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ALPHA CREATION: BLANK CANVAS BIMBO

I jumped back as the heat got too intense. My right hand shielded my face out of instinct. Sometimes, you just make a bonfire that's too damn hot for your own good. If only I knew that rule applied to people as well.

Druce had already moved his camp chair back and was settled in. He always foresaw trouble before it got to him, somehow. “You good?”

“Yeah. I knew better than to put so many Bradford pear cuttings in at once.” The dried leaves burn like little gas cans, and I'd just chucked branches with thousands of them in there. Now if I could just convince my wife to let me cut the whole tree down. They're nothing but giant weeds, if you ask me.

Before I even sat down, Druce picked the conversation back up with his deep, hoarse voice that demanded your attention. “That thing you were talking about before. I didn't catch the last part.” He had both hands in front of him, pinning the walking stick he always carried to the ground.

“I write glorified porn.” And I had been for about five years at that point. At two different times, including then, for a living.

“Ah. Erotica.” The constant glow of such a hot fire brought his features into a different light. I still couldn't tell what this guy's heritage was. Druce looked like you'd taken a representative average for every race on the planet, and then precisely averaged them together.

I took a sip out of the half a beer I had left. “Yeah, it pays what I need, and it's a damn sight better than taking another office or factory job.”

“I hear you.” He sat there with his usual seconds of consideration stilling his face. Every time I'd talked to the guy, I couldn't help wondering what was ticking in that head of his. “So, is it just porn, or do you put the characters first?”

Sex, or something like it, is a given in erotica. “Characters, definitely. The sexual situation in the kink I write is always in the same general area, but it's the people in the story that make every take on it different.”

Druce thought for another few seconds. “BDSM, cuckoldry, first time gay...”

“Bimbo transformation and alpha males, actually.” Even if I'd only known the guy three years and had spoken with him the same number of times, we'd had several hours of conversation between us. We'd gotten deep enough every time that I felt like I knew Druce well enough to share what I did for a living, even if my neighbors had no clue about it.

“Huh.” He stared into the fire for a moment. “Most people would think all bimbos are the same. But you took it in the opposite direction.”

“Why wouldn't I? Writing the same characters over and over, even in different situations, would wear you out faster than throwing different people in the same conundrum.” Hell, just their nature changed things starting from the opening scene.

Sounding like he smoked two packs a day, because he did, Druce responded, “I can see that.”

“It's always a guy getting women he could never even talk to because of some new ability, and figuring out what to do with that power.” We both pulled cigarettes out of our pockets at the same time. I had 'quit,' but vaping only gets you so far when you've smoked for more than half your life. “It's how different people would handle similar circumstances that gets me going.”

Druce and I both lit our cancer sticks. He didn't take his usual amount of time before asking, “So what about the women?”

“They're as diverse as men, and just being hot and horny as hell doesn't erase the rest of their personality. Unless that's part of the story, of course.” It's the one hard rule I had when conjuring up a female character. “Some have a heart of gold, and others are still trying to fuck over everyone else in the end.”

“Give me a few examples.”

I didn't have to think about it. “The last series I wrote had four chicks in the cast of main characters. Every single one of them wanted something different.”

“Such as?”

“Emmy, the main girl who married the protagonist, was a manipulative holy-roller who just wanted everyone to think like she did. After getting turned into a bimbo, she hatched a plan to convert about a thousand people into sex-crazed lunatics. The number would have been higher, if the male character had let her have her way all the time.”

Druce took a long drag and held it in for a while. Smoke wafted from his mouth with every syllable. “And out of those four women, who was most different from her?”

One half of the couple that justified even doing the series, if only to write more about them, came to mind. “That's Elena. Loyal to a fault, but incredibly manipulative in her own way. The difference is, she's not a shitty person.”

What he asked next was at a level I hadn't thought of either character yet. “So who would you rather see more of in the world? Emmy or Elena?”

I didn't even have to debate myself over it. “We've already got more than enough people like Emmy. She'd be fun as hell, until she dropped the act.”

“But you said her husband kept her in line. Why?”

I wasn't used to Druce dropping questions right after I'd answered the last. He was digging for something. “That's just who her husband was, alpha male or not. I thought it'd be fun as hell to pair a streetwise hoodrat with a goodie-goodie country star.”

I knew Druce was smiling, because Nashville is within commuting distance from where we were. In fact, he was leaving the next morning to crash with some mutual friends there. “Write what you know, I guess.”

“Pretty much.”

I was about to ask Druce if he needed another beer before he cut me off. “So this Elena character... Was the guy in her storyline you, or someone else?”

“All the males have something in common with me, but it's usually just a personality quirk or two. I mean, I'm no damn alpha, and I've never really felt the need to be one.”

He looked me over, thoroughly, for the first time ever. “They all let the girls be themselves, right?”

I hadn't thought about it, but that was the one common thread every male character I'd written into a bimbo harem series had: Five copies of the same girl in a different body would have been as boring as switching between flavors of oatmeal every morning. Someone's gotta be the giant helping of bacon in the next breakfast. Druce caught the reaction before I could say a word.

“How real are these people to you, in your head?”

It threw me for another loop. “How so?”

“Are they just canned characters, or do they have personalities you could have a conversation with as you're falling asleep?”

I thought of how a few characters would respond, if asked, 'What defined your childhood?' “I hadn't focused on most of them long enough, but the important ones are basically real people to me. I think I know some of them better than I know folks I talk to all the time.”

“So you create
 people.” The rapid response was way out of character for him.

“Imaginary people, yeah. It's not like any of them will walk into my life, ever.”

Finally, Druce put his hands together on the walking stick and brought them up to his chin. “You care if I have another beer or two?”

He had been a guest at my house for almost a week, and I approved his request to stay with us. Plus, I'd already stocked up in anticipation. “I don't see why not.” It wasn't like I had to be anywhere by any certain time the next day.

“Thanks man.”

As I walked back to the house, I didn't pay much mind to the conversation we'd just had. In all honesty, I wish I had. But you're not that far along yet. I'll save it for later.

From the look of the house, Gina had already turned in. She had to be at work in less than nine hours, so we didn't take it as a snub. Three consecutive days ahead of twelve hour nursing shifts was no joke.

Walking through the backdoor to the laundry room, I set the door sensor to chirping a couple of times. I hated that damn security system. With the critters crated away or otherwise snoozing, I didn't have to wade through the usual stampede, at least.

I got into the kitchen and opened the fridge. Our bottom drawer was actually running low for once. You know I like a person when I split the last of my beer with him.

Looking out through the kitchen window overlooking our back field, the fire had calmed back down. Druce was doing something with his hands, but I couldn't make it out from that distance. Either way, our beer was warming up with every second I fucked around.

Around the back of the house and across the bridge over the creek cutting our acre in half, the night actually felt pretty comfortable for April. Tennessee springs are fickle bastards. But it wasn't just the warmth. As I got closer, the air got heavy again, like it had been at random in the past several days.

It felt like the past week had happened, but I didn't remember much, if any of it clearly. Hints that my life wasn't exactly as it really is, but similar enough to shut the thoughts up. I was still me, in either case.

I handed Druce his two cans of Keystone and opened one of mine. “After these, we'll have killed that whole thirty-case.” We were never actually drunk, but a constant low buzz had been in effect since the previous night.

“We're free men. We can do as we like.” Druce cracked one of his open and then took the conversation around a hairpin curve. “You know the kind of stuff I'm into, right?”

I wasn't quite sure, but the guy was the mystic drifter type. It wasn't my thing, but he'd never evangelized it at me, so I never gave him trouble over it. “Sorta.”

“What you do is like the work of some deity, creating living people out of nothing. As a shaman, I respect that.”


Like, a native American shaman?
 “I wondered what you considered yourself.” He'd explained the spiritual and metaphysical beliefs he had with me before. Initially, I chalked it up to way too much weed in his system. But no, he seriously believed it.

“When you write, you're working in what we call the spirit world. Those characters you create are real, somewhere that isn't here.” He stared into the fire for a few seconds before digging into the canvas bag he carried everywhere. “I want you to have these, one for every day of my visit.” He dug out a blue, velvet satchel and stood up.

I never expected anything in return from him.“Really, it's not a problem. I like the company.”

“You can bring a character to life with these.” Druce placed the bag in my hand with reverence. “Draw the person in mind, and they'll join us in our world.”


Alright man, if you've had a stash of shrooms this whole time and didn't share, I'm gonna be pissed.
 It sounded like pure hocus-pocus hogwash. “I appreciate it.”

“It's alright if you don't believe me, but consider the person you're making when you do this. You can't send them back.”

I figured I'd humor him a bit. “Think of them as they are now in whatever story, or can I choose the point in the story to pull them out of?”

“Time is a thread that we can pull and tie off at any point in its length.” It was Druce's way of obscuring his obvious answer.

“Gotcha.” I got what he meant, at least. “Does it have to be a physical drawing? Because I'm awful on paper.” Digital painting is a hobby I've had off and on for several years, and I'd started getting results I was happy with.

“Sculpt it, draw it, piss their outline in the snow if you like. A digital representation is still a representation.” He paused for a quick swig of beer. “The important thing is knowing that person's soul, and you should, since you created it.”


Maybe he's just insane.
 “You can probably guess where I stand on all this, but out of respect for you, I'll give it a try tomorrow.”

“I knew you'd react like that. But part of you knows something about what the eyes don't normally see.”

I got what he was referencing. I'd told him about the 'thing' I'd encountered while backpacking. It was another old hobby of mine, but I hadn't gone on a trip since I'd encountered whatever it was four years ago. He was exactly the seventh person I'd recounted the story to.

“There's a reason I don't tell everyone about it. That thing shouldn't exist.” Even now, I question my sanity because of it.

“The unseen allow you to see them. You made it out alive, so consider it a gift from that being.” Druce stopped to kill the last of his beer and then open the next. “What do you think it was?”

I remembered the damn thing like it was still in front of me and shuddered. “A fucking werewolf.” Or as the internet calls them now, a dogman.

Druce took a second cigarette out and lit it with his first. “Maybe if you see what my gift can do, it'll put what you saw into perspective.”

Between werewolves and magic figures turning into people, I starting thinking both of us need to take a break at the funny farm for a while. The glowing amber of that thing's eyes came back to me. “Can we talk about anything
 else?”

He took it like it was nothing. “Sure. How about what else you can do with those figures?”


Fucking finally.
 “I guess.”

“You can change living people as well. Just be careful, because they'll be your ideal version of themselves. That may not be their best self.”

“Any other fine print I need to know?” I cracked open my last beer and flicked my cigarette butt into the fire. “If these work like you say, I could get myself into trouble.”

“I believe in you. Just remember to know the person like you know yourself, and make sure the figure's within ten feet of the artwork when you finish it.”


Insane.
 I guzzled half my beer at once and sat it down. Thankfully, the fire was starting to die down again. Out in the middle of this field, the rain from earlier that day made me feel safe in letting it smolder itself out overnight.

“And another thing,” Druce took his time getting to his feet, holding onto the staff like his legs would fail him, “those new people will be yours to take care of. They won't know anything about this world.”

“You turning in?”

“Yeah, I'll be gone before you wake up, probably.” He bent down to hug, the usual greeting and good-bye of our extended group of friends. More about them later.

“Well shit, take care of yourself brother.” After all he'd just dumped on me, 'come back anytime' was off the table.

“You too, and hug Gina for me. I'll be gone before she gets up, too.”

Normally, I'd still be awake when she left for work, but Mom had called, needing me to fill in for someone skipping out that day. It was pocket money to hold me over between monthly royalty payments from Riozon, and I'd hardly ever leave the house if it weren't for that damn tuxedo rental place that'd been in the family for thirty years.

We walked back into the house. Druce veered off through the kitchen toward the living room. I went straight back to my office. Even if I'd taken the past few days off from writing, I still had to check my sales before turning in.


Sure enough, Druce had been long-gone by the time I had woken up. I felt like I'd just pressed every pair of tuxedo pants for Nelson County's upcoming prom before I finally got away from that place. I returned home just after noon.

Going around back as I always did, Meat Head, my oaf of an Australian Heeler-Shepherd mix jumped like he hadn't seen a person in weeks. And I'd only been gone four hours.

“Get your big ass down! Calm your tits!” It's not that he was a bad dog or an idiot. He's just had a talent for fucking up. “Alright, hell.” I rubbed the top of his head and moved behind an ear. Man, did he love that shit.

I left him to whatever the hell he did outside and went in the backdoor as always. I put a couple of frozen burritos in the microwave and walked back to my office. That was my usual routine after getting out of there. A few minutes of relaxing and checking the news usually had me ready to start writing.

As I walked around the massive desk I'd built and finished by hand, ultimately looking more like a deck than a desk, I noticed the blue satchel Druce had given me was sitting where I'd left it the night before.


Maybe he just left me a little of whatever the fuck he was on last night.
 When I picked it up, it felt way to heavy to be anything like that. Whatever was inside clacked together like marbles.

I sat in my noisy swivel chair and pulled the drawstring loose. Reaching in, I grabbed what felt like a rough human figure and pulled it out. The slick, white sheen told me it was soapstone, and it looked like it had been bought for a couple of dollars at some tourist trap.

Turning it around in my hand and holding it up to my desk lamp, it had no facial features. Just arms legs, a torso, and a head. Hell, it looked even rougher than the carved animals you usually saw.


Fuck it, I guess I won't be Jen Eastwood any today.
 The name isn't exactly my real one, which is Keith Ross. It's just the pen name that took off for me three years and dozens of erotica shorts ago. Unless I got something else written and published soon, I'd be eating pretty slim in July. My royalties for any given month are held back for sixty days, you see.

I had finished my last series, Bimbo Country
 a weeks prior, and killing another series that bombed out of the gate had left my plate clean. Getting back into harem territory is where I was leaning, because I hadn't written one of those in a while. Bimbos are great fun by themselves, but several of them under some guy's roof are a blast to write.

But dusting off the outline I had for my next harem series and actually writing the damn thing would have to wait. I owed Druce a shot at what he claimed. Really, I just wanted to be able to tell him, 'Nothing happened.' I'm kind of an asshole when I'm proven right.

I knew exactly which character I wanted to try it on. Anya from Bimbo Academy
 was fun as hell to write, but a trainwreck of a human being deep inside. It'd just be mean to make her happen, assuming it was possible. Kelsey from Harem Ring
 just did things to my brain as I wrote her, but extreme sensitivity in her cunt presented problems in her daily life.

But by far, the female character I'd gotten the most development on was Elena from Bimbo Code
. When I started that series, I didn't even plan her as a character. All I knew was, it was gonna be far longer than my usual reach for five installments. It made it to twelve before I decided the story had been told enough that it needed to end. And I'd just wrapped up a damn five-part spin-off she appeared in.

She and her husband had been the subject of more than 100,000 words flowing from these fingers. They might as well be real people in my head, because I can tell you exactly how they'd answer just about any question. And if she were real, I'd basically worship that woman.

Of the sixty-four female main characters I've written, she stands out by far in terms of depth and what I'd want in a person. Penny Mason comes in at a distant second, but that was the first erotica I'd ever written, and she was miserable from the first scene in book one. Definitely not the kind of person Druce would want me supposedly making real.

I took the other four figures out of the bag. You could tell they'd been carved by someone who wasn't exactly great at it, but they all still looked like people. I shook the bag again, just for shits and giggles.

A piece of paper about the size of a fortune cookie strip fell out. Probably just the damn inspector's tag for the sack.
 I brushed it aside and took the remaining four figures in my hand. “'Make sure the figure is within ten feet of the canvas,' he said.” I put them in the laundry room on top of the washing machine, a good twenty feet away from my graphics tablet, just in case.

Stress from even being around my mother for four hours finally set off that weird feeling in my lungs. “To hell with it.” I pulled the cigarettes out of my pocket and slipped one in my mouth. Some things pack enough residual stress, that you can't just vape it away. I never quit smoking completely until I stopped helping out there.

But if it weren't for Mom, we wouldn't have got the place we were in. Her loaning the money from selling Dad's houseboat to put a cash offer on this house to beat the other bidders, is held over my head all the damn time. I stepped out the back door and knocked a few hours off of my lifespan.

My mind forced itself to move on to more pleasant thoughts. So it's gotta be Elena from a moment in time where she wouldn't hate leaving her world.
 As she stood in the latest story, being ripped away from a loving husband and two kids would be fucking nightmarish.

I remembered the crisis point in Bimbo Code
 for her. After witnessing what I'd call extreme roleplay with a girl she'd 'convinced' to use Grant's services, she just took the fuck off. If I'd written that Grant didn't go frantically searching for her, I really don't think she'd have come crawling back to him, and Los Angeles would have eaten her alive.


But she did have the power to control people, even if she didn't know the full extent of it yet.
 If Druce's load of woo-woo is actually true, I'd be insane to even think of making her real.
 But there's no way it could have been possible, in this world of physics and all its rules that I barely understood.

I smoked that cigarette like I was in a hurry, even if I had nothing to do until Gina called to let me know she'd left work. That generally signals that I needed to get my happy ass in the kitchen to fix supper. The odor of it wouldn't be on my clothes by the time she got home about eight hours later, but I hated the taste of the damn things unless I was drinking.

I flicked the cherry and what was left of the shredded tobacco, and then tossed the butt into the metal bucket I used as a giant ashtray. Pin Head, the kitten we adopted at the same time as Meat Head, tried sneaking out again. “Get your fuzzy ass back!” Yes, we have a theme when it comes to naming our pets in this house. It's gotta be an insult that ends in 'Head.'


Alright, lets prove a burnout wrong.
 I got back to my office chair and pulled the graphics tablet closer to me, letting it sit a few inches over my lap on the gas-piston arm. I made sure the figure sat on the right side of my dimensional lumber cubicle.

When you got right down to it, Elena's purpose in life is to be a bimbo, so it kinda told me the pose I'd be drawing her in. I plucked one of the styluses from the charger and started roughing out the shapes of her body. Within five minutes, I had the sketch ready to start filling in with details.


Bra, panties, heels, and a choker that could actually choke her.
 That was the exact shit Elena would trot around in, for Grant anyway. I didn't even need to pull up the stock photos I'd used for her covers, because she was defined that thoroughly in my head. The heels were kind of a tacky touch, but I hate drawing feet.

Another ten minutes had her wardrobe, hair, and facial expression scrawled onto the ImageShop file. I pulled up my usual pallet of Caucasian skin tones and started roughing her body in. After that, I spent another thirty sketching in her hair.


I kinda admire how devoted she is to Grant. She's almost militant about it.
 Some of that came from the failings of my own parents, which also meant I wouldn't dream of cheating on my wife. Given the festivals we go to, sometimes it hurts to turn a girl down, but your parents' fuck-ups have a tendency of being things you actively resist later in life. I was proud to say, Gina was the only girl I'd dicked since we met.

Time felt like an abstract concept as I kept fleshing out the details. What I considered the perfect body, lust in the way she carried herself, and those blowjob lips took longer than I figured to nail down. Before I pushed the tablet back and decided what else the picture needed, I realized Gina was getting out of work in about an hour.

The eyes were my stumbling block. Something about them looked shallow. It was a common problem in the first drafts of my paintings.

I pulled up that
 photo I'd used for the cover of a book. As it turned out, I'd redone her eyes in that one and every one after. The cover model was otherwise perfection embodied in a human, aside from this weird look in her eyes.


There.
 I had both eyes looking human, finally, after killing another hour. That's when my phone buzzed in my pocket. It was Gina, calling to let me know she was headed to her car.

“Hey, any crazies today?” As the husband of an ER nurse, you ask that out of instinct.

“Yeah, security had to haul one out.” Not that she ever explained. Gina followed those patient privacy laws to the letter.

“Pork chops, macaroni, corn, and Hawaiian rolls tonight.”

“Sounds good.”

“Alright, I'll see you when you get here.”

I plugged my phone into the charger on the left side of my desk and checked my sales for the first time in hours. Suddenly, I had this odd feeling that I wasn't alone. A quick glance to the right confirmed it.

The eyes I'd just finished fixing stared back at me, but not from the screen of my tablet. This same person I'd just painted knelt on top of my desk, surrounded by a sparkling haze and looking exactly as I'd depicted her. What the fuck?


“Who are you?” The girl was as confused as I was. She looked down at herself. “Why am I even wearing this right now?”


No way.
 I knew exactly who she was, but my brain was frying like chicken. The exact person I'd drawn was kneeling on the wing of my desk, complete with that barely perceptible gap between her top front teeth, that for some reason I found totally irresistible. “You're Elena, right?”

She nodded her head.


What fresh shit is this? This is a fucking acid flashback, and I could have goddamned sworn they weren't a real thing.
 My twenties were very entertaining, even if I don't remember half of that decade of my life, you see.

Elena looked around, realizing she wasn't anywhere she'd recognize. “How did I get here?” She looked down as well. “And when did I change into this getup?”

No fucking way. I gotta sober up before Gina gets here. Fuck!

I waited for Elena to disappear like every other hallucination eventually had, but she didn't. The only thing I knew for sure was, the figure I'd put on my desk was gone.


No. There's just no fucking way.
 “You're supposed to be in LA, not Tennessee.”

“I am
 in LA.” She looked around, the wood gray paint over the wood paneling of my office telling her this wasn't the church she'd holed up in. “Or am I?”

“This'll sound crazy, but you are
 in Tennessee right now.” My mind reeled at the thought that Druce could have been telling the truth. “You shouldn't be real.”

“Well, I feel real enough.” Elena rose up on her knees, feeling herself out. “The last time I checked, I wasn't wearing this, though.”


This is messed up.
 “You know Grant Jensen, right?”

Her eyebrows dropped. “Yeah, he's a piece of human shit.”

He wasn't, but she didn't know that at the time I'd drawn her from. “Darlin,' we've got a problem here.”

Elena looked back at me and crawled off my desk. I could tell she wasn't sure if she should find something to cover herself with or not. And what a damn shame her finding a blanket or something would have been. “I just want to know how I got here.”

I wanted to shout, 'You're not a supposed to be a real person!' I honestly wondered if the bag Druce gave me had a few blotter tabs I didn't remember putting on my tongue earlier. But that warm, fuzzy feeling I expected was just panic.

“Sweetheart, I don't even know how to explain this.”

Elena looked back at me like I was telling her, 'Up is down and left is right.' Essentially, I was.

“You're a character in a story I wrote, but here you are, in my office.”

She looked around a little more. “This is some kind of prank, right?”

I pulled up the hard drive containing my work files and then opened the folder of covers I'd already published. “This is you, isn't it?”

She stepped around the corner of my desk and leaned over my shoulder. The sight of her breasts inches from my face made it hard to focus on the screen. “Yeah, that's me.”

I backed out a couple of directories and clicked through a few more folders. The raw documents of my titles listed out. I scrolled down to 'Bimbo_Code_04' and opened it. After scrolling down several pages, her eyes were about to rebound off of the monitor.

“That's exactly
 what happened when I met Grant.”

I didn't know how to break it to her, but I went with what came to mind. “I wrote that almost a year ago. Some good friends invited my wife and I to dinner on our trip back from being the best-man at another friend's wedding. Portside Tavern is a name I made the hell up, based on a real place, and I knew I had to write a scene there.”

Elena bent down, putting her face closer to the screen. “Let me read it.”

I pulled up the page where she first appeared. As I scrolled down, she recognized her own past.

“How do you know how we met?”

I realized I knew more than she could probably process. “Because I fucking wrote it!”

She backed away and slumped down in the corner. “This is insane. I don't believe you.”

“Imagine how I feel.” Was Druce telling the honest truth?
 This shit made my werewolf story seem sane.

“So I'm just a character in a book?”

If she only knew what kind of book, I feared I'd have to find a way to hide from her. Yeah, she's right in front of me. What the fuck have I done?
 “Brooke, Lydia, Jada... I know exactly what you two have been up to.”

From the look in her eyes, you could tell she recognized their names. “What about the night before last, in Vegas?”

I recalled the story this version of Elena came from. Oh shit.
 “I guess you don't know that Paige was just pretending.”

Elena started to say something, but stopped right before the first syllable could come out. Tears welled up in the corners of her eyes instead.

I knew I'd fucked up. “Listen, I realize how batshit all of this sounds, and I know you're even more confused than I am.”

“How does my story end?” She looked down at me, grabbing hold of my mouse and clicking random manuscripts.

It's a fucked up feeling, knowing someone's future, especially when it's because you're the one who determined it. I struggled to come up with the right way to put it. “Are you sure you want to know?”

She'd just clicked on Bimbo_Academy_01.docx. Definitely not one of her stories. “What's wrong with you? Yes!”

“I just finished a series that involves you, pretty heavily. After what you're going through right now, you'd have a pretty happy life.” Knowing that I'd just robbed her of that life felt like a knife in my guts. “I'm sorry.”

“You're sorry?” She looked back at me instead of the screen. “I don't understand how my life could have turned into anything good.”

I had pulled her out of that 'dark night of the soul' period in her life, and even after explaining why she was wrong about the entire situation, I knew a stranger's words wouldn't convince her. “Can we back away for a minute and try to make sense of this whole situation? We're both confused as hell right now.”

Elena nodded back at me. She let go of the mouse and stood up. “So what's your story?”

“I'm a writer talking to one of my characters in the flesh.” Past that, I couldn't make sense of anything. “You wouldn't believe how this happened.”

I already knew what she'd say before she opened her mouth. “Try me.”


I can't believe Druce was actually telling the truth.
 “A good friend of mine told me I could bring my characters to life with these little statues he gave me. All I had to do was draw that person while one of the figures sat on my desk.” I realized how crazy it sounded. “And then you showed up, right where a figure used to be.”

Elena finally noticed the digital painting of herself on the right-most monitor on my desk. She grasped at her neck, feeling the choker on her throat, exactly as it was in the painting. From the look on her face, I knew she'd realized something important.

“Talk to me. What's going through your head right now?”

“I know this is crazy, but be honest with me.” She looked like she was torn between terror and awe. “Are you God?”

