least had the foresight to put a long coat over herself before leaving the theater.
	Elena beat us both to the front door. “Sorry, it's freezing out here.”
	Paige had the door open in seconds, dropping her keys in a bowl just inside. I entered last, the warmth cradling me like a blanket.
	“Five-grand, is it?” Paige crashed down on her couch. She was at least decent enough to get to the point.
	“How about you hold off on payment until you know it worked?” I had enough in the bank for us to live off of for a few years, if we lived modestly. A few months, if we kept our current spending up. “Besides, why all the trust?”
	“Elena said I'd know in about three days. How does that work, exactly?”
	I glanced at Elena, who had already sat next to Paige. “Yeah, what did you tell her?”
	She looked down like a scolded puppy. “That you've been selected for your genes,” Elena tried sinking into the cushions. “And about your medicine.”
	Fucking really? My eyes darted to Paige. “You really believed that?”
	“Something tells me it's the truth, but I don't know what.”
	It was crazy, but also true. “Either way, I hope you understand what you're asking for.” I finally took my seat to the left of Paige.
	“Yeah,” she put a hand on my thigh, “I do.”
	I believe you, actually. “Well, like I said,” I knew her fingers were drifting higher up my leg, “I'll take the money in three days once you know for sure.”
	“Fair enough.” She had already got to my shaft.
	I cleared my throat and leaned forward to check on Elena. She had already worked her own hands onto Paige. Even if I wanted out of this, I'm not sure I'd get away.
	I was thinking about making it a quick and easy payday, when Paige leaned into my ear. “Come with me for a second,” she whispered. As we rose up, she said, “We'll be right back.”
	Elena nodded and smiled at us. I followed Paige out of the living room and through her kitchen. Why she wanted me alone, I thought I had figured out.
	She opened the door to a bedroom and said, “Give me just a minute.”
	I was wrong. “Hey, do whatever you need to. I'll wait.”
	It took all of thirty seconds for Elena to come snooping after us. She nodded her head toward the dining table nearby. “So, did I do good?”
	Part of me wanted to thank her, but my common sense told me to yell. I calmed my nerves and sat across from where she had taken a seat. “You know, random people shouldn't know how this works.”
	“I just wanted to cheer you up, and the conversation kinda happened on its own.” She looked at me like a scolded child, not quite sure which rule she had broken.
	“It's fine, but keep that in mind next time.” She was hard to stay mad at, and not just because she was basically a dream girl wrapped around my finger. “She's perfect, though.”
	Her face relaxed like the doctor had just told her a biopsy came back negative. “I was window shopping, and Wes just happened to run into me. He seemed like a nice enough guy, so we started talking.”
	“And that's how you found out about the show?”
	“Yeah.”
	She was always well-intentioned and trusting, usually too much. “You realize that's a way these shows use to fill seats, right?”
	“I got played, then.”
	“Hey, cheer up.” I leaned across the table and lifted her chin with a finger. “I'll treat you tomorrow for landing us a job.” That usually meant I'd be spending several hundred, bare minimum.
	She looked like she was lost in figuring out what she wanted already. It only took her a moment to figure out what I'd be dumping money into. “There's a shoe store I didn't have time to look in, and the gondola ride's always something I wanted to do.”
	Shit, one more pair and we'll need more luggage. “Sounds fun.”
	Bare feet pattered against the Spanish tile. When I looked behind me, I knew Paige's lower half looked just as good without the heels. Sweet, merciful biological clock. I knew I'd end up owing Elena even more than what she had asked for.
	“Is it okay if I'm still nervous?” Paige shuffled in place, the hem of the white button-down she'd changed into teasing at the assets beneath. “I didn't know it would happen tonight.”
	“It's what he does.” Elena got up, walking to her friend right beside me, then wrapping her arms around Paige's collar from behind. “Just relax and let Grant take over.”
	Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. I pulled at her arm, limp as it could be. “Come on, act like you want the fuck of your life.”
	It was like I'd sparked a fire in her eyes, and then tossed a bucket of kerosene in the middle for good measure. Paige's hand gripped my wrist. “You sure you want that?”
	“Yeah, I am.”
	Paige tucked her chin into her chest and smiled to herself. “Then can I make a request?”
	“Name it.”
	“I will, eventually.” She put her hand on mine and turned away, letting it linger like she wanted me to follow her again. “What's the hold up?”
	That was quick. As Paige strutted back to her bedroom, I couldn't help wondering what she had meant. Prime Recipients have a way of surprising you every now and then, and it was always fun to discover the unexpected things these girls could be into.
	Elena was right behind me as we crossed rooms. Paige's bed was in the center, the crisp mint of her comforter unbroken like it had just been steamed. It didn't match the black finish on the metal frame, but I wasn't here to critique her interior decorating.
	Paige got to the edge of the bed and turned around, clutching her hands in front of her waist. “Both of you?”
	I ignored the phone buzzing in my pocket. “That's how it usually happens.” I was starting to forget what handling a job by myself was like. Not that I wanted to go back to it.
	“I've never had another girl involved before.”
	Elena was already working on demolishing that hurdle, easing her entire body against Paige's, hands sliding down to the ultimate goal. I really wanted to see the natural course of events.
	“Wait,” Paige brushed her off, “I don't know about that part of it.”
	The hesitation was hotter for me than imagining these two going at it. Ego sum alpha. Fight back, no matter how pushy Elena gets. Et genua parere.
	I focused an opposite intent at Elena, wondering how much control I still had over her. In the past few weeks, it was hardly necessary to use it.
	Paige jerked back. She stared at Elena like a deer at a wolf.
	Elena bared her teeth, grinning like she had detailed plans for her victim. “Should I?”
	“Go for it.”
	She didn't stall a bit. Elena forced herself onto Paige, pushing her onto her back. With her knees on either side of Paige's tits, Elena took her wrists and pinned them against the bed.
	Oh shit, this'll be good. I walked around to one of the end tables. Pretty much every girl has something for fun in her night stand.
	I opened the drawer, seeing a roll of duct tape instead of the usual vibrator. “I get it now.”
	Elena looked at me as I held up the roll. She stared back down at Paige and giggled. “For a minute, I thought he wanted me to do something bad again.”
	Paige tried to speak, only getting a strip of tape over her mouth. I could see the acknowledgment in her eyes.
	I ripped the length off the roll and pushed the torn end against her cheek. “I shouldn't be surprised by what people are into by now,” I gave her a quick pat on the head, “but I expected something a little more tame from you.”
	“Well that ruins the fun, doesn't it?”
	I had known for a while that I had warped Elena like a bent wheel. “That's a little fucked up.”
	Elena leaned back with Paige, forcing her arms behind her back. “You know you love it.” And to think she was a virgin who thought holding hands counted as second base less than a month before.
	Paige started resisting. She tried forcing her way free, never stopping as I pushed her sleeves up and bound her wrists.
	“She's all yours.” I backed off, tossing the roll of tape to Elena. “I've got one more thing I want around.”
	She didn't mind, diving right down to tug at Paige's underwear. “You act like you don't want it, but your panties are soaked.”
	She was at that point I considered “delightfully mad.” I turned around one last time before leaving. Elena already had her hands between Paige's thighs, having the time of her life.
	I was after that extra prop as I left Paige at the mercy of whatever Elena wanted to do with her, but nobody ever tried contacting me this late unless something was up.
	I pulled the phone out of my pocket and tapped the screen a few times. It was Janus. I checked his text, seeing that he wanted me to call him, ASAP.
	Now? It was already a few hours past midnight back home, so I knew he had something I'd want to know. I figured Elena could hold down the fort for however long it took.
	I fought with the lock on the sliding door, one of those push-tab pieces of shit that never work like you expect. Finally getting out onto the back patio, I gave Janus his call. The second ringtone didn't even finish before he picked up.
	“I've got a mandatory job for you.”
	Not even a hello. Thanks, ass. “And that is?”
	“We've got a satellite division in Los Angeles, and I need you to help train a couple of new Donors.”
	That wasn't part of our agreement. “I'm not fucking them, if that's what you're on about.”
	He sighed on the other end, “I like where your mind's at, but no. All you have to do is show these fellows how you do what you do.”
	I was already getting cold again. “So it's a class I'm teaching.”
	“Not exactly. Think of it as chaperoning a field trip.”
	“A little more information would be nice.”
	“Pay's twenty-grand,” by the way he paused, I knew he was grinning at my expense. “You show these boys how it's done by scoring your own Recipient, and then make sure they both get their first.”
	“Finding three in one night.” I crossed my arms and tucked my phone between my ear and shoulder. “Glad I've got a helper.”
	“That's why it's paying so much. No help from Elena.”
	“Finding three, all while babysitting, solo. You gotta be shitting me.”
	“Can't go making them think someone else does the searching.” He paused for a second. “And I've forwarded my information on Queen-types to the L.A. office.”
	“So they want to take a look at her.”
	“Basically.”
	I wasn't sure how she'd handle that news. “What does that involve?”
	“When I say it's a full-gamut kind of testing, I don't mean anything like electro-shock.”
	“Good, because I'd tell you to shove it up your ass.”
	“But if she's really a Queen-type, our staff needs to take certain precautions.”
	“Mmhmm.”
	“Don't take it like that. You know she could be dangerous with those powers if she's provoked, just like you.”
	I knew exactly what he meant, but the idea that Elena could actually hurt someone was too much of a stretch. “I think she'll be fine.”
	“Tell me,” Janus sounded like he was speaking from experience, “how many things have you done since you started, that you wouldn't have dared do before?”
	I already had a few instances in mind. Dr. Clare and Brooke, for starters. “So you think Elena's getting that way too.”
	“How she's controlling people or even got that ability, we don't know. I just want to make sure the negative effects of Patrem Delta didn't pass along with it.”
	And how much will it change me before it stops? “When do you need us in L.A.?”
	“Finish whatever you're doing today, and get there the day after.”
	Being after midnight, I knew we had half a day left. Seemed like I'd be cramming Elena's reward into as little time as I could. “I'll do it, but don't think I like it.”
	“I knew you wouldn't, but we don't have much choice.”
	“Right, I guess.”
	“Just remember, the ones who do all the talking don't know what's going on about, but the ones who know the story keep their mouths shut.”
	I almost blurted out how he contradicted himself. Little did I know, it was the best advice he had ever given me.
	“Let me know as soon as you're off the train.” Click.
	I ran back inside, just then realizing how cold I had gotten. Trusting Janus suddenly didn't seem so easy. I knew he personally wouldn't treat Elena like a lab animal, but underlings I'd never met could always be a different story.
	Telling her my command phrase might not be a bad idea, just in case. I shook my head, knowing that if she wasn't dangerous now, she certainly could be with that knowledge. But at least I know she's on my side.
	Grabbing a dining chair, I finally started back toward the bedroom. It was too quiet on the other side of the door. And knowing Elena, there was no telling what I'd see once I got back in there.
	I turned the handle and pushed. Well, alright then. Paige was face down on the bed, bare ass in the air and hands still behind her back. Each cheek was striped with hand prints, dark smudges of mascara all over the comforter.
	“Good, he's ready for you.” Elena gave her another quick swat before coming to me. “She finally stopped whining.”
	Christ. I liked what I saw, but Paige didn't look so taken with it. “Get that tape off her mouth.”
	“But I've got her so well-behaved.”
	“Now.”
	I knew Elena was fighting inside herself. Whether she even realized how far she had taken things, I didn't know. But I knew I had to make the boundaries clear before she went too far into that abyss.
	“Here,” she ripped the bit of tape off of Paige's face without ceremony. “Don't think he'll go easy on you, though.” Her smirk was too direct.
	Paige didn't say a word, watching me as I put the chair next to the bed. Her fingers wiggled, trying to find a weak spot to break loose. The only part of her that told me not to have mercy was the sly look in her eyes.
	I figured I could use that role playing for my lesson. “Elena, on the chair.” I pulled the tape off the bed.
	She sat down, puzzled as a dog seeing its food bowl behind clean glass. “I did something bad after all, didn't I?”
	“Knees in the seat, arms on the back.” I watched her do as she was told, guilt all over her face. “And yeah, I want you to look at the poor girl.”
	“Then she really didn't want—”
	With an ear-splitting reeeenk, I pulled several feet off the roll. “I want you to watch what you caused.” I had Elena's wrist just as immobile as Paige's in seconds, held tight by a few loops around the top rail of the chair.
	It finally sunk in for her. “I went too far, didn't I?”
	I put another strip across those plump lips and tipped the chair, the back resting against the edge of the bed. Even though I couldn't bring myself to punish her physically, I did know Elena was more vulnerable to actions rather than words. I simply planned on giving Paige what she wanted in the process.
	A mean, little grin crept across my face. I knew I was sinking into the same urge I was trying to keep Elena away from. At that point, I had given myself permission to indulge it.
	I reached over to Paige, forcing her up by her hair. Falling into the bed on my back, I made her crawl over me. The only part of her that couldn't lie was her eyes.
	As I felt the slight give of her inner thighs, I forced my pants and boxers down. I looked over to watch Elena, suddenly reconsidering her zeal in turning strangers into slaves.
	That's when Paige faked a bit of resistance. Her head ducked next to mine, imitating a sob. I knew it'd be hell for Elena when Paige whispered, “The poor thing thinks it's real, doesn't she?”
	Kinda the point. I pulled her hair even harder, forcing her cheek away from mine. “You asked for this, so don't think about backing out.”
	The girl was outright dangerous. Paige swirled herself in my lap, threatening to push me inside her with each movement. She stopped and leaned back down, her voice almost inaudible, “I need you to want it just as bad.”
	She knew I did. That's the game, huh?
	“Come on, what's stopping you?”
	Not a damn thing. I pulled her down by the waist, forcing myself inside her. The girl was already wetter than a lake.
	Her breath would have fogged my ear if it were glass. “Now you get it.”
	It was a fucked-up part of the role play, even for me. I closed a hand around her neck, gripping just enough to feel her breathing constrict. I didn't make her do this.
	“Scare the shit out of her,” Paige fought to get it out around my hold, “I'm sure she's never seen a girl get ravaged before.”
	She was right. By the time I'd got my dick wet in a Prime Recipient, they were begging for it. But here was Paige, waiting to beg for me to stop.
	The clench of her walls felt like a vice. Paige played her game, tensing her legs like she wanted me out.
	I gripped her shoulders, forcing her to ride me like a mechanical bull. My reward came quickly, her walls crashing against my shaft with that fake struggle. A quiet giggle in my ear told me she wanted it even worse than I could have figured.
	Paige rubbed it in, both with the writhing motion of her body, and her desperate look toward Elena. It was far from her first time playing the part. Whatever floats her boat, I guess.
	Drunk with lust and a need to drive the point home, I started pounding myself into her from below. I was taking Elena's transgression personally, wanting her to take the consequences of being too pushy to heart. Judging by the tortured look on her face, she knew.
	I was too distracted by the lesson until I felt Paige's cunt twitch against my cock. Her perfect thighs tightened against me. I gave her a hard stab and then stopped, letting her come like she was in the middle of an epileptic fit.
	It was time to make my statement. Pulling myself out, I forced Paige onto her back at the foot of the bed. The tape ripped away from her wrists as she quivered, all of my weight resting on the back of her thighs. It took no time at all to bust her loose.
	Paige had to have played the scenario out in her head countless times. As I rolled her over, she looked directly at Elena. “Why is he doing this?”
	I wasted no time, plunging myself back inside. The helpless look in her was driving me nuts, knowing it had to be driving Elena mad. I wrapped my fingers around Paige's neck again, wailing my hips between her legs like I wanted to break her in half.
	More streaks of black trailed from the corners of her eyes. Paige started moaning, tipping me off that she couldn't keep the act up much longer.
	I put my palm over her mouth, muffling her screams as her fingernails dug into my back. The sharp sting of skin tearing made me see red. I used my free hand to force a thigh up, piling myself into her even further than I had gone before.
	Her feet came up to my neck as I pushed her face to the side. It was getting hard to tell whether she was still playing at it or just enjoying it. I backed my hand away, letting Paige belt out a quick scream as I popped her cheek just enough to hurt.
	She crossed her legs just below my neck, cutting my air off. As I put my hand between her face and Elena, Paige gave me the most twisted smile I'd ever seen. The words, “keep going,” were clear from just the way her mouth moved without making a sound.
	I gave her what she wanted, pulling myself up and driving in with all of my body. My chest stung as her hands slapped against my skin. It didn't stop me, sinking myself in until I felt the spot where I knew I had to come.
	It was making the angriest make-up sex feel like child's play as I pulled out again. Paige was already looking like a human wreck, tender from abuse and too much of what she wanted. As I got up and forced her onto her stomach, I made her look directly at Elena.
	My dick in hand, I got on my knees right behind her. Paige made a cute little attempt to get away, forcing me to pull her arms behind her back and push her shoulders down. My tip drove right back home, sliding between her dripping walls with no resistance.
	Elena looked like her world was falling apart. As soon as I made eye contact, she looked away. The shame I had driven out of her had been replaced with remorse for doing her job too well.
	Paige wasn't able to speak anymore, whimpering as I buried myself in her like a stake. I ripped at her shirt, pulling it from her arms until they were almost free. I gave the tail a quick wrap, bounding her in what little cover she had left.
	Her shouts and moans were true to what she fantasized about. Paige tried pulling away again.
	That's when I pushed her onto her side, keeping myself impaled inside her tight body. I pulled her top leg up, displaying the violation right in front of Elena before forcing it back down. Her pussy was horizontal, my hands bearing all my weight on an ass cheek.
	Paige was tearing at the sheets, pushing herself up in a way that angled her cunt just right. Her hair and makeup were catastrophes. It only added to her performance.
	Her cries only made me want to push her further. Paige screamed for more punishment, like she was mocking me.
	I obliged her, taking my hands off her ass and forcing a leg up. Her dancer's flexibility showed itself off by how her ankle tucked behind her neck. It had spread Paige to her widest and shallowest, giving me even more license to stuff her full.
	Elena had tears of her own by this point. I almost felt bad for her. But she had gotten herself in this mess, and I wasn't stopping the lesson before it had sunk in.
	A surge of power came over me like a shot of adrenaline. The lowest reaches of my abs tensed as my skin got hot. The new position combined with our game, giving me even more motivation to use Paige as fully as I could.
	I held on to myself, barely resisting the urge to pump her full. I shuddered with the rush and overstimulation all along my shaft. The seconds stretched into minutes, if only in my head.
	Paige burst out with one last fit of climax. She gripped tight with her slit, trying to keep me in.
	It was too much. My knuckles clenched white against her skin. With one last thrust, I let myself go.
	Paige kept coming, her walls squeezing my erupting cock in a rhythm that could drive any man mad. For a brief moment, she tried acting shocked. But even the most committed role player can't stay in character mid-orgasm.
	I emptied myself into her. I was used to primed and willing, but adding a game of reluctance to it made every spurt feel like an explosion of guilty pleasure. It almost felt too good.
	She kept quaking as I finished. Pulling out hurt my body and soul. I knew I couldn't linger inside though. Elena still had to learn.
	I stood up without the courtesy of aftercare. The tape screeched off of Elena's mouth with the flip of my wrist. I watched her try to process what she thought I had just done.
	Paige was gradually regaining her senses. We both watched her pull her legs together and cradle her knees with her arms. By the looks of her, someone should have called the police.
	But that's when she broke the game. “We really scared the shit out of her, didn't we?” Her smile and face were demented, like a Jared Leto grin on a Heath Ledger Joker.
	I unwrapped Elena's wrists, barely keeping myself from laughing at her. She was relieved, but there was something else in her face.
	“I know you thought it was funny.” It was the first time I'd ever heard spite in her voice.
	“We didn't mean to—”
	“Just stop already.” Elena got up and marched out of the room.
	Fuck. Telling her we'd be leaving Vegas early was going to be enough to dump on her alone. Until that stunt I pulled with Paige, Elena had been having the time of her life.
	“We over did it. That's the kind of mad only a girl can pull off.” Paige still had her arms wrapped up in her shirt as she sat on the edge of the mattress.
	I started working her free. “Yeah, she was getting out of hand, but I guess I ended up doing what I was trying to break her of.”
	“Give her tonight to fume over it, then explain it in the morning.” Paige rested her head on my shoulder. “But either way, thanks for that.”
	“Sure.” All I wanted to do was crawl in a cave somewhere. “Listen, don't worry about paying me.”
	She jerked a little. “Are you serious?”
	“As a heart attack. I wouldn't feel right taking money after that.”
	
	Elena wasn't in the mood for how I planned on rewarding her the next morning. We met the check-out time, at least refunding the cost of the room for that night, minus the usual fee. Honestly, I was glad to be leaving.
	We still had three hours until our train left, so paying the daily price to put our luggage in a locker at the station was worth it. Anything to get out of sitting next to her, saying nothing for all that time. The six hour ride to Los Angles with a silent, pissed Elena and miles of scrub desert to keep me company was bad enough.
	It had been an awkward, silent trip through the natural history museum, maybe a mile from the station. With another hour to spare, we sat on a bench in the park surrounding the place. I'd finally had enough.
	“Last night was my fuck up.”
	I knew she was staring straight ahead behind her sunglasses. Nothing on her face moved.
	“I'm sorry I gave you the wrong idea.”
	“That's all I wanted to hear.”
	“So,” I took her hand, just to have it jerked away, “I get it.”
	Elena finally turned her head my way, only a little. “It's not that.” She paused for what felt like minutes. “You're not the person I thought you were.”
	“And that is?”
	“Not like the rumors I'd heard about Travis.”
	God-fucking-damn-it. “I think I know the ones you're talking about.”
	She had those glasses off in a second, her eyes tearing up and driving a hole right through me. “How could you?”
	“It was a joke.”
	“No,” Elena looked angry for the first time, like, ever. “How could you know about them?”
	If she only knew how much I did know. “Your past is behind you. Why would I bring it up?”
	She put the shades back on, but I knew in seconds that it was just to hide the waterworks. Elena had shifted herself away from me already, but the way she sat made her seem like ice. Not just cold, but incredibly fragile.
	I knew enough to keep my mouth shut. I really should have just made last night a quickie. At the very least, I'd prefer the same-old same-old to this.



	It was good to see Elena take hold of her humanity again, but it had a steep cost I didn't see coming. The fact that she wasn't the perfect girl to have around anymore would bother any man, but the loss of her trust gutted me like a fish. And I knew the next job wouldn't inspire it to come back.



BIMBO TOUR 5:

CITY ANGEL

Panic had already set in. I had been searching for Elena since I had learned she ran off from GeneFactor that morning. As the street lights flickered to life, I knew she had no cash or any other way to get a place for the night. I had checked every inch of a ten block radius from the office that wouldn't get me shot for trespassing. No Elena.

The college campus nearby was the first and last place I wanted to search. Even during summer, I knew it would be full of blondes with bodies to die for. I knew looking there would get my hopes up until the prospect turned around.

I should have at least got her a burner phone or something. Not that she had anyone to call, but I'd at least have a shot at contacting her, assuming Elena would answer for me. Hell, she'd probably call Brother Boyce before she'd pick up for me.

I wandered between buildings, just hoping she'd appear on a bench. It was damn near as dark as it could get under the lights of L.A., and desperation kicked in. The only part of the place left to look was the northern edge, and I wasn't even sure I was close. For all I knew, Elena could have found her way to San Diego or somewhere else by then.

I sat down on a bench at the edge of the sidewalk. Flipping through for Janus's number, I looked up one final time before calling him for any help he probably wouldn't be able to give. Then I saw the sign across the street.

*Faith Life Catholic Center

Open to all with open hearts.*

It's a long shot, but it'd be just like here to hole up in there. Elena at least had brief moments of falling back on her old beliefs. If anything, she'd know she would be safe there after dark.

I waited for an SUV to whiz by and jogged across. The three stairs onto the balcony were crumbling at the edges, but it seemed kept up fairly well. It gave me a little hope when the doors opened with my pull at the handles.

I walked in, seeing the usual church entryway and another set of doors leading to the chapel. It at least felt like an Elena option, and I was glad I didn't have to deal with walking into a service.

The main hall wasn't anything impressive as I walked in. The dim lighting didn't give me the best view, but I knew nobody was in front of me. The sound of movement to my far left made me turn my head.

It was her alright. Elena was in the main aisle behind me, headed straight for the door. I followed her into the foyer before I wrapped my arms around her waist from behind.

She tensed up and started fighting the instant I had her. An elbow to my ribs almost broke my hold, but I couldn't let her run off to who-knows-where again.

“Will you fucking stop and listen to me?”

Elena tried ripping my arms off of her, painful, red lines striping my skin. “Grant, let me go.”

I tightened the hug. “Go where?”

It was like she gave up all hope in an instant. “You couldn't have said a worse thing to me right now.”

It hollowed out my guts like a Thanksgiving turkey before the stuffing. “I'm taking you home,” not sure if I'd regret the offer, I went ahead and said it, “but you don't have to stay with me if you don't want to anymore.”

Her legs went limp. I barely kept her up, but something about the way she stopped warned me I was in for it. “What you and Travis both did to me was unforgivable.”

“So you're your old self again.”

“Yeah, the person I was before I met either of you, as far as I know.”

“Either of us?” I let her slide down to the floor and sat next to her. “You mean Boyce is still like me?”

“The minute I met both of you, it was like I wasn't in control of what I wanted anymore.”

“And now you've got free will.”

She nodded her head. “When I thought you were doing terrible things to Paige, it was like something snapped in my brain.” Elena had that same look of horror from that night in Vegas. “Both of you are awful people.”

I knew it was true, especially in her case. “How do I even apologize for wrecking your life?”

That's when the tears started. “That's what's so messed up. I'm thankful you did.”

Have I completely cooked her brain? “I don't get it.”

“Grant,” she turned herself to face me, “you got me away from him and risked yourself to take care of me.” Honest as always, Elena let the true insult come out. “But you never gave me any choice in the matter, just like him.”

“Well,” I knew I was putting my balls in a salad shooter here, “I never wanted to force you to stay with me. I just knew you didn't have anywhere else to go.”

“And I know that. But why take away my free will?”

I wiped a tear from her cheek, hoping I wouldn't get an open hand across my face for it. “Honestly, I thought I was giving it back to you.” I realize how shitty of an excuse it was.

The odd way she smiled her sadness threw me for a loop. “I was happy with you, though.” She looked back toward the main chapel behind us. “When I tried praying, it was like nobody was listening.”

“I'm not the person to ask about that, but I'm sure if your faith is what gets you through things, it's what's right for you.”

A glimpse of my Elena came back. “That's it though. You forced me to choose things for myself.”

What? “I don't follow.”

Elena gave me a little push on the shoulder. “When they did one of those tests, I remembered what kind of person I used to be before Travis.”

“And that is?”

“I know this will sound dumb,” she got on her hands and knees to stare at me, “but you let me be more like my old self.”

“Maybe not the nymphomania, I guess.”

“I never would have dreamed being like that.” Elena kept smiling. “But I can't lie and say I didn't like it.”

Something wasn't adding up. “Why run, then?”

“Don't get me wrong. I'm thankful, but I still can't forgive you.”

Logically, it made no sense at all, but I knew exactly what she was talking about. “I can see why.”

“I should hate you, but I know I can't do that.”

I started to get up. “If we hurry, we might be able to get our bags from the office.”

I was on my feet when Elena reached out for my hand. “I don't think you get it, Grant.”

“I did you wrong. I'll be the first to acknowledge that.”

“No.” Elena raised her eyebrows and smiled up at me. “Grant, I love you.”

My eyes shot open as I pulled Elena onto her feet. There's no fucking way. “Are you sure it's you saying that?”

“Whether it is or isn't, does it matter?” Elena almost looked at me like she always did before Vegas. “You asked. That's all that matters.”


It wasn't until we got our luggage from GeneFactor and got checked into the hotel across one of the main roads from campus that I felt all the walking catch up to me. It had to have been at least ten miles. Either way, I knew Elena was safe now.

I slumped onto the crappy hotel room couch and kicked my feet up on the table. “So, what kind of tests did they run?”

She looked at me like I was supposed to know the answer already. “Didn't they do the same things to you?”

“No, all they did to me was a cheek swab.”

Elena had her bag open on the bed, digging for something. “I guess it was like a physical, except for the machine they put me in for a while.”

“The MRI, you mean?”

“I guess so.” Of course a nineteen-year-old beauty queen wouldn't know what it was. “They didn't tell me anything.”

“So why run off?”

“I don't really remember. It's like I wasn't myself until you found me.”

“You mean, your old self came back for a while.”

Elena shrugged and pulled a little thing I'd bought for her out. “I think so, but I didn't like it.” The garters came out next.

Yep, she's back. “For a while, I thought I'd never see you in that thing.”

She looked like I'd just asked her to divide potato by zero. “I don't even remember what I was mad about.”

What the hell? “I get that you're forgiving and all, but really?”

“I really don't know.” Elena brushed it off like I'd done nothing worse than bump into her in an elevator. “I'll be done in a few minutes.”

She turned for the bathroom, outfit of my dreams in hand. You wouldn't know anything had happened by watching her. I wasn't arguing with it, but I wanted to know why.

I got up and made sure I had my phone and my room card. “I might not be back by the time you're done, but I won't be long.” Janus owed me some answers.

“Alright. I'll leave a towel for you.” She smiled as I got to her. “You'll like what I've got in mind.” The wink she gave sent a tingle down to my sack.


Janus picked up after the first ring. “Well, ain't I popular today.”

“What did the tests show?”

“I heard you found your little dollie and brought her back. Good job on that.”

“Yeah, but I need answers.” I got out the front door and onto the street. “Now.”

“Patience there, fella.”

“I'm not joking. Something's happened to her.”

I could tell by the creak of his office chair where he was. “I've got way more than I can tell you in a few minutes, but the important parts shouldn't take long.”

“Well shit, Janus, out with it!”

“She's healthy, first of all.”

I rolled my eyes and wondered how much more bullshit I could handle. “That's great, but you know what I'm getting at.”

“Fine.” He let out a quick snort at my expense. “Do you even know what it means for her to be a Queen-type?”

“She gets some of my abilities. You told me that.”

“No, what it means for her.” Another creak of the chair. “We did regression therapy, and psychologically, the girl's been a train wreck.”

It sent a chill all through my spine. “Is there something I can do about it?”

“Two things, actually. Number one, don't ever trigger her like that again. When she looked at you that last night in Vegas, she saw our friend Sean Ryan.”

“How?”

“Turns out, he's been having his way with lookers in the congregation like that. Got his jollies off making Elena watch and then forcing her to forget.”

“It was role play.”

“Not for him, it wasn't.”

Christ, he's fucked up. “I know he never did that to her, exactly.”

“Yeah, he was saving her for the wedding night. Thought he'd play the perfect, Godly husband with his virgin wife. Until you came along.”

“I wondered why she hated me all of a sudden.”

“All that repressed fuckery came rushing back that night. So don't ever pull a stunt like that in front of her.”

He didn't have to tell me. “Anything else?”

“Tabitha had an interesting note right before Elena bolted out the door.”

“About what?”

“Right before the escape, she felt like Elena was inside her head. I watched the security footage.” He paused for a moment. “She had unlocked every door for Elena and let her stroll right out of there. Swears she doesn't know what happened.”

“I actually believe it.”

“That's your Queen-type at work. Might get nasty if Elena ever turns on you.”

“Would she?”

“That's up to you, mate. Based on what she's told us during the tests, she's ovaries over feet wild about you.”

It brought a smile to my face, but I knew what it meant. “She kinda told me that when I found her.”

“Now listen,” a lighter clicked over the speaker, “you broke her, so you've bought her, so to speak.”

“I didn't know you smoked.”

“Cigar. Cynthia's gonna have my ass over the smell in the morning.”

I knew she would. Even if I could control her when need be, even I didn't cross Dr. Clare if I could help it.

Janus got over his display of balls and blew away from his phone. He finally remembered me. “I'll tell you this. Once you put a little bugger in Elena, her mind's set like concrete. That's the catch to the Queen-type, I think.”

“You think?”

“Fuck me, it's all theory at this point. Best get her happy and in a good place before you try it.”

Even if I did want rid of her at some point, now I knew it'd break her. “She's acting like when I first met her now.”

“Good on ya' but don't do anything stupid.”

“I didn't mean I planned on it tonight.”

“She'd be happy, mostly, if you did. But right now, she's probably still got some doubts about you.”

“If she does, they're hid pretty well.”

“Says on the notes she 'feels like you abandoned her for the testing.'”

“But which version of her was doing the talking?”

“Yours.” I heard him blow another cloud. “I don't think you understand exactly how much she thought of you.”

“I guess not.”

“Let me put it this way. When you took her away from Boyce, she suddenly had nobody. But then you took her in, treated her like family, showed her the lies of her past life.”

“I was just trying to do what's right after I messed her life up.”

“And that's all she could have asked for. That's why I told you to treat her like you love her, even if you don't.”

A semi gassed itself yards away from me, jerking me out of my head and back into Los Angeles. “I probably need to get back to her.”

“Just remember,” it felt like Janus was staring at me through the phone, “she's still able to be controlled. Use that fact wisely before you get overpowered. I don't know how much stronger she'll get.”

He'd hung up before I could say another word. Would she really turn on me? It didn't seem possible at the moment, but the Elena I'd found in the church would be a force to fear having control over me.


Elena was still in her short, ass-revealing bathrobe when I got back. One look at her, and I was ready to forget about the special outfit. Just her body and nothing else always felt like cuddling a piece of heaven.

She sat on the end of the bed, blow dryer in hand. “I'll have your surprise ready when you're out of the shower.”

I knew I'd stank through my latest coat of deodorant. Hell, my last shower was in Vegas. Two nights in a row, plus one romp with a celebrity, would make any man less than fresh.

“Wanna give me a hint?”

“I've been saving it,” I knew she was trying not to look at her bag,”so no.”

I didn't want to ruin a good thing, but it had to be said. “Listen, about what you said in the church.”

Elena's eyes watered, not knowing which way I'd take it. “Yeah?”

I didn't know how to break the news. One word taken the wrong way would destroy her. “Do you remember what I'm talking about?”

She didn't say a word. All she could do was stare.

I hated myself for even thinking about what I was about to say. I never foresaw it, but when it came down to it, I had to make a choice. And she deserved to hear the truth about how I felt.

“Grant, you're not saying anything.”

Fuck! I balled my fists for a second. A few steps got me close enough to deliver the news.

“Well?”

I knew she couldn't stand another second of it, but I couldn't stand admitting it to myself. But it came down to me or her. “Elena,” I took her hand as she let the hair dryer fall on the bed, wondering if being honest would be a mistake, “will you marry me?”


I turned the showerhead off and braced my forearm against the subway tile. Tucking my forehead into the crook of my elbow, I felt like I was ready to pass out. Did I really just fucking do that?

It was honest, though. A simple “I love you too” turned into a proposal without a ring, and I knew I meant it. I just didn't know what forced it into my head.

The thought of her control passed through my mind. But even if it was her projecting a wish into my head, did it matter? I couldn't deny how I felt about Elena, especially to myself.

Giddy and sure of it is how I should be feeling, but why don't I feel that way? I had just proposed to the girl of my dreams, and she said yes, right after I thought I had lost her. But guilt still clawed at me like a cat on a new sofa.

It's because you've taken her for granted, you fucking idiot. You never know how much you care for someone until they're gone. Or at least, that's what I thought.

Just over a month had passed since we met, and here I was. I felt like I had made the right choice, but I knew facing the shit show back home would put it all at risk. And I had just given myself that much more to lose.

It wasn't until I stepped out of the shower and wrapped the towel around my waist that I caught it. Everything with Boyce would come to a head. I just had to be ready to fight for what mattered to me.

The thing they don't tell you about suicide missions is that they seem like the best idea in the world when you accept them. Not taking it would catch up to us sooner or later. When I wiped the fog off the mirror, the grin on my face shocked me.

One of us will lose everything. It grew wider. Sure as hell won't be me.

I ran a hand through my hair, squeezing until water ran down my back. I knew we were heading back first thing in the morning. I had the money, and more importantly, a reason to fight back now.

I opened the door, ready to break the news. As soon as I rounded the corner for the entry, Elena throttled my brain just by standing there.

Sweet Jesus. She had her legs crossed, standing there in black stockings and heels that lifted her ass a good four inches. Waist panties and the lacey bra explained how she'd spent that few hundred dollars Elena was cagey about explaining.

She brought her hands out from behind her back, a cuff around her left wrist. The other one dangled as she asked, “You like it?”

My eyes just about rolled to the back of my head, in the good way. I couldn't help walking over to her. I knew my face was saying it all.

Elena wrapped her arms around my hips and pulled the towel loose. It slid down my legs as I heard the other cuff slam shut. The chain holding her wrists together was cold against my back as she looked in my eyes.

“I think I forgot where the key went.” She smiled and started sliding down. “Oops.”

Elena's warm, soft lips met the tip of my cock. She didn't waste any time taking me in. As soon as her tongue flitted along the bottom, all the troubles ahead vanished.

Lucky didn't begin to describe how I felt. Blessed, maybe, if I were a praying man. The way Elena hugged against my thighs and showed her devotion with her mouth felt like I was being worshipped.

I couldn't help it. When I felt the back of her throat, I lifted a foot and pushed it down on the chain.

Elena squealed around my shaft as she felt herself lock in at the hilt. She took it like a champ, relaxing her mouth and letting her tongue go wild. Aside from shame, a gag reflex had been made a foreign concept to her.

I let Elena have her way with me. Every bob and stroke of her head felt like it was designed just to push me to the edge. Something about the way her lips smiled around my girth struck a chord tied directly to my shaft.

My new fiance whimpered against the part of me she had come to worship. Weeding the thoughts out of my mind about what had happened before, I rewarded her focus with my own. My hands pulled her into me, getting her to do that suction thing I she knew I liked so much.

Elena slid back slowly, ramping up the vacuum in her mouth as she worked her way toward the tip. With one final swirl of her tongue, she popped her lips free. Looking up with her hands bound around my legs, she asked, “Tonight, maybe?”

I couldn't help smiling back. “If I could right now, I would.” Hell, I had no guarantee about our future.

She gave a knowing look, like she was proud of me. “You're saving it for when the moment's right.” Her hand ran down my length and back up. “I can't complain.”

It would have been too much to drive into her head a few weeks ago. Now? It's like she knew, if not my thoughts, then my intentions.

We could always go through with it and get hitched in Vegas on the way back. I knew it'd make her happier than the grandest wedding anyone's ever pissed a down payment for a house away on. But she was more than just another Prime Recipient, always had been.

“There you go,” she gave me another stroke to get my attention, “getting lost in your head again.” Elena never took it as an insult, but she wasn't standing for it. She had me back down to the hilt before I could look down at her.

I'd had enough thinking for the day already. Pushing her arms down at the shoulder, I stepped one foot over the chain of her cuffs and then the other.

Elena finally got the message and backed her head away, hands still together like she was pleading. But she knew she didn't have to ask.

She rose as I pulled her up by the arms and then pushed her onto the foot of the bed. Dragging her body to the corner, I forced her ankles back and behind the chain. She let it slide down to the back of her knees.

I knew what she wanted, just as much as I knew I needed it. Even with my job as a Donor, Elena was the one I couldn't help keeping just for myself. Selfish? Maybe, but even a king with a harem has his queen.

Nothing in her body showed any resistance. I pulled the black panties up and out of the way. Her cunt peeked from between her thighs, wet and ready to give itself up to me.

I readied myself to fall in, angling my cock and inching closer. The raw heat coming off of her felt like it would consume me whole. And this was not just because it was the first time we'd gone two days without fucking.

Tunnel vision for that prize between her legs guided me like we were strung together. I pushed against the middle of her panties, forcing her legs higher. Without even thinking, I sunk in.

Elena moaned with that first dive. I let myself linger, planted as deep as she could take me. Elena was beyond ready.

She rolled her hips as best she could, trying to do more than just enjoy the moment. Elena had a purpose in every movement. I wouldn't find the real motive until later.

All my strength from Patrem Delta gave me enough to lift her from behind the shoulders, standing tall with her braced against my arms. If I could have seen behind her legs, her face had to be showing bliss bordering on madness. Her whimpering voice certainly didn't hide it.

Flexing and relaxing my arms, I had her bouncing. It was enough to send Elena into a fit. Shafted deep, helpless, and getting exactly what she was begging for, it didn't take her long to start going wild.

Only a few steps to the side had Elena's back against the wall. Pinned and vulnerable to however I decided to crush away at her, she managed to pull her arms and legs sideways enough to show her face. Parted lips and open eyes begged for it.

I couldn't hold it back any longer. The skin of my cock rushed against her walls and back out again. Relentlessly. I forced a hand between my torso and the back of her thighs, planting a thumb on her clit and toying away.

Elena's head pushed against the wall behind her. Her eyes closed as her voice got to dangerous levels. Anyone passing by in the hall would have known exactly how grand a time she was having.

I threw all I had at her. The bump of our bodies crashing into the drywall, the screaming insanity in her voice, and my grunting mixed chaos with harmony. I felt myself on the verge already.

It was too much in the best way possible. I had fifteen seconds, tops. As I felt that familiar rush in my loins, I pulled back.

Elena's body tensed, every limb in unison. She vibrated and groaned as I held her, backing ourselves away from the wall. As I made my way back to the bed, her voice finally came back in a shout as her muscles released the tension all at once.

She had broken from my grasp, crashing onto the mattress. Mid-bounce, her legs tried to fight against the chain. The fact that she couldn't rock out the tail end had to be torture.

I eased her legs back, sliding the cuffs past her feet. Finally flat on her back, Elena gasped for all the air in the room. She finally opened her eyes as I stacked pillows on the edge of the bed.

Satisfied with the pillows, I jerked her panties down the rest of the way. Even though she knew I wasn't ready to come inside her, I was ready to give her that gift.

Elena's voice was weak. “That's what I'm talking about.” She knew I was giving her a platform at just the right height.

“You think so?”

She grinned and giggled, rolling onto her side to face me. “I have to return the favor.”

I already knew how she would. Grabbing hold of the chain, I dragged Elena on her stomach and lifted her head. Her neck and chin rested on the stack of pillows as I stepped back between her arms.

She tried looking up at me. “That's not what I-” My dick was already sliding past the back of her tongue before she could moan a response.

With my hands planted on her shoulder blades, I started fucking her face just as hard. Her fingers shot all along the back of my thighs, looking for something to grip.

I wasn't letting up just because it was her mouth. Hot jets of breath hit against the base of my shaft as Elena caught what air she could. Even as it felt like I was punishing her, the way her tongue cradled around the bottom of my cock told me everything.

I took a hard slap at a bare ass cheek, my handprint sticking around in crimson. Moving down, I pinned her clit between my middle and index finger. The ring and pinky slipped inside her.

My arm started aching in short order. Elena kept me going, both with her pussy and her mouth. She whimpered like I was still crammed hard between her walls.

Fighting through the burn in my forearm, I had Elena's cunt sloshing like a stick in a bucket of water. She tried crying out, her voice vibrating against me until I couldn't hold back. Her mouth, just as hot and greedy, had no trouble giving me all the pleasure her poor little slit could deliver.

Elena's clit swole against my fingers, pulsing as I gave it one final drive. Her arms hugged tight around my thighs, forcing my cock to the softness at the back of her throat.

The rush of my gift trying to get out forced my hand to stop. Elena came with the force of a head-on collision.

My own body tensed. The sudden overload of release coursed through my nerves. The texture of her mouth went from silky to creamy as I tossed myself off.

Elena moaned through her climax, coaxing each jet with a roll of her tongue. My hands went to her hair, tangling fingers in her blonde curls so I could keep her lips at the hilt.

Her legs were straight as pins, feet and toes pointed the same way through her nylons.

I couldn't hold it back any longer. “Fuck.” The way she kept licking away was more than I could handle.

My fingers went from pulling to massaging Elena's scalp. I felt the movement of her swallow and the rise in the corners of her mouth. As I pulled back and out, I caught her trying to look straight up at me. Despite the way she craned her neck at its limit, the expression was ear-to-ear.

“You finally came inside me.”

I stepped back out of her arms and crouched to her level. “You look happy.” I was too. In fact, I was proud.

“It's not exactly where I wanted it,” her wrists dangled helplessly, “but it'll do for now.”

That's my girl. I tussled her hair with my hand and stood back up. As soon as I was opening her bag, the protest started.

“When I 'lost' the key, I meant that I didn't want you to find it.”

“You'll have to sleep at some point.”

She rolled onto her back, her head draped over the edge of the bed. “If we're riding all the way back home, I can sleep then.”

Shit, that's a good way to throw me back into reality. “Yeah, but aren't you worried?”

“The only thing I care about right now is how long it'll take you to get it up again.”

And she was telling no lie.


I had told Elena to find the key. Thirty minutes until check-out, and she still wanted another round. I hadn't just won her back. It seemed like my control over her was stronger than ever.

By this point, I enjoyed the idea of mastering her wishes about as much as a handjob with sixty-grit sandpaper. You can probably guess who I wanted more answers from.

“Internal Revenue Service. How may I direct your call?”

“Cram it, Janus.”

“Lost your sense of humor, mate?”

“You said I'd have to worry about Elena taking control over me,” I shielded my eyes from the sun in the parking lot, “but the opposite happened last night.”

The shuffling of papers on his desk stopped. “What do you mean?”

“She's gone berserk,” I thought about how to put it across more accurately, “like, in a good way.”

“Came inside her, didn't ya'?”

“Her mouth, if that counts.”

“Interesting.”

I got impatient with the drawn-out silence. “What are you thinking?”

“I know the Patrem formula makes semen an aphrodesiac. You've noticed it too, I'm guessing.”

No shit. I held my tongue, just waiting for whatever cockamamie idea Janus was about to throw at me.

He chuckled on his end. “Right, so I guess even a Queen-type isn't immune to it.”

“Go on.”

“You sound tired, Grant.”

And sore. “I couldn't keep her off of me after that. It's like thirty minutes withing coming drove her nuts.”

“Guess that's a good problem to have.” Janus kept letting his voice trail off.

“It's never been that strong before.”

“Our Queen's chosen her King, it looks like.”

A little nervous laughter crept out. “I guess so.”

He took on the most cheerfully sarcastic tone possible. “Oh, you scumbag.”

“It just,” I shook my head and stepped into the pitiful shade of the building, “I don't know, came out.”

“Well, if you don't want to, you've made a hell of a mess for yourself.”

“That's it, though.” It warmed me up, at least a little on the inside. “It was the most honest thing I've ever done in my life.”

Janus creaked his chair like always. “Your poor prick is gonna fall off someday.”

I knew exactly what he meant. “So it's permanent?”

“Maybe. Didn't I already tell you we don't know the slightest shit about Queen-types?”

“Gonna make for a hard ride home for her, I guess.”

“That's news too. When are you coming back?”

“Today.”

“You know Boyce and his goons have still got it hard-up for you.”

“He'll probably chase us down as soon as he figures out where we are.” I crossed my arms and tucked the phone between my jaw and shoulder. “Won't matter where we go.”

“Well, something made you think it's a good idea. Care to share what?”

It wasn't a new fact that did it. Just a feeling. “I'm tired of running. That's all.”


BIMBO TRAINER 2

The next client was lined up. The name sounded very familiar, at least the name of the wife. I had no idea who the husband was. In any case, I was thoroughly irritated at trying to find parking in front of this massive apartment building.

Exactly who was this guy? I really didn't care. I dug through my mind trying to figure out where I've heard his wife's name or at least her first name. Her first and maiden name, Tara Fontaine, seemed like a fragment of memory from my past.

I was told to pull up to the parking structure next door to the apartment building. Nothing looked remotely like that. I tried my best at parallel parking in front of the little bodega. The bumper of my Aston Martin barely missed a huge SUV right behind me.

That's when I saw the husband. I'd met him at one of those little steakhouses in Queens, a dark affair with sawdust on the floor. He was a thoroughly unremarkable man, straight out of a casting call for a boardroom meeting. Either way, I knew he was rich enough. The desire his eyes held for his new wife as he spoke told me everything I needed to know.

That's when I saw him. How I picked such a milquetoast person out of the crowd on the sidewalk is beyond my comprehension. I rolled my window down and called out, “Morgan Jefferies!”

He looked my way. As the boring bastard broke his stride toward the apartment building, I saw the hesitation. But I was here. Changing his mind was something he should have done yesterday.

“That parking garage. Where the hell is it?”

It looked like the crowd was trying to eat him. He would disappear behind the usual uncaring foot traffic of Manhattan. I tried not to roll my eyes back in my skull. After fifteen seconds of torture, he finally leaned into the passenger side window.

“Well, where do I park?”

“You're just past it. You should have stopped about ten cars back. Pull around the block.”

I hated following orders from the husbands. Even something so simple felt demeaning.


The elevator music was revolting. All the black marble in the world couldn't make up for a jazz cover of eighties hair metal. I made sure the cufflinks on my blazer were secure as the door opened. Up on the twenty-seventh floor the decor had changed to something dignified. It already felt like a citadel, separate and segregated from the outside world.

I rapped my knuckles against the door. The gold lettering 27-K looked like actual gold, not the cheap shit you found in townhouses for yuppies willing to settle. Whether he was old money or new money I hadn't yet figured out.

The deadbolt knocked open. The door cracked enough to where I could see her. The curious look in her eye brows, the sculpted cheekbones, and that color in her eyes like a lagoon. I had put a face to the name now. I was not disappointed.

This woman had graced the wall of my dorm room in college. Even though it was now ten years later, Tara Fontaine was not yet thirty. However, the lifetime of a swimsuit model and B-list actress's career was five years, tops. Tara had her time in the spotlight. There were far worse forms of retirement than to be a trophy wife perched in a Manhattan penthouse.

“You must be Mr. Egan.” She paused for a moment. “My husband said he was expecting you.”

I didn't say a word. I watched as she turned. The past decade had been kind to her, but I didn't have the same designs in mind for this session. The chance to play out a fantasy you hadn't thought about in years brought a smirk to my face.

I pass through the entryway and into the living room. Morgan Jefferies mixed himself a martini and I noticed the nearly empty bottle of gin. For his sake I hoped he had another on hand.

Tara leaned against the bar. Any living room with such a convenient alcohol storage system had to see some heavy use. She didn't seem to have any interest in partaking herself.

“So Bryce, how does this lesson work?” Morgan had no idea, but not everything needs an explanation ahead of time. I was here to do a job, but it was one that I would have gladly done for free. I'm simply not that nice.

“Mr. Jefferies,” I stared at him with intensity, “top off your drink and take a seat at the bar.”

Tara looked on. That little dress kept her thighs on proud display. I don't know how many times I had imagined myself between them. Now it was simply inevitable.

Morgan did exactly as he was told, and it was probably a good thing for him. Every little sign of resistance from the husband always resulted in more humiliation. I decided to make this a pleasure visit instead of the usual demeaning experience for the poor bastard.

I looked over at his wife. There was no hiding the grace and elegance Mrs. Fontaine possessed. It was only a shame she had no talent beyond reading stiff lines from a script and being a hot piece of ass on camera. But such is being a minor celebrity. Even those with phenomenal gifts have to do more than just phone it in.

“Tara,” she looked at me like a child just learning what the alphabet was, “I want you to come with me.”

It was like she didn't understand. Her shoulders tensed and that expression of warm greeting faded from her face. I could tell she knew something was out of the ordinary, but the images flashing in my mind had to be far beyond what she was imagining. It was during the peak of her career that I had realized dominance suited me suited me like stripes on a tiger, all thanks to a sudden desire to manhandle Tara as I thrust myself inside her..

“Do you know why I recognized you?”

She looked tired all of a sudden. I'm sure I wasn't the first to know her name without having met her. “Was it the swimsuit calendar or was it because you saw Zombie Beach?”

It'd been both. “That's not important. I want you to listen closely.”

“To what exactly?”

That's when I knew I had her. “Do exactly as I say, and give in to the slightest bit of want. You don't have any choice in the matter so you may as well enjoy it.”

Despite the anger leaving her eyes the rest of her face became expressive and curious. It's when they verbally agreed that I knew I still had work to do in gaining their compliance. The fact that Tara's will gave in so easily had a significance I would not realize until later.

“Very good.” That's like bit of evil began gnawing at the rest of my brain. “Do you remember a swimsuit you once more during a photo shoot in Acapulco?”

Tara nodded. “It's in my closet.”

“You give men pleasure. That's how you gained fame for a short time. I'm going to teach you how to regain that talent.”

She stared waiting for my next command. I detected a hint of excitement at the prospect. It seems the life of a trophy wife was not how she wanted to disappear from the rest of the world. Luckily for her husband, it was my job to make sure she only desired one man's admiration.

“I want you to look exactly as you did on that beach.” It was exactly as I imagined her in my dark fantasy. “Prove to your husband exactly why so many men desired you. Make him feel exactly as lucky as he is.”

Tara left for their bedroom. Morgan stared at me, ignorant of the fact that he would not be the beneficiary of my commands until I had left. “That's amazing. If I had tried that myself I would be on the phone with my attorney to pull up the prenup within the hour.”

I wasn't in a generous mood. “You have no idea what this training really entails do you?”

“What do you mean?”

“I don't just make wives compliant. There is more to satisfying your husband than simply following orders.”

Morgan's eyes got wide. “What are you talking about?”

“I'm sure you wanted Tara only because you like the idea of taking someone everyone else wanted and claiming her for yourself. Is that a fair assessment?”

“You don't mean–,” his voice trailed off like he knew, “That's not necessary.”

I stepped over to the bar and grabbed myself a shot glass. Taking the shapely bottle of some imported vodka, I unscrewed the cap and poured myself a drink. I held the glass up to my face and stared at Morgan. “If I see something I want, I take it. I'm sure a man like you will understand.”

The shock of the sudden realization burst onto his face. “I thought I hired you to teach my wife,” he shook his head, “not to have your way with her.”

“If that were all I was after I would have to charge far more. Think of it as a discount, or even a trade.”

“Whatever you want, I'll have the extra money in your account by morning.”

“Don't get me wrong. It's not because I don't like you.”

“Then why?”

I grinned and then downed my shot. I slammed the glass on the table and stared Morgan right in the eyes. “Men like you to learn need to learn humility. The husband always value their wives more after they see they aren't necessary.”

Morgan tried to let out a little indignant sigh. It was always a cute display, but I have no sympathy for that kind of impotent gesture. Knowing that I was breaking their spirits, piece by piece until there was nothing left, was the true joy of this job.

“Now sit there and be a good boy. She should be back out any moment.”

As if on cue, I heard the door to their bedroom open. Tara stood there exactly as I remembered her. The crimson of her lips, the way the curls of her ponytail lied on her shoulder, and the bikini that barely hid everything the imagination filled in put me back in that fantasy.

Had it been ten years ago I would've only been able to gawk. Now that I knew I could take her as I wanted, my mindset took on the domineering role that I had imagined myself in. I looked back at her husband and said, “It's not every day that you get to without the kind of sick fantasy you would come up with a looking at such a woman.”

Morgan groaned as Tara walked towards me in those heels. They were just as strappy and revealing as her swimsuit. I let her come all the way to the bar.

I took one final, pleasing look at her and then said, “I want you on the countertop, posing like your husband is the camera.”

Tara complied like it was her life's mission. Every curve was popped in such a way as to amplify her already amazing gifts. I could almost hear Morgan's heart sink into his ass as he watched the woman he had claimed for himself obey me like I was her God and Master.

And so I had her right where I'd always imagined her. The dark crease where her million-dollar ass connected was before me as her husband stared on in fear of loss and anger at what he had brought on himself. The posed sex appeal combined with her movement. I slipped my fingers one of the straps that left the side of her hips exposed. I gave it a quick tug finally seeing what my mind had always made up.

I heard Tara giggle as she lifted her waist. “It seems like she wants to go farther.”

The skin on Morgan's throat tensed. His wife didn't seem to have any complaints as she gave me assistance in taking the bikini bottom away. I put my hand under the other side and slid it down her thighs. The number of men lucky enough to see her bare ass had just grown by one. I felt it a shame that Tara had never taken that last, desperate step of turning to porn.

I tossed away that bikini bottom and undid the clasp on her top. “It's almost like this is an unfulfilled fantasy for her.” I gave her husband an evil eye. “Let's see what else she wants to do. It's too bad for you that she hasn't laid a finger on you yet.”

Tara turned onto her back. I moved to the end of the bar and grabbed hold those supple thighs. Scooting her toward me, I noticed there was no trace of hair between those legs. Suddenly, Mr. Jefferies' bar seemed like an all-you-can-eat buffet. His wife of course, being the main dish.

I didn't hesitate. As soon as my tongue got between those lips I felt her back arch. I can only imagine the glorious sight her husband must have beheld as she began to moan. Every flick of my tongue and suck on her clit had to be driving him insane.

It didn't take long. I already knew for a fact that pleasing the camera was Tara's mission in life. It wasn't just my command that made it this way.

I started licking harder as her voice got louder. Her fingers gripped around the end of the bar, pulling her harder against my face. The desire in her movements made it all clear. It was as if she had lost her cause in life, but suddenly it was back. Her body was determined to seize this little bit of fame, if only in front of her husband and a total stranger.

Then her voice erupted into screams and whimpers. As I felt the wiggle in her torso, I knew I had Tara back in her past. That's exactly when I knew she was mine to play with as I saw fit.

One more push against that pulsing slit got her screaming. I felt the tremble of her thighs against my ears and the tension in her hold on the bar top. Just a little more.

I slipped one finger in, feeling the lush wetness that barely stayed inside Tara's oft-fantasized-about muff. Her walls closed around it as I felt the contractions. I broke my face away and slipped myself out.

Her climax burst forth like a geyser, keeping at its peak long enough for me to catch the anguish on Morgan's face. Her legs came up, her toes curling into themselves, and I knew I had even better treats to come.

I gave Tara a moment. Mr. Jefferies watched as the Mrs. quivered on top of the S.S. Liver Ripper. I took the time to remove my blazer, letting it fall wherever it may. He finally noticed my partial state of undress as his face shone with hatred incarnate.

Tara didn't seem to have the same response. I presented an open hand to her as she leaned up. She took it willingly as I pulled her back onto the floor. Her husband wasn't stopping me, no matter how pathetically angry he tried to look.

“How would you rate your wife's skills in bed?”

Morgan was having none of it. “Eat shit!”

That's when it stopped being a teaching experience in terms of skills. I wanted him to see how much desire my kind of control could force out of a woman. Especially when I can use her deepest wishes to pull a need for sex right out of her.

I caressed Tara's cheek and tilted my head. “You know you were famous because men wanted to sleep with you, don't you?”

Her lips closed around my thumb, not by my suggestion. She nodded her head up and down, the sexual appetite now burning in those aquamarine eyes. Sometimes, it really was that easy.

But now I had my own desires to take care of. I looked past Tara's eyes, into her very being. “Grab that bikini bottom. Now.”

She did exactly as I commanded, bending down as she spit my thumb out of her mouth. It was time to give my old daydream some life. It may sound strange, but my favorite part of her body had always been that slender, graceful neck. Controlling her by that and her ponytail from that shoot had coaxed many boners out of me.

I didn't bother issuing another order. I simply spun Tara around and walked her around the bar. I snatched that bottom from her hand and forced her face into her husband's lap.

“Having fun yet?”

Tara answered, “We can have some more.” I admired her willingness to please an audience.

That's when I wrapped the lower piece of that swimsuit around her neck and tangled the straps in my fingers. I used my free hand to undo my belt and drop my slacks. I didn't even bother taking care of my silk boxers. Her aroma soaking through them would just be a pleasant souvenir.

My cock was ready, finally getting the chance to get wet as that wish for control over Tara Fontaine returned in the flesh. My tip pressed against her eager hole, nudging forward until I felt that flush of wetness invite me in.

I took hold of her ponytail and pulled on both the straps and her hair. As soon as I knew her neck would bend no further, I rammed myself inside. The whimper of her voice bouncing against the ceiling was even hotter than I had fantasized about. In fact, that pussy had even more charm than my mind could conjure.

That perfect mix of tightness and texture satisfied me like no other woman had before. Like the first blowjob I had ever gotten or my first taste of truly expensive Scotch, sometimes reality just beats fantasy. I let the glory of my presence several inches inside Tara soak in, knowing an experience like this was far beyond the realm of just about anyone.

But who was I to lose myself like that? My talents had made such feats possible, and there were always more opportunities to violate the trophy wives of Wall Street's elite. I pulled back and thrust again, my knuckles white as I held my grip.

Tara's charm only grew as I felt the motion of her hips. She wanted more, and I knew it was only a cry for attention. My dick slammed into her body a third time as she planted her hands in Morgan's lap. I had her standing on her toes, trying to raise herself to draw me even further inside.

Meanwhile, Morgan's humiliation grew. I shot him an evil look again with another hard jolt into his wife. “You're a lucky man, Mr. Jefferies. You realize she'll be like this from now on, right?”

I knew the look on my face had to be one of satisfaction. I started giving exaggerated surges back and forth into his wife. As far back as I would pull, I never made it all the way back out, but I made damn sure to I thrust myself to the limits of what Tara could handle.

My hand slipped under her waist and then I lifted her feet from the ground. With all of Tara's weight balanced between myself and Morgan, she was left free to scream straight into his lap. I felt her thighs tighten around me as I started hitting exactly the right spot.

I felt that as soon as her husband started holding her hands, he was near his breaking point. It only pushed me even further. Honestly, I wanted to break both of their spirits. One a complete attention whore, the other an insecure bastard.

I wrapped my arms firmly around Tara and dug myself in as deeply as possible. Rooted all the way to the hilt, I stopped thrusting and gave her the full benefit of my length. It was almost like an expedition, hitting every surface with every inch of myself.

That's when Tara lost it. I knew it wouldn't take much more, but the intensity of her wailing was shocking. The bikini bottom had fallen to the floor, but that was the least of my concerns of the moment. I wanted to completely destroy her husband's ego and prove to him that he was out of his league.

A bawling mess of a woman is a hell of a sight to behold. Especially you're balls deep inside her. She struggled to maintain sanity enough to scream, “Oh my god!” After another frantic set of whimperings, she belted out, “That's it!”

I knew it had to be driving Morgan insane as well. I'm sure the ramped up intensity was showing in my face. It was like watching a man's ego die the most horrid death possible.

I lived in Tara's slit a little bit more and braced myself for that last little bit of effort. I know I had a hint of sadism in my actions, and I couldn't tell which one of them was losing their mind the fastest.

That final surge put Tara past her limit. The sudden quake in her torso was practically seismic. As her squeals trailed off into that orgasmic set of gasps and pants, I summoned what little strength I still had in reserve in my biceps and shot myself deep.

I felt the rhythmic pulsing of her channel and the hard lock of her body. It was exactly what I had dreamt up so many years ago. The bonus was the sheer humiliation and degradation of her husband as he sat there watching and holding her hands.

Kindness had never been one of my personality traits. I didn't let Tara finish riding out the tail end of that climax. I immediately pulled out, despite her body's attempt to lock me inside.

With all the mercy of a cat playing with a mouse, I wrapped her ponytail around my hand and pulled her back onto her feet. Her legs were still shaking, her body unstable. Tara was near collapsing as I forced her to turn around and face me.

The full glow of her orgasm was all over her face. I knew she probably had little sense of what was going on. I still held on to her hair as I marched her around the other side of the bar.

That's when I started paying more attention to Mr. Jefferies. “Stand up and watch.”

“What are you gonna do to her?”

The corner of my mouth lifted. I shot him a wink and said, “Exactly what you'll be able to do to your wife from now on. As far as she knows, this is the closest thing to being famous again that she can get.”

“What did you do? Take away everything she's become?”

“Think of it as a reset button.” Tara went along with me as Morgan stood. I never broke eye contact with him and continued, “There was a time when she was every man's ideal. I simply brought that Tara back.”

It almost felt evil, corrupting his wife in a way that perfectly matched my first true fantasy of domination. But it only made me want to claim her as my own. Unfortunately, I'm a man of my word. Morgan Jefferies had paid me for services I was more than willing to provide. His wife, still as tight and seductive as she was in her prime, was not part of my compensation.

But I still had Tara to to do with her as I saw fit until I couldn't take anymore. Shoving her ass up on the bar, I parted her legs and looked at her husband. “Would you hate me if I said I'm living out a fantasy I had a decade ago?”

Morgan's brow sank. “Absolutely.”

It was exactly what I wanted to hear. Just another layer that my imagination couldn't have come up with. That's when I looked down and saw Tara's wet desire just waiting for me. A crowd-pleaser through and through.

Another little evil thought snuck into my head. “You wouldn't happen to be trying for any children right now, would you?”

Every bit of color left his face. Morgan couldn't say a word. That's when I eased myself back inside Tara, knowing exactly what his deepest fear truly was.

That's when I knew exactly how depraved I can be. The mere thought of claiming one of my client's territory like that hadn't occurred to me before. But now it only felt right.

I gave Tara at first hard thrust as her head bobbed from the force of my intrusion. She looked so fucking happy. I realized that at her peak of fame she would have done anything, just to stay relevant.

Whatever change she had gone through to lose that desire for admiration was now gone. And I was the sole beneficiary of that burning need she felt. Unfortunately for her husband, I was just cruel enough to hope my new fantasy would happen. But I wouldn't know until I read one of the social papers in another nine months.

Morgan began to lose himself to fear. I knew my control over him was breaking as Tara's voice filled the room again. I shot him a dark look, and said, “You have to watch.”

I plowed into that hairless, burning slit with renewed vigor. Even though my muscles were aching and wanting to give out, my darkest wants were making it a display of mind over matter. Tara had no complaints, keeping her mouth open just to draw in enough breath to scream each time I intruded even deeper into her pussy.

Exactly how I had enough sense to know the problems this might cause in the future is beyond me. But I knew my client base would dry up overnight if I got what I wanted, and Tara's husband remembered what I'd done.

I paused long enough to say, “Neither of you will remember any of this after I've left. But Mr. Jefferies, you will remember to wire the money we agreed to my account by midnight.”

Tara's desire was only growing. I knew that we wanted the same thing. The fact that her husband was forced to watch the show seemed to make it that much sweeter for her.

I felt that increased wetness inside of her. Just looking at that incredible body that so many men wanted, watching it react to my cock filling it to the brim, had me to the point of utmost nirvana. I tried to savor the moment, knowing that this was the sort of scene that would play out in my mind for the rest of my life.

I gritted my teeth and gripped hard on her body. I pushed Tara's legs up onto my shoulders, feeling the shift inside her body. The full traction I was getting with each draw and plunge had set her mind ablaze.

Exactly where this would stop, I had no idea. And honestly, I really didn't give a damn. The feeling of having my way with a woman I truly would've killed for, in the most complete way imaginable, made my shaft throb with anticipation.

When Tara's voice finally began to crack, I knew it was the home stretch. I summoned strength I never knew I had. Keeping her legs pointed toward the ceiling with my arms, I grabbed onto her breasts, feeling the luxurious cushion of each mound.

Knowing that this was exactly what I wanted, my body went into overdrive. I heard the loud popping of my body against the former starlet's. The room started to go fuzzy as every fiber of my being wanted this even more.

It was honestly the first time I had ever tried to do this. For some reason it just felt right. Not that Tara was complaining at all.

The high-pitched wailing that erupted from between those sumptuous lips was like hearing I had inherited all the world. Little did I know that the satisfaction would only be greater after the fact. But for the moment, I kept throwing myself into my former magazine crush's eager flesh.

I felt that hollow feeling in my sack and the surge of blood flow expanding my shaft to its fullest extent. The hard swell in my tip only made the sensation amplify to the point that I could stay silent no longer.

I remained faintly aware of Mr. Jefferies watching on in terror. But he was the least of my concerns. All I wanted in that moment was to make his wife a garden in which my legacy of power could be expressed.

With all the warning of a drive-by shooting, Tara's body hit its limit. I felt the pulsing draw in her walls, coaxing what she truly wanted. Had I thought about the possibility of what we were about to do before arriving, I would have laughed at myself. But now it was the only thing both my mind and body desired.

The final gush of internal wetness swirled against my skin as it experienced full traction inside Tara's fertile pussy. That was all it took as I felt the sudden rush inside my body. My abs tensed as my knees got weak.

Groaning and tilting my head back, the first jet of semen issued forth like a high-pressure hose on full blast. I felt Tara pushed herself against the top of the bar, coaxing me deeper, to receive the full benefit of my finale.

Her body quivered as mine exhausted itself with the second payload. The third made my body feel like wet clay. I lurched forward, collapsing my head and shoulders into her generous breasts.

With the last of my seed sputtering forth Tara lifted my chin. I opened my eyes and saw the pure gratitude in her face. Those lively and curious eyebrows that were the trademark of her face, rising in a warm expression, is a feeling from the core of my person I can never forget.


I'd finished cleaning myself up and dressing myself. The Italian marble in the powder room had streaks of white and pink that reminded me of the aftermath of Tara's final appearance between those sculpted thighs. I couldn't help grinning to myself as I straightened the collar of my shirt.

As soon as I opened the door I noticed that Tara and Morgan seemed to be carrying on the life of an investment banker and his trophy wife as usual. It was like I was an honored guest, as such people feel obligated to be gracious toward guests. I had always thought it a foolish invention among these people. But as the beneficiary, I gladly accepted their offer of a glass of Scotch before leaving.

By that point neither of them had any recollection of what had just happened. But the change in Tara's behavior was obvious. Rather than the caged bird she had become, every movement and inflection in her voice had a strong hint of the seductive.

Despite what I had done, I truly felt that Morgan Jefferies was now one of the most fortunate men in Manhattan. Even though his net worth was below that of the other powerbrokers in his league.


Exactly nine months and five days after, I was sitting in my study. Stasia, who I'm sure you remember from my last job, had gotten her visa renewed in order to take care of my place. Also to take care of me between visits with my clients.

I had almost forgotten about the time span between then and having my way with Mrs. Tara Fontaine Jefferies. But as I took the day's paper from Stasia, I had the sudden urge to check the social pages.

As I saw the names of Morgan and Tara Jeffries, it brought a broad smile to my face. The announcement of the birth of their daughter seared into my mind as another memory stemming from that day I can never forget.

I set the paper down and looked at the young Russian wondering why I suddenly looked so satisfied. She couldn't help asking, “It is good news?”

If only she knew.


BOSS TO BIMBO

Another international flight, another paycheck that barely covered my bills. Not that my boss cared. She had it all from birth, being the heiress to a multinational chain of resorts. It also pissed me off that she was my age exactly, but had this kind of wealth simply because she won the lottery of being born to the right family.

Manuel, one of the workers I'd befriended on my last trip, changed everything for me. He claimed that he knew a secret way to get any woman to do as you please. I didn't believe him. At least, not until he proved it to me.

“Watch me,” he said, breaking away from me and heading toward a total MILF on the other side of the pool. I fully expected her to turn away any attempt by my Indonesian bartender friend to get into her bikini. The only thing out of place was when he put a bracelet on her wrist.

But I watched as they disappeared behind the pool house. They both emerged a few minutes later, breathless and sweaty. I couldn't believe it.

Manuel strutted back, his teeth shining from between his lips. “How in the hell did you–?”

He winked to cut me off. “The red stones on this island. Any woman who wears one you give her does whatever you say.”

“Bullshit.”

“Call me a liar if you want.” He smiled and pointed behind me. “The cove over there has them, just above the beach.”

“No fucking way.”

“We call them cuki stones. Pick up a few and try it.”

Manuel was bird dog ugly, surly little bastard. Why wouldn't I believe him at that point? “Why tell me this?”

He grinned like a devil and said, “We hate Ms. Montgomery too, palkon.”

I knew enough of the local slang. “Thanks, bangsat.”

Manuel patted me on the back. “Have fun yourself, asshole.”


I rushed back, the pocket of my trunks full of those red gems. They didn't look like anything special, but something about them almost spoke to me. I didn't want to believe it, even then, but I knew each time one fell out. I would stop, pick it up, and all would feel right again.

Every one of them looked like crystallized blood. They didn't shine at all, but somehow they didn't look dull either. The color was deep on a visual and visceral level, almost like it drew you in further the closer you looked at them.

But I had to make them wearable. Otherwise, I'd never get my boss to put one on. I hated to do it, but I knew I'd have to give some money to one of those hawkers on the beach.

Elana Montgomery would never wear one of those trinkets willingly, but I had a way to make her put one on. I let myself get raped of more than twenty U.S. dollars, and then ripped the shell fragment out of its setting. The cheap metal tongs wrapped around the clearest stone I found, and I had a necklace fit for making my boss my slave.


I knocked on Elana's door and waited fifteen seconds. Sliding my keycard into the lock, I knew it would be my last time giving her that stupid formality as I entered. She stood in front of the window, wrapped in a bathrobe, wearing sandals I knew had to cost more than a single one of my weekly checks.

“I didn't call for you.” Elana never bothered turning toward me. “What is it?”

“Ma'am, I have something for you.”

Still no turn. “Why should I care?”

I tried to think of something. “It's–,” my heart started racing, “a gift, from one of the locals. He said he wanted to thank you for giving his family jobs.”

Pulling the necklace out, I let the jewel dangle. Elana turned and her nose curled. “It's string and a rock. Why would I want that kind of trash?”

Her appraisal was accurate, but she didn't have to be such a bitch. “It's an insult to turn down a gift. You can throw it away as soon as we leave.”

“Go ahead and do it for me.” She flipped her hand out and turned back to her window. Something was wrong with her, even if she was as stuck-up as ever.

“Ma'am,” I hated having to call her that, “is something bothering you?”

Elana kept to herself, crossing her arms and tensing her shoulders. At times, I thought she was beautiful. In fact, she was stunning by any standard. But any sense of a crush I might have had on Elana never overcame the hate I felt for her.

“I'm the only person you know personally on this entire island. You might as well open up.”

“And what could you do about it?”

I stared at the back of her head. If she were a man, I'd have bashed it in months ago. “Probably nothing, but talking about it is a great start.”

“You wouldn't understand.”

“Elana,” it was always risky calling her by her first name, “I know you better than anyone at this point. I know we're not friends or anything like that, but I hate to see you like this.” A lie in the plainest sense, but what did I have to lose? She didn't trust me, just like any of her employees, but she would at least open up to me a little.

“The government here is demanding I help pay for a homeless shelter nearby. Otherwise, they'll shut down this entire resort.” She kicked at the plate glass window. “They're holding this place hostage, and they know it.”

Personally, I thought it would only be fair for her to help pay for one. This whole complex displaced a fishing village that had been here for hundreds of years. “Ma'am, have you tried showing some sympathy? You don't have to really mean it, but it might help.”

“Grease the wheels, you mean?”

The analogy made no sense to me, but Elana never was as smart as she assumed. Ruthless, maybe, but that was easy to mistake for intelligence in business. “Kill them with kindness, yes.” I knew what she intended to put across, at least.

“Any ideas?”

I gripped the cord in my hand. “This necklace might be a sign of support. The locals think wearing this stone signifies friendship and fairness.”

“Fine.” Elana ran her fingers through her hair and pulled it off her neck. “I'll wear the trash if it means I can end this stupid problem.”

I smiled to myself and undid the cheap clasp. Not knowing if Manuel was pissing on my leg or not, I draped the necklace over Elana's breasts. The clip broke off as I released it, part of it hitting the floor.

“Well, are you done?” Her temper was short, and I knew it.

Making a quick knot with the ends, I let the cord go. It settled on the back of her neck. “It's on, but I think it'll take more than a silly necklace to win the locals over.”

She turned, Elana's eyes looking innocent for the first time since I had met her. “What should I do, then?”

“Honestly?” Her head cocked, honestly hanging on what I was about to say. “Make things right with the people you displaced.” I fully expected her to turn back around, ignoring my advice, as usual.

“It might take more than a homeless shelter, Glen.”

Elana had never called me by my name before. “You probably won't go so far as to build them real homes, though.”

“Why wouldn't I? If you think it's the right thing to do, then I can't say no.”

My heart nearly stopped as I thought, “Manuel, you glorious son of a bitch!” Elana looked up at me, her forehead barely coming up to my chin as I said, “I think it's the least you could do.”

“Then I'll tell the governor I'll help these people, and ask what else I can do. I meet him tonight, and I'm sure he'll be happy to hear it.”

The Elana I knew would have fought tooth and manicured nail to fight that kind of suggestion. I didn't need anymore proof of what these stones were capable of. “I think there's a lot of good we could do, and not just here.”

“If that's what I should do, can you tell me how?”

I wasn't ready to end it with just turning Elana into a philanthropist. “When the time comes.” I put my hands on Elana's shoulders and added, “But there's something you can do for me until then.”

“Yes, sir?”

My eyebrows almost cleared my forehead. “What was that?”

Elana looked like she was struggling with a new facial expression. The softer, more servile look was absolutely a first for her. “I don't know what it is, but something makes me want to listen to you.” She took a step closer and added, “Like, if I follow your lead, everything will turn out alright.”

“Well, if you want to listen to me, I won't stop you.”

“But something bothers me.”

I took a risk and put my hand on her shoulder. Elana would have never let me get away with that before. “Tell me.”

She leaned her head, resting her cheek against the back of my hand. “I never really liked you until now.” I felt that skin blush as soon as Elana let the words slip.

But how much control did I have? If I could get my amoral bitch of a boss to be this honest and submissive, surely the power of that necklace had a limit. It was time to see how right Manuel was. “That's alright. Do you want to make it up to me?”

“How?” Elana pushed her cheek a little harder against my hand, trying to nuzzle out an apology.

“Let's fuck,” I tightened my grip on her shoulder, “hard.”

I waited, certain that I had pushed my power over my boss too far. Closing my eyes, I felt Elana shift her body. I expected a hard slap across the face.

When her fingers touched my face, I barely resisted cringing. Elana caressed my cheek. “It's alright, Glen. I'd love that.”

Now that I had her under my control, I didn't know what to do with Elana. “Well, shall we get started?” I wanted to punch myself, freezing up and going straight to being awkward like that.

Elana pulled away from me. I watched as she dropped that robe from her body and flipped off her sandals on the way to the bed. Finally, she looked back at me and asked, “Are you coming? It's a two-person job, you know.”

I didn't know how to react. “Ask for more money, maybe?” Too soon for that idea. The boss I had spent the last year hating was now open, and willing to let me have my way with her.

Elana pulled her bikini bottom down a few inches and kept looking back at me from the foot of the bed. I finally had to say something. “Take everything off,” I caught myself before it was too late, “except for that necklace I gave you.”

She didn't hesitate. Elana's hands went behind her back as she put her knees on the mattress. I watched the knot fly undone and then her top fell away. Her shoulders hit the bed and I watched her ass rise up, that bottom slipping down her thighs. If not knowing how to react was a problem before, now I felt like I had stood in quick-setting concrete for hours.

I watched everything, finally seeing what those weekly spa treatment marathons could do for a woman in her mid-twenties. Everything about Elana was perfectly proportioned and flawless. Even that sliver of pussy I caught sight of had a glow to it.

She was lying face down when she asked, “Do I have to yell at you again?” It was playful this time, like she was focused on fulfilling my order.

I couldn't leave her waiting like that. Stepping over, it was easy enough to see how wet she was. In all of my random hook-ups, Elana was the first to practically beg for it without saying as much. “Sit up.”

Like an obedient slave, my boss turned over and sat herself up. I threw myself down into the bed, lying on my back. Elana crawled over me. Those blue eyes matched the dull luster of that red stone hanging from her neck.

“You're the first man worth less than ten million I've fucked.”

My eye twitched. “Blow me.”

Elana smiled, taking it literally. She slid down my torso, jerking at my shorts. I pulled her ass my way.

I wasn't about to stop her. The cold rush of air hit my cock as soon as Elana broke it free. I let her take a seat on my face, that perfectly bald pussy riding a fraction of an inch above my mouth.

Her lips closed on the tip of my dick as my tongue explored her folds. I felt Elana's fingers wrap around the base. Her clit had swollen, practically begging for attention.

My boss whimpered into me, sucking on it like it held the essence of youth. I slipped a finger inside her, feeling the soft, wet heat. It felt like a shame to leave it waiting.

But it felt too good to break her concentration like that. Elana had been practicing. That tongue danced along my shaft, giving me pleasure for once instead of insults and orders.

Her lips sank further down, the hard suction giving me that slightly painful sensation that just felt too amazing to stop. Elana's hand broke away, both gripping around my thighs as she sank herself even further down.

Elana just went at it even harder. Her pussy dripped onto my tongue, ready and willing to be at my service. I'd finally had enough waiting.

I pulled her off of me and pushed Elana onto her back. I got on all fours, leaning above her. I saw the impatience in her eyes, eating away at Elana's mind.

“You want it that bad, don't you?”

Her fingers tore at the button on my pants. “Do I have to beg?”

I grinned to myself, staying silent as she forced my shorts down and got to work on my shirt. Elana worked her way up to my chest, ripping every attachment open like I was a wrapped present she had always wanted.

Elana forced my boxers down, the hem of my undershirt up. I felt the heat emanating from between her legs. It was too much to resist any longer.

I was ready to dive right in. Pushing my hands into the bed, I lowered myself as Elana kicked the pants and boxers down my legs. The tip of my cock almost burned as it got closer to her.

She took hold of my shaft and pulled me down. I felt myself part those lips between her thighs. Elana looked satisfied, like her life was nearly complete.

I hesitated for a split-second. It was too long for her. Those fingers curled hard around me, forcing me down, right at the edge of her entrance.

“You act like you're in a hurry,” I said, watching the pain fade away from Elana's face.

Those breasts heaved with each breath. “I fucking want it, now.”

From total bitch to complete slut. I liked this change. “Prove it.”

The silky texture enveloped my shaft as Elana slid herself down and forced me inside. I had to gasp like I had just come up from a dive. Those pouty lips curled upward. “Don't tell me you're not interested.” Elana pushed her hips up, rolling me around in there to hit every nook and cranny. “It was your idea.”

I gave her a short thrust and said, “So what if it was? You're the one who wants it so bad now.”

“Is that a problem?”

How could it be? I put a palm over her mouth, Elana's tongue playing along on my skin. “Just shut up and ride my dick.”

My boss and new fuck toy shut her eyes. Elana shifted herself and pulled me even deeper, all the way down to her deepest point. I never wanted to leave, knowing this might turn into a one-off event. I had no idea how long the effects of my gift would last.

What she did next shocked the hell out of me. I tried to brace myself as Elana moved to push me out, and then sank me back in all the way. I was helpless to stop it, the skin of my cock sliding back into her with the full force a hard fuck deserved.

Elana moaned as I hit her back wall. Her legs curled around my back, keeping me all the way in. But what she did next still makes me thank whatever higher power may or may not be up there.

“Is it too much, Glen?”

“Why would you ask that?”

“You're holding back on me.”

I drove in, whipping the fuck out of my whole body to the point of whiplash. “What makes you think that?”

“You said you wanted to fuck me hard. What's wrong?” She was innocent as a virgin, no matter how far I had my cock buried inside her.

At this point, she had pissed me off. I curled my arm around her, hard. The next thrust cracked her voice.

And then the next, and the one after, and every other one I had in me. Elana's legs were wrapped around me like a tight knot. She still wanted more, no matter how loud we clapped our bodies together.

Elana had me wrapped around her little finger, and the rest of her body. “Am I too much?”

“Not at all.”

“So why are you hesitating?”

Fuck. I didn't even know, truth be told. Elana was everything I could have ever wanted, even if I did hold a grudge against her tight, hot ass. So I went down, further, crashing my chest against her tits. Even against the world, I wanted to dive further into that pussy, no matter the consequences.

I had her moaning and gripping tight with everything she had. Elana's voice ripped through the suite every time I sank in. By the time I was out of breath, she could barely take enough herself.

Elana had me locked inside her body. I gasped out, “You still want fucking more, don't you?”

Her voice was just as anemic and ragged. “Something wrong with that?”

“Who knew you were such a slut?”

Elana smiled and planted her feet against the back of my legs, pushing me deep again. “I'm not. I just really fucking want you right now.”

I didn't know how much more of this woman I could take. She still wanted me to keep railing into her. But when it came to Elana, I had plenty of pent up aggression to pull from.

Bracing myself with moth arms, I planted my hands on each side of her head. “You'd better come.”

“What would you do if I didn't?”

I gave her a jarring thrust and said, “Then that's all you get.”

“You're mean.”

I let her finish and threw myself into it. Every point of contact between us felt electric. Each crash of my dick inside Elana drove her closer to the edge.

She was beyond ready, but I didn't let up. Elana shrieked as I put my whole weight into it, pulling completely out and plunging back to crash against her deepest hold. Her tunnel was more than open, swallowing me whole with a gush of her inner desire.

I steeled myself for that last push. My body ached, ready to give out and leave the job incomplete. But I wouldn't have dared let her beat me.

Elana split my ears as I ripped her hard. Her thighs shook and tightened up against me. The sting of her fingernails digging into my back almost set me off early.

My boss quivered under me. I let Elana ride it out, her entire body wrapping up like a stretched rubber band, and then releasing with a hard snap. Even her breath shook as it came out.

She acted like there wasn't much left in her, but I knew better than to think the rich whore was finished. The deep satisfaction in her face said what words couldn't. As she opened her eyes back up, I caught a glint of something I couldn't yet figure out.

But that's when Elana changed. “Glen, something feels weird.”

I pulled my cock out of her. “What?”

“I don't know.” The pure-strain bitch you always saw in her face had disappeared. “It's more about you than me.”

I grabbed the jewel around her neck. It pulsed in my hands, just enough that I could feel it, but not quite know for sure if it had moved or not. So long as Elana stayed under my control, I had no worries.

She didn't look anything but turned on as I brushed the curls out of her face. I leaned in close and asked, “So what do you feel about me right now?”

Her cheeks blushed. I saw another flash in her eyes, this time like the old personality everybody hated was trying to escape. It disappeared just as fast. Elana stared into me as she answered, “I feel,” she stopped for a moment, smiling a bit more like she felt good about it, “I guess, I feel attached to you now.”

“Fuck, what if the size of the stone makes the effects greater?” I knew there was something Manuel didn't tell me. Whether it was that or not, I couldn't figure out. “So, you actually like me now?”

Elana gave me a playful slap on the cheek and slid out from under me. She got up on her knees as I rolled on my side. “I've always liked you, even if I didn't act like it.”

“Really?”

She giggled and pushed me onto my back. “Not that way, you dolt.” I felt her fingers grasp around my wrists. “I just can't let my employees think I'm their friend.”

“So you make us hate you?”

Elana had her face just an inch above mine. “You don't have to deal with that anymore.” Her breasts pushed against my chest. “Just think about it, Glen. You're not just my assistant now.”

“So what am I?”

I felt the heat of her pussy almost singe the tip of my cock again. “Someone I want to listen to, and maybe more.” That wetness hit me again as Elana eased herself past the tip. “What do you think we are?”

“Master and slave.” I wanted to punch myself for letting that one slip. “Maybe not that bad, but I still work for you?”

“Is it what you want?” Elana pushed herself all the way down my shaft, leaning back and giving me a quick jerk of her hips. “I'm glad I started doing what you say.”

Elana settled in, rocking back and forth with her hands pressed against my shoulders. “Wait, what are you willing to do for me?”

She rolled her hips a bit faster. “Like I just told you.” Elana whimpered a bit and added, “Anything you want me to do. Just say it.”

It finally sank in that I had total control over Elana. “But why?”

“When you gave me this necklace,” Elana started working her hips side to side, panting with every stroke, “I've felt like listening to you is the right thing to do.” Her hair whipped back as she slung her head, moving both hands down to my abs.

Elana picked it up, rocking my dick inside her like it just had to collide with everything. She was loving it, crying out every time she got me to hit a certain spot. I started moving on my own, helping her with hard jabs from below.

I let her cry and whimper all she liked. It only drove Elana on even furthers. I felt her slide over my cock from all sides, teasing a finish out of me at a breakneck pace.

But she wasn't quite ready for me to stop. I tried to push her back down and thrust back in at the same time. Elana was having none of it, sliding off and giving me the biggest shit-eating grin I'd ever seen.

She stared right into me and asked, “Do you know what really gets me going?”

I didn't care. I just wanted back inside. “What?”

She turned and got on all fours as I sat up. “Pull my hair. Make me get loud, and act like you hate me.”

Not a hard order to follow by any means. I scooted off the bed and stood as Elana presented herself. It looked like she was missing a piece, and it just happened to be in the exact shape of my cock.

I took hold of those curls draped over her back first. Twisting it between my fingers, I pulled back on her hair, making her stare at the ceiling. Elana moaned like she wanted more.

My hand cracked against her ass, bouncing off for another swing. I gave the second some follow through, grabbing hold and feeling the heat as the handprint turned beet red. I didn't even need a spit shine, ripping back inside like a bullet.

Elana shrieked as I pulled her hair for leverage. I looked down and saw the curl in her toes. The smack of our bodies echoed through the suite like applause.

My boss did her own cheering, mewling and crying out like I was pleasure in human form. That's when she screamed out the words that almost stopped me mid-stroke. “Fucking come with me!”

I hesitated for a second. Elana just pushed herself back, writhing herself in place. I damn near blew myself out. “Aren't you worried?”

She just pushed harder against me. “About what?” Elana reached back, wrapping her hand around my side and urging me even deeper.

“You know.” But I still wasn't stopping her.

“I don't care.” Elana's back arched as she got me all the way in. “It's up to you.”

But could I? My body wanted nothing more, but my rational mind shuddered at the idea of possibly knocking her up. Then the emotional side took hold.

“Fuck her. Why wouldn't I?” Elana was beyond filthy rich, one hell of a piece of arm candy, and wrapped around my little finger like a slave. I wanted this.

I gave my answer with a battering set of thrusts, pulling her hair with everything I had. Elana had to be waking guests at least two floors beneath us. I let her, knowing that she was mine to claim.

She was beyond any sense of sanity in that moment, pushing hard into me on her own, giving every slam of our bodies even more force. My dick still hurts when I think about it. I didn't care about the intense friction, giving Elana exactly what I knew she was begging for.

I let her keep going. My body struggled to keep from finishing off. Elana had me in her grips physically, but I held the reigns to her mind and her pleasure.

She erupted into a long scream and went still. I forced myself to push on, not giving her the break her overloaded body desperately needed. She had not way to stop it.

Elana began to blush on every inch of her body. Her legs tensed and her arms went limp. I still had her hair woven between my fingers, forcing her to stay up.

The buildup inside Elana threatened to boil over. Her pussy tightened and pulsed against my shaft. She just kept wailing as I never let up. My sack began to tingle as my dick swelled a bit more.

When her feet came up to meet her ass, I gave out. The entire room faded away as every part of me concentrated on the sudden rush. I let go of Elana's hair as she crashed down.

She quivered face-down as I felt the first gush come out of me, slick and warm inside her. Elana moaned in front of me. I could tell she wanted to take all of it in, as deep and plentiful as I could make it.

Every last drop burst out like it had an energy and a want of its own. I gasped for breath and lurched forward, feeling myself empty in one final act of complete ownership. My arms and shoulders got weak as my core shuddered. I felt alive, like I was openly claiming what was mine to take.

One final gush sapped me of everything. I stayed inside Elana as long as I could, finally groaning and letting myself collapse beside her. I looked over to my boss, smiling to myself as I realized she was as breathless as she was breathtaking.


We had just wrapped up the meeting. The local council and the province's governor came in expecting a fight, but they were leaving ecstatic. Elana had agreed to all of their demands, and had even sweetened the pot with some suggestions I had given her.

New housing for the displaced locals was going to be built, on par with a dignified living. Beyond that, Elana proposed an economic development program to help the local community beyond the resort. And all with the local environment in mind.

When she proposed my idea that the cove where I had found the gems become a nature preserve, a few of the listeners looked over at me. The head of the council winked and smiled my way. He knew exactly how this had come about. The cuki stones worked.

I was glad to see Elana making a positive impact for once. In fact, after all of this went down, everything changed. While she gave me the opportunity to run my own region, I had to decline.

She seemed happy about that, knowing I was staying by her side instead of taking her newfound generosity and just running with it.

After all, I had her under my total control. Why head up all of the Montgomery Resorts operations in the Caribbean when I essentially controlled the entire company from behind the scenes? And why give up having the owner, Elana Montgomery, as my own personal plaything?


CAPTIVE MIND

Elise spotted the black lace from across the store. It was Ryan’s favorite color. Getting compliments for going out of her way to please was her drive, and she desperately wanted to make their first time in bed memorable. Previous boyfriends were fun to sleep with, but Elise felt a certain spark she had never come across just after their second date.

The racks of lingerie blocking Elise’s path forced her to weave through the aisles. Halfway through, she noticed the confident looking Latina marching for the same destination. Elise picked up her pace. It was a prize she couldn’t stand to lose.

They met in front of the bra, each grabbing a strap. Elise felt the pull and tensed up. The woman grabbed the tag. Her voice held a tone of authority as she asked, “Is this your size too, dear?”

Elise nodded but held her grip. It was the last one on the rack, and the hours spent searching for such a lovely pattern of lace was time she didn’t want to be in vain.

“It looks like we’ve got a conundrum on our hands, then.” The woman tugged back toward herself. “One of us is leaving disappointed.”

Elise’s fear of being perceived selfish was almost pathological. Dropping back into her submissive pattern, Elise let go as she said, “I’m sorry. You take it.”

Her plump lips smiled at Elise. “Keep talking like that, and you'll piss me off. I can tell you’re a sweet girl who wants this bra for someone special.”

Elise was shocked as the woman’s bronzed hands presented the bra. “I couldn’t. I’ll just find something else.”

“It’s yours. Take the damn thing.” Elise saw her stare in an understanding, yet forceful way. It put her conscious mind at ease, but alarms were going off in the back of Elise's head.

Elise had always shied away during a confrontation, and being given the bra in question made her brain skip like a jarred record. “You got it first. Please.”

The woman huffed a curl of hair out of her face. “No, we grabbed it at the same time.” She pushed the bra into Elise’s chest. “Take it.”

Elise glanced over and grabbed the same style of bra in red from the next rack. “I think I like this one better anyway.”

“Honey, you’re not even holding the same cup size.”

Penny looked down at her desperate choice to see that it was an A32. Not her size at all. “No, it’s the right one.”

The lock of hair fell back over the woman’s face as she cocked her head. “Fine. Go try it on.” Elise felt a pressure behind her eyes as the stranger gazed into them. “You'll listen and learn that I'm right.”


Elise looked in the mirror as she removed the bra she had put on in the morning. She heard the door of the next changing room over latch shut. Even looking at the red lace made her breasts hurt.

Slipping the straps over her shoulders, Elise noticed that the cups were horribly undersized. She was too embarrassed to go back out without trying it on, even if she was alone. No matter what, she was fitting into the first A cup she’d tried on since middle school.

She wrestled with the clasps, feeling the lace strain under the pressure. Closing her eyes, she endured the tightness until the first hook caught. Elise had too exhale to get the second clasped.

When her eyes opened, Elise was shocked to see her breasts trying to mound over the top of the cups. The sharp pain of the lace abrading her nipples caused her to whimper. Still, she turned to the side to appraise how it looked on her. She hated it.

A familiar voiced piped in from over the divider. “So, how’s the fit?”

Elise knew the lace was starting to leave its pattern on her skin. The sound of her pain had given away her lie. “You were right. It doesn’t fit at all.”

“I know. You’ve got to be pouring out of that thing.”

Elise struggled to unhook the clasps. She had to force the air out of her lungs again as she barely managed to undo the back. “Men like that look, don’t they?”

The woman laughed. “Of course they do, but you’re not doing yourself any favors if you can’t breathe.”

A deep blush came over Elise. Embarrassment was a near-constant for her, but humiliation in private was a new and unwelcomed feeling. She crossed her arms to cover her breasts, hoping to cover up at least some kind of shame. It wasn’t helping.

Elise jumped as she saw the black bra fly over the wall and hit the floor. A card fluttered after it. “Here, it didn’t look right on me.”

“Are you sure?” Elise bent over to pick up the card as she heard heels clattering against the next stall’s bench. “What’s this?”

She saw the luxurious mane of the other woman pop over the fiberglass wall, then two eyes as dark as the bra itself. Elise covered herself again as the woman said, “It’s an invitation.” Her irises darkened a shade as Elise's mind went on autopilot. “Do what it says.”

Elise kept her arms up as she flipped the card over. It read:

Have problems asserting yourself?

Come join the CMC!

142 Industrial Drive, Plainview

The woman added, “We can help you be less passive. You’re a sweetheart, but you let people walk all over you.”

“Oh no, I can't to intrude.”

Elise saw the woman purse her lips before she extended a hand down. “My name’s Nora, and I’m inviting you. Show up at seven tonight.”

“And mine’s Elise. But I don’t want to bother you.” Elise draped her left arm across both breasts and extended the right.

Nora refused to shake, softening her look in a way that blew every concern from Elise's mind. “A stubborn one, huh? You’re coming tonight, unless you want to be timid like that the rest of your life.”

The direct order was all it took to make Elise fall in line. “Alright, but what do you do there?”

Nora finally grabbed Elise’s hand, then gave a firm jolt. “That’s for you to find out. Just keep an open mind.”


It was dusk, and 142 was the only address clearly marked on the street. Elise pulled into the gravel parking lot at the front of the unassuming warehouse. The only thing that set it apart from the others in the long row was the green light bulb over the door.

What the CMC was exactly, she had no idea. A metal warehouse the size of a gymnasium seemed like an odd place for a social club or counseling group. It was the only question that kept Elise standing beside her car as she triple-checked the address.

The streetlights flickered on in unison, more than enough to spur a nervous, fearful person like Elise to the metal door. Everything about the placed looked manufactured by the lowest bidder. Even the gray paint on the door had peeled, showing the rusty patina underneath.

Elise twisted the knob and pulled the door open. The waiting room she entered was lit by the type of green bulb outside. Steel benches and cheap tables covered in magazines lined the walls. The pneumatic arm above the door eased it shut, and Elise immediately thought of the fucked up horror of an operating room she had seen in her one ill-fated trip through a haunted house as a teenager.

A deep need to leave drilled through her mind as she grabbed the knob. It refused to turn, which only made her try harder. A hard pull backward did nothing but instill a bit more panic. She continued to struggle until she heard the door on the other side of the room creak open.

The hairs on the back of Elise’s neck stood on end. It was only when she heard Nora’s voice that she calmed down, if only a little. “Glad you made it dear. I knew you'd show up.”

Elise turned around to see the familiar face in a completely different outfit. The only clothing on Nora was a red latex corset and the strappiest high heels Elise had ever seen. The domineering woman from that morning had transformed, looking like the dueling definitions of authority and skimpiness.

Staring with little ability to believe her eyes was the only reaction Elise could manage. Nora approached with a warm smile on her face. Even that gesture seemed threatening.

Nora opened up again. “It’s what I’m wearing, isn’t it?”

Elise nodded. She became conscious of her shocked expression and blushed. Even if Nora felt bashful about showing her body to a near-stranger, Elise would have felt mortified to even look in comparison. Her eyes slammed shut, trying her damndest not to look at the woman before her.

“It’s not what you were expecting, but that’s alright.” Elise felt Nora’s finger lift her chin. “You don’t wear clothes like this when you’re scared as a mouse.”

Elise opened her eyes. Nora’s expression bordered on motherly. The finger traveled up Elise’s jaw and across her cheek. She flinched as the sensation tickled across her nervous system and held her breath.

“Even though you might not think it right now, you’re in a safe place. Nobody here will judge you for being so shy and submissive.” Nora’s words from the dressing booth echoed in the statement.

Elise finally built up the nerve to speak. “What do you do here?”

Nora twitched the corners of her mouth upwards. “We teach the timid how to assert themselves, and we bring the domineering types down a peg or seven.”

“So why invite me, and how do you change people?”

“Can't you tell by what I’m wearing?” Elise glanced down at where the cherry red latex met Nora’s brown skin.

Fetish play was a new one to Elise. Intriguing as the idea might have been, it was also as intimidating to her as a nude speech about the importance of modesty for an audience of nuns. “I can’t! Do you have any idea what my mom or my boss would think?” The same face that instilled fear and respect towards forceful people drifted into her mind’s eye. “And what about my dad? He’d have a stroke if he found out I even thought about it.”

Nora laughed at the objections. All simply barriers in Elise’s mind ready to be torn down. “Do you see any of those people here, sweetheart? I think your parents made you scared of offending your own shadow.”

Elise instinctively darted her eyes around the room. She knew her father wasn’t even remotely close, but just thinking of her lifelong authority figure sent her over the edge of nervousness. “I just can’t have anything to do with this! He’d never look at me the same if I did.”

“Who says he needs to find out? You act like he’s watching every move you make, but he’s not even there.” Nora sighed and rested her hands on her hips. “You still refer to him as ‘sir,’ don’t you?”

Nora’s words stung like an accusation. “Why wouldn’t I?” Elise brushed Nora’s fingers from her face. “I want to leave.”

“You say you want to leave, but I know it’s a lie. You’re protecting that image you think daddy has of you.” Nora's stare locked Elise's eyes in place.

Elise knew it was the horrible truth, but it was the one constant weaving through her entire life. “If that’s what I’m doing, it’s my problem, not yours.”

Nora crossed her arms and leaned into Elise’s face. Her mind went fuzzy again as Nora spoke. “So you want to stop living in a tiny little box, but you can’t. Is that what you’re trying to say?”

Elise felt the heat of Nora’s face and the pierce of her eyes. The hard fact of her mental state had been exposed. “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying.”

“So let us help you. You’ll be like this forever if you don’t stay.”

Elise tried to look down. The hard lock of her muscles made it impossible. “I’ve already had the decision made for me.”

The firm grip of Nora’s hand pulled Elise out of her self-pity party. “No, you’ve let it be made for you. It’s the pushover’s excuse.”

“A pushover. Is that what you I really think I am?” Nothing is as irritating as the honest truth.

Elise felt Nora’s hand move down her arm. It wrapped around a fist she held in a ball, ready to swing in a punch for the first time in her life, if she were capable of moving without Nora's permission. “Sweetie, you don’t have to be miserable like this. It’s what I’ve been trying to tell you all day.”

“So I try this, and you’ll quit badgering me about how weak I am?” She felt Nora let go of both her hand and mind.

“Yes, and congratulations on learning the first lesson.” She turned from Elise and began walking for the next room.

“What did I learn, exactly?”

At the door, Nora turned and smiled. “It’s not something new that you learned, but something you’ve been suppressing.” Nora opened the door, revealing a red glow that made the hallway look like it was made of dying embers. “You finally got mad.”

Elise’s cheeks matched the color of the next room. “I’m sorry, am I being rude?”

Nora rolled her eyes as she looked back at her new student. “No dear, that’s the point.” Elise stepped forward as Nora motioned her in. “I see we’ve got our work cut out for us tonight. Come on, and let’s change those clothes out.”


Elise wasn’t sure what to make of herself in the mirror. She felt vulnerable in her head, but only a hint of that feeling was present in her outfit. Jeans, t-shirt, and flats were replaced by  heels and the kind of black leotard she hadn’t worn since ballet lessons as a child. The only innocence left in her appearance was the overdone mascara job Nora had piled on. Even that slight disguise made her feel less self-conscious.

“It’s like you’re a new woman,” Nora said as she wrapped her arms around Elise from behind. “As long as you’re wearing this, you’re not shy, timid Elise anymore.” The mental connection snapped into place on command.

Elise gulped as she straightened her shoulders. The feeling of being a different person, if just for a while, had only started to chip away at her fears. “But I don’t know about all this. Are you sure it’ll help?”

Nora flashed her teeth as her lips parted. “You’ll quickly learn that you need to trust us. Everything seems painful and hard at first, but there’s always a reward at the end.” Elise flinched at the hand she felt running along her thigh. “Being afraid is part of any change.”

Elise pulled away from Nora. “Just don’t hurt me, okay?”

“I promise. No permanent damage.” Nora turned away, leaving Elise alone with her reflection.

She stared at herself for a moment, wondering how Ryan would react if he saw her like this. Elise believed she had only thought, “Black is his favorite color,” until she realized her mouth was moving.

“So that’s why you wanted that bra.” Elise’s face burned with shame. “Come on, everyone’s waiting.”

“But Nora, what am I supposed to do?”

Nora opened the dressing room door to let the hallway’s red light flood in. “Everything we say, and nothing else. Do that, and you’ll fit in just fine.” Not that she could resist to begin with.

Following orders is all Elise had ever known. Going through that door felt as natural as hearing her father demand that she jump and asking, “How high, sir?”


Elise expected the ‘Therapy Room,’ as Nora called it, to be right out of a psychologist’s office. As Nora opened the door at the end of the hallway, it looked more like an industrial cavern. The majority of the space was in darkness, with only spot lighting scattered throughout.

The true shock to Elise was the other members of the CMC. Leather, latex, and skin lined up to face the new student. The three cocks and four breasts that greeted her almost made her turn the other way. Backing behind Nora seemed like the only proper course of action.

Nora broke the uncomfortable silence for her with a booming voice dripping with authority. “Our new student actually showed up! She’s a shy little thing who needs to learn how to lose herself, so we’ll introduce ourselves first.” Nora stepped around Elise and grabbed her shoulders from the rear.

The first man stepped forward with a head as clean-shaven as Elise’s pussy. “I’m Nora’s husband, Will. I worship the ground our mistress walks upon.” He stepped back as Elise overhead Nora stifling a giggle.

The brunette crew cut of the second man reminded Elise of Ryan. “I’m Pup. I used to be scared and doubtful like you.”

The third and final man spoke. “I’m Rabbit, the token blonde of the group. They bring em’ and I rope em’.”

Elise was struck by the intense copper mane of the first woman as she leaned out. “Rain, and I’ve learned to share Pup with others.”

The final teacher broke from the line, walking over to Elise. The thick black collar and light chain in her hand made Elise breathe like she had just run a marathon. The short-haired woman didn’t speak until she was close enough for Elise to see the details of the tattoo on her shoulder. “I’m Diamond, and I picked out your first session.”

Diamond handed the collar to Nora. Elise found it impossible to open her eyes as she felt the leather slip around her neck. It was Diamond’s giggling that broke the spell of fear. “So is she ready, Nora?”

“As ready as she can be.” Elise felt Nora scrunching the back of her head. “Start this one off easy. She’s a special case that I just happened to run into this morning.”

Diamond smiled at Elise, but directed her words at Nora. “She’s the submissive type. I can tell by the way you've dressed her.”

“Very much so.”

Elise smiled out of politeness as Diamond kept sizing her up. “So, tell me about yourself. Why come here?”

The answer wasn’t clear to Elise either. “Nora asked me to. She was nice to me this morning, so I decided to see what she was talking about.”

Diamond tugged at the chain as she turned around, forcing Elise to follow. “And I bet you couldn’t imagine this is what you’d be doing.”

“No. I’m still a little scared.”

Elise noticed the circle of light she was being led to. A bar hung from the ceiling by a pulley system with a mat underneath, but the area was otherwise empty save for a post with a metal ring. “You shouldn’t be. You’ll turn into a different woman tonight. Trust me.”

They stopped at the edge of the blue mat. Elise heard the heavy footsteps behind her and the rip of what sounded like packaging tape. Diamond turned back around. Her pupils contracted as she gave the command. “Stay still, and let Pup and Rain do their work.” Elise felt the now-familiar sensation of a deer in headlights.

Elise felt the urge to run as she noticed Rain wrapping her left arm with plastic wrap, but couldn't act on it. As soon as she handed the roll to Pup, the impulse to run coming from Elise’s legs became as painful as resisting a twitch. He made slow laps around her as Rain held Elise’s wrists flat against the waist, and Elise felt the tightness increase with each layer.

The entire roll was spent, and Elise tried to strain against the pressure. It was useless, as she was bound past any movement. Elise felt Diamond’s hands running along her upper arms, and then a nibble on the ear as she whispered, “Have you ever been with another woman?”

“No.”

“Have you ever thought about it?”

Elise wasn’t sure how to answer. The idea of it went beyond a curiosity and bordered on desire at times, but she had never consciously admitted it to herself. “I don’t know.”

Diamond bit on the ear lobe again, harder. “Well, do you pleasure yourself with your fingers better than a man does?”

Elise couldn’t lie to herself on that point. She was better at it than any boyfriend she’d had. “Yes, much better.”

Diamond continued to whisper. “So how well do you think I can please you? Say it so everyone can hear it.”

Elise looked around. Nora and the others were gathered at the edge of the spotlight’s circle. Elise cleared her throat and said, “Better.”

All eyes were on Elise as Diamond repeated softly, “What can I do, and how can I do it?”

Elise felt mortified at the thought of saying such a thing in front of strangers. Nora approached, flexing a crop between her hands. “Did Diamond just ask you to be more specific?”

Elise nodded, only to feel the crop lash against her ass. The shock of the pain jolted her assessment of the situation. Instead of being a student here to learn a new way to behave, she was now just a girl dressed in a skimpy outfit, bound in plastic wrap, and getting punished for not behaving like she was told. The sensation of harsh discipline after not minding orders was oddly familiar.

Diamond asked again, “What can I do, and how do you think I can do it compared to a man?”

The fresh sting was enough to break Elise’s fear as she spoke loud enough for her voice to echo through the exposed rafters. “I think you’ll pleasure me,” Elise paused long enough to hear the crop whistle in preparation for another strike, “better than a man.”

Elise caught Nora lowering the crop out of the corner of her eye, but her host wasn’t through with her. Nora walked in front of Elise took the leash from Diamond. Elise felt the pull and followed to the center of the mat.

Nora stopped to turn around. The pressure behind Elise's eyes ramped up. “Get down on the floor.”

Elise hadn’t quite figured out the game, yet she moved without thinking. “Yes, ma'am.”

The punishment for her ignorance was swift and severe as Nora paced behind Elise, whipping her ass harder than the first time. “I said get down!”

Elise got on her knees and tried to ease herself down. Unable to use her arms, she crashed into the mat with her shoulders, leaving her backside in the air. Her buttocks clenched as Nora pulled the crop back again.

“On your back, now.” Another swat, this time drawing a tear to Elise’s right eye. As she rolled over, she saw Rabbit and Will approaching.

Elise watched in fear as Will reached up for the bar above his head. There was a large strap on each end, and Elise could only guess what its purpose was. The only things she was certain of were her newfound fear of Nora and the sting emanating from her rear.

Will forced the bar down to the floor. Elise watched nervously as Rabbit wrapped the first strap around her left ankle. Diamond grabbed her right, spreading Elise’s legs before finishing off the second strap.

Rabbit and Will walked toward the rope sitting beyond the edge of the mat. As they pulled, Elise felt herself being lifted feet-first. She watched as Diamond approached, holding her arm out at chin level.

Elise felt the lifting stop as her head became level with Diamond’s waist. Rabbit tied the rope to the post as Elise tried not to let the fear and embarrassment in her mind show on her face.

Diamond stepped closer. The fabric between Elise’s thighs shifted to the side as Diamond’s fingers explored the contours around Elise’s pussy. Blood was rushing to Elise’s cheeks, which were already pink from being upside down. Her head felt heavy, and the rush of vertigo added to the sensitivity of her skin.

Between Diamond’s thighs, Elise saw Rain and Nora watching from the sidelines. Elise’s pussy lips spread as Diamond pulled them apart, finding the hooded monk that would be the target of the exercise. The room blurred with water as the first finger slipped past Elise’s entrance, and she knew the mascara and eye shadow Nora had caked on her face were streaking.

Elise almost jumped as Diamond’s voice suddenly rang out, “She puts a lot of effort into this pussy. There’s not a bump or spot of razor burn anywhere.” Diamond dropped to Elise’s level, asking, “How do you do it?”

Smiling at the compliment was her first impulse, but Elise's face burned hot. As Diamond’s expression became darker with each second, Elise decided to answer, even though sharing such a personal detail mortified her. “Depilatory cream.”

Diamond shot back up. Elise felt the flickering of a tongue against her clit. While not her first time being eaten out, it was the first time she received such pleasure from someone not wanting to put a dick inside her.

Every movement of Diamond’s tongue shivered Elise’s senses, sending her careening toward nirvana. Her lips began to part as her breathing became heavier. A hard suck on her pearl forced a gasp out of Elise’s throat.

Diamond ended her taste test with a long trip down Elise’s valley, stopping for a swirl around her opening, then retreating back to her clit. Elise couldn’t help but let her built up pleasure out with a faint moan.

Rain walked forward. Elise was only able to see her thighs and the bottom of an object she couldn’t identify. The only clues were the two metal poles at the end, separated by a crown of yellow plastic.

Elise jerked as the two pieces of metal met her thigh. The concussive pop sent her jerking and squealing, trying to escape the electric torture Rain had just subjected her to. Elise felt the moisture burst from her eyes as Rain screamed, “No noise!”

Rain backed away. The confusion, pain, and fear caused a mental lapse as she thought she saw Rabbit’s legs walking on the ceiling as he came closer. He bent over, grabbing an extension cord and plugging in a metal wand.

More electricity wasn’t on Elise’s list of wishes. She fought back the urge to scream as she heard the buzz coming from the silver rod, interpreting it as electric current. Whatever it was, she was certain that begging for mercy would be met with an even worse tool

Rabbit handed the device to Diamond. Elise flinched harder as the buzz drew closer. The first shock of cold from the metal caused her to pitch violently, but the buzzing turned out to be a pleasant surprise. Rather than the galvanic shock she was expecting, Elise felt the vibrations humming through her clit with arresting pleasure.

Diamond pressed harder, letting Elise feel the full reverberations ripple through her pussy. She heard herself inhale, trying with every scrap of effort not to make a sound as the breath escaped. Each second was delivering her closer to release, mounding heavenly sensation on top of overstimulated nerves.

The pleasure was becoming too intense to hold in. Elise knew the consequences of letting herself express how she was feeling. Her jaw locked hard as her teeth ground together. The sound of another person approaching kept her within compliance for just a few seconds longer as she held her breath through sheer force of will.

A light tap from the crop broke Elise’s concentration, making her purge out an extended moan. The punishment came before Elise could shut her mouth, sending a clear signal through the sharp crack of Nora’s crop. Even with her eyes shut, the world felt like it was spinning, putting all its energy toward her pleasure until she dared to show it.

The rigging above jolted as Elise’s legs began to seize. Her neck ached from the strain of keeping her mouth shut, but the pleasure between her thighs was threatening to take her hurtling towards orgasm. Elise balled her fists to keep the tension inside her own body, using every reserve she had to keep her reaction hidden.

The game was drawing to a close as the buzzing intensified. Elise was boiling over with feeling, letting her mind go as the overload of pleasure kept inside bordered on pain. Her forced silence broke with a deep gasp for air.

Pleasure met disappointment and relief as Nora yelled, “Hold!” Elise’s body tipped at the edge of climax until the sudden removal of the wand backed her away from the cliff. “Let Rabbit take over so she can have a safety net.”

Elise had no idea what she meant. Diamond crouched down, wiping a tear away before it dripped to the floor. “You can scream, but only if you’ve got Rabbit in your mouth. Got it?”

Rabbit took Diamond’s place. The wand reconnected with Elise’s pearl as his erect cock threatened to poke her in the face. She tried to avoid it, but she could only move enough to let it rest against her check.

The wand increased beyond any level Diamond had set it to. Rabbit was even pressing down harder, pushing her body past her experience. Elise was unable to hold down the hair-stiffening scream that escaped from her lips.

The gift of pleasure without complete fulfillment was driving Elise to the edge of madness. Her desire to climax overcame her fear of corporal punishment as she yelled out, “I want to come. Please!”

The crackling pain of the cattle prod met Elise’s thigh, but it wasn’t enough to quell her desire for release. Nora snapped out “Quiet! You’ll come when you prove you’re obedient.”

Elise opened her eyes to see Rabbit’s groin blocking her view. Elise’s throat burned as she belted out, “Please make me come!” The orgasm balling up inside her was the only thing she desired, and she was willing to defy any pain to get it.

Almost any pain, that is. Another jolt from Rain stifled Elise’s little uprising. The utter confusion between pain and pleasure threw a switch in her brain as everything outside of the spotlight’s glow ceased to exist in Elise’s mind. Climax was her only goal, and like an Olympian chasing a medal, she was determined to do anything to achieve her new dream.

Only one way out presented itself as Rabbit pressed the rod back down. Elise craned her head back, letting her lips rest against the tip of Rabbit’s dick. As he forced it harder onto her clit, she opened her mouth to let him slide in. Elise felt the skin move along her tongue, reveling in the strange sensation of licking his top side.

The vibrations crested again to what Elise hoped was the highest setting. She screamed into the throbbing pacifier, letting out every impulse with a sound that carried the tone and vibrato of a whistle. It was proving to be too much for her, even with the new outlet. She resisted the impulse to bite down, not daring to imagine the punishment she might face if she caused her current master pain.

Elise tasted the salt of Rabbit’s preliminary emission as he pulled out of her mouth without warning. She attempted to stop herself from reacting to the speedy buzz on her clit, but she was asking too much of her body. Elise tried to form her feeling into words of blasphemy. Her lips stretched as her jaw opened as she managed to garble out, “Gyaaawd!”

The buzzing stopped as Rabbit pulled the vibrating metal away from Elise’s engorged pussy. Elise’s mind went blank as the rush of pleasure struck like a comet, leaving every bit of her being open to feel the euphoria sweeping her away.

The orgasm played out as Elise shuddered in the middle of spotlight. She vaguely felt that she was sinking as she regained the ability to form complete thoughts. Her head and shoulders hitting the mat brought her back down to earth emotionally as well. Elise realized that she was still bound and at the mercy of the people standing above her.

Straps gave way as Elise felt herself able to move her legs again. Spent from the incredible experience, it took all her strength to try curling into a ball. Feet hit the mat around her from all directions. The smile of someone just freed from cruel imprisonment streaked across her face. The fact that her arms were still bound told her enough: While she might be a physical captive, her mind had broken out of lifelong detention.

Nora’s voice sounded like the trumpet of freedom to Elise as she asked, “So what did you learn?”

Elise wanted to answer, but the words wouldn’t come out. Like an indoors cat sneaking out the front door for the first time, Elise didn’t know what to do with herself. It was too much to take in, and she had no prior experience to compare her state of mind to.

Reality came crashing back down with the slap of the crop. Elise’s face suddenly changed from a look of utter bliss to sheer agony. “What’s the key to getting what you want in time?”

The answer was obvious enough, even if the word was never mentioned. Elise knew she only had a short window of time to answer before the felt the burn of Nora’s discipline again. “Obedience! Doing what you’re told!” The image of her father flashed into Elise’s mind like a demon. Her voice lowered as she fought back more tears. “Being a good girl.”

Elise felt the release of her arms as Nora ran a box cutter under the plastic wrap. “That’s the best answer I’ve ever heard, dear.” Blood rushed from Elise’s shoulders to her hands as Nora took a seat beside her crumpled body. Fingertips drifted along Elise’s cheek as Nora leaned into her ear. “You were a very good girl. I’m so proud of you.”

The footsteps faded away as Elise rested. The only discomfort she felt was from the incredible wetness that began soaking her leotard between her thighs. Elise looked up at Nora with the love of a child for her mother. “Am I ready for the next lesson?”

Nora cradled Elise’s head with her palms and said, “Yes, you’re ready. Just remember what you just learned, and you’ll do fine.”

Elise watched as Pup emerged from the darkness. “Nora, everything’s ready.”

“You hear that? They’re waiting on us.” Nora gave Elise a boost, lifting her shoulders as she rose to her knees. Pup extended a hand, which Elise took to get up on her feet. Her legs were still shaking, but she was eager to start the next session.

Nora and Pup led Elise across the room, slowly drawing in on a square table with two arms spreading out from the center. Will and Diamond were already waiting at the end of each arm, holding the leather straps at the ends open. Elise looked at the table, not knowing how she was supposed to position herself.

Nora gave the orders. “Your hands will be free this time. Lie down and give Will and Diamond your feet. I’ll tell you the rest after you’re buckled down.”

Elise was getting the hang of submission, acting like the early prodigy as she smiled and answered, “Yes, ma’am.”

The fear of the last exercise was replaced by enthusiasm as Elise rested between the arms and scooted back. Her waist still hung over the edge by a few inches. She smiled broadly at Diamond as she presented her left foot, then noticed the arousal in Will as Nora whispered in his ear. As he fastened the strap around Elise’s ankle, he turned to his wife and asked, “You’re sure?”

Nora leaned into his shoulder. “Yes, but let’s make sure it’s safe first.” Elise didn’t know what the question was, nor did she care. Nora untied the lace from around her stomach that held the corset in position. Letting it fall to the floor, she asked Elise, “Be honest with me. Are you on birth control?”

“Yes, but why ask me that?” Reading between the lines never was Elise’s strong suit.

Nora grinned as she ran her hand between Elise’s legs. “You really are a good girl! How did you wind up so naïve and innocent?”

Elise looked down her torso to catch Nora exposing her pussy. “I don’t know.”

Nora’s black hair fell over Elise’s thigh as she turned to reply. “I think I might know, but you might not like the answer.” Elise felt her pussy lips being squeezed between Nora’s fingers. “Do you really want to know?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Alright then.” Elise gasped as Nora released her grip and slapped the lips. The mistress then walked around the arm holding Elise’s right leg, stopping at her side to lean against her hands on the platform. “I think that deep down, you’ve got a little slut just begging to be let out. Am I right?”

The idea of being called a slut, much less actually being one, ran against Elise’s very grain. “No ma’am. I’ve never been a slut. I told you I’ve always been a good girl.”

Nora leaned over, cupping Elise’s left breast from below. “I believe you, but you’re not being honest with yourself.” Elise felt Nora’s tongue race circles around her nipple, then the pull of her teeth. “I think you want to make everyone in this room come.”

Elise closed her eyes as Nora squeezed the right tit, watching it blush red before releasing it. “I wouldn’t mind it, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Good. You’ll pull that off with the last trial.” Nora slid her legs onto the table, straddling Elise’s waist as she grabbed her wrists. Nora’s landing strip rubbed tickled Elise’s stomach, as she asked, “Do you know what this test will be?”

Elise heard the familiar buzz of the wand approach. “No, ma’am. Could you please tell me?”

Nora fell over and scooted down, letting her breasts rub against Elise’s. “Do you know how to please yourself?”

A slick trail from Nora’s tongue went down Elise’s jaw as she awaited her answer. Elise tried to free her hands, but her mistress wasn’t letting go. “Yes, I do, ma’am.”

Nora grinned like she was going in for the kill. “Do you think you could please me?”

The question brought Elise to a full stop. Would she be able to satisfy Nora, or even attempt it? Diamond and Rabbit had certainly done so for her, but it was in a way she couldn’t have comprehended before that night.

Elise remained still, unable to break Nora’s gaze as she repeated the question, “Well, do you think you can, sweetie?”

Her inability to move, and likely to even refuse, forced the answer out of Elise. “Yes, ma’am. I know I can.”

She was making a promise she wasn’t sure she could deliver on, and Nora knew it. She looked up at Pup and nodded. As Elise felt her wrists changes hands to Pup, she didn’t dare to breath. Nora’s open hand swatted her in the cheek. “The one thing we don’t tolerate very well is a liar, and a poor one even less.”

Elise’s face stung as the pink shadow of Nora’s hand emerged. True fear, beyond her constant hum of neurosis and timidity, swept over Elise. She was caught and it was her own fault. “I’m sorry, ma’am.”

The dull buzz of the wand became louder as Rain handed it to Nora, who then increased its pitch as she twisted the dial. Anticipation of the incredible pleasure blended with reluctance, as Elise knew that the tool could easily stimulate her beyond the borders of pain.

“I said I’m sorry, ma’am. Please don’t,” Elise begged.

Nora ran the wand over Elise’s breasts, letting it whir in place on each nipple with each pass. “I know you’re sorry, but guilt doesn’t cut it here.”

Elise struggled against Pup’s grip and the ankle straps. “I’ll do anything.”

Nora crept the tip of the wand down Elise’s stomach. “I know you will.”

Nerve endings threatened to go haywire with every passing inch. Elise held her breath as the blood-fizzing sensation drifted below her belly button. Nora paused the wand on Elise’s mound.

“I was going to use this on both of us at the same time so you could get a head start, but now you’ve got to finish me off before I allow you to come.” fNora lifted the wand from Elise and stood up on the platform.

As Nora turned around, Elise looked up to see the silver piercing in her hood. The metallic bar stole her attention for a second, making her wonder how much stimulation Nora could handle if she was able to bear having a hole stuck clear through her labia. Imagining how it must have felt made Elise’s own pussy ache with imagined pain.

Nora dropped herself, hovering her own goods just above Elise’s mouth as she rested on her knees and elbows. The wand made contact with Elise’s bean for an instant, jerking her entire body with a pulse of bliss. “Jumpy, aren’t we?”

Elise remained silent, trying her best to hide the terror that made her feel like screaming. The toy hit again. Pup’s grip tightened further.

“Go ahead dear, cry out. I know you want to.” Another contact, this time lingering as Elise bit her lower lip to hold in the sensory overload. Nora applied more pressure.

It was too much to bear. Elise’s lungs felt ready to burst as her will gave out. She started with a whimper, rising quickly into a moan that only encouraged Nora to keep going. Elise’s feet strained against the straps. A pulse of heat rippled from between her legs, quickly engulfing her entire body.

As Elise’s hips began to twitch, Nora asked, “Do you want to come?”

Elise arched her back. She was beyond ready. “Yes.” Elise gulped air and then screamed as her tolerance for stimulation was left in the dust. “Please!”

Nora held the wand in place until the muscles in Elise’s thighs knotted up. She casually said, “Very well,” then showed her mercy.

Elise’s elbows bent, forcing Pup to lean into her wrists with all his weight. She grasped his forearms with her fingers, digging nails into his skin. The orgasm echoed through her entire body, seizing every joint in a hard lock.

The endorphin storm raging in Elise’s head was making the basic comprehension of English difficult, barely allowing her to understand Nora saying, “Very good, but you should be careful what you beg for.”

Elise was still coming hard when the device met with her clit again. Her sensitivity was still too high to make it bearable, feeling like the electric shock she had feared the metal would give her. Elise’s eyelids clamped shut, pressing down hard enough to make her see the wild colors and vague shapes she had only experienced just before deep sleep.

Nora didn’t relent, pushing the noisy steel under Elise’s clit and sliding it back to the top. Meanwhile, Elise felt something fleshy slapping her pussy at the entrance. She knew it was a dick, but she had no idea if it was Rabbit or Will’s.

Nora forced her snatch into Elise’s face as Pup released his grip. Elise pulled released her own hold, not knowing that her fingernails had left deep impressions in his skin. The freed hands wrapped around Nora’s waist.

The soft brown lips of Nora’s pussy met with Elise’s mouth, resting the piercing just below her lower lip. With no warning, the unknown cock plunged deep into her.

Elise enjoyed the titillation compared to Nora’s continuing sadism, but hated not knowing who was fucking her. Another climax was already inevitable. The dam holding the water back was Nora’s refusal to ease up and give her the release her body was so desperately crying out for.

Nora ran her pussy up and down Elise’s mouth as she stated, “You’re ready to come again. That was fast.” Elise was beyond response. “It’s too bad. You’ve still got to make me come.” Elise felt the wand circle her clit, and then Nora’s free hand parting the lips of her own pussy. Elise screamed as she unclenched her teeth, forcing her tongue to meet Nora’s pearl.

The dick worked its magic, forcing her walls apart and exiting fully with each thrust. Elise used her hands to pull Nora down, letting her mistress rest upon her own body. The fight to keep licking felt like it was forging progress as Nora moaned slightly. Each shout and moan blocked by the sopping wet cunt provided Elise’s own source of vibration.

Elise felt Nora’s thighs begin to squeeze her head as she bit at the body jewelry. Sounding pleased, she gasped out, “That’s it. Get-” She moaned out her deep pleasure. “-angry.”

Pins and needles prickled across Elise’s sex, or at least she imagined they had, as the relentless shaft rooted itself as deeply as her body would allow. She felt a vacuum forming in her mouth. If necessary, she intended to suck the piercing right out of Nora.

Her efforts were met with help from the others. Elise sensed that Nora was being held down, mashing the clit and ornament deeper into her mouth. The gravity of the mistress being made to submit wasn’t lost on her. It pushed Elise harder, wanting to do her part in taming the voice of authority.

Elise felt Nora’s slit with her chin as it started convulsing. Nora pulled the toy away, giving Elise the freedom to come as the dick inside her hardened to its fullest. Mistress and slave came in unison, which only encouraged the man drilling away at the bald, throbbing snatch.

The newfound heaviness in Elise’s limbs combined with the euphoric light-headedness. Every impulse built into a perfect storm of pleasures centering on her walls as the relentless cock parted its way further inside with each push. Her jaws locked firmly by the deliverance of the body, Elise attempted in vain to moan.

The orgasm begins to settle as Nora collapsed on top of her. Like a walk through a cold fire, her skin blushes and tingles. Elise sensed her mystery lover giving up control as the first burst of semen erupted inside her.

Nora shifted to the side as the straps were undone. Elise was finally able to see Will’s face tensing up with each burst of sperm. At once she felt warmth from the trust and respect shown by Nora in allowing her husband the pleasure.

With her legs freed, Elise wrapped them around Will’s back as he tried to withdraw. A black-is-white epiphany took hold as the arousing sensation of come filled her. For the young woman who had always been paranoid about pregnancy, the dual protection of condoms and birth control suddenly felt like wearing a winter coat during a massage.

Will collapsed on top of Elise, resting his shaved head on the black fabric between her breasts. The small crowd around them began jeering and clapping, letting Elise know that she had performed admirably. Whether the show was being graded or not, she was grateful for the parts of herself she had lost and the new freedom that took their place.

Elise felt Will lifting himself from her chest and unwrapped her legs. As the shaft, then the head left her, she felt the warm drip coming from inside her. Elise savored the thickness and quantity of Will’s gift. It was giving new meaning to sex, and she was ready to explore the new road she had been shown.


HAREM GAME:

FROM EX, TO FERTILE PET

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It's a book, not a voodoo doll.”

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

“I'm leaving.”

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

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

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

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

“Where the hell are you going?”

“To sign the lease on an apartment.”

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

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

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

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

“What?”

“You forbid it, so I can't go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I'll do anything.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do I have to do? Just tell me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Even more than that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The narrator interjected again. It is too late.

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

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

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

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

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

Do it.

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

Make her want it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Finally, I said, “Come for me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

“No, you didn't.”

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

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

“I'm staying, and you won't get rid of me.” I didn't know if it was the real Abby, or just a puppet saying that. “I'll do whatever you want, so long as you give me what I want.”

“And that is?”

She looked down between her legs. “I think you know by now.”

I bent over to wipe the cum from her breasts, taking her glasses from her face. I'd forgotten how much of a different kind of hottie she was without them. “Enlighten me.”

“I want a baby, Kevin.”

My entire body stopped at once. “No, you don't.”

Whether it was Abby or the unexplainable force talking, I didn't know. Then she gave the worst answer I could imagine, “I do, and whether you know it or not, you do too.”


HAREM GAME 2:

SECOND SEED

I had spent the past week torn between panic and getting more sex than I could handle. Abby was insatiable, demanding I wear her out every few hours. Normally I wouldn't have dreamed of complaining, but whatever was taking control of my body wasn't making it the fantasy I wished for.

My work wasn't suffering, though. The same power that had turned Abby into an absolute sex addict had landed my boss several new contracts. In just one week's time, I had reined in more commissions than I had in the past two months. All by focusing my intent on closing the deal.

Now that I had the weekend to unwind, at least from work, the early bonus check I had been cut was burning a hole in my pocket. And given that Abby was willing to do whatever I suggested, I knew I could get away with doing something I had wanted to do ever since we met.

Right before leaving my office, something forced me to remember the next chapter I had to read in the book. The Game of Sevens had waited patiently in my briefcase all week, but now it was demanding my attention. The rational part of my brain didn't even want to touch it.

Control wasn't entirely mine, though. I stopped and got back into my seat, setting my briefcase on my desk and opening it. My hands went right for The Game of Sevens.