I couldn't help snickering at the idea. “Shit no. I'm going straight to hell, if anything.”

It didn't change the expression in her eyes one bit. “If I'm a character you invented, then you might as well be, from my perspective.”

Now we were getting into territory I was uncomfortable with. Hell, I'd always felt like a prick every time I'd had an employee answering to me at previous jobs. “If I'm God, then I understand why I'm so disappointed in the guy. I
 wouldn't worship me, that's for damn sure.”

“But you did create a world, and me.” She took a step back like I'd turn her into pillar of salt if she said the wrong thing. “That's kinda what God would do, right?”

“If I knew I had that title, I'd have everyone living in bliss all the time. I'm an author, so the world has to be kinda shitty for any kind of story to happen.” I couldn't help wondering if the world I lived in was as awful as it is, for the exact same reason. “Maybe I'm just a character in someone's book too.” Hold the fuck up!


Elena stared at me as the thought whirled through my head. “You seem like a normal person, but I can't explain how I got here, wherever here is.”


This is the exact kind of lunacy I'd write into one of my stories. I've even got one of my characters in front of me.
 I shook my head before saying, “I hate to say it, but I can't rule out that we're both characters in one of my own books right now.”

Tilting her head, Elena blinked a couple of times. “You're not joking, are you?”

“Hey, other me! I want a beer.” We didn't have any left in the house, so one showing up would be proof.

The sound of a bottle dropping half an inch or so onto my desk rattled both of us to our cores. When I picked it up and read the lable, I knew exactly what was going on. It read Yeah, I'm you writing you. You can guess why she's there, so get to it.


“Motherfucker. Now I know I'm crazy.” I twisted the cap off, because any just world I'd write would have every bottle open with ease. “I hate to say it, but you're still a character in a book.”

“What kind
 of book.”

Lordy, that was a loaded question. “I write erotica.”

“Well that explains what I'm wearing, and what Grant does for a living.” She didn't look as offended as I figured she'd be. “And you seem awfully calm about this.”

I couldn't help staring at her tits and imagining my hands planted on them. “I guess I finally went off the deep end and started writing that meta-series I'd been pondering for a few months.” No wonder everything up until the previous night felt like a dream. That had to be where this book started.

“I...” Elena trailed off, a little more shocked than myself. “I've gotta wonder what kind of person you really are.”

Based on what I had down about the series I'd had been thinking about, I was bound to end up a happy guy. “Shit's gonna get wild. You might as well strap in.” And that seals it, that werewolf was just me fucking with myself.


“Well, your office is a wreck.” She stared at the empty bottles of Diet Mountain Dew around my desk. “You don't hide your faults, I guess.”

“Probably not.” I fart and scratch my ass like any other person, and I'm not naïve enough to believe everyone's house is usually as tidy as they are when they're expecting company. “From what I can tell, the only thing different about this
 me is that I get to bring my characters to life.”

“You didn't even make yourself hot.”


Well, thanks, you little bitch.
 “I can appeal to the guy upstairs about my appearance, but knowing me, he's probably laughing his ass off as he types this.” And in the same chair I was sitting in, no less.

“So my creator's a jackass. Now I feel like religion's even more empty.”

“You think you've got problems. Wait until I tell my wife about all of this.” I glanced at the clock on my middle monitor. “She'll be home before too long.”

Elena had her back in the corner of the room, shaking her head as I dialed Gina back. Fuck supper. I had to figure out what the hell I was gonna do.

“Hey.” I had to wonder why I hadn't written myself as a single guy.

“What's wrong?”

I hadn't even thought about food. “A lot's happened just now and I forgot about cooking, so why don't you stop for pizza on the way home?” When I wrote and the story was flowing, a lot of times, I had to remind myself to eat.

“What happened?”


Always nosy.
 “Well, I'll tell you when you get home. It's a long story.”

I should have known that'd just get her asking more questions. “What'd you do?”

“Oh, it's nothing serious, but we've got a new house-guest.”

“Whatever. I've had a long day. Pepperoni okay with you?”

“Yeah, same as always.”

“Bye.”

I knew she was pissed. Just in case you haven't done it before, never make a nurse fresh off a twelve hour shift handle getting food. They can barely function by the time they get home.

Elena grinned in the same corner. “Somebody is in trouble
.”

I knew I had been shot so far beyond fucked, the light from fucked would take a million years to reach my location in space. “Well, I've got someone to back up my story, at least.”

“You might want to find some clothes for me. I'm sure your wife wouldn't be too happy if she showed up and saw me in this.”

She had a point. “We don't have anything that'll fit you.” I rolled my chair back and opened my closet door. Flannel shirts, Henleys, and jeans comprised most of my wardrobe. “Here.” I pulled out the one white dress shirt I had and chucked it in her direction.

“Grant always liked it when I wore his.” She knew exactly why I'd picked it. “Ass.”

“I've got suspenders for any pants you want to put on. Does that sound any better?” She could have made that least sexy of clothing articles look amazing, though.

“You could have drawn me with clothes on. That would have been a better way to introduce yourself.”

I stood up out of my chair and walked over to her. She batted my hand away when I tried reaching back for her rear. “That's exactly what I figured you'd do. We'll get along just fine.”

“Jerk.”


“Who the fuck is this?” It was going over about as well as expected, and the pizzas were already in the floor. “I want both of your asses out, now!”

“Just take a seat and calm the hell down.” Raising my voice back at her wasn't gonna get me anywhere. “I need Druce's number out of your phone.”

“Don't pin this on him! How long has this been going on?”


Fuck me.
 “Listen, shit's gotten weird, and I know you won't believe me.”

“You're damn right I won't!”

Elena finally stepped out of the doorway to the kitchen. “Trust me, he's not my type.”

“So who the hell are you, and why are you in my house?”

I thought of the only thing that could begin explaining this. Go to Riozon and search for Bimbo Code
 Four. Tell me who's on the cover.

Gina pulled her phone out of the left pocket of her scrub top. She tapped the screen several times and waited for the awful reception in the creek valley we lived in to catch up. She looked at her phone, then at Elena. “I thought most of the cover models were eastern European.”

“They are, and if you look at the original photo before I made changes, Elena here isn't some Polish model.”

Gina's brain threw a piston through the hood. “I'm really confused.” She walked over to the couch and sat down. “You said it was a long story, so start talking.”

“Call Druce and ask him. We're just as fuckered about all this as you are. Just tell him I said, 'Well, you were right.'”

“I can't believe this.”

I hadn't dropped the real bomb on her yet, but telling her she's a character in a book was too much to pile on top of everything else. “I'm just as confused as you are, and Elena here's not faring any better.”

She put the phone against her ear. “Hey, Druce, do you know anything about this woman in my house?”

I couldn't make out what he said. Elena stepped next to me and whispered, “You probably know I could make her calm down.”

“Yeah, I know.” I hadn't just brought who was essentially my idea of a dream-girl into being. I'd conjured up a mind-controller to boot. “Just don't go using that power on me.”

Gina listened for what had to be a full minute before she asked, “So you're saying she is
 a character in one of his books?”

Elena leaned into my ear again. “So who's this Druce guy?”

I wanted to say he was the cause of all of this, but obviously, I was. “The wandering gypsy character in this book. The other me who wrote this lunacy probably knows someone kinda like him.”

“Uh-huh.” Gina looked at the two of us. “Keith, bring me those figures he gave you.”

I went back and picked the satchel off the washing machine. As soon as I was back in the living room, I handed them to my wife.

“So you're saying my bastard of a husband can create people out of his head.” She looked like she was at her wit's end already. “After seeing a book cover she's on, and then seeing her in front of me again... I don't even know.”

I stepped over to salvage the couple of pizzas Gina had tossed in the floor. The bottom one was intact enough, but the top one was obliterated. Not enough left to feed all of us.


Gina finally hung the phone up. “The funny thing is, if I admit it's all true, I know this is exactly what you'd do.”

“No bullshit, I thought the guy was nuts, and I just wanted to prove him wrong.”

“I believe her, there's no way in hell a woman like her would even touch you.”

“Hey, you do.” That was the third time I'd been told I'm not the prettiest man alive, in the space of an hour. “And you know where I stand on cheating.” Hell, I even hated the term. It makes it sound like marriage is a game, and the person who racks up the most sexual satisfaction in their life wins.

Gina looked at Elena. “Welcome home, I guess.”

My wife's teacup Yorkie trotted out of the bedroom after the commotion died down. The second she saw Elena, Block Head went through that 'Oh shit, new person!' reaction, jumping all over her legs. “See, even Block Head likes her.”

My wife clutched the blue sack in hand. “I'm hiding these. We'll have a house full of women by the end of the night if I don't.”

If I were single, indeed we would.


My back ached from sleeping on the couch until my usual noontime awakening, leaving those two to share the bed, if only out of courtesy. Talking with Elena the night before, she'd taken everything better than I expected. But knowing her as well as I already did, I should have seen it coming.

I decided to get a few hundred words typed at my desk while I waited for her to get out of the shower. It dawned on me that Grant first fucked Elena after she got out of the shower, but I held myself at bay. Gina would have my nuts taxidermied and mounted on the wall if I tried anything. Plus, Elena would put a stop to it before I even got a hand on her. I'd written her enough to know that.

The sound of water flowing through the pipes stopped. I've gotta get her some clothes.
 It was a classic issue in a lot of my stories. Luckily, she shared the same shoe size with my wife, so that was a damnable expense I could dodge.

She walked into my office. Over my monitors, I could tell she was wearing nothing but a towel. “A little on the nose for you, don't you think?”

“It's your fault. You didn't call my series Chastity Code
, after all.”

And by the point she was at in the storyline, she could already fuck iron rebar out of concrete. “Get dressed and we'll see about getting you some decent clothes. Just keep in mind, we ain't rich.”

Elena stepped back into the laundry room. She came back with a black dress of my wife's, a few sizes bigger than what would fit her. “This'll do, for today anyway.”

My eyes almost exploded as she stepped around my desk and stood in the middle of the one clear space of my office, just feet to my right. The towel dropped, and so did the dress. I pulled the keyboard out of my lap just before she sat on it.

“No hands.” She started pulling up the folder containing her stories. “I want to know what would have happened to me.”

I wrote her as having no shame, and sure enough, her bare ass was grinding against my jeans. “I can load the whole series on my phone so you can read it while we drive to Nashville, you know.”

“That'll work. I'll stop violating your marital vows, then.”


Jesus tittyfuckin' Christ.
 I couldn't help but stare as she got out of my lap and slipped the dress over her head. “I damn near had a stroke.”

“I know you like what you saw.” She leaned forward, elbows on the desk and cleavage on full display. “How much money are we talking here?”

“A few hundred, and that's it.” We were entering that dry stretch when we were hoping Riozon would pay the royalties a few days early. “Gina and I can barely afford to take care of ourselves.”

Elena stood back up and asked, “How much money have you made off of me?”

“People reading about your ass paid my bills for a few months last year, but I'm not cutting you a share. You're my responsibility now, so I've gotta take care of you.”

“That's exactly what Grant did for me.” She leaned in again. “If only you looked as good as him...”

“Can it. I know where you're going with this.” Hell, I'd written just about the same scene later in her timeline. “You're the biggest cock-tease on the planet, and I'm not falling for it.”

“Fine, just let me fix myself up and I'll be ready.”

At least I had fuel for the story I was working on in the meantime.


I'd drawn a firm line at half a grand, but at least she had what she needed to get by. Elena had already changed into the khaki skirt and red tank top that left little to the imagination. It wasn't easy to drive with her in the passenger seat of my truck, that's for sure. Some girls grow up playing with Barbie. Girls like Elena grow up to be
 Barbie.

“It's weird reading about myself when I'm in the city the book takes place in.” She'd just finished reading all five parts of Bimbo Country
. “Is that the end of my story?”

“So far,” I considered the situation we were in, “but I guess another one's in the works right now, somewhere.”

“What made me so special?” She ran a hand through her hair and leaned against the door. “I mean, why keep my character going for so long?”

The only honest answer I could come up with was right on hand. “Some characters are just more fun to write than others.”

“So I'm fun. That's not what I expected.”

“Apparently I'm writing you again. It's a bitch to work with main characters you wouldn't enjoy having around.”

“Why couldn't you have made yourself rich? I don't think you're exaggerating your good qualities in this book we're in.”

“Probably because that'd be boring to read and write. There's no telling what I've got planned, but some messed up shit's gonna happen at some point.”

“Well at least write yourself cleaning your damn office. I don't understand how you work like that.”

“You could earn your keep and do it for me. It's not like I'm mean enough to whore you out or anything.”

The back of her hand slapped against my arm. “Speaking of which, I do need a job, don't I?”

She arrived with nothing but the scant amount of clothes I'd drawn her wearing. “As far as the government is concerned, you don't exist. Kinda hard to get work when you're basically an undocumented person.”

“Maybe I could help you out. There's no rule against me writing books under your pen name, right?”

I switched lanes to get out from behind a slow semi. “I guess you could, but I don't know if you're any good at writing.” The camera from way back when I did photography semi-professionally came to mind. “But if I ever need another cover with you on it, I'm in luck.”

“I'm more than just a piece of ass, you know.”

“I never wrote you out as one. You have to admit, though, you don't hate being one when you have to.”

“Piss off.”

“Not joking, though, I could probably use your help. You write up a story for me, and I'll look it over.”

Elena got quiet, finally. I knew that when she shuts up, nothing good would come of it.

As I passed the exit that leads you to Montgomery Bell State Park, I couldn't help thinking, You couldn't pay me enough to go back there.
 Yeah, it's where that 'thing' and I crossed paths. There was no reason to bring it up and have her think I was nuts, yet.

She broke the silence first. “You're quiet.”

“Just thinking about some bad stuff that happened near here. I don't talk about it.”

“Like, an accident, or something else.”

Those damn eyes flashed in my head again, burning against the same scar they'd put in my soul. “This isn't the first time I've run across something, that according to common sense, shouldn't exist.”

“Bigfoot.”

I couldn't help shooting her a look that said, 'I already told you, I don't talk about it.' “Not exactly, but let's drop it, okay.”

“Whatever it was, I can tell it really bothered you.” Thankfully, she changed the subject. “How much longer until we're home?”

“Kinda weird that you call my house that already.”

“It's not like there's anywhere else I can go. I already checked, and the town I'm from doesn't even exist.”

There's no telling how that realization affected her. “I'm glad I didn't bring you here after you'd gotten married and had kids. I wouldn't blame you for hating me if I did that.”

“Now they're kids I'll never get to meet. I kinda wish I hadn't read what was supposed to happen to me.”

I understood why she wanted to, though. “You think we'll even exist when I'm done writing the book we're in now? I feel real enough, and I'm sure you felt real before you ended up here.”

“I wonder, if you brought Emmy here, would she recognize me?”

“There's no way in hell I would. That'd be like trying to stop a shotgun from firing by sticking my dick in the barrel.”

“I've got the same power. How do you know I wouldn't pull something like that?”

Forcing an entire auditorium into an orgy wasn't exactly in Elena's character. “You haven't controlled me yet, plus I know you wouldn't pull shit like that.”

“Don't be so sure.”

It felt like my mind was getting pulled out through my nose. I kept driving like normal, but my mouth, throat, and lungs acted on their own. “I'm a little girl who wears pretty, pink panties!”

She grinned as I got control of myself again. “See?”

My head felt hollow for a moment, just like I'd written so many characters feeling. “You've actually got a sense of morality that goes past getting what you want, no matter the cost, though.”

“Really?” She leaned toward me. “You made me great at blowjobs. Care to see for yourself?”


Holy damn.
 “I already told you, I won't cheat on my wife.” Every word of it hurt like hell coming out, but unlike a lot of my characters, fucking around on my wife wasn't an option for me.

“You're not stopping me.” Her hand reached my lap as she unbuckled her seatbelt and sat on her knees in the passenger seat, her body resting over the center console.

“Way ahead of you. I knew you'd try it.”

“How?” She kept going, working my zipper down. Her hand danced around in my jeans, never finding the path forward. “Oh, you bastard.”

What saved me was putting my boxers on backwards, and wearing suspenders under my shirt. The clamps holding my pants also held up my underwear. “I told you, I know you better than anyone else. I just have to ask myself, 'What would I write her to do.'”

“But do you know if I'd have actually done it or not?” She took her hand out of my pants and got back in her seat.

Zipping myself back up, I said, “You'd stop at the last second. If you're gonna pull a trick, don't pull one I've already written you doing.”

She clipped her seatbelt back in. “You're alright, Keith, maybe as good as okay.”

I was fine with 'alright.' It's not like I could claim I was a good person with a straight face. 'Alright' seemed like a realistic goal for me. “You're not so bad yourself.” If I couldn't fuck her, that didn't mean we couldn't have an understanding between us. Hell, it even felt like we could be friends.


Elena had been here a week now. For the past few nights, she'd been working on an erotic short of her own, which she had about halfway finished. I walked into my office, hearing her slap at the keyboard again.

“Those sex scenes are a bitch to write, huh?”

She stopped and looked up at me. “When you told me I couldn't use that stock photo I picked out, it threw me for a loop.”

“It happens to me all the time.” A little too much ass for the Riozon censors would get the book flagged 'adult,' which means it wouldn't show up in most searches. If people can't see it, they can't read it, which kills the book's chances. Sometimes I didn't catch a violation of their unspoken rules until the last minute.

“If it makes you feel better, I think I found one I like even better.” She maximized a browser window. “Definitely closer to what I was thinking.”

I stepped behind Elena and looked over her shoulder. “A redhead? Interesting choice.” The one she'd picked before was a blonde on par with herself.

“So will it work? I can't do things in DarkRoom and ImageShop like you can, so I can't tell if you can do something with it or not.”

I'd shown her how different she looked from the initial stock photo I'd used. When you're in the business of selling a fantasy, a lot of times you've gotta turn an eight or less into a ten. Call it sexist or hurtful to women if you will, but good intentions didn't pay my bills.

“The color balance is pretty awful, and I can tell it'll be grainy no matter what I do, but I think I can pull it off.” The leggy redhead had the right look, and the fire in her hair made up for the lack of color in her black corset and stockings. “You going for a BDSM theme, or what?”

“The submissive girl turns into a dominant bimbo. That's in line with the kind of stuff you write, isn't it?”

I should have taken her words as a warning. “It's not my usual kind of story, but I'm sure the change will go over well with people.” At the time, I was just proud of her for coming up with something different from my usual kind of plot.

“Then sit down and show me what you do with the pictures.” She got out of the chair and guided me down by the shoulders.

“No straight man would have a single complaint about her as-is, but we're not going for a perfectly-fine eight.” I started adjusting sliders. The temperature balance and tint brought out details the photo's blue cast had washed out. By the time I was done with adjusting the tones, the model's hair lit up like flames.

“So that's it?” Elena watched as I scrolled down on my settings. Tone curves, individual color sliders, and some minor split toning had the picture ninety percent of the way there. “It looks good enough to me.”

I exported the photo after removing a few moles and other imperfections on the model's skin. “Actual photo editing is where it'll really stand out. You're writing a physically perfect bimbo, not your average hot girl down the street.” Once I had the file in ImageShop, a little further selective color adjustment made the hair pop.

“Now it looks like her hair is
 fire.”

“It's the first time I've seen a flame with bangs. You can tell there was a light source behind her.” I fiddled with the color balance of the overall image, making sure the highlights matched the luminance of the hair, while washing the darker parts of the image out with a bit of blue. Showing her the before and after of what I'd done in there already, I asked her, “See?”

“So now what?” I won't bore you with the details of the puppet warp and liquify tools like I did with her.

The lesson dragged on for a good thirty minutes before I looked back and saw the glaze over her eyes. “I told you, it's stuff you've gotta pick up over the years. I've been making money with this program for almost two whole decades now.” And that started way back in the ancient era I called high school.

“I think I'll let you take care of covers.”

“Hey, we haven't even started talking about cover layout, font choice, colors...”

“I get it.” Her hands kneaded against the flesh of my shoulders. “Easy.”

“Whatever your books make, the money's yours. It's not like having a few extra titles out a month wouldn't help me, whether I make anything off of them or not.”

She leaned in, her head resting against mine. “So what about the books I appeared in?”

It's not like I could have un-spent the money. “I've dropped a lot of money on you already in the past week. You should be kissing my ass.”

“Well, I can't live off what I could put out in a month, by myself.” She'd had the numbers of erotica explained to her already.

“You don't have to worry about that. It's not like I'm hitching a plow up to you and walking behind you with a whip.” This year's garden did need tilling, though, and soon. “But I get it. Just existing without so much as pocket money sucks, especially when you can't drive anywhere or get a job.”

“There's gotta be something out there.” She hugged around my neck, letting me know what was really going on. “You sure I can't fill a role here that'll make up for everything?”


Shit, she goes a week without sex, and she starts losing her damn mind.
 Bimbos sound fun as hell, until you're trying to keep your marriage intact, and you've got one as a long-term house-guest. “I'll figure something out. I've kinda got knack for getting myself out of trouble at the last second.”

“So you knew what I had planned.”

“It took me until right about now, but I'm not a damn idiot.” No matter which bimbo I'd have dragged kicking and screaming into this world, I knew better than anyone, aside from a few other erotica authors, who they all are at their core. “Homely as my ass is, I know the drill.”

“Hand me your phone.”

“Why?”

She held her left hand over my shoulder, expecting me to put the thing right in her palm. “I worked something out this morning. It'll solve this little problem you've got right now.”

“You talked Gina into letting me fuck you.” I couldn't even bother shrugging her remaining hand off of me. “If I'm wrong, I'll fuck your brains out onto this desk, right now.”

“How'd you know?” She opened her hand again. “Phone, please.”

I tried holding out, but that empty feeling came into my head again. “You can't blame anyone but yourself. You know what I am.”

My hand dug into the pocket of my jeans. “Even if you're a sweetheart most of the time, you can be a bitch, when you want to.”

“Stop your yelling. You're not the one writing this story, anyway.”

She was right. That other me, wherever he was, knew a dick had to get wet before this thing could wrap up. My other top choices besides Elena would have just made my wife watch in horror as they rode me like a mechanical bull.

Elena pulled up a video from earlier in the morning. The familiar sound of water running through our shower almost made me think someone else was home. But no, it was just Elena, pulling the curtain back on my wife as she got ready for work.

“Hey, Gina.”

There was a slight pause before my wife turned in place and yelled, “Didn't he write you to have a little sense of privacy?”

Elena's giggle muted the sounds of the shower through the video's audio compression. “He fucked up.”

“What
?”

“Not like that. Calm down.” Elena jerked the shower curtain further back as my wife covered what she could with her hands and arms, suds still in her hair. “I'll make a deal with you.”

“That depends on what it is, but if he's fucked you, you're both dead.” The look on Gina's face proved that she'd meant it.

“He mentioned that you dropped hints at wanting work done on yourself in the past,” drops of water obscured the lens as Elena pushed my phone closer to Gina, “and you've hid the figurines somewhere.” Elena pulled the phone back and wiped the water from the camera. “Maybe we can work something out.”

Suddenly, Gina wasn't her normal self. Assuming Elena didn't have her powers, Gina would have turned her ass inside out in a verbal spat. “Like what?”

“He said 'a lot of erotica authors end up living the lifestyle they write,' so why not give him exactly that? I get what I want, and you get what you've been hinting at him.”

Gina still had her limbs covering herself as well as she could manage. “I'll give you half of figures. I want one for myself, aside from the one he'd use on me.”

“Why?”

“Because somehow,” Gina pushed Elena out of the shower and slammed the curtain shut, “this house is even more of a wreck this week than it was before!”

I had to admit how true that was, even as I sat there watching the video. Between work and getting shit ready for the growing season, my job as house-husband had kinda fallen by the wayside. And that's before I could even start dealing with Elena's further bullshit.

“Wait,” I looked back at Elena, “I remember writing you cooking and cleaning for Grant, right after you let him fuck you that first time.”

“It wasn't my permanent job, and you gave me that creepy upbringing. It's not like I enjoyed it, growing up.”

That was fair. “How about we work out our own deal?” I knew better, but it was worth it to bluff with what I had. “We alternate. One of us cleans one day, and the other one cooks.”

“I'm not the one who turned a pot roast into beef jerky on Sunday. Hell no.” Elena pushed down on my shoulders. “You can't cook, no matter how much you tell yourself that you can, so you're only good for one thing.”

“My characters aren't that great, before you get too full of your own shit.” I couldn't help grinning. “It's harder to turn a bimbo into a housewife than it is to turn a housewife into a bimbo.”

“You're lucky she puts up with your ass, and that's before I even came along.” Another true statement. “Come on, lets get to it.”

“Ever the slut, and the true victim.”

“If you knew what she wanted out of the next figure, your dick would poke a hole through your jeans.”

I'd been writing Elena's type long enough to know not to even ask. “My wife'll turn into a bimbo, and you'll try to fade into the background in the next chapter. Is that it?”

“No.” Elena closed her arms around my throat.


Oh, fuck me.
 “What did she ask for?”

“A maid.”

Keeping the house more orderly than tornado wreckage was my job, but here I was, trying to make a living for myself. All while trying to muscle an acre of land into producing something other than a fussy-ass lawn. “If she decides the role, I pick everything else about her.”

“She's already named her.”

“What?”

“Hayley.”

“She was late this morning, wasn't she? Sounds like you two had a long talk.”

“No, she left for work just in time. I know not to screw over the people who pay my bills.”

“Because of course you fucking don't.” I figured I'd have my own fun. I had a blonde, and I had a brunette. If I'm a male character in one of my own books, that's half of the harem standards filled. “If my wife picked a maid, I'm gonna make her appearance hit both of you right square in your egos.”

“She still has the other figures, so don't get ahead of yourself.” Elena brushed her face against mine. “And I get one to make my redhead.”

“But I'm the only one who knows how to use them.” Elena already had the gist of it, but for all she knew, there was probably more to it. She wouldn't have been wrong, either. “Neither of you even know what you have to do before you start drawing.”