Flipping to the second chapter, it was another story about the same young man as before. Exactly one week after the end of the last chapter, his perfect life had developed cracks. Even though he had gained his greatest desires, he still wanted more. Of course, the story went off the rails, ending with him wanting exactly what he had already gained, but in even greater quantities. This time, he had set himself up with a maid-turned-mistress alongside his wife, and had begun the process of turning his business into a small empire.

The last page had another set of instructions. I couldn't help feeling a lump the size of a car in my throat as I read them. Focus your will on doubling your current rewards, and it shall come to pass. Return again in one more week, and you will learn the true nature of these lessons.

My ideal had already turned out to be more than I had bargained for. I slammed the cover shut and backed away from the book. Something like a spark of electricity jolted my brain.

Carry on with your evening. The voice was back again, it's words clear and forceful. I tried to shun it to the back of my mind, but that was the one thing my “force of will” couldn't overcome.


It was well into the evening when I came through the front door. Abby was waiting, dressed in some new lingerie getup. My cock throbbed and my heart sank, knowing the romp that would have us with a kid in tow could happen at any time, if it hadn't already. But still, I had to try getting myself out of it.

Abby started my way, flipping the glasses off her face and beaming like my return had made her day. “Stop,” I ordered, “we're doing something else tonight.”

The way she twirled her hair with her fingers just made me want to give in. “Oh?”

“I think you'll like it.”

She closed the distance between us at the same pace, doing her best to tempt me into something I knew better than to do. I knew it was only a matter of time before my body responded on its own. “Get some clothes on, we're leaving in a few minutes.”

Abby leaned against my shoulder and nibbled at my earlobe. She whispered, “It can wait, can't it?”

“Maybe a few minutes.” My mind knew better, but my body didn't. I felt her fingers take hold of my zipper as she slid down my body. The second her tongue danced along my cock, I stopped trying to resist.


Abby was perfectly okay with my idea. In fact, she almost looked excited, like she might learn something that had eluded her for years. As we flashed the bouncer our IDs, he motioned his head toward the door.

“What gave you the idea to bring me to a strip club?” She was latched onto my arm like a burr on a sock, her breasts squeezing against me enough to throw me into gear again.

“It's something a little different. I didn't think you'd be so excited.”

The stage was empty, so I started toward the bar with her. “It's what you wanted, Kevin. You know I can't turn you down.”

I did know it better than anyone. “They close in just a few hours, but I'm driving. Go ahead and get a drink.”

“Hmm,” Abby let go of me, “that's no fun.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just have one. It's not like anything's going on right now.” The little smile lifted the corners of her mouth just enough to reveal her intent.

I had to act before Abby tried going to town on me again. “I gotta piss. My eyeballs are floating.”

She edged her glasses down and said, “Wimp.”

I beelined it to the men's room. Almost ramming myself against the swinging door, I knew this night would end the same as any other for the past week. And I wanted out.

As I drained myself into the urinal, the voice came back. She has already met your second.

Shaking loose the last few drops, I stared at the graffiti on the wall. Something about how love is a double-edged sword, but lust is a knife between the ribs. It wasn't exactly the encouragement I wanted.

A moment later I was drying my hands on my pants since the paper towels were empty. As I emerged, slapping my palms against my lap, I saw Abby had already made a friend. Shit, I thought to myself, I know where this is going.

I considered running, or at least taking a seat at the stage, but it wasn't a choice. As my legs pushed me forward, the blonde Abby was chatting up glanced at me. Even though she was dolled up like the entertainment, the fact she was pouring a drink told me she was the real moneymaker for the club.

Putting myself up on the stool next to Abby, I couldn't help admiring the combination of ruby red lipstick and the black corset on our bartender. “What's it gonna be?” she asked, putting the finishing hit of rum on Abby's usual Mai Tai.

“Black Russian.”

“Careful, I make a strong one.” She grinned and took the neck of a bottle. “Your girl here was just telling me how this is her first time. Mighty ballsy suggesting this place.”

The coffee liqueur splashed on the ice cubes. “I think she'll like it.” I looked over to see Abby slamming her drink back already. “She's come a long way recently.”

“Oh?” I watched her pour a heavy dose of vodka in my glass. “How so?”

My body went on autopilot again as I felt the heaviness in my forehead. “Come with us after you close, and you might find out.”

I expected a fist to the jaw and a drink in my face. Before I could cringe, our barely-dressed bartender said, “The bar closes in one hour. Come get me then.”

Taking it back was all I wanted to do, knowing by now that the stories from the book were to play out in real life. I wrapped my arm around Abby's waist and said, “Come on, I think the show's starting back up.”

The bartender handed my drink over. “My name's Teagan, if that's even relevant to you.”

I did my best to smile. “Kevin, and I'm sure we'll know each other very well by the end of the night.” Abby seemed fine with it, nursing her drink like nothing was out of the ordinary.

As we got up for the stage, Teagan made sure I knew her terms, “One hour, and somewhere public.”

Fuck me. Abby still didn't show any reaction.


The last stripper of the hour had just left the stage. Abby was all over me the entire time, touching me just enough to avoid getting a bouncer on our case, and taking what had to be some thorough mental notes through the whole show. As soon as I looked back and saw the lights above the bar flicker off, my body kicked into motion.

At least Teagan looked happy to see us. “So where to?”

I wanted to cancel more than anything, but even Abby was forcing me forward. My mouth opened and the words, “Griffith Park,” slipped out.

Teagan leaned forward, her hands planted on the bar and her breasts threatening to pop out. “Good choice. I can't go home with two strangers, but,” she looked at Abby, “with her along, I feel safe being in a public place with you.”

“Looking forward to it.” Stop body, please.

I watched as Teagan pulled a leather jacket out from under the bar and emptied the contents of the tip jar into a pocket. “Ready when you are.”

Abby, half-drunk but still not slurring, whispered, “Why didn't you tell me you wanted someone else to join us?”

At least I had a moment of honesty, even if it wasn't the whole truth. “I didn't know it either.”

“You've just been full of surprises since you got back.” I felt her tongue lap at my ear. “I like it.”

Had I been able to control how every romp ended, I would have too. I looked at Teagan and tried to fight as I said, “Come on, my car's out front.”

As we left, the same bouncer who let us in grumbled, “Lucky asshole.”

Without breaking stride, I looked back and said, “I can't turn it down, you know.”

He laughed to himself and had to shout a bit because of how far we had already gotten from him. “You don't treat her right, then we've got problems.”


I pulled the car into the lot next to Griffith Park. It had to be pushing 2:30AM, so the place was totally empty. The lit path going further into the main courtyard almost called our names.

Teagan leaned between the front seats and said, “I never do stuff like this, just so you know.”

Somehow, I figured it wasn't a stroke of luck I'd have without my powers. Abby put unfastened her seat belt and added, “Neither do we.”

I opened my door and looked back at them. “I guess we all do now.”

Teagan grinned and said, “Guess so.” She tapped Abby on the shoulder and added, “We don't want to keep him waiting, do we?”

She got out on my side. I watched those long, luxurious legs as she stood. From her tall heels to where those work-mandated garters met the top of her thighs, Teagan looked like the work of Greek sculptors. As Abby came around and stood beside her, I couldn't help notice the total contrast between my fiance's nervous innocence and our new friend's open libido.

As we got out of sight of the car, the voice came back. You will only have one tonight. It felt like a warning about something I'd do well to prepare myself for. As I got up to the last bench on the path, I heard it again. This is the place.

I stopped and turned to both of them. “Well, I guess this is as good a place as any.” A momentary twinge of fear hit my head, not knowing if the park had any cameras or not. As soon as the thought registered, I was taken over again. “Abby, I'm sorry, but you'll just have to watch for now.”

If I wasn't screaming at myself from the inside, I'd have thought the look on her face was priceless. “What do you mean? I can't just let you fuck a stranger and stand there while you do it.”

“Then sit down and watch.” Abby's face grew even more shocked as Teagan's grin got all the way to both ears.

Abby, of course, followed my orders. I took a seat right next to her as Teagan stepped in front of me. She leaned down, running her fingers through my hair. “You've trained her well.”

My arm moved on its own, brushing my hand against the hot mound between Teagan's legs. Every fold was as clear and plain under that nylon as if the fabric wasn't even there. My fingers pushed it aside, giving me the first waft of her pleasant scent.

I felt Abby shift. I knew she was crossing her arms, trying to look mad, but only pouting. It had been her default expression when she didn't get her way for the past week. And something about it made me want her even more.

Still, I had a more pressing issue at hand. I felt Teagan's clit, already swelling and ready for attention. She put her hands on my shoulders as I started the early work, her breathing going from silent to full-on gasps within seconds.

“Teagan,” I said, trying to stop myself the whole time, “I've got a favor to ask.” She looked down at me, her head cocked and mouth open with each pant. The wave of pressure built in the front of my brain as I let out, “I want you to serve me.”

Her voice strained as she answered, “Yes, sir.”

“Now and always.”

“How do you want me to please you?” The cockiness in her voice had been stripped, replaced completely by the same helpless servitude that had filled Abby's mind.

Make the wench know her place.

I slipped a finger deep inside her pussy, exploring every bit before pulling it out and letting her take a hard suck on her own juices. “You'll come so easily, you'll think it might kill you.”

She giggled around my index finger. I pulled it away from her and she answered, “I like the cut of your jib.”

I forced my hand back between her thighs as Teagan whimpered, already feeling the effect of my orders. “Then prove it.” She started to quiver with the slightest movement of my fingers.

With only a few strokes, I already had her trying to collapse in on herself. She gripped my shoulders hard enough to turn her knuckles white. When I put two inside her, it was all over.

I stood and forced Teagan onto the bench. She rested her head in Abby's lap, shaking and mewling like I had just fucked her straight into low-orbit. And this was only the start.

Abby looked like she was on the verge of breaking my command. As she tried forcing herself to respond, the desperation behind those glasses almost made me laugh. “I might feel generous later. Don't worry.”

I missed those handcuffs right about then. If Teagan really was mine to control, I knew I'd have to make Abby struggle to get free next time. Watching her grow more envious by the second, just stuck there by some invisible bonds, didn't seem nearly as fun.

Catching myself mid-thought, I couldn't help feeling bad for her. But with each second, that feeling drifted away. I stood over Teagan, working my zipper open and feeling how ready I was to make Abby's problem even worse.

Giving Teagan another tease with my fingers, it was hard not to laugh as both of them reacted. I could tell Abby was ready to crack and beg, while our new friend jumped like I had just dosed her with freebase orgasm, straight to the brain.

The only thing that kept me from just plunging right into Teagan was that nagging doubt. I didn't know if my control would keep hold of Abby if I pushed her much further. The thought of getting caught had faded into a non-issue, but even then, I still had my qualms about treating my fiance so badly.

But that's when Teagan spread her legs wide, one propped over the back of the bench, the other nudging me closer. Never one to turn down such luck, I gave in. Bending down to give her pussy one more tease, her voice was already shaky.

The sheer wetness inside her invited me like a warm embrace. The deeper I slid my finger through her passage, the more heat and readiness I felt. I had to get my dick in her.

It was just too bad for Abby. She watched as I readied my cock, getting it only inches from Teagan's burning folds. I wanted to give in and plunge deep, but I was having too much fun to just go for it like that.

Sliding my tip between those pussy lips, I imagined what my shaft was about to encounter. It was a masterpiece of femininity, even under the dim path lighting. My newest pet whimpered and moaned with every push toward her entrance, begging for it.

Abby looked so jealous of Teagan. Having to watch me give out pleasure that should have been hers was driving my fiance mad. But the feel of my first strange pussy in years drove me to the point I couldn't stop.

“You want attention too,” I cupped Abby's chin with my free hand and made her look at me, “don't you?”

She wouldn't speak. Teagan whimpered as I slid inside her. Abby pouted right in front of me, watching exactly as I had ordered her to.

Teagan's cunt held me in as she came again, the subdued, helpless orgasms already taking their toll on her body. I pulled back out and pinned her clit between my fingers, giving her a final world-shaker that couldn't have happened without my powers.

“She'll get what you want tonight,” I gave my fiance the wolf's grin, “and every night from now on if you don't behave.”

I almost felt guilty after seeing the way her expression deepened. Still, I knew what I was doing, even if it wasn't my will. My body was doing the deed, even as my head looked around one last time to make sure nobody was watching us.

If you had asked me just a few hours before, I would have never told you that we'd have gone to a strip club together. Much less picked up the bartender. And even further, I would have never taken her to the nearby park to reverse-cuck Abby.

It was happening anyway. I knew how the night would end. All I could do was wish it was just Abby my puppet master wanted me to fill up.

As I sat down, Teagan crawled on top of me, ready for more of what she had coming. Her pussy took me in, forcing her to quake again. One thing was for sure, the girl loved to come. And what's more, I think she enjoyed the fact that Abby couldn't do anything but watch, most of all.

I let Teagan have her way with my cock, every crash of our bodies getting her closer to squealing out. Her hands wrapped around my neck and shoulders, giving her even more leverage. She could only go a dozen or so rounds before each climax sent her pussy into pulsing fits.

Barely holding on myself, I rolled my head back and smiled at my good fortune, if only for the moment. I knew how this would end. But not all bad luck feels that way during the lead-up.

The clamp of Teagan's thighs got tighter. I knew she was on the border of getting too much of what she wanted. As her cunt took hold, I watched in awe as her face went almost catatonic. Her eyes flew open as her mouth went agape.

Quivering and spasming in my lap, I let her ride out the blissful overload. I still had more in me, but I knew Teagan was spent. As I thought about just laying waste to her until I came, the voice cut in.

You have another.

I looked at Abby, who looked like a nervous, jealous wreck. With my cock still buried to the trunk inside Teagan, I asked, “What would you do to take her place?”

She didn't answer, but the extra pout in her lips said it all. I let Teagan finish before shifting to my left, away from Abby. My fiance didn't look as broken as I would have thought.

Take what is yours.

I stood up and jerked Abby onto her feet. Just as quickly, I forced her shoulders against the back of the bench. Forcing her jeans down, I let her knees rest on the seat, her legs trapped in halfway-stripped denim.

Did she even want it? I didn't know whether she was still herself inside that head of hers, just as confused and helpless as I was to defy orders. But when I said, “Be thankful,” and felt how wet the whole experience had made her, I knew Abby wasn't in any position to complain. And I don't just say that because I had her pinned to the bench, bare ass and pussy ready for invasion.

I didn't show her any mercy, even if I was giving her exactly what she wanted. The silky wetness from Teagan's pussy slid me right inside Abby's. I parted her deep, slamming my hips against her ass and forcing her to whimper like she had just been scolded.

Letting myself settle in her farthest recesses, I waited for Abby to do something. As she tilted her head back, I took a handful of her hair and pulled it even further. Her moan as I slowly pulled back and sank back in drove me insane.

As her voice shifted to relief, I started to let her have it. The collision of our bodies made an unmistakable sound that had to be resonating for some distance. I cracked my hand against her ass, causing an echo not that far from a gunshot.

Keeping Abby at just the right spot, I felt her try to come. She tried sneaking her fingers onto her clit, which I allowed. I thought the little act of defiance was cute.

But I wasn't willing to reward her for it. I had a better idea. Teagan was already back on her feet, running her hands along my chest from behind.

As I pulled out of Abby, I knew it had to be the worst punishment for her. Making my fiance lie down on the bench, I stepped back and pulled Teagan in front of me with one fluid move of my arm. Staring down at Abby's begging face, I said, “Whether you come or not is up to her.”

Teagan giggled to herself and bent over in front of me. Abby already knew her role, pushing her jeans down even further. As she propped her legs on Teagan's shoulders, I went ahead and reentered our new friend.

Judging by the panting and gasping in front of me, I knew Teagan was already working Abby's clit with her tongue. I pushed the fabric on her ass even further aside, using it like a handle. If she was willing to let Abby come after all, I wanted to make her work for the act of kindness.

It only took seconds to get Teagan worked up again, screaming into Abby's pussy instead of licking. The satisfied moaning and begging cries merged into a chorus. I went with it, timing every thrust based on how hard and deep I could push myself in.

As I heard Abby get even closer, the silky, wet walls around my cock seized. Teagan held me in deep as her legs shook. She broke her face away from between Abby's thighs, belting out a moan that had to be more animal than human.

Show her mercy. It will only make your hold over them that much stronger.

I couldn't deny what the voice wanted. Pulling the jeans completely off Abby, I pulled her hips up to meet me, only her shoulders resting against the wooden slats. I was already back in without aiming, her hole willing to be filled and used.

Teagan stepped beside me, still panting like she had run a mile in those heels. I felt the tip of her fingernails brush against my cock as she worked Abby closer. Backing off a little, she made sure I didn't end up with a hard scratch along my shaft.

We worked together, my pounding and her rubbing forcing Abby to hug under her breasts and shake her head in fits. As Abby's thighs tightened around me, I let her enjoy what little she had earned. As her glasses came off her face, I watched in awe as she cried out a long and lingering, “Gawwwwd!”

Abby's cunt squeezed tight, almost daring me to come inside her. I wanted to, knowing that what a load in Abby could mean, and knowing even more what one in Teagan could result in. I wasn't willing to worry about both.

Not yet.

The sudden rise in my sac fell as if it had an on/off switch. What it probably meant wasn't a mystery, but I tried pushing the thought to the back of my head.

The other one. Now.

My new order was clear and impossible to defy. My mind's weak attempt at regaining control of myself failed completely. I pulled out of Abby again, knowing full-well what I was about to do. She scooted herself back up on the bench, sitting sideways with her bare legs crossed.

Guiding Teagan's shoulders into Abby's lap, I made sure my fiance had direct eye contact with me as I slid back into my bartender-slave. I propped one knee on the bench and planted a foot on the pavement. Teagan's foot dangled behind my head, bobbing hard with every rush back into her body.

Gripping hard on those nylon stockings, I have Teagan the full force of my momentum. Her pussy was already leaking onto the bench, sliding me against the shellacked wood with every thrust. I had her mewling against Abby's thigh, trying her best not to crack under the pressure.

Precum announced itself with a cold shiver up my body, followed by a warm rush. I knew it would happen, but for the moment, I didn't care at all. The feeling of Abby's eyes on us, watching as a stranger got her greatest desire instead, had my nuts threatening to burst.

I didn't want to waste any of it. Feeling the heat and wetness against my skin, the hard tingle of my tip slipping against Teagan's flesh. Even the burning in my lungs felt amazing.

But nothing so perfect can last forever. I barely stopped myself before popping off. Whether it was a gift from whatever had control over me or not, I didn't know yet.

As I stopped, I felt my body shift forward. I pressed my lips against Abby's. Her tongue entered my mouth, revisiting very familiar territory. I didn't know what to make of it.

Her desires are the same as yours. Give them to her.

I think 'desire' was the voice being a little generous with what my body was forced to do. As good as Teagan felt, my rational brain knew better. But I couldn't resist, knowing my body would take over and fulfill its wishes, whether I wanted it to or not.

And that's when I realized Abby was going through the exact same thing. The only difference between us was how we heard the orders. The source was the same for both of us, but I knew the voice of the narrator would only speak to her through me.

Teagan's sudden jolt pulled me out of my own head. She wasn't done, on the verge of her climax breaking out into another fit. My hands gripped around her waist, rushing our bodies together in a constant fight. I gritted my teeth and felt the sweat running down my neck.

With a blonde screaming and shivering on the end of my cock, my brunette and incredibly turned-on fiance watching, the first rush of cum almost made me collapse. Teagan gripped onto my forearms, holding me deep inside her as I felt her fill with the last thing I wanted to give her. But I can't lie, coming inside a stranger's pussy has its physical perks.

Every shot brought me closer to giving out. The smiles on both of their faces as I let the last of it out had me wondering about my own grin. I wanted to ask if this is what either of them truly wanted, but I was just as powerless. The only salvation was how close this was to a late-night fantasy, even if the implications might end up straight out of a nightmare.

Abby was one issue, but the addition of Teagan to the whole mix pushed me into instant panic. What the fuck have I done? But the two of them still looked happy as could be as I pulled out.

The drip onto the bench taunted me. If Teagan was going to be my side-girl just like had happened in the second chapter, I knew this wasn't just a one-night-stand with a bartender. They almost looked like a team, Abby looking down at her new friend in congratulations. But even then, I knew there had to be jealousy bouncing around in her head somewhere.


My alarm struck me right out of sleep the following Monday morning. What the week had in store at work couldn't have been better, but I would have traded it all to have my freedom back. The huge commission I was all but guaranteed wasn't worth what it had cost me to get it.

I tried smacking the clock, suddenly realizing why it was so much harder than before. Teagan was curled up against my arm, bare and soft as Abby on my other side. She turned and hit the snooze button for me.

Abby's fingers danced along the waist of my boxers. I felt Teagan run her thigh up mine. Although I set my alarm an hour early just to give myself the time to get woken up, I knew that wasn't where the morning was going.


HAREM GAME 3:

STRICTER RULES

I knew what Fridays meant by now. As the book called my name for the third time, I tried my damnedest to avoid thinking about it. But when everyone else left the office, I knew what I was about to do.

Just reaching for The Game of Sevens calmed down the tic in my arm. I slammed the covers against my desk and loosened my tie. Get it over with and get through the weekend with the least damage possible. The typesetting from a day before modern printing set my mind at ease before I got halfway through the first page.

This time the young man I could only imagine as myself was reflecting upon his life. All of the missed opportunities, the failures to act, and the idea of what could have been tortured him, despite how far he had come. What should have been a feel-good story of redemption only had me imagining how the lesson in the coming pages would have me upending my life even more.

By the end of the story, I couldn't help wondering how much of my life had been wasted making up for lost time. Even with how much I had gained in the past two weeks, and had set myself up to lose, I caught myself staring at the ceiling. If I hadn't fucked things up so many times, where would I be right now?

I tried to force it all out of my head. Even though I couldn't shake it off, the usual passage full of morals and key lessons demanded my attention.

I, The Puppeteer, have already tightened the strings. Surviving failure is not possible. Take these lessons to heart. Internalize my warning. Make them your own thoughts. Although the past has already happened, the last book of history is yet to be written.

Something about it deepened the conflicting urges to fight against the control with all I had, and to see this whole affair out to the end. While I couldn't deny how my life had changed for the better, I knew full-well that every further step made it all more likely to come crashing down on top of me. And the more I built upon my gains, the more wreckage I'd have coming down on my head.


I made it home that night without further incident. As I drifted off to sleep, images of dancing, nine-months-pregnant blondes and brunettes taunting me the whole time, I realized I had gotten off easy that night. My mind was still my own, at least for the moment.


The freedom of spending an entire morning without orders didn't seem real. As I drove myself to meet my next client at home, a moment of panic set in. If he orders me to fuck Mr. Druthers.... Hell no. The client might have been close to my age, but that would have been one bridge too many for me to cross for a construction contract. Even The Puppeteer would have had trouble getting me to swing that way.

I drove past my old high school. Abandoned, turned into a warehouse for the school district, and then abandoned again, the regrets of my past came flooding back. Hours spent snoozing through class, nights spent at home instead of out making memories. But most of all, my thoughts went straight to Chloe.

She had been my crush for years before I finally built up the nerve to ask her out. By then, it was too late. Last I had heard, she was married to the basketball team captain from the next town over. I didn't know she had been claimed when I embarrassed myself so many years ago, but she had always been my ideal woman.

Now that I had a fiance of my own, along with Teagan, I felt silly for thinking about that missed chance. Yesterday will never get any closer. I had a contract to get signed and more than enough to worry about at home.

I should have noticed it, but the memory of Chloe's face grew clearer the further I drove. I imagined her thighs wrapped around my face, my hands cupping her breasts, almost hearing Chloe scream my name.


Nothing takes your breath away like a giant house on top of a hill, especially when you know it's your stop. I almost felt embarrassed, puttering my Toyota up the driveway, even if it wasn't a rattletrap. Compared to the Jaguar and Porsche tucked in front of the place, my sensible econobox seemed like a beggar.

The voice almost made me shit myself. Confidence will win you everything. You know this.

I couldn't disagree with it. If anything had changed about my business life, it was how I knew I would win for the past few weeks. Exactly how much of that was swagger and how much of it was realized talent had yet to be proven, but I wasn't arguing.

“Get in, do your job, and that's it.” I put the car in park and reached for my briefcase. “Druthers has as much to gain as you do from this. Remember that.”

Talking to myself didn't calm the jitters at all. Don't worry, it's is only the biggest deal you've ever closed. Neither did thinking about it.

I felt my knees shake as I slid out of the driver's seat. The Puppeteer took up the slack, marching me toward the giant slabs of oak my client called doors. I mashed my finger against the bell and waited.

Nothing.


After my fourth try on the client's cell phone, I was ready to shove that full inbox up his ass. No response to my texts either. Even busy men make time for appointments, especially when they're signing away a small fortune.

Accepting the fact I had been stood-up, I turned for my car. No way he's backing out now, but a few hours is long enough for him to change his mind. Property developers are a fickle bunch, ready to drop a clean million on a shopping center one minute, and able to make Ebeneezer Scrooge seem downright generous the next.

I made it halfway back when the voice stopped me cold. The deal will happen, but you have even more to gain from your client.

Experience. Humility. Maybe even a story to tell my boss about my tenacity. But Druthers had already spent an hour of my time, and I knew he wasn't paying that back. I tried to take the next step, feeling my legs hold like they were set in concrete.

Second chances are made, not given.

I was as mad at the voice as I was at the client. “Another chance at what? Wasting my time?” The place was big enough that I didn't have to worry about anyone hearing me.

Not all paths to success lead through the front gate.

Tilting back, I felt my body give to the new direction. “Fuckin' riddles, like always.”

Yet you have solved every one so far.

“Blow me, whatever you are.”


I went where my body would let me go. Rounding the side of the miniature palace, which I'm sure the client would take as modesty on his part, I walked past the hedgerow and stopped in my track. Utter perfection really did have a form, and she was sunbathing on a lounger just across the pool.

Taking a few steps, I squinted my eyes. The glare off the water and the distance made it impossible to tell who it was. Either way, my client had a wife just as impressive as his home. I closed most of what was left of the distance and stopped. No fucking way.

I knew who she was, even though I couldn't admit it to myself. All of the fantasies came flashing back to me. I stood there, barely keeping myself from blushing out every bit of it. Chloe was exactly as I remembered her, not aged a day past high school, but having filled out even more where it counted.

My first instinct was to run, but she had already turned her head my way. Even behind those giant sunglasses, I knew her eyes had locked onto me. Propping herself up on her elbows, Chloe said, “It's no more or less than you've already seen, Kevin.”

No keeping that blush in anymore. My cheeks roasted like I had been in the sun all day. “Hi, it's been a while.”

“Stop acting so shy. God, you've always been like this.”

Not around everyone, but certainly around Chloe. Something about her just made me act like a doe jumping in front of traffic. I tried to look confident, but shuffling my feet didn't help the appearance any.

“Sit down and drop the briefcase.” I couldn't help admiring the graceful shape of her legs, how they met her hips, the whole package swooping inward and back out as I worked my way up to her breasts. “Staring won't make my bikini go away, you know.”

Actually... I tried to keep my attention on her face, covered in sunglasses and that red hair she had always kept in a sexy mess. I don't know who the hell you are, Mr. Puppeteer, but I hope you take requests.

“Kevin, it's nice seeing you and all, but why are you here? Talk.” Chloe had already cocked an eyebrow at me.

I wasn't paralyzed anymore, but I knew I'd fuck up somehow. “I thought an Andrew Druthers lived here.” I fumbled with the handle of my briefcase, knowing exactly how much I looked like an awkward schoolboy again. “Did I get the wrong place?”

“You're looking at Mrs. Druthers.” Chloe smiled and added, “Tough luck on him not being here.”

That's right, the douche she started dating in high school was some rich kid with a sad-sounding last name. Asshole. I probably didn't hide the change in my face, but the whole conversation was going nowhere. “I'm not in any kind of hurry.”

“He's gone until tomorrow, and the ass let his cell phone die.”

“It's still dead, as of a minute ago.” I wanted to walk away and act like the conversation never happened. I had gone there to make a load of money, not act a fool in front of the one woman who had ever had that effect on me.

“You can try calling him in a few hours. He knows I'll have his balls if he goes too long without calling.” I watched Chloe swing her legs over the side of the lounge chair. She paused for a second. “If I ask you something, do you promise not to blush anymore?”

My cheeks were ready to burst from the pressure. “I guess. What?”

She leaned forward and stood, asking, “Why didn't you ever make a move?”

“Excuse me?” I started to back away in my seat.

“It's alright. I knew you had a thing for me,” Chloe strutted herself closer, her breasts teasing a bounce with each step as she added, “the whole time.”

The Puppeteer finally returned. The greatest challenge is overcoming past failures. Find your true voice.

Something about Chloe changed as the voice faded away. “You know, Kevin, you don't always have to be this way.”

I cleared my throat and tried to build some willpower to throw her way, but this was fucking Chloe I'm talking about. The sounds coming out of my mouth strained with every syllable, my projection to her mind falling flat. “Then let me do what your husband can't.”

“What, because he's not here?” Chloe was already leaned over me, her breasts swaying gently like some kind of miracle material dreamed up by science. “He's plenty capable.”

“Well,” I tried to look confident, “so am I.”

Chloe's brows shot up. “Big talk,” she put her hand on my chest, easing me back, “especially when your heart feels like it's about to run away on you.”

“Lots of talk coming from your end, too.”

Chloe had me fully-reclined when she said, “Relax.”

My body instantly calmed down. It wasn't right. I focused my will a bit better this time, commanding her, “Stop.”

No dice. Chloe teased at my zipper, brushing the hardening outline of my cock and giggling about it. “Someone's getting his hopes up.”

What the fuck? Puppet guy! He was as hard to get hold of as Chloe's husband, apparently.

My mind raced as my body took it all in stride. Chloe slipped her hand in my slacks, snaking her way through the front of my boxers, handling my dick like a priceless artifact.

“Bigger than I thought.” If that didn't boost my ego, nothing would. “Does he kiss?”

It wasn't my control that had Chloe's fingers wrapped around my shaft. I didn't know how she had gained the upper-hand, but I couldn't refuse her order.

“Well?” she asked, tilting her head.

I tried holding back, but my hands got to work unbuttoning my shirt. I knew the last chapter was odd, but I didn't see this being the way it would all go. As my mind reeled at the thought of losing my will even more, The Puppeteer had his say.

This is a game, not a gift. Retake control.

But I didn't know how. Chloe pressed her lips against my tip, smiling like a demon as I felt her breathe on my skin. I couldn't overpower my orders from inside my own head, much less every demand Chloe had made so far.

Her tongue slid against the bottom of my cock. Expecting to wake from a dream or coma any second, I wanted to get control back, if only to make sure it wasn't some cruel joke.

Brute force is not the answer. Your way out is right before your eyes.

I ran my hands through the locks of copper on Chloe's head, guiding her all the way to my hilt. Suddenly, I felt control of my mouth come back.

Holding her face against my waist, I knew exactly what I was expected to do. “I want you to stop giving orders. You're mine, now.”

Chloe pushed her hands against my thighs, trying to back off. I forced her to stay, pushing her head back so that she could look at me. The vibrations of her trying to speak felt even better than anything her tongue could do.

“Sorry, you lose.”

The wild and frantic look to her face turned into obedient satisfaction. But now that I had taken her will away, the girl who had jellied my insides all through high school just didn't feel like fair game. I wanted to let her go, if only to be fair about it. She was just as much a marionette on a string as I was.

I pulled her away from me and opened my mouth to release her. You can not break the rules. I tried to speak, but I couldn't even push the air from my lungs.

Finally, my body gave in to the control. I lifted Chloe's chin with one finger, hearing myself tell her, “You'll be my favorite toy, so long as you do what I say.”

She tried lowering her head, settling for averting her eyes. On her knees and helpless, Chloe answered, “Yes sir.”

“Good,” I took my finger away from her chin and asked, “So what about your husband? I'm sure you're happy here. You can stay if you like.” As much as I wanted to steal Chloe, I wasn't quite to the point where I would wreck a marriage.

“I'm not happy,” she looked up at me on her own, “rich, pretty men who can't find the time to come home don't make for happy wives.”

“What if I told you I had a way out for you, tonight.”

“I'd take it in a heartbeat.”

“And your husband?”

“Don't worry about Andrew. He's geting divorce papers sometime next week.” She stood and kept staring me down, smiling, “It's been in the works for months, but he doesn't know it yet.”

By then, I'd have his name on the contract. Throwing Chloe into the pot almost made me want to thank him for his generosity. That is, if I wasn't out to claim what should have been mine to begin with.

Take her, and do not apologize. There is no shame in claiming what you desire.

The Puppeteer didn't need to tell me what I already knew. “Chloe, you've got some stiff competition at my place.”

“Oh? I'm sure your wife wouldn't like this.”

“I'm not married, but I do have a fiance and a tight, little blonde living with me.”

Chloe leaned against me, “And they're not enough? I could change that.”

“Prove it.”

Chloe did so in the only way she knew how. “That's on you. Waiting for me to come to you didn't work in the past, now did it?”

Little whore. I grabbed Chloe's wrist, marching her with me to the side of the poolhouse. She didn't complain, following the leader like it had always been this way.

Stopping where the landscaping ended for the door, I turned her around. Lifting Chloe's leg up and forcing her shoulders against the wall, I pushed her bikini bottom out of the way. She had already done the work of getting me hard and unzipping my pants.

Rubbing a quick dose of spit against my dick, I felt Chloe give in. Angling myself, I felt the plush, hot folds with my tip. Why didn't I do this years ago?

She didn't have a chance to back out. I buried myself deep in her slit. The sudden rush of a wish granted filled me with the energy to start banging out my frustrations.

I wanted her to do more than just feel it. She had to know it. Every thrust pushed Chloe's voice higher, finally peaking at an all-out scream.

Her leg went even higher, resting Chloe's knee against the door frame. It shifted her pussy enough for a new angle, one she probably wanted to get the same treatment. I gave it to her, if only because I like to reward such willingness to please me.

Do not make her think this is good enough.

But it was. If I had wrangled Chloe to begin with, all of the compensation and settling in my life wouldn't have taken place. This is all I wanted.

The Puppeteer wasn't one for excuses, or calling it a day with “good enough.” You are only on three of seven. The rewards and risks have yet more room to grow.

I knew I couldn't back out, either. Pushing myself deep into Chloe, I tried using her body to prove the point. She pulled a hand down between her legs, taking her clit for a wild ride, as if The Puppeteer was taunting me through her.

You already know the consequence for failure. Abandon the very thought of fighting back.

I couldn't argue, considering how much this control-freak had put in my lap already. My fingers wrapped around the back strap of Chloe's top, giving me a good point from which to force her body against mine. She was already crying out with each push and pull, filling the entire place with an unmistakable racket.

Chloe reared her head back, screaming into their air as I planted myself to the hilt. I wanted more of her silky wetness, but I was already pushing her into submission. After such a long, failed chase, I wasn't ready to have her give in like that. But first, I had to show her exactly how much business I meant.

Grabbing her breasts from behind, I gave each nipple a twist as she started to jerk. The squeal told me exactly how sensitive every part of her body had become. One more hard smash of our bodies pushed her to the very precipice, ready to set off a firestorm between Chloe's legs.

I let it happen, feeling her fingers rub faster against her clit. I took a handful of hair and forced her head back even further. Years of frustration came out in one drive of my hips against her ass.

The speed and force of our collisions popped the air around us, echoing out like I wanted the whole rich, stuffy neighborhood to hear it. In fact, a part of me wanted exactly that to happen. Chloe didn't seem to mind either, crowing out as she came, not even trying to keep it in any longer.

I pulled out after letting her shake against the wall. I had proven a point to her, even if it wasn't the one I had hoped to. She knew I wasn't the nervous, scared-shitless kid from high school anymore.

Chloe turned and put her back against the wall. “I didn't know you had it in you.”

Do not give yourself so easily.

I wanted to, more than anything, but I knew there was a lesson hidden in the instruction. “That's all you get. I'll try calling Andrew later.”

“That's not fair.”

The Puppeteer had to be taunting me through her. As much control as I had regained, it was like I was always a dozen steps behind. “I won't.” But I desperately wanted to.

Chloe eased herself into me, guiding my hand down between those satiny thighs. “I know you've thought about it.” She leaned closer, almost whispering, “And not just today. You've wanted this for years.”

I tried to look away, failing miserably. Her lips, pillows made for blowjobs and asking for what she wanted, pouted just enough to fry my common sense. My finger slipped just inside her entrance, Chloe trying to lure it even deeper.

“I promise I'll make you pull out.” She gasped a little as I got two knuckles all with way in. “Don't you trust me?”

Holding out was damn near unbearable. My cock was aching, ready to spread her walls apart and get its own satisfaction. Your willpower is the only judge of what happens.

And I knew it would be useless if Chloe had her way with me. Watching my high school crush invite me back inside her, begging for what I couldn't give her. As she rubbed her finger up her slit, the perfect symmetry of it held me captive.

Damn it! I held my resolve, lying down and putting my hands against her waist. The sweet, heady aroma was the perfect blend, like a pheromone shot tailored just for my chemistry. I spread her hood with my tongue, exploring to find her clit.

The slightest touch curled her shoulders. I ran my taste buds over her pearl, gently making her moans longer with every pass. Chloe spread her thighs wider, and then pushed against the back of my head.

“You always wondered what I tasted like, didn't you?”

I answered with a fast round, cracking her voice into a high whimper. It just made Chloe force me against her even harder. As I teased her clit between my lips, I started to feel her legs get warmer.

“That's it, make me come!”

Giving her every opportunity to do so, I lashed my tongue against her pearl as hard and fast as I could. The back of her hand forced my head against her muff. Everything pointed to her climax breaking at any point.

Chloe broke away at the last second. I knew what she had in mind, and honestly, I didn't have it in me to fight back. She lured me into taking her place, lying on my back in that deck chair, waiting for whatever she had planned.

“Do you trust me, Kevin?” Chloe was already crawling on her knees, slowly working her way over me.

“Not one bit.”

“Good,” she smiled, her face directly above mine, “but you know it's gonna happen.”

“I said I can't. Don't make—” I felt her finger against my lips. As I tried to speak again, the warmth of her pussy took my cock. I let her sink all the way down, watching the pleasure in her face deepen the further inside I got.

Chloe put her hands against my chest and gave her hips a quick shake. “You see? It's not that bad. Just give me what I want, and I'll stop.”

Torture by the pussy of your dreams. It was a hell of a way to force the issue. I took hold of her thighs, running my hands against her skin. Flawless.

“See? I told you,” Chloe stopped to push herself against me, “you'd enjoy it.”

I couldn't say a word, completely absorbed in the feeling of her wet folds. My entire world centered around that miracle of nature between Chloe's thighs. The same miracle utterly devoted to pleasing me to the point of regret.

“And it's all yours, if you just do one thing for me.” She dropped down, her lips hovering fractions of an inch from my own. “You know what is is.”

The constant teasing and begging had worn me down. I was more than happy to let Chloe have her way with me, but The Puppeteer always had a way of never letting me get comfortable.

She is winning.

I couldn't care any longer. As Chloe started bouncing herself in my lap, I knew it wouldn't take her long to finish me off. My neck tensed and my hands gripped the sides of the chair.

Are you the master? The slick friction of her walls sent a hot wave of energy up my torso. Or are you the slave?

I knew the stakes, but all of my concerns were on a straight losing streak against her. Chloe's whimpers morphed into cries. I knew I was losing myself, but nothing could have been more worth it.

Win, or you die.

Idle threats weren't The Puppeteer's way. At the edge of coming, my mind cried out for me to do something. Anything.

She can not get what she wants.

But it was going to happen. Desperate for any way out, I channeled the energy behind my forehead and opened my eyes. Chloe's rapturous expression changed as I uttered the words, “You don't want it. Not this time.”

Chloe's body went into a full stop. I knew that she would have to get exactly what she didn't want, if I was to live. I gave her my first thrust from below as total panic took her over.

I wrapped my arms around her back, pinning Chloe down on my body. Smacking our hips together with as much fury as I could pull out of myself, I sent her right into screaming.

She tried pushing away, trying to beg me to pull out. Chloe knew I was punishing her, taking a dose of her own medicine without dignity. The surge in my loins was already beyond the point of stopping it.

Savor the victory. Few come so far.

I pulled Chloe's face next to mine, making sure she heard my breath. Still trying to talk, indecipherable noises coming from her mouth, her nails dug into my skin. I wasn't just going to win. I was there to claim her as if she was mine to begin with.

My last gasp came out as a ragged, “Come for me.” As her body took the order, the squeeze of her pussy sent me careening over the edge. That empty feeling in my chest took hold.

Chloe's reluctant orgasm peaked with my own. Plastering her on the inside, I gushed forth without reservation for once. Every blast sent a wave of energy through my limbs, pulling her tighter and further down my shaft with every jet.

Covered in the mix of our juices, my dick twitched as I tried to force every last cell of punishment into Chloe. She regained enough sense to ask, “Why didn't you pull out?”

I let her ease back a little, just far enough to look me in the eyes. I said, “Because you told me not to.”

She knew exactly what had happened and why. Humiliation and defeat was all I could see and hear as she said, “God, Kevin, you can't do that!”

“You don't like to feel it?” I caressed her cheek, smiling to let her know she was being fucked with. “This might be what making our first child feels like.”

Her eyebrows dropped. “Ass.”

I congratulate you on your victory. Claim your prize.

Catching my breath for a moment, I held Chloe still as she tried to get off of me. With more focus in my will than air in my lungs, I issued her command. “You'll always want me to do this to you.”

Chloe relaxed, sinking her breasts onto my chest. “It does feel good, though.” I felt her nuzzle against my collarbone, whispering, “I want more.”


Andrew Druthers had promised to come into the office on Monday to sign the contract. He was late, worried sick about where his wife had run off to. “She didn't leave a note or anything. Most of her stuff is gone, like she's vanished.”

I tried not to laugh in his face, knowing exactly how long the revenge had been in coming. “It's probably not a big deal. My fiance tried to leave no more than a few weeks ago.”

The pale look in his face got a little rosier. “And she's back now?”

“Yep, happy as can be, still home.” I had to bite my tongue. Waiting for me to get home, same place as your wife, and she's just as cum-hungry.

“Good. We haven't even been married for a year.”

And the following Wednesday, he was served with the papers. If it weren't a matter of claiming what should have been mind in the first place, I might have actually felt bad when I deposited the commission I'd made off of him.


HAREM HOTEL:

BREAKING AMY

In case you haven't met me yet, my name is Adam Corrigan. Life's been treating me well since I inherited a ring from my uncle. It had made him a powerful man with a way of convincing people to do just about anything, and make it the greatest idea possible for them. His old motto, “Let's make each other happy,” had landed me some mighty good fortune as of late.

With the ring's help and guiding voice, I had built up my own bit of wealth. I even had my own entourage. The group was splitting up by this point, but I savored those last few days with everyone.

Angela was my first member in this group of girls I'd grown to love. Blonde and sporting sleek curves that would make a Porsche jealous, I'd enjoyed her company alone for quite a while. Ever since I used the ring to get rid of her jerk boyfriend at the time, we had grown to trust each other like we had been together for years.

Ellie had become Angela's unofficial partner as the second blonde. More the innocent type, I couldn't help falling in love with that porcelain she called skin and that cute demeanor she always had about her. When any of us needed emotional or moral support, we knew we could count on Ellie to be the group's peace keeper and counselor.

Our nymphomaniac brunette, Kelsey, had her own charms. Usually owing to her willingness to fuck at the drop of a hat. The fiery redhead I'd tamed, Jenna, had latched onto her. Watching Jenna handle Kelsey's needs as the petite dominatrix had become one of my favorite past-times. It was even more fun when I decided to join in.

Last, but certainly the one closest to me, was Lauren. A bit of a rescue, if you want to call her that, she had latched onto me like a second shadow. Not that I minded with those copper pigtails and rocking body. The youngest of the group by a few years, and willing to do anything to please me, I had taken her as my responsibility. She had nothing worth going back to when she left home to join us. The fact I had accidentally came inside her without any kind birth control when we first met still had me nervous as a whore in church.

The group couldn't stick together in our old house. Every room was at capacity, and things were getting tense. When Kelsey found a bed and breakfast on the market for a steal as a realtor, I jumped at the opportunity.

Angela, Ellie, and Lauren would be making the move with me. Jenna and Kelsey decided against joining, wanting to keep the A-frame we'd all been living in for themselves.

I was fine with the whole arrangement. Even though the ring made my words very convincing, I wasn't in the business of stripping free will. It was a moral line I just wouldn't cross.

And that moral line is exactly where my next 'friend' forced me to balance myself.


I pulled up to my new hotel. At least, it was as new as a Victorian bed and breakfast could be. The car parked in the small lot had to be Amy's. If her employment was supposedly coming with the place, I needed to work out the terms with her. I'd been trying to catch her there for weeks as she supposedly kept the place running.

My little harem was getting cut almost in half, but I didn't intend on adding Amy to it. Hell, I didn't even know what she looked like yet. Angela, Lauren, and Ellie were plenty for me. The ring I'd inherited from my uncle could only give me so much power over others, and spreading it out so much made it impossible to tamp down with every little rebellion.

I got out of my car and walked to the wraparound porch. The lights were on in the commercial kitchen. When I looked through the window I almost fell over. I couldn't see her face yet, but just about the fittest little brunette I'd ever seen was scrubbing on one of the counters. That lacy black dress and those heels were doing her legs and ass plenty of favors.

Tearing myself away from the window with much regret, I walked to the front door and pulled my keys out. It was unlocked to begin with as I tested the knob. The door had a bit of a creak, but a quick spray would take care of that. In fact, the whole place looked like it needed lots of small fixes.

I got to the end of the entryway and took a right through the open hallway. There were spiral staircases on both sides in desperate need of fresh paint. I figured it best to let Amy know I was here before I just showed up behind her. “Hello? You Amy?”

The sound of metal hitting metal rang from the empty door frame to the kitchen. “That depends. Who is it?” At least her voice was sexy. If only her attitude matched.

I passed through and saw her staring my way. That tan and her brunette, almost black, hair made her a sharp contrast to the two blondes and the redhead making the move with me. “I'm Adam, the new owner.”

Amy dropped a wet rag on the steel counter. “You look a little young to buy a place like this. Did you inherit the money or something?”

“If you don't mind, I really don't think that's any of your business.”

She stretched her arms out and locked her fingers, both palms facing me. Amy gave a deep yawn before saying, “I'm losing my room and my fucking job because a guy who might not have pubes yet bought the place.” She picked the rag bag up and chucked into the nearby sink. “Lovely.”

“When did I ever say you're losing your job?” I wasn't getting the hostile attitude. Whatever it came from, she needed to get the bug out of her ass. “And I'm probably older than you are!”

Amy strolled right past me and out of the kitchen. After she rounded the corner, I heard her say, “You have to give me thirty days legal notice before you can kick me out of here. I'll start looking for another place to stay.”

The sounds of her heels kept marching on. “Will you fucking hold on a minute?” I went back into the hallway myself.

She stopped and turned. “How in the hell do you plan on running this place? Do you know the first thing about operating a bed and breakfast?”

I knew I didn't. I'd more bought the place to have more room for everyone, but I had no plans of giving up the chance for the house to pay for itself. “That's why I need you. Can't you get it through your head that I don't want you to lose your job?”

That black dress stuck to the curves of her body as she took a few steps forward. She put her hands on her hips and said, “It's cute to watch you try.”

Amy was getting on my last nerve. As much as she pissed and moaned about losing her job, she wasn't doing anything to save it. I looked her in the eyes and said, “Let's just get down to it.” Her eyebrows dropped. “Do you want to work for me or not?”

She pulled down at the hem of her dress and looked away. “I had a good thing going on here. Why did Don have to sell the place?”

“Answer me.”

“Not if things are going to change.”

I had no idea what she was going on about at that point. “What makes you think it will be any different working for me?”

She started walking down the hallway toward the front door. “I was fucking him behind his wife's back, alright?” Amy grabbed the handle and stared back. “I loved him, and he just tossed it all away. I was just a piece of ass to him, I guess.”

You can't afford to lose her.

I knew the ring was right. Before Amy could stop hesitating, I stormed over and pulled some force out of my finger. “Stop. Give it a month. We need you.”

“But do I need you?”

Bend her will. Do it now.

My eyes locked hard into Amy's. “You can't afford to leave, and you know it. I promise you'll be taken care of. I can afford to up your pay a little and let you keep your room.”

Her shoulders finally relaxed. “I'll give it a try, but that's not giving back what I lost.”

She needs to feel wanted, you fool.

And here I wanted to avoid fucking my employee. She had everything I wanted in terms of assets, especially those killer legs, but it wasn't my original goal for her. “Follow me.”

“Where?”

“The ballroom. It's as good a place as anywhere else here to talk business.” And if I was getting my dick wet, I wanted good scenery.

Amy walked behind me through the archway. The inlaid wood floors were still spotless, despite a few months of hardly any guests. Amy had kept the place clean like it was her own.

“Take a seat on the couch.” That ornate thing had to be from about the time of the Civil War, just like a lot of the stuff filling the house.

We sat next to each other. Amy was a little closer than I'd planned. Just feeling how tight her body was had me feeling up to the task.

She sat in silence for a moment, and then Amy threw me for a loop. She got on all fours, knees on the couch, palms in my lap. “How much of a raise are we talking, boss?”

She needs to be put in her place. Be kind, but firm.

I had my own ideas about how to show I had the upper hand. “Show me what's hiding under that dress, and then we'll talk.”

Amy grinned and moved forward. I pulled her dress up to see those silky red panties. I gave her ass a hard slap. Sweet, merciful goodness, you could have bounced quarters off that toned set of cheeks. Someone had been making use of that little gym.

“Like what you see?” Amy stuck her ass higher in the air. “This is just the preview.”

“Then let's get the show going.” I planted my hand into one cheek. God, I never wanted to let go.

Amy looked back at me and smiled. “Does this count as workplace harassment?”

“When you came onto me, I think you killed that claim.”

Amy let the straps of her dress fall from her shoulders. I pulled the whole affair over her head as she sat up on her knees beside me. That bra barely held her breasts in, like a dam that threatened to break at any second.

She sat her ass on her heels and leaned her shoulders forward. “These were Don's favorite.”

Only an idiot would have given those up. I took a handful of each. No padding in that bra. Amy was all honesty in advertising.

I reached around her back and undid all three clips. Amy pushed the straps down and let the whole crime against humanity drop. Anyone who demanded those things be covered up should be put on trial.

My hands came back, caressing each breast like a sore shoulder. Amy's smile got bigger as she said, “You've made a couple of friends.”

“Is there another one I should meet?”

Amy put a finger on my lips, leaned in close, and then whispered, “She's bashful.”

I wrapped my fingers around the band of her panties and gave a hard jerk. I wasn't in the mood for games. I preferred a clean shave, but that neat little landing strip fit Amy just right.

“I told you, she's shy.”

I pulled her body closer. “Then she'll just have to get over it.”

“You really want it, don't you?”

She sat facing out in my lap like I was a chair, her head leaned back on my shoulder. Amy grabbed my hand and stuffed it between her legs. When her fingers glided along my jaw, I knew there was no going back.

I heard Amy giggle as I clamped two fingers on her hood. Her entire body writhed on top of me as I heard those heels smack against the floor. My new employee was bare as a sand dune, and I didn't even have a wrinkle in my shirt yet.

My ring and index finger worked her clit as my middle finger slid down her valley. Wet and warm as a leaky waterbed. Despite her toned body, that flesh was soft and delicate, just like it should be.

I felt her tongue dance around on my earlobe. I took a breast in my free hand. With a playful twist of her nipple, I had Amy panting in my lap.

Good fortune was smiling on me. “Adam, do you know what I like most?”

“What?”

Her teeth clamped down on my ear. She let go and said, “I like to prove I'm the best.” I flicked her bean hard, forcing a gasp out of her. “Who was that little redhead I saw moving things in here a few days ago? Is she your favorite toy?”

“Maybe.”

Amy wrapped her hand around the back of my neck. “God, she can't be legal.”

“Barely.”

She let out a quick, low laugh. “I think I'll have to steal you from her. I'm a few years older, but that means I've got experience.”

Her pussy just kept getting wetter. “You're welcome to try, but Lauren picks things up mighty fast.”

“You don't think I'll win?”

I worked her pussy harder. “Go ahead and see what happens. She'll do whatever I say.”

Amy's voice was barely getting through all that heavy breathing. “Do you think–,” she couldn't hold back a quick moan, “–that's what I want?”

She was so damn close. “You want to prove you're better than her, but you're not doing a good job of it.”

Amy pushed her hand harder into the back of my head and let herself go. I kept jogging her clit, forcing even more action out of her. She let out a hard scream as her body tensed up.

I let go of Amy's breast and took her jaw in my hand. She opened her eyes mid-climax as I made her look at me. I whispered, “We'll see who ends up owning the other, won't we?”

Her body just couldn't take it any longer. I left her pussy alone to shudder as it saw fit. Amy tossed and shook in my lap, her voice trailing off into the sexiest moan I'd ever heard.

I pushed her over into the couch and took her wrists as her climactic jerks fought back. “So far, you're mine.”

Amy gasped for every bit of air and stared up at me. The ring surged with power. You could enslave her if you wanted.

It felt like a test of character. I wanted to flirt with crossing the line for once. “No matter what you do, it still won't be enough. You're losing, and nothing's gonna change it.”

The smile on her face was the opposite of what I expected. I thought I'd give the stubborn bitch her moment. If only to give her hope so I could tear it away.

Her lungs were still fighting for breath as Amy dropped between my legs. She tore at my button and zipper like a starving animal. Before I could think to help her out, I was already in her mouth, clear to the back of her throat.

I leaned my head back and enjoyed her tongue massage. My hands stayed on the cushions, letting Amy do her best without my guidance. She was beyond good, but I was out to prove a point.

She kept going as I brushed the hair out of her face. Her mouth started teasing my dick with care. That's when I knew I had to ruin any feeling she had of control over me.

I gripped her hair by the roots with both hands and pushed down. The back of her throat spasmed as Amy's gag reflex kicked in. I didn't let up, actually enjoying the feeling of her struggle.

To my astonishment, her body relaxed. Amy pulled the reins out of my grasp with a good deep-throating for a few seconds. Normally, I'd have been impressed.

I kept the firm hold on Amy's hair. When she tried easing her head back, I pushed her back down. “Don't even think about letting up.”

The hope fading out of her was obvious enough. Her neck and shoulders went limp, giving in to whatever I might have made her do. I knew the point had been served well enough.

“Are you ready to give up yet?” I pulled her head up.

Amy gasped as she wrapped a hand around my shaft. “Don tried the same thing, but he didn't win.”

I lifted one corner of my mouth. “He's gone, isn't he?”

It was outright hatred in her eyes. “Fuck you.”

As her tongue ran from base to tip, I put my hands under her arms and pulled Amy onto the couch. “That was a mistake.”

“And you're an asshole.”

I pushed her down on all fours at the end of the fainting couch. I propped on leg up and kept the other on the floor as I pulled my shirt off. After a quick spit-polish, I had the tip of my cock sliding along that channel between her legs. The heat radiating off that fucking thing could have kept a man alive in a blizzard.

With one hand forcing her shoulders down, the other guiding staff home, I knew it was time. I caught Amy tensing up. That's when I plunged hard inside, her epic wetness giving me all the help I needed to plant myself to the base.

Amy whimpered as I stayed deep. I rolled my hips around for a good survey. Nice and tight all the way through. Don must have been gone for a bit.

“I thought you were his slut.”

Her fingers gripped onto the cushions as I started pumping. “You think all I do is fuck my boss?” I jolted her hard, forcing a quick shriek out of her mouth.

“That's all I've seen you do, other than piss and bitch about me.” I punctuated the statement with a hard clash of my hips against her ass.

It took Amy a second to recover. “Do you want to fuck me, or just yell at me?”

I was honestly enjoying how much she hated me. “You're still gonna deal with it.” If you've ever had angry make-up sex, imagine being balls-deep in a girl who isn't shy about wishing you dead.

“Just shut up, you bastard.”

I wrapped a handful of Amy's hair around my palm and pulled back. It just made her scream louder as I used that extra leverage. She loathed me, but loved the abuse.

Amy's shouts and cries only made me angrier. I pulled back until her neck just wouldn't go any further. It forced her voice a couple of notes lower. When she tried pulling a hand back to slow me down, I pinned it to the small of her back and used that wrist as another handle.

I let it rip as fast and hard as I could. I'd never even fucked Jenna so hard as punishment. As much as I wanted it to hurt, Amy kept hiding any pain.

Her insolence had pissed me off. I let go of her hair and pulled her other arm back. Amy's face was buried in the couch as I reamed the bitch right out of her.

Amy's voice never stopped as she belted out the force of each thrust. I felt the walls of her pussy get hotter and tighter. Every bit of her flesh wanted me there, even if her mind hadn't yet come around to me.

She was close. No woman could go that apeshit without coming. As her body started to tense up, I put everything into another salvo.

It was getting hard for my lungs to keep up. Sweat dripped from my forehead onto Amy's ass as I gasped, “You wanna fucking come, don't you?”

Her mouth was open and plenty of noise came out, but Amy was beyond forming anything that made sense. As her voice started getting higher again, I called on that final reserve. My muscles started aching as I pushed through, knowing I couldn't stop until Amy was totally senseless.

I felt her body snap without a second's warning. Amy's thighs pushed back and closed in on themselves as her pussy dripped with excess. She tried screaming through the upholstery, still going beyond the limits of normal human volume.

My body gave out when Amy's entire body shuddered. I pushed her forward, face-first into the cushions. The little gape in her slit pulsed with excitement.

I didn't care about anything at all, other than watching Amy ride out her punishing bliss. I'd left her a shaking, mewling wreck.

It took her a while to recover. Amy slowly went from trembling moans to gasping huffs. Her dark eyes finally opened and looked up at me.

Her neck burned as I tried comforting her. “Don't you see? You get what you want when you give in.”

She struggled to say, “I'm not through yet.” Frankly, I was amazed at how willing she was to keep defying me. It was time to give her another false glimmer of hope.

I took a seat with her feet and ankles resting across my thighs. “You really are a hard-headed type of chick, you know that?

Amy sighed with each breath as she crawled onto my lap. I pushed my face into her breasts, feeling her body try catching up with her desires. My hands pushed them together as she took hold of my shaft.

The hot embrace of her slit consumed my length once again. Amy took to it like an old friend, letting it settle deep, just like that violent blowjob earlier. This time, however, she had total control.

Let her think she is winning.

I gave in to whatever joy or pain Amy was willing to provide. The soft, tight confines of her channel held me like a firm hand in a silk glove. “Adam, what do you like about me?”

The complete turnaround in her attitude dragged me out of that juicy wonderland. “As in?”

Her pussy shifted around me, comforting me back into my happy place. “Body, mind, attitude. Anything you can think of.”

I couldn't think of anything I disliked about Amy, other than her tendency to be a pushy bitch. “Everything, except for how you're losing right now.”

Amy forced her palms into my shoulders. I acted like I was pinned as she worked my cock like it was the dance floor itself. “You're trying to piss me off, aren't you?”

“It must mean something if it's got you that worked up.”

That was enough to get Amy rolling herself around in my lap like a dough mixer. I felt the anger in her movement. Like the slut wanted me to come so that she could claim victory.

“Do you know why I liked working here, Adam?”

I never answered, trying my damnedest to keep a straight face against the onslaught of her walls against my staff. The crack of a smile only pissed Amy off. Not that I cared for a little more effort.

“I thought I was the one running the show. I can't stay if you don't give in.”

She's getting cocky. Just a bit longer.

I snatched her wrists in my hands and pulled them down to Amy's thighs. The sudden loss of control shot her eyebrows up. I let my words sink in, each carrying its own weight. “Do you honestly think I'd allow either?”

“Cocky little bastard.” Amy's breathing had started to pick up, her words carrying more strain.

“Do your fucking best, fail anyway, and shut up.”

Her temper wore thin. The soft texture of Amy's pussy ground hard against the front and back of my dick as her hips rolled like waves. The blush in her cheeks told me everything.

“But what's a whore like you gonna do if you lose?”

When the corners of her mouth lifted, I knew the true threat was about to come out. “I don't have to make that little girl hate you immediately.” Amy's control broke for a moment with a moan she just couldn't keep inside. “I'm sure she cares a lot about you,” another moan leaked out, “but every man has a secret he wouldn't dare tell anyone.”

“And what's mine?” Her bluff was empty. There was no way she could have known about how I got my power.

Amy grinned and stopped her motion. “Everything you have, you inherited. I heard about your uncle leaving you his most valuable possessions.”

My heart almost stopped. It showed, and Amy caught on in an instant. I tightened my grip on her wrists, not wanting to take any more chances with her.

Was she obsessive, or did she really have a fetish for claiming another woman's man? I did know I'd have to keep a little distance between us, if only to keep Amy from figuring out the ring's part in all of this. Who knew what kind of havoc she could bring into my little harem if I wasn't careful.

“Struck a nerve, did I?” The deep satisfaction in her eyes felt like the end of the game. Had she beat me? Amy's smile only got wider before she added, “You're a poor replacement for my Don.”

Show Amy her place, now!

I turned sideways and forced her underneath me, not willing to let the little bitch win. I grabbed an ankle with one hand and closed the other around her neck. Amy just bit her lower lip like she still had the advantage.

Her voice lowered against my palm. “Can't take getting outsmarted, huh?”

Make her totally obedient. It's the only way.

I agreed, and I wanted it that way. “Listen to me,” I felt the sharp heat in my finger and its spread up my arm, “don't you ever fucking question or disobey me.” The fierce light in her eyes had been snuffed out. “If you ever cause me a problem, you'll lose everything.”

Amy's eyes got wide. That bitchy little smile turned into trembling lips. I tightened my fingers around her neck just a bit more and drove my angry cock deep inside her.

“Do you fucking understand me?”

Make your demands known. She has to obey now.

I loosened my grip and started thrusting hard between Amy's legs. I felt her throat vibrate against my hand as she screamed out the discipline my entire length and girth belted out.

“Don't you dare look into my past,” I picked up the ramming, “and if you even get the idea you're above anyone else in this house, you'll be out on the streets that night.”

One hard slam of our hips brought out the animal in her shrieks. I had won, but it was time to claim my prize from the gamble. Amy became submissive as a scolded puppy, accepting her new fate.

Still, I wasn't willing to erase her free will, just like I had spared Jenna only a few months before. “You can leave whenever you want,” it was getting harder to keep my words together, “but remember the rules.”

My hand barely held Amy's neck as her cries echoed through the room. I felt her fingers clasp around mine, pulling them tighter against her throat. She knew what she wanted, feeling the last swell of my shaft and the pause between my words.

“You want to come,” it kept getting harder to string the words, “you little slut?”

Right where I wanted her. I debated letting her finish or ordering her to stay on the verge of it until I released her. It was always a fun trick I'd perfected with Kelsey and her hair-trigger muff.

Whether Amy climaxed with me or not wasn't my problem. It was happening for me, and I was more than willing to let her suffer too much pleasure for days. It all depended on her answer, assuming she could even get one out.

My cock plowed deep and fast, disappearing into her body with the force of a bullet. “Where do you want it?”

I liked the idea of painting her face white as a finale. It had that proper sense of ownership. Even all over those tits felt right.

Amy fought against the hard reaming, barely matching the struggle to keep her breath enough to shout, “Come in my pussy!”

The sheer desire in Amy's voice threw me over the cliff. I felt that welling up sensation as my arms and legs started giving out. Every pass through her corridor spread the feeling even more.

I erupted mid-thrust. Amy rode on the borderline, curling her limbs around me as the jet filled her tight wetness. Every additional thrust felt like trying to swim up a waterfall, each stroke requiring more force as my muscles started giving out.

Just the sound of her voice crying out kept me going, but barely. I felt my gift add that extra bit of silkiness as it leaked out around my shaft. My mind and body fought their hardest to keep going as I moaned harder each time.

When Amy finally climaxed underneath, my entire being had given out. I gasped like I had run a marathon. Her body quivering beneath me, those arms and thighs gripping me tight. She would have sounded pathetic had she not been coming.

I fought against fading out as Amy's shaking calmed down. It was a losing battle as the pure exhaustion overtook me. I had won, but every iota of will and energy in me had been spent to do it.


All it took was a quick meeting with Ellie, Lauren, and Angela. We sat in that same dance hall later that evening to get everyone used to Amy. I had certainly made my dominance clear, but work still needed to be done.

I stood and cleared my throat. All four of my girls looked at me. The early signs of Amy accepting Lauren as higher on the totem pole were already showing. But I wanted everyone to know, not just our dedicated housekeeper.

“Everyone, Amy here needs a warm welcome to our family.” I pulled a length of cotton rope out of my pocket and held it in front of all four women. “We all know what to do.”

After Amy's eyes got big, they pretty well stayed that way the rest of the night. I'd never seen a girl beg for no more orgasms until then. And we had no intention of listening as we worked her over in shifts, well into the early hours of the morning.


HAREM RING 3:

TAMING JENNA

Life in the new place was beyond great. Kelsey's needs weren't exactly a problem to deal with, guaranteeing a good hump at least once a day. That usually involved Angela as well. For a couple of weeks, I was beyond satisfied with how my life had turned around. Broke and going at least a month between one-night stands wasn't a state of normal I missed.

But no matter how good your life is, you always want it to be better. I wasn't actively seeking new action, but I wasn't gonna turn it down if anything tempting fell into my lap. Sometimes life just gives you an opportunity you can't stand to miss. That's exactly how it was when Jenna stumbled into our lives.

It was my first day by myself in that house. Angela and Kelsey had gone off together on a little trip for the weekend. I desperately wanted to join them, but work earlier that afternoon had kept me from tagging along on that beach getaway. Stopping in on some of Kelsey's house showings, where I'd use my gift to get her the sale, had netted her one hell of a commission.

Life was good all-around. We had money, we had all the sex we wanted with each other, and we didn't have to work all that hard for any of it. If this had been the peak, I couldn't have complained about it.

But the ring had ambitions of its own. Whether it had as much control over me as I did of Angela and Kelsey, I still don't know. Either way, its suggestions always seemed like great ideas.

I'd gotten tired of wearing the same peacoat I'd had since my freshman year of college. Even though it still looked damn nice on me and had helped land a decent number of lays, sometimes you just want something new. If only for variety's sake. Even the nicest of things get stale after long enough.

Armed with a few grand in tip money that afternoon, I drove myself out to the good mall. You know, the one with the higher-end stores and real plants in the corridors instead of plastic. I agreed with the ring in needing to enjoy my new wealth with something nice for myself.

Good quality. The kind of clothing that only looks good when you're confident. Something with authority.

I tried finding my size in a leather jacket that tickled my new sense of self, but a redhead with a cellphone glued to her ear drew my focus. Slim and busty in that red tank top and those tiny shorts, just the way I liked them. I let the jacket hunt drift out of my head as I listened in.

“He likes it when I do that kind of stuff. No joke.” I was already hooked. “If I did this for money, it'd feel trashy. It's a lifestyle, not a job.” I knew that usually meant something interesting. Possibly right along my lines. “It's getting old, but Rob's perfectly happy to let me be dominant. He spends so much time bossing people around, he just loves it when I let loose on him.”

Hot damn! I fell in love instantly, but not with the copper-topped little minx a few racks over. I was head over heels mad about proving I could top her.

Be careful with this one. Her will is strong.

Even better. I grinned, feeling like a lone wolf on a stalk. And I was hiding in plain sight, ready to sink my teeth into some challenging prey who had no idea of the danger. It felt too easy.

We made eye contact. Rather than darting my eyes away, I started going forward. If I wanted her that badly, I only had to dare to ask. It had become second nature by that point.

The ring started to warm earlier than it had before. She has the same power as yourself, naturally.

I had no idea what it meant. For all I knew, my uncle's gift was the sole source of this kind of influence. It was a hard lesson I'd almost learn in the best way possible.

“Your name?” I felt my finger cooking already.

She grinned like a fox and dropped her gaze. “Jenna.” With only a second of hesitation, she looked back at me. “You want something from me, don't you?”

Nobody had ever questioned me with my power before. “No. I want to give you something.” I pulled a twenty from my pocket, not having scrap paper or any smaller bills.

“I was just thinking I needed a little more for a purse I've been wanting.”

Notice what she just did.

It was clear as glass. “It's not free money. I need something from you in return.” The battle of egos had started.

“And that would be?” Her stare never lost its intensity.

I didn't dare break eye contact. I pulled a pen out of my other pocket and scrawled my new address without looking. “Tell me if you can read this, and then show up there at eight tonight. Show me what Rob likes so much.”

Jenna was hesitant as she took the bill. I knew she didn't want to be the first to look down. “You've got stone balls. You know that?”

I smirked as she read the address. I'd won, and she knew it. “We have a deal.”

As I turned away to get back to my jacket hunt, I heard her say, “But I know how to break stone. Remember that.”


Jenna arrived early. As soon as I heard someone coming down that long, gravel drive, I scrambled off of the couch where I'd dozed off. The alarm on my phone still had another five minutes until it was supposed to go off, and I fully intended on trying to draw up some energy from the ring with a pep-talk between the two of us.

Stay calm, stay in control. Women like her can smell weakness.

It felt like a test I wasn't ready for. Headlights bounced down the driveway as I got myself together. I looked down at the ring and said, “If this was something you set up, I'm impressed.”

You've barely scratched the surface of your potential, but realizing it will take hard practice.

“Sneaky bastard.” But I knew it was right. I could reach for so much more.

And more was putting her car in park right that second. You want her. Now take her.

In that moment, claiming Jenna as my own was all that mattered. No matter the challenge she could put up, I knew my will would dominate. I ran to the half bathroom nearby and brushed the sleep out of my hair.

The knock on the front door boomed with authority. I started to wonder if it was actually Jenna and not this Rob sap. But there she was as I walked back through the living room, watching me through the wall of windows. It'd have been creepy if not for the stockings and that damn skirt she'd changed into. The huge duffel in her hand was a bit concerning, though.

I cranked the deadbolt open and pulled that big slab of a door. Jenna didn't say a word as she walked right past me. My ass clenched as I stood there, feeling her presence like a threat to my authority.

Turning around, Jenna was already throwing the bag down on the couch. I made my way over. “What's this all about?”

Jenna turned and held a pair of handcuffs up. “This is what you asked for.” She stepped forward and pushed the cuffs out to me. “Surprised?”

I didn't expect she'd be a full-blown dominatrix. “Yeah, but not disappointed.” I knew I was in for a war over dominance.

Win early.

She stood there, expecting me to hold my wrists out. “You'll like it, but don't think it'll be easy.”

I lifted my arms. “Go ahead.”

The steel cuffs in her hands got closer. I played up my willingness. Jenna's shoulders relaxed when she saw I wasn't going to resist. And that was her mistake.

I snatched the chain between the open rings and pulled the pair out of her grip. I grabbed her wrist with the other hand at the same time, and then locked a cuff around it. Jenna's eyes got wide.

Whipping her around, I put the cuffed arm against the small of her back. Her voice was soaked in panic. “This isn't what I was talking about.”

“I heard you say it was getting old. Why not change things up for once?” I marched her to the spiral stairs. “Now be a good girl and stay put.” I snapped the other cuff around the handrail.

“I don't give up that easily.”

I stepped in front of her and lifted her chin. I had a good eight inches on her, but her presence felt towering, even when she was restrained. “I think you know. I don't either.”

Turning away, I knew what I needed was in my car. Jenna wasn't going anywhere, trapped by steel latched onto cast iron. “Where the hell are you going?”

“I've got my own bag of fun.” I walked away and out the front door. Jenna was already struggling in vain as I looked through the window.

I returned with my gear bag from work lugged up on my shoulder. I dropped it in the floor, right in the middle of the room. The zipper whined and I pulled out a hundred foot coil of vertical rope.

Jenna watched helplessly as I tied on a carabiner and chucked it over the rafters. I clipped it into the rope and pulled, then repeated. It hung down, the middle section lying limp on the floor.

I left it there and grabbed a nylon tether out of my bag. I walked back to the couch and fished a silver key out of Jenna's sack. Making my way to the stairs I asked, “You promise to behave?”

“No.” The fire was still burning in her blue eyes.

“That's what I wanted to hear.” I looped the webbing around her free arm below the elbow and hitched it tight. I did the same to her cuffed limb, then wrapped both together behind her back before pulling the knot. I made a loop in the remaining tail. I undid the cuff and left the pair hanging.

Jenna stood by, defiant as ever when I turned back around. “Rob tried to get the upper hand more than once, but he never could.”

“You're in no position to be cocky right now.” I jerked the restraint behind her back and led her forward. “Unlike you, I make a living with this stuff.”

“Climbing gear isn't the same thing. You know that.”

We got to the hanging rope. “Just shut up and take it.” I snapped another carabiner onto the loop I'd made in the webbing.

“What do you plan on doing with a rope that limp? You can't even suspend someone right.”

She wanted an argument, but I wasn't giving it to her. I grabbed at a section about chest height and tied a loop into it. “There's more than one way to secure something.” I forced Jenna to stand in place and hooked her into my new attachment point by the binding on her arms. I went ahead and grabbed my bag.

I walked away and pulled the rope off the floor. Jenna struggled to keep from going along with it. I pulled it out to the stairs and made another stopper loop. She had to work to keep her feet on the ground.

The strain on her arms and shoulders was enough to make it unpleasant. When I got back to her, the confidence was slowly fading away. “Rethinking that misbehavior bit?”

“Fuck you.”

I gave her a quick push between the tits. Jenna swung back, helplessly stranded with her feet just off the ground. “I've never been one to declaw a pussycat, but I'll have to do that with you.”

Break her.

Jenna groaned as her foot slipped on her way back. I bent over and removed those heels before they scratched the hell out of my floors. The slick nylon on her feet made it even harder for her to get traction.

“I thought doms were supposed to wear black.” I circled around and jerked at her skirt. It slid down her legs to reveal garters hooked to a white thong. “But I thought they were supposed to dominate, too.”

Her voice wavered between humiliation and anger. “Eat me.”

“Don't mind if I do.”

“Then quit talking like a little bitch and do it!”

It's what she wants. Don't.

I unhooked the garters and ripped the panties down her legs to see if she was a natural redhead. Hard to tell when it's shaved that smooth. I teased with a light swat to her pussy and strolled away.

“Son of a bitch, where the hell are you going?”

I tried not to laugh by the time I opened her bag again. She'd barely managed to turn herself around, her feet sliding all over the place. “I won't give you what you want until you give me something.”

“And what's that?”

I ignored her, pulling out one of those fancy bullet massagers with a remote. Sex had gone high tech since the last time I'd checked. I pulled a roll of duct tape out with it.

“You still haven't answered me. What do you want?”

“By the time you know,” the tape screamed as I pulled several inches out, “you won't know what it is anymore.” It wasn't quite her free will that I wanted, but I knew I'd have to tame this petite beast if she was to be a part of this family.

“Better men than you have tried controlling me.”

What's this?

I gave the little sex toy a test. Even the first setting felt insane. “What do you mean?”

“You're like me. You know how to get people to do what you want.”

Pressing the buzzing bullet against her clit, I slapped the tape over top, making sure to leave that clenching entrance below uncovered. “I'm new at it. Enlighten me.”

“You project your will onto people. I've been doing it since I was little.”

I could see how a hobby dom would find that especially useful. “It's a gift,” I hit the button to vibrate her pearl into oblivion, “that's for sure.”

Jenna closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. I turned it up, just above halfway. The damn thing sounded scary powerful.

I let her pant through it, bringing her to the point of almost screaming. Right before she could get too much stimulation, I cut the power. Feeling like a bit of a dick and enjoying it, I jerked the rope above Jenna's head and sent her swinging again.

“So this Rob guy, he sounds rich. Is he a toy?”

“Asshole.”

I cranked the remote up again. “That's not doing you any favors. I can sit in a chair and fuck with you all night like this.”

She was still defiant, trying her best not to make the overload on her clit known. Another couple of levels, and Jenna's legs curled. She screamed out as I gave it another boost to drive the point home.

I slapped her ass to force another deafening outburst and then cut the juice. “You know how Rob likes to lose control and be your slave? I think you're the same way, deep down inside. You'll just never admit it.”

Jenna fought for breath. I slapped her ass again. She'd finally had enough. “So what if I do want it? I won't lose control to just anyone, and I don't think you've got what it takes.”

The ring burned again, sending the sizzling feeling up to my elbow. Her will is yours to take. Make sure you're ready to do so.

But I didn't want a slave. I'd always treated life with Angela and Kelsey as a deal between the three of us. I had only made it a good idea in their minds. Outright control over a person's mind felt like too much.

I put my weight on the rope to stretch it. I unhooked the carabiner from the loop and supported Jenna so she could stand up. “You're right. I'm not in the business of making anyone a slave. And I'm fine with that.”

The heat from the ring died down. Jenna tilted her head and asked, “Why?”

“It's not the right thing to do.”

My head felt empty as soon as I looked her in the eyes. “You should untie me and let me show you a good time.” I started to grab at the webbing.

You fool! I felt the deep scorch, expecting to smell my skin cook. As soon as it began, it stopped. That's when I realized I'd been commanded myself.

I let the knot in the webbing stay and put the toy still taped to her clit on the lowest setting. “Nice try. You damn near got me.”

“How did you pull yourself out of it?” It wasn't quite fear on her face, but Jenna had been thrown for a loop. I'm sure I'd have reacted the same way.

“Tell me something, and be honest.” I started marching Jenna to the couch. “That boy toy of yours is as much a slave in mind as he is in body, isn't he?”

Jenna refused to speak. I shoved her into the cushions and tossed her bag on the floor. She tried burying her face, holding back her body's reaction to the buzz between her legs.

“Answer me.” I gave her a hard slap on the ass. “Now.”

She turned her head enough to look through her hair with one eye. “Is there anything wrong with it? You're about to do the same to me.”

She can be redeemed.

“Not exactly.” I took a seat and forced her head into my lap. Gripping her jaw, I made her look me in the eyes as the ring burned with more light than heat. “Set Rob free and stay here with us. Let's make each other happy.”

The tension in Jenna's body relaxed as that fiery self-confidence came back into her eyes. “You said 'us.' I'm not the only one?”

I cranked the toy up a couple of notches. “No.”

Jenna's face strained against the pleasure. “You–,” her voice started to go up in pitch, her breathing intensifying, “–fucking win.”

“Not yet.” I put the wand on its middle setting, exactly where I had topped it out before.

I felt her body start to tighten up. One more press of the right button had her squealing. I cut the power one more time, forcing her to shout, “God! Fucking let me come, please!”

“Not until I do.” It felt like punishment enough. I hadn't even got my dick wet so far.

Jenna was begging without saying a word. She knew what I wanted, and she knew giving it to me was the only way to get her deepest desire. I pushed her aside and got up, unzipping my jeans and undoing my belt as I stood.

She was able to sit up on her own, at least. I pressed the power button to bring it back up to the previous level. Jenna drew up into herself, sucking air through her teeth.

I cut it off yet again. “You don't want it that bad.”

Jenna scooted herself forward, pushing her hips over the front of the couch. “I'm begging you. Just fuck me until we come!” I already had my pants and boxers on the floor. I stepped out of them along with my deck shoes and pulled my shirt off.

I bent down and felt her pussy, blushed and swollen with overstimulation that bordered on a war crime. My index finger slipped inside, feeling like I'd put it in a glass of hot water. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, fuck!” I gave her another jolt for a few seconds. “Please, for fuck's sake!”

I didn't bother giving myself a spit polish. Jenna was plenty ready without it. I grabbed her ass and stood, lifting her tiny body to that perfect height.

The wettest pussy I'd ever felt took me in without resistance. Damn was it wonderful. She was light enough for me to hold up with one hand and my cock. I let myself settle in her deepest reach and put my thumb in Jenna's mouth. She took to it like a pro, making me wish I'd teased for a blowjob first. But there was always later.

I felt her suck hard on my thumb as I pulled back and sank in again. It was practically a beg to do more, but I was feeling patient. She moaned with the third thrust, even more gentle than the other two.

Pausing for a second, I held the remote against her face and turned the source of her torment back on. Jenna whimpered into my thumb, squirming to push my dick against more of her interior. I showed her some mercy, thrusting a little harder until she couldn't focus on sucking any longer.

I pulled my hand away, holding her up for a hard assault on her mounting orgasm. Her pussy was almost crying with wetness. Popping off early came to mind, but why let her off so easy?

Still, I rammed against her with anger. Every crash of my body into hers made her scream louder, that shaved pussy gripping hard like new tires. Jenna's head crashed back as I put a few more notches of power into the toy, feeling it's vibrations in my shaft

Her body was almost at the breaking point. Just as her legs stiffened up around me I pulled out and dropped her onto the couch. Cutting the juice again and forcing her to look at me, I said, “Don't you fucking come without me.”

Jenna lied there, helpless and wanting more. But I wasn't in a giving mood. She wanted it so bad, I could see it in the way her breathing made her breasts heave up.

I turned her over and forced her face into the cushions. Her ass stuck up and out, that pussy begging for another fill. I buried my face in it and buzzed the wand back to life.

Jenna screamed through the upholstery. I let her have it with my tongue inside, teasing away as I pushed the power up to another level. I grabbed her bound hands, feeling her squeeze and dig her nails into my palm.

She can't get what she wants until you do. Her spirit is breaking.

I wanted her body to give out first, just to drive the point home. Pulling my face away, I drove a middle finger deep inside, feeling for that magical spot on her ceiling. I drove the wand to its highest setting and chucked the remote across the room. There would be no mercy.

Jenna's body went ballistic. I felt her arms strain against the nylon strap as her legs trembled. The ear-splitting noise roaring from her lips filled my entire head.

She was on the verge of losing sanity, and I knew it. Every little quiver inside her pussy pulsed from her entrance on back, coaxing my finger deeper. Her body fought back as I pulled it out, like I trying to move against a current.

I took my cock in hand as I propped a foot on the couch, teasing her pleasure hole with my tip and slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red print. I pulled back against her hands and plowed deep. The wetness inside was too much, running down her thighs as my girth displaced it.

That's it, she's yours. Make her grateful.

The vibrations and the milking action of her passage would have been enough to finish off a paralyzed man. But the punishment hadn't gone as far as I wanted. I jerked back, ramming hard enough to move her forward a bit with each push.

Jenna's voice trailed off into something animal, pulling out her deepest instincts like a call of nature. Her rational brain had all but shut down, overloaded with an unbearable amount of pleasure. I rocked back and pulled out completely, and then refilled her gluttonous hole in one solid motion.

She made a pitiful attempt at writhing out of her bonds. I saw the knot move with the tiny amount of slack I'd left for her comfort. I pulled hard, using it like a handle as I put a foot on her shoulder.

Jenna tried jerking herself, moaning from her core as I grabbed her hair and reared back. Her body had to know there was no escape, no matter how desperate it was for release. I was having none of it, punishing her pink flesh for even doing so on reflex.

Every rough spear pushed against all I would normally think was right, but letting Jenna off was the last thing I wanted. Even the hysterical screams urged me forward, pissing me off more the louder they got. I crashed balls deep one final time and pulled out, leaving Jenna a gaping and begging for more.

It was time to make her work for it. I sat down square in the center of the couch and pulled the squalling mess of a woman on my lap. Jenna buried her face in my shoulder as I got her in position, my cock tipping into her pussy and ready for her to prove her worth.

I wasn't sure if she would understand me as I said, “It's on you now.” Pulling her body down, the walls of her pussy slid against my shaft.

She tried taking the cheap way out, bobbing up and down. I kept her grounded with both hands gripping her bonds. Jenna got the message, letting me know with a tortured face, contorting with the agony of too much bliss.

“I'm as deep as I'll ever be. If you want it, take it.”

Jenna's throbbing slit was almost gushing at that point, soaking into the cushion to the point of saturation. I didn't care. I knew every single bit of this lesson would sink in, and I wanted to teach it as hard as I could.

The sound of her voice cut off as I felt the first bit of precum slick everything up a bit more. Jenna stared at me through the sweat-soaked hair dangling over her forehead. Her mouth opened like she wanted to say something, but she was beyond the point of forming words.

The motion of her hips rocked my entire body. I smiled and caressed her cheek. “That's it. It's almost over.”

Jenna quivered and gasped as she leaned back. I tried holding back a bit longer against the incredible sensation. As the head of my cock pressed hard against the grind of her pussy, the end began drawing near.

The desperate need for relief in her eyes made it all the better. I watched the rhythmic dance of her waist, that white lace on her corset sticking to her skin like latex. I pulled the shoulder straps down to finally see those perky tits, swollen and blushing pink.

I grabbed on to each breast, giving a little resistance to the motion she was putting in with her upper body. Jenna got the message, wriggling her hips as she tried to fight through the new rule. I could see her lips moving in silence, mouthing out what had to be, “Can I please come? Please?”

Her mind finally collapsed in on itself in as her eyes rolled back. The tunnel around my dick closed in. It threw me past the point of no return. I started grunting as Jenna fell into my chest.

I reached between us and ripped off the tape holding the wand. I was barely able to hold it, the vibrations jarring my hand like a cracked out jackhammer. It came out of my grip and hit the floor, skittering on the hardwood with an unholy racket.

Jenna's body reacted with hurricane force, seizing in my arms as her legs tried drawing up in knots. I felt a hot, forceful breath against my chest before she exploded with, “Oh my GOD!”

My first jet of semen blasted out as the room went blurry around me. Jenna whimpered and tossed her head to the side. I barely held on, trying to shoot my load as deep inside her pussy as anatomy would allow.

Her walls coursed with hard pulses and contractions. I groaned out and felt myself empty into her body again. Jenna's thighs tightened to the point of hurting me.

My last several bursts tapered away as I started feeling my own overload. Her orgasm kept going, ripping through her body like a supernatural force. The quivering pussy around my cock was too much.

We both collapsed to the side. I held her tight to keep her from hitting the floor, that damn vibrator still dancing under the couch. How such a tiny woman could take so much punishment and remain conscious, I still can't figure out.

I pulled her tighter and gasped, “It's over. You made it.”

Jenna shivered like she was hypothermic. Her body burned hot though. “I'm–,” her words stopped for a quick tremor, still working out what it had just gone through, “–cold.”

It was enough. Unlike Angela and Kelsey, I could feel the change in her character. Like we were a part of one another in spirit.

Taking care of her is your burden now. Do not fail her, or there will be consequences.

I didn't need any urging from the ring. It wasn't love. It's hard to describe, like when you see a newborn kitten in need. You just want to take care of it, no matter how macho you are.

Barely able to stand, I got up and started untying Jenna's arms. The webbing had left a deep imprint from above her elbows to beneath her wrists. She trembled in place as I backed away and tossed the restraint.

What I had done didn't feel wrong, but it didn't feel right either. It simply was, and I knew I had to take care of Jenna as best I could. For some reason, it made the responsibility I had toward Kelsey and Angela feel that much more intense as well.


I had carried Jenna up to the bedroom. Her body had simply given out even though she was awake and alert. As we lied there in bed, I kept her close.

That's when I got her life story. When Jenna got to the part about her abusive step-father, I understood why she would want power over others. It was the force of Jenna's will to survive that brought about that gift we had shared, and I had stripped away from her.

I awoke in the middle of the night to the ring pulsing on my finger. I felt the soaked pillow and saw the stain from her running mascara. But the smile on her face as she slept said it all.

Her life was a living nightmare, and she knew it. Beware of losing yourself in the control you have over people. You saw in her what the brink looks like. Do not manipulate for the sake of it.

Drifting back to sleep, I felt Jenna pull her nude body tighter into me. The lesson I had just felt didn't reach its full teaching until later.


HIS BIMBO SWAP

Jack couldn't believe his luck in the past few months. The bonuses from work at PharmaPerk piled up after the company got past a rough spot last year. It ate up his fishing time, but this was one of those rare weekends he actually had off now.

He dropped the folding anchor from the side of his sit-on-top kayak and grabbed the one pole he brought from camp. This particular deep hole in the river had exploded over the summer, to the point even species he never fished for attacked whatever he threw in the water. His favorite, smallmouth bass, never had the big females piled up in one place this late after the spawn.

In fact, it seemed like every other species had the same idea. With a hard cast along the vertical bank, Jack sent the top-water lure flying. No sooner than it hit the water, the surface exploded.

“Jesus!” The lit cigarette fell from his lip. “No way that's a catfish.”

The violent jerks from side to side headed right for the bottom. He was in for one hell of a fight that he'd probably win, after the massive beast tired itself out. That braided fishing line wouldn't break anytime soon.

Jack felt the piercing burn on his thigh. The cigarette had landed right in his lap. Definitely not wanting to lose his pole, and hopefully not the fish as well, he crammed the end in the rod holder. After brushing the lit cherry off, Jack realized his biggest mistake.

The cargo hatch under his legs was still open, holding among other things that didn't need to stay dry, the leaky can of white gas for his lantern. Down the cigarette went, landing right next to the possible bomb under his legs.

As Jack tried to reach in, he felt the back of his nylon cargo pants soak like he'd stuck his ass in the water. When he saw the water flooding through the open hatch, a burst of blue and yellow flame nearly singed his beard. This boat was sinking, and probably for the better.

“Oh Hell!” Bailing over the side, he tried dragging his kayak closer to the far bank where he was camped. Still getting dragged down by what had to be an eighty-plus-pounder, Jack knew he couldn't out-swim the damn thing. His only way down the river faded into the deepest part of the hole.

His first instinct was to take off his life jacket and try saving his ride before it sank the thirty feet to the bottom. Before he got the zipper halfway down, he knew he'd need a light source to see down there. It was back to shore for him.

The shallow, inside part of the river bend was under him in seconds. Jack stood up and looked back. He took note of the vine hanging down from the cliff, right behind where the last bubbles came up. What he hadn't paid attention to was its unseasonal explosion of flowers, heaviest where it dangled in the water.

“Guess I'll dig out my light and my rope. It's not like I'm walking out of here.” He turned to his main dry bag to the side of his hammock. The headlamp right on top could blind the sun.

Chucking off his life jacket and replacing it with the coil of rope, Jack kicked his boots off as well. Even muck boots don't stay dry when water gets over the top. Anything to cut weight.

As he got waist deep again, he nestled the lamp's harness on his head. He started swimming, the current and the rope veering him a little to the right, downstream of the vine. If the current's too bad down there, I'm fucked.

Jack took several deep breaths as he fumbled with the light, not ready to make any of them his last. Pulling in the deepest he could, Jack finally built up the gumption to dive right down. The water was just a warm cloud of green, a few fish bumping him along the way.

His visibility suddenly shot from a couple of inches, to dozens of feet. Jack saw his kayak, the pole already somewhere up or down the river. What shocked him most wasn't how cold, clear, and still the water was. It was the riot of fish that outright ignored him.

Focused more on the oxygen he already wanted more of, Jack plunged the last ten feet to his boat. His lungs were already stinging, threatening to purge and inhale any second. The first loop of his knot on the front carrying handle almost felt like the end of his willpower.

Jack persevered until his knot was finished. He regretted it that second, massive bubbles shooting above his face. The burn of water down the wrong hole shocked his entire body.

Kicking as hard as he could, Jack kept his grip on the rope. He felt himself lose that panic as an odd calm set in. When he broke through to the dingy part of the river again, he pulled out one last reserve of survival instinct.

His body shot through the surface. Out to his hips, he took what he knew was the sweetest breath he could imagine. But that wasn't all that was sweet.

He let out an echoing cough as he bobbed in the channel. The water sputtering up from his lungs almost tasted like artificial sweetener. It made him want to hurl so badly, he knew he had to start swimming back.

Dragging himself on all fours, Jack rested with his legs still in the water, shaking. Another shot of water surged from his mouth and nostrils. I almost bought it down there.

He tried moving forward, his stomach twisting in a knot. The panicked feeling of a dry heave absorbed all of his focus. Whatever was in that water, his body tried to reject completely.

He crawled the rest of the way onto the pebbly bank, pushing himself up on his knees. He had survived, at least. Now all he had to do was pull hundreds of pounds of plastic and water without any help.


One final pull had the stern of his boat on the bank. Changed into dry clothes and smoking the first of what would have been the next day's pack, Jack popped the drain plug and watched a jet of water fly out the back. It would take a while to drain enough so he could tip the kayak, and that stream flying up a few inches was all he needed to decide that it was time for a piss.

He wondered about the strange water down there as he walked to the treeline. If it was toxic, a pocket that large would have killed every fish downstream. But here? It was like they were having a secret whopper meeting he just happened to stumble into.

Digging his bird out from between the sides of his zipper, Jack chalked the shortness of it down to still freezing his ass off. His own stream was plenty healthy, coating the entire trunk of the sycamore he marked. Something about pissing outdoors just feels right when you're a man.

And he was plenty manly. A skilled outdoorsman, a hard-assed businessman, and one hell of a womanizer, Jack took the extremes of male virility and ran with them. The one aspect of the traditional male he didn't follow was trying to settle down with a wife. He was basking in the easy money and even easier pussy at this point in his life. Why complicate things for the Jackhammer?

Sick of thinking about fish, Jack decided he'd split his breakfast between the night and the next morning. Steak and taters tonight, eggs and bacon tomorrow. He only had a few miles to paddle back to his truck, so eating lighter than usual wouldn't be a problem. The back-up can of nasty beef stew inside the kayak's body was probably still underwater in the hull.


Jack shoved the last piece of rare tenderloin in his mouth. Another wiry beard hair sat atop this bite as well, forcing him to pull it off his tongue. He tossed his steel plate and fork down, getting up for that customary after-dinner cigarette.

As he flicked the lighter, he noticed his forearm had started balding as well. The fuck is going on? Even the cigarette tasted off.

Reaching back down to finish the last of his beer, it felt like he was leaning a little further than he was used to, if only by a fraction of an inch. He didn't feel like something was different about him that night. Everything was.

His hips ached to the bone, his chest was tender, and even his face felt like it was getting pressed between two cars. Maybe if I turn in, I'll be over it in the morning. Jack flicked the cigarette into the fire, unable to take a second hit.

Stripping down to his boxers and a t-shirt, Jack the slid into hammock. The open sleeping bag took him in. As he pulled the other side around him and closed the hammock's cover over himself, it felt exactly like a cocoon.

He felt his hair reach a part of his neck it usually didn't. Gotta get a haircut this week. A man in his position, despite his lumberjack appearance, had to stay well-groomed.

Drifting off, Jack thought about what he'd have to do after getting back home the next morning. He could probably swing by his boss's house if he's playing golf, because Trixie was always up for some discreet action. Besides, Eddy wouldn't show up until at least six to catch one of the big-four wrestling events on Jack's home theater setup. Tomorrow's gonna be an alright day.


The shrill chirp of a robin woke Jack up. Fucker's right over my head, probably gonna shit on me. He tossed the cover and half the sleeping bag off himself. His joints and muscles felt better, but the pressure on his face had stopped completely.

Rolling out, Jack noticed his legs weren't his own. Shapely, long, and with bald skin smoother than a baby's ass. Even the feet looked smaller, delicate even. “What the fuck?” The voice coming out of his mouth was a few octaves higher than his usual booming speech.

Those same legs and feet didn't reach the ground when he tried to get out, either. Shoving off, Jack winced as the round gravel dug into the soles of his feet. He'd barely felt a thing walking on it before.

A swoosh on the back of his shoulders caught Jack's attention. Thinking it was a bunch of leaves from one of the trees he was between, he reached back and felt hair down to his shoulder blades. Remembering the hair loss from the night before, he checked his face.

Bald and smooth as his legs. Pulling his t-shirt up to check under there, what used to be a modest set of abs was now flat, hairless, and narrower. Even down there?

Running daintier fingers than he remembered under his waistband, Jack's heart felt like it had just stopped. The smooth silk of the skin was the least of his worries. I'm fucking dreaming. This can't be real.

Pulling the boxers out further, Jack no longer felt like the manliest man to ever man the hell out of manhood. What used to be a boastfully large cock... just wasn't there.

With feet in the now oversized boots, Jack stumbled to the water's edge. What looked back in the reflection forced out a sound worth calling the cops over. A woman's terrified scream.

“Why—” The instant she heard her own voice, Jack's hands slammed over her mouth. The image of a stunning, but horrified woman stared back through tears even a man would cry. I've gotta wake up!

Pinching herself on the arm, she jerked back. Even the toned muscle was gone, replaced by feminine softness. Jack checked under her arms. Bald and smooth like hair never even grew there.

Alright, just calm down. You'll wake up soon. A look down her shirt revealed a modest pair of breasts, somewhere in the border between A and B-cups. And sure enough, they squeezed just like tits.

Pulling the boxers down and sitting on the edge of the dew-damp folding chair, Jack had to make sure. Still no penis in sight, just a slight valley between two mounds. The pleasant feeling when her fingers checked turned to existential horror.

The woman's voice shocked her when she screamed, “I've got a cunt! Fuck!” Jack shot up and pulled the boxers back around her waist. “No, no, just no fucking way.”

She caught herself pushing her forearms from vertical to horizontal, fingers spreading every time. How? When I went to bed last night, I didn't think I'd wake up as a chick.

The next phase started rights as Jack thought she could calm down. The tension on her breasts, lips, and ass felt like her skin would split. “I've gotta get to a doctor.” Or shit, maybe even a priest or a psychiatrist. This can't be real. I won't let it be.

Tearing down camp in record time, despite the pain, Jack was ready to launch. When she tried to push the stern into the water, it felt like it was still flooded. She checked inside, still dry as after it was drained the night before.

After nearly exhausting herself, the kayak was at least floating. As Jack zipped the life jacket, the rigid pockets of the specialty fishing gear barely let her get it all the way up. Only four miles to paddle. I can make it.


Her arms were ready to fall off. An easy paddle for Jack any other time, every stroke felt like a burning hell in her shoulders and arms. She couldn't believe how much heavier the paddle felt.

This wasn't the worst part, though. What started off as peaches ballooned into grapefruits, and then into canteloupes. The life jacket sat useless between her legs, which had also changed, making her adjust the footrests further down the hull several inches. Jack even felt like her head sat closer to the water the further she paddled, with strands of hair long enough to get in the way.

I'll stow my stuff in the truck, run home to grab a few things, and I'm off to the ER. They're never gonna believe me, though.

Jack was so deep in her worry, she almost paddled past the ramp. Making one last, mad sprint for the bank, the front of the kayak ground against the concrete. She didn't even notice the middle-aged man fishing just feet away.

As she got out and fought against the tow-rope, she heard the man ask, “Need some help there?”

Jack would have never accepted it, but there was enough strain in her muscles that she knew it was a lost cause even getting it out of the water. “Yeah, I'm sorry about this.”

The guy dropped his pole and stepped over, pulling all twelve feet of kayak onto the ramp with three yanks. Jack knew he was checking her out, remembering she now had double-D's, but no bra. “What's a pretty girl like you doing in a fishing kayak with all that gear?”

“I've got to go get my truck.” Jack clicked the carabiner holding her keys onto a belt loop, running for the massive, red Ford F-350 parked further up the bank. Even he thinks I'm a woman. It's not all in my head.

Disengaging the security with a blirp, Jack looked in the driver's-side mirror. Whoever this is, she's cute, but she's not me.

Jack had previously been the Anti-Cute figure in the man-Bible, set to exploit and then discard all things feminine at his own pleasure. Some would have even considered him a burly, misogynistic kind of alpha. But the woman staring back was a whole other person.

Even more uncertain than before, she struggled as she pulled herself into the driver's seat. Hell, I'm shorter, even though my legs are longer. The motor roaring to life made her feel that comfortable, overcompensating form of masculinity.

Jack backed the truck to the end of the ramp, got out, and then dropped the tailgate. As she tried lifting the front of the kayak, she made it less than a foot before it crashed to the ground. “Fuck.”

“Need help again?” The guy was clearly irritated. “Maybe you shouldn't get such a large boat it if you can't pack it yourself.”

Jack was as pissed as a concert urinal. “I can handle it.”

“You didn't even lift it halfway up.” He stepped closer, batting Jack's hand off the front handle. “See?” He lifted the tip onto the dropped gate, and then lowered it back onto the ramp with a smirk.

“What did you do that for?” Jack tried again, failing even worse than before.

“You know you can't get it up there.” She knew his mind wasn't on fishing anymore. “Maybe you've got something to offer?”

Is he serious? Nobody's ever talked to me like this before. “Like what?”

He took another step closer, just across the kayak from her. “If I can see what you've got under that shirt, I'll even strap it down for you.”

The plush, bountiful mounds had stopped hurting, but now they were a different kind of liability. Or, as Jack was reluctant to think, a bargaining chip. “I keep a gun in the truck, in case you get any other ideas.”

“Deal.” He picked the front up again and waited.

Jack grabbed the bottom of her shirt and lifted. The breeze on them would have felt liberating, if her face wasn't as red as the truck. She gave him a few seconds, then down came the shirt again.

“Nice!” He slid the length of the kayak in, probably thinking about doing the same with something of his own. “Are they real?”

“The straps are in the tool box, far passenger-side.” Jack crouched on the other side of the bed, just wanting to hide her face.

“No joke, that's the nicest pair I've ever seen.”

God, what the fuck did I just do? “I'm glad you like them.” Someone has to.

As she listened to the last strap ratchet tight, Jack finally let herself stand up. Without saying another word, she hopped back into the cab. She could barely reach the power button for the audio system, having forgotten it was in the middle of blasting ZZ Top's Legs at deafening levels.


Jack had made it home, but the place didn't feel like it was anymore. If nobody would recognize her as Jack Harpeth, Director of Logistics, she wouldn't live here much longer. The mortgage on the place ate up a solid third of her generous salary, monthly.

This is fucked! As soon as the truck was pulled in enough to fit the kayak as well, Jack shut the garage door behind her. It wasn't worth being seen like this again.

She pulled the boots off at the door going into the kitchen, and then bolted for the master bedroom upstairs. The entire wall of mirror Jack had used to watch herself fuck wouldn't lie.

She stepped in front of the mirror and checked out the new body, dropping the cargo pants first. Yep, this Jack's a Jill, but even without makeup and my hair a wreck, not bad.

The slim yet curvy figure showed it's fuller glory as Jack lifted her shirt over her head. That guy wasn't lying. These are some knock-out tits.

Jack kept her arms straight down, bringing them together more times than she could count. Indeed, the breasts bounced like the real deal. Jack even hugged them upward, knowing her missing cock would have had a raging boner well before that point.

It was time for the boxers to go. Jack struggled to breath as they crept down. Plain as day, Jack had a pussy of her very own.

Huh. I don't even notice I don't have a dick unless I'm thinking about it. Jack spun herself around, jutted her ass out, and any other test pose you could imagine anyone with a new body trying out. I still don't like it, but I'd absolutely fuck out what little brains I look like I have.

Jack remembered the 'lost and found' box under her bed, full of whatever prior conquests had left behind. She finally had a use for it, other than saving the day for a one-night-stand with hair ties or tampons. Yes, she was one of those guys. I've gotta wash this river funk off of me.

She pulled the plastic storage box out and tossed it on the bed. A few discrete sex toys, lipstick, even a whole purse. It was a veritable bar-slut-starter-kit, minus the wardrobe.

Who'd have thought I'd need this stuff for myself. As Jack grabbed travel-sized bottles of girly body wash and shampoo that reeked of cherry blossoms when she popped the cap, a bit of hope came back. It's a long shot, but maybe, just maybe.

If the river washed this onto her, was a shower to get rid of it that much of a stretch? Yeah, I'm hot, but fuck was I happy as a guy. Jack went to her dresser, hopeful enough that she pulled out a clean t-shirt and another pair of boxers. She planned on being back in a man's body by ten.


The hot water felt great, but it wasn't doing a damn thing. Even scrubbing with her old body wash that smelled like old leather and cedar, the original Jack wasn't coming back. The realization that she'd be stuck this way settled on her narrow shoulders like the weight of her former body.

What used to be a neutral, everyday aroma smelled irresistible, though. Jack suddenly knew why she had gotten so many compliments during shower romps in the past. It was intoxication, pure and simple.

A weird feeling spread between her legs. As Jack washed a fifth time, again with the feminine stuff, the sensation disappeared. Was I getting horny over my own body wash?

One sniff right over the open bottle, and Jack was back in lady-parts heaven. She couldn't help running a hand between her legs. Knowing the finer details of female anatomy from hands-on experience, Jack found her clit without a hint of trouble.

A few strokes had her panting, bending a little at the knees. No wonder it drove them nuts. The mind-blowing revelation of what it felt like almost made Jack want to stay this way. I've gotta watch this.

Jack barely kept her hands off herself as she dried off. Her hair dripped on the hardwood floors in her hallway, not used to how much water all that hair can hold. It was the last thing on her mind.

She almost busted back into her room, bee-lining right for the box of forgotten purse contents. She tried a few toys with dead batteries. Jack dug toward the bottom, finally pulling out a pink cylinder with a rounded end that buzzed to life. She had used it on multiple girls in the past, with all customers satisfied.

Jack sat on the edge of the bed, facing the mirror in all her nude glory. Her face blushed again as soon as she noticed the vibrator in her own reflection. Why is it so embarrassing? This isn't even me.

She leaned back, her ass barely on the edge of the mattress. Jack almost couldn't turn the knob on the bottom. The toy buzzed to life as she started it off on the lowest setting.

Jack stopped just short of touching it to herself. If this is all a dream, it's the most fucked up thing I've ever experienced. Acknowledging just how unlikely this all was, she found the will to press down.

Her head jerked back. She couldn't imagine backing out now. Jack's body or not, the feeling was as real as the static noise clouding the edges of her mind.

“Mmmh...” Jack pushed the tip down a little, and then just a smidge more. It felt better the more of it she had in contact with herself.

It already felt as good as the best parts of sex, as she knew it so far. Instead of one part of her old body, every part of her rippled with the energy coursing from between her thighs. The toe-curling thing women did finally made sense.

Jack built up the nerve and desire to look at herself in the oversized mirror. God I'd fuck her until she couldn't walk. She imagined those perfect, luxuriously long legs in the mirror wrapping around her former back.

Her cheeks flushed with heat again, realizing she was fantasizing about fucking herself. But I would, in a heartbeat. The moment of confusion fell apart as soon as Jack cranked the vibrator up to the next stop.

She looked at the mirror again, realizing she couldn't keep her mouth closed if she tried. Every breath had to make a sound. The perfect vision of face, feet, and cunt stared right back, like some kind of glorious abyss.

Am I getting off on watching myself, or just getting off? She already knew the answer. Women loved nothing more than knowing they looked sexy, but Jack couldn't admit to herself why such a hottie in the mirror turned her on even more than the same body would have when she was a man.

“Oh my God!” Her legs jerked and bent even harder. It felt like every muscle in her body was trying to tense up at once.

Fuck it. Fuck it! Jack cranked the pink rod all the way. Is this what women feel?

She tried forcing the tip inside herself, stopping with the aching sting of pushing halfway to the full girth. Just remember all the tight girls. They loved it once you got in there.

Jack breathed like she had when she had almost drowned. One final rush of nerve piled into her hands. She couldn't hold back any longer.

A brief shot of pain coursed from her entry of her pussy. The more the tense, undersized opening pushed back against her efforts, the more Jack wanted it. Her mind couldn't comprehend not getting it all the way inside herself.

It fucking hurts! As the temptation to give in and stop coursed through every fiber of her body, Jack finally snapped. I want it in me!

With the focus of every scrap of her will, she braced herself and pushed inward. Jack's breasts heaved upward with the massive inhale. A terrible pain made her wince, replaced almost instantly by the pure satisfaction humming against her walls.

“Yes!” Jack let go with one hand, gripping the sheets at first, then moving her wrist up to cover her mouth. She stroked it in and out of herself, hips writhing just like she had always enjoyed watching from above.

With a stroke of luck, Jack learned the immeasurable pleasure of a g-spot as quickly as she figured out the clit. “Oh shit, shit, shit shit!” She pressed hard against the roof of her passage.

Fucking hell! Her palm and fingers gripped the bottom of the dildo, stressing the plastic to the point it almost cracked. This wasn't a man's strength. This was her new body, teetering on the verge.

“Oh my fucking...” She gave it a final push at the buried treasure. “...GAAAAWWWD!”

She never felt her teeth digging into the back of her wrist, pinching the skin and leaving a deep ring of tooth marks. The full release of an orgasm Jack couldn't have imagined before, blew her mind like an overpowdered cannon. Fragments of the barrel cracked against the edges of her memory, shattering every concept of what sexual pleasure could be, to the male body at least.

Wave after wave pulsed outward, faster than she could comprehend. It felt like any other orgasm coursing through what used to be a cock, multiplied by dozens, and stacking on top of each other as they took control of everything. Muscles, voice, mind. It didn't matter. Jack wasn't in control of anything by that point.

What? Did I? She caught her breath, jerking the vibrating plastic out of herself, feeling that last blast of pleasure. Is this what women feel when they come?

She struggled to pull her head up and look. The hottest sight she'd ever laid eyes on stared back. That's me.

It fucked her mind as hard as the toy. I'm a guy. How could I like it like a woman?

The aftershocks kept shooting her muscles into random contractions, keeping the show going for a few more seconds. God, she's too fucking hot to live. But Jack started realizing the truth: The girl of her dreams staring back at her, was none other than herself, in the flesh.

And unlike her old body, Jack couldn't resist touching herself now. She had always joked about a man with tits never needing to leave the house again, but she finally worked past it after a few more climaxes. Total satisfaction wasn't an instant finale any longer.

While Jack didn't become a guy again by ten, she worked herself to the point she was finally satisfied and exhausted, sometime after eleven.


If anyone can help, it's Trixie. Jack pulled up to her boss's over-indulged McMansion. That is, if she believes me.

Zip ties held her jeans up around Jack's narrow waist. The walk to the front door was almost torture in sneakers that felt three inches too long. Even banging on the cedar slab with her fist made Jack remember that she wasn't the man she once was.

She waited, looking at herself in the glass of the storm door. The kind of beauty who looks good in anything stared back. Fuck, fuck, FUCK!

The door eased open. Trixie was hot as always, and probably wearing nothing else under that terry-cloth bathrobe. “Yes?”

“Trixie,” Jack got a fresh reminder that her voice wasn't the same, “I need your help.”

“And you are?” The slim, busty brunette crossed her arms and put one foot forward.

“It's me, Jack Harpeth.”

“Did he dress up one of his girlfriends in his clothes to play a prank? I'm not in the mood right now.” The door started closing.

Jack pulled the storm door and put a narrow wrist through the main door. “Wait!”

Trixie's head shot backward. “Excuse me?”

“You can ask me anything, and I know this is fucking weird, but I am Jack.”

She almost shut an eye as she dropped a brow. “Fine. What does the tattoo on my inner thigh say?”

“Lucky you, in French.”

“He's seen it enough to memorize it, but I know he wouldn't go so far as to pronounce it for you.”

Jack rolled her eyes and stated, “Quel chanceux etes-vous.”

The dropped brow shot way up. “Alright, what does he hate most about my husband?”

Too easy. “Neil lies about his fucking golf scores, and he expects the impossible, yesterday.”

“No fucking way.” Trixie looked like she was holding back a laughing fit. “I know it sounds weird, but I believe you.”

What the fuck? “Alright.” Jack put her arm the rest of the way through the door and stepped inside. “I don't know what happened, but I woke up this morning, and this is what I look like.”

“And how many times did you think about how hard you'd fuck yourself? You're exactly your own type.”

Jack blushed, knowing how long she'd spent taking liberties with her new body. “Jesus fuck, I don't know what the hell to do right now.”

Trixie couldn't hold the laughter back any longer. “Neil's gonna be so pissed.”

“What?”

“You wouldn't believe me if I told you why, and you show up at my door a big-titted, blonde bimbo. It's fucking hilarious at this point.”

What the shit are you talking about? “Trixie, I don't know what the fuck to do.”

“Oh, my God.” Trixie put her right hand over her mouth. “Get in here, right now.”

Jack wanted to find out why, but she couldn't even speak. Trixie pulled her in by the collar of the t-shirt. Somehow, the day had gotten even stranger. “What was that about?”

Trixie stared into Jack's eyes with a look of pure joy. “I know exactly what you need!”

“Yeah?” Jack hoped, beyond reason and common sense, that somehow she'd know a way to turn her back.

“A makeover.”

Fuck.


What felt like hours of torture only ended up being forty-five minutes. Makeup, hair styling, and a few pieces of borrowed clothing later, Jack stared at herself in the mirror. Her habitual instinct to pop a boner felt like an insult.

“I hate to say it,” Trixie wrapped her arms around Jack's slight shoulders, “but you're a knock-out.”

She couldn't argue against it, staring at herself in the mirror. Jack wore the blue mini-dress and stockings, better than Trixie did that one time Jack had fucked her stupid at an office party. Jack gave herself an approving nod, pouting her lips out for full effect.

“This is great and all, but how do I keep my damn job?”

“You know the answer already.”

Jack had heard the rumors about the new girls in the research department replacing a whole swath of staff that had quit one day. “No way, I'm not fucking Neil.” Watching herself penetrate that marvelous pussy with a piece of plastic, in the mirror, was one thing. Sexing up that bastard was about ten levels of magnitude too far. “You've been fucking me behind his back for a reason.”

“Calm down. He's got his strengths, and you're not the Adonis you think you are.” Trixie couldn't help driving the knife in further. “Especially now.”

Jack sent up a dainty middle finger. “I won't do it.”

“And if you're a woman now, we can't just call you Jack.” Trixie ignored the bird still flipped her way. “Quick, what's a sexy woman's name.”

Jack's finger finally went down. Half-assing the answer, she thought of the last girl she'd took home as a he. “Sarah.”

“No, too plain.” Clearly, Trixie hadn't seen that Sarah. She looked around the room, stopping on a purse that had to cost too damn much. “Chanel.”

Jack shook her head. The sound of a car door almost made both of them jump. Jack thought seriously about it. “Lexi.” Jack had always wanted to fuck a Lexi, and in a way, now she had.

“Trixie and Lexi.” The unfaithful wife pinched her chin. “Neil's gonna love a threesome with two girls with an 'X' in their names.”

“And we're not even strippers.” Now that she thought of it, Lexi knew she'd make a killing at it with a body like this. “But I don't even like dick. Never even considered it.”

Trixie laughed at the idea. “You loved yours. Miss it yet?”

Nicer as she was to look at without it, Lexi knew she did. “Come on, just talk to him and tell him I'll be in tomorrow, but like this.”

“Oh no, I'm not passing this up.”

Lexi thought of how great it felt playing around with herself earlier. Then she thought of Neil's incredibly grumpy face above her. Her stomach did a somersault at the idea. If I lose my job, I lose my house, my truck, everything.

“He'll be looking for me.” Trixie snatched at Lexi's hand and drug her toward the door. “Come on, let's show him the time of his life.”

Of all the people I get trapped in to fucking, it's that bastard. Lexi kept her legs planted, partially from her inexperience walking in dangerously high pumps. “I already told you, no!”

Trixie's brows lowered until they almost covered her eyes. “You know you can't lose this job.”

“And you're just doing this to get a kick out of it.” Lexi jerked her arms back and crossed them. “I don't even know how you let him fuck you.”

“I don't work, and I live here. You do the math.” Neil and Trixie's house was almost a palace, in the most exclusive neighborhood in town. “If I'd have married for love, guess who'd have to work as a bank teller forty hours a week, and still not have piss to show for it?”

Lexi's idea of her dropped by orders of magnitude. “I always knew you were a trophy wife, but now that you're honest about it, I kinda hate you.”

Trixie didn't mind at all. “You're only saying that because you don't have a dick to fuck me with anymore. If you're a woman, you have to understand that nobody hates any woman more than other women. Good job on adapting, I guess.”

“Trix?” Neil's voice came from down the hallway.

Lexi's eye's shot open. Neil at the end of that hallway was her worst nightmare back when she was balls deep in his wife. Unless one wanted to hide for hours in the closet or jump a good thirty feet out the window, the layout of the house guaranteed getting caught.

“In here!” Trixie walked to the door and shouted through it. “You won't believe the surprise I've got for you!”

His voice was even closer. “Is Jack here? His truck's in the driveway.”

Lexi sat on the side of the bed and put her face in her hands. Oh my God, I can't believe this. At the very least, she wasn't getting caught boning her boss's wife.

“He had some trouble nearby, so he parked it here so it wouldn't get towed.” At least she thought fast.

As the handle clanked, Lexi couldn't help staring right at it. Her face blushed, hot as July. I can't fuck him.

Trixie was ready as soon as Neil had the door open. “You always wanted a threesome, and Lexi here is just the right girl.”

Lexi froze, mortified as Neil stared her down. The situation had to be about as unbelievable to him as it was to her. “I... Holy shit.”

“And she's willing to do anything.” Trixie stared back at Lexi. “Isn't that right?”

The entirety of her career depended on it. On the verge of tears, Lexi gulped and tried to speak. All she could force out was a pitiful nod.

Neil grabbed his wife by the shoulders. “You're bullshitting me.”

Trixie broke free and paced over to Lexi, stopping right in front of her and then forcing her to sit on the edge of the bed. She bent down, placing her hands on Lexi's knees. “What's so hard to believe about it? Lexi's here, and she's up for whatever you want.”

I'm not up for even kissing him on the cheek. Lexi felt her legs spread as Trixie eased them apart.

“See? She's not even wearing panties.”

Neil stepped over and bent down. A long, impressed whistle trilled out from between his pursed lips. “I never thought my wife would do this.”

Lexi stared up at the familiar face, her hands planted on the mattress behind her. She wanted to scream, to tell Neil that she was really Jack, anything. The feeling of utter powerlessness sapped any will to even try.

“Did I do good?” Trixie stared back up at her husband. “You won't believe how I found her.”

Neil kept eying Lexi down, practically salivating. “Honestly, I don't care how you did it.” His hands closed around Lexi's shoulders. “She's just as hot as you.”

Get your fucking hands off me. Lexi knew she wasn't in any position to do anything about it. All she could do was stare back into Neil's ravenous eyes.

His fingers started caressing her shoulders, sliding under the straps of the dress. “I've been dreaming of this for years.”

And Lexi had been dreading it for seconds that felt like years. How in the hell do I get out of this? Every muscle stayed locked in fear.

As Neil's hands pushed the straps down her arms, Lexi's entire body turned red. Trixie leaned her head in right next to his. “You see how turned on she is?”

Lexi felt the dress start drifting down her breasts. Exposed to the air, her nipples jutted out, harder than she thought they'd be. If shame could dish out mercy killings, she'd have accepted.

Trixie broke away, saying, “Fuck the foreplay. I want your dick in her, now.” She reached into the bedside table and pulled out a fresh bottle of lube. “Bend her over and plow her like a field.”

Neil wasn't complaining. Powerful arms Lexi had no chance of fighting against whipped her around, her knees on the edge of the bed. The dress hiked up, covering only her stomach.

The sound of his zipper and the snap of the bottle opening told Lexi all she needed to know about her new reality. I feel so fucking helpless. Why can't I even say anything? Her head down in shame, she waited for the inevitable.

Trixie's fingers slathered a generous helping of lube along Lexi's cunt. She couldn't help jerking at the touch. With four hands on her ass, she breathed deep, wishing she had drowned instead.

The tip of Neil's cock prodded at her entry. Trying to squeeze in, it stopped at just the head. “And tight like this, too? She probably hasn't had a dick in her in ages.”

How about ever, you lucky shit? Lexi felt Trixie's hands leave her, another serving of lube splashing against her skin.

Without mercy or resistance, the whole shaft invaded Lexi like a legion of Huns. She tried keeping her lips sealed, burying her face in the covers. The hands wrapping around her tiny waist only made it worse.

Neil hammered away, driving the pain through until it started edging into sheer pleasure. He was thicker than the dildo, and a damn sight rougher than Lexi had been with herself. As her walls eased up, yet more lube had them running together like a Formula One engine.

“Oh shit!” Lexi couldn't hide how much she was loving it. As Neil pulled her hair, forcing her head up, Trixie's face was right in front of her own.

“You love having my husband's cock in that tight, little pussy of yours, don't you?” Trixie leaned in, twisting her tongue through Lexi's mouth.

The sight of her breasts combined with the undeniable sex drive. Lexi reached out as she moaned, freeing Trixie's puppies. Just touching them satisfied that male instinct still lingering in her mind.

Neil's hands wrapped around Lexi's upper arms, holding them tight and forcing her up against his torso. Trixie's mouth latched onto a breast, sucking hard enough to give Lexi a feeling she couldn't have imagined before. All of it felt like pure rapture.

Her head went back as he slammed his hips against her ass. “Oh fuck!” She couldn't hold it back any longer, devolving into a screaming mess.

She tried looking behind her, just to see a proper fucking from a woman's perspective. Neil's face blocked her view, his stubble pressing against her cheek. As his hands let go and slid between her thighs, Trixie kept sucking away and fondling with both hands.

The hands left her breasts as Trixie shot hers between Neil's. One spread Lexi's lips, the other taking her clit between two fingers. Her earlier session had been a one-or-the-other type of affair. The feeling of her pearl getting overloaded as a dick slammed away inside her, well, it was just too much.

Her entire body locked between husband and wife, Lexi's teeth ground together. Tremors erupted from between her legs, coursing through every limb. Even thinking about how great it felt was too much to ask of her.

Trixie's hands snapped back, forcing Lexi to come like never before. Her cunt gripped around her boss's shaft, trying to hold it still. The sheer amount of lube inside her kept him slipping out of her pulsing walls' grasp.

She lurched forward, dropping face-first. The unfathomable bliss of it all felt like sexual nirvana. And loathe as she was to admit it, Lexi wanted more.

“She's such a good little slut, isn't she?” Trixie's voice pulled Lexi out of the trance. “And she comes so easily, too.”

Covers shifted around Lexi's face as she felt weight rest not far from her head. The familiar scent of Trixie's cunt filled her nose. As hands wrapped around her head, Trixie knew where this was going.

She looked up as Neil started pounding away again. The full presentation of pussy filled her vision. The back of her head forced closer, Trixie's slit filled Lexi's mouth.

“Come on, I know you can eat pussy.”

Lexi wanted to start screaming again, but Trixie's money-maker still tasted like Heaven. She wanted more, teasing her tongue inside the opening before sliding it up to the clit. A hard suction pulled it past her teeth as Lexi boxed away, tasting every lick.

Trixie was already moaning as Lexi felt another climax dawning like the morning sun. “That's it, don't stop!” Trixie couldn't have denied the whole session was getting her off.

Trying her damnedest, Lexi's tongue wagged and pressed against that miraculous nub. As Trixie eased off with her hands, it only drove Lexi to go at it even harder. Bitch isn't getting off that easy.

“Fuck, fuck, FUUUUCK!” Trixie's thighs quivered around Lexi's head. A crying orgasm like only she could pull off threatened to cook off like a flaming gas tanker.

Lexi held onto her legs, not wanting to lay off until Trixie's mind was shot. Even her own climax didn't matter. Killing her with kindness was the only trick Lexi had left.

Finally breaking the vacuum seal in her mouth, Lexi dove two fingers into Trixie's slit, her thumb taking over for her tongue. The soft pad of her g-spot was like a dedicated cheat button. All of it ripped any sense of self away from Trixie as she tremored against the bed, doing a damn fine act at demon possession.

Neil's arms wrapped around Lexi's waist. He stood up, taking her with him.

No longer getting worked beyond any sane limit, Trixie's entire body rocked. The full force of it was enough to dislocate joints, had she not been curling into the fetal position. With the cock still planted inside her, Lexi wondered if she'd knocked her tormentor out.

His wife's well-being was the last thing on Neil's mind. He sat himself next to her, Lexi going with him. As he leaned back and started thrusting from below, Lexi couldn't keep her hands from between her spread legs.

Her mouth spread open to it's fullest, Lexi burst out with an ear-bursting scream. She didn't care that it was her evil fuck of a boss driving her so wild, at his bitch of a wife's request. For the first time, she wondered why Trixie had ever cheated with her.

Back from the brink, but still wonky, Trixie crawled down to the floor. As Lexi wrapped one arm around Neil's neck, Trixie placed her hands on Lexi's spread thighs. “Payback time.” The grin on her face was loaded with foul inent.

Lexi shook her head, that drawing orgasm threatening to be a true knee-banger already. Her breasts heaved with every breath, unable to exhale without some kind of moan. As Trixie gripped her throat with one hand, all four of her fingers dashed back and forth across Lexi's clit.

In what felt like a mercy-move, Trixie eased off. Of course, it was only to grab the bottle again, streaming a wasteful amount into that junction between cock and cunt. Her fingers were back at it the instant the stream petered out.

Neil leaned back, taking Lexi with him. Stiff and unforgiving as his punishments for bad work performance, his shaft beat against Lexi's deepest spots. She had to give it to him, Neil was as good at fucking as he was at keeping the lower employees scared shitless.

The room went blurry as Lexi felt her body reach its limit. A sudden twitch in her loins broke out, then repeated. The heavy petting against her slit and the brutal spreading of her walls worked at making it match the pace of Neil's dick slamming inside her.

Her eyes rolled back as her arms gave out. It was too much, too fast. But neither of the Faulkner's cared. She was just meat, ripe for tenderizing as they saw fit.

Both of them stopped at the same instant. Like a high-voltage line had connected with her neck, Lexi twitched and squirmed on top of her unwitting boss. Her legs clamped shut, that much-desired pussy trying to milk a cock that just wouldn't come.

Lexi thought she had rolled off Neil, but she wasn't sure to which side. When you're shaking that hard, gravity and balance are meaningless concepts. Her thighs quivered, the climax still trailing off.

Movement behind her was all Lexi could figure about the world around her. The sound of bodies moving against the comforter made her hope it was Trixie's turn.

“I think you like her a little too much.” Another snap of the bottle's lid. “Now fuck me just as hard.”

Lexi rolled over, trying to catch enough breath to get by. Worn out, used, and completely satisfied. She wondered how much longer Neil could keep it up.

“That's it, fuck me like that little whore!” Bodies slapped together, furious and loud. Trixie could bang with the best of them, and Lexi knew it from personal experience.

Struggling onto her hands and knees, Lexi saw what all the fuss was about. Neil was back-down on the floor, his legs up on the bed. Trixie ground herself into him, her hands gripping the sheets behind her. That serpentine motion in her waist as a man slammed away under her was trademarked Trixie.

Lexi fought to stay upright as she rose on her knees. Trixie's shoulders were enough support, allowing Lexi to pour another shot of lube before going right back to giving Trixie's cunt a literal hand.

She wanted more already. Jealousy crept up from somewhere in the recesses of her mind. The new void left in her body had to be filled again.

“Fuck yes!” Trixie was riding her husband like a stolen motorcycle, zooming for her next climax. Lexi even felt her pulse in her clit, throbbing and aching for release.

Lexi pulled her fingers away and sat up. Trixie wasn't getting any support without giving something in return. Still, the girl had a talent for rippling orgasms.

Neil stood up, taking his wife with him. Dumping her on the bed next to Lexi, he stared down at both of them. “Who wants it more?”

Lexi couldn't perk up any harder or faster. Taking her boss by both wrists, she pulled him until his knees were on the bed.

As he lied back, Lexi got right into position, sitting on her knees, her ass dangerously close to his cock. Neil wasted no time pushing it forward, sliding it back inside her. “That's a good girl.”

Trixie sat up as Lexi started rocking herself. The feeling of being filled over and over again brought a deep smile to her face. Trixie noticed, asking, “Do you like his dick that much?”

Lexi couldn't fib. That smile was as visible as the dress bunched around her waist. “It feels so much better than I expected.” The perks of being a woman.

“You know what I think?” Trixie walked closer on her knees, wrapping her arms around Lexi's body. “You're the kind of fun we want to have again.”

Before Lexi could say anything, Trixie's mouth closed over her own. As the familiar tongue danced around her mouth, Lexi felt Neil's legs flex, driving him further into her. How can I like this so much?

A hand cracked down on her bouncing ass, lingering in a man's grip. It felt, good? Lexi didn't know what to make of it.

Another one slammed on her other cheek. A quick little squeal into Trixie's mouth said it all. Yeah, I love sex as a woman.

Slender fingers wrapped around her throat as Trixie broke the makeout session. Her other arm wrapped around Lexi's waist, forcing her to go slamming into Neil with her ass. The faint whisper sent the blood from Lexi's face. “You didn't know he's a choker?”

Giving or receiving? Trixie had Lexi's airway almost blocked. She had done it to many girls herself, but so soon after almost drowning, the feeling brought a certain amount of panic.

Neil couldn't have cared less, and neither did Trixie. The fingers grasped harder as Lexi tried to scream. Whether out of pleasure or fear, she wasn't sure.

Unable to control how hard, fast, or when she came down, Lexi was trapped. Luckily, Trixie had every intention of showing her husband a grand time. Her ass bounced hard, driving Neil's rigid shaft deep into her tunnel.

The grip around her waist loosened, leading to another hand around her neck. Now nothing new came into her lungs. As the sheer panic and dread fell over her, Lexi's useless lips trembled as she looked into Trixie's eyes.

“You like that?” One hand broke free to give her an open hand across the cheek. “Don't ever think you can fuck him when I'm not around.”

A full gasp of fresh air filled her lungs as Neil slammed away beneath her. Lexi couldn't help falling to her hands and knees. The only problem was, her pussy was empty again.

What the fuck was that about? She should have already known. By the way Trixie had lied on her back, spread eagle and teasing at her slit, she had wanted some of what Lexi was having.

And Neil was willing to grant his wife's wish. He was already on top of her before Lexi could jump back on him. Neil took an ankle in each hand, stabbing all the way to the hilt in one brutal motion.

Trixie's head shot back and she moaned it all out. Lexi couldn't help crawling to them, resting the side of her head on Trixie's stomach. The sound of her voice resonating through her body, combined with the incredibly close view, was to be the hottest damn thing Lexi had ever experienced as a spectator.

The wetness shining up his cock was the hardest part for Lexi to handle. She knew some of it was from herself, but the freshest had come from Trixie. As she scooted closer, the combined heat from both of their bodies felt as comforting as a warm bed on a cold morning.

But as her face got within inches of Trixie's cunt, the way her lips clung on every back-thrust and then gave in as Neil shot forward... Lexi couldn't stand it. That is, until Neil changed the game.

Pulled out of his wife, thrusting himself right up to Lexi's face. The idea of a dick in her pussy drove her wild by that point, but her former life as a straight man made a dick in her mouth a thing of nightmares. Just the idea of it put a lump in her throat.

Her boss didn't care. Pushing the back of her head, the tip pressed against her lips, supple and hot.

No, no, no. Lexi tried to back away, but a hard slap on her ass forced her mouth open. Before she realized what had happened, that tip was at the back of her throat. Fucking really, Neil?

Showing no mercy, Neil fucked her face just as hard as he'd just fucked his wife. The attempts at protesting only made it better for him. “Fuck, that's it.” He spanked her again, the squeal against his shaft drawing out a spot of precum.

Oh shit. He's not gonna come in my mouth, is he?

“Make her get on her knees. I want to see it.” Trixie took her own swat at Lexi's ass. “She loves being degraded.”

Neil pulled out of her mouth, leaving her gasping and sputtering just over Trixie's mound. The weight on the mattress shifted until Lexi felt hands wrap around her ankles. She slid back until her knees were on the floor.

The instant insertion into her pussy, the hands wrapping around her neck. Strong hands this time. Lexi was being treated like a cheap whore, and she didn't know if she should love it or hate it.

Just before the first hint of climax, a rush of air filled her lungs as she was picked up. Dropping back onto the bed, she felt both of them roll her onter her back.

Neil had a sadistic grin as his hands wrapped around her throat again. He was back inside her as he tightened the grip even harder. Lexi felt the growing pressure in her face, obviously pressing Neil's buttons.

“Such a good girl,” Trixie licked her earlobe and then bit into it before whispering, “isn't that right, Jack?”

She wanted to scream, both from the pleasure and the feeling that she was going to die. Trying to get away, her hips bobbed and circled, calves and heels planted against the small of Neil's back. All she was accomplishing was grinding herself into him.