Her hands ran down my chest from behind as she stretched herself like a cat just waking from a nap. “I could always make you tell me. Just be glad that I'm not like that.”

“You're forcing me into sex. That's a little out of character for you, since you just make other women have sex with your man.”

The trauma of what she'd been through right before I called her into this world still burned. “I can't forgive Grant for what he did to that poor girl, and besides, he's not here.”

“You feel guilty because you think you're the cause of it.”

Her hands sank lower to my stomach. “And I didn't think he was the kind of guy to do something like that. I trusted him.”

“Even though you know why it happened now. Interesting.”

“You think you know everything that goes on in my head.” Elena backed off and walked around to the other side of my desk. She leaned her arms against my center monitor and rested her chin. “What's the main thing that drives me?”

I rocked back and gave it a few seconds of thought. “You've always needed someone you can trust, and when someone violates that trust, your mind doesn't know how to process it.” I watched her eyes change, glossier and unsteady. “Am I hitting close to home?”

“You're an asshole.” Elena stood back up and marched out.

Part of me wanted to run after her, but I knew it'd just make her go berserk. It's exactly how she had wound up in the state she was in when she had arrived here. It couldn't have been easy for her, dealing with an anxiety that she had never been aware of. Even being reminded of it probably felt like its own form of betrayal, on my part.

All I knew to do was to let Elena cool off. But at least for now, I'd pushed her back enough to keep my word to Gina. Something was gonna give though, and soon.


A few hours later, I'd gotten enough work done to call it a day. If Gina wanted a maid, she was getting exactly what I'd want in one. A few thousand words and some cover work later, Hayley was starting to take shape in my mind.

Elena's dominant redhead was the polar opposite, which made me nervous about the whole idea. A submissive, subservient maid with a body that begged you to do unspeakable things to her... The poor girl wouldn't even stand a chance when she ended up with my bossy wife, an even bossier redhead, and this pushy mind controller who was already running around the house.

The helper personality type would probably suit her well, though. Not just for taking care of the place, but for giving my wife and the redhead someone who loves taking orders, and Elena someone to trust. Even if it couldn't be me, the person forming in my head seemed like the missing piece of a puzzle that hadn't even been made yet.


But hold up, we've got one bed, for what'll be five, maybe six people later.
 I got excited about the idea of being in the middle of that pile, until I remembered how crowded it felt when Meat Head hopped up there. “Shit, we've gotta buy some furniture.”


Having a say in her own bed was enough of an excuse to drag Elena with me. A whole new queen-sized bed set was out of my financial reach at the moment, but the monthly royalty date was closing in. After she'd settled on an iron poster from the choices I could afford, the salesman came up to me and whispered, “Now imagine plowing her on that thing.” Sometimes an desperate attempt at a hard sale just amuses you.

Really, I'd forced her to come along so I could try and smooth things out with her. Other than our trip to Nashville, she'd hardly left the house all week, and I knew that had to be driving her as mad as the lack of sex. We needed somewhere private, but open enough that she wouldn't feel trapped.

We got in my truck. “When my royalties hit the bank, I'll come buy it and bring it home.”

“I'm mad at you. Buying me stuff won't fix it.” She had her arms crossed as she stared out her window at nothing.

“I know that. I'm tired of sleeping on the couch. I may be an asshole, but I won't make you
 sleep on it.” I put the truck in reverse and started backing out. “Come on, we're both a little stir-crazy. Anywhere you wanna go?”

“That park you said you had a bad experience in.”

My heart stopped and almost jumped into my mouth. “No way.”

“I thought you wanted me to go somewhere with you. That's the only place I'll go.”

“And you know that it's the only place I'd refuse to go.”

“You know all about the cause of my issues, so I think it's fair you show me yours. How much of a walk would it be?”

“Not even a mile from the closest place to park on the trail, round-trip.” I stopped the reverse movement of the truck that I'd forgotten about, stopping just short of backing into a car. “There's no way I'd ever set foot in that place again.”

Her eyes had a little understanding in them, finally. “When you see something so horrible, you can't believe it's real until it refuses to go away, it messes you up.” Her lips twisted in sympathetic smile. “Been there, done that.”

“Can't you use those powers of yours to know what I saw, from my own memory?” I pulled back onto the main road, heading closer to home than to that damn place.

“I can, but I don't like to pry into things that aren't my business.”

“Just do it. At least someone has to know what I saw, and that I'm not crazy.”

Elena's hand rested over my forehead at the first red light I stopped the truck at. Every one of my senses blanked out until I felt her hand come off. “So?”

“Light's green.” The way she said it didn't sound like the Elena I knew.

“What's wrong.”

“Why would you ever go outside again after seeing that
?”

“It's not like I can lock myself inside for the rest of my life.” That's the kind of reaction that would get you tossed in the nut bin. “Don't ever camp in a place the locals call 'Werewolf Springs.' That's the last time I ignore place names.”

“Here's a crazy thought,” a little color came back to her face. “If it's not supposed to exist, maybe seeing what you feared most, was to make you realize something.”

“It sounds like the kind of plot device I'd use, but that just means those damn things are
 real, at least in this world.”

“Did you ever write them into the one I'm from?”

I'd never even considered it. “No reason to, so I guess you were safe from them there.” But still, what business does a werewolf have being a background character in an erotica series? That other me just wanted to fuck my head up to stir the pot. I was sure of it.

“You saw what you feared most, and so did I. Using that as common ground between us doesn't sound out of place in any of your stuff that I've read.”


Maybe she knows me better than I thought.
 “Come on, I know another place where we can talk.”


The park that hugged the small river running through town was always empty this time of year. Between the cold and the mud, even joggers refused to use the trail overlooking the water until mid-May. Perfect for a couple of people wanting an open place where they wouldn't be overheard.

We were almost out of sight of my truck when I asked, “So why'd you make that deal with Gina?”

“There's something I want. That's all.”

“Well, it's either me, or you want to make that redhead you're writing for a damn good reason.”

“Don't get full of yourself.”

“I prefer to call it 'cocky,' in this context.”

She rolled her eyes and shook her head as she walked alongside me. “A guy without any kids has no business telling dad jokes.”

“And hey, I wouldn't be full of myself, you would!”

She broke into a grin and gave me a slight push to the side. “You spend too much time thinking about this kinda stuff. Gina warned me about that corny, perverted sense of humor.”

I stopped and let her walk a few paces ahead. Her running shoes, gray fleece jacket, and faux-fur hat didn't do much for me. But Gina already knew my fascination with women in yoga pants. Or rather, what they hid in skintone only. In my house, they went by ass-pants
, always spoken with a little too much enthusiasm and reverence.


Parade her through a cardiac ward, and you'd clear every bed in the wing for new patients.
 I'd imagined it almost too perfectly, and now here it was. The same ass I'd called “worthy of a ballad by Steel Panther.”

“You coming?” Elena turned around and caught me in the act. “If you like it so much, why do you keep turning me down?”

Gina had agreed to Elena's bargain, even if it might not have been her idea to do so. I'd already lost three of the figures to the deal, so I was starting to want something to make up for the loss. “Tell me, really, why'd you make that deal with my wife?”

“If you're that desperate to know, tell me why you brought me
 into this world.”

I couldn't lie to her. “The guy who gave me the figures told me that I should create the kind of person I want there to be more of. Every other choice was either someone I wouldn't want to handle, a waking nightmare on the inside, or a character I hadn't developed that much.”

“Hmph. Maybe I was wrong. I thought you saw me as your dream girl.”

“I don't really have one, though. Never have.” I mean, she was the ideal I had at the time I came up with her. Still, I had major crushes growing up, but I knew every one of those would pass in days, weeks, or sometimes months. There was always a better one running around somewhere.

“Well, you've gotta have an ideal woman.”

“I rate one-to-ten. I might prefer blondes with tits that fill my hands perfectly, but a ten is a ten, is a ten. Personality would be the tie-breaker in that case, but I'd hate a ten I couldn't stand to be around. I'd take a fun and kind five or six over that any day.”

She started walking backwards on the trail, goading me to follow, without letting me eyefuck her ass again. “You could have told me that I was your perfect creation, my creator's pride and joy. In my situation, that's a panty-dropper.”

“It looks like this is shaping up to be a harem series. That'd fuck up the whole dynamic.” I followed along, wondering what she was really getting at. “You were the ten with the personality and sanity to win out over the others, if that makes you feel any better.”

“Compliments are hard to come by with you, so I'll take it.” She turned back around and kept walking. “Besides, if you're making a character for myself and your wife, I'm sure they'll have to be on par with me.”

She had a point. What I'd developed on Hayley would make her a real nut-fizzer. “So how are we gonna split making your redhead?”

“We might as well start calling her Lauren, since that's her name in the book.” Elena looked like she was about to walk past the lone bench sitting under the bridge overhanging the trail. She sat down on the last foot of it in a flash.

“I've already written a redhead named Lauren, but that's alright. They'd be totally different characters. And I know you're not tired.”

“I'm tired of dancing around it. Nobody can see us.”

I stood over her, shaking my head. “It's like forty degrees out here. No way.”

“That's no excuse.” Bimbo-mode had engaged. “Unzip your pants and pull mine down just enough. We won't freeze to death.”

“I'm happily married. It's not like I keep a rubber in my pocket these days.”

Elena stood up and faced the bench, backing her ass right into me. “Since when did any of your characters use those?”

More than a hundred books, and absolutely zero condoms in any of them. “God dammit.” The whole situation was batshit enough to tell me this wasn't one of those time periods skipped between chapters or page breaks. This was having words typed about it.

The valley between her ass cheeks stroked along the raging boner just behind my jeans. “You don't even have to fuck me. I just need you to get me off.”

At her core, and despite everything else about her personality, Elena is a bimbo. It's more of a mindset than an identity, but it boils down to being like a cat in heat, all the damn time. Eventually, if they go long enough without the action they need, they're crawling on top of you and making all kinds of noise. Except it doesn't pass in a week or two.

I looked around and didn't see anyone. A few cars passed over the bridge, but it's not like you can see through steel and concrete. “You're not gonna take no for an answer, are you?”

Elena tucked her fingers inside the waist of her yoga pants and slid it down to the top of her thighs. They weren't barely hiding her ass anymore. “I'll be quiet, I promise.”

I slapped her rear as hard as I could. The snap echoed off the top of the bridge. “That's all you get.”

“But I—”

I forced her pants back up and snatched her by the wrist. “Come the fuck on.” If Elena wanted it that badly, I was gonna make sure I dealt back all the shit she'd slung my way for the past week.


I unlocked my truck and got back in. No way was I leaving Elena by herself in this parking lot without locking the thing down. In her state, any creep walking into the adult bookstore who decided to try talking to her might not have to resort to dating Rosy Palmer, after all.

“What's in the bag?” She knew it had to be a gift for herself, but whether she'd end up liking it or not, I didn't care.

I pulled the small box out and handed it to her. “I thought about getting one of these for a while, but if you want actual sex, you've gotta earn it.”

“PinkJet. Bluetooth Version.” She pulled the tiny bit of plastic out of the box and asked, “What am I supposed to do with this?”

“You can guess where to put it.” I fiddled with my phone, installing the app from the manufacturer's website. As soon as I reached over and pressed the small button on the back, my phone spotted it.

As I slid my finger up, the toy jumped out of Elena's hand and into her lap. “That's got some kick to it.”

“That's only halfway.” I shut it off and checked the app for more settings. “Huh, it even syncs to music. For the first time in my life, a nightclub sounds fun as hell.”

Elena pulled the waist of her pants and panties forward. She placed her new toy exactly where it needed to go. “Well, are you gonna turn it on?”

I put down my phone and started driving. “I've got stuff to do, and you're along for the ride.”


Across town, we walked into Binford's Home Improvement. Contractors and regular guys just picking up tools and supplies stopped what they were doing when Elena walked by. Lucky for them, I needed some new ratchet straps for hauling my kayak, along with a few other random bits.

Elena looked bored enough to pass out as I reached for the thirty-footers. As soon as she had her back turned, I pulled my phone out of my pocket and pulled up the app. I pushed my finger up just enough to make her feel it. She jerked and stood bolt-straight.

If she could control minds, I had to have some kind of leverage of my own over her. “Now you look like you're having some fun.”

Elena turned around and tried to stand as normally as she could. “Of course you'd pull something like this.”

I gave it a small boost. “Better keep up. If you get too far out of range, it might get stuck at whatever setting it's on.” I tossed the pack of straps in my cart and walked away.

“Ass.”

Another jump in the power, now about a quarter of the way up in total. “The stuff I need is all over this store. You might wanna keep the commentary to yourself.” I stopped for a few seconds, giving her a chance at a chance.

Elena leaned against the buggy and stared up at me. “How do I get you to turn it down?”

“I know you're not capable of shame, so what's the hang-up?” I started going forward again, making her stand back up. At least this time, she knew to stay right beside me. “That's a weird look on your face.”

“You know exactly what it's about.”

“Well, come on, I need to pick up a new light fixture for the bathroom.” The most lit up place in the entire store would be the perfect stage for her. I gave it another push. You couldn't hear the vibe yet, but she could sure as hell feel it.

I stopped right before turning the corner of the aisle. “You gonna make it?”

Elena eased her body against me, panting and trying to keep the moans under her breath. She jumped when I gave her a quick tap on the ass.

“You're on a hair-trigger right about now, aren't you?” I started down the lighting aisle. “If you're good, I might even let you finish.”

“In here?” Her voice wavered.

“You wanted me to get you off, and there's not much else I can do to help you with that.” I stopped at the wall fixtures, wondering which one Gina would bitch the least about. And of course, I slid my finger up on my phone.

Elena leaned against the shelving. She dug a finger between her lips as her mouth opened. So far, nobody had really noticed.

When she started pointing in random directions and jerking her arms back against her chest, I had to ask, “That's the one you like? I don't know about it.”

“Oh, shit!” Her cheeks were flushing red already. I couldn't help laughing on the inside as she grabbed a box with both hands, trying to pass it off like she was checking it out.

I had to wonder if security had caught on yet. There's no way in hell they'd do anything about it, because I sure wouldn't if I were in their shoes. I'd probably radio one of my work buddies to come watch with me.

“Let me,” she wasn't able to hide it anymore, “come, please.” Elena had both elbows on the box now, along with her forehead.

Even more. I knew a heartbeat monitor would tell me what I wanted to know. Yet another expense she'd bring about for me.

I grabbed the fixture that seemed like it wouldn't get me killed, and cover the hole from the monstrosity our house's previous owner had put up. As soon as it was in my cart, I walked away. “Come on, I've gotta get some wood glue.”

Elena could barely keep herself upright. Blonde curls draped over her face, already almost as crimson as her lipstick. She wasn't gonna make it.

The thought of just leaving her there crept into my mind. The only problem was, if I got banned from this store, it would have added dozens of miles to my weekly trip for whatever tools and shit I always needed. Before she could get so wet that she'd look like she pissed herself, I shut it off.

Elena dropped to her knees, still trying to look like she was checking something out again. The squeal and heaving of her shoulders made some lucky guy at the far end of the aisle look over. There was no hiding it anymore.


If I recorded this shit and threw it up on RedHub, we'd make a killing.
 And I knew she'd have exactly zero problems with doing exactly that. She literally existed for the pleasure of an audience, and at that point,  so did I. Plus, she was hot personified at that breath-taking level, not the 'yeah, I'd hit it pretty hard' you usually see out of porn amateurs.

The last echoes of the climax shook themselves out in her thighs. Elena finally stood up and pretended to dust herself off as she walked toward me. “Thanks, I needed that.”

While I couldn't understand her response, at the same time, I knew to take it at face-value. “Absolutely shameless.” Not that I was complaining. I was having the time of my life.

“What did you expect?” She was already stepping ahead of me, back into the main walkway for the entire store, with her perfect ass on display again. “I'm never taking this thing off.”

Yep, I was positive that a discrete camera and a heartbeat monitor were in our future. It wasn't like she was gonna make a fortune writing erotica with me. “I think I just found the perfect job for you.”

“And that is?”

“To hell with it, you're gonna be an amateur porn star.” And we were totally going for a public exhibition, gonzo angle. Nobody would want to see my ass in a spank video. I'd just film and narrate.

Elena smiled. “Gina would murder you.”

I flicked at the screen on my phone, making her smile even more. “Better start working on another deal.”

By the time we were checked out, Elena had a bit of a cult following inside the store. Men waved good-bye to us as I drove through the parking lot. But when you look like her, any straight man will let you get away with anything.


The stunt in Binford's tided Elena over for the rest of that night. Gina was already off to work again, and I had to get a story finished so I could edit and publish the damn thing. My latest release was already two weeks old and sinking fast. I was laser-focused on pounding out the middle of a sex scene when I heard Elena's voice behind me.

“You're really going at it.”

I jerked in my chair like I'd just been hit with a tazer. “Shit, you scared me!”

“Sorry.” I knew she wasn't. “Did you talk to Gina about the deal last night?”

I generally stay up until my wife leaves for work, but I always make sure to say goodnight when she turns in. “Yeah, she told me that she wants
 me to fuck you.”

“So why didn't you do it last night?”

“You two sleep in the same bed, and she has to work today.” Plus, I still had my hang-ups. “I imagine sleeping, when two people are going at it in the same bed as you, is probably a little difficult.”

“Well, aren't you considerate.” Her fingers pressed on the back of my neck. “We've got the house to ourselves all day.”

“Lucky me.” I knew what she was getting at. In fact, I totally expected her to try getting in my pants at some point that day. She's a bimbo, you see. She had no choice in the matter.

“What's your problem with it? I thought you'd have jumped on me the second I showed you that video yesterday.” Her fingers squeezed, loosening up a knot of tension I didn't even know I had. “It's gotta be some kind of issue.”

Not that it was any of her business, but I figured it could make her back off. “My mom cheated on my dad once, so he decided to sleep around on her for decades because of that one slip.”

“And you don't want to be like him.”

“In many ways, but that's one of them.” I had an interesting childhood, which probably explains a lot about how I turned out: A homesteading, smut-slinging curmudgeon who can't stand cheaters.

When I looked back at her, Elena bit the middle of her bottom lip and then asked. “But what if I changed my mind and don't want it from you anymore?”

“Don't bullshit.” I knew exactly
 what kind of game she was trying to play. “You know what you are.”

“I'm not joking. My feelings might have changed.”

I pulled my phone out of my pocket and opened up the app. “If you have, I guess I could go nuts with this and rub one out while I'm watching you.”

She knew what she worshiped. “Whoa, don't go wasting that stuff.”


I guess I'd better figure out a way to get her some birth control.
 If I was having a harem, I wasn't gonna let a kid gum up the works. “Right now, a certain amount of waste would be necessary.” I don't recall ever writing Queen-Types as especially fertile themselves, just the Donors in Bimbo Code
, but I knew too many people who fucked up to even risk it.

“You make me want one thing more than anything else, and you won't give it to me?”

“I'm married to a nurse. I'll text her so she knows to get you a Depo shot, and she'll know what to do with it.” Not that it was as easy as running to the pharmacy and asking for one. A 'scrip was necessary to get it, but the local urgent care clinic wouldn't know that Gina was already on something else.

“So until then?”

It stung, but I wasn't fucking up such a good thing before I had it. I flicked my finger across my screen, hard. Elena inhaled and tensed up all at once, bracing herself against the wall. “This'll have to do for now.”

I left it on that setting for about five minutes. The expected hollow feeling in my head never came, and neither had Elena. After enough screaming and writhing in the floor, I realized something about her.


Huh, she can't control people when she's out of her mind like that.
 So long as I could convince her to keep that thing against her clit all the time, I'd have a defense mechanism against her. Shit, better give her what she wants for now.


I got out of my chair and studied how she was curled up in a ball in the center of the floor, crying for an orgasm that just wouldn't happen. Elena made for excellent reference material while writing. I had basically transcribed the noises she'd made, pushing the scene over the edge.

“You done fucked up.” I pushed against my screen to draw that last little bit of intensity out. “Thanks for making that sex scene easy as hell to write, though.”

Elena tried to pull herself up, falling flat on her face in the middle of the floor. I hoped like hell she'd always keep that thing on during her waking hours. Not that long after, I'd figure out how much power that wish would carry.

I could have kept her going until the batteries died. Hell, I had to run out for groceries at some point that afternoon, and it seemed like a great time to do that, and have some fun at Elena's expense. Who knew grocery shopping could be a cause for excitement?

Still, the poor girl was getting tortured, even if it was in the best way possible. I went outside and snuck a cigarette instead of heading to the store. I could hear her from outside the house as I pondered how us having sex would change everything about my domestic life.

By the time I was back in, Elena was drenched in sweat. “You're never taking that thing off, and only to charge it while you're sleeping.” I flicked my finger down on the screen.

For a second, I thought I was watching her go into a seizure. Jesus!
 Her body locked and contorted to the point, I damn near called 911.

Ten seconds passed before Elena rolled onto her back, her chest heaving up and down. Her arms flew back and her knees bent, high heels planted hard against the floor.

“I guess you can't control people when you're going nuts.” It made sense. In Bimbo Country 5
, Emmy didn't start controlling Jason until she had shook out a massive climax. “That's a bonus feature I never knew I wrote into your kind.”

Elena still couldn't talk, but her voice seeped into my mind. I thought I was about to die.


“Sorry, I'm not a chick, so I don't know exactly what it feels like.”

She finally had enough oxygen to say, “No.” Even that took a minute of recovery time before she could elaborate. “I needed to come that badly.”

I flicked against the screen just to fuck with her, making the vibe whine like a chainsaw pinned at full-throttle. Elena's limbs flew in random directions as I swiped downward, giving her control of her own body again. “You're not taking it off of yourself?”

“Even though I want to, I can't get myself to do it.”


Oh.
 It was the kind of rule I wish I'd have thought of before. “I guess you can control a Queen-Type, so long as you control their source of stimulation.” Fuck me, Bimbo Country could have been so much fucking better if I'd have thought of that.
 But I had left the storyline open-ended, so it still had a chance to show up later.

Elena propped herself up from behind with her elbows. “I figured it out yesterday, but I thought you were too dense to put two and two together.”

“So I lose control of you when you're not wearing it.”

I knew she was being coy by the smile on her face. “Maybe.” Elena scooted herself back until her shoulders were against the wall. “Why don't you try and order me to do something?”

“Take the vibe off.”

Elena hiked her dress up what little she needed to. She pulled the front of her soaked panties out and pinched the bit of plastic between two fingers. “Now try.”

“Go finish your story while I run to the store.” Even if our plans had changed, I still wanted that damn book out of her. Hell, I needed it to make Lauren anyway.

On shaky legs, Elena rose up with her back against the wall. “Looks like it's working. I was perfectly content to sit there and catch my breath a little longer.”

Whether she was actually under my control, or just faking it, I wasn't so sure of. “Hold up, how do I know you're not pulling a fast one?”

Elena walked past me without even looking my way. As soon as she was behind me and in my chair, she answered, “You don't.”


I had everything that needed to be frozen or kept cold put away, so it was time to check on her progress. The racket of furious typing filled my ears as soon as I was in the laundry room. If I still had the mechanical keyboard that had shorted out on me, I'd have heard her from the front door.

“Done yet?” I started walking around the desk. Sure enough, the word count had jumped by several thousand.

“Close.” She didn't stop pressing keys. “Just wrapping things up.”

“This is a single story, so don't make it end on a cliff-hanger.” I leaned over her shoulder and noticed more typos than usual. “You really have been going at it. You're not even reading what you're writing as you go along.”

“You're editing it, so that's your problem.”

I could already see myself lied back on the couch, almost filling the entire draft with red ink. “I'll go through and fix obvious stuff before I print it. Otherwise it'll take all day tomorrow.”

Elena seemed to hit another burst of speed for a moment. With one last period at the end, she scooted away from the desk and clapped her hands against the tops of her thighs. “Done.”

“Now, delete it.”

She whipped around in the chair. “Hell no! Are you insane?”

“No, but now I know you were lying about being under my control.”

Elena closed her eyes and sighed. “I didn't see that coming. Good job.”

“So really, why didn't you take that thing off?”

She pulled her dress up again and flicked at a small rise in her panties. The click
 of her fingernail against plastic told me it was back on her. “I don't know, but I couldn't stop myself from putting it back.”


Why the fuck would she have to?
 “I don't get it.”

Elena looked just as puzzled over it as I was. “It's not like I can't get myself off on my own. I did it twice while you were out.”

Now I felt like keeping plastic over my chair. Is it because of those trust issues she's got?
 “You want to figure out if you can trust me.”

“How would wearing this prove it?” She crossed her legs and leaned back. “I just want someone else to get me off, I guess.” She hit closer than I had.

“And since I won't do it personally, you're settling for me doing it by remote control.”

“But something's making me do it.”

Whatever it was, I felt like I had to help her figure it out. I'd made her this way, after all. “Sorry, but I really don't know at this point.”

“Sorry?” Elena pointed at the pocket where I usually kept my phone. “Why apologize? It's not the same as actually getting fucked, but it feels great.”

I rolled my eyes and realized I was taking this more seriously than she was. She was still a nineteen-year-old, after all. That attitude of hers was the only part of her, other than her body, that reminded me of her age.

“Do you even want to figure this out, or should I just turn it on whenever the hell I feel like it?” The app did have a timer function, so I could have turned her into the damnedest alarm clock to ever exist. “Get serious for a minute.”

“Fine,” she uncrossed her legs and spread her thighs, “if we do it, I'll probably just wear it because I want to.” She was blushing all over like I'd just finger-fucked her for hours.

Now, let me digress into another explanation of bimbos. You remember a certain golf pro calling himself a 'sex-addict'? That's just a guy who got caught sticking his prick where it didn't belong, and figured a stay at some posh rehab resort would be easier than owning up to his personal failures.

For a bimbo, masturbation can curb the craving, but eventually the withdrawal symptoms set in. What Elena needed was dick, and she was jonesing, hard.

“I tell you what, the minute you get that shot, you're fair game.” I put my hand on her shoulder to stop her from getting up. “Until then, you'll just have to do without.”

“You really think you can hold back that long, now that you're willing to do it?” Elena wasn't dumb, despite what she was or her age. “That promise to yourself was the only thing that made you stop me, and now it's gone.”

“If she gets the shot after work, you won't have to wait until tomorrow.” I pulled Gina's work number up and handed Elena my phone. “You're the one who needs it, and she may even talk someone she works with into writing it out for her.”

Elena didn't say another word, to me at least. “Gina Ross, please.”

I walked out and started putting the rest of the groceries away. What they were spending so much time yakking about, I didn't know or even care to know. I was just thankful that they were getting along with each other, somewhat well. I wouldn't have blamed Gina one bit for being shittier about the whole situation.

The canned vegetable section of our cabinets was filled to capacity as I put the last things away. I really needed to build the can racks in the basement I'd been talking about for months. But I also needed to get some books out, a new garden bed tilled into the field, and a laundry list of other projects. Homesteading will eat whatever free time you'd normally have, especially when you just got on the property six months prior.


Are they still talking?
 I walked back to the laundry room and eavesdropped. I wasn't sure what to make of what I heard.

“Yeah, I can help him with your new self. I don't know if he's so excited about it, though.”

Maybe I'm just a bit odd for a guy, especially for one who makes a living writing about sex, but I'd never been much of a skirt-chaser. After getting it out of my system in high school and college, planting down roots with Gina wasn't settling. I had been perfectly happy with her, and her alone.

“Honestly, I don't know that Keith really wants to do it to you. I'm sure I could convince
 him for you.”

What Gina wanted was like trading her in for a different person. If Elena was exactly as she was in the books, physically and mentally, Gina would be what I imagined her to be as I made the changes. Believe it or not, that's a hard thing to imagine doing to someone you've been with for almost a decade.

“Alright. Just don't forget the Depo. He's paranoid about that.”

Damn right I was.

“Bye.”

I waited a moment before stepping back in, feigning ignorance “So?”

“She'll have it when she gets home.” Elena pulled up the app for her vibe and pushed it to a low setting. “Care if I do something on your computer real quick?”

“Like what?” That machine contained every file I needed to make my living, so I had always been iffy about letting people use it willy-nilly. And my last backup had been several months prior. “Your story's finished.”

“I'm not getting on some new treatment without researching it first. Go away, I'm looking up how it'll affect my lady bits.”

I wasn't about to stop Elena from doing that. I didn't blame her for wanting to know what she was getting herself into, but a question remained. “Why do you need the vibrator on while you do it?”

“Why wouldn't I?”

I shrugged and walked away. Touch
é. I needed my tape measure to start planning those damn racks anyway, and it was in the barn.


Meat Head jumped as I walked up the back steps, his paws leaving fresh prints on my jeans. “Goddammit!” His ass always wanted inside the house, but he wrecked up the place too much. “Get your fuzzy ass down!”

I shut the door behind me, barely getting it closed before he could shoot his muzzle in. It wasn't until then that I realized I'd gotten distracted with something else and forgot the tape measure. Another project delayed by untreated ADD.

A hard whimper broke my train of thought. I guess she's having
 fun. I walked over to my office and poked my head around the bookshelf.

Dressed for the job she really
 wanted and on the verge of coming, Elena had her eyes rolling into the back of her head. Her fingers gripped the armrests as I realized the noise wasn't coming from her.

“A little porn break?”

She jerked to attention and drew a finger across my phone. “Can't you knock?”

“It's my office, and that's my chair you've probably soaked already.” I made my way to her and took my phone back. “Are you actually embarrassed?”

Elena whipped the chair around, clearly not ashamed at all. “You know what I need.”

I knew she as was frustrated as a crackhead without a lighter. “It's driving you insane, and honestly, it's great fun to watch.”

“You could
 quit being a bastard and make it all better.” Elena scrunched her shoulders up, arms pressing her breasts together. “I mean, if you're gonna feel bad whether you fuck me or someone else does, you might as well get something out of it.”

That manipulative side was the one trait I'd written into her that I couldn't stand, now that I was dealing with her in a context other than paper. “You make sure I get at least one of the figures from my wife, and you've got a deal.” I started walking away. “That is, after you're on birth control.”

Elena shot out of the chair, climbing over my desk and knocking pens and stacks of paper to the floor. “Why can't you just pull out?” I knew she knew
 better, but her cunt was doing all the thinking now.

I backed against the wall as she melted her body against mine. “Am I gonna have to give the sex talk to a grown-ass woman?”

“I know what could happen,” her hands explored every inch of the small of my back as her forehead pressed against my neck, “but you'll just have to be a good boy and keep yourself under control.”


Christ.
 If we were like this when Gina first saw Elena, we'd have both been in shallow graves for a week already. But now I had my wife's enthusiastic, albeit implanted, consent to plow Elena like a field.

The only problem was, a bimbo like her required an alpha male who was willing to own her. I mean, I'm dominant in the bedroom, but in daily life, I hated the macho, type-A personality asshole she needed me to be. If only I'd painted her holding a big bottle of Patrem Delta.

“Come on,” her lips opened on my collarbone as she took a quick bite against my skin, “I read your stuff, so I know that you know what to do.”

I pushed back, guiding her until her ass was against the desk. My dick was already hard enough to crack geodes open. “Are you sure?”

“This isn't some college campus, drop the consent shit already and make me regret it.”


Well, alrighty then.
 She had this ability to appear graceful and classy, while still saying things that would make a prostitute blush, and she knew it. I started unbuckling my belt as I said, “Get the fuck up on the desk, now.”

Elena cracked a wicked grin, barely keeping the excited laughter inside. She was about to get the fix her body had been screaming for all week, not just another session with a vibe or her fingers to keep the withdrawals at bay. Ass, feet, and hands all planted on the empty wing of my desk, Elena looked behind herself and asked, “Like this?”

With my belt loose, I admired how even her neck managed to look sexy. With the back of her head touching her shoulders, I knew her throat would be the last place she'd expect me to start. As she sat there with her eyes closed, waiting for me to make the first move, I got myself ready.

“No,” I held the strap of black leather by the buckle and snaked the length of it under her head, “but thanks for the idea.”

Elena pulled her head back up and looked at me as the loop closed around her neck. Still quite capable of breathing, she said, “That's not what I thought you'd do, so you get points for creativity.”

I pulled tight. “Shut up.”

A pleased smirk drew across her lips as she nodded. Sometimes it was hard to believe that at her core, Elena was a pure submissive. She got on her knees and leaned forward onto her elbows, ass on high display right in front of me.

I loosened my grip on the belt enough to reward her good behavior. I'd spent my entire teenage years thinking I was a tits-man, but it wasn't until later in life that I realized I was all about the ass. Elena had figured that out in just one week.

My hand reared back to reward her again as I caught myself losing control. I'm not really gonna do this, am I?
 It went directly against the kind of man I swore I'd be.

“Don't tell me you're gonna puss out on me now!” Elena looked back and saw me hesitating, my right hand in the air. “Either fuck me, or get this damn thing off my neck.”


To hell with it, my poly friends don't call it cheating.
 My palm stung as the crack
 echoed through the small room. When you've got an ass just below shoulder level, you can shock yourself with how much momentum can be put into a slap.

Elena jerked forward. Her face met the desktop as her hands closed around the back of her head.

I gave her a tug. “If you wanted it this badly, you'd better take it like it's the best feeling in the world.”

She moved back into position right before I sent another hand to the same spot. It wasn't hard to find the target, since she had a silhouette of my hand emblazoned in red on her right cheek. This time, you'd have needed calipers to measure how far she'd moved.

“Better.” I let go of the belt and started on my socks and shirt. “Now, on your stomach.”

Elena did exactly as told, her breasts cushioning out beneath her as she laid with her head at the very end of the desk. Her hands and arms hung down, just waiting for something to occupy them. As I stepped in front of her face, they found their job.

Without my belt, it only took a quick nudge to send my jeans to the floor. Her fingers tucked inside the waist of my boxers as she asked, “You wanna do this first?”

I pulled at the belt. It was enough of an answer.

Elena slid my boxers down until they were far enough down my thighs to enter free-fall. The lips that you could recognize anywhere opened up, hoping they'd be filled. Even her hands reached around me, hoping to guide me forward.

By this point, backing out might have led to a terminal case of blue balls. I expected to wake up and discover that all of this was just some wild-ass dream. But nope, her breath made my cock feel like it had been stuck through a sauna's gloryhole.

I eased up on the belt and gave in. My dick pulsed as I felt the soft purse of her lips and the slight tack of her lipstick. As her hands hugged against my ass, I shifted forward and planted my shaft about halfway into her mouth.

Her tongue felt like it had taken on a life of its own. The way she rolled it to make two points of contact, the tip curled up to work the center line on the bottom of my dick, the base cradling my head like a velvet pillow for a priceless diamond... None of it should have surprised me, but there's writing it, and then there's actually feeling it for yourself.

A few minutes of just that could have made me gush like an oil well. But Elena had other plans for me. She pulled herself forward with both hands on the edge of the desk, taking in every inch and what of my sack she could cram in.

She held there, her tongue weaving and coursing along my base like I had a Tootsie-Roll center. Never having been with an actual bimbo, her enthusiasm about it was the most shocking part. I could swear on my life that this was the most fun I'd seen Elena have in her week here. Even more so than her little show at the hardware store.

I'd found that feeling you search for your entire life, like a heroine addict's first hit. I couldn't help thinking about the other me, sitting at the same desk as he worked on this story. Thanks, buddy.


My own voice spoke in my head, but the words weren't my thoughts. It was more like when Elena's voice would give a command. No problem, now get to splitting her like a fortune in a divorce settlement. I'm closing in on 20,000 words here, because of our damn hang-ups!
 I started thinking about how that meant my own book would be my longest yet, if this version of me had written it.

Elena jerked me back to reality with a hard suck that almost buckled my legs out from under me. I couldn't help grabbing her hair by the roots and forcing her to back off.

She gasped for air, not at all from the loose belt around her neck. As she wrapped a hand around my shaft, she looked up, pleased at what she'd done to me so far. “I hate to sound a little biased, but I think I've been a very... very good girl.”

Holy shit, had she ever.

“And you know what?” She drew her hand up my cock and then back down again as her feet kicked back and forth. “I think I deserve a reward.”

Fuck her making a prostitute blush. She could make Howard Stern hide his face with a suicidal level of shame. And you know what? That carries serious mileage with me. I mean, I do write porn to pay my bills, and I love every minute of it.

“You sure you don't wanna come inside me?” Elena bit her top lip and looked up at me, grinning like a fool.


So this is how high school pregnancies happen.
 She was running on pure hormones and lack of sex at that point. I started to wonder if I even had the willpower to pull out in time.

I snatched the one point of leverage I had. The belt tightened around her neck as I asked, “Even with your agreement, how badly do you think Gina would fuck us both up if we had a pregnancy scare?”

“You know it's worth the risk.” She pulled herself up to sit on the edge of my desk. “I mean, your dick looks just like Grant's. I know you imagined yourself in his place when you were writing us.”

Curve-fucking-ball. Maybe she was right, and most of my writing was just an exercise in wish-fulfillment. I mean, if I was a single guy down on his luck, I'd sure as hell want a literal world of bimbos at my beck and call.

But the difference was, I wasn't a single guy down on his luck. Hell, exactly what I wanted in life was already here before Elena showed up. “Hold on.”

Elena cocked her head as I held an open palm in front of her face. She grabbed my wrist, moving my hand out of her view, and then stared back at me. “Don't tell me I just killed the mood for you.”

“It's not a book without a core conflict, and we don't even have an antagonist.”

“You're really gonna wonder about that
 right now? What the fuck, Keith?”

“I'm serious.” Or as serious as I could be without a shred of clothing on my body and an equally nude character from one of my books sitting on my office furniture, the belt around her neck aside. “There's gotta be a bad guy we don't know about yet, and since we're about to fuck, this book's close to ending.”

Elena jerked me closer by the wrist. “You're weirding me out. Just shut up and do me.”

With a request like that, how could I keep yakking? Her forearms rested on my shoulders as I got close enough to feel the heat emanating from her body. Just stick your dick in her and get it over with already.


My tip pressed against the lips of her criminally tidy, bald cunt. I could already feel how wet and needy she was down there. It looked like something you'd worship, not something you stick your cock in to get yourself off.

At the edge of her entrance, I couldn't help looking her in the eyes. Right when I thought she'd come up with something profound, Elena dropped her hands to the desk and scooted herself forward. The relief of a smoker's first cigarette after a heavy meal flooded into her face as I realized she'd gotten me inside her.

By that point, I had no damns left to give. I pressed the rest of the way inside her, feeling the first piece of strange I'd gotten since several weeks after meeting my wife. Fucking wonderful.

When she put her hands on my chest, I thought she was about to make me go at it. She did quite the opposite. “Just keep it in like that for now.” She let out a heavy breath against my skin. “God, I needed this.”

I gave her a moment, savoring the unfamiliar territory and feeling her pulse throb against my cock. Knowing her like I do, she'd probably been this wet and ready to go from the moment we'd met. I knew this was coming, and all the denial I could summon didn't make a damn bit of difference after all.

“Now,” she forced the end of the belt into my right hand, “like I said, make me regret it.”


Yes ma'am!
 When a nineteen-year-old blonde is ordering you to fuck her raw and your dick's already in her, let me tell you, it's steroids for your ego at thirty-three. I drew back and pulled at the belt until her face started to go even redder.

I kept hold of the end as I pressed against the back of her thighs. Her ass barely held to the ledge as I forced her to lie back, her head pulled forward by the loop squeezing around her neck. As her legs wrapped around my torso, I started pounding away, forcing her to try to moan.

The all-out smile on her face begged me to keep going. If she could breathe, I'm sure the neighbors would have heard us, and they were a good bit away. At least now I knew why I'd written Grant to be so possessive with her. Her pussy felt downright magical.

I let go of the belt before she could pass out. As she pulled it from around her neck, whimpering and gasping for air, the tell-tale impression of the strap lingered on her skin. I slowed down to give her a breather.

It was the last thing she wanted, though. “Don't hold back like that,” she held the belt up in front of me, “come on, fucking act like you own me.”

I snatched it from her and took a few steps to the left. If one belt had given us so much fun, a few more couldn't hurt. Besides, she probably wouldn't be a bimbo I'd written if some light bondage wasn't involved somehow.

“You're more like Grant than you'll ever admit, besides the body.” Elena was sitting upright, her legs straddling the corner of the desk as her feet dangled. “If we're gonna keep this up, you need to start working out, and maybe lose the beard.”

“Nobody fucks with the beard.” I pointed at the swivel chair next to her. “Your ass. There. Now.”

I dug for my other belts, pulling out a strap of brown leather and another of black cloth. Elena had stood up, but she wasn't following orders. “You should really think about turning the basement into a play room.”

Honestly, a basement sex dungeon would shock absolutely none of my close friends, but that idea would have to get explored later. “I told you to sit the fuck down.” I had the cloth belt around her wrist before she could even start following the order.

“If you come in me, it'll be the last time.” I wrapped both wrists behind her back and forced her into the chair. Elena looked up and added, “I'm serious.”

“Trust me, I don't want to.” I mean, I did, but you get the idea.

“Good, we've got an understanding.”

I looped one of the leather belts around her ankle and forced her to slide forward in the chair. “Considering what you're letting me do to you, I'd hope so.” If you enter into a dom-sub relationship without some level of trust, you're gonna have a fucked up or pissed off sub on your hands before it's over.

“So what's the plan?” Elena squirmed a little as I got a belt around her left ankle, tying the loose end to the armrest.

“Plan? I just go along with whatever my dick tells me to do at times like this.” I started work on her right leg. As soon as I had it firmly attached to the chair, I knew she wasn't going anywhere.

I picked her toy up off the floor and took my phone from in front of my monitors. The chair rolled back to the wall with a quick push. As hot as she was helpless, Elena's cunt begged for me to get back inside.

But what's the fun in rushing everything? Quickies are nice and have their place, but Gina didn't agree to stuff like this very often. Any time I got to be the master, I damn well took my time.

Dropping to my knees in front of Elena, I gave her pussy a light slap. Then a harder one. That got her smiling again.

I couldn't help admiring it from this close. As any bimbo will tell you, the heat they pack between their legs is the true source of their power over men. Great tits and a hot face are necessary, but they're just fun features. They know what men are really after.

I ran my fingers along her slit, trailing off to grab her ass. Something just beckoned me to pull my face closer. Before I realized what I was doing, I had my lips pressed against her cunt.


Tastes like strawberries, of all fucking things.
 Because of course it would. It felt like her entire body rippled every time my tongue batted at her clit.

She moaned as I pushed one finger inside, and then another. I turned my palm up and searched for that magic button. Her squeal announced the instant I found it.

Working both fingers back and forth on her g-spot, I gradually picked up speed and force. Her voice held a constant moan as I kept guiding her to the happiest place on earth. When her thighs tried to come together, I knew it was time.

Elena's hands grasped around as I held off the inevitable just a little longer. It wasn't the dicking she really craved, but we had plenty of time left for that. You just haven't done your job as a man if she's not just as worn out as you are when all is said and done.

I pulled my fingers out and tore my mouth away. Like the Holy Ghost had entered her body in a backwoods Southern Baptist service, Elena quaked and screamed without a sound. The hard contractions of her pussy would have felt wonderful around my cock.

The remote vibrator was back in my hand, as was my phone when she finally opened her eyes. “Hold up, I just fucking came!”

“And you're about to again.”

“Oh my go-ho-hod!” Her voice was starting to crack. “Just a few more seconds and I'll—”

One flick of my finger shut her up. Elena's mouth opened wide as the damn thing nearly buzzed out of my grip. I held it in place, pressed hard against her clit as I bent over and drove my dick back home, buried to the trunk.

Hardly the damsel-in-distress type, Elena tried her damnedest to hold on. Her chin quivered as I put my free hand around her throat. She pressed her neck against my hand, trying to nod so I'd grip tighter.

I let go of the vibe and held her neck with both hands. As she tried to shout, I started thrusting so hard, the damn chair felt like it was about to fall to pieces. I mean, you'd have to hear how nosy that damn chair is, just getting in and out of it now, to believe it.

My grip loosened, but I kept up the same intensity. As her walls tightened around me, I knew it was time to let her scream and shout all she wanted. What I didn't expect was what she said.

“Harder!” The poor thing was already a wreck of mascara streaks, hand prints, and blushing. Fucking her any harder would have split a woman my age in half.

My thighs were already aching from bending over, but I pushed through anyway, giving her exactly what she was begging for. Elena wasn't the kind of girl you refused to fuck exactly how she wanted you to. Back when I was in college, I'd have let any girl at her level stomp my balls in stilettos if she asked, and I'm horrified by the very idea of it.

“That's it,” Elena's body tried to break free, “fuck!”

I put one finger in her mouth. Her lips closed around the digit as she kept humming. Even out of her mind, damn, could she work that tongue.

My thumb went in, replacing the finger I had in her mouth. I patted her cheek as my body reached the point of exhaustion. Who knew fucking a bimbo could wear you out faster than a hard day at the gym?

As soon as my thumb was out of her mouth, Elena didn't hide her concern. “You didn't just come inside me, did you?”

“Compared to you, I'm an old-ass man.” My twenties had already come and gone, and hers hadn't even started. Thirty had hit me like a truck, and every year, the truck backed up to flatten me out even further.

“Seriously, did you just fucking come?” Her feet beat against my arms.

“No, but you're up.” I knew I didn't stand a chance of keeping pace with her. Elena was just entering her prime, and I had been declining for a decade, no matter how badly I didn't want to admit it. I pulled out and started working on the belts holding her legs in place.

“If you knock me up, it's still your fault.” She stretched her right leg out as I worked on freeing the left. “Your wife would kill you if you do.”

Yeah, Gina would, and I knew Elena wouldn't lift a finger to stop her. Hell, Elena would help Gina dispose of my body. Living with one of them for almost a decade, and writing the other out of nothing, I knew they'd fuck me over if they ever decided to team up against me.

“And my hands?” Elena sat back up and turned around, expecting me to do something about her wrists.

“What about 'em?”

“Come on, I can't give you the wet hump of your life if I can't use them.”

“You'll come up with something.” I pulled her up to her feet and sat on the edge of the desk. I scooted my printer aside and lied down, my calves and feet hanging off the edge.

“I can't even get up there like this.”

“Fine.” I leaned over and untied the belt that had kept her hands bound. “I think you know what you're doing, so I'll trust you on it.”

She crawled on top of me, pinning my shaft between my body and her slit. “Good choice.”

It was time for her to put up, or shut up. Or maybe put out was more accurate. Elena surged forward and buried her face in my shoulder as she adjusted her position, her cunt taking in the tip.

Dropping her hips, Elena's walls gripped against the entire length of my cock. I couldn't help closing my eyes and taking it all in. When her hands planted on my chest, I knew exactly what kind of action she was going for.

“When you think you're gonna come, let me know.”

Sometime in my mid-twenties, the damn thing between my legs started cooking off without warning. I still had stamina, but just the right scream, grip on my back, or pair of legs wrapping around my thighs could make me come in an instant. “I'll try.”

Elena was almost gushing at that point, grinding her hips into mine like she was trying to erase me with her cunt. I knew exactly what she was capable of. Fortunately for me, that was fucking a guy's dick right off of him.

Her moans just about did me in. I balled my fists and tried to hold on just a little longer. Opening my eyes didn't help matters, because how could you not want to come in her?

She forced my hands onto her tits. Somehow, I'd never even bothered getting a good feel of them. I'd always thought just
 a handful was the perfect size, but these cantaloupes were changing my mind on that, fast.

Her pitch got higher as I felt the first bit of precum lube up the works. Elena whipped away the hair that had been hanging over her face. When her hand went down to work on her clit, I knew it'd be a fight to hang on until after she finished.

The rocking of her hips picked up speed and intensity, building right alongside the volume of her screams. She bent forward, blonde hair dancing across my face as I heard how hard she was working her pearl.

Elena was desperate to finish, and I was scared shitless that I was about to. She bent back again, her lips open as her thighs started to tremble. Her entire body felt like it was heating up, just as a deep pink complexion spread across her chest.

I grabbed on to each thigh, careful not to resist to the motion she was putting in with her upper body. Don't fucking come in her. Just a little bit longer.


Elena's eyes shot back and then closed. Her fingernails dug into my skin as her cunt trembled around my cock. It threw me past the point of no return. I started grunting as she fell into my chest.

Her body quaked and seized, burning in my arms as her legs clamped around my own. I felt a steamy, agonized breath against my neck before she whimpered, “Don't you fucking do it.”

I dug into my last reserve of willpower and tried to hold back. I really did. But the words coming out of her mouth might as well have been 'open sesame' for the male orgasm.


Goddammit!
 I meant it in both the good and bad ways. I felt like I was about to hollow myself out, coming that hard.

Before the full panic set in, I felt the warmth spreading between our stomachs, and it wasn't just from all the sweat. I hoped like hell she'd gotten me out of her before the first shot had burst out.

Elena wasn't moving at all. I started to pull myself up when she finally said, “You're lucky I didn't want you to.” She'd have been fine with Grant doing so, at any point.

“For once, I'm damn glad I'm not hot.”

She smiled like she always did when I made fun of myself. “Well, you're not hideous, but you could
 use some work, old man.”

I'd fucked her. That fact alone took most of the sting away. “Come on, a quick shower will do us both a lot of good.”


With Elena's help, her bed had been put together in the spare room. I'd expected everything to get awkward after the previous night. As she got the pillows just the way she wanted them, Elena ruined any notion of that idea.

“Now that I've got the bed made, wanna mess it up with me?”

“You know Gina's gonna be home any minute.” It was her last work shift before five days of off-time, so I knew she'd rush home to pass out. “At least wait until she won't walk in on us.”

“You know she wouldn't care.” Elena chucked a throw pillow at me. “Besides, she might even join in. I bet you'd love that.”

Maybe she would. “At least wait until she's passed out.” Our old couch in the barn could pull out into a sleeper, after all.

At times, she reminded you that she was still a nineteen-year-old kid. “Afraid Mom'll find out you've been banging the blonde?”


Lord.
 “Don't call her that. It creeps me out.”

“Well, technically, both of you are old enough to be my parents.”

“She'd have been thirteen when you would have been born.” Not even old enough to trust babysitting an infant, much less having one herself. “Just drop that shit, it's disgusting.”

“You would have been fourteen. What was on your mind all the time, back then?”

I barely dodged another pillow. “Fair point, but, just don't. I write porn for a living, but even I have my limits.”

“If you're right about all of us being characters in one of your books, you're the one making me say it. Don't blame me.”

“You're the one who asked if I was God when we first met, so don't throw this back on me.” I mean, if God looked like some amalgamation of Amish, hippie, and hipster lumberjack, it wouldn't be the biggest shocker to me.

Elena stared at the wall for a moment. “So maybe you are God.”

“Absolutely not.” If famine, war, and people still wearing Crocs to this day, were the end results for 2018 in this world, it wasn't my doing. “That other me probably made this world a lot like the one he's in, with a few small changes.” I'd done it many times, and in similar enough ways that all of my books could kinda fall into the same universe.

“Like, what kind of changes?”

“Hell if I know. This is the only world I've ever been in, as far as I can remember.” I pulled a few crazy ideas that would throw the dynamics of the previous night for a loop out of my ass. “Pulling out in time might not be totally effective, every time, in his world. Diseases could spread through unprotected sex. Binford's could be called something stupid like Lowe's or Home Depot.”

Elena just shrugged her shoulders and fell back onto the mattress. “Are you gonna fuck me, or not?” I didn't spring for the memory foam option for her bed, because fucking on that stuff is like trying to have sex in quicksand. I would have sprung for a waterbed, if stores still carried them, though. If you're of a certain age, you know why. I'd lost my virginity on one, in fact.