“Careful, you might make him come inside you like that.” Trixie's hand slid down Lexi's stomach. “He always finishes in your mouth.”

“Can I come inside her?”

Lexi didn't know which one she dreaded worse. In her mouth just seemed revolting, but was she fertile? Lexi had no idea.

“She's safe. I already checked.”

Lexi tried to scream out one last time, this time out of her body overloading. Trixie had laid rigid fingers across her hood, ripping them side-to-side until Lexi's entire body shivered. The lack of oxygen, combined with the fast working of her clit and the jarring thrusts into her body, had her primed to blow.

Her clit got the first relief as brain-melting orgasm erupted through her entire body. Then Neil's dick stopped, deep in Lexi's cunt. The hot, silky explosion inside was unfamiliar, but damn satisfying.

Lexi barely made out Trixie's words as she tried to sound innocent. “Oh dear, he never does that for me.”

His fingers loosened around her neck as even more heat spread along her walls. She knew. Gasping for air and riding it out, Lexi kept coming right alongside her boss.

“Fuck,” Neil panted above her, “that just felt right.”

As Neil backed off and put himself back in his lube-stained slacks, Trixie slid down and got between her legs. Dirty as Lexi remembered her, Trixie's tongue lapped at what her husband had left inside of Lexi. It gave her a faint echo of her climax, forcing Lexi's legs to jerk.

She stopped just long enough to quip, “He came so much inside you.”

Lexi felt like there was less in her. As the world started making sense again, dread filled her entire body. Great as the sex was, getting knocked up on top of waking up as a woman was pushing her day a step or seven too far.

Trixie stood up and pressed her body against her husband's, a bit of his gift on her lips. “You know how I knew she was safe?”

“Hopefully because she showed you what she uses.” Neil kept switching from admiring his handiwork between Lexi's thighs, to staring at her nervous face.

“Jack's truck is here, because this is Jack.”

“You're joking.”

Trixie grinned and looked at Lexi. “Go ahead, tell him.”

She closed her legs and pulled the dress back down, covering herself. Working the straps back up on her shoulders, she sat up and barely fought back crying. “Yeah, it's me.”

“What were you doing when it happened?” Neil acted as shady about the whole affair as Trixie. “As in, where were you?”

Lexi huffed a breath out and rubbed a tender spot on her neck from Neil's choke-hold. “That same spot on the river I've been wanting to go to again.”

“You went fishing this weekend, right? That means we've got a problem.”

We've got a problem? She stared as he paced back and forth between the wall and the bed. “I don't even know how this happened.”

Neil bent down, meeting her at eye level. “You can't get pregnant, so you've got that going for you.”

“How do you know?” She leaned back and rested on open palm, adding, “You know something.”

“Listen, I'll take care of all the documents you'll need. Come in tomorrow, and for all intents and purposes, you are Lexi now.”

“So my job's safe, but I don't know how this happened, or how to get back to being a guy.”

Neil kept his mouth shut. Instead, Trixie chimed in. “I'll send you home with something to wear. Keep what you've got on, too.”

The practical matter of having more than two outfits came to her mind. “So now I've got to buy a whole wardrobe. How the hell do you size yourself for a bra?”

Trixie and Neil both looked like they wanted to say the same thing. Trixie got it out first. “Honey, with tits like those, going without one will get you everything you could ever want.”

Having already fucked her boss, Lexi knew she couldn't hit the office-slut type any more on the nose if she tried. “So do I tell them 'Jack quit, I'm his new replacement'?”

Neil grinned. “Basically. I think they'll be glad when they realize the new girl won't fuck everything up from the start.”

“But you still won't tell me anything.” Lexi crossed her legs, realizing she was still flashing her goods. “I think I deserve to know.”

“Listen,” Neil offered her a hand up. “Don't go to a doctor, or even let anyone know what happened. I'll make sure it's handled.”

She turned it down, standing up on her own. “Why wouldn't I get help? This is fucked up.”

“There's a fifty-thousand dollar check for you in the morning, if you keep your damn mouth shut.”

Lexi knew she wouldn't be believed anyway. “Fine.” When money talked, Lexi had always listened.


Lexi sat in the middle front of her three-row home theater, fiddling with the remote. Getting a live stream working was always a pain in the ass. She jumped like she'd been shot when the door closed behind her.

“Where's Jack?” Eddy was used to seeing different girls in that house, having free run of the place as her best friend since childhood.

Shit, what do I tell him? Lexi hit the 'OK' button, starting the pre-show just in time. “He said he'd show up a little late. Work emergency.”

As Eddy got to the end of the row, Lexi knew he was more than happy to look at her. “I don't think I've met you. I'm Eddy, Jack's friend.”

Hearing her old name again felt like a nail going through her heart, pinning it to the wall. She pulled the hem of the same dress from earlier down out of modesty, even though she knew Eddy wouldn't try anything. While decent-looking, despite his slightly disheveled look, Eddy wasn't quite the lecher Jack had been.

Eddy left a respectable gap of one seat between them. “Did he say what time? I know he doesn't want to miss this one.”

It took everything Lexi had in her just to shake her head. Loud and brash as the announce team was, the silence between them got to be unbearable within seconds. “Listen, how much do you trust Jack?”

“He's the brother I never had. Why?”

Lexi felt the same way about Eddy, and unlike Trixie, she knew trust in him wouldn't bite her in her perfect ass. And Eddy wouldn't blab. “I know this'll sound batshit,” Lexi's heart pounded, “but I am Jack.”

“Come on, you think I'll believe that?” The first throwaway interview started as neither of them paid it any attention. “People don't just change genders like that.”

He doesn't know something like those lying sacks of shit. And the bitch still hadn't told her. “Remember that time you fell out of your treehouse growing up? Back in third grade, I think.”

“I do, but I don't see how you could.”

Lexi pulled her legs underneath her and turned her entire body to face him. “You told your mom you got that scratch from Duke jumping on you. She'd have killed both of us if she knew we were hanging off the rails like that.”

His forehead wrinkled. “Then what color was my mom's Buick back then?”

Lexi didn't hesitate. “Maroon, gray interior. The windshield was cracked on the passenger-side, and it still had that stain from where I spilled grape juice in the backseat when she traded it in.”

“Then how?” Eddy leaned closer. “I thought you looked related to him... err... you. What happened?”

Her hands went up. “I woke up in my hammock this morning, and suddenly I'm a chick.”

Eddy put one hand on his brow, propping his head up. “Wow.” And just like Eddy, he started laughing at the most inappropriate time possible.

“It's not funny. This fucking sucks!”

“You've gotta admit, it's poetic justice.” Eddy had always been on Jack for picking women up, and then dropping them as soon as another caught his eye. “You look just like the kind of girl you'd bone and then dump a week later.”

Lexi knew it was true. Getting used like she had by Trixie and Neil had made her realize what it was like to be a disposable fuck-toy. “Well, I'm not proud of it, now that I'm on the other side of the coin.”

“Have you picked a new name yet? It's not like you can go around calling yourself Jack anymore.”

She scrunched one corner of her mouth up and nodded at him. “Lexi Metz.”

“Sounds like a porn star,” Eddy looked like he didn't want to say it, but had to, “and you look like one too.”

“Thanks,” Lexi didn't know how to take it or the eyes on her chest, “I guess.”

“Sorry.” Eddy took his gaze off her breasts, if only out of decency. “You just... wow.”

“Tell me about it.” Lexi stared down, admiring what Eddy had just looked at. “And before you ask, whatever happened got everything.”

Eddy pulled the sleeve on his t-shirt up. It was a thing both of them had always done to pay in advance for a joke at the others expense. Lexi frogged him as hard as she could, barely doing a thing. Eddy grinned and said, “So in the end, Jack Harpeth proved himself a pussy.”

“Go eat a dick.” Lexi tried to focus on the show they'd both been waiting months for. As the bombshell of a ring announcer ducked under the ropes to call in the first match, Lexi couldn't resist. “So do I look better than her?”

“I can't tell if you're sitting with your arms crossed.” Eddy had already started acting like Lexi was still Jack. “Stand up and twirl around for me.”

Much to Eddy's surprise, Lexi did exactly that. Making sure to let her ass linger in front of him, she asked, “So?”

“If it wasn't you,” Eddy looked away like he was about to bluff, “I'd hit it.”

“No,” Lexi bent down and put her hands on his shoulders, pinning him to the seat. “You'd get nervous and chicken out of even talking to me.”

It was probably the closest Eddy had ever been to even touching such a perfect specimen. “You know I have trouble talking to girls.”

Lexi knew it was her chance to tighten the screws on him. Lifting the hem of her skirt with both hands, she gave him the full view at eye-level. “I could fix that.”

She knew he wanted to reach up, but Eddy never would. Lexi never could figure out it if was chivalry or cowardice. When she was Jack, they were the same thing once the results were taken into account.

“Well? Are you gonna touch it or not?”

Eddy clearly didn't know how to handle it. Such an opportunity looked like it was about to blow his fuse. “Are you sure?”

Lexi couldn't believe it. Pulling the dress up even further, she kept it there by planting both hands on the waist. “If I hadn't gone through what I already did this afternoon...” She wasn't willing to share that much about her day just yet.

“You didn't.”

“What? I get to keep my job because of it.” Even Eddy knew how much that position meant. Besides, his ticket for the Body Slam Cruise in a few weeks depended on it. “It's not like I asked for it.”

That protective instinct Eddy always had kicked into overdrive. “What did Neil do to you.” He looked ready to kill a man.

“Listen, don't go marching off and doing something stupid. Besides, Trixie was in on it, and...” Her face got red-hot, far from the first time that day. “I really liked it.”

“I always called you a man-whore, but I don't think I can say what I think you are, now that you're a woman.” Eddy put a hand out, stopping it halfway between his face and her cunt. “I'll pass.”

“Fine.” Lexi put her skirt back down. “Pizza on the counter and beer in the fridge, like always?”

“Yeah.” As was their custom, Eddy supplied the food and the booze in return for the home theater.

No wonder he never gets laid. “It's not like I was gonna let you fuck me, but Christ, be less of a buzz kill next time.”

As she left, Eddy didn't say another word.


The main event was finally over after four long hours. Texas Torpedo had just laid out Bull Preston with a rib-shattering power bomb from the top of the ring post. The three count earned him the Heavyweight Championship he'd been chasing for the past several months. It was a nice victory to top off the Tag-Team Championship his stable-mates, Kid Canine and Steve Steer, had snagged earlier in the night.

Eddy marked the fuck out in his seat, but Lexi's mind was on other things. Do I ask him to stay over, or not? Wrestling wasn't about watching badass moves and the hilarious, trashy soap opera of it all anymore. 'What if he had me in a submission hold?' was just about the only though Lexi had in her head, every match.

“That was great, but I've got work early in the morning.” Eddy started getting up. “He threw out the usual comment when he had just watched a great match. “I am sports-entertained.”

“Don't you want to watch the interviews in a few minutes?” The streaming service skipped right to the live after-show on queue.”Torpedo's gonna be on it with the belt, guaranteed.”

Eddy shook his head and started easing out of his seat. “I'll watch it on my phone after I get in bed. Tomorrow's an ass-kicker.”

He's either too dense or too innocent for his own good. Lexi knew playing with herself wouldn't do the job, completely. Even a guy as inexperienced as Eddy would do. And she had always known, if one of them were a chick, they wouldn't have been 'just friends' for very long.

“There's what, less than twenty days before we drive down to Miami?” Eddy acted like Lexi's gender wasn't a factor. “Is that still on? Because, you know.”

“As long as we've got our tickets, I don't think they care who gets on the boat.” Neil had promised a new ID, along with a valid passport for her by the end of the week, somehow. “By the way...”

“Yeah?” Eddy looked down as he stood all the way up, oblivious 'til the end.

“Are you sure?”

“About what?”

Lexi's shoulders dropped. “Nevermind. It was a stupid thought anyway.” If he'd groom himself a little better, he'd slay all the pussy he could imagine.

“You didn't just ask if I'd...” Eddy almost couldn't say it, “stay the night, did you?”

The full force of her newfound femininity took over. “You need it, and I need it. What's left to talk about?”

“Are you listening to yourself right now? Snap out of it!”

But are you listening to me? “Eddy, don't tell me you're that damn picky.” Lexi got up and then spread her thighs, her hands planted on the back of both armrests as she started down at him. “Please.”

Lexi thought he was about to give in. She saw it in that tortured expression in his face. And she was leagues hotter than any girl Eddy would score on his own, as he was.

“Come on,” Lexi hiked her tiny, blue dress up again. “You know you want it.”

A moment of doubt entered his face. “But you're my best friend. What if you're a dude again tomorrow, and things get weird after that?”

Lexi couldn't dream of the idea. “It won't.” Cunt or cock between her legs, she knew she was fixed this way, for a very long time. “Come on, we don't even have to do anything.”

“How many times have you said that in your life?”

She'd promised it enough, and never followed up on that promise as a man. It hurt like Hell, but this time she was getting blocked on the on the cock-end.

“Jack, I can't do it.”

“But I'm not Jack anymore...” Admitting it pulled a weight off her shoulders, and tore her heart out at the same time.

Eddy shifted in his seat. “You're the girl of any man's dreams, but...”

“But what? You know how it works.”

“It's not how I want my first time to be, okay?”

Really? Lexi couldn't help smirking. “So that time you banged Lacey Dunham was a lie?”

“You wouldn't stop giving me hell all through high school for being a virgin, so I had to come up with something.” For once that day, Lexi wasn't the one blushing.

She knew when he'd had enough. Eddy pushed past his limit and on a rampage wasn't such a nice guy. “Alright, but think about it.” She stood up straight and tucked her dress back down. “I think I'm the first girl this hot to ever get friend-zoned.”

“Life must be hard when you're a perfect-ten.” Eddy stood up next to her. “And a sex-addict to boot.”

“If I could get my old body back, I still would.” The addiction to sex was only a problem in other peoples' eyes. “I know it's a weird thing to ask, but I've gotta buy some clothes tomorrow after work. Care to come with?”

Eddy rolled his eyes. “I haven't been shopping with a woman since high school, and that was with my mom.”

“I don't want to look this slutty all the time.” It was a lie, and she knew it. “You should see what Trixie gave me to wear to work tomorrow.”

“I can imagine.” He had met Trixie a few times before. “Neil approved it too, I'm sure.”

The culture at Pharmaperk was ripe for blowing up into a scandal, but somehow, everyone had kept silent. Lexi knew it'd make her work day an obstacle course of hands, just like her old ones. But money was money. “If you go, I'll make it worth your time.”

“No sex stuff.” Eddy was painfully adamant about it. “I still can't think of you that way.”

“Fine.” Lexi put an arm around his shoulders and started walking toward the door. “But you are gonna judge the swimsuits for the cruise.”

A girl as fine as herself showing off for men in their physical prime? Yes, ma'am.


HYPNO DOLL

It wasn't much of a choice. My daughters needed a sitter, and Hayley was almost a part of the family. I had watched her grow up from the little girl next door, to the full woman she had blossomed into. I knew she was the perfect girl to keep the house in order while we were away, especially since Rachel ran off with another man six months ago.

The arrangement was working well. The kids adored Hayley, and so did I. Twenty dollars for an entire night of letting me get away for a business meeting was more than a bargain. But she was perfect enough to be more than just a babysitter.

After all, I was a busy man. One trained in convincing people. Holding an M.B.A and a Master's in Experimental Psychology from an elite university gifted me with skills few others knew about. My skills had convinced the most hard-headed stockholders into mergers, and I knew they could bend Hayley's will like a piece of straw that night.


I walked through the front door and sat my briefcase down. The house was close to silent, so I knew the kids were already asleep. The only sign of possible life was the dim light coming from the end of the hallway.

I poked my head into the den to see Hayley reading a fashion magazine of some sort or another. I caught a glance of the cotton panties as she put her feet on the floor. I put on my act, forcing my face to blush nearly as red as her blouse.

Hayley's sweet voice called out. "You're about ten minutes early, Mr. Brewer.”

“Thanks for coming to watch the girls on short notice.” I fumbled through my wallet. “How about I double the pay for tonight?”

The inky blue of her eyes lit up as she stood. The second panty shot from her legs uncrossing almost seemed to linger. “No joke?”

“No fooling.”

She was a sucker for money, so I knew she'd at least be satisfied with myself as a provider. The supple cushion of her breasts squeezed against me. I had to run the wallet around her back to pull the bills out. I tried to take a step back, but Hayley moved with me. “What are you doing, exactly?”

She looked up like a scolded child who didn't understand her infraction. The pout in her bottom lip melted me on the spot. “Thanking you.” Hayley's arms wrapped around my shoulders. “I've always felt like you and Rachel treated me better than other people.”

It was true that I always went out of my way for Hayley, as did Rachel before she left. When Hayley's parents divorced several years ago, Rachel and I were her shoulders to cry on. When I saw a boyfriend slap Hayley in her driveway, it felt like a miracle that he didn't file assault charges against me.

I returned the hug with one arm. Hayley's chin suddenly propped against my collar as she looked up at me. “Is there anything else I can do before I go home?”

“One thing.”

“Name it.”

I brushed her shoulder and set the trap. “I know it sounds random, but tell me about the last time you felt devoted to something.”

Hayley cocked her head. “I don't know. I had to quit cheerleading to study more this year, but I didn't care about anything as much as that until I had to stop.”

It was devastating for her when she was forced to quit. “Now, think about putting that devotion into something else.”

Her head tilted even further. “Like what?”

“Just think of something important to you already.” I grabbed her by both shoulders. “Then count from ten to zero.”

I held the same stare a snake gives its prey. She stood transfixed, counting down her last seconds of true free will. She got out, “...one...ze—”

“Think of myself and the girls now.”

Hayley nodded, her expression blank as a fresh sheet of copy paper.

“The kids are in bed and I'm home.” I looked down to see her lips a few inches from my own. “Everything's taken care of.”

Hayley stood on her toes and made contact. I froze as she asked, “But what about you?”

I couldn't comprehend an answer. Half of me wanted to run, while the other locked up. The hands inching down my back set my heart to racing. It felt like too much, too fast, even though it was exactly what I had convinced her to do.

She leaned back, squeezing my ass with both hands. Her arms tensed inward, shoving her cleavage into plain view. “I asked you a question.”

It took everything in my power to stammer out, “Hayley, what are you doing?”

“Nothing you wouldn't want me to do.”

In all honesty, the consequences never crossed my mind. “And why would you think that?”

“Whenever I'd wash my car in those little shorts, or even when I uncross my legs, I see it in your face.”

I couldn't deny it. A little teasing by playing dumb seemed in order. “Why do this?”

Hayley pulled on foot up against the back of her thigh. “Because I want to.” She put the foot back down to pull me back with her. “And why not?”

“Because I still have a wife. You know... Rachel, the woman you've known for years?”

The sarcasm only brought a twinkle to her eyes. “If I told you I don't think she's coming back, would you get mad at me?”

My first instinct was to pull Hayley closer, but I knew better. My control technique only worked if the target didn't suspect an ulterior motive. “You're joking.”

Hayley grinned and took another step back, forcing me along with her. “You know I'm not.”

This isn't happening.” I forced my eyes shut, acting like I hoped to wake from a dream.

Hayley forced them back open with a quick dose of reality. “But it is happening.” I let my arms fall limp at my sides. Hayley grabbed each wrist and planted my hands firmly on her breast. “And I think you're enjoying it.”

“I don't think you know what you're doing right now.” My hands seemed to have a mind of their own as I felt the padding of her bra slide beneath my palms.

“I'm doing something that'll be good for all of us. You'll see.” The full meaning of those words wouldn't register on me until several days later.

“Hayley, I'm a married man. What's gotten into you?” My hands gripped the perfect twins, despite the look of protest I tried to maintain.

Hayley took a few quick steps back, dragging me along. She stopped with the lounge chair behind her. “Are you sure you want to turn this down? I promise I won't charge extra, Mr. Brewer.” The innocence I was used to returned to her eyes.

The little minx knew how and when to push buttons. It was a talent I had seen her use before on her father when he would come to visit. The man always left, but the small fortune in gifts always remained. “God dammit.” I knew Hayley would have won even if my objections were honest.

“Good. I think you understand.” She pulled herself up to meet our lips again. I put up no resistance. My entire existence became centered on the impromptu smooch.

As Hayley broke the kiss, she grabbed my hands and shifted her weight to the side. It forced me to turn in place, and I hadn't stopped yet when she pushed me into the chair. Before I could finish the rebound off of the overstuffed cushions, Hayley was straddling my lap.

The heat of her voice almost set to to a rolling boil. “Mr. Brewer, I'm glad you see things my way. I'll give you what you want, if you'll do the same for me.”

“And what do you want?” My hands rested just above the hemline of her skirt, taking in the new scenery with a gentle squeeze.

Hayley's tongue flickered up my jawline. She came to a stop just short of my ear. “For right now, you.”

I felt the heat underneath her panties rest on my thigh. I coaxed the skirt up to get a solid feel of her ass. Hayley's tongue entered my mouth as I gave in to the full heat of the moment.

The quiet pop of buttons ran down my torso, revealing the tank top beneath. By that point, the rush of extra air felt welcome. Hayley's body heat combined with the fire she was busy stoking in me had the room feeling like an oven.

Hayley's hand ran up my shirt, lingering on my chest. I returned the gesture, sliding my way past the belly button piercing I never knew was there. The heave of her breathing had a mound rising and falling in my hand. I relished the feeling, wondering what perky delights hid underneath that bra.

I found the clasp, undoing it with the flick of three fingers. Hayley responded by grinding herself harder against my leg and pulling her mouth away from mine. She smiled and said, “Do you want to see what I've got?”

I hope you're smart enough to have a rubber flashed across my mind. It disappeared as soon as I saw Hayley lift the red fabric from her stomach. The bra dangled as the blouse bounced her tits against gravity on its way up to her shoulders. Besides, I had always wanted a son.

My ears perked as I saw the bra fall into my lap. Hayley tossed the blouse away and planted her hands on my shoulders. “Do you like them?”

The only thing I could do was nod. Hayley giggled and set back to work on my shirt. I leaned forward to let her pull it from my arms.

To my pleasant surprise, she leaned forward just as much. I bent my neck and received a face full of breasts. My hands rose on instinct, pushing the boobs I had watched grow over the past several years into my cheeks.

Hayley seemed to appreciate my appreciation. Her hand sifted through my hair as I took my time, enjoying every second of contact. I took a nipple between my lips.

“Mr. Brewer, I always thought you looked at my ass more than anything else.”

It was true, but it was also easier to get away with. The pink tip stretched as I gripped gently with my teeth. Letting Hayley guide me with the movements of her hands, I took full liberties with each breast. I hadn't seen the likes of the two since my own teenage years.

Fully given in to what the babysitter had put in motion at my urging, I relaxed as Hayley pushed my head back and stood. I sat transfixed as she slowly turned and began kneeling between my legs. My socks tugged away with a jerk of her wrists.

Hayley worked her hands up, taking a sudden detour around the bulging desire under my khakis. Her hands merged again for my belt. The buckle flew undone. The leather sliding around me felt like the snake of temptation as she pulled it away.

She wasn't ready to rush on my account quite yet. Hayley, however, felt perfectly at ease running a hand down to begin pleasuring herself. Even with the occupation of one arm, she continued doing a fine job of stripping away my white business shirt.

I leaned over to pick the shirt off of the floor and drape it over Hayley's shoulders. It was oversized on her tiny frame, but she took a break from between her legs to run her arms through the sleeves.

With that interruption, Hayley rose and kicked her shoes off. She planted a foot on my knee, inviting me to remove the nylon knee-sock. Where the sweet girl next door I had always looked out for picked these tricks up, I still haven't figured out.

The second nylon slid off her leg and onto the hardwood floor. Hayley turned and lowered her ass against my eager package. She leaned her head back, rubbing her cheek against mine.

Her skin felt tight and tender against my ten PM stubble. Hayley caressed the other cheek with her fingers and asked, “But I wonder, what would your wife say if she saw us like this?”

The question rang through my head like the full-stop bell on a typewriter. Seconds that felt like hours passed as my conscience rose from the grave. And with my girls sleeping just down the hall? Hell, what would my friends and coworkers think of me hooking up with a girl less than half my age?

Hayley carried on with the ordered seduction, pulling her hands back to run fingers through my hair. The slow grind of her rear against my lap went on undaunted. She let out a slight giggle and moaned what felt like mockery.

My voice finally erupted. “Do you think this is some kind of joke?” My brain and mouth cooperated, but the rest of my body remained transfixed.

She moaned again, louder than before. She released the back of my head and shoved my hand between her legs. I felt the mound beneath her panties with my fingertips as she said, “I'm completely serious.”

I let the false anger subside as the warmth and silken texture under the cotton tore down my defenses. It was becoming painful to resist moving my fingers just a few inches further down. The voice in the back of my head reminding me of that bitch Rachel admitted defeat.

Hayley shifted her hips to the side, putting my index finger in contact with the edge of her panties. It felt like nature's own command as I tucked the fabric to the side and felt the clean-shaven glory. My dick threatened to bust through the zipper on the spot.

The mental image of Rachel returning home like a lost cat to see my hands taking liberties with the babysitter wouldn't leave. Neither would the grin from the thought. Hayley refused to let me stop when what she wanted was so close. “Make me come.”

I hadn't fingerbanged a teenager since, well, I was a teenager. A quick flashback to my freshman year of college, more by sound than by image, dominated my brain. Reacting on muscle memory, my fingers spread Hayley's folds.

Running my index finger down her womanhood, I felt the wetness seeping out of her entrance. I reached the burning passage, giving it a teasing prod before sliding the digit back up. Hayley was already panting, digging her cheek into my jaw.

My free hand wrapped around to play with a breast. The soft flesh on my palm and the starched fabric against the back of my hand turned me on far more than I would have thought. I felt her toes latch on to my slacks halfway up my shins.

Rachel's face retreated into a faraway corner of my head. I pinned Hayley's clit between my index and middle fingers through her lips. As I began to give the pearl a rhythmic massage, I felt her flush of heat against my face.

The cotton of Hayley's panties held my fingers in place as I worked her into a frenzy. Each breath became a gasp, slowly working up to a moan. The silky texture sent waves of desire through every fiber of my being.

Hayley's back arched as she slid down, almost out of reach. I leaned forward to keep her in my grasp. The tension in her nubile body threatened to snap at any moment.

As her panties became sopping wet, Hayley's shoulders went into tremors. I moved my free hand up to her throat. The firm grip forced her head back up as she let out, “Fuck I'm close!”

I worked her clit harder, drawing out every ounce of pleasure. Just the act of working the blonde kitten into an orgasm almost proved enough to blow my own top. Hayley tried to surge forward again. The hand on her neck and the tight hold on her pussy just drove her harder into what I was dishing out.

Her young body reached its limit. Hayley tried in vain to shake herself away as the climax tried to erupt. My fingers kept adding tension. Try as she did to break away, I wasn't allowing her to stop there.

Hayley's attempt at pulling my hand out of her panties was a cute, if futile effort. Her body seized after a brief struggle. I knew she had to be on the blurry line that separated pleasure and pain.

With her teeth clenched and a scream failing to escape, I gave her the sweet release. The little slut convulsed in my lap, writhing and mewling as I held her tight. I pulled her back into my lap.

As Hayley rode out the last of the shakes, I draped her tiny body over the arms of the sofa chair. The button holding up her skirt popped open with little effort. As it slid down her thighs, I saw the near transparency all the excess wetness gave her panties.

I grabbed the cotton triangle and pulled. Her panties went along with the skirt down the rest of her legs. As soon as they dropped off her tiny feet, Hayley regained her composure.

The devilish look on her face came back as Hayley said, “I can't return the favor if you've got me sitting like this.”

“We could always go somewhere else.” I wanted to have some place more open than the chair. I wanted nothing more than to throw her petite body around after driving myself deep inside her.

“What did you have in mind?” The options seemed endless, but I had to keep away from the girls' bedrooms. I anticipated a loud, eventful rest of the evening. That ruled out going upstairs.

“My office. It's clear across the house from where the girls are sleeping.” My desk was just the right height, and I did want to try fucking on that fainting couch since I bought it a few years back. Fucking the babysitter brainless in my home office, as she wore my shirt after a business meeting, seemed like the best way to cap off the day.

Hayley jumped up and pulled me out of the chair. Continuing the fun in the room she had to keep the girls out of sparked her interest just as much. I stooped down to gather her discarded clothing, bundling it in my arms as I followed her.

The soft patter of her feet on the hardwood guided me through the dark hallway. Hayley opened the door and disappeared inside. I let myself in behind her, twisting the lock to avoid any unwanted witnesses to let Mommy know about the tip the sitter had earned.

Hayley took a seat in my desk chair and spun around. I wasn't ready for how she was about to turn the evening. “I talked with Rachel a few months ago. She wanted me to move in to be your nanny after I start college.”

It was news to me. “And you think clearance from a wife who left me is the way to get my approval?”

Hayley smiled as she stopped the chair's turn by propping a bare foot on the desk. “There's more to it than that, Mr. Brewer.”

“How so?”

“Rachel wants another baby.”

My wife had never mentioned the idea. “And she told you this first?”

Hayley propped her other foot on the top of the desk, giving me a clear view of her pink wetness. She pulled the cord on the banker's lamp behind her. “She didn't want to tell you, but she can't have anymore children.”

I rubbed a few brain cells together and figured out where Hayley was going. “You've got to be kidding me.” Letting Rachel go and fulfilling her greatest wish with another woman felt like the perfect revenge.

“Do you remember that savings fund Rachel had you start piling up?” Hayley ran a hand between her legs, sliding a finger in her entrance.

I nodded and said, “What about it?” I wasn't sure if this was going to be news I wanted to hear or not.

“She's had it planned out ever since she found out she can't have another baby.”

I was shocked, but incredibly turned on by the idea. “You mean, she wanted to pay you to give us another child?”

Hayley dropped her legs and got up, easing her way around the desk and back to me. “College is expensive, Mr. Brewer.”

It didn't seem real to me. “What if I paid your way through college myself, and you agreed to live here with the girls and myself?”

The thought of what kind of protection I'd be using didn't even cross my mind until that point. I planted my hands on the edge of the desk, taking it all in. The urge to pick up the phone on my desk and call Rachel felt immense.

Hayley didn't want to play around anymore. “I'll do it, but are you fucking me or not?”

I turned and stared her in the eyes, noticing the sincerity. “Normal people might call this insane.”

She knew I wanted to. Hayley grabbed my cock, finding the slacks in her way an intolerable insult. “I could be your little slut, with or without your wife's approval.” I felt the zipper race down.

It was an unacknowledged fantasy come true, or a nightmare waiting to happen. It all depended on whether Hayley was being honest with me or not. The mental image of my wife imaging me between Hayley's legs stripped my defenses.

A soft hand gripped my dick through my pants and boxers. I stood transfixed, not budging as Hayley undid the button holding my slacks up. The nylon fabric slid down my legs.

Hayley jerked my boxers down, taking time to lift my feet and pull the socks away. I tossed the tank top off as I felt her tongue dance along my shaft. She stopped to look up and ask, “So do you want to reward me or punish me?”

I was never afraid to admit my love of being rough in bed. Hayley's lips closed around my tip before I pulled her back up. I was starting to think Rachel had told Hayley more than she was letting on about our personal lives.

Hayley rested her chin against my neck. She kissed my throat before saying, “Make me come harder than I did a few minutes ago.”

I intended to. In fact, I wanted to make her beg me to stop. Having a high-stress job does that to a man. “I don't know if you're sure you want that.”

Hayley grinned and turned for the fainting couch. She stopped before sitting down and turned her head to the side. “I can prove it to you, Mr. Brewer, but you have to start fucking me first.”

She bent herself over as I took the few steps closer. Without warning, I pushed her knees into the seat and propped my foot up on the cushion. I sank myself into her without the benefit of even a spit lube.

Hayley moaned, taking every inch of the sudden thrust. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the back of the sofa. Whether it was out of pleasure or pain, I didn't really care.

I let myself rest at the deepest spot possible. Before pulling back for another thrust I asked, “Are you sure you want this kind of fucking every night?”

Hayley reached under herself to grab me by the sack. She turned her head, barely letting her eye show through the hair tossed over her face. “Just fuck me already!”

I obliged, pulling myself all the way out of her, then driving deep again with another thrust. Hayley screamed as my head collided with her inner limit. I grabbed a handful of hair and jerked her head back.

My next thrust flowed into the next. Her walls clenched as I picked up speed. Within seconds, I had her whimpering at the end of my cock.

She finally let go of the lower end of my package. Hayley ripped her head forward, breaking the weak grip I had on her blonde hair. With the regular motion of a pendulum, she twisted her hips left and right.

I stood awestruck, feeling her slide along my shaft. Each shift sent waves of sensation through my entire body. Hayley moaned with a hard shift of her ass, planting me back at balls deep.

Hayley went still, inviting me to play my next card. I took hold of her waist with both hands,   lifting her knees off the cushions. The hard jostling sent my manhood crashing into every surface of her tunnel. Thus is the joy of a girl not even half your weight.

She grabbed on to the partial back of the couch, suspending her entire body. As her screaming picked up, I pushed my efforts even harder. A high note ripped from her mouth. I rammed her torso back and forth, feeling her tiny ass bump into my stomach with every pull.

Hayley craned her back as if she wanted to take control again. I refused, putting her down on the couch. She tried to get up, but I moved my foot from the cushion beside her, planting it firmly on her arm.

I took hold of her hair again as I reentered, forcing a harsh yelp out of her core. Hayley didn't try resisting, giving in to the harsh pleasure. Each thrust pushed her further and further until I knew her throat had to be raw.

Her refusal to fight back, against what had to be pain tinting the pleasure, only made me want more. As Hayley's passage began to quiver, I pulled on reserves I never knew I had. A few more hard pumps were all it took.

Hayley came with force I never would have expected. My foot couldn't keep her arm contained as the climax drove her body into hysteric fits on the end of my shaft. The pulsing waves of flesh caressed my dick as her excess juiced began to leak out.

The sudden silence told me I needed to take the chance to move her for the next position. I refused to let her get the upper hand. If this was to be a long-term arrangement, ground rules had to be put in place.

I picked her convulsing body up, cradling her like a priceless artifact. I walked her over to my desk, putting her ass on the edge. Hayley regained some semblance of awareness as I forced her shoulders up.

She looked up at me, a certain shakiness clouding her speech, as she said, “You're weak.”

For a girl with no education in psychology, she knew how to push my buttons. An eighteen-year-old girl mocking your ability is one thing, but it's an insult when she's in your lair. Especially when she had already been marked with my shirt and a hard pounding in my office.

My composure shattered on the floor as I jammed myself back in and grabbed her shoulders. I felt the maniacal grin come over my face as her eyes clenched shut. Had it been under any other circumstances, I would have backed off from fear of hurting the girl.

The alpha male within me unleashed itself on her tiny pussy. Hayley's mascara streaked down her face as I delivered a pounding that jolted her entire body. For brief flashes of an instant, I would catch her opening her eyes to watch my dick slam into her. It was a sign of rebellion in my mind.

I continued until I thought she could handle no more. Her screams echoed from the high ceiling. What she managed to pull off next puts me in awe, even to this day.

Hayley looked up at me, despite the hard reaming. She pulled the business shirt off and tossed it aside. I picked up my efforts again, but it didn't stop her from running her fingers down to her clit.

The tiny bean between her digits acted like a shot of nitrous oxide to an engine. Hayley began to shiver and rip the peace of the night with her voice. I started to wonder if the sounds were human or animal.

Even through the primal cries and roars, Hayley kept working herself harder. I smiled and granted her the reward of mercy. If I was to have such a worthy opponent in bed for the next several years, I had to show respect for a hand well-played.

With a fury that made her second climax feel like a preview, Hayley ripped her hand away from her clit. The intensity of her climax shook the very fiber of my being. I struggled to hold myself steady, wanting nothing more than to keep going so I could join her in the peak of orgasm.

Hayley's abused pussy held me in place. The hard lock of her walls against my cock kept me from pulling out any further than balls deep. She gasped for air as I stood, amazed at how much abuse her tiny body could handle.

I felt my shaft sliding back out after a few seconds. The remaining tightness made the draw pure bliss. Even with a wetness that had her slit almost crying, it still felt like a vise.

Able to breath normally again, Hayley put a hand on my chest as I pulled out and said, “Can I show you what I can do now?”

I picked crammed my way back inside her opening, then lifted Hayley up for the short walk to my desk chair. Each step jarred my tip against her cervix, coaxing a whimper out of my sitter with every bump. I felt like her pussy was the home I wanted to retire in for the rest of my days.

The chair's swivel creaked as I sat both of us down. The executive leather felt ice cold on my ass, but the full contact of Hayley's body could have warmed an ice mummy. I leaned all the way back as she tucked her feet under the arm rests.

Her steamy breath almost melted my ear as Hayley leaned into my ear and whispered, “I'm gonna make you come this time.”

I couldn't help whispering back, “That's a bold claim.”

Hayley threw her rump in the air and crashed back down. With my shaft rooted deeply inside, she swirled her waist to drive the point home. “You wanna fucking try me?” Whether it was a challenge or an invitation, I didn't care either way.

The motion of her hips rocked on, forcing the hairs on my legs to stand on end. I held on, already hearing her breathing pick up its pace. Hayley's breasts rubbed against my chest as she nibbled on my ear. I had no idea how much of a talented slut our innocent-looking babysitter really was.

As her panting turned to moaning, the feeling started to become incredible. Keeping myself under control and lasting more than a minute felt like a hopeless dream. Hayley let my earlobe from between her teeth long enough to ask, “Do you want another baby?”

The question shocked me out of the pure absorption I was immersed in. Is she even telling the truth about Rachel wanting another child? Her pussy slid along my shaft like a greased bowling ball down a slide. The question left my head almost as suddenly as it had arrived.

Hayley’s volume became a hazard for hearing loss as she picked up speed, drowning out the abuse she was dishing out to my business throne. It was everything a man could ask for in a good hump, made even better by the fact that I was having a previously unknown wish granted.

Hayley stopped and inhaled like she had just sprinted up Everest. Catching her breath, she panted out, “How loud can I get without waking up the girls?”

“They're across the house and on another floor. You'd wake the dead first.”

Hayley forced herself into me and tongued my neck. She worked her way up to my jaw before stopping to ask, “How much do you want to come in this pussy?”

I tried to answer as she began swirling her hips to an unknown rhythm again. My thoughts were fragmentary at best. All I could manage to force out was, “A lot.”

Hayley continued to moan, getting out “What do you mean by a lot?” A hard movement of her hips made her scream right in my ear.

“How do I make it more specific than that?”

I felt the lift of her ass as she took a ride all the way up my shaft and back down again. “You just fucking do it.”

If it was a dream, I would have punched myself for waking up at that moment. Hayley popped her hips side to side, smiling the entire time. Every cell in my body tingled with a desire to come.

Hayley stopped long enough to ask, “Do you want me to come on your dick one more time?”

I knew she had taken control. Hayley teased the answer out of me by waving her hips in lingering motions. “Please.”

Her hand drifted down my chest and stomach, finally resting on her clit. Hayley hugged my neck tight with her free hand, working herself into a frenzy. As her moaning turned to screaming, I felt the incredible surge of wetness flow between her flesh and my skin.

The full burst of her effort came out in fits of motion. Hayley worked my shaft as if she were trying to win a wrestling match with it. I pulled her even closer, burying my face in her hair.

Hayley wailed into my ear. Her excellent performance forced the ringing into the back of my mind. I hugged her around the waist, forcing myself just a fraction of an inch further inside, even though it felt like a mile.

I felt the smooth surface of her deepest reaches slide against my tip. Hayley rocked herself back, belting out a screech as she pounded her clit with fury. My hips took on a familiar hollow feeling.

The entirety of my existence seemed centered on my cock. Hayley's silky texture combined with her saturation, tossing my mind away. The first shudder of her orgasm jolted her entire body and mine with it.

Hayley pulled her hand away and gripped my shoulder with soaked fingers. The first pulse of my climax forced a deep grunt from my core. As I felt the hot come against my skin, Hayley locked tight.

The second and third bursts erupted inside her. My head tilted back as I tried to savor every fraction of a second. I felt Hayley's scream into my neck reverberate through my entire body.

Painting the inside of Hayley's pussy white with my final shots, I finally took a deep sigh. Every muscle in my body felt ready to fail. Hayley rode out the tail end of her climax, shivering in my lap and whimpering out her satisfaction.

I regained enough sense to realize I had just came inside the babysitter. The flash of guilt couldn't override the sense of pride that came over me. Hayley trembled against my body as the afterglow set in.

It would be another few minutes before either of us would bother trying to move again.


Hayley began walking for the front door as the dread started to creep up on me. “And you weren't lying about Rachel, right?”

She stopped and turned around. I walked over and stood, my chin level with the top of her head. Hayley grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits. The soft fabric of her blouse paled in comparison to what I had felt earlier.

“If you don't believe me, ask your wife.”

“I can't exactly go up to her and say 'I fucked Hayley last night. High-fives all around. I'm sure it wouldn't help in divorce court.'”

Hayley leaned into my chest. “Then you'll just have to trust me.”

I embraced her around the back as I secretly wanted to choke her. “That's not very comforting.”

“When's she coming back?”

“Never, as far as I know.”

Hayley pushed away from me and looked up at my face. “If you don't believe me now, why don't I stay and take care of the girls this summer?” The glint in her eyes should have warned me, but I had no idea such an innocent looking girl could conjure up what was in store for me. “I can take care of you as well.”


HYPNO STUD

It seemed ridiculous, but the dusty book claimed the mind control method worked. I was incredibly skeptical of anything like that. But I couldn't stop myself from trying for shits and giggles. This research project on pseudo-scientific theories was proving more entertaining than I might have thought.

I walked up to the library counter thinking Bridgette would be a good test case. She had always been a bitch about my late fees. It was a shame, because I always had the hots for the quiet, bookish type. “Only one today.”

She squinted behind those oversized glasses. “But you still owe over twenty bucks, Trent.”

“Well, shit.” I took a deep breath and recalled the technique. A hard glare right in the subjects eyes, lean forward, and whistle a C note. I recited in my head Do as I will it be, for it is service I call you to. I tried not to laugh at myself as I held the stare.

The tone drifted through the lobby. Bridgette's eye's shot open as she asked, “What is it you need?”

I almost fell over when I realized what was going on. I stammered for a moment and asked, “Will you waive the fines?”

“Do you command it?”

I glanced to see if the other two library assistants noticed anything out of the ordinary. Both had their faces deep in books. “Yeah. Waive the late fees if you can.”

Bridgette clacked on the keyboard, looked up, and said, “Done.”

“And I want you to check this book out for me.”

She took the mind control book that apparently wasn't full of shit. A quick scan and she handed it back to me. “Is there anything else you'd like me to do?”

Why the fuck not? I jotted down my address on a blank card and handed it to her. “Meet me here at seven.”

Bridgette smiled and said, “Yes sir.”


I waited, wondering if Bridgette was just playing along to make me look like an idiot. At seven on the dot, I heard a knock on the door. Now what the hell am I gonna do with her?

Checking through the peephole, I saw Bridgette still in the sweater and plaid skirt she was in earlier that afternoon. She looked straight ahead like a toy soldier, arms straight against her sides. Her posture creeped me out a bit.

I unlocked the deadbolt and eased the door open. Before she could open her mouth I ordered, “Come in.”

Bridgette smiled and walked past me, stopping in the middle of the room in the same stance. I walked around her and took a once-over. Her body seemed rigid as a board.

“You can relax now,” I said as I tried to figure out exactly what I had done to the poor girl.

“Is that an order?”

“Yes, for fuck's sake, relax on the couch over there!”

Bridgette complied, walking over to the old sofa I had pulled from the curb of a dormitory on campus. She plopped herself down and crossed her legs. Her eyes remained locked on me.

“Bridgette, what can I ask you to do?”

She tilted her head to the side a bit and said, “Anything you desire.”

Anything, huh? “Is there anything you won't do if I command it?”

Bridgette shook her head. “No sir.”

It was time to test whether she was pulling a gag too far. “I order you to take your sweater off.”

She took right to it, pulling the heavy yarn over her head and tossing it aside. I didn't expect her breasts to be so large and shapely, but Bridgette did keep them well-hidden. It certainly was a complete reversal of her character.

“Now, take that skirt off.”

“Yes Trent.” It slid down her thighs, revealing a garter belt under the conservative plaid that had covered her knees. My jaw dropped as I noticed exactly how cute she really was underneath her man-repellent outfit.

I struggled to think of what to order her to do next. Sex immediately sprang to mind, but I wanted to have some fun first. “Do ten jumping-jacks.”

Bridgette stood and flailed her limbs out with each jump. I marveled at the bounce of her tits inside her bra. I couldn't wait to get my hands on them.

She stopped after the tenth and stood at attention. “Now, dance around a little for me.”

“What kind of dance, Trent?”

A polka, the stankyleg, a fucking waltz? I don't know. “Something sexy like you see on TV.”

Bridgette took right to writhing herself about, moving in a rhythm that accentuated her curves. I felt my pants get tighter as I watched. She turned to show off her ass, and that was all it took.

I stepped over to take a seat next to where she had been sitting. I pulled my shoes off and kicked off my jeans for a final test. “Now I want a lap dance.”

She straddled my crotch and lowered herself down. I felt the mound underneath her panties rub against the silk of my boxers. Within seconds, I was on the receiving end of a slow, sensual dry hump.

Bridgette shoved her breasts in my face. I couldn't help giving them a quick motorboat. Her C cups buzzed against my face. Apparently part of the order included an unspoken, “And fucking enjoy it too.”

I felt her hands push my face even harder into her chest. Her hair fell over my head in soft strands. By the time Bridgette had worked me up to full hardness, I had to back off to get some air.

“Bridgette, how in the hell did you learn to do this?”

She looked confused. “I only date older men, and they teach you a thing or two.”

“Then show me what else you know.”

Bridgette slid down my body and into the floor. I felt her soft fingers enter my boxers, taking a light hold on my dick. She stroked at the pace of a glacier, grinning like a fox the entire time.

A draft hit my manhood as Bridgette pulled it out of the underwear. She leaned forward as I felt her warm breath meet my cock. The first delicate lick sent pinpricks up my spine.

Bridgette's lips closed around the head. Her thick plume of brunette covered my lap as the rest of my length disappeared into her mouth. I sent both hands down to applaud the efforts with a gentle push. The suggestion prodded Bridgette onward as she held me in a tight vacuum.

Her tongue joined the effort, taking swift little strokes at the head and incredibly sensitive underside. I groaned my approval as her fingers closed around my sack.

I still had enough sense to throw another order at Bridgette. “Start fingering yourself and come when I tell you to.”

The vibrations from her throat rattled my cock as she joined me in getting worked up. I was ready to start driving myself balls-deep into her pussy when her dam broke only seconds later. Bridgette kept sucking, even as her body shook my own with the sudden climax.

“Don't stop.” Bridgette's slim body felt electric as she pushed beyond the normal limits of what a woman would do to herself. Her voice rattled around my girth like the bead in a whistle.

As Bridgette's skin turned red, I decided on a bit of mercy. “Come for me.”

Indeed she did. Her body went flaccid, forcing me to bend over to hold her up. I pulled her into my lap and let her shake out what I had put her through. The fingers on her right hand were sopping wet.

I took a quick survey of her body as Bridgette regained her senses. I was ready to see how far I could take this whole hypnosis trick. “Get on all fours.”

Bridgette shivered as she crawled into position. She looked back at me as I took a quick swat at her ass. It left a mark like a red hand painted on porcelain. Bridgette flinched and asked, “Like this, Trent?”

I smiled and said, “Just like that.” Her ass presented itself like an inviting home. I propped myself up to my knees and pulled her panties aside.

The slim, tight folds of her pussy dripped with her excitement. I dipped a finger into her opening just to test the waters. Warm, and wet to the point of hearing it.

I slid my tip up and down her valley before I decided the panties had to go. I unhooked the garter, letting the black lace slide down her thighs. The stockings remained for now.

“I want you to come on my dick this time.”

Bridgette looked back through her glasses. Her inability to fulfill the order while I was still outside of her looked painful. With a whimper in her voice she begged, “Please fuck me sir.”

I granted her wish, sliding myself in without a hint of resistance from her tight walls. The utmost warmth swallowed me as I sank further inside. Bridgette kept looking back, an expression of pure satisfaction covering her face.

The wetness in her pussy leaked out around my shaft as I hit the furthest point. Bridgette pushed herself into me, trying to pull me even deeper inside. I pulled back and sank back in, giving her the benefit of a moan straight from the scrambled channels.

Bridgette rocked herself back and forth. I allowed her to take her pleasures, sliding my entire length in and out of herself. As her breathing picked up, a sadistic streak came over me.

I pulled out and ordered Bridgette, “Follow me.” The want in her eyes was almost heartbreaking, but I knew I had to see how far I could take this. I made my way to room in the back of the house where I stored quite a bit of junk.

Rummaging through a box as Bridgette stood helpless, I pulled out a few lengths of nylon rope. I walked past her and said, “Follow me in here.” My bedroom seemed like the best place to push the boundaries of what my least favorite bookworm could handle.

Once inside, I guided Bridgette to my bed and sat her down on the mattress. “Hands behind your back.” She complied like a soldier on drill. I lashed the rope around each wrist and pulled the knot tight.

Pushing her back, I spread Bridgette's legs and gave her a merciful game of in-and-out. I smiled and back away again, seeing the disappointment and slight pain in her face. “Please fuck me, sir.”

I forced Bridgette onto her stomach and wrapped the cord around the fabric of her stockings. I pulled the knot even tighter. Standing up I asked, “How badly do you need it right now?”

“More than anything.”

“Do you deserve it?”

“That's up to you, sir.”

I sat down beside her face, pulling her head into my lap. Bridgette went back to taking her tongue to my cock. I rewarded my new pet with a middle finger in her pussy. “That's all you get for now, but I want you to fuck me all night.”

The new order couldn't have been obeyed in her current position. Harsh discomfort came over Bridgette as her glasses fell to the floor. She tried her damnedest to wiggle into position on my lap.

“You having a hard time?”

“I can't do it, Trent.”

I grinned to myself as I ran a hand underneath her bra. “And why not?”

“You're not letting me.”

I pushed her out of my lap and stood up. Bridgette looked almost heartbroken. I attached one more length of rope to the bedpost, giving her five foot lead to wiggle around on. “You'll stay here for a while. I'll wear you out when I get back.”

Bridgette whined and sent tears coursing down her cheeks. “Have I been bad?”

No, but I need to get my camera back from Doug, now. “Very.” I slammed the door behind me.

I returned to find Bridgette waiting impatiently for my return. She had squirmed her way to the foot of the bed, pouting at my absence. I smiled and turned the camera on.

Bridgette fidgeted and begged as I snapped photo after photo. If the hypnosis was only temporary, I'd be glad to look at the photos any time she yelled about my late fees in the future. Either way, I had my proof that the technique worked.

Without skipping a beat, I picked up where I had left off an hour ago. "Bridgette, get back on the bed." The camera's shutter snapped constantly as she struggled to worm her way back onto the mattress.

She finally made it up as I swapped out the memory card. Her face begged for the fulfillment of her earlier order to fuck my brains out. I got closer and took a few close-ups.

Bridgette finally broke her silence, begging, "Please."

"I order you to stay like that all night."

She looked like I had just shattered her greatest dreams. "But I can't follow your other order like this."

The camera kept popping off. "Well, you'll have to figure out how to do both."

I could tell it was becoming too much for her to handle without some sort of emotional breakdown. If it's possible to blue-screen a human being, I'm sure I had her on the verge of it. "But..." Her voice trailed off, knowing the futility of the complaint.

My mind tried to come up with new games to play with my sudden pet. Physical cruelty didn't appeal to me, but the mental side of it was driving me into high gear down below. "Do you want me to be nice to you?"

"It's your decision."

I unzipped my jeans again, seeing the hope rise in Bridgette's face. "Getting excited?"


She nodded her head. "Yes sir."

"That's quite a look you've got on your face. I take requests."

"But that's your job."

"Fine," I said as I kicked my shoes back off and dropped trow, "I command you to tell me what you want me to do to you."

Bridgette bit her lower lip. "Fuck me," she pleaded, "hard."

I pulled the rigid member out of my boxers and let it bob up and down. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Bridgette begged, “please!”

I stepped over and flipped Bridgette on her side, letting her bare ass face me. Her pussy was swollen and sopping wet. I slid the tip between the plush lips and toyed with her opening. “Are you positive?”

Bridgette broke into a sobbing fit as I felt the heat from her folds almost double. I pulled my dick away and pulled her legs up to untie the rope binding them. I had to see her face when she finally had her greatest desire granted.

I slung the extra rope into the floor and rolled Bridgette onto her back. The hands tied behind her propped her chest up enough to give her breasts a little more prominence than usual. I pulled off my shirt and slid on top of her.

As my boxers slid down, I caught Bridgette opening her eyes. The mascara had already streaked down both cheeks and onto the comforter. Her pussy felt burning hot, even as my shaft stayed inches away.

She looked up at my face with her big, brown eyes and begged, “Please, Trent. Make me come.”

I pulled a hand down and gave her clit a quick once-over. Bridgette jumped, almost trembling with a quick climax. I jerked it back, not willing to let her come without me being inside her.

The warm embrace of her entrance flowed around my cock as I pressed in. Bridgette's expression turned to pure ecstasy as I granted her wish, her gasp almost stealing the air from the room. I let myself settle deep inside, feeling her try in vain to pull her bound hands around to wrap around me. She pulled it off with her legs, keeping me locked inside.

I refused to move even a fraction of an inch, taking in the whole experience. Her hair ran through my hand as I asked, “Is it everything you wanted?”

“I want to-” I pumped out and back in, hard, “-come, Trent.”

The silky texture of her flesh slid against the skin of my dick, multiplying Bridgette's volume with each stroke. “If I let you come, you have to do something extra-special for me.”

I jammed myself deep. “Gah, fuck!” Bridgette's cheeks blushed a deep crimson. “Anything. Just keep fucking me.”

“What if you don't like it?”

Another forceful stab. “Tell me! Fuck me!”

I wasn't ready to spill the beans just yet, but I wasn't ready to be a completely evil bastard quite yet. I locked my elbows around her arms and propped myself up. Bridgette's voice rang through the bedroom with each explosive jolt.

With the warning of a lightning strike, Bridgette's orgasm burst through in steel lock of her body. I pulled out and felt the violent tremors underneath me. I had just enough time to dash over for the camera, snapping the tail end of the climax, her back and feet arching her ass a foot above the mattress.

Bridgette collapses in on herself, gasping for air as I stared on. For the first time since her binding, both mentally and physically, I knew she would be under my control until I specifically said she could be free. “That's a good girl.”

She couldn't respond, still trying to catch enough oxygen for basic functions. I put the camera down and curled up behind her petite body. Goosebumps rose on her arms as I stroked her cheek, letting Bridgette know that her master was pleased.

Bridgette tried to roll over to face me. I gave her a hand, pulling her onto her back. She looked at me and asked, “Am I being good now?”

I stuck my index finger in her mouth, letting her suck it off as I spoke. “Very good, but now you've got to do something else. Something that proves how much you want to please me.”

She smiled around my finger. I slipped the middle in as well. Bridgette took right to both, giving it an effort that would please any man.

“But you might not like it.” Her smile deepened around both digits. “I want to come inside you.”

The idea drove her to further feats of oral talent. I had to wonder how long I could last before losing myself once I started fucking Bridgette again. Whether it was a few seconds or an hour, I knew I wanted to push the boundaries of sanity with her.

I pulled my fingers away. Bridgette finally responded, “Would you do that for me?”

A response eluded me. A load dropped in her pussy was my idea of a college girl's nightmare. The very mention of it drove my pet wild.

Bridgette wrapped a leg around my, trying to draw me back in. “You're so kind to me.”

I reached around to loosen her wrists. The indentation of the rope on her skin held the fibers in place until I gave them a slight tug with my fingers. Bridgette slid her hands out of the coils.

Before I could react, she was already on top of me, viciously grinding herself in an attempt to put me back inside. Bridgette found the magic spot, impaling herself on my rod with a deep moan of bliss. My earlier order turning her into a sex-fiend for the night took it's full effect.

Bridgette twisted and popped her hips, knocking my cock against every surface inside her pussy. Every movement exaggerated itself, forcing my eyes to roll back. Even the wetness inside her muff couldn't contain itself, leaking down my inner thighs and onto the bed.

Her hands grabbed onto my chest hair, giving her extra leverage. I tried to cry out in pain, but the pleasure was just too great to be overwhelmed. By the time the sheets below were saturated with Bridgette's personal supply of wetness, she was near another climax.

She dove into full hysteria, letting one had drift down to her pearl. The other hand shifted to the comforter just above my shoulder as I ordered, “Keep going, don't come yet.”

Bridgette complied, clenching her walls around me. The pressure started to make each swish of her hips provide more and more friction. When I felt myself trapped within her depths, I whispered, “You can come now.”

And come she did. Bridgette collapsed into my shoulder as she released her bean from the relentless assault. She cried out, ringing my ear with a high note almost beyond the human range of hearing. Her pink softness pulsed with each racing heartbeat.

I let her ride the mentally induced orgasm out. The feeling of her walls caressing my shaft surpassed her admirable job of shaking those hips. By the time she was finished, I felt the precum announce my own approaching climax.

Bridgette shivered in my arms. I held her tight and whispered, “That's a good girl. You earned your reward.”

She barely had the sense to say, “Thank you, sir.”

The final aftershocks wore off. I rolled Bridgette off of me and pulled her face-down to the edge of the bed. I stood and admired the black void my cock had left in her.

I admired her flexibility as I stretched her legs apart, wedging my hips between her thighs and pulling her ass up. My cock slid against her opening as I teased just a bit more. Bridgette held herself steady with her arms, preparing herself for her ultimate duty for the night.

She screamed when I poked my way back in, filling her tunnel deeper than before thanks to the position. I grabbed hold of her ass, pulling her into me as hard as possible. At that point, it was easy to bend my knees or wave my hips to get a marvelous reaction out of her.

Bridgette whimpered with each jostling motion I gave to her tiny ass. She gripped the comforter, pulling a large part of it with her as she contracted her arms. I tried to keep myself under control, despite feeling a surge in my scrotum.

I careened toward blowing my load when a thought occurred to me: Reward her. Encourage this. My cock whipped out of her wet pussy and I flipped her over in one motion. Before she could react, I had my face shoved inside Bridgette's womanhood.

Like moist cake, I couldn't get enough of her taste. Her fingers curled in my hair with each run from opening to clit. I felt her legs tense as I yelled a muffled command. “Come dammit!”

I felt the roots of a few hair follicles pull out of my scalp. Bridgette's body lost all motor control as I kept going, letting two fingers join my tongue in the pleasure. I felt her G-spot pulsate as the torture of her pulling became too much to handle.

I broke free and sat up. Bridgette had wrapped her arms around her chest, just under her tits enough to push her cleavage together. As I tried to reenter, her climaxing pussy attempted to reject me.

Forcing my way in, I struggled to break through to the deepest point. Bridgette unleashed a heart-stopping scream. My fingers played with her man in the pink canoe before she could shiver herself out.

The world felt like a dream as my own orgasm rushed onto the stage. I released her clit and clasped my hands around her waist. Pumping with the ferocity of a pissed honey badger, I let out my own chorus of moans.

Bridgette regained the ability to form words, screaming, “Yes! Yes! Fucking come inside me sir! Yes!” Her arms and legs wrapped tight around me, still jittery from the afterglow.

Each burst left my sack feeling hollow. I tried to savor the moment. Each spurt drained my vitality even further, crashing me into Bridgette as my endurance gave out.

I tried to force more of myself out. I barely managed one more explosion, petering out as I felt the gift surround my shrinking pole. Bridgette caressed my shoulders and nuzzled my cheek, slipping me into a near-vegetative state.


I awoke nude the next morning, somehow curled up under the covers with Bridgette. I felt that her panties had returned and the stockings were gone. I stirred to get up and slip to the bathroom without her noticing.

Before I could even get my body off of hers, she woke and reached for the glasses on my nightstand. The fear of her no longer being under my control and accusing me of slipping her a roofie sent liquid nitrogen down my spine. She donned the glasses and asked, “Do you want anything, Trent?”

The oversized specs made her cute without the spinster outfit. “Not right now.”

“I see.” Bridgette grabbed my wrist as I tried to get up. “Thank you for being so kind last night, sir.”

I stood and let her keep hold of me. “Don't you have class this morning?” It was already a quarter 'til eight.

Bridgette let go and propped herself on her elbows. Her tits were still amazing. “An eight-thirty lecture. Why?”

I sighed and rubbed my eyes, noticing the smell of her womanhood lingering on my fingers. “Shouldn't you be going to that?”

She smiled and cocked her head. “If you want me to.”

“Yeah, go to your classes, ace your tests, and show up like normal at the library. You've still got a life of your own.” The little incantation worked far better than I would have expected, even after having my mind blown already.

“Should I come back after I'm done?”

I could feel a chub coming on already. “Tonight at nine. Until then, live your life like you normally would.”

Even if life did have to go on as normal during the day, the hated library assistant was my pet after dark.


HYPNO STUD 5:

FANTASY OF A STRANGER

Veronica's hospitality went far beyond anything I could have imagined. Her body was just as open to me as the vacation home, and I took full advantage throughout the first week. Skiing was about the last thing on my mind, even if the powder was deep and fresh.

I woke up on Monday morning knowing the trip was half over. Veronica's had curled up next to me, barely moving from the position she'd fallen asleep in. The best part about the mornings was the healing of the chafing I'd been skirting around for the entire stay.

Her eyes opened as I started to get up. “Trent, let's try something different this morning.” My heart sank. The usual was having Veronica's long legs wrapped around my back.

“Like what?”

She leaned up, letting the covers fall below her naked breasts. “There's a fantasy I always wanted to try, but I never had the guts to ask someone.”

I was intrigued. “Shoot.”

Veronica blushed harder than a ripe tomato. “I don't know if I should. You'd probably think less of me.”

You're a famous swimsuit model who lets me fuck her like an animal. If you murdered my family, I'd still bow at your feet and worship. I forced a smile and said, “We'll never know until you ask.” I sat on the edge of the bed and turned my back. I knew she'd never tell me while I was looking her in the face.

“It's not slapping puppies or anything.” She paused for a moment and took a deep breath. “Have you ever had a fantasy you can't tell anyone about?”

I'm living that kind of dream now. “Sure.”

“Is it weird that I want to be taken against my will?”

“Would you judge me if I told you that sounds fun?”

Veronica put a hand on my back and let it slide down. “Not at all.”

But how in the hell would we do that, and keep it at just role play? “Should we get started then?”

“It's a little hard to imagine that's what's happening if we just woke up together.”

Inspiration struck as I turned around. I whistled and looked Veronica in the eyes. Do as I will it be, for it is service I call you to. “Go take a shower. Forget who I am until I tell you to remember me.” The hypnosis ritual might not have been necessary, but I wasn't taking any chances.

The luster disappeared from her eyes. “A stranger, waiting for me to get out of the shower to have his way with me?” She grinned and cocked her head. “I like it.” The shine in her irises gradually came back.

Whether that would be true or not, I had to find out for myself.


I got dressed and let her start the shower. The door to the master bathroom opened into the bedroom within feet of the bed, so I knew where to hide. With the sound of the glass door latching shut, I knew time was limited.

My car had barely moved since I started staying there. I had some nylon rope in the trunk. When I got back to the bedroom with all fifty feet, I cut it into ten foot sections and hung them off of my belt loop. I decided not to put on my ski mask.

My dick got harder with each second I spent listening for the water to turn off. The pipes went silent after a couple of minutes. Supposedly, Veronica forgot I even existed at that very moment.

I went ahead and pulled my zipper down. The muffled sound of Veronica drying herself off gradually moved closer. The door creaked open.

Veronica came out from behind it, a white towel wrapped around her torso. She didn't get a chance to see me as she walked just beyond the door. It was a trap of her own making, and she had strolled right into it.

I stepped just behind her, giving her a split second to jump at the sound. Before she could turn around, I sealed off her mouth with the palm of my hand and took one of her arms behind her back. Her body was still warm and wet, steaming wherever her skin was exposed.

Veronica struggled to break free. I forced her face down into the bed. Her legs kicked and she screamed as I broke a hand away to grab a section of rope.

I sat myself across the small of her back. She struggled to get her wrists out of my grip. The volume of her shrieking meant the isolation of the cabin probably kept me out of jail that morning.

The balls of her feet crashed against my back as I secured a hitch around the first wrist. I quickly wrapped the cord around both and secured the lashing. A quick test of the knot made me glad to be a former Boy Scout.

Veronica stopped screaming and kicking. I could feel her body shaking underneath me. “Please, just don't hurt me,” she pleaded.

I didn't respond, getting up and taking her ankles in hand. I bound them in the same way as her wrists. I looped another strip of rope between the two bindings, pulling it tight to force her arms and legs back.

Veronica rolled onto her side and got her second look at me as a total stranger. “What are you gonna do to me?” The fear in her eyes was as obvious as my raging eagerness.

“Exactly what you want me to do,” I said, pushing her head up by the cheek.

The first tear ran down her face, running into my fingers. “I don't know what you mean.”

She did as soon as I pulled the towel skirt loose. Veronica buried her face in the comforter. I grabbed hold of her tits and bent down. She sobbed uncontrollably as I took a nipple into my mouth.

It only took a few seconds for it to swell up against my tongue. My hand snaked its way down her stomach. I felt her thighs clench shut.

I made Veronica learn first-hand the lesson of being careful about what you wish for. I sat up and rolled her onto her back. Taking her jaw in hand, I forced her to look up at me as I said, “You're gonna fucking watch.”

Veronica opened her eyes, letting a fresh batch of tears streak down. The look on her face betrayed her struggle between fear and arousal. My fingers were just above her pussy and wriggling closer. “Please, don't.”

I grabbed two of the pillows and forced them under the back of her head. “Spread 'em!” Veronica tightened her legs further. I took a generous pinch on her inner thigh, using the ticklishness I'd discovered days before against her. She jerked, trying to resist. I squeezed and released in quick succession while shouting, “Now!”

The will to fight back left her as she opened her legs. I felt her clit, already swelling from her darkest fantasy coming true. Her pussy was soaked, saturating the skin of her inner thighs faster than I had ever seen her pull off.

I pushed two fingers inside, going straight for her g-spot. Veronica gasped, writhing inside the bindings. The wetness inside her was already sloshing around, bringing a look of sheer defeat to her beautiful face.

Veronica moaned, trying her best not to look like she was enjoying it. As soon as a smile graced her lips, I knew it was time to take a darker turn. “I've been watching you all week. Did you know that?”

My fingers slipped out as she asked, “You mean, you've been stalking me just to do this?”

“Not exactly.” I stood up and pulled her legs to the edge of the bed. The peach between her thighs just peeked out between her uppermost reaches of her thighs.

Veronica's worry came back. “So you know who I am.”

“No.”

I didn't have time or concern enough to keep looking at her face. I pulled my pants and boxers off in seconds. My cock lifted, almost like it had its own pulse.

Veronica gave escape one more try. She twisted and squirmed, trying to slip out of the knots in vain. I propped my shaft against the opening I had been enjoying so thoroughly.

“If you do this, they'll come looking for you.” The desperation in her voice was palpable. But it wasn't enough to convince me that this wasn't how she saw her fantasy playing out.

I pressed inside, gliding straight through her passage. Veronica buried her face again as I pulled my shirt off. I tossed it over her head. “Like they wouldn't if I stopped now.”

Her moans picked up their tempo with my speed. Once her voice edged on screaming, I pulled the shirt off of her face. Veronica quickly turned her smile into a frown.

“You were enjoying that. Just admit it.”

A blush of shame consumed her. “If a strange man forces himself on me, don't I have a right to try and make the best of it?”

“Or you might just be a slut.” I plunged hard, forcing a shout out of her.

Her eyes went dark. “It's better than sneaking in on women and having your way with them against their will.”

Is she trying to make it worse? Or is that just what she wants? “Bad choice of words.” I forced a look of rage and hammered away at her pussy, the crack of our hips meeting echoing through the open ceiling.

Veronica curled her torso and whimpered. I felt her walls tighten against me. Before she could come, I pulled out.

She almost looked furious. “What? Is it too much for you?”

I bent down and pulled the pocketknife out of my pants. Veronica's eyebrows went up when I held it in front of her. Luckily for her, all I did was cut the rope around her ankles.

Veronica stretched her legs and sat on the edge of the mattress. It was time to find out if she was willing to prove her enjoyment. I lied down on the bed and ordered her, “On top. Now.” I knew her moves in that position well enough to tell.

She followed the command dutifully. Veronica straddled my hips and avoided looking me in the face. She went for a dry hump, sliding the lips of her pussy along my shaft.

Patience wasn't my greatest quality. I shifted myself down as she began sliding back, letting the movement of her body push me inside. Veronica whimpered and flung her head back.

I grabbed on to her breasts, wondering how rough I could be with the pair before the insurance policy on them took effect. Her nipples were hard as stone. Veronica gyrated her hips, giving me the slow ride to happiness I had come to expect every morning.

She finally looked down at me and bent closer. “You know, you could have just asked.” I squeezed her mounds and pulled her even further into my face.

“You didn't look like you wanted it that way, trotting around a cabin by yourself like that.”

She smiled and nuzzled my cheek. “If you untie my hands, I promise I won't run away.”

I pulled her into me and grabbed her wrists. “Do you think I'm that fucking stupid?” The coils of rope gave me a good handle. I pulled her back by the arms and hammered away from below.

Veronica wailed with each burst of thrusts. The silky texture and warmth racing against the skin of my cock outdid her body's responses from before. There was no doubt she was having the time of her life, but couldn't admit to it.

I never let up. As I felt my borderline case of chafing flare up with the furious reaming, Veronica locked her muscles. Any sense of mercy left me as I kept on, not even stopping as she leaned her head painfully into my shoulder.

My endurance finally gave out nearly a minute later. My lungs struggled for breath only slightly less than Veronica's. Her body rumbled with the hard fit of climax.

I pushed her off of me. She fell, seized like a rusted bolt into the mattress. I bent over the edge of the bed and grabbed the three bits of rope still attached to my pants in the floor.

Veronica slowly became aware of the outside world again as I tied a rope around her ankle. I moved to lash it around the foot board as she gave a weak attempt at resistance. I put a hand around her foot, pinning against the bed as I finished the knot with one hand.

She gave in as I secured her other foot. “So, Mr. Stranger, what now?”

I knew better than to untie her hands without making sure she couldn't reach her ankles first. I made a slipknot and put it around her neck. Beads of sweat cropped up on her forehead as I tied it to the posts of the head board. I made sure to leave plenty of slack. Keeping her still was all I had in mind.

Veronica shivered in renewed fear. I straddled her with my legs and reached under her back. The wrist lashing had pulled tight against her struggle. It took a minute, but I had fun seeing the shame and arousal mix together for a look worth remembering.

I freed her arms and pulled one of them up. Her skin had conformed to the braid of the rope in a red and pink pattern. “I've got something special I want to do to you.”

The lust instantly left her face. I knew she was thinking the worst. She jerked up, tightening the loop around her neck.

I pushed her shoulders back and pulled the knot a bit looser. “Easy,” I said, “you'll live.”

Veronica let her arm go limp as I pulled it toward the corner of the mattress. I made several loops on her upper arm, just above the elbow. My time with Bridgette and her love of being tied up left me enough experience to avoid marks that lasted more than a few hours.

I secured both arms, pulling the slipknot from her neck to secure the last limb. Her body was outstretched and wide open to any sort of pleasure, or punishment, I cared to dish out. I leaned into Veronica's ear and whispered, “I know about the toy in your suitcase.”

“So that's how close you've been watching me.” She grinned and carried on. “I'm sure you had fun hiding in the bushes.”

I got up and left the room without saying a word. The duct tape the cabin's owners kept in the utility drawer was all I needed. When I came back through the door, I kept the roll behind my back and opened her bag in the corner of the room.

The blue “massager” had already gone through a set of D-cells since we met. The previous night required a change, and I knew her toy was ready for a long round. I buzzed it to life, feeling my entire arm go numb with the vibrations.

I walked back to the bed, presenting the necessary tools to her view. Veronica's eyes shot wide open. She knew her first orgasm was enough to drive her to the brink of consciousness, and this took climaxing to another level.

Tossing the wand next to her, I smiled and asked, “How long do you think you can last?”

Veronica started to answer as I pulled several inches of tape out. “You're insane! I can't last more than a minu-” I pressed the start of the roll against her mouth and cut her off.

I let the tape rest against her face as I grabbed my knife from the other side of the bed. I cut the roll off and pressed the tag against her cheek. Veronica tried to complain through the duct tape, coming up with gibberish I couldn't translate.

The toy whirred to life again in my hands. I tagged her clit with it a few times, letting her think I wasn't that creative. When I grabbed the tape again, I made sure to look her in the eyes as I pulled more out.

Another tear leaked out. I cut the toy off and sliced away a few feet of silver ribbon. The ball of the wand rested firmly against her pearl as I secured it firmly onto her most sensitive spot. A few more bands for reinforcement made sure it wouldn't move further than one of the nonexistent hairs on her muff.

I set it to full speed as Veronica tried to scream. Her pupils shrunk, revealing all the hazel of her eyes as I bent over her face. “I'll be back to check up on you after while.”

Her head shook violently. I stroked her cheek down to the jaw and got up. By the time I had reached the door, Veronica's back had already arched off of the mattress.


I let my dick cool off for a while. A few more minutes in that room would have finished me, whether I was inside Veronica or not. I could hear the agony and overwhelming ecstasy through the doorway.

After a couple of minutes, the only sound I could make out was the buzz of her wand. I peeked back in to see Veronica trying to curl herself into a ball, never getting beyond a few centimeters closer to the shape from the restraints. I knew it was time to end the treatment.

Veronica's body shivered with tension as I started untying her from the left side. The toy kept overdosing her with the forced orgasm, still held tight by the duct tape. I could hear a faint attempt at a whimper that pulsed every few seconds.

Her body still attempt to curl. As I undid her second arm, the loops broke free as her body contracted. I got the last restraint off. Her body crumpled in on itself, exposing her pussy as she quivered on her side.

My cock was already chomping at the bit for another go. I neglected to pull the massager away as I readied myself for the second round. Veronica pulled even further into herself with each passing second.

Had she been able to, I'm positive she would have tried pulling off the improvised torture device. But when you can't react to a damn thing, it's impossible to have any control over your body, unbearable stimulation or not.

I went ahead and poked myself back in. The vibrations through her flesh felt like a stun gun to the primed and sensitive skin of my shaft. I twisted the butt of the toy's handle and ripped the tape away, giving her a discount Brazilian that had no hair to pull.

Veronica's body shook like the San Andreas. I pulled out and let her roll onto her back. Her legs bent, presenting the tight fold of her pussy as a shaking target I couldn't quite get a bead on. I pressed my body into the back of her thighs, forcing my way through the waves of tightness fighting back against my intrusion.

Finally feeling the gentle landing of my tip against her back wall, I gave Veronica the mercy of a short break. Her body matched the intensity of the blue device that had caused all this madness. I tried to hold onto myself, knowing it would be a waste if I finished without Veronica regaining her senses.

I enjoyed the contractions deep inside her body as I waited. When her eyes finally cracked open I asked, “How fun was that?”

Her voice was shaky. “I never came so hard in my life, you bastard.” The hint of a smile on Veronica's face betrayed her appreciation.

I made a gentle thrust and stayed deep. “Good, then you'll always,” I stopped as she wrapped her arms and legs around my body, “remember me.”

The flash of recognition struck her face and quickly melted into confusion. “Up until now, I didn't know it was you, Trent.”

“Crazy. I was here the whole time.” I started to fuck her abused pussy, taking it slow and gentle with her for the first time since we had met.

Veronica smiled. “That was amazing. I was afraid, but I'd never been more turned on in my life.” I took a quick, hard thrust to mix things up. She gasped and continued, “And that fucking orgasm.”

“Care to have another round of that?” I picked up the pace, giving her bounce underneath me.

Her breathing picked up with her voice. “It was too much. I'm up for later. Just finish.”

It worked for me. I knew the first severe chafing would mean a few days of missing out. With only a week left, I wasn't willing to let my own personal model go to any amount of waste. The whole scene had me at the point of precoming to begin with.

I slowed my thrusting, giving the extra effort into force. Veronica already knew which buttons to push. She rested the soles of her feet against the back of my calves, pulled me into her breasts, and slowly wiggled her hips.

“I'm close,” I gasped, trying to soak in the entire feeling of my shaft.

Veronica buried her face in my neck and whispered, “Come inside me baby.” The way she said it had a magical quality, almost like a spell for ordering a male orgasm on command. Or like my own powers.

The pipes opened in my sack. The rush of feeling peaked as my cock hardened to it's limit. The skin on my swollen head struck her deepest reach.

Without being able to move, I tossed my first load out. My entire body gave out with the second. I couldn't help groaning, feeling Veronica's hands trace down my back in encouragement and appreciation.

She pulled me closer by my ass. “All of it.” My eyes slammed shut with the third and fourth. “Does it feel nice, coming in my pussy? I know you wanted to as soon as we met.” Even before then. The woman had a way of stating the truth.

My sack gradually emptied. My entire body felt hollow as I let out the last. Veronica knew she had total control of me, at least when it came to my climax.

The goddess of the male orgasm held me tight as I caught my breath and my bearings. She put her lips on my ear and whispered, “That was incredible.”

I panted and didn't attempt getting up. I barely choked out, “I knew you were enjoying it.”

Veronica moaned in agreement. “But why didn't I know it was you?”

Could I ever tell her? “I thought you were just a good actress. I wouldn't have been so rough if I thought you didn't know.” A lie balder than her muffin.

I leaned up and watched the sincerity in her face as she said, “No, I'm not joking, Trent. I really thought you were some random stranger.”

“Did it scare you?”

“The couple of times I thought you might kill me in the end, yeah.”

I rolled the two of us over on our sides, finally breaking my flaccid dick free. I caressed Veronica's face for a bit of insincere coddling. “The poor thing. Afraid some man had broken in, but incredibly turned on once he put his cock in her.”

“I told you it was my fantasy. I've just got a thing for being taken.”

I cast a shit-eating grin. “And ravaged like a piece of meat. Don't forget that.”

Veronica broke the mood with a sudden realization. “And we'll need to change the sheets.”

I sat up to investigate. Sure enough, the copious amounts of pearly white leaking from her pussy had made its way onto the comforter. I'd made two laundromat runs for the bed in the past week already. It was a common problem with us.

A quick slap at her ass made Veronica jerk. I never could help joking around after sex. “So, what's up for this afternoon? Skiing with a friend, or more rough sex with a stranger?”


HYPNOSIS RESOURCES DEPARTMENT

Kristina ruled her department with an iron fist complete with spiked knuckles. She had never let her beauty or youth get in the way of making every employee deathly afraid. With just the flick of her wrist, the record of any office drone in the HR department became a termination file. And given her department, it applied to every other facet of the company as well.

This punishment was due for Ben Chandler. Kristina saw his rise through the ranks as a threat. Exactly how he convinced the other people in the department, even his superiors, to do his bidding was a mystery. She couldn't let him snag the newly created position directly beneath her. Letting it happen might make her a stepping stone on his way up.

Kristina's eyebrows dropped when she heard the knock on the door to her luxurious office. “Who is it, and what do you want?” Kristina didn't believe others had needs, only wants.

The voice from behind the wood slab answered with confidence that drove Kristina mad. “It's Ben Chandler. You called for me.”

“Come in. This has to be quick.”

Ben stepped inside and walked past the couch beside door, holding his blonde head high. “I hope you're keeping my application for Assistant HR Director in mind.”

Kristina smirked as Ben took his seat. “Oh, I've seen your qualifications and track record. Very impressive.”

The young suit, still fresh out of business school, leaned forward. “I know the candidate pool is slimming down.”

Arrogant little prick. “We're down to just three applicants.” Kristina crossed her legs and dangled a shoe. It was time for the kill.

Ben's eyes lit up. “I know you'll come to the right choice.” He laid his posture back, propping an ankle onto his knee. “So what are we discussing?”

Kristina's smile turned sincere. “You're being terminated.”

The ghostly white in Ben's face said enough on his behalf. Kristina gave him his moment of silence for his short stint as HR Counselor II, employee #15928 of Benefield Metals.

“You also need to vacate the premises within the hour.”

Ben's face went dark. “I'd like to appeal that decision and ask why.”

You're damn good at your job. Too good. I don't take kindly to threats beneath me. “How, Mr. Chandler? The final decision is mine.”

“I'm entitled to an appeal. It's in the handbook.”

Kristina couldn't hold back her amusement. “I wrote that fucking handbook!” She let out an evil little laugh. “Carry on, but you're wasting my time and your own.”

Ben leaned forward, relaxing his shoulders in a way that threw Kristina for a loop. “Can you look me in the eyes and tell me that with a straight face?”

What's the harm? You're still shitcanned. “Alright.” Kristina focused on Ben's pupils.

“Listen to me,” Kristina felt a vague pressure behind her forehead, “and don't look away.”

Kristina's eyelids felt like they were tied to the ceiling. What's this moron doing?

“You're losing control, and that's alright. Do you understand?”

No. Kristina's head nodded on its own. What the fuck is wrong with me?

Ben stood and walked around to her side of the desk. Kristina held up her end of the mutual stare. He looked down and said, “Find my file, cancel the termination order, and then look back at me.”

Kristina's body fought against her mind in a one-sided battle. Why can't I control myself? Is this how he got Don in accounting to stop drinking all of a sudden? She pulled Ben's personnel records up on the computer. With the click of a mouse, he was reinstated as HR Counselor II.

“I'm glad my appeal went well.” Kristina swiveled her chair and looked back up. “Now, can we discuss promotions and salaries?”

Why do I think this might be a good idea? With a quick nod, Kristina asked, “Are you still wanting the Assistant Human Resources Director position?”

Ben reached down to tip Kristina’s chin up with an index finger. “No.”

His confidence and control swayed Kristina’s body into relaxing. “Then what position are you after, Ben?”

His hand moved onto her shoulder as he walked around the office chair. “Yours.”

Do you have any idea how hard I had to work, how many people I had to destroy, just to get here? Her body took control, forcing her to say, “Just ask and I’ll do it.”

“First, I want that dress off your shoulders.”

Kristina leaned forward, undoing the clasp on the back of her neck. Why can't I say no? The straps fell.

“Now, take off the rest of it.” Ben stepped away as Kristina stood up. He locked the door and returned, staring straight into the core of her being as she let the blue fabric slide down her thighs.

A flush of warmth in Kristina’s face turned to outright blushing. Her helplessness as she stood in only panties and heels flipped switches Kristina never knew she had. “I’m sorry Ben,” she uttered as he started to loosen his tie.

“About what?”

“For firing you. It's obvious you can handle this position better than I can.” What the fuck? No. No!

Ben grabbed her wrists, pulling them behind her back. Kristina felt the cool silk of his tie bind her hands. “You’re going to make that little stunt up to me. Understand?”

“Yes, but how?” Fear and powerlessness had always driven Kristina to succeed in life, especially at the expense of others. Now, Ben had her deepest strings in hand, pulling them according to his will.

A firm shove sent her ass first onto the edge of the desk. Kristina felt the gravity of the situation. She had never felt so helpless, knowing Ben wielded the same power she had over him moments ago. And then some.

She noticed a glint of knowledge in his eyes. The erect, blushing nipples were the sign he was enjoying. The pointed sensation from the twist of her right nipple shuddered through Kristina. She squealed involuntarily with the feeling, cringing with painful delight. Ben repeated with the left breast. Ben stepped between her thighs, cupping both of the fleshy grapefruits in his hands. He parted his legs, forcing Kristina’s to do the same. “Let’s check down below, shall we?”

For a brief second, Kristina's deep resistance manifested through Ben's control. “You can't do this to someone like me.”

Ben’s voice was surprisingly calm and collected. “Why not? Would you rather I go straight to punishment instead of letting you make up for what you did? You can be honest now.”

At that point, the fog in Kristina's mind had already obscured what her original offense even was. Still, she knew arguing the point wouldn't end in her favor. Her tone was flavored with defeat as she asked, “What do you plan on doing to me?”

Ben refused to answer as he disappeared from Kristina’s view, lowering himself down between her legs. She felt him fumbling with the straps on her shoes and the usual relief of their removal. Ben’s rose back up. He gripped Kristina’s jaw, pulling her cheeks forward. “Stand, you helpless slut.” She obeyed.

Ben grabbed Kristina's silver letter opener from the caddy on the desk, cutting the waistband of the panties without ceremony. She felt the soft fabric drifting down her legs, coming to rest at her feet. Ben stepped back and took a good look. He’s eying me like I’m a new toy. Property.

Ben spotted the tinge of hatred Kristina had developed on her face. “Humiliating, right?” She noticed the signature smile that came from humiliating another person for your own amusement. A smile she had mastered herself. “Don’t feel bad, the real shame is keeping your gifts to yourself. They should be shared with the most deserving.”

Gifts my ass. I clawed my way up the ladder, and I made this body busting my ass in the gym. Go fuck yourself. Kristina could feel the moisture escaping the interior of her folds. The cold air she preferred for her office made her shiver, but the surface of her outer labia felt ready to burst into flames. Ben approached and began gripping and prodding the surfaces of her body. Self-consciousness came over her, knowing that she was being studied for texture, tenderness, and flaws like steak in a grocery store.

Ben took a step forward, letting his fingers glide over Kristina's nude body. “Working in Human Resources is about trust. Did you know that?”

“Right now, I don’t trust you.”

“But you’ll know you can trust me after we’re done here.”

Kristina had no way of denying the fact that, by default, she had to trust Ben. It felt as unnatural as a nun cursing divinity. “You could just force me to resign and be done with it. Why aren’t you doing that right now?”

The smile full of bravado from earlier came back. “Because that was never my intent.”

“So what do you want?”

Ben locked his gaze on Kristina's eyes. “I don't want to destroy you. It's how I know I'm better suited for your position. Be glad I'm letting you have another chance to be a decent person.”

“Behave. That’s all I have to do?”

“That’s it, but you’ve done a terrible job of it until now.”

Kristina tried to hold herself steady as Ben wrapped his arms around her waist, grabbing her already bound hands and squeezing to accentuate the point of her helplessness. “You'll regret this.”

His tone took on a darker shade. “No. You'll obey.”

Kristina gasped as the shock of being dragged by a nipple to the couch at the rear wall. She collided with the overstuffed leather, her skin bristling at the coolness of the surface. Kristina propped herself up to see her surroundings, knees and shoulders supporting her body. Ben stood before her with his cock protruding through the zipper of his trousers.

Ben's organ throbbed in the open air. Kristina felt the tentative prodding as he pulled her ass to him, readying her position. She turned her head to look back, smiling broadly at Ben. “Is this the punishment your were talking about?” It had been three months since she'd fucked a higher-up at a conference.

She moaned as he pinned her head down and granted her wish. Ben dove in to the limit of her anatomy, the fleshy wall of her cervix blocking any further movement. Kristina felt the excess lubrication from her own arousal, her pussy crying it out and down her stomach. Ben grabbed the silk binding Kristina’s hands, pulling it to gather extra force with each thrust. She felt shame in being satisfied by the rubbing of his cock against her walls, but the rough, nerve-sparking movement allowed her body’s desires to override the mind’s better judgment.

Breaking away, Ben said, “You see? This is how you fuck people out of their jobs.” He jabbed back inside, giving Kristina the full benefit of his hips' motion.

Kristina could only shriek in false agreement. Every pump sent waves over her body, each crashing down harder than the last. She had experienced rough sex in the past and reveled in it. This, however, was sex with malice. New territory for the woman who had always been on the giving end of it. She felt shame for enjoying every second of it.

Ben slowed down as Kristina could feel the build-up of an orgasm overloading her body’s circuitry. She could feel the rhythmic tensing of her channel and the increased wetness that was leaving his cock soaked as it withdrew.

Kristina’s internal tension snapped like a rubber band as she tensed up, which only made Ben clash himself even harder into the quivering, squalling mess of pleasure. As her body spasmed and her knees buckled under, Kristina felt her pussy trying to expel Ben’s member. She could hear the groans coming from behind as her passage shuddered, squeezing the swollen rod like a stress ball.

She felt her pussy lips relax as the pulsating dick exited, then found herself being pushed aside. Ben took an exhausted seat on the center cushion, not minding Kristina’s excess juices that had caused the leather to shine. He stretched his arms over the back of the couch, laughing to himself as he said, “This is a give and take sort of job. I’m done giving for now.”

Kristina was still unsteady from her climax, shaking as she mounted Ben’s lap. She felt the tip enter as she lowered herself, circling her hips as the trunk buried itself inside her. She could see his eyes were closed, the man enjoying the full-contact of Kristina’s silky interior as it massaged nerve endings. Kristina leaned in, burying her face in his neck as she felt the tie binding her wrists becoming saturated with sweat. “I never thought I'd fuck someone beneath me”

The skin on the soles of her feet tingled as Ben slid his fingers from heel to toe. “Who said I'm beneath you now?” Ben held her head steady by the jaw and gazed deep. “You'll put in for the position I was up for, and recommend that I take your current one. I knew this day was coming for months.”

Motherfucker. Kristina slid her forehead onto his, biting down on his bottom lip. She pulled as his flesh stretched, then released the pressure to let it rebound back into position. Nuzzling his cheek, she began moving her hips back and forth. The added lubrication of precum told Kristina that Ben wouldn’t hold out for much longer. “I think you’re enjoying this. Care to tell me how it feels to have my warm, moist pussy riding that dick?” I still fucking hate you.

Ben leaned his head back, barely getting out his words. “Amazing. Absolutely amazing.”

She ground harder and faster, whimpering with each stroke of her hips. The staff impaling her pussy suddenly became even harder as Ben began to arch his back. Kristina wasn’t through. Stopping all movement, she leaned into his ear and began teasing, “Nuh-uh-uh… you can’t come in my pussy.” You don't deserve to.

Ben opened his eyes, pushing Kristina off of his chest. “Too bad. How do you plan on stopping me?”

Kristina was staying still. Her voice was filled with urgency, but her face betrayed her true intent. “I said no.”

Kristina knew that she had reached the limit of Ben’s patience when she felt him withdraw his penis. He stood, then grabbed her by the hair, dragging Kristina to her own desk. He released the grip on her brunette locks, then wiped the clutter from the cherry surface. Pens, knick-knacks, and notepads crashed to the floor. Kristina then felt herself being lifted onto the lip of the lacquered wood, her bound hands resting between rounded buttocks.

Looming above her, the fierce look on Ben’s face announced his intentions: His seed was going to be released inside of Kristina, and there was no stopping his most primal drive. “I’m not listening to this shit. Spread those legs, now.”

Kristina raised her voice to the top of her lungs for the recording she hoped was still going on, keeping her knees locked together. “I said no!”

“I don’t care what you say.” Ben slid his fingers between her thighs, forcing them apart against little resistance. “I think you've figured out that it's impossible to disobey.”

She knew it was true. “But how?”

Ben grinned and stroked her clit. “Barnaby Chandler was my great grandfather, and he was a great hypnotist. How he did it has been a family secret for four generations.” Kristina recognized the name of his ancestor, but never believed he could do anything beyond parlor tricks.

It’s official, I hate him. Kristina spread her legs even wider than Ben had forced, biting her own lower lip. He placed the tip just within her entrance, using his hand to rub the clit and folds that were swelling before his eyes. Kristina reacted to each stroke with a gasp that heaved her breasts upward. Ben’s digits felt the increasing wetness that his now former boss released.

Kristina could feel herself opening and closing, reacting to each movement of Ben’s fingers. She felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Ben plunged as far as Kristina’s body would allow. Her cervix was already beginning to pulsate, knowing that it too was about to serve its purpose by lapping up his payload.

She wrapped her legs around his torso, reducing the length of his exit. Stuck at balls-deep, he began shifting up and down. Kristina screamed as the bean of her G-spot met a head brimming with more precum. She felt the flicker of her clitoris. The young woman’s body hit its limit as she began to hear sighing and panting, the cock growing harder inside of her. Her mouth opened, trying to speak. She lacked the control to form words.

Kristina could barely make out the sounds coming from Ben, a mixture of ecstatic groaning and the sucking of air to fuel his earnest thrusts. Her mind had lost control of her body, unable to resist the arching of her back, the vibration of every muscle, and the primal moan that reverberated through the room. The stimulation was becoming unbearable to the point that the muscles between her legs clamped down on on him. With a hard drive to rock-bottom, his body stopped moving.

Deep inside, the warm, forceful dabbing of semen forced her to smile as she slowly regained control of her limbs. Kristina felt a wet face nuzzling the soles of her bare feet. Ben managed a few short, weakened thrusts with the last few spurts. Kristina looked up to see his face wrapped by her feet, completely satisfied with the pleasures of her body. She shifted one leg aside, resting her ankle on a tired shoulder. “Happy now?”

His words only came out in short gasps. Abandoning the feet to rub the inside of her thighs, he regained his composure. “I haven’t fucked like that since undergrad.” He smiled warmly, the lack of aggression in his face shocking Kristina to the core. “Don't worry, if I'm forcing my way to the top of this company, I'm bringing you with me.” He withdrew his shrinking dick, taking time to admire his pearly handiwork at the brim of her opening.

Kristina felt the warm stream of semen easing its way out of her and onto the desk. He dabbed a finger into it, bringing it to her mouth for a taste. Earthy and warm. She cracked a smile at the obvious pleasure Ben was getting from the sampling, despite her own hatred of the taste. “So now what?”

Ben took his time zipping his trousers back up. “Do exactly as I said. Do whatever it takes to get me in your position with you as my direct assistant.”

“And then?”

“We work our way up from there. Think of this as a temporary stop before climbing the rest of the mountain.”

“And when the fuck are you untying me? My arms are falling asleep.” Kristina’s situation hadn’t escaped Ben. She felt him reach one arm behind her knees, lifting her off the ground and cradling her shoulders with the other. She stared at his face, no more than a foot away, as he placed her in the swivel chair. The icy leather and brass studs stung as they contacted her skin.

Her body began to shiver, as much from the conflict in her mind. I want to say no, but I can't. I just fucking can't. Ben put his business shirt back on as he said, “But you'll have a job to do. In fact, it's critical.”

“Be my brutal self while you take all the glory, right?”

Ben’s eyes conveyed enough of the knowledge he was holding back. “Have you ever blackmailed a superior?”

“A few times. Why?” In fact, it had gotten her to the top of the HR department.

“When the time comes, you'll be fucking whatever old bastard stands in our way.”

Kristina nodded her head, ready to act agreeable if it meant being untied. The last bit of Ben's mind control started to wear off. “I like the way you think.” And I think you might take me further than I could have gotten on my own.

Ben placed himself behind the chair containing Kristina, rubbing her shoulders. “So we have an agreement?”

Yes, fuck! I just want my flipping clothes on before I freeze to death! “Not until we shake on it.”

Ben finally reached for the silver letter opener he had previously used to shear off her panties. Kristina felt the immediate release of tightness as the blade sliced through the band of silk. She nursed the redness of her forearms and wrists, watching the pink complexion return to her fingers. Ben leaned in, burying his face in the hollow of her collar bones as he laid the discarded dress in her lap. He looked her in the eyes, sending Kristina into a fog once again. “And by the way, I want to be sitting in that chair by the end of next week.”

Kristina got up and leaned down for her heels. She eyed the panties, grabbed them, and took her time sopping up the mixture around and inside her pussy of Ben’s juices with her own. She then placed the sticky lace on the corner of the desk. “We don’t have a formal contract, but this’ll do for a signature, won’t it?”

Ben looked pleased at the gesture as he took the gift, putting it inside an empty manilla folder. “I’ll take a whiff any time I have doubts about you. We'll both run this fucking company by the end of the year.”

Kristina began dressing herself. “I like the sound of that.”

She felt Ben’s eyes lock on again “And Kristina, I’ve got a request in the meantime.”

“What’s that?”

“We'll keep meeting this way. I'm glad I finally got to figure out what every man in the department had been wondering.” He reached under her dress to rub the silky outer labia. Kristina suddenly felt revulsion at the fingers exploring every detail, slowly moving their way toward her clit. “I'm the only one who knows for a fact you fuck like a fox.”

She backed away, knowing that letting Ben get worked up again would mean another round. Her body had already given its all through two orgasms in the space of minutes, and she wasn’t as willing to be at his mercy again. “We will. Just keep your hands off until our positions change. You don’t own me.”

She was shocked at his response as she took a seat what would soon be his chair, reclining and placing her legs on the desk. “No, I don’t. But I do think this is the start of a wonderful partnership.” He sighed as Kristina began strapping the heels back onto her feet. “I'm heading back to my desk. I'll be expecting great news in the next few days.”

Kristina finished with the straps before Ben reached the door. “Can I ask you one thing, Ben?”

He turned around, looking out of place without his tie. “What's that?”

“Could you teach me how to control people like that after all of this is done?”

“Do I look that stupid? Never.” Ben closed the door behind him.

It was worth a shot. Kristina groaned and put both hands on her forehead. The whole ordeal had left her uncertain about her future, but she knew she couldn't disobey.

	HYPNOTIC INTERVIEW



Hannah looked up as Mr. Salazar walked past. Just the sight of that confident stride filled her with desire and hatred. “Sir, I've got the candidates ready.”

He stopped, turned and smiled. “Good. Any suggestions on who should be the first?”

The glow of the monitor was harsh against the dim accent lighting of the fore-office. Hannah closed her eyes for a moment to clear the fog. She reopened them and turned her chair to face Marlowe Salazar's handsome face. “It's up to you, but I'm wondering why you called this whole thing 'Pink Orchid' instead of being upfront.”

It truly was a strange project. A search for genetically fit women of prime breeding age, IQ testing, and personality tests. And that didn't even begin to narrow the pool on the basis of attractiveness. Marlowe leaned against the corner of the desk. “I need an heir I can trust my companies to, and I need a damn good mother for that heir.”

“I know, sir, but why Pink Orchid?” Somehow, Hannah knew her blunt attitude was why Marlowe took her on as his personal secretary. When your boss is the third wealthiest man alive and incredibly full of himself, you have to pull the reigns at times.

Another bullshit smile showing his perfectly bleached and veneered teeth. “The ancient Greek word 'orkhis' is the root of the flower's name. It translates to testicle, and was a symbol of fertility, refinement, and bearing many children.”

“And pink?”

“Also a symbol of fertility.” The man had always tended to be mystic about personal endeavors.

Hannah glanced back at the roster of seven prime choices. “Why not let love take its course?”

Marlowe stepped behind her chair. Hannah felt the slight lean as he rested his hands on the back. “Business isn't about love. If I'm passing this company on to someone, I'd rather it to be a child of mine, but I need to know that kid is up to the job.”

You're shopping for a trophy wife like a car. “But Mr. Salazar, it's not like you can tell if a woman would make a good wife with just an interview.” Hannah pulled the hem of her skirt back a smidge.

“I'm not good with women, I'll admit.” Marlowe paused and pulled Hannah's seat back a little further.

From the man who had his secretary play matchmaker? Shocking...

Hannah sensed a bit of hesitation in Marlowe's voice. “I want to know what kind of children a woman will raise before I agree to mate. It's the only thing that's kept me from settling down so far.”

You insecure bastard. “But sir, you can't control everything about a person.”

“I'm a vulnerable man. Fucking sue me for it.”

“Sir, I didn't–”

“Can it. I know what you meant.”

Hannah grinned to herself and started breathing from the chest. The low-cut blouse was a good choice. “Either way, I know you'll make the right choice. Just keep an eye out for what these women actually want.”

Marlowe's hands landed on her shoulders. “That's what I like about you. Even if I'm about to sign a deal worth more than a small country, you drag me kicking and screaming back to reality. The only people without caution in business are those blowhard, career middle-managers with MBA's and salesmen.”

“And that's why they'll never rise to the top. I know, sir.” It was Marlowe's private belief, not one to make it out during speeches.

“When all you have to lose is a cold sales lead, you can afford that Zig Ziglar bullshit. But when your words can send the stock market up or down, being too optimistic can fuck over thousands.”

The only thing I hate more than an 'in-it to win-it' blowhard are your little monologues. “Speaking of stocks, you've got investors to meet with in five minutes. Room 594-G.” The mention of the same floor she was sitting on always reminded Hannah she was just over six hundred feet above street level in some glittering tower.

“Right, then. How many?”

“Fourteen. Three just got off of international flights less than five hours ago, so do get to the point.”

Broad hands fell on Hannah's shoulders. “I'll treat these men to dinner. Inform the maitre d' at La Florette.”

“Yourself and just the three, or all fourteen?”

“These men have given me billions. All of them.”

“Will do, sir.” The hands slipped away.

Marlowe walked his way to the ornately carved door He turned his head to look back. “Schedule it two hours after the meeting. I've got other business to attend to.”

“Why that long of a wait?”

He turned to face Hannah directly. The stare shot past her eyes, drilling into the deepest part of her psyche. “When I return, be ready to be interviewed for Pink Orchid yourself.”

Hannah was speechless. The order quickly embedded itself in her mind like instinct. She could only nod as the thinking part of her brain went blank.

Marlowe returned to her desk. “You look like you just had a wish granted. Tell me, am I right?” It was the same piercing look in his eyes.

Her lips parted as Hannah struggled to figure out why she couldn't control her words. “Yes, sir.”

“I'm not big on workplace romances. You know the policy.”

“I drafted it myself for your approval, Mr. Salazar.”

Marlowe pulled something out of his pocket. Hannah couldn't make it out through his tight grip. “I want you to wear this ring. I give one to every important stockholder, and no one else.”

The gaze softened, letting her look down. Hannah's mind felt like it had just made its way out of a fog bank. The silver band clattered against the teak surface of the desk. “Why, sir?”

“Put it on and find out.”

What the fuck will that tell me? Hannah pinched the ring between two fingers and gave it a quick look-over. The faint engraving of a foreign language Hannah couldn't identify was the only distinguishing feature. “Alright.”

Hannah slipped it on her finger and instantly, her full attention focused on Marlowe's face. “It's a powerful effect, isn't it?”

Pulling it off was the first action that came to mind. As soon as the thought formed, Hannah's mind burned with the heat of a dozen suns. She crouched in her chair and whimpered out, “What the hell did you just do to me?”

She could hear Marlowe walk around the desk. He pushed her shoulders back into the seat, smiling like a demon. “I didn't want to do this to you, but the future of my legacy is too important. I can't risk someone knowing about this project without having their total loyalty.”

The coals of her mind flared up with the thought of slapping Marlowe. I can't even think for myself? No wonder he's got the board behind him with every move. Hannah's face contorted as she said, “Sir, I can't agree to this.” Just getting the words out felt as painful as a broken limb.

“Judging by the look on your face, you'll come around soon enough.” Marlowe grinned and patted her on the cheek. His digits lingered, tracing a line down her jaw.

Bastard. Hannah tried to think of a way out, some means of breaking herself free. Even the mental search brought on a dull sting. “I understand.”

“Good. It's not usually this easy to bring someone around. A few of the men I'll be meeting with were writhing in pain before they got the idea.”

“And you'll be doing this to each candidate, I assume?”

“Exactly. Now you know why I want them to think it's an interview for a job or an endorsement deal.”

That's one way to drop a pair of panties. “But I have to ask you something, Mr. Salazar.”

“Shoot.”

“I know you better than anyone. What makes you think I couldn't just manipulate you into picking me?”

Marlowe put his hands on his hips and looked down. “Tell me the last secret you'd ever tell me.”

No! The nerves behind Hannah's eyes immediately felt like they had been set on fire. She screamed and curled into herself.

“It's alright. Tell me later.” The pain stopped. Hannah felt the tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Thank you, sir.” She summoned the courage to look up. Marlowe seemed to tower above her. Above the world.

“That meeting calls. Be ready to answer or do anything when I get back.”

As Marlowe left, Hannah tried to stifle the newfound hatred for the man. Every nerve in her brain wanted to rebel, but she had already learned better. A quick jolt of pain struck as Hannah's thoughts turned to running away. He's already fucking won.


Hannah took a seat. Mr. Salazar's chair, worth more than her car and imported from Italy, had been a piece of furniture she'd wanted to sit her bottom in since meeting the man. The sheer lace of her lingerie felt rough as sandpaper against the lambskin upholstery. She had kept the little black outfit and heels in the bottom drawer of her desk for such an occasion. An investment in her future.

She took in the a commanding view of the city below as the chair swiveled. The sun was just starting to mingle with the skyline to cast an orange glow to the afternoon. The taxis and pedestrians filed in and out of line below, resembling nothing more than clothed ants. So this is what power feels like.

The sound of the massive slab of a door opening echoed through the palatial office. Hannah kicked the floor to turn slowly. Mr. Salazar was her interloper exactly one hour after parting, as scheduled.

He strode confidently, fresh out of a meeting full of men who couldn't disagree without punishment. “A bold move, doing that.”

Hannah gripped the armrests, breasts out and head cocked like she owned the place. “I know you like that in a person.”

A few steps short of the titanic desk of birds-eye maple, Marlowe stopped. “The first question is, would you even want to be my wife?”

“Why wouldn't I? You know I look after you like one already. It's my job, and I like it.” The ring buzzed faintly against her skin. Even a slight distortion of the truth seemed dangerous enough to her.

Marlowe turned the corner of the desk and whisked himself toward Hannah. “What's the difference between a wife and a secretary?”

You fuck your wife at home and fuck your secretary at work, never telling the wife about any of it. “A secretary supports you in doing your job. A wife supports you in raising a family, no matter what.”

“I'm curious to know what you think a family is.”

What the shit is he even asking me? Hannah looked into Marlowe's eyes. She saw nothing but sincerity in the question. “It's two people raising the best children possible.” She knew to keep it vague about gender. His belief in neutrality on the subject was deeply held. Merit could come from any person – Male, female, black, neon green.

Marlowe put his hands on the chair and tipped it back. “I agree, but what is the relationship between husband and wife?” Hannah felt her body lift as Marlowe pulled her up. “Take a seat on the desk and answer honestly.”

The fine grain of the wood met Hannah's ass, chilling her skin. “Sir, a wife is supposed to support her husband in all he does, and likewise for the husband toward the wife.” Hannah fought to keep the pain behind her forehead contained.

“You're tense. Are you sure that's your honest answer?”

Hannah cringed. “What else could it be, sir?”

The gaze from Marlowe penetrated into her very soul. “Your true thoughts about what our marriage would be. That's what I'm after.”

“Mr. Salazar,” Hannah's brain screamed at itself to get back on the directed course, “how about we see what consummating a marriage would be like?” She tried to grin. Only one corner of her mouth made it up.

“I was planning on it.” Marlowe took his chair back. “But I still want an answer.”

Hannah felt his fingers slide the black lace of her panties to the side. The gentle caress from bottom to top of her folds sent a shiver up her spine. Hannah thanked her lucky stars for feeling the need to shave the night before.

“What would our marriage be to you?” Marlowe found the clit. “Spit it out. Now.”

Blood rushed to Hannah's cheeks. “I'd see you as a provider,” her tongue felt like lead as she tacked on, “and a protector.” Even the most bitter grapefruit tasted better with a little sugar.

“I see.” Marlowe plunged two fingers several knuckles deep. “So you're a gold-digger. I figured as much.”

Hannah knew better than to respond. Marlowe had always hated excuses. His thumb put the lively pressure back on Hannah's pearl.

“Do you see yourself as a mother?”

Shit. “Sir, I think I'd be perfectly capable.”

Marlowe circled her clit, driving the speed over the top until the overload grew painful. He looked directly at Hannah. “But do you want to be a mother, deep down?”

Hannah tried to look away from his overpowering gaze. The best she could manage was to shake a few strands of hair in front of her eyes. “Not right now, but later on I–”

“Just answering the question's enough. I can tell when you're trying to polish a turd.” Marlowe cocked his head just enough for Hannah to notice. “You're on thin ice already. Don't make it worse.”

“Yes sir.” The pangs of fear grew inside Hannah as Marlowe's control and her own stimulation levels ramped up. She could already feel her toes wanting to curl as her G-spot fired hard impulses with each touch.

“But I will let you speak freely for a moment.”

The first tear rolled down Hannah's cheek with a smear of mascara. “About what?”

“What you think of what I'm doing right now. Be honest, or lie, whichever you like.”

Hannah gasped as her clit jostled under Marlowe's thumb. She could already tell her juices were flowing around his fingers. “I don't think it's fair... oh fuck! To the candidates, sir.”

Marlowe picked up the pace, masturbating Hannah into a quaking ball of tension. “You mean, you don't think it's fair to you.”

The band of silver felt red hot as Hannah tried to muster an excuse. “I think every husband and wife keep at least some secrets from each other.”

Hannah's legs twitched as she felt the blissful heat well up from between her legs. “But I can't afford that. I won't settle for anything less than complete honesty from my wife.”

The air became as hard to breath as sand. Hannah jerked her head down, watching Marlowe's ring and middle fingers slide in and out of her. Her voice jerked out between two deep moans. “May I come, sir?”

“If you meet my condition.”

Hannah quivered on the edge of the desk, ready to explode in a fireball of ecstasy. Anything, just let me fucking come.

“If I asked you to be completely loyal to me, even at the cost of everything else,” Marlowe's thumb pulled even more speed, “would you do it?”

The last remnants of Hannah's resistance fell. “Yes! Dear god, yes!” She screamed out as the vaginal torture of too much pleasure drove her brain haywire.

Marlowe kept the pressure on. “You'll be paying for this with what's left of that cute little resistance you've been putting up.” The words pierced into the heart of Hannah's very being.

The young secretary gritted her teeth. Her eyes clenched shut as every motion of his hand felt like an electric shock. “Just... Fuck! Do it... Sir!”

The built up tension snapped like an overstretched rubber band. Hannah's world vibrated and drifted out of focus. At the peak of her climax, she could feel her grasp on her own will slip out of her hands. Marlowe, please be kind to me.

Hannah felt herself being lifted and placed back in the chair as she shivered out the last of her orgasm. When she opened her eyes, Marlowe stood above her once again. The only focus in her world became the words about to come out of his mouth.

Marlowe crouched to meet her at eye level. “Now you see the rewards of following my every command.” He stood back up and put his hand out. “Follow me.”

Hannah took the offer of help, steadying herself against Marlowe's arm and the desk. Her knees still felt like jelly, but the concept of complaining had become foreign to her. Even the lofty view that had fascinated her earlier meant nothing as Marlowe guided her to the door to the side of his grand office.

Passing through the doorway, Hannah saw the sleeping quarters Marlowe emerged from the mornings after late meetings for the first time. She wasn't expecting a full penthouse suite on par with those of the grandest luxury hotels. The breathtaking view of the skyline's lights coming to life in the sunset sparked a fragment of her ability to comprehend wonder through the heavy chains of control.

Marlowe guided her to the divan in the corner of not just the room, but the glass walls of the skyscraper itself. Hannah dropped into it with a gentle shove. The straps of her nightie slipped from her shoulders as the master of the domain descended up her.

Hannah's hands ran through Marlowe's thick hair on instinct, guiding his face to her exposed breasts. He took a nipple between his lips and had a playful bite. He looked back up at Hannah's adoring eyes.

“Is this what you wanted?”

She couldn't help smiling. “Yes, sir.”

The black lace slid further down her torso. “You wanted this before you became my secretary, didn't you?”

Hannah nodded and shut her eyes. The slight pain at the apex of her breast met with the soft caress of Marlowe's lips. The grit of his five o’clock shadow rubbed against her silky skin.

As always, Hannah knew what Marlowe wanted before he could even ask or order. She stood up, pulling the nipple from his bite and lifted him by the tie. Hannah eased him into the nearby sofa chair and slid down his waist.

The belt buckle jangled loose and the zipper whined down. Marlowe took a handful of hair from behind her head as the button came undone. “Why did a promising little thing like yourself apply to be my secretary in the first place? You could have gone so far elsewhere.”

Hannah no longer had the sense to hold back. “I wanted to seduce you for your money, sir.”

Marlowe's rigid shaft came out of hiding. Hannah took the base in her hand and pursed her lips around the head. She closed her eyes and took half the length in her mouth.,

The grip on her hair tightened. “Did you think I didn't know?”

Hannah's opened her big blues and stared at the face of her boss. She smiled around his girth and kept her attention on the irritation in his eyes as she danced her tongue around his cock. Covering her ass had become a non-issue.

Her eyes widened as the patience left Marlowe's face. Even though she only had the desire to serve, fear hadn't been driven out of her personality. The silver ring sent a line of fire up the nerves in her arm.

Marlowe's dick popped out of Hannah's mouth as she collapsed onto the Persian rug. Why is he so angry with me? She clung to the cuff of Marlowe's slacks, pulling herself up as best she could.

As Hannah felt her breasts lift from the wool on the floor, she struggled to her knees. Marlowe stood, ripping Hannah to her feet by the roots of her hair. “You know how I deal with insubordination.”

The very idea of being cast out from Marlowe's life shook Hannah to her core. She took the pull on the back of her head as part of her punishment. “I couldn't dream of harming you, sir!”

Hannah watched in terror as Marlowe's face lowered to meet her own. “I know you won't now, but you still have to pay for your sins against me.” She gulped, knowing full-well the coldhearted way in which Marlowe treated anyone who dared betray him.

“Sir, I'd never-”

Marlowe's perfect teeth emerged from between his lips. His pupils widened. “Take your punishment.”

I'd die if you gave me the order, Marlowe. Hannah lowered her head. “Just let me prove my loyalty.” Marlowe's grip tightened. Hannah felt a few strands of hair pull loose. “Please!”

It felt like mercy as Hannah's body jerked upward. Marlowe pushed her back toward the divan and forced her onto all fours. The panties and half-discarded nightie ripped down her thighs.

Hannah's pussy surged with new wetness as she heard Marlowe's pants and belt hit the rug. The pop of his shirt buttons separating from the threads brought a smile to her face. She knew it would only be a matter of seconds before the third richest cock on earth, the one she was sworn to serve, would be deep inside her.

The only warning Hannah received was Marlowe's broad hands grabbing her forearm and pulling her back. The billionaire’s rigid shaft plunged in. Hannah squealed out the momentary pain and surprise as she felt every facet of her pussy grip as it filled just beyond capacity.

Marlowe rocked his waist back, withdrawing himself completely. Just as suddenly, he drove back in. Hannah cringed a little less, feeling her walls stretch to accommodate her new master.

Hannah looked back. A blissful feeling emanated from the silver ring. “Harder.”

Hannah’s toes curled as Marlowe rested deep within. She felt the pull of her hair and arced her neck back to feel the scratch of her boss’s cheek against her own. “Do you hate me for taking away your free will?”

She lifted one hand to wrap it around the back of Marlowe’s neck. “Never, sir.”

Marlowe cradled an arm around her ribs to take hold of a breast. The gentle squeeze reassured Hannah that the center of her universe was pleased. She waved her hips, trying to get Marlowe to start using her as she hoped he would.

Without hesitating, Marlowe tried driving himself even deeper. Hannah raised her hips and closed her legs. Finally, his entire length rested inside.

His lips approached as Hannah looked back. She parted her own as his hand took hold of her jaw. Before closing the distance, Marlowe smiled and whispered, “You're everything I could ask for in a servant.”

The forearm nestled in the cleft of her breasts pulled her closer. “Sir, I was hoping I could be your wife.”

Both pairs of lips met as Hannah tried to stifle a whimper from the slight movement of Marlowe's waist. The thumb against her cheek pulled her closer. Their tongues intertwined.

Marlowe broke away. “You've still got a chance at that, depending on how well you serve in the near-future.”

Hannah gasped as she felt another pump. “You mean, until you've finished all of the interviews?”

The grip on her jaw broke as Marlowe let her dance on his cock. “You've got seven to compete against. I recommend impressing me tonight.”

The cold, supple leather of the divan met her cheek through her soft hair. Hannah wiggled her hips to draw him to her deepest point. “Marlowe, why don't you just admit I'd be a perfect wife?”

He surged back. The return clashed against her cervix. “You're a perfect secretary now that you're mine to control, but you're not a perfect wife... Or mother. That's why.”

“Sir, I-” Hannah felt the hard strike of his tip once again. She squalled out, her voice echoing through the high ceilings. She closed her eyes, hoping to get some pleasure out of his punishment.

“Cram it. The more you talk, the less I care.” Marlowe's large hand took a tight mound of ass in its grip. “You're willing to please, but that's about it. At least show me you can do that well.”

A great crack ripped down the middle of Hannah's heart. Am I not good enough for him? She opened her eyes and stared into his disappointment. “Very well, sir.”

Hannah focused on the pulsing flesh cramming her walls. She buried her head in the cushions and twisted herself with a rhythm to match her heartbeat. She didn't know how to contain the growing pleasure, letting it out with increasing speed.

She heard the pleasured breathing from behind. Every huff drove her onward. Hannah changed up the motion, waving her hips front to back in a figure-eight.

“Very good.” The light tap on her ass was all Hannah needed. “You can have your free will back, but only until I come.”

Hannah returned the marginally kind gesture by pinning her clit between two fingers. She raced toward her own breaking point. Marlowe's hands rested on the sides of her waist, giving her free reign over her own climax.

The spark of her greatest sexual desire meeting with a good clit rubbing set Hannah's blood to rushing. She felt the sudden swell in her bean, gripping it tighter. When the heels met her ass, she knew it was only a matter of seconds.

“I'm fucking-” A hard drive from Marlowe shocked the breathe out of her. “-coming Marlowe!” She rarely called him by his first name.

Refusing to let go or let it fizzle out, Hannah piled more overload into her favorite spot. As the pressure between her belly button and pussy felt ready to explode, she pulled the fingers away. Her eyes rolled back behind the lids as her boss took a generous handful of hair. She screamed, unable to collapse, suspended by a rigid shaft and the grip on her roots.

Marlowe pulled out and let go. Hannah collapsed like a discarded jacket. She curled up and opened her eyes. Marlowe was already walking over to the day bed nestled against the plate glass window. The city had already begun lighting up the darkness.

Hannah raised herself up by the arms. She could tell what he wanted. All smug and fucking confident. I hate the bastard. Hannah pulled herself to the floor and stood. I'm fucking meat to you, but it doesn't have to be like this.

The strut of having an audience behind moved Hannah to the other window. She knew Marlowe would pick up on the effort. Hannah felt the lift of her heels give her ass a slight pop with each step, her hips a mild swagger.

She dropped her forearms onto the bed and crawled beside Marlowe. “Sir, can I show you what else I'm good for?” Hannah faked the smile.

Marlowe propped his hands behind his head and nodded. He'll fucking learn. Hannah mounted his hips and guided her opening to the end of his cock.

Hannah gripped onto Marlowe's knees behind her and drifted down the shaft. The full stuffing of her pussy felt right, like she had already molded herself to fit the new shape like a quality holster. Once at bottom, Hannah leaned back, letting her breasts point toward the ceiling.

Every swish of her hips coaxed a bit more rigidity out of her boss. If I make him come, it'll shut his ass up. Marlowe's breathing turned into groans.

Hannah looked back down. Marlowe's jaw had clenched. Even his hands had loosed, falling into the mattress and gripping the fine sheets.

Almost fucking got him. “You like this? I've got some other tricks to show you next time.” Hannah leaned back down. The hot breath against her forehead felt like steam.

Marlowe grunted, driving himself deep inside her. Hannah ran a hand down his bare chest. She took a few more pumps of her waist, closing in for the kill in such a long hunt. Even if it cost her this last moment of free-will, at least she had gotten through the fuck without spilling what she couldn't admit.

“That's a good boy, sir. I never thought you'd-” Hannah's eyes doubled in size as she looked down to see Marlowe's smirk. His broad, strong hands took hold of her wrists.

“Good work, but I'm not that fucking easy to beat.”

The lack of that fluid warmth jetting into her pink flesh told Hannah all she needed to know. “You bastard.” Marlowe's grip tightened.

Hannah picked up where she had left off, rising her body, feeling the friction of skin against her walls. She tried to pull her hands to the front, just to have them forced back with the slow, dominant confidence Marlowe had made the running theme of his life. What now?

Hands pinned to the small of her back, Hannah leaned back down. She planted her head in the crook of his neck, feeling the stretch in her shoulders. Marlowe's face felt like sandpaper against her earlobe. “Hannah, what are you not telling me?”

It was time. “To be quite honest, I only wanted your money. I knew I could never love a man like yourself.” The weight of the entire skyscraper lifted from her tiny frame.

“So what will you do with me, sir?” The fear had retreated. She knew Marlowe could see the spite in her eyes. It was written all over his face.

“You'll do everything I fucking say after we're finished. I'm sure that pisses you off.”

“You're a bastard.” I should fucking run, now. Hannah jerked to break free. No dice.

“Bad move.” She saw Marlowe stay as calm as a puddle on a windless day. The hold on her wrists cranked up. She knew there would be bruises in the morning.

Marlowe twisted his entire body. Hannah tried to piece the world around her back together. Before she could realize it, her boss was already on top of her. She could feel her hands.

“Marlowe, you're hurting me.” Begging had always been Hannah's last resort. Not that it did her any good.

She felt the slow withdrawal. Marlowe's hands let go, finding a new grip just below Hannah's ribs. She tried to squirm away.

“I won't let you come. I'm not that stupid.”

Marlowe thrust back in, planting himself to the hilt. “You might as well be. Nobody got you into this mess but yourself.” He reared back and jarred her entire body with a deep plunge. “In case you were wondering, you're disqualified.”

The goal Hannah had been working for shattered around her. She tried again, pushing her shoulders off of the bed to make another break for it. I won't be your fucking slave, then.

Marlowe pulled her ankles onto his shoulders. “I can make it worse.”

Hannah took hold of the sheets. Marlowe's thighs clapped against the back of her own as he drove the point home. She couldn't help whimpering with each punishing drive.

Marlowe paused for a moment. “Or I could have mercy. It's up to you.” His skin slammed against hers again.

He's just fucking with me now. Hannah's head rocked back, her mouth agape as the high screams escaped her throat. I want him to die. This very second.

The conviction of her feelings had no effect. The ring flared to life, burning Hannah's finger like a welding torch. The pain and bliss echoed through the room.

Marlowe stopped and pulled out again. Hannah felt the great void between her legs. “I can still make you do what I say, without taking away your free will.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You're damn evil.” She knew exactly what he intended.

“But the choice is still yours.” Marlowe ran his legs under her own and propped himself up with his hands. “You've got until I come to make up your mind.”

“I fucking hate you.”

Marlowe takes the insult personally, tossing Hannah into the bed and reaming her furiously.

If I can't think for myself anymore, will I even know it? “I fucking hate you, sir.”

Marlowe slid himself back inside. Hannah took hold of the pillow behind her head. “I know, but you don't have to.”

I want to keep hating you. But I don't want to live like this. “You've never been one for mercy.” Hannah circled her hips, driving the dick against her inner walls and against her g-spot. Her voice had grown ragged, gasping out between expressions of pleasure, “Why should I trust you now?”

Marlowe inched his body closer, pushing an inch deeper. Hannah moaned, approving of his physical sympathy. “Do you really have a choice?”

Hannah pushed her head forward, taking a look at Marlowe's face between her arms. She faked a smile. “Not really.” I should just run.

“If you resist, I'll just make that ring burn unless I'm inside you. That'll be Hell on Earth once I find what I'm looking for in some other woman.”

She could feel every vein on his manhood. He's close. “You're a goddamned sociopath.”

Marlowe allowed her the little rebellion. Hannah knew she was only making it worse. She closed her eyes and admitted defeat with a quick flourish of her torso. The swell in Marlowe's tip signaled his approval.

I give up. Is this really how I'll spend the rest of my life?

“I think you've come around.” Marlowe dropped forward and put his hands on her shoulders. He thrust deep and said, “Welcome aboard.”

Hannah quivered as she slid a hand between her open legs. She dug her heels into the bed and matched the wiggle of her hips with her self-pleasuring. One of Marlowe's hands clasped around her neck, a finger stroking her jawline.

I'm losing my mind and free will. Why should I care anymore? Hannah's other hand wrapped around the one gripping her throat. “Please be good to me, sir.”

A tear streaked down Hannah's cheek. She felt Marlowe's free hand take liberties with her breasts, an erect nipple pinching between his fingers. It felt right, like a roadmap for the rest of her life.

Hannah opened her eyes and saw Marlowe through the frosted glass of tears. He was smiling with kindness, reaching down to guide her with calm dominance from her chin to her ear. “Will you come with me?” If it was bound to be her last moment of clarity, Hannah wanted to lose herself in it.

The weakness stemming from her clit reached the threshold. Hannah's torso filled with warmth as her breasts blushed. She opened her mouth a bit as Marlowe put both hands on each side of her head.

The fresh sweat and a hint of expensive cologne filled her sense of smell. She wrapped arms and legs around Marlowe, embracing the control of not just her boss, but her master. Hannah bit onto his ear and whispered, “Come inside me. Just be kind.”

Marlowe's body shuddered with his last burst of energy. He breathed heavily into Hannah's ear and barely got out, “You weren't a candidate to start with. I just thought you should know.”

You son of a bit- The first stream of his load erupted. Hannah pulled him even closer, giving Marlowe the pleasure of coming balls-deep inside her. I'm glad I could make you happy, Marlowe.


Marlowe opened the door from his office. Hannah looked back, feeling the great pleasure stemming from the silver band. He was leaving done for the day, but the news couldn't wait.

“Sir, Chastity DuChamp's confirmed she can make the interview. Are you sure you want to go through that much expense to meet with her?”

He walked over, placed his hands on Hannah's shoulders, and gripped gently. “I like my vacation home. It's got the perfect view for meeting a potential wife.”

The pang of sadness remained. “I'm sure having an interview overlooking Lake Tahoe might be a little intimidating.”

“She'll have to get used to it. A little college girl from Sacramento should broaden her horizons.”

Hannah looked up. “I don't think she'll believe it's for an internship, sir.”

Marlowe looked down and pulled the straps of Hannah's dress aside. “Ms. DuChamp can think whatever she wants, so long as she shows up. She won't be thinking on her own for long.” Pink Orchid was finally underway.


HYPNOTIC INTERVIEW III

The tennis ball machine shot the yellow orb over the net. The yellow blur smacked against the concrete. Before the machine could begin loading the next ball, Olivia had already returned the serve. Straight against the aluminum chassis. Just one more dent among many.

She wasn't just a bitter twenty-five year old. She was actively mad and knew she was past her competitive prime. The last three endorsement deals had fallen apart at the last minute. “Upon review of your latest magazine shoot,” one rep had said, “we can't associate our brand with your image.”

Show your tits once, and suddenly being ranked second in the world in singles rounds doesn't matter. Olivia didn't let the fact that she had slid all the way down to 73rd over three years dilute her rage. She was desperate to either up her game or land another endorsement. Whichever kept the lifestyle going.

Maybe I'll have a cocktail with that old Russian fucker the next time we're on the same continent. He owns half the damn gas fields east of Sverdlovsk. Flirt with him. Give him what he wants. And she hated Russians. The little Rooskie who had beat her out of her lifetime dream of ranking first assured that sentiment. Djorvinski still ranking tenth only rubbed it in.

The next ball clattered against the fence behind the serving machine. A shot gone long by any definition. Olivia heard the gate shut behind her. She held position, knowing the next programmed serve would miss her by several feet.

She turned as she said, “This had better be fucking importa–” She knew the man's face. Marlowe Salazar owned two of the three companies that had left her in the cold. Olivia's love for vacations in Fiji perked her ears.

Olivia took a step back to avoid the next serve. It shot inches in front of her face. Marlowe strolled closer. She finally pulled the remote from the sweatband on her wrist, stopping the automatic serves doubling interstate speeds.

Marlowe's casual shorts and button-up shirt clashed a little against his deck shoes. “You don't give up. That's a good sign for the deal I'm putting on the table.”

Fuck me. Is he serious? “Going over the heads of your marketing idiots. Right?”

Marlowe grinned like a wolf as he kept up the slow pace. “I trust my best people, but they don't always see what I see.”

Olivia pulled down at the sheer fabric of her athletic tank top. Anything to accentuate her breasts. “Image isn't all about being goody-goody.”

“If it was, where would I be?”

She knew the man didn't shy away from sex in marketing. Olivia also knew he learned from his rare losses. “Care to play a friendly match?”

Marlowe stopped just before the boundaries of the court. “I don't like to play games I know I'll lose.” Olivia didn't expect him to pick up the spare racket propped against the net. “But if you get one ball past me, this ring is yours.”

He tossed the band toward Olivia. The silver glittered in the sun as she stopped its fall, putting the racket in it's flight path and matching its movement. “It must not be that important if you throw it like that.”

Marlowe began walking toward the other end of the court, racket in hand. “That ring will be the most important item in your life soon.” He turned his head toward Olivia. “Put it on.”

Olivia slipped the metal over her finger. Suddenly, beating Salazar on her own turf felt like instinct. She pressed the machine's remote on her wristband, halting the yellow bullets before one could clock Marlowe.

He was finally in position. “Go ahead. Show me what makes you one of the best.”

Olivia took up one of the balls against Marlowe's side of the net, making sure he saw the best of her assets as she bent over. She trotted back to position and tossed the ball up. The hollow sound of strings hitting the ball echoed.

Marlowe took a step toward the tennis ball's path. The backspin Olivia had put in to the serve slowed it enough to make him miscalculate. He swung and missed, the ball flying between the racket and his body.

Olivia smiled at the clatter against the chain link fence. “Maybe table tennis is more your speed.” At the very least, she had won jewelry.

“Care to see my serve?” Marlowe had already taken up a ball.

“What's the harm? Go ahead.”

She noticed Marlowe's hard stare into her eyes, even from the other side of the court. “You're going to miss.”

What the hell is he talking about? Marlowe chucked the ball, giving it a mediocre swing at best. It sailed over the net at a casual pace. Even a child could have returned it.

Olivia moved to give the ball a hard swing. Or at least, she intended to. It bounced against the concrete and flew at a lazy pace, landing just beyond the boundaries of the court.

Why did I freeze? Olivia noticed Marlowe walking her way.

Olivia decides to let Marlowe serve. He orders Olivia to stand still. She does, watching helplessly as the ball bounces just within the service line.

Marlowe walks over and circles around her. She knows he's studying her.

“Look's like we'll call the match a draw.” Olivia saw the appraisal in his eyes, like a predator sizing up prey. “And I bet you're wondering what just happened.”

“What did you do to me?” Olivia's body gave in to her desire to meet him at the net, breaking the lock for a few steps.

“Stop right there.” Her body did, both feet feeling like roots running deep below ground.

Marlowe walked around the net and tossed the racket aside. Olivia's thoughts began to scramble. His eyes felt like the center of her universe.

“You're not as stubborn as I thought. I don't know if that counts in your favor yet.”

“You suggesting I give up too easily?” Olivia's eyes narrowed, focusing hard on Marlowe's gaze.

He smirked and propped his posture up straight. “I don't need someone set in their ways. The offer I have will mean quite a bit of change.”

“What kind?”

Marlowe stepped forward and took Olivia's hand between his own. “Life altering changes.” He let go and paced around her, never averting his eyes. “Even though they may not be what you want out of life. The choice won't be yours.”

Olivia waited for Marlowe to stand in front of her again. “So what's this mysterious fucking deal already?”

“It's simple. I'm looking for someone to turn into the perfect wife.”

Turn into? I'd need a better ring than this to give him a yes. “I thought this was about an endorsement, not a marriage proposal.”

“You thinking I'm here about a commercial was your own game of fill-in-the-blanks. And it's not a proposal.” Marlowe stepped close again and touched a finger to the tip of her nose. “You're in competition with seven others to be my wife.”

Olivia mustered a giggle. “You're joking.”

“I'm serious as a heart attack.” Marlowe's stare went deeper as he took his finger away.