“Not worth the risk. That Depo shot still has six days to kick in. A month if we wanna be really safe about it.” Not that I didn't plan on fucking her during that time. “You force me into a quickie, and I might finish off as fast as it starts.”

Having written her, I knew she wanted kids, but I sure as hell didn't. Elena probably didn't want them from me, anyway. For the time being, I was probably just Mr. Right Now, Willing, & Available.

“You've got a point.” She eased up until she was sitting on the very edge of the bed. “So about this video business.”

“What about it?”

“When do we start?”

I'd done photography in the past, all I needed was a camera body capable of recording video. The lenses, camera mounts, and skills needed were already in my bag. Videography and photography aren't that different, other than the light sources and a little invested into decent microphones. “Within the week, if you're impatient.” And tiny cameras good enough for fun in public were cheap as hell.

“Writing smut is pretty hard, so I'd rather go the video route. I'd much rather flick my clit until I came than write a few hundred words about someone else doing it.”

She described the dream perfectly. “Hey, I'd rather fuck a blonde bimbo than punch letters into a keyboard about doing exactly that, too.”

“Lucky you.” She spread her legs, even though she was still in those damn gym shorts. “Better learn to tap keys with your pecker, and fast.”

“That's a shitty solution.” The story she'd written so far did need a lot of work.

“Hey!”

The voice behind me made both of us jump to attention.

“What'd I just walk in on?”

Elena figured out who it was first. “He fucked my brains out before you got home yesterday.”

I winced and expected an ax to the neck.

“I hope he pulled out, otherwise, you're both fucked.” Gina sounded way
 too chipper, given the context.

“It was more my doing, but I got him out in time.”

That wood-splitter to the spine never came. Gina interrupted the silence by stating, “I'm off tomorrow. You're using one of the figures on me.”


Fuck me!
 I still had a story to get out by the end of the next night, and they'd just tossed another giant log on the fire. “I thought you wanted Hayley around to clean up the place, first.”

Gina gripped my shoulders from behind. “Not until I get what I want for myself.” The truth she unloaded struck me, right in the core. “Besides, you're not the only one Elena wants to have fun with.”


God-fucking-dammit.
 Marrying a bisexual is one hell of a double-edged sword, in case you're an unremarkable-looking straight man. Be wary of that, my friends.


BIM-BOAT

The other bartender, Joe, handed me what I'd paid him for.

I held he vial up, making sure it was backlit by one of the ceiling lights. Portage Tavern's bar was as bright as a cave after closing time. I couldn't tell if the tiny glass cylinder was full of water or moose piss.

“So it's like Spanish fly, or what?”

Even after a full shift, he still reeked of that pheromone cologne that he swore worked. “It's called Feminol, and its even better. Somehow, it makes girls as hotter and horny. Permanently.”

“I can't believe I gave you a fifty for this.” Somehow though, this chunky, neckbearded dope had major luck with women. “But I know it's not your personality that wins them over.”

“You know that one girl I was banging for a while, Rachel?”

“What about her.”

Joe pulled out his phone and tapped the screen a few times. He showed me the same pouty-lipped, doe-eyed brunette I remembered drooling over. “Here she is a couple of days after we met.”

“What's your point?”

He slid a sausage-like finger finger across the screen. “Here she was a few days before that.”

“Woof.” She barely even looked like the same girl, dumpy and plain as a manilla folder in a beige room. But I couldn't deny that it was her. “A makeover couldn't do all that.”

I stared into the vial again. “So that's what this does? There's no way.”

Joe ducked into the utility room and shut off what few lights were still on. Holding his motorcycle helmet in hand, he said, “Take it back to your boat and try it on your girl. She'll be brand new and able to fuck a stump out of the ground in a day.”


Subtle.
 “Holly moves as much as said stump in bed.” Having nothing to lose but my dignity, I slipped the vial in my shirt pocket. “Even some coffee during foreplay would make her ten times better.”

“Well,” Joe held out his fist for a bump, “you'll get your dick fucked off from now on.” Even in the darkness, he had the kind of confidence in his smile only a guy drowning in pussy could give off.

I cracked my knuckles against his and chuckled. “If not, I'm kicking your ass next time we work together.” And he knew I would.

“Easy there, war hero. Get her to drink that, and you'll see what I mean.”

“I was an engineer officer, not a green beret.” Which meant I was a construction foreman who happened to tote a rifle every now and then. But at least I gave orders as much as I got them.

Joe walked with me to the front lobby. We both opened one of the massive doors as Joe said, “Well, knock her dead on your days off.” We split directions, Joe going toward his crotch rocket that didn't fit his appearance at all.

I turned around and kept walking, backwards. I kinda shouted, “If this is your big secret, I just learned the answer to the most baffling mystery in my life.” Really, the guy had no
 business sleeping with the girls he traded out for another every few weeks.


I'd walked down the hill to the dock and reached my houseboat's slip. The Big Blue Bastard, as I called it, stuck to my theme on naming vehicles. My ski boat was The Li'l Blue Bastard, and my Wrangler was The Medium Blue Bastard. Instead of buying a house with all that money I saved during my deployments, why not buy a house on the water?

My key stuck in the lock, as usual. After I got it out and slid the glass door, I knew Holly was still on her environmentalist kick. Flies would get stuck mid-air in that humidity.

“Hey, you up?”

Total silence, so I guess I had my answer. She had the summer off from her teacher's assistant gig, but she still went to bed early. It was already closing in on midnight.

I walked through the combined living room and kitchen, stopping at the fridge. I wanted a beer, but I got distracted when I noticed Holly only had a little of her green tea left in the pitcher.


Should I, really?
 I was on the verge of breaking up with her after two years of dating anyway. Once school started back up and she was getting paid again, her ass was gonna be out the door. I mean, I'm not shitty enough to kick her out when she doesn't have a way to pay for rent somewhere.

Pinching the vial between my fingers, I lifted it out of my pocket. Once I had the pitcher on the countertop, I gave it one last round of thought. The worst that could happen was Feminol being a complete scam.

Fuck it.

I held the supposed 'girly-girl potion' over the tea and snapped the tube. Breaking it clean in half, I was glad I didn't have to fish out a shard of glass. Holly would drink that stuff first thing in the morning, so at least I'd get to watch what it does.


As the air got hot and sticky again, I knew Holly was already up and about. I got her point about needing to save the planet and shit, but this thermostat war we'd been having was a crock of horse shit. I rolled out of bed and ambled down the hall in my boxers.

With her hair up but still a mess, as always, Holly wasn't trying to impress with her appearance. She scritched my ginger cat, Ripley, between her ears. “Do you know how much electricity you wasted last night?” She never tried being friendly anymore, either.

“When the heat wakes me up, I'm not so worried about it.” I rubbed my eyes and noticed she was already sipping away on that tea at the bar. “Besides, I've got those fucking solar panels on the top deck now.”

“They don't work at night, genius.”

“But the battery bank they charge does.” I turned away from her and opened the box of donuts next to the stove. “Any plans for the day?”

“I've got some books due back at the library. That's it.” Which meant she'd return with another fresh stack. Holly was the type to read about whatever pet cause she'd just adopted until she moved on to the next one. I was giving the environmentalism kick another couple of weeks before it fizzled out too.

“About what time?”

She took a sip of her tea and then set that fateful glass down. “Why do you need to know?”

“Just asking. Shit.” She was especially bitchy this morning. “I can't ask my girlfriend about her plans?”

Holly rolled her eyes at me and then got up. She walked around the bar and pushed her forehead against my arm. “Sorry. Being cooped up in this houseboat's getting to me.” Every apology she gave dripped with insincerity.

I reached up for one of the cabinets and pulled out her travel bottle. Stepping away from her, I dispensed a few cubes from the ice maker and then went back for her tea. Pouring it over the cracking ice, I said, “It's hot out there. You'll need this.”

“You rushing me out the door or something?” She cocked her head at me as I twisted the cap back on.

I want you to fucking drink what I spent fifty bucks on.

Holly took it out of my hand and turned right for the bedroom. I didn't mind. It meant she was heading out and giving me at least an hour of peaceful solitude.


I was already up top working on my next project. This old houseboat was big, but it needed love. I'd already renovated all of the interior, but it still needed some modernizing. Being a retired rental boat, it'd seen plenty of abuse before I got my discharge papers and made it my home with my deployment pay.

Working at the bar for the restaurant up the hill didn't pay as well as being a foreman like I was in the Army, but it kept life simple and contained. It was nothing to back The Big Blue Bastard out of its slip and park on the shore for days when I had the time off. I loved the lack of neighbors during those times, and Holly just wanted quiet time for reading.

I was trying to figure out how I'd anchor a Bimini top without causing a leak downstairs. Silicone caulk does a lot, but it's a temporary fix. The duct tape and prayer fixes I depended on in war zones wouldn't cut it here.

A familiar woman's voice called out from below. “Hot, right?”

I looked over the edge of the top deck and saw Marina Edwards' jaw-dropping cleavage from above. “It sure is.” Being the thirty-something widow of some loaded, old fart, she was living on the trophy-wife retirement plan.

If I were a shittier man, I'd have been trying to get in her yoga pants already. “You used to be in the military. You should run with me sometime, just to see if I can keep up.”

Yet another person who thought I actually shot at people, or got shot at by more than the occasional mortar everyone faced in the sandbox. “The last time I ran, it was for my life. I'd be the one lagging behind.” Working out every morning like she did, Marina would have made one hell of a MILF if she had any kids. But not having them might have been the secret to that figure at her age.

“Fine, but you're only a few years younger than I am. Your metabolism's gonna drop off a cliff soon.” If she wasn't brushing her tits against me, asking for help fixing something on her boat, she was berating my laziness. But working on my own boat and climbing the couple hundred stairs to the bar were my workouts.

“Later, then.”

I made sure I caught a good look at her ass when she walked away. God, I wanted to do unspeakable
 things with that woman.

Marina's voice caught my ear again after she'd left my view. “Oh, Holly, hey!

I kept pacing on top of my boat, wondering how I'd get into the ceiling for a look around. Dealing with my soon-to-be ex-girlfriend didn't sound nearly as fun as getting a face full of dust and insulation.


I'd run out of things to dick around with on the top deck. Pressure washing the roof that also served as a floor can only eat so much time if you do it every couple of weeks. When you live in a houseboat full-time, it's your version of mowing the lawn.

Descending the metal ladder on the back deck, I couldn't help wondering why Holly was so damn cheerful and talkative with Marina earlier. Holly couldn't stand her. Yet there they'd been earlier, chatting it up like old friends at a class reunion.

When I slid the back door open, I knew something was wrong. Not in the 'dial 911' kind of way, but something was off. Holly had music playing in the living room.

Realizing it was “I Kissed a Girl” threw me for a fucking loop. I knew I looked confused as fuck coming out of the hallway. “I thought you hated this song like it murdered your parents.”

Holly looked at me from her curled-up position on one end of the couch. “I don't know why, but it's fun to listen to.”

When I realized she was reading a guide on makeup, the Feminol dose jarred my memory like it'd been rear-ended by a semi. I looked at the stack of books and magazine on the glass top of the coffee table.

“Cosmo
, Vogue...
” The third tome on the bottom only needed a few letters showing for me to figure out the title. “The Kama Sutra
?”

Holly looked up at me like she didn't know why I was so confused. “You know I'm into a lot of things. What's so weird about it?”

“Nothing at all,” I had to think about how to put the next part, “but I figured you'd go through a vegan or Maoist stage next. What's with the sudden change in direction?”

She didn't take the usual amount of time to think of something to parrot back at me from a book. “I don't know. Working on how I look seemed fun, so that's the direction I went.” Holly tucked her bottom lip under her two front teeth. “And I know
 you can't wait for me to get to the book on the bottom.”

Suggesting she get a copy of that ancient sex manual would have been a damn insult to her, just hours ago. “You sure you're okay?” I bent over and pressed the back of my hand against her forehead.

Holly upended every expectation I had of her by grabbing my wrist. She manipulated my fingers until my index was the only one sticking straight. “Don't tell me you're disappointed.”

Before I knew it, I had the tip of my pointer against the back of her throat. Holly drew her head back. Then she looked up, happy as hell for once as she left my finger covered in spit.

“I don't know what hit me, but it's like something flipped a switch while I was driving to the library.”


There's no way that shit works this well.
 She even had the collar of that oversized t-shirt askew, one of her shoulders sticking out like she used to do at my request. Holly even trying to be attractive happened, tops, once every few months by that point.

I was ready to see how far she'd take things. My heart skipped a beat when I thought about plowing her right then and there on the couch. It skipped again when my phone started ringing in my pocket.


Fuck.
 I had to pull it out and check. Work had a stuffy Chamber of Commerce banquet going on early that afternoon, and I just knew one of the other bartenders shat out on them. I shook my head when the number on the screen backed up my fear.

Holly leaned her head against her bare shoulder. “That's too bad. I'll have to get myself off.”


She's ready to put out for the first time in more than a month, and this shit happens.
 I closed my eyes as I answered. “Let me guess, Frankie called in sick.”

Harvey, my boss, already knew I was irritated. “Sorry, Bryce. Guests are already showing up, and he's a no-show.”

Walking back to the bedroom, I knew I'd be tending the cash bar with a legendary case of blue balls. “I'll do it, but you fucking owe me for this one.” I was always the on-call bartender Harvey turned to, living just down the hill and all.

“I called Joe, but that porky bastard's got a big date, somehow.”

“Yeah, he's killing it lately.” I opened the closet and pulled out the white shirt I kept pressed for catered events. “I'll be there in ten.”


I'd just handed over what had to be the fifth mint julep I'd fixed in an hour. With nobody else waiting on a drink, I checked to see who texted a few minutes earlier. It was Holly, and it was more than a quick message.

We normally avoided talking to each other unless we had to. I was a bit more than shocked when I realized she'd attached a video. I tapped the screen and waited a few seconds for it to load.

When I saw her face in the first few seconds, she'd actually put on makeup. As she panned down, I noticed that was all she was wearing. And for some reason, her tits seemed bigger than the B-cups I'd considered 'good enough.'

She used her free hand to open her pussy up, the skin around it still a bit red from getting shaved. My slacks tightened in the front as I watched the first naughty video she'd ever sent me. The video shot back up to her face again.

“Don't keep me waiting too long.” She smiled like she was genuinely happy for the first time in her life. Not joking, it might have been.

“Excuse me, sir?” A nasally voice stole my attention from across the portable bar. “Can I get a sidecar?”

I put my phone away and tried to act like I cared. “Coming right up.” Having to reach under the bar for the lemon juice and house cognac let me hide my boner long enough for it to die down.

As I rimmed the glass in sugar and got ready to shake the drink together, I couldn't help imagining what Holly was probably doing to herself. The Feminol had done something
 to her. Whatever it was, I hoped it'd keep up long enough to enjoy the changes for myself.

When I handed off the orange cocktail, my phone dinged again. Once I had the second video open, I had to scramble to turn the volume down before anyone could figure out what I was watching.

Who knew Holly had that much of a screamer in her? I sure didn't.


Harvey went ahead and cut my check for the week, but I'd made enough in tips to float me until I had another weekday free. What I was more worried about was getting back to the boat. It was one of those fast descents of the staircase that almost tripped me up a few times.

You don't realize how far my boat is from the dock's entrance until you try getting to my place fast. The privacy on the far end was nice, but every trip home involved walking almost half a mile. It kept me healthy enough, but hauling groceries required buying my own folding dock cart.

A giant, pink flash just off the back of my boat caught my eye before I could step onto the front deck. Someone had inflated that giant flamingo floatie I'd picked up a year ago. Honestly, I'd never blown it up, because hell if Holly would use it. She hated the sun.

I walked down the pier running to the back of the boat. Lounging on the body of that PVC bird, I couldn't tell if it was Holly or not. The girl looked like her and had on the blue, pink, and black one-piece I'd never seen her wear. But her tits were almost pouring out of the top.

The pink sun visor cast her face in a magenta light, but that was Holly's face under all that makeup. I couldn't help admiring curves I never knew she had. Even her legs looked more toned than I remembered them.

She rose up and stared back at me, blonde curls dropping past her shoulders. When she wore her hair down, I knew she was really trying. But what hit me the hardest was that toothy smile.


I owe Joe my good bottle of bourbon.
 Thanks to whatever he'd given me, Holly was actually hot
. And even more than that, she looked like she was having the time of her life just lounging out there, showing herself off.

Holly waved and called out over thirty feet of water, “You're back!” She straddled the back of that flamingo and slowly kicked through the water until she was within arm's reach. “I got bored sitting in the boat, so I thought I'd tan a little.”

“You...” I couldn't help staring down at cleavage on par with Marina's. “Tanning?” It was like someone had lobotomized the preachy pseudo-intellectual right out of her, and then filled the blank space with plastic and silicon.

“I know you didn't care for how I looked and acted before, and it started bothering me all of a sudden.” She acted like this was her new normal. “I wasn't happy like I was before, so why not change?”

Getting a closer look at her face, I saw another change she was adamant about never making. “You plucked your eyebrows.” The girl had put herself through some pain, just to satisfy me in some small way.

“I'm glad you noticed.” She kicked the flamingo to the rear deck and crawled onto the edge.

I opened the gate and joined her on the deck. Hot wasn't the right word to describe her now. If I could only narrow it down to two, they had to be vain and bubbly. Or in other words, the exact opposite of how she was when she woke up.

Rubbing my eyes to make sure they weren't fooling me somehow, I couldn't deny how attracted I was to her now. Even during that fun honeymoon period of every new relationship where the sex is great and frequent, I didn't want to find an excuse to get her naked as much as I did in that moment. “So those videos were—”

“Great, right?”

“Uh,” I tried to put how amazing they were into words, “don't make those the only ones, please.”

Holly's shoulders bunched up as her face brightened even more. She let out a perky, “Okay!” She took a few steps toward the back door and then slid it open. “You coming?”


Soon, hopefully.
 “I'll be right there.” Someone had to keep that flamingo from drifting to who-knows-where.

Before I could pull it completely onto the boat, Holly was already getting impatient. “You've kept me waiting for hours.”

And I knew exactly what she'd been denied. I didn't worry about putting something on top of the floatie. Just on the deck would have to do.

As soon as I had the door closed behind me, I knew the air conditioner battle was over. But I didn't feel the cool air for long. Holly already had her body pressed against mine, her arms wrapped around my back.

“The only thing I could think about while you were gone, was that you were gone.” Which told me her old self was gone, too. “It was awful. I even had to get myself
 off.”

My nuts still ached. “At least you could.” If I tried the same thing behind the bar, I'd end up behind bars, and probably on the sex offender registry.

Her hands drifted down my back until they were gripping my ass. Moisture from the bottom of her swimsuit wicked into my slacks, but it wasn't cold like it was from the lake. “Maybe we can help each other with with that.”

As she looked up at me through the transparent sun visor, something had replaced that contempt I always saw in her eyes. I lied and said, “I don't know what's gotten into you.”

“Hopefully you, and soon.”


As her wetness soaked through my pants and into my boxers, I knew how lucky I was about to be. And this never wears off.
 I already knew I'd end up proposing to Holly instead of booting her ass out at the end of the summer.

I was about to speak when Holly cut me off. Pushing me back until I was standing against the bed, she let go of my ass and then slid her hands around my hips, my belt acting as the guide. “Oh no, I got your khakis wet.”

Again, I was about to open my mouth when she cut me off, this time without words. The sounds of my zipper and buckle coming undone almost made my brows join my hairline. She hated sucking dick or even giving an old-fashioned hand-job. Or at least, she used to.

“And your boxers too. I guess I'll just have to take them off for you.”

I couldn’t kick my shoes off fast enough. Using my hands to unbutton my shirt and then rip the tank off of my chest, I had stripped myself of everything she couldn't take care of. I even peeled my socks off by stepping on the toe and pulling my feet out.

Holly had me stripped faster than I had ever done so with my M4A1 while practicing drills. I helped by stepping out of the crumple of pants on the floor. As I tried backing myself onto the mattress, her hands gripped the front of my thighs.

She got down on her knees and tossed the visor off her head. “No, I wanna do it like this.” She'd never done that
 before, claiming that a woman providing oral on her knees was a sign of the dominance of the patriarchy.

That was the part about her new personality I liked most. Nothing had some hidden context to trip you up and ruin the mood. Here she was, just wanting to give me a damn nice blowjob, without all that political baggage getting in the way.

I let Holly have her way with me as her lips pressed against the head of my dick. One of her hands cupped my jewels while the other gripped around my base. And wouldn't you know it? As she took me in, she remembered to keep her teeth off of me for once.

Her hand around the base disappeared as she went deepthroat. I heard her moan around my shaft, thinking she was enjoying the flavor. It could have been that, given her new state, or it could have been from her hand going between her thighs.

The feeling of her tongue dragging and lashing turned the heat up more than her misguided air conditioning bans. I couldn't help guiding her along with a hand resting on the back of her head. I couldn't believe it myself, but she was actually great at this.

Holly's moans turned into muffled screams around my cock. The vibrations went straight down my shaft until I felt them in my hips. Whatever she was doing to herself, she was loving it.

I leaned harder against the raised bed, balling the sheets up in my fists. The sensation of her head twisting as she lunged back and forth felt like the kind of blowies I used to get before I met her.

Without a doubt, the Feminol had brought out the untapped potential Holly didn't even know she had. As her tongue cupped along the bottom of my dick and ground her buds against my skin, I couldn't keep my mouth shut any longer.

“Fuck,” my eyes slammed shut, “that's how you do it.”

I wished I hadn't said anything when she backed away and let her hand take over. “You've never complimented me about this before, so that's why I never did it.”

My eyes opened. Looking down at her, I couldn't believe the smile on her face. “You like
 doing this?”

“I do now, but I love how much you like it even more.” Still on her knees, Holly bent forward and pecked the tip with her lips. “Know what else I like?”

Ready to eat her cunt like summertime watermelon in return, I had to contain my enthusiasm. “I can return the favor.”

“That wasn't a favor.” She got off her knees and stood up, leaning her face and breasts against me. “That's how I'm supposed to say 'hello.'”

It wasn't just the words she strung together. The way Holly cocked her head at the end and grinned even harder. I wonder what the hell a second dose would do to her.


Her body slid to the left of me. Holly pressed against the mattress with her hands, her loose hair hiding her face until she whipped her head around to look at me. “Don't tell me you're the one with hang-ups now.”

I knew what she was hinting at. Stepping behind her, I gave her a hard swat on the ass, just to test the waters.

Holly returning the gesture on my face didn't happen. Another great change. “Again!”

“Good lord, my dick can only get so hard.” I wound my arm back and did it again anyway, my palm stinging as I let it stick against her rear.

Her back arched like it was the best feeling she'd ever experienced. The blush on her face wasn't out of shame, either. “One more time, even harder. I need to be punished for smarting off this morning.”

As Holly let out an agonized moan, I felt like I'd smacked the skin off my hand. The solid, pink outlines on her ass overlapped, leaving a crimson center that I knew would stick around a while. Just a day before, she'd have called the cops over this sort of thing.

The black strip between her legs moved to the side, pinched by fingers with candy red nails I'd never seen painted before. The only thing she was missing there was the length. But compared to what else I was looking at, nobody gives a damn about her nails.

Juicy and taut from self-imposed neglect, my girlfriend's slit looked ready to go for once. I couldn't help admiring it in the new light. Shaved clean and ready beats unkempt and, just kinda there, any day.

Holly looked back at me, almost insulted that I hadn't taken advantage yet. “Go on, she missed you while you were gone.”


She?
 I'd only ever heard Holly refer to her muff as a vagina. And let me tell you, when she used to describe sex in technical terms, in a disapproving tone... It'd kill the libido of a teenager hopped up on Viagra.

Not wanting to fuck up a guaranteed thing, I jabbed the tip against her opening and felt just how wet she really was. With hardly any force, I was slipping deeper. Tight as she was, it was like trying to brake down an icy hill.

Holly let out a sigh like I'd untied a knotted ball of stress in her. One of her legs lifted until I felt the sole of her foot against my side. “I needed that so much, I thought I was gonna die
 waiting on you.”

Wrapping my hands around the small of her waist, I pulled back and then sent myself right back in. I felt the tension in her muscles relax when I eased into a steady hump. It was like when you tell someone that getting laid would calm them down, except this was no joking insult.

If that was enough to send her into a state of deep relief, I had to wonder what fucking her brains out could do. But I couldn't leave it as a theory. Rearing back and taking a fistful of hair, I breathed deep and readied myself for the first ass-slamming fuck I'd dished out since meeting Holly.

The crack
 of our bodies echoed as I picked up speed and force. Down the long and narrow interior of the boat, the echoes merged with the origins themselves. That is, until Holly cracked and couldn't just bury her face in the bed any longer.

Right as she jerked her head back and started screaming, I knew I couldn't just finish like this. Enjoyable sex was a rarity with her, and I couldn't count on her changes being permanent. I pulled out and lifted her onto the bed by her thighs.

She rolled over, staring at me like I'd lost my mind. “What did you stop for? I was loving
 that!” The straps of the one-piece slid from Holly's shoulders as she freed those new D-cups.


Jesus.
 Whatever had drained from her mind had gone straight to her tits. “I never noticed until now, but those are incredible.”

Holly leaned back and wriggled herself the rest of the way out of the swimsuit. She wasn't just hot now. She had to be placed on an altar and bowed down to.

I helped by guiding the stretchy fabric down her legs. When I got it down to her ankles, all hell started breaking loose. I couldn't help pulling her to the edge of the bed and staring down at the full glory spreading beneath me.

Without thinking about it, I had my head between her thighs. The skin around her cunt was so smooth, it was satisfying to even brush my face against it. My lips and tongue started thanking her for that blowjob.

Her fingers caught in my hair, forcing me to push my mouth even harder against her pussy. She'd never minded me
 going down on her, but sometimes that was all I got to do with her. Now she was writhing and moaning with every stroke of my tongue. I couldn't help moaning myself.

She broke the whimpering fit long enough to say, “Flattering me like this will get you anywhere you want.” Now Holly knew it wasn't just an expected service, but an act of worship toward a goddess in the flesh.

I kept her going like that until I felt her muscles quiver against my head. Ramping it down, I let her off easy. I wouldn't last long enough to get her off again before I popped, so we were going over the edge together.

With one last flick, I backed away. Instead of just plowing back inside where I stood, I guided her back as I climbed up on the bed. Her hands took hold of my shoulders as I dropped on top of her.

“Fuck the hell out of me. I know you want to come so
 bad.”

And I knew where. She'd always let me fill her up, being on the pill and all. But now she couldn't hide her enthusiasm as she sent a hand down to put my dick back in its rightful home.

I forced myself deep inside without hesitating. Holly braced herself by gripping the covers, locking her in place as I moved around within her body. Her body tightened up as she ordered, “Come on, fuck me like you're paying by the minute.”

The amount of cash I'd have gladly parted with for that kind of sex wasn't anything to sneeze at. As I thrust deep again, Holly's legs wrapped around the small of my back and my ass. Grunting and whipping myself hard, I found the angle of entry that drove both of us insane.

All that was left for me was keeping it up and making sure I lasted long enough for her to get the full benefit. I fought so hard to keep myself from lying on top of her that my biceps were starting to cramp. Nothing was too much of a price to keep that feeling intact.

Holly broke the long chain of screams and whimpers to blare out, “That's fucking it! Harder!” It was a drastic change from her bitching about me being too rough, like her pussy was made of paper-thin glass.


Fucking hell, she's helping me go deeper.
 The tightening of her thighs against my side told me Holly was trying to lock me in when my body finally hit its limit. Fucking marvellous.

“Come on.” She let out a hard moan as I rammed into her again. “This is how you make a baby.”

Now it wasn't just a cunt to come in. Holly had a body and attitude that made
 you want to put your seed in her. Even knowing she was on birth control, the primal part of my mind took over enough to make me forget about that.

Her arms joined her legs in wrapping around me. “Fucking come!”

Lines of sweat streaked down my face as my hair clung to my forehead. I still had a bit left in me, but her words began sapping that shred of resistance.

The smooth texture of her legs as they squeezed around me merged with the lilting screams. Completely in time with the hard shocks I was driving into her, Holly was giving me the loudest form of praise she could. With no stubble and plenty of excess wetness drenching the bed, nothing about her body kept me from going full-throttle.

Both of us buried our face in the other's neck. I knew stopping would throw her into an orgasmic fit. But fortunately for us, she could keep going wild until my body gave out.

With her breath heating up my skin, Holly seethed, “Fucking come in me, please!” The dig of her fingertips into my back drove the point home.

The rush in my loins announced itself with a hard moan I didn't know I was gonna let out. Another one emptied my lungs. Sucking the air back in as I took a quick pause, I knew it was time.

Holly locked up all around me. I couldn't have pulled out if I wanted to. I fucking went with it, using the hell out of that last burst of effort.

My cock was feeling too
 much, like a girl going down on you right after you come. My arms shook and my eyes slammed shut. A shuddering whimper out of Holly was all it took.

The release of blue balls getting cured washed over my entire body. I knew she had to feel the burst inside of her. But at the time, I couldn't focus on anything other than how much better I felt. Who knew giving a gift could feel so good?

Every shot rang out with a grunt until I was almost drained. Holly's pussy twitched, forcing me to dig out what I needed for a final gush. Between the heat of our bodies, the sweat, and the total exhaustion, it was like she'd turned the goddamned air off again.

Her voice was weak and shaky, but Holly knew what she wanted. “How long until you can do that again?” I couldn't even catch my breath yet, but Holly was already begging for more.

I gave myself a moment, panting and feeling the ache in my muscles. What if she really does stay like this?
 I knew I'd keep her if that was the case, but I didn't know how I'd keep up with her.


After shambling up the hill for my next shift a few days later, I knew I was in for a long night. Joe was already getting the bar ready when I walked in. The grin on his face told me he knew what I'd been dealing with.

“She's insatiable now, isn't she?”

I dropped my elbows on the corner of the bar and felt the lactic acid burning all through my body. Even when she knew I was totally destroyed, Holly still knew how to beg one more round out of me. “When does it start wearing off?”

Joe bent over to check our stock of house liquor. “It doesn't.”

I was overjoyed and horrified at the same time. “So how do you keep up?” The guy hadn't gotten any exercise since high school gym class, most likely.

He stood back up and looked at me like I was an idiot for not knowing the solution already. “Are you kidding me? You
 don't.”

The idea of Holly patrolling the dock for a schlong to ride started worrying the hell out of me. “I don't know if five guys could keep up with Holly now.”

“That's why you get her a friend with the same problem she has.” Joe pulled another vial out of his riding jacket. “Same as last time, fifty bucks.”

I dug in my slacks for my wallet. Marina'd be a wonderful choice.
 And I had my own reasons for wanting to make her a nymphomaniac on par with Holly.

Holding two twenties and a ten between my fingers, I pushed the bills in Joe's direction. He snatched them away and set the vial down in front of me. “Don't go using this on any of the customers here, though. It's probably not a good idea to shit where we eat, and all that.”

Vivian, the brunette waitress from the restaurant side I'd thought of trying to bed after kicking Holly out, popped her head in. “Guys, Harvey thinks it's gonna be a busy night. Want us to text the drink orders instead of running tickets from the kitchen?”


Fuck.
 I couldn't help wishing she'd step in so I could get a look at her brilliant ass, even in her wait uniform. “Text 'em to mine.” I was happy to bark the orders and let Joe pull his weight.

When she left, Joe stepped around the bar and slapped me on the back with a pudgy hand. “So which one of us is gonna get her someday?”


BIMBO ACADEMY

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

“Uh, yeah.”

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

“Nice to meet you, I guess.”

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

“And you are?”

“Your father never talked about me?”

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

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


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

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

“Uh huh...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You recognize this room?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And you'll tell me without joking?”

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

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

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

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

“You fought for the Soviets?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“To be honest, I think he hates you.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“So she was a student.”

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

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

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


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

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

“I have staff while I'm learning?”

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Serve me?”

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


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

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

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

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

“Anya, this is Alexei.”

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

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

Grandfather noticed. “Anya, sledoyte za treneepobkoy.”

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

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

“Alexei, take out your bracelet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You have TB?”

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


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

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

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

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

“You're not leaving so I can...”

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


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

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

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

“None of this bothers you?”

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That's good to hear.”

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

“Why?”

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean, the old you.”

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

“I'm sorry about this.”

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

“I mean what just happened, too.”

“That is my fault. I was weak.”

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

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


Me?
 “I don't believe that.”

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“Lesson?”

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

“I just did, didn't I?”

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

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

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


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

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


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

“Nyet!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It was a question.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

“Do not hesitate. Make me regret it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You are not satisfied?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I pushed her forward again.

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You're still not done.”

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

“Good, you're behaving now.”

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

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

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

She shook her head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anya tried to block with her hands. Totally unacceptable.

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

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

“Khu'i!”


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


BIMBO CODE 2: STOLEN PROPERTY

Dr. Clare was licking me clean just like before. This time it was even easier to claim her, and I felt like I had fully recovered in seconds. In fact, I was rock hard and ready to go another round by the time she finished.

Things had gotten a little more acrobatic at my place. My bedroom was a wreck from the crazy romp we'd had. I was shocked the neighbors hadn't called the police already. Even from the sidewalk, it wouldn't have been hard to tell someone was having either a bad day, or a really good one they'll brag about for decades.

I sat up on the edge of my bed as Dr. Clare put her oversized sweater and the same sort of skirt she had worn for work back on. It was a shame to hide that body, but outside of sheet-clawing sex, the girl was all business.

The giant binder Dr. Clare had brought was still on the floor where she had left it to pursue more important matters. With that out of the way, she handed it to me and said, “This is the guidebook for selecting Prime Recipients. I hate to say it, but we'll need information on every woman you...” she trailed off, cheeks flushing red.

“Have sex with. Got it.” I pulled a form out of the front binder pocket and gave it a quick glance. “Wait, this kind of thing has paperwork too?”

“Of course. How else do we know you're not making these women up? We have to screen and then follow them to check for birth for your payment to clear as well.” I watched her sit back down and start working on getting her hair back in a bun. “I'm sure you'd like to get your full pay.”

“So they get tested too?”

Dr. Clare sighed and scooted right up against me. “Everyone has had blood drawn these days. A genetic test and background check isn't hard for us.”

I don't know why I looked for a pen on my bed. “So I need to fill one of these out for you.”

“Already taken care of. If an overseer for GeneFactor witnesses it, we can report it.”

“I'd say you had a pretty good view of what happened.”

The ice queen's exterior cracked with a little more blushing. “Will you drop that shit? It wasn't like I intended for it to happen.”

“You sound like you regret it.”

Her cheeks were on fire after that. “I never had a first-hand experience with our treatment. Now I know exactly how well it works.”

“So you totally wanted it.”

“You know what I mean. It just, I don't know, turned into the only thing I wanted out of life.” The shame was about to break her. “And I know exactly how it happened too.”

The iron was hot. “I thought you had some of it in you when we first met. No woman is that serious unless she's repressing something.”

“You're calling me a slut.”

“No, just my
 slut. I don't see any shame being that for one guy. Hell, I think it's admirable.”

“It's your fault.” Cynthia lied back on my mattress and ran her fingers down my back. “Besides, it's my job is to turn you into a man-whore. There's not many things admirable about those.”

“Unless you're a man.”

I watched the skirt slide down her legs beside me. “Will you shut the fuck up and show me what's so great about being a slut again?”


I hated to see Dr. Clare leave in the morning, and she hated not going for another round after we'd dried off from an incredibly steamy shower. The only thing left in my day was taking my daily dose of Patrem Delta and trying to bust through that guidebook. After my meeting on Friday and cashing my first $5,000 check, quitting via a text to my shit pile of an ex-boss was perfectly justified.

Starting from the front cover, I had worked my way through half of the binder by late morning. The genetic requirements for a Prime Recipient felt impossible to judge until I had gone over the physical signs. The shape of the body, symmetry in the face, and every other quality in a woman was covered.

It wasn't until I got to the example portion that I realized men have a built-in nose for this sort of judgment call. When you see a perfect ten, you know by instinct. The only exceptions to that rule are a special class of women who may or may not be Prime Recipients, depending on the male they're paired with. It explained the women who drive you insane, but you can't figure out why. We'll call them 'your type.'

By the way, my body was in fact changing from the treatment. I wasn't out of shape in any sense of the term, but I know I didn't have abs a week before. Like I said, Patrem Delta was a miracle drug, and I still hadn't seen the last of its effects.

But with the evening in front of me, I was ready for a second victory. The only problem was finding a perfect ten on a Monday night.


I was driving around town trying to figure out that ancient question: “Where all the hotties at?” A fifteen year old Mustang didn't draw girls in like it did when I first got it, so it was time to get out and search on foot. Wandering around the mall was my last option, but it stood a better chance than anything else I could think of.

With only an hour until closing I found a parking spot close to the main entrance. A few clothing stores had a policy of only hiring people who look just as good as the ad models. The way my shoulders widened and my hips narrowed over the past several days left me needing clothes that actually fit anyway.

I kept an eye out the whole walk to Burlemire & Fitz. I could afford to be picky, but I wouldn't turn down a solid MILF who met the criteria. Back in college, giving a sympathetic ear to a cougar in a nightclub fresh off the wrong side of a divorce was the easy way to get a night that'd grind your pelvis to dust. A few good eights tempted me, but this wasn't my usual night of desperation hunting. Settling meant I didn't get paid.

The store was as dimly lit and dim-witted as I remembered. A few girls browsed in their section. Two sixes. A quick look through the mens' side made my eyes roll. Even if I was in my late-twenties, I was a decade late for this stuff. A guy my age dressing like a teenager, driving the same car he had as a teenager, would make a mid-life crisis look like a sniffle.

I turned around to leave when I spotted a blonde, flannel wearing deity carrying a tower of shirts walking right at me from the stockroom. She passed right by me and I almost broke my neck catching a look at her backside. The motion of her heart-shaped ass in those tight jeans made my nuts fizz as much as her front.

She had everything the guidebook called for, right down to being the kind of girl I went apeshit over. The only question was if my powers could make her go all the way with a complete stranger. I'd met Cynthia before I took control of her, and it was just the two of us in that entire building. This was going from zero to banging, in full view of at least seven other people in the store. But I couldn't let this one go.

Even with my new abilities, the same butterflies you always feel when reaching out of your league stomped at my guts with combat boots. No fucking way I'd have tried this before.
 My palms felt slick and the metallic taste of adrenaline filled my mouth. I started toward her, fighting to breathe normally.

She hummed a pop song I'd heard a few times as she organized the t-shirts on a display table. Looking for any excuse to talk, I grabbed the first pair of khakis off a rack that I could grab. As soon as I took my next step, the pair slid from my grip.

My target stopped when she heard the hanger clatter against the tile floor. I was on it like money on a golf course, snatching the pants out of the floor before I missed more than a step. Her grin at me said everything up to and including dumbass
.

The rush of color to my cheeks had dragged me from augmented alpha male back down to the bottom in an instant. I'm still fucking this up? What the hell's the matter with me?
 I almost jogged to the changing rooms, ready to hid from the world, or at least the blonde I'd let have the best of me with a glance.

I locked the door behind me and sat on the changing bench. The next few seconds was me staring at myself, cussing under my breath that I was still scared shitless about even approaching a girl out of my league. The pants I had grabbed were too big for me anyway.


You know you can make her do whatever you want, so why is it still so fucking hard?
 I felt like butterflies were going to war in my stomach. The look of pure terror in the mirror eased into embarrassment.

Every person has a point in their lives when they decide to give in or give it their all. This was mine. The only thing stopping you from fucking that girl silly is yourself, and you know it.
 I clenched my fists and started building the pressure behind my forehead. Even if it doesn't work, at worst you'll look like a fool in front of a girl you'd never see again anyway.


I pulled the front of my shirt up and admired the changes in my body. I wasn't the same man I was before Patrem Delta. My body was made for bedding any woman I wanted, but the mind would need work for a long time still.


I could fuck her on the counter if I wanted. The fuck am I standing here for?
 I grabbed the khakis and marched out of the dressing room. The blonde was still working on the display as I put the pants back on the rack. Her quick glance didn't faze me this time. You'll never be able to ignore or intimidate me again.
 I was pissed with myself already.

I gathered myself and took a deep breath. Closing the distance between us, I locked in on her eyes, blue as the California sky.  A mix of confusion and apprehension spread over her face as I planted my hands on the display, it being the only thing between us. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere.


A bubble of pressure released in my head. Spots drifted in my peripheral vision for a moment. The blonde's head bowed enough to let me know it had worked.

I moved to her side of the table as soon as I knew I wouldn't pass out. Part of me wanted to go at her right then and there. I put a hand on her shoulder with no reaction and asked, “What's your name?”

Her voice was sweet, like she had met a walking dream. “Zoey May.”


That was easy.
 “When do you get off work?”

“Nine o'clock.”

I pulled a dollar bill and a pen from  my pocket and scribbled my address and apartment number. I handed it to Zoey and ordered, “Meet me after you get off.”

She leaned in close and took a breathe. It was adoration in her eyes. “Yes, sir.”

“And don't be so formal.” It was creeping me out.

“Okay.”

That wasn't much better. Even if Zoey was putty in my hands, she sounded dumb as a second coat of primer. I leaned in and whispered, “Try to act sexy, alright?”

She grinned and twirled a lock of hair. “Right now, or later?”


Shit.
 “Around me, anyway.”

I let Zoey nudge against me and felt her nibble on my earlobe. She buried her nose in my neck and said, “Why should I wait?” The tickle of fingers danced on my crotch. “You're hard right now.”

“At my place.” I started backing away. “You might want to keep your job.”


I sped home, hard as a Louisville Slugger. Even the pictures on her social media accounts were wank material. Zoey was definitely the kind of hot blonde you pulled up among friends just to say, “Yeah, I hit that.” Her bikini shots from last year almost put my jaw on the floor.

My apartment seemed pitiful compared to what a girl like her would expect, but the kind of control I had made that irrelevant. If Zoey would follow any order I gave her, the framed baseball jerseys and shot light bulbs wouldn't matter. Banging her would get me enough money to finish paying off my student loans and pay the deposit on a far swankier place than that shit hole.

I filled in what information I could on my paperwork with the last few minutes. Scribbling frantically, I was already imaging what her clothes hid from me. It was the first time I'd gotten a boner from filling out a form.

Two sharp knocks rapped out from my door. I unbuttoned my shirt and let my new abs show. If I was pumping out pheromones like Dr. Clare had said, I wanted them getting to Zoey as much as possible.

I opened the door and almost fell over at the sight of her. Her cheeks were already blushing. A good four buttons were undone on her shirt, showing that pink bra and cleavage to the world.

Zoey stepped in without saying a word. I slipped back into my old patterns and asked, “How about a drink?”

She looked at me for a second, admiring the line of abs going down my torso. Her fingers drifted under my shirt as her arms wrapped around my waist. “I'm fine, but I can make you one if you'd like.”

This idea will be important later, but I hadn't even considered that Patrem Delta would let me turn any woman into an outright servant. Turning them into sluts I understood, but this was news to me.

“I'm good,” I said, wondering what to do with this girl. I cracked a smile and joked, “Blowjobs are always welcome in my house.”

Zoey returned the smile and dropped to her knees. It wasn't until she was fighting to get my pants open that I realized what I had done. I ran my fingers through her hair and let my newest toy have her way. I had the same level of control over her as I had over Dr. Clare.

Those pouty lips parted to take me in, Zoey letting her tongue rub hard against the underside of my cock. I leaned my head back and moaned, letting Zoey know she was acing it.

Zoey backed off and wrapped a hand around my shaft. She cocked her head and took me back in. I didn't know if this dick-sucking of a lifetime was born from practice or natural talent. And I didn't care one bit.

I let Zoey suck to her heart's content as I stared back down at her. There's nothing to stop me from doing this with any woman I want.
 I thrusted to the back of her throat, filling her mouth completely.

Zoey returned the gesture, rocking herself back and forth like she was mad at my dick. I let her do it, admiring the expert way she kept her teeth away from my skin. A few more minutes of this and I'd have been done.

But I had a job to do. I eased her head back and asked, “A little enthusiastic, don't you think?”

She let my tip go with those lush, ruby lips. “I know you're not complaining.” The way she enjoyed stroking her hand along my length with that little bit of twist was almost too sexy.

“You're good, I'll give you that much.” I watched the look of pride light her face up. “I bet you can do even better lying down.”

“My boyfriend never complains like this.” It was news to me. Sucks to be him now, I suppose.

She gave another pump on my shaft, making me shiver in place. I put a finger under her chin to guide her up as I said, “I hope he likes to share.”

Zoey giggled at the idea. “He'd kill us both.”

It made the idea of coming inside her even better. I released the few buttons remaining on Zoey's shirt. She started on her jeans and kicked off her flats. I let her finish and said, “Lie down on the coffee table.”

This girl's body was incredible. Perfect legs ended in an ass that could kill a man with a weak heart. Her breasts invited me to bury my face in them, almost pouring out of that pink bra.

Zoey swiped the magazines off the table and lied back exactly as I told her. I stepped over and saw her eyes begging for me to claim her. She was almost too perfect.

I got on my knees for a change, ready to return the worship. Grabbing at her waist, I pulled Zoey down the table until her ass rested on the edge. I hooked my fingers around the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs until they were at home in the floor.

A cute little landing strip of blonde let me know Zoey didn't get her hair color from a bottle. Below it was a sight that made angels weep. Her tight pussy lips called my name.

I leaned in and teased around the edges. Zoey gasped and cradled the back of my head with her hands, her thighs resting on my shoulders. She had a warm embrace like a blanket right out of the dryer.

I traced the line of her slit, teasing another gasp out of Zoey. I let my tongue lap against everything but exactly what she wanted. Within seconds Zoey was whimpering for me to stop toying with her.

Backing away, I parted her folds with my fingers. Zoey's tiny clit almost pulsed. I toyed with it only enough to be cruel.

Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me forward and right into that furnace of a pussy. I went ahead and granted her wish, lashing my tongue against her pearl. Zoey moaned her thanks, driving me to lick harder and faster the louder she got.

The grip on my hair tightened as her thighs closed around my head. I felt Zoey arch her back, screaming loud enough to wake the neighbors. Going at it with all I could summon, I worked Zoey up until her body flexed like a single band of muscle.

She was as close as an arrow through your heart. I slid a finger inside her, feeling the insane wetness that barely contained itself inside her body. Zoey rocked and tensed up as her voice echoed in my tiny apartment.

I gave it one last push, curling my finger and wearing my tongue out. Zoey burst out in a fit of tremors, losing her voice as she tried to moan in triumph. I stood back as she shook out the last of her climax.

At some point during all this, she had managed to get her bra off. And what a great pair she had. This was exactly what I was born to experience.

Zoey quivered with the tail of her orgasm and looked up at me. She got up and loked like she had gotten a blessing from above.

I was still on the opposite side of the table. Instinct told me to lie her down on my couch, but my cock was too impatient. I got to Zoey and spun her around, pinning her breasts against the wall with a hand between her shoulder blades.

The head of my cock pressed against her entrance as I let my pants and boxers fall. Zoey gasped and braced her arms against the wall, trying to break free. Something wasn't right.

I let go of her and stepped out of the pile of pants on the floor. Zoey spun around and said, “Wait, I'm not on birth control.”

Every part of me wanted to hike one of her legs up and start fucking her anyway. “You know you still want it.”

She bit her lip and settled back down. My control of her will overrode any concerns she had. “You mean you don't care if I end up having your baby?”

It was the point of what I was doing. “It's the only thing you want.”

Zoey's eyebrows shot up. “I don't know why, but you're right.”

I pulled my shirt off and stepped out of my socks. Zoey's hands went right to my abs. I ran my fingers down the curve of her waist. “Tell Brad it's his baby. He won't have to know any better.” I felt a twinge of guilt over it, but it was my job.

Her fingers wrapped around my dick again. Zoey pulled me into her, letting go and jumping to wrap her legs around me. My shaft found home as the hot, slick walls of her pussy took me in.

Zoey's breath was just as warm and she whimpered into my neck. I wrapped my arms around her, thrusting like I was trying to stab right through her. She was right back to screaming when I got into the rhythm of it.

I pulled her higher up, using that new strength in my arms to bounce Zoey on my shaft. She fit me like a tailored glove, tight enough to send a bolt of electricity up my core every time she slid against the length of my cock. She was too wet, too hot, and too ready.

I kept her bouncing on me as I stepped backwards to the couch. We fell together, her on top and riding me like nothing had happened. The way Zoey swished her hips quickly to the right, then slowly back to the left almost blew my fuse.

Zoey was going for it, enjoying the sex but working on finishing me off as soon as possible. She started working herself front to back, massaging me in just the right places with that tight piece of heaven. She leaned in and whispered, “It's alright, come inside me.”

I was ready and willing, but letting it end as soon as it started would have been a damn shame. Grabbing Zoey by the shoulders, we almost fought over who was in control. Wrestling her onto her back, she squirmed with her back against the cushions, still trying to milk me for what she wanted.

My balls tightened as I felt precome slick her up that much more. I was nearly cooked. Zoey picked up the pace, ripping her hips underneath me.

I pulled back and out of her without warning. Zoey still clung onto me with her arms and legs, desperately trying to get me back inside her. I peeled her off of me and let her drop back into the couch.

She looked heartbroken as I stood and looked down at her. She already had her fingers between her legs, keeping herself primed and ready. Breaking off at the last second like that had already set me on a direct course for a case of blue balls from hell. But Zoey had to work harder than that to get what she wanted.

“Come on, you haven't finished yet,” she begged.

I pulled her hand back up, leaving her pussy criminally neglected under the circumstances. Forcing her to stand, Zoey was already trying to get back on me until I said, “Bend over the arm of the couch, now.

She left both feet on the floor, presenting her ass as her breasts pillowed out from underneath her. I propped a foot on the cushions and lined myself up. Zoey was already wiggling her rear with excitement.

I didn't lollygag, sliding my tip between the folds of her pussy and easing my way back in. Her head rocked back as she moaned, “That's it, hurry up and come for me.” I pulled back and then rammed hard. “Fuck yes!”

That little bit of rest I got didn't dampen my fire at all. I crashed against Zoey, giving her a swat that rang out and reverberated around the room. It only got her hotter as she looked back, her face as flush as the hand print I'd left on her ass. It was a look of possessed bliss in her eyes.

I groaned as I felt the rush of come rising in my loins. She got one more thrust before I pulled out again. It was too late.

Zoey rose up and whipped around, dropping right to her knees. A thick rope shot against her tits. “No, that's not where I wanted it!” A second jet streaked across her cheek as she tried to get my cock in her mouth.

She took me in to the base, my load emptying down her throat. The look of disappointment she gave me told me the story. I shuddered with the last few spurts, Zoey letting the come go down as her consolation prize.

I pulled myself out of her mouth, seeing the thick coat of pearly goodness on Zoey's tongue. She licked the top of her mouth and swallowed. “I thought you wanted to come in my pussy.”

“I'd planned on it, but damn. I fucked that up.”

I caught my breath as Zoey stood and fondled my junk. “But you're still hard. How in the hell does that happen?”

She was right. Every part of me felt drained, but my cock was still ready to go. Chalk it up to yet another benefit of Patrem Delta.

Zoey cocked her head back at the couch and then gathered the shot on her face up with a finger. I took the hint and sat down. She towered over me, licking her finger like it had fresh cake batter on it.

I watched as she leaned down and said, “I'm not done with you until you come in this pussy.”