“And if I don't agree to play any part in this?”

“That's not an option.” Deep down, Olivia knew that much was the truth. Her instinct to step back never made it to conscious thought.

Olivia tried to smile. She knew it only made her look as nervous as she felt. “So what's this competition? If it's tennis, I'm set.”

Marlowe pointed beyond her head toward the bench at the end of the court. “It's a physical test, but there's an interview involved as well.”

“I'm sorry I didn't dress for the occasion.”

Marlowe kept his finger pointed behind Olivia. “You will be. Get over there and show me what you look like without anything on.”

Olivia's mind rebelled, sending a hard jolt up her arm from the ring. Her body tensed and slumped a little to the left. He's fucking serious.

“I didn't tell you to think about it, and I'm too busy to watch you make it worse.” Olivia knew better than to keep testing him. It could be worse. I thought I'd fade into the background as the money dries up. If I win, I'm good for life.

She turned, feeling some amount of freedom to her movements, so long as she followed the spirit of his orders. Olivia knew the curve from breasts to ass were her most interesting feature for male spectators. She had even adapted her return stance for tournaments based on that profile. Olivia knew Marlowe had probably admired the same pose as well.

At the bench, she bent herself forward at the proper, practiced angle. Her hands reached back, grabbing the hem of the skirt underneath the round contour of her ass. Olivia pulled it up, letting the white cotton shine bright in the sun. I always wanted to do that during a match. The cameras would go nuts.

Marlowe stopped staring and moved closer. He stopped within ten paces. “I didn't say stop and grin at me.” He took another couple of steps and kept coming. “Strip.”

Olivia moved her hands higher, undoing her bra. She gave the front a quick pull underneath her top. It fell as she watched Marlowe take his last few steps closer. “If it's a great body and an even better fuck you're after, I'm sure I'll win.” I know I will.

“Are you sure about that?”

“Of course.” Olivia thumbed the waist of her panties. They slid down to her tennis shoes. Stepping out, she added, “And I think you know it too.”

Marlowe took a quick swipe at her bare ass. Olivia jerked and faked a giggle. “You've got it all wrong. All of the candidates are in the same league when it comes to beauty, and great sex can be taught.”

Motherfucker. “So what are you after?”

“It's simpler than you make it sound.” Marlowe put his other hand on her ass and took a firm grip from behind. “Being a good mother's a function of personality. Tits hand-sculpted by God be damned when it comes to that.”

Olivia's mind drew a blank for a second. Her breathing picked up as she realized what Marlowe's visit was truly about. “I never wanted to have kids. I'd never get back on top if that happens.”

Marlowe let go of both cheeks and walked back around her. “Back on top? At your age? Haven't you been paying attention to your sport for the past couple of decades? It'll never happen.”

“Fuck you.”

“If you'd so kindly oblige.”

Olivia knew Marlowe was trying to get her to lose it. And it was working. “Leave.”

“You already agreed to the competition.”

Her voice seethed. “I never signed anything.”

“Then point toward the gate if you want me to leave.” Marlowe bent down to meet her at eye level. “But that ring you put on was your agreement, and it says you can't.”

Olivia tried moving her arm. Nothing. “I'll say it one more time. Fuck you.”

“I can play this game too.” Marlowe furrowed his eyebrows and stared straight to the back of Olivia's head. He laughed to himself as she felt what little resistance she had left dissipate. “Blow me.”

The rest of her body took on a mind of its own as Olivia's head went fuzzy. Marlowe pulled her by the underarms back to the bench where he straddled the middle with his legs. Marketing goons Photoshopping scabbed knees from the concrete would cost extra money for the promotion he had planned for Olivia next week anyway. He always had been a cost-minimizer, despite his spending habits.

Olivia's hands grasped the hard shaft underneath his slacks. Two fingers pinched the zipper handle and whipped it down. One flick of the fingers released his cock from the silk boxers.

Before Olivia could occupy her mouth, Marlowe asked, “Do people watch what they say around you?”

Enough mental clarity returned to allow a response. “Because I'm a celebrity?”

“Because you're too easy.”

Olivia's mind seethed with anger as she cupped her lips around his tip. If this is a test, I don't care if I fail. If he's being honest, what an ass.

Marlowe's skin slid back on her tongue. The command took over, drawing every fragment of Olivia's memory detailing what she thought would make for the perfect blowjob. She let his shaft crawl to the back of her throat, giving it a hard suction as it went to her our limits of comfort.

A hand pressed against the back of her head, forcing enough into Olivia's mouth to snap her eyes open. Marlowe continued applying pressure for several seconds. She struggled against her reflexes, barely keeping the gagging and coughing at bay.

With equal lack of announcement, Marlowe pushed Olivia's head back. His cock bounced as it left her mouth. “If it's this easy to make you give up after getting under your skin, I'm not surprised you never hit the top.”

Olivia smiled and locked eyes with his. She knew he was right. “You're an asshole. The kind that makes for a good coach.”

Marlowe put his hands around Olivia's shoulders. He drew her up, resting his nose against her scalp. “You're not as dense as you act. Things might be looking up for you.”

Olivia pulled Marlowe closer. “But I've still got seven others to beat.”

“Beat the other candidates, and you're set for life. Lose to one of them, and you'd better set this endorsement deal back as your retirement.”

Olivia smirked for herself. “You know exactly what to say to people. I'll give you that.”

“Just don't keep up that track record of peaking out at second place.”

Olivia leaned back to rest on her palms. “So says the man who's peaked at third.” Olivia shot him a knowing smile and reached back to grab the hem of her top. Before pulling up, she added, “Maybe we could work on that together.”

The athletic shirt fell to the ground as the world came back into view for Olivia. She scooted back and put both shoes on the bench. The laces flew loose, followed closely by the shoes and socks dropping onto the concrete.

Olivia rolled onto her back. She pinched the cotton between her thighs. The chill against her uncovered womanhood sent a shiver up the back. The panties traveled along her legs.

Marlowe's face announced his satisfaction. “Congratulations, you figured the game out sooner than the other candidates so far. I didn't have to order that.”

The tiny skirt fluttered back as Olivia flipped her wrist. She scooted herself back to Marlowe, already standing to drop his pants. Her fingers ran up the buttons on his shirt. With a quick motion, Marlowe made his undershirt join Olivia's clothing.

Olivia put her hand against his abs. She pressed, getting the friction to guide Marlowe back down. As soon as he was seated, Olivia stood and mounted Marlowe's lap.

His manhood rubbed against the dripping folds between Olivia's legs. With a quick lift of her hips and a satisfied moan, Oliva plunged Marlowe deep. Her feet pushed against the ground, lifting her repeatedly up and down his staff.

Marlowe leaned back, enjoying the full ride. Olivia picked up the pace. With a quick surge, she drove herself into a fit of whimpers and bouncing mammaries.

Her eyes closed as she leaned back. Her hips moved forward, sealing any gap between their bodies. Olivia began rocking back and forth, crashing Marlowe's skin against her interior with each shift in movement.

One more surge of bouncing came out of Olivia. She opened her eyes as Marlowe's hand gently closed around her throat. It only drove her further.

Olivia's moans turned to cries of bliss. The friction between the two playmates pushed her closer to the edge. Marlowe pushed her torso back, her ass planting on the bench, her pussy never losing grip on his cock.

The thick shaft pushed against Olivia's g-spot with the new angle. Olivia leaned back on her hands. Her waist followed a silent rhythm, waxing Marlowe's shaft like a pricy detail job.

Marlowe's fingers took her clit. She leaned back further, propping up on elbows. Olivia couldn't help biting her lower lip before asking, “You want my pussy to come all around that dick, don't you?”

He didn't answer directly, stroking Olivia's bean with a determined thumb. Olivia surged back up and planted a hand in the middle of his chest. She ran the other hand along her breasts.

Olivia kept up with Marlowe's increasing pace. As the first breakers hit, her hands gripped onto Marlowe's waist. The hot afternoon lost all sense of heat as her body went haywire.

Marlowe's fingers left her womanhood, pinching onto nipples and giving a twist as Olivia's voice began to crack. Her feet came up to the bench, resting just beneath Marlowe's thighs as her shoulders dropped forward. Collapsing into his chest, Olivia felt him begin thrusting, not letting her get off easy.

She continued whimpering and squalling into his pecs, holding on to sanity by a thread. Marlowe's thighs slapped at the back of her own. Olivia tensed into a near-seizure, screaming with each pile-driving thrust.

And then it stopped. Olivia's body jolted with each contraction. Her entire being shivered in a state between unconsciousness and bliss.

Marlowe allowed her a moment of rest. She felt his hand run from shoulder blade to ass, then back again. The world cleared up around her as Olivia opened her eyes.

She pulled herself back up and looked down. “I've got a comeback planned. More than just magazine spreads.”

Marlowe stared back. “You've got a one-track mind. That sword has two edges, you know.”

“If it's a goal you want enough, you can't think of anything else.”

“That screaming wasn't about tennis.” He pushed Olivia back a bit, freeing his dick from her conjugal grip. “You can't bullshit a professional bullshitter, so you'd be smart to try something else. Every star fades, and almost all of them stay that way.”

Olivia narrowed her eyes before lying down on her back. She already knew better than to look Marlowe in the face when making a point he wouldn't agree with. “Even if I marry you, I'm still going after my dream.”

Marlowe was on top of her before Olivia could register why her face was in the shade. He looked down, straight into her mind. “When I was a kid, I wanted to be an astronaut. The problem was, I couldn't qualify as a pilot in the Air Force. 'You barely failed the eye exam,' is what the recruiter told me.”

“And that kept you from being an astronaut, how exactly?”

“Test pilots are the majority of their candidate pool.” Olivia saw him drift back down to her waist. “And your body will betray you in the same way. It's not weakness on your part. Humans just become less capable as they get older.”

Olivia felt his face rub just above her mound. “I'm twenty-five. I still have time.”

“And nobody rises up the ranks as quickly as you'd need to.” He took a playful lick at her still-swollen clit. “Tick-tock.”

Her head jerked back at the next flick of his tongue. “So what does the brilliant Marlowe Salazar recommend?”

He took another taste before answering. “You've got two competitions. One you stand a chance of winning. The other is just the fantasy of a burnout.”

“Fuck you.” Marlowe set back to work. Olivia pushed on his forehead to bring his eyes back up. Big mistake.

“You'll accept my offer, and if you win, give up on tennis.”

The ring pulsed back to life. Marlowe's stare from between her thighs had stripped away the legendary stubbornness of Olivia Price, noted among the tennis world for not understanding what the word “no” even meant. “That still means I can keep playing if I don't win.”

He smiled and rested his chin against her lower stomach. “I'll be honest. As irritating as you are, I like you.” Marlowe then returned to his oral athletics, splitting Olivia's lower lips with a drawn-out lick from top to bottom.

She couldn't help arching her back. Every taste bud activated its own nerve ending between her legs. When his tongue pressed inside, Olivia felt the rising tension in her body.

As she put her hand on Marlowe's shoulder, the ring's contact with his skin sent its own jolt of pleasure coursing through her entire frame. The next order passed through the metal, straight into Olivia's central nervous system. From inside her head, she heard Marlowe's voice. “Come again, harder.”

Marlowe went on the attack, pushing his lips against Olivia's own fun pair. She felt his hands run around her hips, lifting her ass from the bench with his arms. Her entire body writhed with each touch. Even her breathing took orders from the rapidly shaking head between her legs.

When she felt a finger dive in, Olivia's feet spread apart and lifted into the air on reflex. Marlowe pulled his mouth away, letting his digits hammer against her interior. Through the blinding ectasy Olivia could hear her own juices swirling inside her.

She was able to force one look down. Marlowe withdrew the fingers and shot her a knowing glance. Olivia tried to catch his attention as his head went back down. “It's too much, too fast.”

He paid no mind. Olivia's entire body twisted in place as she tried to grab on to something. Anything.

Her hands gripped onto the wooden edge of the seat as she lifted her body up with one foot. “Fuck yes, just like that.” A finger pushed back inside, then another. They pumped as Olivia struggled against the hard suction of her clit. She couldn't help stiffening every muscle and forcing air between her teeth as her lower lip disappeared into her mouth.

Olivia's thighs quaked as she tried breaking free from Marlowe's arms. The weight of a pallet of bricks settled on her chest as every bit of air left her lungs. She tried screaming, convulsing on top of the bench with each attempt.

Marlowe's tongue fell away, his fingers filling in the role as Olivia's head began bobbing back and forth. She tried opening her eyes, only seeing the red glow of the sun beating down. As her fingernails dug into the varnished wood, Marlowe pulled away completely.

Olivia's climax sent her into a fit of hysterics. As her lungs filled with badly needed air, she belted out a moan like bending metal, letting all of the tension out with every fiber of muscle. With the hard tremors crashing her body and overloading her mind, Olivia's world went dark.


The feeling of Marlowe's cock parting her walls stirred Olivia back to life. She opened her eyes to see him above her, his extended arms planted on each side of her head. His shaft slid through her passage, striking deep within her supple room.

Olivia noticed the sun had changed positions, settling closer to the horizon. Marlowe planted himself to the hilt inside her. His hands closed around her hips, jostling her up and down against the wooden plank as his girth collided with every nook of her interior.

Marlowe took his liberties, obviously not concerned with Olivia's freshly awakened state. She looked up at him and grinned, knowing he would have claimed her as his own in any case. Olivia felt Marlowe draw back and pump hard, sending her body closer to another date with climax. The action repeated, coaxing her body into soaking his dick with its helpful juices.

The thrusting kept up its random pace as Olivia rested a hand against Marlowe's waist. “You know what you want already, don't you?”

He stared down, never letting up on the hammering as Olivia's moans came back. “The question is, do you?”

Olivia wasn't sure if he was asking about her desires or his own. Either way, Olivia knew pulling Marlowe tighter with her feet would draw her personal satisfaction that much closer.

The soft whimpers of ramping pleasure leaked from Olivia's lips. She turned her head as she gave permission. “It's alright if you come inside me.”

The ramming motion stopped. “You're not taking this seriously.” Marlowe pulled out.

Olivia reached up, wrapping her arms around the back of his neck. Planting her ankles into his ass, she pulled him back in. Olivia tried to match his intensity, glaring back up at him and asking, “Why would you say that?”

The corner of Marlowe's lips went upward. He granted her wish, sliding back in with delicate care that teased Olivia into another hug with her toned legs. “I'm not sure you want this as badly as you say.”

Marlowe suddenly exploded with a series of rough bursts, sending his torso colliding against Olivia. The sensory overload sent her into a long chorus of screams and gasps. Olivia knew she had already been scooted several inches back from where she had awakened.

Olivia felt the complete lack of regard Marlowe held for her emotions and sanity, the relentless shaft tearing through her passage, working her up into a level of bliss. She felt him grab onto her wrists, pulling against them to drive even further into her. The ramming became even more furious.

She used her final shred of logical sense for one final plea. “Just fucking use me. Fuck! I know you'll do more for me than my sorry-assed agent wi–” Her voice trailed off into more screaming, more moaning.

Marlowe took it upon himself to give her one more pleasure. Adjusting his angle of attack, he lowered himself and propped himself up with his arms. Olivia's arms wrapped around his body as she felt the iron staff of his cock pounce upon her g-spot.

Time after time, Marlowe hit the magic button, driving Olivia mad with pulses of vaginal overload. Every thrust felt both brief in time, and eternal in the aftershock. She knew it was driving her fast into another orgasm.

Olivia's voice surprised even herself as she felt the subtle increase in Marlowe's girth. “Deep.”

He kept pounding at her magical spot, smaller than the nail on her pinkie and hidden away inside her pussy.

“Deeper.”

Marlowe still ignored her pleas. Not that Olivia minded. Even though she couldn't think it, her body knew what his end game truly was.

“All the way inside.”

Olivia felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Marlowe plunged as far as her body would allow. Her cervix was already beginning to pulsate, knowing that it too was about to serve its purpose by lapping up his payload. Its ultimate purpose, as far as Mr. Salazar was concerned.

Stuck at balls-deep, he began shifting up and down. Olivia screamed as the bean of her g-spot met a head brimming with more precum. She felt the flicker of her clitoris. The young woman’s body hit its limit as she began to hear sighing and panting, the cock growing harder inside of her. Her mouth opened, trying to speak. She lacked the control to form even fragmentary thoughts.

Olivia could barely make out the sounds coming from Marlowe, a mixture of ecstatic groaning and the sucking of air to fuel the last of his efforts. Her mind had lost control of her body, unable to resist the arching of her back, the vibration of every muscle, and the primal moan that emanated from her mouth.

The stimulation was becoming unbearable to the point that the muscles between her legs clamped down on on him. With a hard drive to rock-bottom, his body stopped moving. Olivia's pussy clamped hard, taking every spurt with greed.

Deep inside, the warm, soft spread of cum forced her to smile. Opening her eyes, she saw Marlowe's straining, satisfied face above her. She put a hand on his neck and pulled his face into her own. “I told you I can get what I want.”


Marlowe sat on the bench after sliding his boxers back on. Olivia could feel the slight burn of too much sun on her skin as it drifted toward the horizon. She couldn't read his emotions, but she knew something hadn't met his expectations.

She stayed curled up on the bench, putting an arm across his lap to keep him still. “Was it everything you wanted?”

“You're too willing to be used, even if you do your best at it.”

Olivia kept her sigh in. “And that's exactly what you want.” Exactly what she wanted as well.

“Maybe, but it's a dangerous talent to have.”

Olivia rolled, reached down, then sat up and handed Marlowe the pile of clothing behind the both of them. “I think my best option is to let you finish your interviews.”

Marlowe ran his feet through the slacks. “Smart. I think you're getting the hang of this deal.”

Olivia didn't dare say another word as Marlowe stood to finish redressing. As he walked away, she knew her chances were slim, one-in-eight based on the odds.

A few weeks later, she received notice of an accepted endorsement deal. Worth enough to retire comfortably in her mid-20s. Olivia knew he had decided, but not in her favor. At that moment, she felt the ring's hold over her drop. It had become nothing more than an inert band of silver.


HYPNOTIZED HITCHHIKER

Steam billowed out of the engine compartment. Bethany pulled her face back in time and stepped away. The hood slammed shut. That fucking hose. Again.

She reached into the pocket of her blue jean shorts for her phone. She only saw her eyebrows lower in the black reflection of the screen when she tried powering it on. Dead.

Bethany knew she'd be hitchhiking if she wanted to make it to the nearest town. Her choice of shorts, flip flops, and a button-up blouse that showed her tits to the world seemed like an even better idea. The idea was to dress for the heat, but she knew it would be the best advertising she could get for a ride.

Ten miles to Springdale, almost a hundred to home. A weekend away from the sorority at her parents' house seemed like a good idea. At least, until that point. The view in every direction was the same: Corn fields, tree lines, and cow fields streaked with electric lines.

Either way, Bethany knew she'd have to suck it up and bum a ride. She pulled the pink backpack from the rear seat of the unreliable Kia she had grown to hate. The early-afternoon sun baked the pavement as she slammed the door shut.

Backpack over her shoulder and thumb out, Bethany cursed under her breath as cars flew past. Every car, truck, and van on the rural highway cast out an imaginary middle finger as it disappeared from view. Even with her assets, the long odds of getting a ride before the sun baked her brain dawned on Bethany.

But did she really want a ride? The horror stories of what could happen raced through her mind. If I feel the least bit nervous, I'll pass. The idea of being the missing college student on the evening news didn't seem too appealing.

With each car and truck that ignored her in the space of an hour, Bethany came to realize she'd need to do more than stick out a thumb. The hem of her shorts already showed more thigh than a bucket of drumsticks. Here I am, whoring myself out for a ride in the middle of bum-fuck nowhere.

As she undid the button below her bra, a green Land Rover started braking. Bethany felt relieved that it wasn't a jacked-up truck with a gun rack in the back window. As the SUV pulled into the shoulder, she started to feel the first sting of a sunburn developing.

The two men who got out seemed older. Respectable even. Pressed slacks, business shirts, and clean-shaven faces. Fucking thank you.

Bethany took her first steps forward. The soles of her flip-flops tried to stick to the hot tarmac of the road. By the time she was within twenty paces, Bethany called out, “Thanks for stopping. I never thought anyone would help.”

The taller of the two waved. He kept walking as he said, “I'm Glen, and this is Ted.”

Bethany stood in front of Glen and pulled her sunglasses down. “Are you guys headed toward Springdale?” At the very least, they were traveling the same direction she had been.

“It's on our way.” Bethany felt an odd pressure in her forehead as Glen leaned closer. His eyes weren't threatening, but piercing. “Get in. We'll give you a ride there.”

Glen and Ted turned to walk back. Bethany's legs seemed to move of their own accord, following both of the men to the idling vehicle.

Glen opened the back door on the passenger's side. “Have a seat.” He offered Bethany a hand. She couldn't refuse the gesture, giggling at the mock chivalry of it all. The two were, after all, her knights in shining armor for the moment.

Bethany tossed her backpack into the seat next to her. Ted took the driver's seat this time. The cool breeze of air conditioning felt like a gift from above on her sun baked skin as the SUV pulled back onto the road.

As her car disappeared into the distance behind, Bethany saw Glen turn around to look her in the eyes. His stare gave her the same buzz behind her eyes as before. Did I get a heat stroke or something?

Glen pulled the corners of his lips back toward his ears. “You look like you're burning up. Take off your shirt.” He held the stare, almost casting the directions again without saying them. It felt like the message was echoing inside Bethany's head.

Bethany didn't want to, but her body moved on its own. Each button came undone until she got to the last. Why am I going along with this? Bethany pulled her arms out of the sleeves and let the blouse lie on top of her backpack.

“Good. Now your shorts.”

No! Her conscience wasn't winning the battle. The black silk of her panties peeked from underneath the denim waist. Bethany kicked off her flip flops and lifted her rear from the seat. The blue cotton slid down her thighs, coming to rest in the floorboard.

Glen's hand came back and rested midway up Bethany's thigh. “We're taking a detour.”

Ted pulled the Rover off of the main road and down what was little more than a glorified gravel path. Bethany felt her breasts jiggle with each bump. Even through the sunglasses, she could tell Glen knew her eyes were locked on his own.

Bethany finally built up the mental force of will to look out the window. No houses, just a field surrounded by trees on all sides. The gravel gave way to dirt as the Rover jerked and hopped even more.

Glen finally turned to his driver and took his hand off of Bethany's thigh. “Right here's good, Ted.”

Bethany wanted to run as Glen and Ted got out and opened the doors on each side of her. Her legs felt like they were bolted to the seat. Every impulse to get away only resulted in a quivering of her body. What the fuck are they gonna do to me?

Glen lowered his head through the door. “Out. Now.”

Bethany tried to fight the actions of her body. One foot followed the other out the door as her ass slid off of the seat. The full heat of the afternoon came back in force as the coarse texture of the mowed field hit the soles of her bare feet.

“She's all yours.” Glen stepped away as his friend came around the back.

Ted grabbed her by the arm and hauled her to the front. He pressed her breasts into the hood. The fiberglass was just hot enough to match the sunburn's dull pain on her legs and face.

Bethany felt fingers fumbling with the clasps on her bra. All three popped open under the effort. The hood lit up her nipples as the cups slid away. Bethany sucked air between her teeth as her body stole the excess heat away.

The same fingers traced down her back, finally stopping at the waist of her panties. The digits slipped beneath the elastic. Why can't I run away? Bethany felt the sun's warmth on her ass as the fabric eased down.

When the panties dropped to the ground, Bethany lifted her feet to step out of them. Why the fuck am I playing along with this? I can't control a fucking thing! The buckle of Ted's belt jangled behind her.

Bethany braced herself as she heard Ted's zipper whined out. His hands pulled her ass back as his pants hit the ground. Bethany heard his underwear drop onto the dry grass.

Without so much as a warning, Ted's cock plunged inside. The walls of her pussy conformed to the shaft like a custom glove. It felt like the perfect size for her small body to handle, in exactly the wrong situation.

Glen stared from the other side of the hood. “Rub your clit while he's fucking you, and like it. You can't expect him to enjoy it if you're not having a good time.” Ted pulled back and dove back in for more.

Bethany's arm trembled as she took her pearl between her fingers. I want to run as far away as I can, but why does it feel so good? The crack of Ted's thighs against her cheeks sounded out through the empty field.

The sunglasses flew off with a particularly hard thrust. Bethany whimpered into the open air, pushing herself back to accentuate every drive toward her core. She couldn't help wondering exactly how much of a fucking she was in for.

Despite it all, Bethany started to feel the pleasure in the moment. As her clit swelled and her pussy saturated, she could feel Ted's enthusiasm. Bethany cast her free arm out and grabbed a windshield wiper to steady herself against the relentless pounding.

Bethany cried out as Ted's dick struck just the right spot. She saw Glen stroking himself as he watched from the other side of the hood. Her blonde hair fell onto the paint as she buried a cheek into the hood.

Bethany's clit swelled even more between her fingers, turning into a sensitive button capable of launching her into low orbit. She felt her wetness give Ted's shaft the texture of fine silk.

Her whimpering picked up, pulling more effort out of the man buried to the hilt inside her. Bethany couldn't stop herself from screaming, “Fucking harder!” Ted granted her wish, driving out another burst of intensity that had Bethany rushing toward the promised land.

As her moans echoed through the field, Bethany felt the rising pressure between her legs. Her fingers wavered harder and faster as the steam built up. Bethany felt like her entire body had burst into flames the exact instant her climax erupted.

The force of her orgasm carried her through a rapid set of convulsions. Ted kept going, overloading every nerve ending in Bethany's frame as her legs went rigid. Her head ripped back as she made eye contact with Glen.

Bethany held the stare. “God yes!” Her voice devolved into hoots and hollers as Ted gave it his all. The two fingers pinning and working her clit kept shifting with a will of their own.

Bethany's pussy ejected Ted's dick as her fingers gave out. Spent beyond any ability to come harder, her body trembled against the hood and fender. She finally broke her gaze away from Glen's eyes when he nodded, granting her permission to finish her own business.

Shaking out the last of the climax, Bethany gasped as her cheek rested against the hood. I actually enjoyed that. The rough strands of grass prodded the sensitive skin on the bottoms of her feet as she put both heels back on the ground.

Glen walked around the front of the Land Rover. He held his stare directly into Bethany's eyes as she rested against the fender. “Do you want to know what else we'll be doing out here?”

He turned as he passed the closest headlight to Bethany. Glen's cock stood ready, longer and thicker than Ted's felt. Certainly larger than any she had seen before.

Bethany tried to force out an objection.  I don't want something that big inside me. Jesus. When her mouth opened, she only managed to ask, “How do I get that inside me?”

Glen grabbed her by the hair, pulling her over to the open door to the back seat. “Like this.” Bethany's legs moved to match Glen's pace. They stopped at the rear driver's side door.

Ted climbed into the backseat from the other side. Bethany saw the spark in Glen's eyes at that very moment. I can't say no, even if I want to.

Glen pushed Bethany ass first into the seat. Bethany sprawled out, letting her ass and pussy hang over the edge of the seat. The scald from the hot leather passed within seconds, but Bethany knew to prepare herself for true pain to come.

Ted took his position, forcing his dick into her mouth. Bethany's hand wrapped around the base of his shaft on instinct. All the while, she felt Glen's hands take a firm hold of her waist and jerk her down for the perfect position.

The thick shaft parted the walls of her pussy, forcing Bethany to moan into Ted's cock. Her womanhood stretched with each slow increment. The pain of losing her virginity just a few years ago flowed back into her mind.

Finally planted balls-deep, Glen ripped his way back and inside again. Bethany yelped around Ted's cock, which only drove him to tickle the back of her throat with the tip.

Bethany felt the stretch of her pussy, filled beyond any point it had seen before. Aching with agony, the walls strained to hold it all in. Glen pulled out. Bethany felt the gaping void he had left in her.

The massive shaft pierced its way back in seconds later, getting a bit more lubrication on top from Glen spitting down on his own dick. Bethany tried to scream. All it accomplished was the back of her throat buzzing against Ted's beige helmet.

Ted's voiced interrupted the agony in Bethany's head. “Fuck her hard!”

Just please, stop.

Glen's manhood hammered away inside Bethany as if her uterus had done something wrong. Ted's hands wrapped behind Bethany's head, urging her into harder and faster repetitions of the movements of her tongue. The sting retreated into a dull ache.

Ted stared on, occasionally moving a hand to stroke Bethany's cheek when the motions of her tongue pleased him. Please don't come in my mouth. Bethany was helpless to push for her wishes. Even the thought of defiance sent a sharp pain through her forehead.

As her walls relaxed, she started to feel the innate pleasure of stretching her limits. Cock-muffled screams of shock and agony turned to moans of bliss. Glen seemed to feel the difference. Mercifully, he eased the momentum and speed of his thrusts.

Ted's dick went rigid inside her mouth as she turned more of her attention to it. The earthy taste of precum coated her tongue. Bethany pulled out her personal trick of dancing her taste buds along the sensitive ridge of skin underneath, then moving to vacuum the head with her lips in repetition.

Glen's organ continued filling her to the brim. He picked up the pace once more. Bethany squealed and took a breast in one hand, her clit with the other.

Ted's grip on Bethany's hair tightened. He thrust himself back to the point of gagging her. “Split the little whore in half!”

Glen took to the catcall. Bethany's entire body rocked with each bone-jarring thrust. This time, the incredible assault against her interior sent waves of pleasure through Bethany's entire body.

Ted's breathing picked up as Bethany moaned harder. The soft bulb of her clit burned hot between two fingers. With each flicker and pile-driving thrust, Bethany picked up momentum.

The oncoming orgasm felt like a runaway train. Every joint ached to lock tight. Her feet crossed behind Glen's back as her legs tightened.

The swelling head in her mouth jerked. Ted's load exploded into Bethany's mouth as she tipped over the edge. As she opened her eyes to roll them back in their sockets, the world went fluorescent.

Seized in a buzzing frenzy, Bethany's entire body exhausted itself in an explosion of endorphins and various other feel-good-hormones. She broke her mouth away from Ted's dick, feeling his delivery slide to the back of her mouth. Glen's organ struggled to keep moving, getting clamped between the closing walls.

Bethany almost didn't understand Ted shouting, “Swallow it!”

As his semen slid down her throat, Ted backed off and climbed out of the opposite door. Bethany's arm locked as the peak of her climax sent tremors through her entire body.

Glen pulled out, leaving a void in Bethany's pussy once again. She quivered on the edge of the seat, her legs no longer supported by the torso of a man rooted deep inside. Bethany slid down and off the seat, feeling her ass rest on the rocker panel.

“Stand up.”

Bethany complied and followed Glen to the back hatch. He opened the top and bottom hinges as Ted put the rear seat down.

Glen slid into the back of the Land Rover and lied down on his back. The overgrown manhood seemed ever more impressive, standing vertical at full attention. Bethany now wanted it between her thighs more than anything.

“Make me come inside you.” The promise of more fucking piqued her interest, but it was a line too far for her mind to handle.

Bethany complied. But I'm not on birth control, you sick bastard! She hated the smile on her face, trying desperately to replace it with any other expression.

Glen propped his head up with his hands. “I'm waiting.” The look he cast toward her was full of command, like a rattlesnake forcing the rabbit to stand still before a strike.

Bethany's knees slid her along the carpet. As her pussy got closer to the enormous staff, her body stiffened in a flash of hesitation. Am I fighting back? I can't even tell.

Glen's eyes filled with heat and superiority. “Ride my cock! Now.” His voice seethed and took hold.

In that instant, Bethany knew she had to give in. The pink lips between her thighs slid along the shaft, moving further up until the tip prodded into her entrance.

Glen's cock parted her walls again. Bethany knew as she slid down the shaft that it wouldn't be out of her until he was done. An involuntary smile crept across her face.

Despite her inner refusal, Bethany couldn't help enjoying the experience. Each separation of her silky passage coursed pleasure through her veins. Within seconds, she was gasping again, taking the initiative with a rhythmic dance of her hips. Glen's eyes closed for a moment, not hiding his enjoyment of her nubile sex barely handling his girth.

Bethany's mind tried to eke out a last-ditch fight against her body as she took in every inch. If he comes inside me, I might end up getting— A quick thrust jarred the trailing thought right out of her head.

Her hands planted on Glen's chest. The implications were just too much to ignore for more than a second. Every nerve in her body screamed as she struggled to get out, “What if I get pregnant?”

Glen smiled and asked, “So what if you do?”

“I can't right now. I'm still in college.”

The sting of Glen's hand against her ass shocked the fight out of her. One more shot of intent in his face sealed the battle. “Make me come deep in that pussy.”

Why are you doing this to me? Bethany's womanhood took on a mind of its own. It knew by instinct what was going to happen.

Bethany's pleasure took over, teaming up with Glen's orders to force her hips forward and back. Every heartbeat felt like a tremor. Bethany whimpered as she slid back, pulling up to ride his cock like a greased pole.

The rushing tide of orgasm echoed in the distance as Glen's tip hit her G-spot on the way down. Bethany dropped her body in the same spot, giving herself more of the incomprehensible feeling. By the time her voice picked up into screams, the bean just inside the roof of her pussy felt like an electrical contact, jolting her very being with each ride down.

Glen planted his hands on Bethany's hips. The firm grip pulled his cock into her deepest confines. She could feel her walls contract in pace with her pulse, doing their ultimate job of milking the gift out.

Bethany's cry filled the countryside. The full glory of a vaginal climax took the wheel, pushing her to pop her waist even faster.

Glen moaned as he tilted his head back. The oversized staff hardened even further inside Bethany. The amazing and beautiful experience of mutual orgasm took hold, pushing both to join their voices in a chorus of joined humanity.

With a final burst, Bethany put her orgasm into overdrive. Glen's seed issued forth in the first burst. The hot, sticky fluid coated her deepest parts.

Bethany collapsed with a whimper. The tight fit of his cock loosened with each load of seed. Bethany felt every possible surface inside her coat with semen. The feeling was blissful, foreign, and beyond her wildest expectations.

Bethany's control of her body came back as the afterglow of her climax set in. She slid off of Glen and felt his load threaten to spill out. The first hint of panic started to settle in.

“Sit on the bumper. I wanna see it.”

The tight grip on her actions loosened. Bethany still felt compelled to do it, but the red shame in her face overwhelmed the minor sunburn. If he's knocked me up...

Bethany put a finger inside herself. The first streamer crept out as she said, “I can feel it, all over in my pussy.” Glen's face beamed with satisfaction. Ted stood close by to observe the conquest in congratulations, ever the beta male.


Bethany didn't speak a word until Glen pulled the Land Rover into the auto shop's parking lot. She couldn't even look at him, afraid of losing control again with the first invitation of eye contact. I need a fucking morning after pill.

Stepping out of the driver's side rear, she felt Glen's hand take hold of her upper arm. Bethany tried to jerk away. The grip was too strong.

He pulled her around to face him. His eyes burned bright once again. “Get a tow truck,” Glen said, handing her a hundred dollar bill. “And forget this even happened.”

Suddenly, Bethany wondered how she had gotten from the side of the road, all the way to Springdale. Who was this strange man letting go of her arm and giving her money? Most of puzzling of all, why did her pussy feel like it had been through the wringer?


RICH MAN'S WHORE:

BLACKMAILED & BOUND

The white bread image of middle management didn’t even have the sense of ceremony to call Penny into another room. Tapping her on the shoulder, Mr. Blehm slipped the official Notice of Termination around the clerk’s shoulder, making sure he grazed her left breast as he slid the paper in plain view of the customer. “I’m sure you know what this is, Penny. They’re telling me to cut the most recent hires. I’m sorry.”

No, you’re not. The pensioner across the counter averted her eyes, just hoping another clerk would come to process the check before the bank closed in five minutes. Any dignity that could be saved by a graceful exit had already been torn away. “That’s some nerve you’ve got, rubbing on my tits while you fire me.” Tellers and impatient customers cocked their heads as the air exited the room. Blehm went pale as sweat started to bead around the collar of his cheap shirt.

Bastard. The corner of Penny’s lips twitched upward as she hoisted the mounds covered by her gray turtleneck into Blehm’s line of sight. “Are these worth getting sued?” The initial chattering of a scandal started to spread in irritating whispers through the lobby. “Well, you plan on answering or not?”

Blehm could only stare at the hands cupping the breasts he had been fantasizing about for weeks, visions of divorce papers and a shattered career flashing in the back of his mind. Regaining the sense to look Penny in the face, he noticed the smirk framed by blonde, neck-length hair. “Penny, you know that wasn’t my intention.” Just above Penny’s head, he could see the eyes of all four lines locked on him. Some shook their heads in derision as others barely held back laughter.

Noticing the scene through window shades and plate glass, Jeff Strunk rose from his desk to fulfill his duties as Branch Manager. Taking long, confident strides toward harasser and harassee, he maintained the businessman’s detached smile. Penny took notice as the suit in charge stopped behind Blehm. “Arthur. Penny. My office, now.”

True authority was the one thing Penny had always wanted to dominate, but the path to doing so had never been clear. It’s power was both irritating and panty-dropper fetching. Jeff Strunk actually possessed this trait, unlike the petty reprimands and power trips of a man like Blehm. By the time Penny was seated next to Arthur, her mind was seething with a desire to call the shots.

Strunk closed the blinds to block the rubberneckers in the lobby. Not bothering to take his seat, he broke the momentary silence. “Arthur!”

The balding middle-manager jerked with attention, raining perspiration. “What happened out there was a complete misunderstanding, Jeff. I’d never make sexual advances toward a subordinate!”

Strunk closed his left eye and measured up Blehm. “You’re lying.”

Blehm attempted a response. “I would never-”

“Bullshit! You’re talking like a bureaucrat.” Jeff interrupted before the denial could come out in full. “People who tell the truth don’t talk like they’re reading a memo out loud.”

Arthur’s complexion turned outright snowy. He could barely crack out, “I’d like to have my fair say in this.”

“You don’t get to say shit! I’m the only one in charge.” Jeff cast the look of predator’s sympathy toward his subordinate. “I’m transferring you to the branch in Somersville effective tomorrow. Now go home and be fucking thankful.”

Blehm cupped his forehead in his hands, processing the order. Fearful gratitude leaked from the smile that was slowly developing between his jowls. Pulling himself out of the chair, he uttered, “I understand, Jeff. You just saved my ass.”

Penny didn’t bother to watch Blehm leave, but the short amount of time between him getting up and the door closing meant that he had to have ran for the first time in decades. “So Mr. Strunk, about that sexual harassment suit.” Penny assumed an air of confidence. “When would be the best time for my lawyer to contact you?”

“Can it. You’re not suing anyone.” Strunk removed the black blazer and straightened his tie. “Stay right there. I’ve got a bank to close.”

This ass only speaks in orders. “And if I don’t?”

Jeff didn’t bother stopping on his way out to speak. “We’ll be suing you for that little stunt, plus a few other things.” The door slammed behind him.

Alone in the office, Penny knew better than to let the coming conversation occur without evidence. Flipping through the menu on her phone, she tapped the voice recorder app. After setting the phone to begin recording, she spent the next ten minutes peering at the mass of certificates, awards, and trophies from the local Chamber of Commerce and City Hall - The owners of this town.

Strunk returned after the customary racket of employees leaving like the building was on fire settled down. “Penny, I’ve got a proposition for you that the last woman who cried ‘harassment’ here turned down. I’d advise you not to do the same.”

“And what happened to her?”

Strunk took his seat across the finely appointed desk. “We made sure that she faced embezzlement charges. Her release date isn’t for another three years.”

Arrogant prick. “So this is blackmail?”

Jeff leaned back in his leather chair and smiled. “No. I’m simply putting facts forward so you might take this situation seriously.” The anger in Penny’s heart swelled, as did the heat and moisture between her thighs. Losing control had always been one of Penny’s triggers. “My friends in this town are powerful folks, and they might have use for someone like you.”

“So what would I be doing for the bastards? I’m sure they’re just as kind and generous as you are.”

Strunk’s eyebrows ticked upward as he maintained the grin. “Sarcastic and feisty tonight, aren’t we?” The branch manager’s teeth glared white in the dingy accent lighting overhead.

Penny grasped the leather-studded arms of the chair. “You’ve got balls, Jeff. I’ll give you that much credit.”

“My point exactly. I’ve got balls, and so do all of these powerful men I’m speaking of.” Strunk slowly leaned forward over the desk, then Penny felt the tip of her chin being lifted by a single finger. “And you’ve got several things my friends and I would enjoy, rather greatly.”

Penny could see that her rapid breathing was starting to excite Jeff. “So I fuck these men, and I don’t get sued? That’s not in my favor.”

“I realize that, my beautiful, hard-assed lady. That’s why you’ll also be getting a salary to keep your mouth shut. You meet with three of these men a week, and we’ll provide you a comfortable living.” Strunk’s blue eyes pierced Penny’s. “A living that costs three times what you’re making now. I can even arrange for your utilities and rent to be free, seeing as how the men you’ll be getting these services from are also my dear friends.”

“So I’m a high-class whore, then?”

He lifted harder on the bottom of Penny’s chin, motioning for her to rise from her seat. Not removing his finger, he got on his feet as well, strolling around the desk until he and Penny were directly touching torsos. Gazing down at her, he said, “Not even that. You’re a whore for the high-class. There’s a difference.”

Penny could feel her cheeks blushing with what she hoped was hatred. “Fuck you.”

“Exactly. You’re catching on quickly.” Penny felt shame that her body and mind weren’t as resistant to the idea as her words.

I’m getting this all on a recording, so why not give a lawyer something else to go after? I could fuck this bastard, get myself off, and have ammo for more criminal charges. Penny changed her demeanor and pushed her breasts into Jeff. She leaned in so that the phone could not pick up her words, whispering, “So, Mr. Strunk, how do I get in on this proposition?”

Jeff preferred to show Penny, rather than tell. The loss of control had sent Penny into a blind drive, absolutely looking forward to what Jeff’s erection promised as it pressed between her legs through layers of fabric. Penny felt firm hands on the small of her back, pulling her closer to Strunk as he said, “But I’m only agreeing to this if I think you’re good enough. Don’t disappoint me.”

Penny felt the swell of her nipples pushing hard against the inside of her bra. She pulled Jeff’s shoulders down to nibble his earlobe, quietly stating, “I could fuck you silly with my hands tied behind my back.” Penny clenched the ear harder with her teeth. “Take that tie off. When I tell you to stop, that means fuck me harder.”

Air rushed by Penny’s face as she saw the top of the desk approach. The chill of the air-conditioned office met her stomach and back as the turtleneck lifted up. The air almost left her lungs as Jeff’s left hand pushed down on her ribs, the right unclasping her bra. He had the foresight to know clothing couldn’t be completely removed from bound limbs. Penny gasped for breath as the turtleneck was being yanked over her head and the world went dark.

Penny felt the silk tangling around her wrists, the broadness of the fabric allowing it to bind her tight with little discomfort. The jerk of the final knot was met with a firm grip on her hair. Strunk’s arm pulled backward, forcing Penny to her feet and turning her around. A firm shove sent her ass first onto the edge of the desk. Hands bound, their crotches meeting, and naked aside from jeans and heels, Penny felt the gravity of the situation. She had never felt more helpless, had never felt such a need to have herself filled.

She noticed a glint of knowledge in Jeff’s eyes. The erect, blushing nipples were the sign he was enjoying. The pointed sensation from the twist of her right peak shuddered through Penny. She squealed involuntarily with the feeling, cringing with painful delight. Strunk repeated with the left breast. Cupping both of the fleshy grapefruits in his hands, he parted his legs, forcing Penny’s to do the same. “Let’s check down below, shall we?”

Penny hung her head, trying to hide a satisfied expression. “Jeff, no.” She felt his fingers slip between the waist of her jeans. “I said stop.”

“That’s lace down there. I think you were expecting something.” Penny felt pressure against her mound, Jeff’s fingers surveying the texture of her panties. “And that heat. Dear lord, the heat.” She felt the snap of a button being undone, then the buzz of the zipper. Strunk looked admiringly at the black panties riding low on Penny’s waist.

He disappeared from Penny’s view, lowering himself down between her legs. She felt him fumbling with the straps on her shoes, the usual relief of their removal. Strunk’s frame rose back up. He gripped Penny’s jaw, pulling her cheeks forward. “Stand, you filthy slut.” She obeyed.

Jeff put his finger’s in the pockets of her jeans, giving them a hell-bent thrust downward. He then grabbed a silver letter opener from the caddy on the desk, cutting the waistband of the panties without ceremony. Penny felt the soft fabric drifting down her legs, coming to rest at her feet. She saw the banker step back, taking an appraising look. He’s eyeing me like I’m a new toy. Property.

Jeff spotted the tinge of hatred Penny had developed on her face. “Humiliating, right?” She noticed his signature smile of self-serving bullshit. “Don’t feel bad, the real shame is keeping those gifts you’ve got to yourself. They should be shared with the most deserving.”

Evil and self-entitled. What a nice guy. Penny could feel the moisture escaping the interior of her folds. The cold air caused her to shiver, but the surface of her outer labia felt ready to burst into flames. Strunk approached and began gripping and prodding the surfaces of her body. Self-consciousness began to creep over her, knowing that she was being studied for texture, tenderness, and flaws like steak in a grocery store.

Strunk backed off and cradled his chin between his thumb and index finger. “I don’t see any problems. Your tits are just the right size, your ass is firm, and I’d have fun driving my Jag through those curves.” He clapped his hands with approval. “You’re clean-shaven, young, and submissive too. My older friends would like that thrill without risking jail time.”

The last statement lit the bulb between Penny’s ears. We’ll see about that. I’ll burn all the bastards. “So am I free to go now?”

“God no! You can’t give a man a new toy and not let him play with it.” Penny kept herself steadied as Jeff wrapped his arms around her waist, grabbing her already bound hands and squeezing to accentuate the point of her helplessness. His tone took on a darker shade, growling, “You’re mine until I’m through with you, and get used to it. This is your new life.”

Penny gasped as the shock of being dragged by a nipple to the couch at the rear wall. She collided with the overstuffed leather, her skin bristling at the coolness of the surface. Penny propped herself up to see her surroundings, knees and shoulders supporting her body. Strunk stood before her with his cock protruding through the zipper of his trousers. She shouted, “No, I’m not on birth control!” It was a lie, but an excellent one for recorded evidence. A sharp crack echoed through the office as she felt a sting on her buttocks.

“Then get on it. We’re not in this for a kid.” Penny saw his organ throb twice, the idea of utterly conquering a fertile, young pussy working its magic on the male brain. She felt another slap on the rear, this time with more force. “Now shut up! You don’t get paid to tell me no.”

Penny felt the tentative prodding of Strunk’s dick as he pulled her ass to him, readying her position. She turned her head to look back, smiling broadly at Jeff as she restrained her voice so as not to reach the phone recording across the room. “But I do want that cock inside me.”

She moaned as he pinned her head down with a frustrated hand and granted her wish. He dove in to the limit of her anatomy, the fleshy wall of her cervix blocking any further movement. Penny felt the excess lubrication from her own arousal, her pussy crying it out and down her stomach. Jeff grabbed the silk binding Penny’s hands, pulling it to gather extra force with each thrust. She felt shame in being satisfied by the rubbing of his cock against her walls, but the rough, nerve-sparking movement allowed her body’s desires to override the mind’s better judgment.

Strunk managed to belt out between the heaves of his dick, “You… ne… ver… tell… a… man… like… me… what… to… do!” Penny could only shriek in false agreement. Every pump sent waves over her body, each crashing down harder than the last. She had experienced rough sex in the past and reveled in it. This, however, was sex with malice. New territory for the woman who had recently turned twenty-three, and she felt ashamed of herself for enjoying every second of it.

Jeff slowed down as Penny could feel the build-up of an orgasm overloading her body’s circuitry. She knew how to motivate him. “Stop! Please stop!” He surged his efforts, grunting with newfound reserves of spite for the young blonde on the other end of his dick. He could feel the rhythmic tensing of her channel and the increased wetness that was leaving his cock soaked as it withdrew.

Penny’s internal tension snapped like a rubber band as she tensed up, which only made Jeff clash himself even harder into the quivering, squalling mess of pleasure. As her body spasmed and her knees buckled under, Penny felt her pussy trying to expel Jeff’s member. She could hear the groans coming from behind as her passage shuddered, squeezing the swollen rod like a stress ball.

She felt her pussy lips relax as the pulsating dick exited, then found herself being pushed aside. Jeff took an exhausted seat on the center cushion, not minding Penny’s excess juices that were causing the leather to shine. He stretched his arms over the back of the couch, laughing to himself as he said, “This is a give and take sort of job. I’m done giving for now.”

Penny was still unsteady from her climax, shaking as she mounted Jeff’s lap. She felt the tip enter as she lowered herself, circling her hips as the trunk buried itself inside her. She could see his eyes were closed, the man enjoying the full-contact of Penny’s silky interior as it massaged nerve endings. Penny leaned in, burying her face in his neck as she felt the tie binding her wrists becoming saturated with sweat. “I’ve thought about fucking you since my first interview. Why didn’t you just ask?”

The skin on the soles of her feet tingled as Jeff slid his fingers from the balls of her feet to the toes. “I planned on banging you eventually. I knew this day was coming for months, so I figured I’d wait until you couldn’t refuse.”

Motherfucker. Penny slid her forehead onto his, biting down on his bottom lip. She pulled as his flesh stretched, then released the pressure to let it rebound back into position. Nuzzling his cheek, she began moving her hips back and forth. The added lubrication of precum told Penny that Strunk wouldn’t hold out for much longer. “I think you’re enjoying this. Care to tell me how it feels to have my hot, wet pussy riding that dick?”

Jeff leaned his head back, barely getting out his words. “Amazing. Absolutely amazing.”

She ground herself harder and faster, whimpering with each stroke of her hips. The staff impaling her pussy suddenly became even harder as Jeff began to arch his back. Penny wasn’t through. Stopping all movement, she leaned into his ear and began teasing, “Nuh-uh-uh… I said you can’t cum in this pussy.”

Strunk opened his eyes, pushing Penny off of his chest. “Too bad. How do you plan on stopping me?”

Penny was staying still. Her voice was filled with urgency, but her face betrayed her true intent. “I said no cumming inside me.”

Penny knew that she had reached the limit of Jeff’s patience when she felt him withdraw his penis. He stood, then grabbed her by the hair, dragging her to his desk. He released the grip on her blonde locks, then wiped the clutter from the cherry surface. Pens, knick-knacks, and notepads crashed to the floor. Penny then felt herself being lifted onto the lip of the lacquered wood, her bound hands resting between rounded buttocks.

Looming above her, the fierce look on Jeff’s face announced his intentions: His seed was going to be released inside of Penny, and there was no stopping his most primal drive. “I’m not listening to this shit. Spread those legs, now.”

Penny raised her voice to the top of her lungs for the recording she hoped was still going on, keeping her knees locked together. “I said no!”

“I don’t care what you say.” Jeff slid his fingers between her thighs, forcing them apart against little resistance. The eager dick readied itself to fulfill its ultimate purpose.

Penny kept acting, trying to make sure her voice carried through the pocket her phone was hiding in, and to encourage her fuck of the night. “You can’t do this to me, Jeff. What if I get pregnant?”

“So what if you do?”

It’s official, I hate him. Penny spread her legs even wider than Jeff had forced, biting her own lower lip. She felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Strunk plunged as far as Penny’s body would allow. Penny reacted to each stroke with a gasp that heaved her breasts upward. Jeff’s digits felt the increasing wetness that the nubile, panting blonde released.

Penny could feel herself opening and closing, reacting to each movement of Jeff’s fingers. She felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Strunk plunged as far as Penny’s body would allow. Her cervix was already beginning to pulsate, knowing that it too was about to serve its purpose by lapping up his payload.

She wrapped her legs around his torso, reducing the length of his exit. Stuck at balls-deep, he began shifting up and down. Penny screamed as the bean of her G-spot met a head brimming with more precum. She felt the flicker of her clitoris. The young woman’s body hit its limit as she began to hear sighing and panting, the cock growing harder inside of her. Her mouth opened, trying to speak. She lacked the control to form words.

Penny could barely make out the sounds coming from Jeff, a mixture of ecstatic groaning and the sucking of air to fuel his earnest thrusts. Her mind had lost control of her body, unable to resist the arching of her back, the vibration of every muscle, and the primal moan that reverberated through the room. The stimulation was becoming unbearable to the point that the muscles between her legs clamped down on on him. With a hard drive to rock-bottom, his body stopped moving.

Deep inside, the warm, forceful dabbing of cum forced her to smile as she slowly regained control of her limbs. Penny felt a wet face nuzzling the soles of her bare feet. Jeff managed a few short, weakened thrusts with the last few spurts. Penny looked up to see his face wrapped by her feet, completely satisfied with the pleasures of her body. She shifted one leg aside, resting her ankle on a tired shoulder. “Happy now?”

His words only came out in short gasps. Abandoning the feet to rub the inside of her thighs, he regained his composure. “I haven’t fucked like that since college.” He smiled warmly, the lack of aggression in his face shocking Penny to the core. “You’ve got a talent that you should put to use.” He withdrew his shrinking dick, taking time to admire his pearly handiwork at the brim of her opening.

Penny felt the warm stream of semen easing its way out of her and onto the desk. He dabbed a finger into it, bringing it to her mouth for a taste. Earthy and warm. She cracked a smile at the obvious pleasure Strunk was getting from the sampling, despite her own hatred of the taste. “So now what?”

He released her spent body, reaching for a pen and the book of checks that had been slung to the commercial carpeting. He filled out the signature and purpose lines quickly, then paused for the amount. “How much money do you need, right now?”

Penny wasn’t expecting the question. Bills, groceries, and other shit. I don’t know. Two-grand for the month? She decided to lie. “Five-thousand. I’ve got some debt I need to clear off, fast.”

Jeff filled in the amount with broad strokes, then hovered the check above her head. Penny’s eyes grew and her breath became short at the sight of a ten followed by a comma and three zeros. Her arms struggled to break free for the grab, but the tie binding her refused to yield. Strunk laughed at her predicament. “This is fun, isn’t it? You’ve got almost half a year’s pay for your old job right before your eyes, and there’s not a damn thing you can do to get it.”

Penny felt that she was still, in fact, totally vulnerable. She hoisted her legs to get herself off the desk, feet on the ground. The frigid temperature of the room stole the heat from her body as sweat evaporated and another rush of Jeff’s load poured down her thigh, dripping to the floor. “I’ve got two questions. Why so much, and when the fuck are you untying me? My arms are falling asleep.”

Penny’s situation hadn’t escaped Jeff. She felt him reach one arm behind her knees, lifting her off the ground and cradling her shoulders with the other, still grasping the check. She stared at his face, no more than a foot away, as he placed her in the swivel chair. The icy leather and brass studs stung as they contacted her skin.

Looking down at her, he began talking. “Penny, my dear, you’ll be getting four thousand dollars every month, as well as a new place to stay with all utilities paid. The only condition is, like I said, you have to provide services three times a week.”

Shit, that’s some nice cash. Her body began to shiver, as much from the temperature as from the prospect of more than doubling her income. “And by servicing, what exactly do you mean?”

“Whatever they want. Some will come to you, and others you’ll be meeting where they choose. It could be one man, multiple men, and maybe even the odd woman now and then. I can’t say what you’ll be doing until I make the arrangements.”

Penny Eve Mason, town whore. I never thought this is what I’d grow up to be. “And they’re all as twisted as you are?”

“Who knows? If you can think of anything that might turn on some sick bastard, surely there’s at least one said bastard out there who gets himself off to it.” Strunk’s eyes conveyed enough of the knowledge he was holding back. “You’ll get a few odd requests, but mostly it’s just powerful men in this town who get tired of fucking the same wife after a decade or two.”

“So discreet, anonymous sex, then?” The idea didn’t seem so terrible. Penny’s college days were filled with casual sex, usually the result of someone catching her eye at a bar or party. The only differences were the age of the man involved and actually getting paid to get off.

“Discreet, yes, but you already know who these people are. If he’s got a large interest in the commerce and governing of this town, you’ll probably wind up with him balls deep in you at some point.”

Penny nodded her head, ready to act agreeable if it meant being untied. “I understand. I think I’ll like it better than cashing paychecks bigger than the one I was getting.”

Strunk appeared satisfied with himself. He assumed that he had a perfectly willing toy for his friends, and the idea of his swimmers currently working their way through Penny’s fertile reproductive system satisfied the void his childless marriage had left. He placed himself behind the chair containing Penny, rubbing her shoulders. “So we have an agreement?”

Yes, fuck! I just want my flipping clothes on before I freeze to death! “Not until we shake on it.”

Jeff finally reached for the silver letter opener he had previously used to shear off her panties. Penny felt the immediate release of tightness as the blade sliced through the band of silk. She nursed the redness of her forearms and wrists, watching the pink complexion return to her fingers. Strunk leaned in, burying his face in the hollow of her collar bones as he laid the discarded blazer in her lap. “And by the way, that extra money is to buy new clothes. You’re not processing forms and checks anymore, you’re letting people live out the fantasies they have whenever some young, perky thing like you walks by. Dress the part.”

If one of the bastards makes me call him ‘Daddy,’ I’ll fucking scream. Penny quickly donned the jacket, trying to preserve what little warmth she still had. “So, tomorrow I go shopping. Sounds fun.” Penny got up and leaned down for her pants, bra, and turtleneck. She eyed the panties, grabbed them, and took time in sopping up the mixture around and inside her pussy of Strunk’s juices with her own. She then placed the sticky lace on the corner of the desk. “We don’t have a formal contract, but this’ll do for a signature, won’t it?”

Jeff looked pleased at the gesture as he took the gift, placing it in the top drawer of his desk. “I’ll take a whiff any time I have doubts about you. If you do half of what you did tonight for these people, they might tip generously.”

Penny began dressing herself, donning the jeans first. “I like the sound of that.”

She felt Strunk’s eyes continuing to study her. “And Penny, I’ve got a point of advice.”

“What’s that?”

“Your clients will have varied tastes. Keep that in mind while you’re trying things on tomorrow. The only thing they all want is that bald, wet pussy of yours.” He reached under her jeans to rub the silky outer labia. Penny suddenly felt revulsion at the fingers exploring every detail, slowly moving their way toward her clit. “Make sure you keep getting Brazilians.”

She backed away, knowing that letting Jeff get worked up again would mean another round. Her body had already given its all through two orgasms in the space of mintues, and she wasn’t as willing to be at his mercy again. “I will. Just keep your hands off unless you’re the client. You don’t own me.”

She was shocked at his response. He took his seat back, reclining and placing his legs on the desk. “No, I don’t. It would be a shame to keep you all to myself, tempting as that idea is.” He sighed as Penny tossed the blazer, slid on her turtleneck, and began strapping the heels back onto her feet. “Now grab your check and get the fuck out of my sight. You can cash it here in the morning, or go to another bank if you don’t want your former coworkers to start talking. I don’t care. The side door’s still unlocked.”

Now fully dressed, aside from the denim rub on her lower lips from going commando, Penny reached the office door and looked back at Jeff. She felt the outline of her phone rubbing against her thigh. Before parting, she decided to leave Strunk a bit of her own advice. “By the way, you could have had me for free. Blackmail isn’t one of my turn-ons.”


RICH MAN'S WHORE 3:

MERCY BONDAGE ACADEMY

Pennny felt her pulse quicken when the phone displayed Jeff’s number, playing the girly pop tune she had set as her ringtone. While the first proved to be a pleasant surprise, she knew that not all would be as understanding, handsome, or sweet as Troy Garmon. She noted the evening’s approach through the kitchen window as she answered, “Who’s the lucky prick tonight?”

Jeff Strunk replied in his usual direct, forceful manner. “You are. I’m sending you on an educational assignment tonight.”

“I’m confused, Jeff. What the hell do you mean?”

“I suppose you could call it a finishing school. You know your way around a dick, but I think it’s a worthwhile investment.”

Penny’s cheeks flushed with irritation. That asshole thinks I need lessons on sex? “So what are they teaching? Blowjobs 101 and Intro to Buttplugs?”

Strunk thought for a moment, then began his vague explanation. “You’ll either love it or hate it. Either way, I don’t care. I can only say you’ll have a strapping time.”

The idea clicked into place. “I get it, but I don’t like it. A little restraint now and then is nice, but I don’t like the heavy stuff. Thanks, but no thanks.”

Jeff took on a gravelly tone. “You don’t get to turn jobs down. Remember our agreement? Break it in any way, and you’d better find a damn good hiding spot.”

Shit. “Fine, I’ll go to your little academy or whatever. How did you find out about the place?”

“It was given a rave review by one of your future clients. His wife’s been the perfect lay ever since.”

Penny dropped herself into a dining chair. “So if his wife’s so great now, why would he ever need me?”

“Can’t a man ask for a threesome now and then, Penny?”

Strunk’s commentary was already wearing her patience thin. “So when and where tonight?”

“There’s a warehouse type of place on the northern edge of Plainview. It’ll be in the one with green lights above a door in the front. Go in there and meet Nora and Will. They’ll be taking good care of you tonight.” Penny heard Jeff’s breathing pulsate with silent laughter.

“Fine, but I want Sunday off for doing this. Deal?” Jeff went silent, increasing Penny’s nervousness by the second. “Hello, Jeff? We have a deal or not?”

Strunk indulged himself in a few more seconds before answering, “I’ll make it happen just this once. Keep your schedule open from here on out.”

Penny’s felt herself smile, crossing her bare feet below the chair. “Thank you. I’ve got to do something that means a lot to me.”

Jeff interjected, trying to probe the reason for Penny’s request. “You don’t seem like the churchgoing type. Heading out of town?”

How is it any of your business? “No, I’ve got to meet a friend I haven’t seen in a while. We had it planned out before I quit being your bank teller and became your whore.” I can’t let him find out about what happened with Troy. Her thought reminded her to find out what her review was like. “By the way, how did Troy rate my performance a few nights ago?”

Penny heard Jeff huff before he answered. “He said you were amazing, exactly what I had promised and then some. I didn’t know you had the weak gag reflex for deepthroating.”

Troy, you’re such a dear, but god you’re sick. “I’m glad to hear that.”

“Good. I’ve got other things to take care of. Be at the warehouse at eight, and wear something easy to take off. Nora told me that’s a requirement.”

What the hell is this bullshit? “I’ll be there.”

“Talk to you when the next client comes around.” Penny heard the beep of the call ending. She stared at the touchscreen until it blanked out, wondering what she was in store for her that night. Spanking? Hot wax? Fisting? The thought of unfamiliar fetishes had her curious, but frightened.


Penny pulled up to the front of the warehouse, eyeing the green light over the door suspiciously. Underneath the industrial fixture hung a sign warning away trespassers, freshly painted in red lettering. For all the efforts at security lighting in the industrial park, Penny felt ill at ease, expecting to have a knife at her throat and a hand on her snatch the second she exited the car.

She got out warily, not locking her doors in case a quick escape was needed. Penny wasn’t at all comfortable with the slow pace she was making, the deep bed of coarse gravel making walking in heels difficult at best. Finally at the door, she inhaled as deeply as she could, letting it out in an upward blow that danced her bangs around her forehead.

As Penny opened the door, the odor of lube and sex perked her nostrils. She found herself in a small waiting room, lit with the same kind of sickly green as the outside door. Porno magazines littered the tables in the corners, and the only seating appeared to be metal benches that were meant for the outdoors. She walked to the other side of the room, finding the door locked.

Panic struck her. Fuck, my phone’s in my car! Penny went back to the exit, pulling at the handle after discovering it had locked behind her. God damn it! She felt the blood rushing through her ears, hearing the faint rush. If this is some kind of serial killer’s lair, I’m coming back to haunt Jeff.

Penny returned to the second door, pounding on the cold metal. “Hello? Anyone? I’m stuck in here, and I’d like to get out if you’d be so fucking kind!” Claustrophobia set in as her breathing accelerated.

The authoritarian clatter of heeled boots on concrete approached from the other side. The rather deep female voice behind the door spoke calmly. “Ah, you’re here early. We like that kind of eagerness.”

Penny watched the door handle turn, then saw the red light of the next room. The woman in the hallway before her wore nothing but thigh boots and a latex halter that stopped below the ample breasts and above wide hips. Penny thought the woman might be a Latina from her complexion, but the green cast was making the judgment difficult. Either way, Penny found the woman attractive for her mid-thirties.

“I’m assuming you’re Nora?” Penny struck a hand out in greeting. “I’m Penny. Jeff said you and Will were expecting me.”

Nora’s brown eyes narrowed as Penny kept her hand outreached. Penny felt a firm swat on the back of her hand and jerked it back. Nora stormed over and grabbed her by the throat, putting her mouth right at Penny’s ear. “Your name isn’t Penny tonight, little darling. You have no name, and you have no right to talk to anyone. You say ‘Yes ma’am,’ and ‘No ma’am’ to me only.” Penny felt the grip on her neck tightening, cutting off her oxygen. “Is that clear?”

Not the time to be a smart ass, I see. “Yes ma’am.”

Nora removed her fingers from Penny’s trachea and smiled. “Good. We understand each other. Follow our orders, and we’ll treat you like a goddess. Disobey our orders, and you’ll have trouble sitting down for weeks.” Nora snuck a hand under Penny’s skirt, giving her pussy a firm tap. “Follow me, dear. The others are in the next room.”

What others? I thought it was just her and Will? Penny shadowed Nora, watching her plump buttocks meander from the painfully high heels. At the end of the corridor they stopped at another metal door.

Nora put her hand on Penny’s waist, giving a reassuring series of pats. “When we get in there, don’t say anything, and don’t refuse anything. Remember that you’re being graded, and Jeff gets the report card.”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Now let’s go. Will has everything ready.” Nora pulled the door wide open, flaring her arms up as the dim, white light of the main warehouse floor enveloped her. Filipino maybe? Penny kept pace, nervously looking at the three men and two other women standing with arms crossed thirty feet away. Wooden benches and tables were spaced throughout the room, some with straps riveted in. Penny tried to ignore the exam chair with a short seat to her right.

Nora stopped just ahead of the five barely dressed in leather and latex. “My friends, this sexy little lady is Penny,” Nora did a mock curtsey, “and she’s very talented from what Mr. Strunk has told me. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

“Yes ma’am.” Penny felt a harsh sting on her ass.