It felt like if I ran, Zoey would give chase and tackle me. I've been in worse positions in life. She turned with he back to my face and took a seat in my lap, my shaft ending up wedged between her thighs.

Zoey scooted forward to get me in position and then back again, filling herself with the erection that shouldn't have been there. We both leaned back as I cupped her breasts, admiring the slight give in each copious handful.

Her waist and hips rocked to some silent rhythm as I got the lap dance you really want at the strip club. I was overloaded, sensitive as always after coming. Zoey didn't care, taking every grunt as encouragement.

I clawed at the upholstery, hanging on for dear life. I craned my neck back, gasping as the world around me went electric, my vision shrinking to a tunnel. Every nuance of how her pussy felt against me felt like it was designed to torture me with too much of a good thing.

A desperate moan for her to stop just seemed to piss her off. Zoey shimmied in place, making me think I was getting close to death. What a hell of a way to go it would have been.


It's too much. Fuck, fuck. Fuck!
 I was on the verge of passing out as Zoey kept taking liberties with my spent cock. My family jewels twitched, as if my body knew I wasn't getting out of this alive if it didn't give Zoey exactly what she wanted, and plenty of it.

The life force drained out of me as the rise continued. I barely registered the words as she said, “That's it, come again for me.”

Zoey's fingers curled around my sack when she spread her legs. It let her rock forward and lean against my knees, using her legs for some good old-fashioned up and down fucking.

Her voice went up and octave as she screamed at the floor. I could tell Zoey was almost as spent as I was. Her walls contracted against me, wet and shivering with a biological need for what only I could give her.

“Fuck, that's it!” Zoey pulled at her own hair, almost crying as she went berserk. “I'm coming. God! Fucking come with me!”

My senses exploded as Zoey clamped hard on my shaft. Somehow my body still had enough in it. The instant my first jet of come erupted inside her, I felt like I was on the verge of a coma.

Zoey shrieked as her entire body rocked back. She had me deep, taking the second pump at the limits of her pussy. She leaned her face back against mine. “Fuck yes, get me pregnant!”

The words sent an incredible shock through my body, forcing it to exhaust every bit of reserve in a quest to fill Zoey to the brim. My arms went limp with the third and fourth, as forceful and plentiful as what she had swallowed.

My mouth opened on its own as my lungs spasmed. The last thing I heard was Zoey whispering as she took the last load, “Mmh, thank you.”


I opened my eyes, noticing the light coming through the windows showing it was just after sunrise. Zoey had wrapped around me, her skin as smooth and warm as I remembered. Neither of us had a shred of clothing on our bodies, but she was plenty of cover.

She roused at the same time, between myself and the back of the couch. Somehow, my body had recovered. I wanted to cuss at my dick for chubbing up already.

“You had a workout last night,” she whispered, rubbing my left pec with her hand.


I guess I did the job last night. Damn, that was rough.
 I put my arms behind my head and looked to make sure there truly was a stunning blonde lying naked against my body. It all still felt like a dream at that point.

Her hand trailed down to my dick, working on getting another erection out of me. “I promise I'll be good this time.” Zoey's voice was far too pleasant for this early in the morning. “But I don't even know your name yet.”


And you let me come inside you anyway. That's fucking awesome.
 A war started brewing in my head over going back to sleep or fucking Zoey senseless. “I'm not sure I've got it in me this soon.”

Fingers danced along my shaft, rigid and straight as a flagpole. “Your body can't lie.”

I wrapped an arm around her and nudged Zoey closer. My hand rested just below her belly button. I knew my seed was already going to work inside her.

“I can even do all the work again. I don't mind.”

Her hair felt like strands of silk against my cheek. I let my hand drift lower, taking a good feel between her thighs. “I'm sure my neighbors are pissed enough about last night.”

“Fuck it. Wake them up.”

She was already wet as I slipped a finger inside. Poor Greg at least deserved something. I focused on the inside of my forehead and said, “I'll go again, but you have to promise to be like this all the time, from now on.”


Dear god we left the place a wreck that morning.




BIMBO TRAINER 3

My next client was on his way. God, I hated tech millionaires. Old money and Wall Street players I can tolerate. But there's no strain of arrogance quite as strong as what you find in those Silicon Valley kids. Why he had moved to New York City, I can't figure out for the life of me.

This city has a habit of chewing up and spitting these guys out. Sheltered middle-class geniuses with no experience on the streets always have a hard time adapting. And if he hadn't experienced the true nature of The Big Apple yet, I wanted to make sure to give him the introductory lesson.

Somewhere, back in that instinctive part of my brain, I wanted to bare my teeth and give him a taste of what his move entailed. If that could be part of the lesson, this would be an easy job. I waited eagerly in my study, looking out the window for any vehicle that might pull in.

The wife, however, was definitely worth getting excited over. She had just stopped cheerleading for an NFL team in her mid-twenties. Her fool of a husband really believed she'd fit the role of a corporate wife. Her complete lack of refinement would leave her as out of place as a boat in the middle of the desert. Women like that were meant for the rich men of Omaha or Denver, not in the northeast among old money.

But who was I to judge people for loving wealth and beauty? Even with all the refinement that an elite education might provide, you still had to have something to offer other people. I was certain Sara had her charms.

Those were yet to be seen. I try not to judge the wives of the clients too much before meeting them. Sometimes even the most elegant women could prove as rough around the edges as a saw blade.


As I finished reading an article in that month's issue of The New Yorker, the flash of reflected light streaked across the ceiling. I looked out and saw an overcompensating Lamborghini glide up my driveway. For a couple still in their twenties, the Becks had plenty of money to waste.

Getting up from my chair, I looped my tie around my neck. I knotted a straight Windsor as I made my way down the stairs. It was going to take more than just a fancy car and a big breasted blonde to impress me.

I got to the front door and straightened my tie a final time. I always felt it necessary to overdress when I was fielding clients at home. There was nothing casual about my line of work.

Waiting for a knock, I had to wonder why the kid even moved to New York City. If he truly wanted to play in the big leagues, it was going to take more than good ideas. Brass balls and an iron stomach weren't enough either. You had to be calculating, ruthless, and even a bit of a sociopath to even try keeping up with the true power of the financial sector.

The sound of knuckles hitting the door was far too timid. I huffed the air out of my lungs and straightened myself up. Intimidating the little prick early was just part of the game. I took one step to the side and opened the door.

They matched about as well as sandals with a tailored suit. Not in terms of looks, but in the attitude with which they carried themselves. Sara was confident, even bold. But that husband of hers was a piece of work. I took his hand in greeting as I stared into him as hard as I could. He didn't say a word.

Jason Beck defied the physical stereotype I had in mind, but the goofy earpiece and that limp handshake told me what I needed to know. He was little more than the high school geek grown up, rich and compensating for his past by going after the cheerleaders he couldn't even approach before. In some people, even overcoming adversity is a sad act.

“Come in. As long as you're here, feel free to act like this is home.” The invitation didn't extend to sleeping in my bed for eating my food, but the formalities were expected. Not growing up rich myself, it took a bit to learn the finer points of graciousness in the presence of people who would gut you for a dollar.

Sara took the lead. I had to wonder about the bathing suit underneath that dress. The straps of red, white, and blue material on her shoulders didn't match the cream sundress she had on over it. “Jason said you were a modest man. Compared to all of his business partners here in New York, you're not as grandiose. It's a good change.”

I prided myself in not overcompensating for my background. Having come from a cheerleading past, I'm sure Sara appreciated the presence of someone else who didn't attend any part of the Ivy League.

I ushered them into the living room. Even my furnishings kept some bit of sanity. Nothing in my house was antique, as I saw no point in valuing something just because of its age. I can tell by the approving smile on Jason's face that we at least had one thing in common.

We all took a seat, Jason and Sara next to each other on the couch. I took my place on the love seat and propped one foot on my knee. As I draped my arms around the back of my throne, I looked up at the ceiling and asked, “Are you here for business reasons, or is this a personal visit?”

Sara was rightfully confused, but Jason knew exactly what I meant. “It's a mix of both. I have my own desires, but I recognize the need for learning something myself.”

It was a unique answer, I'll give him that. “What do you mean?”

“I've heard rumors about what really happens during your lessons.” The sudden spark of life from the husband shocked me a little bit.

“Does she know?”

Sara's eyes drifted over to Jason. She began to speak, but was suddenly cut off as her husband answered, “I don't know if she would have agreed to come if she knew what we were really doing.”

“Then why are you here?”

Jason pinched the skin between his eyebrows and looked down. He paused for a moment before clasping his hands together and resting his arms on his knees. Still casting his eyes away from me, he said, “Because every one of your clients I've talked to has had nothing but good things to say.”

“Of course. I take pride in my work.”

He finally looked me in the eyes for the first time. “Would you consider letting me do the physical part, while you advise? I don't mind paying three or even five times the standard rate.”

“And why is that?”

“I'm a powerful man in my industry.”

That had nothing to do with the situation, but it was cute to hear him try. The right to be arrogant is something you have to earn. “And your field makes you different from my other clients how, exactly?”

Not getting his way had to be hard for the poor bastard. Jason slumped back in his seat and stuck his chin out what he was about to throw a tantrum. He was sufficiently disarmed for me to move on.

I stood and took a few steps toward them. Jason shrunk back as his wife perked up out of curiosity. I looked her directly in the eyes, beyond the surface, and grinned. “Relax. Your husband brought you here for a very specific purpose.”

Sara's expression suddenly looked as airheaded as you would assume from a former cheerleader. I wondered exactly how much of the blonde bimbo stereotype she matched as well. Sometimes you just wanted a little mindless fun. As much as I liked the refined elegance of a wife who came from old money, they could wear on you after a while.

She kept staring at me as I said, “You can't have any objections to what we're about to do. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

I took that as license to slip the dress from her shoulders. Jason's balls finally came back. He jumped to his feet and did a pathetic job puffing up his chest.

“Sit the fuck down.” Jason did exactly as I commanded. I returned to the loveseat and leaned back.

Sara took the whole spectacle in stride and didn't even acknowledge her husband's little attempt at fighting back. And why would she? Sara had to know more about his likely inferiority complex than I could at that point.

I looked at her and had to wonder whether she was a real or bottle blonde. My bets were on the chemical route. So undignified. “Mrs. Beck, I need you to come here.”

Jason squirmed in his seat. I had never particularly been a bully, but I do enjoy knocking the self-important down a few pegs. That abrasive, blue LED on his earpiece flashed as his neck got tense.

I appraised her figure like a jeweler staring down a ring. Although Sara wasn't as toned as she probably was a few years ago, I never was really partial to a gym-bought body. It was just another way for some people to make up for some other weakness in their lives.

“Take off everything.”

Jason was beginning to settle in, knowing full well what was going to take place. I was surprised by the grace of her movements as the dress slid down her body and those breasts came into view.

I figured she was used to showing herself off. Hell, she had done it professionally for a few years before landing a twerp with a fortune. Sara pushed both thumbs under the waistband and revealed a thin little stripe of brunette. Bottle blonde after all.

“Now lie down on the table.” I kept that broad surface of mahogany clear of anything for a reason. It was perfect for giving the husband a front row seat for the show he had paid for, whether it was what he wanted to see or not.

Sara's bare back and ass pressed into the wooden slab. I thought it best to give Jason a lesson in what his wife truly wanted. Contrary to what most powerful men think, pleasing their partner is just as important as establishing dominance.

Getting down on my knees, I parted Sara's legs. She looked barely used down there, which I found surprising. But considering their year of marriage and the probable disappointment she had in Jason's performance, I shouldn't have been so shocked.

I let my tongue flitter along her slit. Parting those folds, I let my hands work on removing the tie I had just put a minor effort into putting on. By the time I got to work on her clit, I was undoing each button on my shirt, one by one.

The best results often come from a practiced hand, or mouth. I had Sara moaning and whimpering within seconds. The trick was always keeping up the same motion and rhythm until her reaction evened out. That's when you change it up a bit.

Sara's appreciation of my efforts reached my ears like a chorus of angels. The way she slowly worked her feet against my back drove me up a wall. I had seen it all, but the girl was too fucking seductive to need my lessons.

My index finger slid into her entrance as I let the other hand work on the rest of my clothing. I nibbled lightly on the hood around Sara's pearl, prompting a short little giggle out of her. The feeling of those thighs caressing the sides of my face had to be deliberate.

And what of her husband? I felt a bit confused about why he had brought her here. For a woman to get me that rock-hard, without even touching my dick, was a feat.

The slow rise in her voice required a bit of teasing. Some women surprise you with a climax out of nowhere, but Sara demanded effort on my part. It was a great change of pace, challenging my technique just enough to keep me from getting complacent.

But it snuck up on me, violently emerging without warning out of that crescendo of pants and gasps. I heard the crash of Sara's elbows against the table as she braced herself. Just a bit more, and she would be like putty

I slipped a second finger inside as Sara quivered against the solid mahogany. Her fingers curled up in my hair, pulling me harder into her valley. I gave her the tongue lashing of a lifetime in response. She was the sort of girl who needed to learn that aggression has its rewards, especially when your partner was as primed and ready as I was.

Sara's entire body rippled with energy as she let out that final cry. I kept going, feeling the hard tremor of overload shake her like a plucked guitar string. She finally jerked away and crashed her hands into her breasts, feeling the overwhelming jolt of too much of a good thing.

I looked at Jason and asked, “Exactly why did you bring her to me?”

He didn't have the tortured look I was used to from a husband. “That is exactly how I want her to act, all the time.”

That's the problem with tech industry folks. They believe themselves superior, but when they have a problem, don't you dare suggest they change something about themselves. “Does she ever get that excited for you?”

He paused for a second and leaned back. “I'm willing to learn.”

For a button-pusher, he was full of surprises. I couldn't resist thinking better of him for that. “Interesting.”

“Why's that?”

Sara was still gasping at the far end of the table, her pussy now a good two feet away from me. Jason looked at his perfect, young wife as I answered, “You act like you know what's going to happen, you look nervous, and then suddenly you seem fine with it.”

“Every experience can teach you something.”

I had never gotten that reaction from a husband before. To say the least, Jason Beck had caught me off guard. I decided that actually training his wife, the purpose my clients assumed was my only goal, might be interesting indeed.

Standing and offering my hand to Sara, let her slide back to my end of the table. I pulled her up to her feet and gave her a quick peck on the lips. She pushed her body into mine and fiddled with my pants. They dropped like a lead parachute.

I kicked every other article of clothing off of me and sat down on the loveseat. My cock stood ready and erect. Sara looked down and turned her body. Even from behind, the shape of her was like an ideal figure, formulated in a lab based on pure desire.

Giving that ass a quick swat, I kept admiring the scenery as she asked her husband, “Can I?”

Jason stayed silent. I picked up the slack in the conversation, knowing I still had control over her actions to some extent. “Show him what you've got.”

Sara lowered herself into my lap. I couldn't resist caressing those thighs and cheeks, loving every bit of that heavenly texture. Firm, yet soft, and smooth as chrome fresh from the cooling racks.

Jason coughed and leaned forward. I couldn't tell if he was studying or reeling from jealousy. I decided to let Sara take control. The heat from her pussy was already cooking my lap.

I let him take one final look at his wife before she settled on my cock. I felt her entrance consume the tip, taking me into those warm, wet confines. I knew Jason fidgeted at the sight of it, even without seeing him.

But if the point was not to teach Sara to be a demon in the sack, what was my purpose? In all honesty I just wanted to teach the little fool a little humility. Judging by the tense silence, it was a lesson he already knew. He had just forgotten.

Inside Sara, every bit of texture felt like a gift, perfectly made to drive a man wild with sensory overload. Her voice whimpered through my living room. She was a perfect student, taking to her study with enthusiasm. Assuming I didn't have a more subtle lesson to educate her in.

I felt her take a harder line on the movement. Her fingernails dug into my knees as Sara bent her head back. The cascade of curly blonde grazed against my chest. She knew exactly what it did to me.

Sara rocked herself back to take every inch of me inside. Her performance was beyond satisfactory, with those hips bobbing and weaving like my cock was a stripper pole. I put my hands on her waist and nudged her a bit to exaggerate those movements.

She took my suggestion in stride. Within seconds I had her rolling in place and stretching her hole in every direction. The silky texture of her flesh coursed along my skin with increased intensity after every single move.

Jason sighed, his wife blocking my view of his face. It wasn't hard to imagine the usual tension. The suckers always want their wives most when another man is having his complete way with her.

Sara leaned forward and gave me a swirl. Her voice was even sweeter with a hard cock planted inside her. “Do you like watching, baby?”

Not a peep out of him. And just as well. I was used to jealous cussing.

“He's bigger. You know that, right?”

I took hold of those breasts with both hands. Not a bit of sag in them. Perfect for bouncing with that young, perky energy, despite their size.

Sara turned her head and looked at me over her shoulder. “He's so fucking little and sad looking.” She gave a hard jolt of her waist, driving my eyes back in their sockets. “Can he join? I feel sorry for him.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her back. Her question didn't deserve an answer. I raised my knees I held her tight and began thrusting from below. Sara pushed one hand down to her clit and started rubbing like it was a magic lamp.

The hot flesh coursed along my shaft. I had her screaming within seconds, every muscle in her legs pushing her feet hard against my thighs. Each shout and whimper echoed through the room in rhythm with the bounce of her hair.

The buildup finally snapped in a fit of sudden tightness. Sara's walls grabbed at my cock, trying desperately to pull me deeper and trap me there. I was having no part of it, ramming myself balls-deep into her body as fast as I could.

The quiver in her shoulders announced that prolonged, ear-ringing yelp. After that, her throat locked and her teeth clenched. She felt like a rubber band getting drawn into more and more tension each second.

As soon as her fingers slipped off of her pearl, I knew exactly how far things had gotten. Slipping myself out of her slit, I pulled her tight. Her entire body rumbled against me, struggling against my hold.

I discard the spent little minx to the side. She fell into the other side of the loveseat, her head resting against the thick arm cushion. I looked to Sara's husband as I caught my breath.

The totality of Jason's insecurity was coming to light. I wanted him to suffer and see it for exactly what it was. Sara didn't seem to mind, knowing that what she had to offer as far beyond his ability to appreciate it.

I stood and gave him a sharp gaze. “Is she everything you imagined?” I tilted my head to let the question sink in. That's when Jason's true nature came out.

“I'm not the one who needs to be humiliated.”

My head cocked a bit more. “That's a new one to me.”

“My wife. She needs to learn some humility.”

I looked back at Sara. Her body had settled enough that her eyes were open again. “Did you hear that? He thinks you need to be degraded.”

She smiled a little. The blonde toy I had borrowed lifted herself up and asked, “You think he likes trying to act strong?”

Sara knew exactly what her husband was inside. And so did I. Overcompensating only brought a person's true nature out into the light.

I pushed her against the backrest of the loveseat, pinning those narrow shoulders into the upholstery. “You're an evil little thing.”

She grinned and spread those legs wide in a way only a former cheerleader could. “Just fuck me until he breaks.”

“You hear that, Jason?”

“I heard.”

No matter how brave of a front he put up, even the grandest paper fortress burns. “I know why you married this woman.”

I felt his stare from behind. The husbands always got quiet when they knew you had them figured out. Broker, politician, or nerd with a golden ticket.

Sara pouted her lips and pushed herself a bit closer to me. “Everything you couldn't have before, you feel like you deserve. It's pitiful.”

“Blow me.”

“Struck a nerve, didn't I?”

Sara nodded and giggled. But I wasn't letting her get away without a lesson of her own. That false sense of superiority she held would bite her tight ass soon enough.

I felt like clearing my throat, but resisted. The extra hoarseness carried my intention even more clearly. “Sit back and watch the story of your life.”

“You don't know the first fucking thing about me.”

“And you're not as unique and special as you think you are. You're just another weakling who scrambled his way to the top.”

“Why would you hold that against me?”

I turned and looked at Jason. “I don't, but if you let your balloon gets too inflated, it only pops louder.”

Jason squinted his eyes and slapped his hands into his thighs. “You don't know what it's like to be better than everyone else when they can't see it.”

I never went that far into narcissism. “Every nut who thinks he's Napoleon thinks the exact same thing.” I turned back to Sara, running my fingers along that soaked channel.

He didn't speak another word. I gave his wife the light touch. But unlike Jason, I knew to carry it with confidence and authority.

With the destruction of his ego, I was ready to teach the final part of the lesson. While I enjoyed humiliating him in the comfort of my own home, I still had my end of the deal the hold up. I looked at Sara and said, “You may have a few things to learn yourself.”

“What you mean by that?” She thought just as highly of herself as her husband had moments ago.

“Don't question it. How far are you willing to go to give Jason what he wants?”

The lift in one eyebrow filled in the blank. I knew Sara didn't care much for Jason. Just another rich dick to ride until the money runs out. She probably saw him as the first of many, at least until her body gave out.

My cock teased at her entrance. I slid the head between both lips, watching them part and collapse back in as the head disappeared between those folds. “I hate to say it,” I stared deep into her eyes, “but he deserves your complete devotion.”

I didn't truly believe it, but my first loyalty is to my bank account. Sara hadn't given me a reason to pull any shenanigans like Tara Fontaine had. She was a job to complete, a mind to train.

I made her acknowledge it. The pink slit between her legs parted as I thrust deep. I looked over my shoulder and saw what looked like satisfaction on Jason's face. Both of them had some illusion of personal infallibility. I was more than happy to bridge the gap for that unhappy couple, Jason getting exactly what he wanted, Sara being reprogrammed with new wants.

Drawing up every bit of energy and strength I had, I pounded hard into Sara's body. Her entire frame rocked with each shove of my cock. Those breasts swayed in place as if to a phantom beat.

I noticed that she seemed to be liking it too much. Pulling myself out of her, I grabbed onto her shoulders and forced her onto her side. I pulled her up and guided her back to the table. I had her breasts pressed hard against the surface within seconds.

I gave my dick a spit polish and asked her, “Where do you want me to come?”

“On my back.”

It was a final lesson I was more than happy to give. Sara was used to getting what she wanted at all times. But that was about to change.

The absolute wetness of her pussy made reentry as frictionless as slipping on ice. Sara whimpered when I plugged her deep, parting her channel with a hard intrusion. Her fingers grasped wildly behind her as I took both wrists in one hand.

Fucking her like a disposable toy, I ripped my body into her as punishment. My intentions weren't exactly clear, but the tone of her screams made it clear. She knew I had a purpose in it.

I gave her a hard jerk back. Her body streaked against the surface of the table until her knees were on the floor. I mounted with my feet planted beside her thighs..

The full motion had me nearly out, then buried to the hilt with each thrust. Sara's arms failed to break free. It was like she knew she was about to lose a major part of herself. But I didn't give half a damn.

I lied down with my chest pressed against her back. The change in angle altered the pitch of her screams a few octaves higher. I would grant her that wish of a final climax, but it would have a price she never agreed to.

Driving any concern for her request about where I was supposed to deliver my load, I started thrusting harder, faster, deeper. Taking a fistful of hair, I jerked her head to the side and whispered into her ear, “He's enjoying this.”

Jason was grinning ear to ear. Seeing his wife punished for being what she had always been had to be his deepest wish. I knew guys like him, and they all had issues to work out. But this cheerleader would be his slave, not just another snotty bitch who wouldn't give him the time of day.

“You'll always be,” I gave her the hardest push I could and rested deep, “his fuck toy. You understand me?”

I drove in again. Sara answered with a hard yelp. I felt my own body ready to explode.

“That ambition you had,” she was on the verge of a catastrophic orgasm, “was so fucking hollow, you aren't worth respecting.”

My tip swelled and the skin drew tight. I pulled on Sara's hair even harder. I felt the balls of her feet against the back of my leg, shaking as her body went into convulsions.

“Take it, and serve the fuck out of him.” I forced myself to slide between those closing walls. “Be more than a pretty, but useless cunt.”

Sara let out a final whimper of resistance. It was all I needed to go over the edge. I felt the rush through my shaft, then the emptiness.

I dug my chin into her shoulder and cleared my sack again and again. Her breathing became a pant, the heat of her body steaming up the room. Just the raw energy of her body and mind giving way to my commands was such a powerful feeling. I knew there would be no return for her.

Pulling out, I gave Sara's ass a quick swat. Jason was on the edge of his seat, looking as satisfied as a man could. I stepped back and waited for his wife to react. She lied there for a moment, defeated and used.

Sara finally rolled onto her back. The creamy white fluid seeped from between those lips. The look of utter disbelief on her face nearly had me laughing.

I got to finding my clothes. By the time my belt was back on, Sara was still dipping a finger inside, letting my liquid mark of dominance drip onto my floor. I couldn't resist looking to Jason and stating the obvious.

“She knows that's her ultimate purpose now. Just another fuck doll.” I bent over and caressed her jawline. “And you know you fucking love it.”


I followed Jason to the door. Sara was already sulking in the passenger seat of that Lamborghini. Jason had one hell of a job of comforting her when they got home, and you and I know exactly what that means.

Jason seemed to as well. There was a sense of victory in his step.

He turned before leaving. “You should think about relocating to Silicon Valley. I've got lots of friends and colleagues who could use your,” he paused and looked a bit shifty, “services.”

I looked Jason in the eyes and offered my hand. “If the client pool ever dries up here, I might think about it.” His fingers closed around the back of my hand. I gripped hard, wanting to show him the value of a firm handshake.

Jason took a breath and nodded his head. It seemed my lesson of humble confidence had soaked through. In the end, I couldn't help liking the guy.

Halfway to the driveway, he turned and smiled at me. I wasn't expecting to learn something myself. “You know, Mr. Egan, there's nothing wrong with delegating the tasks you can't do yourself.”


It seemed there wasn't. I had broken his wife in, both in mind and body. Meanwhile, I pondered the true nature of my role. To say the least, it made quite a shift in my perspective going forward.