Nora donned her angry expression from earlier. “Wrong answer! You don’t know the first fucking thing about serving with your all. Jeff told me all about how you begged him to stop.”

The three men approached, surrounding Penny and Nora. Arousal born from fear sparked up inside Penny. Nora continued, “We’re going to show you what it means to give yourself, body and soul. You’ll learn how to read what your partner wants, and how to provide it. Do I make myself clear?”

Penny gulped, knowing she was in for a rough mix of ecstasy and pain. “Yes ma’am.”

“Very well. Boys, take her to the orientation table.” Penny felt herself being lifted up by the trio of men. She didn’t dare resist, knowing what the consequences would be. The metal ceiling far above drifted by until she felt herself being laid on a planked surface, then stripped of her clothing and heels.

Penny remained still, her arms folded over her naked breasts and her legs straight. Nora stood over her from behind her head, black curls falling into Penny’s face. “Everyone would like to introduce themselves.” Penny gasped as she felt hands grab her wrists from her waist. She heard the buckling of leather straps, relieved to feel the stuffing sewn over the rawhide.

The first man came into her view, with hair as blonde as her own. “I’m Rabbit, and I don’t like women who cum early.”

A short-haired brunette woman popped her head over, smiling politely. “I’m Diamond, and I can tell I’ll like the taste of you.”

The second man hovered over, his shaved, waxed head glaring. “I’m Will, and I’m Nora’s eager bitch.”

The final man entered Penny’s eyesight, his short, dark hair cut just the way Penny found irresistible. “I’m Pup. I like women who come early, and I also like everything I see right now.” Penny flushed at the compliment. Pup lingered for a second, smiling with perfect teeth.

The last woman crept her red-haired head over from the side. “I’m Rain. Pup’s my man, and I don’t like to share.” Penny felt a brisk slap on her cheek. Departing, Rain uttered, “Whore.”

Penny jerked at the inward push on both ankles. She looked up to see Diamond stripping the blue panties away. Her ankles were forced apart, then strapped in the same manner as her wrists. Penny struggled to test her mobility. None.

Penny saw Nora hover over. “I’m sorry dear, but it’s time for your first test.” Penny saw the black ribbon close in on her eyes. Nora wrapped it around her head, securing it with a loose knot. “It’s just a preliminary assessment, but you have to guess who is enjoying you correctly three times in a row.” Penny felt Nora’s lips on top or her own, holding the kiss until a fast buzz met her clit. “Guess well, and I hope you enjoy yourself as much as we’ll enjoy you.”

Penny moaned as the unknown toy pressed harder. She felt rough hands massaging her thighs. A finger entered, testing her readiness - Almost there.

The toy moved up and down, massaging the pink wall just above Penny’s opening. She her tube top being raised and the streak of a tongue across her stomach, tingling at the cold left by the saliva. The toy pressed into her clit again as she tried without success to bring her legs up against the straps. This is amazing.

The finger entered again. Penny noticed the lack of friction as it entered and withdrew. The vibrations on her button sped up as she groaned involuntarily.

The buzzing increased to an exhilarating level, too much for her clit to bear. She attempted to strain away, but remained in place. Fuck, fuck, fuck. “Fuck!” Will. It’s got to be Will.

Penny heard the dull noise of an electric motor. Another toy entered her, pumping in and out slowly with mechanical timing. She felt a distinct head, as well as solid ridges like veins. Dildo, power tool. God I’m close.

The tool accelerated with increased racket. Penny’s muscles tensed against the restraints to no avail. Barring movement, she reacted in the only way her body could. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I’m gonna cum!” The tool and toy stopped.

They wouldn’t let me finish yet. It’s got to be Rain or Rabbit. Nora leaned close, asking, “So who was it dear?”

Shit, I don’t know which one. It wasn’t painful, so it couldn’t have been Rain. “Rabbit, ma’am.”

Penny felt Nora’s hand rubbing her cheek, then a quick slap. “That’s right. You’ve been paying attention.”

The next host joined in as Penny felt the soft texture of a tongue slide over her slit. She reacted with a deep groan, struggling against the straps binding her. The tongue moved down to her opening, barely entering her interior. It explored slowly, obviously enjoying her flavor.

Feminine hands crept up to Penny’s breasts, massaging just below the areolas. I’ve decided: I like Diamond. She enjoyed herself as the tongue flicked back up to her clit, a slight grin coming over her face. Penny could hear Nora speaking in the background. “She’s loving this. I think we need to make this quick and move on to the second test.” There was a pause in the talking as Penny heard Nora’s heels clicking against the floor. “Make her cum, then let the next person in.”

The tongue sped up as two fingers entered. Penny felt the fingers pinch hard on her nipples. She felt the tongue be replaced by lips, drawing in hard for suction that sent her careening toward pure nirvana. Right at the cusp of orgasm, the play stopped.

Nora’s voice once again rang through. “So who was it?”

“Diamond, ma’am.” Penny was exasperated at the denial of her climax, hoping desperately that the next participant would finish what was started.

“That’s two correct answers. One more, and you’ll get what you want. I can see the desire all over your face.”

Penny felt the next set of hands, also feminine, running from her knees to her upper thighs. They stopped just before the union of her legs. The sting of a hard slap to her folds made Penny scream. She heard giggling in the background, already knowing who was in control. Shit, it’s that jealous bitch Rain.

Penny cringed at the metallic cold and electric jolt that flowed through her clit. The snapping sound didn’t register in her ears until she had already tensed up. It bit again, lingering for a second. “Shit! What the fuck is that?”

Penny heard Rain’s angry voice. “Quiet, you. Nobody said you could ask questions.” Two more zaps, then the feeling of another metal object on her clit, producing nothing more than a mild galvanic buzz. Through the pain, Penny felt herself getting close again. The amperage increased, slowly climbing into painful territory. Penny felt a hard, final jolt as she came dangerously close to finishing.

Nora untied the knot on the blindfold, tossing it aside. “I guess you know Rain was the third.” Penny felt her hand stroke from her neck to her breasts. “Other than that one little outburst, you did well.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Nora strutted to Penny’s right side, slowly playing her fingers down Penny’s stomach. The tips lingered on the soft, glass-smooth skin above Penny’s honey pot. “My, my. You take good care of that pussy, don’t you? It’s almost a shame that we have to abuse it tonight, don’t you agree?”

Penny gave a knowing smile, hoping to convince Nora to let a much needed orgasm come. “No ma’am.”

The pain of a hard slap to the labia registered in Penny’s brain as the harsh sound echoed through the metal rafters above. “Good girl. Good, good girl. I like where this is going.” Nora’s hand remained between Penny’s thighs, gently rubbing up and down against Penny’s outer folds. “Rabbit, Will, let her out.”

Nora continued massaging as Penny felt the straps come undone. Penny rested her arms on her chest, bending her legs to enjoy the momentary freedom and the caring pleasure she was receiving.

Penny saw Pup walk over, holding a purple vibrator in one hand, a tube of body oil covered in frost in the other. He handed the vibrator to Nora, who gladly activated it and began pushing its whirring surface against Penny’s clit.

The device’s speed increased, forcing labored gasps from Penny’s mouth. She heard the oil’s cap release, then felt the sting of deep cold as Pup squeezed part of the tube out on her stomach. Both sensations were joined by Pup’s firm hands rubbing the icy fluid over Penny’s torso. She felt two more streaks hit her inner thighs. At the near height of her ecstasy, she could see both Nora and Pup bending over her, grinning like devils.

Nora caught the look. “Do you like what you see, sweetie?”

Penny tried to answer, but could only moan with delight. She felt three of Pup’s fingers glide into her without effort or friction. They drove deep, straight to the knuckles. Penny clashed her arms against the table in rapid succession. Nora pressed harder as Pup slid his fingers in and out.

The room seemed to go fluorescent when Penny’s dearly wanted orgasm threatened to course through her body. She felt the grip of hands on her wrists and ankles. Nora again cranked the vibrator. Pup withdrew his fingers, letting his superior work her magic.

Nora crammed the massaging tool against Penny’s clit harder with each violent shake. The hands forcing the squealing woman against the wooden platform were unyielding, despite the clenching of her every muscle. Penny began shaking her head to each side, curling her fingers and toes in an effort to handle the unfathomable overstimulation.

Over her own ear-splitting shouts and shrieks, she barely made out Rain yelling, “Harder! Wear the bitch out!” Nora refused the demand, releasing Penny’s quivering slit from its purring hell. The hands released her as the orgasm took over, sending Penny into a fit of writhing and whimpering. She curled her arms and legs into the fetal position, riding out the forceful contractions and the temporary scrambling of her mind.

The world came back into focus around Penny. She suddenly felt cold and vulnerable, resting on her side with knees pulled up into her face. She released the hug on her legs, peering out between blonde locks that were saturated in sweat. She saw Nora observe her from up close, trying hard to get a look at the worn expression on Penny’s face. Her sultry voice leaked out in a comforting tone, “You did great. How does it feel to know what an orgasm really is? You can speak, for the moment.”

Penny raised herself up on her left elbow, trying to steady herself against tremors of weakness. Her voice was shaky and weak. “I… I can’t describe it. It’s the greatest pleasure I’ve ever felt, but it’s horribly painful at the same time.”

Nora leaned in to caress the tight skin on the small of Penny’s back. “Yes, I know. You’re more sensitive than most girls. You should have seen how turned on Pup was at how easily you came.”

Am I that sensitive? Penny smiled at Nora. “So what’s next?”

Nora drew away, motioning to Will with a quick wave of her wrist. Penny watched as the shaved head drew closer. She felt herself being picked up, then slung over his broad shoulder, his muscular arm pinning her thighs to his chest. The first table shrank in her vision until she felt herself being set on her feet beside a twin bed with a bare mattress.

Nora caught up, leading Pup and Rain as they walked behind her, guided by leash. “Penny, my dear, your second test is to measure your effect on people. You’ll get to be the cruel one this time, and maybe pass the third test while you’re at it.” Nora released her grip on the chain leading to Pup’s neck, jerking the one tethering Rain. “Normally, we’d let you pick your partner, but my hand’s been forced on this one.”

Rain’s face turned red, knowing that Penny’s upcoming performance was going to be at her expense. Penny felt excitement at the idea, watching eagerly as Nora pulled up a folding metal chair and began securing Rain tightly to the frame. Nora played with Rain’s long, copper hair, whispering unknown somethings into her ear. With each word, the redhead’s expression became increasingly grim.

Nora stood up straight, strutting over to where Penny was standing. “Given Rain’s unfortunate behavior tonight, you get the privilege of showing Pup what you’re made of. Make sure you take advantage of the fact that she has to fucking watch.” Penny looked over at Rain, seeing the pure anger and jealousy well up.

Hesitation wasn’t on Penny’s agenda. “Yes ma’am.”

“You get the point. Finish Pup off quickly or enjoy yourself.” Nora shot Rain a frigid stare. “Just make sure that helpless slut hates you when you’re done.”

Pup sat himself on the bed, stripped of his leather and studs, his erect cock giving the thumbs up to Nora’s change of plan. Penny felt a streak of Jeff enter her. “May I speak, ma’am?”

“Of course. What is it?”

“Move Rain onto the bed with us, and keep her in that chair. I want her to feel, hear, and smell everything I do to him.” Penny looked at Rain in mock sweetness, noticing the deep readiness of her body. Yes… I like this test.

Nora didn’t bother concealing her pride in the new student, turning around to face Will, Diamond, and Rabbit. “Are you guys hearing this? Don’t let the innocent look or that cutesy hairdo play games on you. Penny’s our own special kind of nasty.”

Rabbit shouted, “Fuck yeah!” Nora turned back to Penny, gently taking her hand and arm to guide her onto the bed next to Pup. He didn’t show outward signs of joy toward the situation, but his arousal was making itself known to all in the room.

Will and Rabbit hauled Rain over, placing her at the head of the bed, the chair tipped over on its side. Her eyes took on the dead look of resignation as Penny shoved Pup’s shoulders back, moving herself down and between his legs. Penny gently felt the eager shaft with her fingertips, marveling at the clean-shaven dick and pouch in front of her.

Penny closed her eyes as she hovered her mouth above the head. She pressed her lips against the very tip, the slowly enveloped it. Penny moved further down, stroking the small flap of skin on the bottom with the end of her tongue. She heard Pup’s satisfied groan, then held the member in her mouth. Penny opened her eyes, looking straight into Rain’s tormented face. Bitch.

Penny held the gaze as she consumed the rest of Pup’s length, feeling reach to the back of her throat. She slowly withdrew, working her way back to the head. Penny stopped to take a deep lick as she smiled at the captive, cradling the warm erection with her fingers.

Penny took lingering bows, feeling herself become wet from the jealousy she was inflicting on the bound redhead. Pup moved his hands into Penny’s blonde hair, gently rubbing her scalp to show his pleasure. Rain’s breathing became heavy as she began struggling against the nylon rope that kept her a reluctant witness. She attempted to close her eyes, being met with a firm slap to the check from Diamond.

The short-haired brunette turned from Rain, sliding beneath Penny from behind. Penny felt the first flicker of the tongue on her pussy, moaning into Pup’s cock. The added sensation caused him to increase his grip on Penny’s hair, pulling just enough to excite her into more effort.

Diamond’s tongue explored the pink folds as Penny held Pup in her mouth, sliding her tongue over every bit of skin. Penny’s muffled groans of pleasure vibrated her mouth ever so slightly. Rain stopped fighting against her bindings as Penny took her last taste, sliding her tongue up the dick until she ran out of length. It waved back and forth from the release of forward pressure. Penny felt another orgasm approaching.

She stood up from Diamond, not quite ready to peak again. Penny looked at Rain’s expression of relief at her pause, running her index finger from the tied woman’s ear to the slick edge top edge of her latex cocktail dress. Penny felt the average heft of her breast, leaning in to whisper, “Don’t worry, I won’t finish until he does.” Rain broke into a fit of resistance, jerking the overturned chair a short distance across the mattress. Penny mocked her with a virginal giggle, trying to find the nipple underneath the black latex. She found it and squeezed, licking her ear through red curls. “And you’ll get to watch that hot cum drip out of my pussy. Won’t that be fun?”

Rain tensed up, trying with a total lack of success to break the rope around her arms and legs. Rage seethed out of her mouth like venom. “You fucking slut… I hope that pimp of yours breaks you.”

Penny raised up as Diamond punished Rain with another hard slap. It was no longer a matter of revenge for Penny, but a heartless desire to crush Rain’s soul. “I don’t want you to just watch anymore.” Penny turned her head toward Will, noticing the pleased look on his face. “Will, can you be a sweetheart and tie this bitch up without the chair?”

“I can, but why?” he asked as he approached.

“You’ll see. Trust me and just do it.”

Penny surprised Pup by taking his cock in her hands, having a seat in his lap, facing him. She straddled the eager dick, letting the shaft rub against her dripping entrance. Rain attempted to break free, but Will’s firm grip kept her movement in check. Diamond rewarded her disobedience with another swat to the face.

Penny watched with deep satisfaction as Rain had her ankles tied and her wrists bound behind her. Pup’s eagerness made itself known by the slight muscle contractions around his penis, causing it apply slight pressure to Penny with each draw. Seeing that Rain was now immobilized, Penny slid up the willing dick, inserting it into herself with a slow drop.

Penny saw Pup crane his neck back in reaction to Penny’s warmth and texture. She kept him buried to the root, rolling her hips forward and backward. Penny stroked Rain’s shoulder as she rode, chuckling and whimpering as she enjoyed the tortured look on her face. The play on power aroused Penny even further, moistening her to the point that Rain could hear the juices moving between her man’s dick and Penny’s walls.

Pup’s tip swelled within Penny as she draped her arms over his bare shoulders. Penny rolled her head and eyes back, staring straight up to a night-darkened skylight. “My goodness Rain, now I know why you’re so possessive of him.” Penny groaned as she moved her hips faster. “He feels so good inside you, doesn’t he?”

Penny felt Pup’s hands grab for her mounds, tenderly gripping them with careful pressure. He was getting close already. So this is why he likes women who can’t last long. Penny stopped her movement, rising from Pup’s shaft as the leftover moisture on its surface reflected the lights above.

Penny got down on all fours, sticking her ass in the air. Pup didn’t bother hesitating, positioning himself and driving deep inside her eager wetness. Penny reached for Rain’s exposed pussy, taking measure of her arousal. Wow. “Rain darling, you’re actually enjoying this, aren’t you?”

She felt Rain trying to clench herself shut around her fingers. “Eat shit, whore.” Diamond leaned in for another slap.

Penny saw it coming and put her arm in front of the oncoming hand, stopping it just before the cheek. “No, I think I can win her over. I need that purple vibrator.” Diamond backed off, watching as Penny massaged Rain’s clit, Pup thrusting himself the entire time.

A moment later, Penny felt the tap of plastic on her shoulder. Nora handed her the toy, taking the liberty of a quick rub of Penny’s ass as she retreated. Penny tested the dial, cranking the device to its highest speed.

Pup ceased his motion, getting the general idea. He helped Penny move Rain to the center of the mattress. Penny crawled on top, placing the vibrator firmly between their warm pussies. Both reacted with a harsh gasp, tensing up as the buzzing wand sent both women into mutual enjoyment. Penny knew she was quickly approaching her own limit as she tried to determine exactly how much it would take to make Rain climax.

The weak feeling of getting close coming into her knees, Penny lifted her entrance back up to Pup’s impatient cock. It was harder than before, finding the blonde and redhead before it to be just the right stimulus. It gave no quarter to Penny’s walls, rapidly pumping with a distinct clash against her with each thrust.

Penny closed her lips around Rain’s, both moaning in anticipation and delight. Penny felt a tongue enter in a peace offering, which she gladly accepted. Rain began to quiver with the first signs of an orgasm as Penny heard Pup’s breathing grow heavier. The pure frenzy of her two partners drove her mind wild. Fuck, I want this so bad.

Rain suddenly pulled her face away, belting out a primal, high-pitched scream of pure pleasure. Penny felt the warmth of semen inside her. The combined orgasms were too much, sending her over the edge. Oh my fucking god! Penny released the vibrator between Rain’s closed thighs, letting her cum in forceful jerks. The growing amount of warm fluid in Penny’s pussy provided extra lubrication for Pup, letting him slide in and out of Penny without resistance.

Penny buried her face in Rain’s ample hair and straining neck, feeling her walls pulsate around Pup’s exploding cock. “Fuck! Fuck… fuck! I’m cumming, I’m fucking cumming!”

Penny heard Pup’s final grunt as he made the last thrust, trying to drive himself as deep as possible for his final emission. Rain trembled beneath her, burning with what felt like a fever. Penny felt the dick pull out, then rapidly slid her pussy up to Rain’s mouth. Rain gladly accepted the offer of her man’s gift, sticking her tongue into Penny.

The tongue forced Penny to shudder as she rode the grateful redhead’s face. Penny felt the intense tickle of an orgasm taken too far as Rain began taking slow licks, causing her to yelp in mixed pain and pleasure. Rain giggled as Penny crashed side first into the mattress. The look of hatred had been replaced by one of gratitude and utter fulfillment.

Penny saw Nora approaching, stopping to take a cheap shot at Penny’s pussy with the discarded toy, buzzing her clit. Penny jerked involuntarily, laughing as she righted herself and noticed Pup’s face drenched in sweat.

The head mistress stood before Penny and Rain, hands on her hips. “Congratulations on passing the second and third tests. You’ve just taken someone from the depths of hatred to the heights of pleasure.” Nora stooped to kiss Penny on the lips, lingering for a few seconds. She looked Penny in the eyes, mildly stating, “Excellent, excellent work. If I hadn’t seen it myself, I’d never believe it.”

Penny looked up innocently. “Thank you, ma’am.”

“Don’t ma’am me anymore. You’re done here. If we did anything else tonight, it’d ruin that perfect ending we just saw.” Nora lightly tapped Penny on the cheek. “Now get dressed and go home. I’ll make sure Jeff knows exactly how good you are.”

Penny felt her happiness drop a level at the mention of Jeff Strunk. She saw Rabbit toss her clothing toward the bed, then felt the drape of her miniskirt and top crashing into her breasts. She gripped the soft fabric of both garments, seeing Will tuck the blue panties into his leather chaps as a souvenir.

“Nora, can I ask you something?”

“Anything dear. Go right ahead.”

Penny hesitated for a moment. She finally gathered the nerve to ask, “Am I any less of a person to you because I work for Jeff?”

Nora smiled broadly, patting Penny on her naked shoulder. “Of course not. The fact that you’re asking that question tells me enough to know you’re not just some whore-for-hire. I can guess how you got yourself into this.” Penny saw Nora’s eyes stare knowingly into her own. She felt Nora’s mouth move into her ear. “There’s a man named Ted Sandbeck who stops by here every now and then with his wife. They’re old money, and they’re looking for someone to take on a unique contract.”

“What does that have to do with Jeff?”

“He could buy and sell Jeff Strunk any time he wanted to. Find this man, and ask him what he wants. He won’t tell me, but I’ll make sure he hears about your talents.”

Penny gazed at Nora’s earnest face, reciting the name in her mind. Sandbeck… Sandbeck… Sandbeck…


RICH MAN'S WHORE 5:

DOMINATED BY DARKNESS

The afterglow of Sunday’s night with Troy still lingered on Tuesday. Penny felt herself undergoing the transition from mere fondness of the man, to outright admiration. The pangs of his absence hit at random intervals, leaving her wondering if she could sneak in a visit later that evening. When Jeff’s number showed up on her phone, Penny abandoned the hope.

Penny ran her hand through her hair in exasperation, asking, “Yes, Jeff, what’s the job for tonight?”

Jeff cut right to the chase. “A very important one. There’s a property dispute holding up a shopping center that’s supposed to be in construction now, and I need you to solve the problem.”

“And how is a whore supposed to do that?”

Strunk heaved the air in, getting ready for his list of instructions. “I’m sending you to White, Lowery, Smith, & Larson. It’s a law firm on the square. They’re the firm representing the dumbass who’s trying to block the project, and they’ve told me that I can convince them to fudge the case with the right incentive. Be there at seven, and make sure you’re on birth control if you’re not already.”

“Why birth control?”

Jeff sighed into the phone, reaching Penny’s ear with grating effect. “Is your memory that short? They may not admit it, but older men dream of knocking up a young thing like yourself. If that actually happens, you’ve voided our contract.” He paused, remembering the previous two jobs. “Has anyone came inside you since I did a week ago?”

Penny grinned with a bit of ferocity, wanting to incite his jealousy. “Yes, two men actually. Mr. Garmon and one of the guys at that little finishing school you sent me to.” Further sadism entered Penny’s mind. “But I’ve been feeling queasy of the mornings since we had our fun, and my period was supposed to start on Sunday.”

The emptiness of Strunk’s lungs could be felt over the phone. “You’re fucking joking… Right?”

“No.”

He remained silent for a moment as Penny barely contained her laughter. Finally, he responded to the false announcement. “So, I suppose we shouldn’t panic.”

Penny caught the confusion in his mind and considered playing along. The irritation of simply talking to Jeff Strunk cut her meanness short. “I’m kidding, Jeff. I’ve been on the shot for two years. That act I put up about not wanting you to cum inside me was just to get you worked up. It’s not a good, proper fuck unless that’s how it ends.”

The relief in Jeff’s voice was a bankable truth. “You’re warped in the head. You know that?”

“Yes, yes. Go home tonight feeling relieved about not losing your sexless marriage over some whore. I’m sure it’ll make you feel all warm inside.”

The turning of the power balance was striking on Jeff’s ego. He barked out out, “Get the fuck over to that law firm at seven on the dot, and quit screwing around! I’ve got enough horseshit to deal with already.”

Penny snapped to attention with feigned respect. “Yes sir!”

Strunk was still feeling the sting of Penny’s insolence. “And my marriage isn’t sexless, by the way. I’ll make sure one of your upcoming appointments is with me and my wife.” The harsh silence clipped into the speaker in Penny’s ear, followed by the annoying blip of the call ending.

“Asshole.”


Penny arrived at the front door of White, Lowery, Smith, & Larson. The glass door clattered against its metal frame, locked from the inside. Penny spent her free minutes waiting as her phone only recorded the noise of traffic circling around the Georgian architecture and pampered landscaping of the courthouse. The town square was the land of the true owners. I’ll be fucking lots of people in these buildings, I guess. They’ll always screw you in one way or another.

She stared in irritation at the stick-figure family in the rear window of the green minivan parked in front of the law office. “I wonder if little Timmy and Suzie know what their daddy’s about to do behind mommy’s back.” The scattering of bumper stickers listing off minor academic and athletic achievements grated on Penny’s last nerve. God I hope I never have kids. Irritating, needy little shits.

Penny jerked as she heard the lock snap open behind her back. A young man wearing grey dress pants, a poorly ironed button-up, and a tacky necktie eyed the legs extending beneath Penny’s miniskirt. This creep must be Larson. Lowest brass on the totem pole.

His voice cracked like it had just crawled from puberty. “We’ve got everything ready. Get up here and get to work.”

Penny slid herself between the young man and the wall just beyond the door. She placed her palm on his jaw, fiddling with his small ears and brown hair. “Tell me, Mr. Larson, how old are you?”

A blush rose to his cheeks. “You’re talking about Ken Larson, maybe? I’m Johnny, and I’m just the errand boy.”

Penny crept her free hand down to his crotch, feeling the rising excitement underneath the cheap slacks. “I asked you how old you are, and you didn’t answer me.”

Johnny’s Adam’s apple did a backflip in his throat. “I’m twenty, ma’am.” Penny slid down on the ratchety zipper, finding her way to the swelling chub within. “And how old are you?”

I’d be amazed if this kid’s ever been laid. Did he really just ask me that? “I’m young enough to be the junior you thought of while you played with yourself as a freshman.” Penny felt her sadistic streak return with a vengeance as she withdrew her hand from the eager dick. “Now who am I supposed to be fucking tonight?”

He pointed up the long flight of stairs, trying his best to keep his breathing under control. “Behind that door. They’re ready for you.”

Penny saw the young man turn to leave through the first door. She stopped, grabbing him by the back of his collar. “That’s not happening.” Penny gripped the overstarched cotton harder as he strained against her hold. “You deserve a bonus for running a copier and getting coffee all day. My treat.”

Johnny slowly turned himself toward her. “Mr. White said I needed to leave after I sent you up.”

Penny gripped the bottom of his tie, jerking it up the height of the two stairs between them. “And I said you’re coming with me. I think you know what’s going to happen.” She hauled Johnny up the stairs, pulling with just enough tension to guide him along. She could feel his eyes gazing at the panties under her skirt, bending herself over slightly to reveal more of the floral pattern that barely hid beneath black polyester.

Johnny refused to take the final three steps before the top of the stairs. “What if they fire me?”

Penny smiled back at him. “So what if they do?” She lifted the hem of her skirt. “At least you’ll have something to tell those virgins you call friends tomorrow.” Penny turned completely to face him, taking his hand and placing it between her thighs. “Won’t that be neat?”

The instant his brain failed to drive back the hormones, he became confident. “Fine. Let’s go.”

Awkwardness aside, this kid is downright adorable. Or maybe it’s because of it. Penny shifted her panties aside, giving Johnny full access to the satin wonder beneath. “I’ll make sure you get the most attention.” Bending over, she could see him staring in awe at the entrancing paradise between her legs. His hand failed to return the greeting. “Go on. You get the first sample.”

His index finger prodded along her channel, then joined with the middle finger at her entrance. Penny felt the slick warmth building within her. Johnny inserted the two fingers at a glacial speed, acting as if he feared breaking something. He mounted the step just below her, fiddling with the open zipper to let his eager cock fall out. “I can’t believe my luck today.”

Penny shivered involuntarily as the head bumped against her pink shutters. “You’re in for a good night, but not yet.” Moving herself forward to avoid the penetration, the moved her panties back into place and lowered the skirt back over her ass. She saw the knowing grin on Johnny’s face, pulling him by the tie once more. Opening the door in one fluid motion, she held the vise grip on the makeshift leash.

The four partners in law sat leisurely in paisley club chairs, eyeing the goddess in the flesh as she led their lust-struck assistant into the dim lobby. The eldest man, appearing to be in his early fifties, arose first. His statesman-like appearance born by a graying mustache and stout, navy suit failed to hide the rough edges of his voice. “By my hairy fucking nuts! Why did you bring that boy up here?”

Penny foxed a quick smile. “Haven’t you ever heard ‘the more, the merrier,’ Mr. White? Your little gopher looked like he could use a bonus.”

The dour expression on his face held except for the narrowing of his eyes. “It’s not his place.”

Stopping in front of White, Penny gave Johnny’s tie one last jerk forward, bringing him to the right of her. She propped her right hand on his shoulder, turning to run the left down his chest. “Then give him a taste of what you’ve earned and give him some motivation to apply himself.” She turned to look at him again, awaiting his answer.

White took a step closer to Penny. “Alright then, but he’s only getting what’s left of you after we’re all finished. We follow a strict seniority around here.”

So let me guess how this will go: White is older, so he’ll blow his load early and then go take a nap. Lowery’s probably the tall redheaded guy who looks like he’ll be rough. I guess Larson is that hunk of man that seems to be the youngest. Smith just looks like he’s an okay fuck. Penny turned her attention to White, nuzzling her face against his collar. “So, what would you like me to do first?”

White threw his wrist up, addressing his three partners behind him. “Move the chairs from around the coffee table. I’ve got first crack at this little beauty.” Penny watched as the three men in ties shoved the chairs out of the way, scooting the coffee table out a bit from the couch occupying the middle of the arrangement.

The hurried chaos of the effort ended with the scattering of magazines and pamphlets onto the floor. White snuck his hand into the waist of Penny’s skirt, taking a slow feel of her velvet buttocks. Penny pushed herself into him, playing along with the bad attempt at foreplay. Turning her head back to Johnny, she asked, “Can you be a good boy and put my purse in one of those chairs? I don’t want to forget it after we’re done.” I might as well get a nice recording to burn these assholes later, just like I did with Jeff.

White pulled himself away from Penny, wandering to the couch to plunk himself down in the middle. “Get over here and put on a show for us first.” Penny closed in on the table, stopping to run both hands over her breasts. White snapped out, “I want the best view I can get. Do it on top of the table.”

Penny obeyed, stepping up to raise herself for the enjoyment of the five men watching her with visceral interest. She began running both hands along her curves, turning her rear to White as he observed happily. Rubbing down from her shoulders to her waist, Penny began playfully undoing the buttons from her blouse, feeling its tightness decrease around her breasts as she worked her way back up.

The full splendor of her cleavage sent a ripple through the room, each man ogling the perfect orbs that barely hid behind the flowered bra. Penny wasted no time in reach back to remove it, slowly weaving herself through the air. As the bra fluttered to the floor, she began caressing herself, pushing both tits together and bending over to display her features to White.

Raising her shoulders back up, Penny could see the approving nods and tightening slacks that surrounded her. She took a detour from the usual strip order, pinching the fabric of her panties from beneath the miniskirt and slowly pulling them down to her thighs. They slid down with each slight movement of her legs and twist of her torso.

Her true goods were still out of sight. Penny continued running the tips of her fingers along her body as she got down on her knees, playing with the hem of her barely-there skirt. She felt the gouges her heels had made into the tabletop, noticing the lack of concern from the distracted attorneys.

White’s trousers began rising, slowly but surely. Penny pushed the waist of her skirt outward with her thumbs, sliding it down her thighs to reveal the shaved plains of passion at the bottom of her hips. The elder lawyer eyed his goal, completely enthralled as Penny bobbed from side to side, popped herself from front to back, and gyrated in orbit. “Ms. Penny, I’ll have you know that is the damn finest looking snatch I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

And I’m sure it’s the first one you’ve seen since 1980 that’ not worn out. “Well, Mr. White, why are you just looking?”

White harrumphed, raising himself to cup her breasts in his hands. Penny could feel his fingertips caressing the bumps of her areolas, attempting to gain a firm grip on a nipple before it could get away. She surged forward as he wrapped his arms around her, burying his face in the twin pleasures he had been watching so intently.

Penny ran her hands through his gray hair. At least it’s not a rug. She felt one hand press harder into her back, White’s other running its way to the bottom of her skirt. The whole hand was surveying her folds as she felt the warm slickness of a tongue pleasuring her breasts.

Two fingers plunged inside her, eliciting an unexpected moan of pleasure. His thumb found its way up to her clit, circling clockwise as Penny felt her wetness begin to surge. The exploration was providing enough of a distraction for the other three attorneys to slink away.

White continued the internal tickling, taking Penny’s breasts in his mouth with intense euphoria. His age was now a blessing, providing him with decades of experience in pleasuring a woman. Penny’s gasping prevented her from hearing the footsteps approaching from behind.

The three younger lawyers announced their return as Penny saw the ball gag quickly move from above her head down to her face. She felt another pair of hands grab her wrists, holding them tight behind her back as White’s fondling became aggressive. Jeff didn’t say a damn thing about being dominated tonight. I agreed to fuck these guys, not be their toy.

Penny struggled to break free, turning her head to see Lowery’s tall frame pushing the massive document cart into the lobby. Smith and Larson wrapped their arms around Penny, hoisting her up from the table. The squirming was doing her no good. Copperheaded Lowery produced two sets of steel handcuffs from the pocket of his blazer, clasping them to the cart’s handle.

The frigid surface jolted Penny’s back like a bed of ice. Lowery took her wrists above her head, locking her into helpless position. Smith pulled her torso down, leaving her ass barely hanging off the front of the cart. Penny heard the hollow rip of duct tape as it began wrapping around her ankles near the wheels. Larson and White emerged from below, nodding to each other as they turned toward the corner Johnny was trying to disappear in.

White opened up, “Johnny, my dear boy, get over here! Let’s find out if you’ve got what it takes to be a cutthroat lawyer.”

Penny and Johnny met eyes from across the room, both sensing their mutual fear and arousal. He sauntered over, never breaking his gaze from the hands-off perfection bound to the cart he had spent most of the day pushing from office to office. “I don’t know if this is what we hired her for, sir.”

The eldest partner braced his chest with one hand, heaving himself forward with laughter. Lowery, Smith, and Larson joined in around Penny, chuckling and jabbing one another like frat boys around a black-out drunk coed. White gathered his breath, resting his hands on Penny’s thigh. “Son, before you decide to head off to law school, you have to know what an attorney’s real job is.”

Johnny threw his arms to the side, facing his palms upward as if he were balancing two glasses of water. “And what’s that?”

White eyed his colleagues, then winked at Penny. “Custody hearings, lawsuits, and wills are fine if you plan on being a small fish. If you want to be successful, your job isn’t to represent your client.”

Johnny’s confused, frightened look held. Penny fought against the restraints holding her down, clattering the cuffs’ chains against the wooden handle. God damn I’m glad I’ve got my phone recording. These sick bastards are as evil as Jeff, if not worse.

The mustache above White’s lips lifted with his smile. “The key to being a good lawyer, Johnny, is to fuck people. Fuck them until they’re spent. If they try to resist like the little slut we’ve got sitting pretty on this cart over here, it makes your reward that much sweeter.” White paced in front of Penny, clasping his hands behind his back. “But there’s a moral code you do have to follow. I’m sure you know what the primary rule of it is.”

“I do. Always look after your clients’ best interests.”

Penny heard the exasperation in the four lawyers’ sighs. White slowly approached Johnny, placing his hand on the assistant’s back. “No, no. That’s the dumbest fucking thing I’ve heard today.” Master and apprentice approached Penny, looming over her. The veil of her miniskirt lifted and she felt the sliding his middle digit into her warmth. Continuing his lecture through the fingering, White carried on, “You always look out for yourself first.”

Johnny squirmed under the moral pressure. “You’re telling me that you really don’t care what happens in court.”

“Oh no, I do care. So long as I get paid, they could set the serial killers free and I’d still sleep at night. What I don’t get paid for is taking a stand for piss ants and their little problems. Take the moron who hired us to block the zoning for that shopping center, for instance.”

“You’re throwing the case?”

The finger inside Penny curled up, stretching her opening beyond comfort. “Not quite. The bastard just can’t pay as much as our highest bidder.”

She looked at Johnny with blurring vision, seeing his face aghast with fear and disgust. “The developers bribed you, didn’t they?”

“Bribe is such a negative word, don’t you think?” White paused to unzip his trousers with his free hand. Penny tensed herself against the bonds in a final effort. “Every time you cash a paycheck, you’re reaffirming your allegiance to the person who wrote that check. When someone with a bigger account comes along, you jump ship.”

“That’s malpractice, and you know it, Mr. White.” Penny’s eyes began drifting to the back of her head as Johnny stared daggers into his boss. Both of you shut up and fuck me so I can get off this fucking cart!

“And what’s your point? I’m in the game for the money.” White’s granite-hard erection revealed itself through the zipper as he turned to Penny. He leaned over to squeeze her breast, using the grip to pull the cart closer to his waist. “And sometimes the big clients send nice gifts our way.”

Penny felt White’s finger withdraw, making way for the sudden thrust of his cock. She struggled to scream against the gag, only getting out a faint whimper. With each collision of their thighs, White became harder as Penny’s ecstasy released itself through an increase in her wetness.

The firm grip of the ball gag’s leather straps released as Smith’s dick fell onto the cart beside Penny’s face. She craned her neck in an effort to reach it, eager to please so long as it meant being released from the unbearable position sooner. Lowery and Larson placed their members in Penny’s hands. Gripping the two poles firmly, she wrapped her lips around Smith’s head as White began to piston her with jarring force.

The vibration of Penny’s vocal cords jarred Smith to the core each time she attempted to scream. Through the pain in her back, wrists, and hips, the overwhelming dopamine storm of a climax built into a thunderhead. The torrential wetness of her pussy met the first grunts from White as he tilted his head back, rooting himself deep within her. The grip on her thighs tightened as White released himself inside her swelling pussy.

He quickly withdrew after finishing, letting her face the cruelty of an orgasm denied. The law partners switched places, Lowery assuming his senior’s position at the junction of her bound legs. White nudged Smith aside, placing his own spent cock on her lips. Penny licked, tasting the mixture of her juices with his, enjoying the feeling more than she expected.

Penny cringed at the new sensation bumping against her ring, seeing Lowery spit in his hand, rubbing it on his dick. The friction of his raw entry sent her into a whimpering fit. White shuddered under the overstimulation, unable to take the shrill hum against his satisfied member. He backed out, allowing Smith to fill the wailing mouth that threatened to pierce every eardrum in the room.

Penny jerked her head away from Smith, attempting to writhe her way out of bondage. Pleasure and pain melted together as she tried in vain to expel Lowery’s intrusion. Smith gripped her hair by the root, forcing her mouth back onto him. The helpless, humiliated sense of total ravishment edged over Penny as she struggled against the dual tortures of dry anal sex and orgasm denial.

Her struggle only drove Lowery on, driving himself balls deep as he began teasing her clit with sharp flicks like it was crumb on his sleeve. Penny’s heart rate quickened with adrenaline as the overpriming of her sexuality tested her endurance. She began to gasp for air around Smith’s unforgiving cock, desperate for the oxygen her body desperately needed to keep functioning at the most vital level. Lowery responded with increased speed, damning mercy to ensure his own pleasure.

The surge of lubrication eased Penny’s suffering as Lowery dropped his head, groaning with every increase. He pulled out, letting his seed drip from Penny as he and White backed off. Penny felt Larson massaging her breasts, as Smith rounded the cart. He slapped her mound with flesh-rippling force, amping up the incredible pain, putting her on the verge of insanity and medical distress.

Smith abandoned her erect, blushing nipples to reach into his slacks for a pocketknife. Quickly opening it, he freed Penny’s legs from the cart. Larson continued the torturous stimulation as his partner held Penny’s wrists with one hand and unlocked the cuffs with the other.

Penny attempted to break free of his grip, if only to push herself into the deliverance of climax. Smith held firm, locking her arms behind her back. Penny felt herself being forced from the cart as she noticed Larson already waiting on his back in the floor, nude from the shirttail down.

Smith lowered Penny onto him, her throbbing slit eagerly taking him as she attempted to grind out an orgasm. A hand forced her face into Larson’s chest as Smith prepared to mount from behind. Penny felt herself getting close to the promised land, wailing lustily as tears began to form at the corners of her eyes.

The brutal abrasion of Smith entering her ass barely fazed Penny. Larson forced her hips to stop moving, letting Smith take full advantage of his leverage to belt out another dose of harsh ecstasy. The pattern was held until the mascara left bold streaks down Penny’s cheeks and her face became flush from the lack of oxygen. Fuck me harder. Please! I can’t handle it any longer…

Her pussy lips began to quiver as Penny drifted in and out of consciousness. Each thrust roused her awareness momentarily as coherent thought became too much of an effort. Johnny watched in horror as she began convulsing with an orgasm that she had no awareness of.

The finale arrived as Penny shook on top of Larson’s chest, sending both men into near hysterics as they simultaneously came inside her. Knocked clear out and ragdoll limp, Penny was shoved aside like garbage as the two partners rose to clean themselves up before returning home. Whether Penny was alive or deceased couldn’t be determined until he bent over to frantically search for a pulse.


Penny awoke the next morning, feeling the unfamiliar chest and sheets that surrounded her. The tiny bedroom had the standard beer and swimsuit model posters of a male college student plastered over the walls. Past being released from the document cart, the events of her last job eluded her memory.

“You’re finally up. I thought you were dead for a few seconds last night.”

Penny struggled through the fresh awakening, barely making out Johnny’s concerned face. She realized that she was clutching him like her life depended on it, and that it very well might have been at his mercy. “What happened?”

“After Mr. Larson and Mr. Smith were done with you, everyone left me to clean up the mess. That included getting rid of you.”

She felt the urge to vomit. Gathering herself, Penny fought back the impulse, if only for the sake of returning his hospitality. A bit of heavy breathing had her within enough control to speak. “You mean they didn’t care if I died up there?”

Johnny tried to hold himself steady, but she could feel the trembling of his fist as he spoke. “Those bastards. I looked up to them. Wanted to be like them.” Penny saw the steel in his eyes, never wavering from some invisible point above. “And this is what they really are.”

You’re a good kid. I shouldn’t even bother asking if you took advantage of me while I was passed out. Penny fought through the ache in her limbs to caress his neck. “Johnny, listen to me. The world is full of people like them, and there’s not much you can do about it. Believe me, I work for one myself.”

His furious stare never broke as he brought a hand up to his collar to caress her silken forearm. “I know, but I can’t live with that fact. Not after what I saw and heard last night.”

“You have to.”

“They were perfectly fine with you just dying in that office, like you were nothing. Even if you don’t know someone, just letting that happen makes you the worst kind of scum.” He broke the angry trance to look over at Penny. She snuggled in closer, thankful that someone had the decency to take care of her after coming face to face with her own mortality.

Penny leaned her neck in for a quick peck on his lips. “I guess I should thank you for giving a damn.”

His face blushed a fiery red, as much from flattery as from anger. “Don’t worry about it. I’m just sorry I didn’t try to stop them before it went that far.”

“And how would you have done that? They would have tossed you out of there, and I’d have really been up shit creek. You did everything right.”

“But I let it happen.”

Stubborn twit. “It’s over and I’m alive. Don’t worry about it.”

Johnny huffed the air from his lungs, driving himself mad with the previous night’s memories and their implications. “I want to bring them down somehow. They deserve worse, but I’d settle for exposing them for what they really are.”

Penny leaned further into him, resting a hand on his bare chest. “Did you grab my purse?”

“Yeah, it’s next to the bed. Why?”

“Give me the phone in there. You’ll like my souvenir from last night.” Johnny leaned over the side of the bed, rifling through cosmetics to find his goal. He pulled out the glass and plastic box, handing it to Penny. She flicked through menus to the recording that ended after two hours when the drive space ran out, forcing the app to cease recording.

Tapping her finger at what seemed like a promising time in the audio, Penny started the playback. White’s familiar voice cracked out over the tiny speaker, “…for piss ants and their little problems. Take the moron who hired us to block the zoning for that shopping center, for instance.”

Johnny’s eyes lit up. “You’re a fucking genius. You know that?”

“No. I’m just digging my tunnel out of this life. I don’t want to be blackmailed into being a whore forever.”

“Either way, that’s enough to stir things up.”

Penny smiled, struggling to force back a wince of pain. “And I’ve done the same thing to Jeff Strunk. He’s not getting away with what he’s done to me.”

Johnny broke her embrace, leaning in close. “So let’s talk. What can I do to help you put the nails in these bastards’ coffins?”


RICH MAN'S WHORE 7:

SUBMISSIVE PARTY FAVOR

Penny awoke to feel her wrists bound behind her back with nylon rope and the hardwood floor against her chest. The blindfold disguised her surroundings, but she could make out two familiar voices: Her white-collar pimp Jeff Strunk and Mayor Pete Brady. The draft of air on what of her body wasn’t touching the floor informed Penny that she was completely nude.

The last memory she could recall is arriving for the job at the local country club Strunk had been vague about earlier in the day. Jeff’s warning of, “Show up on time and be ready to put on a show. Otherwise, it’s your ass,” flashed through Penny’s mind as she tried to squirm out of the restraint.

Her movement had drawn the attention of the two men. The sound of loafers on oak pattered closer until Penny felt a sole press against her back. Jeff’s voice muttered out, “That won’t help. Do as you’re told, or we’re no longer working together.”

The threat was enough to halt her small attempt at resistance. Penny knew better than to defy Jeff while false charges of embezzlement hung over her head. The threatened Sword of Damocles that had turned her from bank teller to unwilling whore had always been enough to keep the business arrangement in place.

The footsteps resumed, fading a small amount with each passing step and stopping where they had initially began. “So Pete, do you think we’ll get that damn building restriction lifted by the end of next month?”

The mayor’s husky voice bellowed out, “If your lady friend can show all of the players involved as good a time as she showed us a few days ago, I don’t see why the fuck not!” Penny had come to terms with the fact that her immediate future would have plenty of dicks in store, but Pete Brady seemed to have a way that made the idea freshly revolting. “These men are like us. They want to make a deal, add to their bank accounts, and chase a little strange every now and then.”

And Mom wondered why I didn’t bother to vote last year. “I’m sure she’ll do her job. We’re working for gain, but she’s working to keep from losing what she has. Getting people in that trap is the key to lending money.”

“You’re a harsh businessman,” Brady said as Penny tried to be subtle about working her wrist restraints. Her priority was more about making sure her extended middle fingers could be seen than breaking free.

“Harsh is what our friend here will be seeing tonight. It’s what our guests have been looking forward to.”


Strunk and Brady’s hands sat Penny down on what felt like a table covered in a high thread-count cloth. Jeff’s relatively soft hands pulled her ankles up and lashed them together with the same type of nylon rope restricting her wrists. Jeff forced Penny’s feet against her ass, then tied another length between the ankle and wrist restraints. The total immobility settled on Penny like a blanket of lead.

Penny’s vision returned as the blindfold was removed. One side of the country club banquet hall spread out before her. The lack of windows and dim lighting cast the room in an ominous atmosphere.

The muffled voices of several men were drawing closer as Strunk and Brady strolled off toward them. Penny cringed at the idea of being nothing more than a centerpiece for the people she had grown to hate most, but the moisture and heat between her legs began to rise at the idea of being used so completely.

As the new arrivals entered into Penny’s vision, she failed to identify any of the men with certainty behind the Venetian carnival masks. The eight new walking suits split apart, taking seats on either side of Penny. The chatter and catcalls merged into one horrid symphony backed by the scooting of expensive chairs.

The harsh tone of a silver spreader knife knocking against crystal pierced the room in quick succession. Penny tried to bend her neck to the left to see the commotion, but her view was blocked by one of the guests.

Jeff’s voice echoed through large hall, “Gentlemen, friends, and business partners! Are we all in a good mood tonight?”

One of the voices shouted, “We are now!” The statement was backed by a low rumble of harrumphs and grunts from the crowd.

A voice Penny recognized as White, the senior attorney from the job before last, gave his personal recommendation. “I can tell you from experience, gentlemen, our first course is enjoyed best with friends.”

Jeff resumed control, saying, “We’re here to discuss business tonight, but first we’re having a little fun.”

Penny struggled to keep, “Go fuck yourself,” sealed between her lips as the excitement in the room became palpable.

“As you all know, we’ve got building restrictions that are keeping us all from making a killing on some real estate developments. It’s going to take every entrepreneur and policy-maker in this room, and then some folks we have to win over, to make this deal a reality.”

“Here, here!”

Penny could tell Jeff was beaming without even looking at him. “And all of the pieces are in place. By the end of the month, we should all be guaranteed a fortune.”

Mayor Brady’s voice cut in, “As soon as we’ve convinced the Sandbeck family over to our side, those piss ants from the historical society and the environmental hippies won’t be able to stop us.” Sandbeck again.

“Calm down Pete, we all know this boost to your campaign funds for next year has your dick hard as a rock.” Polite laughter leaked out of the guests at Jeff’s wisecrack. And it’s a fucking shame I’ve only got evidence to send some of you up the river.

Jeff’s voice boomed out to keep dominance over the meeting. “So we’re all here, and we all know why. Who wants to open this meeting with a bit of excitement?”

The crowd once again agreed with a chorus of desire. The soft patter of Jeff’s footsteps circled around the banquet table. The warmth that had remained between her thighs began to spread in anticipation, finally overpowering the relative cold of the room.

Strunk appeared into her view and stood before Penny. The bulge in his slacks announced itself one foot in front of Penny’s face. She could feel the attention of the eight guests and two hosts centering on herself.

Strunk crouched down to eye level and cradled her cheek with unexpected gentleness. “Enjoying yourself yet, Ms. Mason?”

Hatred welled up in Penny. She failed to stifle, “Eat a dick and die.”

Jeff pulled her head back by the hair and adopted a sadistic grin. “Boys, I think our party favor is ready!”

An unknown voice piped up as Penny heard a chair scoot back against the herringboned wood. “Then I’ll be the first to dive in.”

Penny felt the trickle of chilled wine dribbling down the sides of her back and heard a zipper slide open. Strunk pulled his own member out. Penny could feel a strange pair of hands running themselves along her inner thighs, sending a tingle coursing through her body.

A large hand wrapped itself around Penny’s left ankle. The sudden pierce of a diamond-hard cock forced itself into her pussy without ceremony. Penny gritted her teeth, fighting against her pussy’s demand of a deep moan.

The second thrust overwhelmed her ability to hold back. Penny gasped as Jeff’s dick entered her mouth with the opportunity of a waiting hole. The third thrust caused her to scream into the hard shaft as Strunk jerked on a pulse of hair.

Both rods plunged themselves to the limits of her anatomy as a neighboring guest to the right crashed his hand into her ass with a loud pop. The hand followed through on the motion with a lingering squeeze that only intensified the sting.

Penny held back tears as a riding crop replaced the hand, whipping her relentlessly on the buttocks. The rear cock slammed into her cervix as Jeff’s crashed against the back of her throat, thoroughly skewering her body from each end. Each twitch of her body’s reaction to the fine mixture of pain and pleasure seemed to urge both men on. The sensations were ramping up her response in a cascade.

The first tear streaked down her cheek as Jeff pulled his cock out of Penny’s mouth. Finally able to gasp and scream without obstruction, Penny’s throat vibrated with the involuntary sounds each thrust pushed out of her.

The guest to the left jerked her head back by the hair. Penny let out a bellowing moan, feeling the solution of tears and mascara streaming down her cheeks. The riding crop increased its frequency without giving up force.

Jeff’s voice echoed against the walls, “It’s a fine day to be balls-deep in a whore, right gentlemen?”

The dick from behind began thrusting faster as the crop traded speed for power. Jeff crouched down to face level with Penny, distorted by the sociopath’s grin.

Jeff leaned into her ear and whispered “Street trash. That’s all you are.”

Penny’s fingers clenched between her toes with a final, hard slap of the crop. The cock ejected itself from her pussy. Penny tried to spit in Strunk’s face, but she could only manage to dribble from exhaustion and pain.

Jeff noticed the attempted defiance and pushed her head back by the throat. Penny feels the index fingers of two hands from behind playing with the fresh void her opening.

Strunk raised his voice. “Tell everyone here what you are.”

Penny tried to sob, but her effort was cut off by a scream as another guest twisted her right nipple.

“Tell them!”

“A whore!” Penny’s voice cracked with the emotional agony her body couldn’t express in its bound state.

“Whose whore?”

“Yours!”

Jeff squeezed both of Penny’s makeup smeared cheeks together as he demanded, “Now all together.” Penny couldn’t hold back sobs of utter defeat and ownership. “Who do you belong to and what are you?”

Strunk’s grip released just enough for Penny to speak. “I’m Jeff Strunk’s whore, sir!”

Penny could see through the blur of tears that Jeff’s smile had changed to one of satisfaction. She realized that her purpose for being present that night wasn’t to reward Strunk’s friends. It was to demean and totally break her.

Penny noticed that at least six pairs of hands were taking full liberties with her body. The whir of a massage wand barely announced itself over the chatter of compliments about her figure and excited laughter.

The wand tapped Penny’s clit several times in a teasing rhythm. Penny whimpered with each contact. Jeff planted his hands on the table just to each side of Penny’s face, the crash carrying enough volume to make her ears ring.

“Pete, that’s enough toying with her. She’s here to be used and tossed aside after we’re done.”

The wand drove itself hard into her pearl at the highest setting. Penny screamed from the primal areas of her brain, arching her back and neck on her own this time.

Jeff’s hand clasped around Penny’s neck once again, as he shouted, “Open your eyes!” Penny struggled to comply through the cruelly mounting climax. Strunk’s face was blank, giving Penny no indication whether his next request was for mercy or amusement, but Penny knew the man well enough to know the purpose. “I’ll give you a request. Say it.”

Penny barely managed to belt out, “Jeff, can I cum?”

Strunk frowned and slapped Penny’s right cheek with his free hand, “No.”

The crop whipped harder into the border of Penny’s ass and back as the first wave of her body’s attempt at the denied climax hit. She felt her legs begin to shudder as she tightened the grip between toes. Her screams lowered in pitch and drug themselves out as the harsh metal buzzed against her clit without any sign of letting up.

The mental fuzz barely allowed Penny to overhear Jeff exclaiming “You men have a choice: Each of you can make this whore cum, or you can cum yourself. We have business to discuss.”

Penny caught herself starting to feel thankful to Jeff for the gesture in the fragments of thought she was capable of with the building climax.

“But this one’s a freebie, Pete.”

The wand pressed even harder into Penny’s bean as she feels her throat becoming raw from the screaming. She blacks out for a fragment of a second, reawakening to a hell of overstimulated nerves between her legs.

The wand suddenly lifted, turning the inferno into a twenty car pile-up of bliss and release. The restraints dug into Penny’s skin as her body attempted to contract every muscle. Unable to control herself, she thrusted her face into the piled up tablecloth and screamed through her locked jaw.

Penny’s consciousness faded through the passing waves of orgasm, finally giving in with the final pulse.


Penny awoke to a slap in the face. Although the restraints were gone, she couldn’t force her body out of the fetal position. Through the fog in her eyes, she could tell that the dinner party was still gathered around her like starving wolves.

Strunk’s voice piped up. “You see that mascara running down her cheeks? I want to see it clear past her tits by the end of this.”

Penny felt Jeff’s finger tracing a line from her ass to her neck. The index finger crept across her right shoulder, neck, and face. It finally hooked her cheek.

“Miller, help me with this slut.”

Penny was pulled back violently to where her bare feet now touched the floor. A broad hand she could only guess belonged to whoever Miller was planted itself between her shoulder blades and held her fast to the table.

With all the pity of a circling buzzard, Jeff said, “Gentlemen, drop your pants. I think she’s ready for another round.”

Another hand from the front pressed her cheek against the table. Miller’s hand moved to hold back her wrists where it was joined by the other. Penny’s arms felt as if they were going to be pulled out of their sockets as she cried out from the pain.

Miller’s cock thrust itself inside with no announcement, immediately jackhammering Penny’s already soaked pussy. Her arms were being used as leverage for each drive forward, her hips pressing hard against the edge of the table at every stroke. The closeness of her legs forced her walls to grip the shaft tightly, giving her the questionable benefit of friction for resistance.

The dick remained as Penny’s left knee was forced on top of the table. Miller increased his speed and drove deeper, pulling himself less than halfway out for each new strike against her depths.

Miller tossed Penny’s arms to the masked man in front of her, who pulled her forward as Miller held her waist with his right. The left snaked its way around Penny’s thigh to her clit, rubbing it beyond its capacity for sensation.

Penny tried to hold back any expression of the competing Heaven and Hell she was being put through, when Strunk’s voice erupted. “Hurry up and finish, Adam. My slut’s being uncooperative.”

Trying to curry some favor with Jeff and to urge the man she now knew as Adam Miller to finish, Penny’s mouth opened to make a sound. A particularly deep and hard thrust finally allowed her to belt out, “Gawd-hngsht-FUCK!”

Miller’s finger slipped from her clit, giving Penny the momentary relief of her second orgasm. Jeff suddenly boasted, “Would you look at that? The little whore’s coming all over his dick!”

Penny could make out the heavy breathing from behind. As if to deny her the pleasure of being filled as her orgasm tailed off, Adam quickly pulled out. The warm spattering of cum shot at random against the small of her back, feeling warm for a few seconds before turning into what felt like white ice against Penny’s skin.

A middle-aged man, nude, hoisted himself onto the end of the table and lied on his back with his head pointing at the far side, the guest’s eager member standing at full attention. Without being allowed the dignity of cleaning Miller’s mess from her back, Penny was grabbed under each arm from behind by two guests and tossed into the waiting man’s chest.

Jeff stood over the other side of the table as Penny looked up. “Will the slut be so nice as to show Mr. Williams what she’s capable of?” Penny wished death upon her pimp as she had so many times before.

One of the men sat a camcorder on top of the table as Jeff explained his request. “I’m giving you a chance to audition for future clients, so put on your best show. Our deal is riding on it.”

Penny smiled to seem pleased at the task, despite the wish to see each man in the room burn. As she centered her pussy over the waiting prick, Jeff hit the record button on the top of the camcorder and sat back in his chair, his feet propped on the far end of the table from Penny.

Trying her damndest to act like she was in the game Penny slid her lower lips along the shaft, returning her partner’s smile and then looking up to let it show for the camera. Arching her back, Penny grinded herself on the member and felt an extra margin of hardness swell up in the rod.

The demonstration client moaned as Penny asked him, “Does your wife do this for you?”

He shook his head to each side and grinned enough to force his eyes shut. They remained so as Penny felt her own wetness lubing up his cock. Penny could see the eyes upon her, enthralled by the performance so far.

“It’s such a big cock. I don’t know why she wouldn’t.”

Williams rested his hands on Penny’s waist. Penny forced out a feminine giggle, trying to channel her drama club days back in high school. Resting her clit on the pulsing head of the cock, she popped her hips to the left and right, trying to get some kind of stimulation out of the performance for herself.

Penny closed the distance between her mouth and the client’s ear. “I don’t know if I can take it all at once.” Penny knew it was a lie, but the client kept smiling out of bliss. Penny pulled herself back up and asked, “Do you want to try?”

Williams nodded without breaking the blissful expression. Penny slid forward, letting the tip prop itself against her opening. Sliding back, she let out a moan as it penetrated deeply. She decided honestly enjoying the fuck would be the only way to satisfy her boss.

Sliding herself up and down the length, Penny noticed the grip on her waist weakening. She propped herself up with her hands behind her and stared up at the ceiling. Letting her moans come out as near-whispers, Penny rocked herself back and forth, letting the rhythm of her movements match the intensity of sound from the observers.

With each whistle or clap, Penny surged her efforts. The surrounding men caught on quickly enough. Clapping, stomping, and calling in unison, they created a soundtrack for the show. As the tempo picked up, so did Penny’s vocalizations and proximity to climax.

Williams made it apparent that he hadn’t been used to such treatment. Penny felt the loss of friction from precum, deciding to end the advertisement with a grand finale. Bending over to plant her face on his shoulder, giving herself a hand down below.

Penny could sense the orgasm that was threatening to give the lucky bastard a massive heart attack. As Williams’ breathing picked up, Penny felt his legs starting to separate underneath her own. His cock expanded slightly more in preparation for delivering its payload.

The first groan from Penny’s current ride provided the signal she needed to release her pearl from the two-fingered embrace. Screaming in well-earned delight, she grabbed for Williams’ hands and intertwined their fingers. The first splash of semen against her cervix felt powerful enough to leave an exit wound as Penny’s own contractions began to lock every muscle.

Applause and hoots rose around the table as Penny found herself able to breathe once again. Feeling the indignity of the situation settle back upon her, Penny forced herself to look at the camera and smile with forced satisfaction. Jeff, however, didn’t look so pleased.

Slamming a balled fist into the record button, Strunk rose to his feet and planted open hands against the table. “Didn’t I say each person here is only allowed to make himself or the slut come?”

Each of the men around the table glanced at one another in their seats. “The whore needs to be punished for violating the rules!”

Penny caught her eyebrows arching toward her nose in the nick of too late. Jeff stormed over in response to her look of spite. Violently wrapping his arms around Penny’s waist from the side, he lifted her off of Williams as his juices leaked out, leaving a straight trail from his groin to the edge of the table.

Planting her feet squarely on the floor hard enough to sting, Jeff glared over at Mayor Brady. “Pete, I need the chair, some rope, and that vibrator.” Brady hesitated for a moment until Strunk’s voice betrayed inconsolable rage. “Now!”

Penny knew she had gone too far with the look of displeasure. Hearing the mayor drag the ornate dining chair over, she could feel the shakes of rage in Jeff’s hands as he began twisting her to face him.

“Two men down and only seven to go. How does that feel?”

Penny couldn’t stand holding up the charade any longer. Her face turned to piss and vinegar as she asked her boss, “That’s nine, and there are ten guys in this room. Are you bowing out, dear leader?”

“I’m taking the two of these men who finished already and starting the meeting in the other room.” Jeff paused his speech to force Penny knee-first into the waiting chair. Binding her left wrist to the embossed wood, he continued, “But tomorrow night, you’re all mine. Special assignment with my wife.”

Penny whipped her right hand up and turned Strunk’s head sideways with a fluid, blurry-fast swipe of her open palm. The crack of flesh against flesh evacuated the air from the room. Jeff straightened his neck and finished binding the wrist.

Snatching Penny’s offending hand out of mid-slap, he held it tight to the wood and began fixing its restraint. “You’ll pay for that one tomorrow night. For now, these men have free use of you for as long as they wish.” Jeff finished the knot, making sure it was far tighter than necessary.

“Go to Hell,” Penny seethed out. She knew the open defiance would have consequences, but Penny couldn’t have cared less. Her current situation didn’t warrant the courtesy of obeying.

“I’m glad our feelings are mutual. I like honesty, but not from a common whore.” Jeff turned to Penny’s remaining customers for the evening. “Duct tape. We need duct tape.”

Penny saw one of the men quickly don his pants and run off to another room as if knowing where to find things in the building. I know the bastard who runs this place is in on this. One of Strunk’s hands bounced off of Penny’s ass with a crack that echoed three times through the enormous room.

“My little slut’s about to graduate to the next level. I hope you know what this means.”

Penny looked over her shoulder at Jeff. “I don’t. Why don’t you fucking enlighten me?”

Another slap to the ass. “It means you’ll know how fully you’re ours after tonight. Each of these men could own you ten times over. But you’re not worth that much.”

“So why don’t you throw me away and get it over with?”

Strunk frowned as if Penny had taken the name of some god of greed and ego in vain. “Are you sure you don’t have a pair of balls hiding in that sleek little body of yours?”

The bystanders stood in awe of Penny’s belligerence toward her superior. Of all of Strunk’s puppets, Penny seemed to be the first capable of even talking back without the most severe of all possible consequences. “Why don’t you check for yourself? You might have missed them the first two times you had your way with me.”

Jeff grabbed Penny by the jaw in response. “You have no idea what you’re talking your way into.” The apparent bigwig at the country club returned silver tape in hand. Handing it to Strunk, the delivery boy quickly retreated to the crowd.

The color came back to Penny’s cheeks as Strunk released his grip. The wand buzzed to life behind her. Seconds later, she heard the rip of the tape unrolling.

Jeff announced, “Williams, Miller, you’re with me.” Penny felt the unfeeling metal of the vibrator spark her clit to life, already held in place by the first layer of duct tape that clung to her skin. Penny whimpered as six additional loops were made around her hips, ensuring climax would never come through what was guaranteed to be at least another hour of being used.

As the first of the remaining participants made his entrance from behind, Penny watched as Jeff and his two spent companions exited through the door they had entered from earlier. Groaning from the sensory overload, Penny wondered whether any of the men left had the sense of decency and compassion to bow out early.

Her body beginning to strain for a climax that wouldn’t be given, Penny’s thoughts turned for a moment to the euphoria of her clit and pussy. Being used and dominated had always been her fetish, but the satisfaction of needs fulfilled quickly ended.

As the orgasm attempted to escape the 7,500RPM torture chamber, Penny felt her awareness of her surroundings lapse as her screams made her throat raw. Her vision faded as the cock spurted it’s delivery a moment later.


The door to Penny’s bedroom slammed shut behind Jeff. Her hands and feet were bound together as she woke nude on top of the sheets. “That stunt you pulled last night is going to cost you.”

Having never been a morning person, Penny groggily asked, “Why the fuck are you here, and why am I still tied up?”

“Brady said you passed out quickly, but it won’t happen today.”

Penny yawned and realized her pussy was still throbbing from the previous night’s abuse. “I asked you why I’m still tied up, asshole.”

“I’m here to pick you up for the next job. It’s a boring Saturday, so I figured we’d start earlier than expected.” Jeff sat on the edge of the bed, toying with Penny’s right tit. “Be glad I didn’t leave you here wondering what was going on all day like I had planned.”

Penny was simply pissed that she had been woken up early by her least favorite person. Yawning all the while, Penny said, “I still wish you’d just up and die one day.” The sudden twist to her nipple jumpstarted her motor faster than all of the coffee in Columbia. “Preferably sooner, rather than later.”
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