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 GOLD 3

The whole Alan situation had settled down after a few weeks. Or at least, police cruisers parking down the street became a rare event. As much as I hoped he'd get the hint after the department forced him to take a job elsewhere, I always felt like I had to watch my back.

This wasn't my first run-in with Alan, though. All through my childhood, it was clear to everyone he'd grow up to be a psychopath. That is, assuming he didn't cross the wrong person and get shot first. When I heard he'd become a cop after getting back from Iraq, I knew he'd end up hurting someone.

The only thing that helped me sleep at night was the restraining order, but that would only do so much. If he wanted to physically attack me badly enough, a piece of paper wouldn't stop him. But he wasn't stupid.

I stared out the office window before getting ready to go for a run. Who'd have thought a wealthy white guy would have to worry so much about the cops, or conservative politicians, for that matter? Even with the inheritance, I couldn't catch a break.

It all brought me back to a Christmas when Alan and I were about ten. We'd both unwrapped our presents in the living room of this same house and got exactly what we had asked for. But after seeing the video game I'd gotten, Alan decided his present wasn't what he wanted anymore.

I still got to keep my presents even though he threw an unholy fit demanding I trade the game for one of his gifts. The lump he left on my head with that candy-cane log that got cracked over my head took a week to go down. I think that's when Grandad's view of Alan really started to change.

Now that Alan's gone over the edge and into full psycho-mode over losing almost all of his inheritance, I knew I'd never be free of the ever-present dread until he was in a cell or in the ground. But crazy people don't exist in a bubble. Something had to make them snap to get that ball rolling. The real question is 'what did this to him?'


My phone started buzzing in my pocket. I pulled it out and saw a local number I didn't recognize. Normally, I'd just bitch-button whoever it was unless I knew who they were. Now that I had this estate to take care of, most of the calls were actually relevant.

“This is Ryan.”

I waited for a couple of seconds. Finally, a female voice far meeker than I was expecting asked, “Ryan Nash?”

“Yeah, what do ya' need?”

She hesitated again before stating her case. “Thanks you for talking with me. My name is Stella Waller, and I'm a history major at the university. I'm doing a research paper on your home.”


Nobody my age or younger makes phone calls anymore.
 Still, I had to respect her for having the courtesy of calling instead of texting or just showing up and demanding to speak with me. “I can't say I know too much about the place, but you're welcome to do any research you need. Just let me have a copy once you're done, and I'm more than happy to help.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, just tell me what I can do to help.”

“Anything you can let me look at would be a lot more than I can find in the city records. It's like the house doesn't exist when you look in the files at city hall.”

That didn't shock me. Grandad was always private, and it looks like people have it out for the house itself. “I'd be willing to give you the grand tour of the place. I just inherited it less than a month ago, so maybe you'll find what you need in my grandfather's records.”

Like she couldn't understand the generosity, Stella's voice suddenly went chipper. “That'd be amazing. Thank you so
 much!”

But just to make sure it wasn't a trick, I had to vet the kid. “Where's a good place where I can meet you later.” Plus, I'm sure she wanted to make sure I wasn't some creep with a dungeon for naïve history majors in the basement.

“The student union, any time that's good for you this afternoon.”

My run could wait. “I can be there in fifteen minutes.”


Right as I finally found a damn parking spot, my phone dinged with a text. It started loading a picture as I read far back corner, by myself in the food court.
 I put the car in park and looked at the screen again.


She's as fine as they'd call French wine in a southern diner.
 Stella had the same hot-young-blonde vibe as Cari, from what I could see, anyway. All she revealed was her innocent, angelic face and hurried ponytail. It was enough to save me an awkward search, at least.

It being around lunch time, I followed the crowd inside. Sure enough, a big sign pointing to the food court backed up the directions my nose was giving me. And like she'd promised, Stella was by herself in the corner.


Not bad.
 I made sure I was looking at her face instead of the assets she was barely hiding in tiny gym shorts and a tank top as I walked up to the table. “You're Stella, I guess?”

“And you're Ryan Nash, I hope.”

“Yeah, that's me.” I pulled the chair opposite of her own and sat. “I'm not sure what all you need, but it'll help me learn more about the place.” I just couldn't reveal the true legacy Grandad had left me.

Stella shot a hand out. As I gripped it, I was pleasantly surprised at how firm she was willing to shake. “I know I'm asking a lot of you so soon after meeting, but could I see the house?”

“That's fine, but you'll have to ignore the other people living there.”

“So the rumors are true.”

I knew where she was going, but I had to let her get there herself. “What rumors?”

“It's always been one man and several women in that house.”

“You're not wrong.” I looked out the massive pane of glass to enjoy the campus 'scenery' on such a hot day. “But the worst rumors aren't true, at least now.”

“So you know it used to be a bordello?”

“Not really. You probably know more than I do.”

“But you admit it, you've got multiple women living there...”

It was time to choose my words carefully. “My girlfriend and her best friends. There's no point in making them waste money on their own apartments. It's hard for everyone around your age out there.” Gwen was part of the group now, so I wasn't fibbing.

“That's generous of you. So how do they pay for their rooms?”

“They don't.”

One side of her mouth curled up. “So they compensate you in other
 forms of payment.”

“I don't demand anything of them, other than not causing problems for anyone else there.”

“Come on, there's only one reason a single guy would put up with so many women in his house.” Stella leaned forward a little. “I don't have to put all of this in my report. I'm just studying history the house itself, not what goes on behind closed doors.”

“If you want to see for yourself, I can show you that it's not what you think.” It was, but it's not like all four of them trotted around naked.

“I was waiting for you to ask. Wanna go now?”

“Sure. I'm sure you know the address, so I'll meet you there.”

“I don't have a car.” There was a little embarrassment in her doe eyes.


This is how co-eds go missing.
 “You're awfully trusting.”

“My professor knows exactly where I'll be. If I go missing or anything else happens to me, don't you think the cops would be beating down your door when I stop showing up for class?”

She didn't know the half of it. “Well, come on. I'll show you everything I know about the place.”


We were closing in on the edge of the campus when I caught a familiar sight in my rear-view mirror. One of the glorified rent-a-cops had his blues flashing. And you'll never guess who it was!

“Aw fuck...”

Alan stepped out, wearing a campus security polo and no gun or tazer this time.

Without looking at her, I told Stella, “I'll tell you the backstory later, but don't say anymore than you have to to this guy.” I rolled down my window and kept my hands on the wheel.

Mirrored aviators and all, Alan leaned into my car. “Mind telling me why you're leaving with one of our students?”

“Mind telling me why you're pulling the same shit that got you fired from the city police department?”

His forehead wrinkled like a wadded shirt. “Ma'am, I need your student ID.”

As Stella dug in her bag, I had to try and step in. “What's she done wrong?

“Wrong is wrong, no matter who does it or why.”

“So again, what's she done that's wrong?”

“Random security check on a non-student vehicle. Standard procedure.”

“No matter how thin you spread it, that's still bullshit.”

As Stella handed her card over, Alan snatched it out of her hand and smirked at me. “Sir, please refrain from using foul language.”

“You know why you pulled me over now, and why you did last time. Drop the act, Alan.”

He ignored me as he put Stella's ID on the hood and jotted something down on a notepad. As he leaned back in to hand the card back to her, he parted with, “Watch it around here, missy.”


The run-in with Alan had rattled Stella, but not enough to keep her from hanging on my every word as I showed her the last room. “I'm sure this is what you're really wanting to see, but to be honest, I haven't had time to dig through a single box in here.”

She stepped into the ornate office, marveling at the reams of loaded bookshelves. “So your family does a lot of reading?”

“I don't, but Grandad was usually up here with some kind of book.” Until I had everything around here fixed, and those four left me alone, I didn't have time to so much as catch up on my regular shows. “I used to hang sheet metal for a living, so you can guess how much I read.”

She ignored me and walked right into the middle of the room. “I don't know where to start. Do you know where he kept his personal documents?”

I pointed at the filing cabinet next to the desk. “I guess it's all in there. Look at whatever you think might tell you something.”

The watch was safe in its hiding place, but I knew I'd have to stash it away the moment she left the office. If Grandad's warning about the family heirloom losing its power as soon as someone other than its heir touched it was true, I couldn't risk Stella happening upon it by accident.

She opened the top drawer and thumbed through folders that looked like they were falling apart. Stella pulled one out and genlty placed it on the desk like it was some rare artifact. “Ryan, this is incredible. The label on this one says its got records from the 1760's.”

“That's probably when this place was built.” Judging by the lack of nails holding the place together, I believed it. Wooden dowels and dovetail joints were in almost every part of the framing.

“How long do I have in here? I'm sure you've got other business to take care of.”

“As long as you want, whenever you want.” It's not like I wasn't getting something out of the deal. “The more you can tell me about my family's past, the more I'll have to thank you for.”


Cari got home first. Fucking her senseless clear across the house from the office only kept her occupied for so long. She rolled off of me, wearing nothing but a bra and the garden center's mandatory green t-shirt. “You're acting cagey about something. What's up?”

“Nothing. I can't get horny when I've been here by myself all day?”

I said she wasn't a genius already, but Cari wasn't a moron, either. “You went out of your way to claim you've been here alone.” Her hand drifted up my stomach and then rested on my sternum. “Who's here?”

“Nobody.” I knew I'd shot it out too fast.

“Come on,” she threw one leg over mine. “You know I won't get mad.”

“Stop, you're getting cum all over the sheets, and my thigh. Alyssa's gonna throw a fit later.” Hey, any bed was fair game here, so long as you didn't leave it a mess.

Cari scrambled over me and stole my pants out of the floor. I knew better than to try stopping her as she pulled my phone out and checked the messages. “Have I got some competition now?”

I stared back as she held the screen in my face, Stella's message and pictured pulled right the hell up. “She's researching the house. Trust me, I would have lasted a lot longer if I'd shot the easy one out with her.”

“Yeah, I know. You lasted, what, like three minutes?”

“She's in Grandad's office. Leave her alone.”

“But she's my
 type.” Cari dropped the phone on my chest. “Promise you won't trade me in for a newer model?”


Jesus Christ.
 “She's probably the same age as you are, maybe even a little older.”

“Doll her up the right way, and I guarantee she'd look younger than me.”

“You love playing that age difference card, don't you?”

Cari snuggled even tighter. “Eight years is a big difference when I'm only twenty.”

“So why'd you even go out with me in the first place?”

“Guys my age want sex, and after that, it's all about ignoring you for some video game.”

That was fair enough. I was the same way at her age. “You're still leaving her alone. I wanna know more about this place, and you're not fucking that up for me.”

“Who says I was going to?”

“I know not to let you run wild. Leave Stella alone while she's here.”

Cari rolled her eyes at me. “God, fine. But why does Inez get to keep a pet? You putting her at the top of the pecking order?”

I emptied my lungs in one sigh. “If you don't fucking stop—”

Cari planted both hands on my shoulders and stared down. “You'll what
?”

Fuck, I didn't know.

“That's what I thought.” She grinned like the demon she was in the sheets. “Don't worry, I just want to introduce myself so she knows you're already claimed.”

“It's not like that.”

Cari pushed her cunt against my shrinking dick. “Oh, I know. I'm just giving you as much hell as I can get away with.”


Stella was more than a little confused as Cari explained what she knew about my family's history. Bratty and a pain in the ass as always, Cari rattled off a line that sent me over the edge. “Yeah, he's a lucky guy, getting four girls to himself like this.”

“Hold the fuck up!” I put my hands between them and pushed against both of them at the shoulders. “That's not
 what this is all about.”

Cari looked back at me, dumbfounded. “Well, it's true.”

Stella cleared her throat. “And it's been true for every owner of this estate. You've only got four women living here, but the record was seventeen back in the 1960's, when your great-grandfather Frederick Nash was the head of the family.”

“Really?” I opened the folder on the desk and saw the pictures. “The living room was full of soldiers and go-go dancers. Any idea what this is all about?”

Stella held up a piece of paper that'd seen heavy typewriter abuse. “During Vietnam, this address was under contract with the military as an entertainment
 venue for soldiers on leave.”

“So it really was a brothel.”

“No, it's in the old contract. The soldiers couldn't so much as touch the women.”

I looked at the next photo in the stack. Plain as day, Grandad at my age was twisting an airman's arm as he forced him out the front door. “So Grandad was the bouncer for his old man.” I flipped to the next picture. “I never knew Grammy was such a fox back then.” She'd died when I was barely old enough to remember her, but there was no denying who that stunner in a checked dress was.

“And there's even more. Both World Wars, the Civil War, and even the Revolutionary War... This place was even a speak-easy during Prohibition.”

“Well, fuck me running.” I couldn't help smiling with a little pride and shame at the same time. “If these walls could talk, they'd tell us 'we're not saying shit.'”

Stella pulled leather-bound journal off the desk that looked like it'd seen seven kinds of hell. She placed right in front of me and said, “But this is the oldest record of them all, even though it's not the original.”

I flipped the cover open, reading the faded date and signature. “Elridge Nash, 1904.”

“From what I read in it so far, this house has been in your family for twelve generations, counting you.”

Cari finally had enough of behaving herself. “So the head of his family's been getting their dicks fucked raw for centuries. I could have told you that.”

Stella shifted her mouth to one side of her face and then handed me a piece of paper aged to the color of a lunch bag. “The real family heirloom's hidden in this desk, too. Something about a watch that predates this house.”

I felt my temperature drop a solid ten degrees. “You didn't find it, did you?”

“It doesn't say where it is, exactly.”

Thank fuck.

Cari popped me upside the back of my head with an open hand. “He knows exactly
 where it is. I've already seen it.”


Shut the hell up!
 “It's just a pocket watch. There's nothing that special about it, but it's important to me.”

Stella's face softened a bit. “I understand.”

“Well, show her the damn watch!”

“I don't want to.”

“It's fine, I don't need to see it.” Stella looked like she wanted to add something else, but she kept her mouth shut.

“Can you two let me do something in here real quick? I'm not trying to be an asshole, but I'd rather check on something in private.”

Cari looked like she was about to crack, pouting as she turned away. Stella did the same, minus the miniature tantrum.

The watch wasn't safe anymore. I had to find it a new hiding place before anyone else laid a finger on it.


After stowing the watch in my pocket for temporary safe-keeping, I looked through the house until I found those two. Without supervision for even a couple of minutes, it wouldn't shock me if Cari had already gotten hold of Stella. Luckily they were only chatting away on the back porch.

Alan's threat toward her still fresh on my mind, I had to ask her one thing. “Do you live on campus?”

“Yeah, why?”

“That campus cop won't leave you alone while you're there.”

“You mean your cousin.” Stella had already heard the saga on the rest of the way here. “It'd make my research really easy, but I don't want to intrude.”

Cari butted in. “I thought you told me—”

I shushed her with one finger over her mouth and then turned my attention back to Stella. “It'd be a bigger problem for you to stay in your dorm than it'd be for any of us. The uni's bus stops just around the block from here.”

“Even if it's just until my paper's done, it'd be a great help.”

“Then that settles it.” And I hoped this whole Alan mess would get taken care of by then. Stella didn't deserve to get caught up in all this as much as she already had. “I'll drive you back to your dorm, you get the basic stuff you need for now, and whatever free room you want is yours for a while.”

I should have taken the look on Cari's face as a warning.


A few nights passed without incident. Cari seemed like her normal self after an entire day of sulking, but you wouldn't have known anything was bothering her by this point. Inez, Alyssa, and Gwen paid Stella no mind, either, content to let her do whatever she disappeared into the office to do.

Deciding it was time for an update, I eased my way into the office and looked over Stella's shoulder. She was scribbling notes from some old ledger.

“What's this book telling you?”

She jumped and spun around. “I didn't know you were in here.”

“Sorry.” I couldn't help feeling a little guilty. “Just checking in on you.”

“It reads like a hotel's guest records, but all the names are female, and they stay for months or years at a time.”

“How far back does it go?”

“1764, a year before the town was even founded.” Stella turned around in the swivel chair and stared daggers at me. “I think I should be counted in the record, too.”

The sudden change in her mood had me sweating. “What do you mean?”

“I found the note your grandfather left you, and some of it checks out. Elijah Nash built this estate, but I did some research on him. He was a pauper in London before coming to America. Suddenly, he became a wealthy man in the space of a year.”


You read the fucking note?
 “I think you dug a little further than I'm comfortable with.”

“Sorry, but what's the story about this watch? I checked the hiding place, and it was gone.”

I pulled it out of my pocket and held it up high. “I don't think Grandad was joking when he said it'd lose its power if someone else touched it. I couldn't risk letting you get hold of it.”

“And it influences people. How?”

“Hell if I know. I opened it up and showed it to Cari, Alyssa, and Inez. Suddenly they were following me like lost puppies.”

“And Gwen too?”

“She needed to change, but I didn't plan on making her that
 different from her old self.”

Stella's eyes darted toward the door. “I don't know if I should run, or see what it does.”

“I haven't used it on you, so I guess that means you're safe.”

“What does it do, exactly?”

I wasn't just feigning ignorance. “I don't know. Everyone told me it made a deal with them they couldn't turn down, but they refuse to share what the deal is, exactly.”

“You mean the watch itself talked to them?”

“Like I said, I have no idea.” I turned my attention to the desk behind Stella. “There's a way to test the claim about the watch losing its power, though.” I picked the golden letter opener out of the desktop organizer nestled against the wall.

“What's so special about that?”

“It's got the same weird glow around it that the watch does.”

“I don't see it on either of them.”

I held the opener by the sharp end and offered it to Stella. The instant she touched it, the purple glow snuffed out. “Huh, now it just looks like a tacky letter opener.”

Stella shook her hand. “It shocked me, though. Did you feel it?”

“I did when I first picked up the watch, but I haven't felt it since then.”

Cari's voice came out from the doorway. “Why don't you open it for her? She'll understand what the deal really is.”

I looked at Cari, holding some pink vinyl get-up in her hands. “Why don't you just tell us what kind of promise the watch made you?”

“That's against the terms it offered. Until I get what I want or I back out of the deal, I have to do what it and Ryan tell me.”

Stella grabbed my wrist with both hands. “So it's a voluntary arrangement?”

“Seems that way. None of them seem like they dislike doing what they do here.” Which really amounted to their regular, daily lives, with copious amounts of sex added in.

“Then open it for me. I think it might tell me more than I'd ever find in my research.”

I looked over at Cari, already grinning ear-to-ear and nodding heavily in that black one-piece. “I knew it told me to buy this pink outfit for a reason, but I thought it was for me to wear. The cup size it mentioned was
 a little big for me.”

The fact that I wasn't the one in control finally dawned on me. “It's still giving you directions, then.”

“All the time. I never regret following a direction from it, so I keep doing whatever it says.” It wasn't quite the creepy gaze of a religious fanatic, but Cari had too much enthusiasm in her eyes. “Open the watch for Stella, and then give me a few minutes with her.”

I dreaded looking back at Stella, but I had to. She let go of my wrist and begged, “You know it's the only way to find out what's really going on, and if I can back out of the deal, it's a no-brainer.”

“You don't know what you're signing up for.”

“But that's why I have to agree to whatever deal it makes for me. I need to know why it's doing this.”

She was taking her study of this house and my family way
 too far. I wanted to put the watch back in my pocket and drop the issue, but I couldn't deny how curious I was about all this too. I looked back at Cari. “You're sure you can back out any time you want, and it's not just telling you that?”

“It's telling me that it's up to us to decide if we want to back out of the deal. You can't make that call.” She took a few steps closer. “But I wouldn't dream of turning down what it's offered me.”

As the bisexual live-in girlfriend of a millionaire who shared a harem with her, what more could she want? It was like a fantasy come to life for Cari already. “It must be one hell of a prize, then.”

Cari walked behind me and wound up to my left. “I'm giddy just thinking about it.” She turned her attention to Stella as she set the outfit on the desk. “Don't question it, just do it.”

Stella looked me in the eyes and said, “I'm ready, so let's get this over with before I back out.”


That'd make five girls this thing controls.
 Not sure if I should trust whatever was inside the watch, I opened it anyway. We had to get to the bottom of this.

Her blue eyes didn't go blank like I expected. Instead, that spark of curiosity grew brighter right in front of me. When a broad smile took over Stella's face, I knew she'd received an offer she couldn't turn down.

Cari forced her way between us, facing me. “Alright, your watch is telling us we need a few minutes alone. At least I know I'm not getting replaced.”

I balled my fist around the damn thing. Whatever the fuck you're doing, you need to let me in on it too.


As I left, it never shared so much as a feeling with me.


I gave them five minutes, exactly. Staring into the face of the watch, it wasn't hard to keep track of time, but it still didn't reveal anything to me. Despite what I knew about it already, my eyes argued that it was just an antique timepiece.

Standing on the other side of the door, I already had an idea of what was going on. Unfamiliar moaning told me Cari had already dug her claws into Stella, giving her what was becoming the customary welcome to new residents here.

Easing the door open, I figured out what had gotten into Stella. Cari's fingers below, and tongue up top. Our newest addition looked good in that pink bit of PVC and mesh topped off with pigtails, though.

With the bottom strip of the one-piece moved aside, Cari was almost palm deep in the girl with three fingers. I couldn't help admiring the scene, two petite blondes going at each other with their mouths, as the leader of the entire bunch takes our freshest member out for a test drive. Stella was the only one Cari and I hadn't pulled a threesome with yet, so it worked for me.

“So she's part of the family now, I guess.”

Cari broke her mouth away and looked back, beaming about her newest toy. “The watch told me you'd love
 having her around, so I cut right to the chase.”

Stella whimpered until she broke out into all-out screaming. She looked down, watching what she could of Cari's hand as it worked its magic inside her.

“She's ready any time you want to step in.” Cari kept the pressure up, fondling one of Stella's breasts under the mesh and black bra. “And don't worry, she's already on her own birth control. I'm touching it right now.”


Cari's really deep in her, then.
 No virgin for me this time, but I liked a girl with experience. We'd already gotten Gwen to the point she could ride my dick like a seasoned pro, but at least it wouldn't take much of a lesson to get Stella up to speed.

With one hand between Stella's breasts, Cari pushed her torso back for the final rush. You could hear her fingers dance away whenever Stella had to catch her breath. The red blush in her cheeks made it even better.

Her entire body seized at once, her fingers turning white around the edge of the desk. Cari moved back in, silencing the announcement of Stella's climax with her own mouth and a hand resting against her cheek.

Cari kept up the makeout session until the shuddering ceased. As she broke away, I couldn't help noticing how Stella's attention had turned to me.

Already hard enough that it hurt, my dick knew exactly where it wanted to be. I couldn't help listening to it, like it was my own version of the watch. Every scrap of my body wanted to fuck this girl hard enough to make her walk funny.

Stella was already ahead of the curve, taking a few steps toward me until she had the front of my shirt in her grasp. She pulled me down with her as Cari started untying my shoes. By the time I had my back on the ground, my feet and chest were stripped bare.

Hands tore at my pants and boxers until they had me bare as the cunt Stella was flashing at me from above. “I never thanked you for being so generous.”

I promise my original intent wasn't to fuck her, but if she insisted, who was I to turn her down? “You're welcome.”

She turned around as Cari got between my legs, giving me a quick blow all the way to the rear of her throat. As my cock felt a draft, her hand took over while Stella turned around and then dropped to her knees. Those pigtails begged to get used as handles.

Stella moved one hand between her legs as she rested her bare feet on top of my thighs. With the unitard moved aside, her fingers replaced Cari's. Stella already had me poised for her drop before I fully knew what was going on.

“That's it, fuck him good.” Cari stood up and fell into the chair. Her own hand slid past the waist of her shorts, slipping around in there as she watched.

Stella's cunt took me in without any hint of resistance. I balled my hands into fists against the floor. When her hands rested on my ribcage, I knew I was in for the most fun you can have with a petite blonde.

Her ass danced on top of my hips as I regained my bearings. Those pigtails still hung down behind her shoulders, I reached up and snatched both them, forcing her head back until I could see her eyes looking at the back of her forehead.

A little bounce merged with the reverse cowgirl grind I loved so much. Stella knew her assets, and exactly how to use them. For a girl only on the verge of her twenties, that was a gift.

Slick with wetness and hot like a spa, I couldn't believe how perfectly her pussy hugged against my shaft. As Stella dropped hard and rubbed her cunt against my base, my eyes slammed shut again as I let go of her hair. Whatever she wanted to do with my dick, she was welcome to try.

Her hands came off my chest as she leaned forward. Her feet slid off my legs. Somehow she was making it even harder to keep my brain unscrambled.

Cari scooted the chair until I heard the rollers on the hardwood. The noise drifted around me until I knew she was sitting behind my head. I looked up to see nothing but her thighs and her hand rubbing under the crotch of shorts.

“You think we'd make a good team?” Cari pinned my head with her big toe. “If we both wear our hair like that, I think you'll nut before you even get your pants off next time.”

Not gonna lie, that sounded amazing. But then she threw me for another loop.

“We've all been talking, and we need theme days around here, kinda like Taco Tuesday, but more fun.” Cari gasped for a moment before she threw the ideas out there. “Lollipop and Pigtail Sunday, Orgy Friday, or my favorite, Oral-Only Wednesday.”

To hell with warping the names into an alliteration. I tried nodding my head under her foot.

“So tomorrow we'll try out,” she paused long enough to tease the point out, “Do Whatever Ryan Wants Thursday.”

I was game, but for now, I was more worried about the college sophomore bouncing on my cock. I broke my head free of Cari's toe and had to watch what I was feeling. The bubblegum-pink vinyl covering Stella's ass stood her out from my own skin.

Stella eased herself to a halt, rising up until my cock flew back against my hips. I hated for it to end, but I knew she had more to show me. I rose up as she stood, wondering like hell where she was about to take things.

When she dropped her knees on the edge of the chair, squarely between Cari's thighs, I knew I was in for one hell of a view.

Like the color of her outfit was matched to the exact hue, the bottom slid to the side with the help of her fingers. Those lips were hard to tell apart from the vinyl, slick and pink like they were part of the uniform. She didn't even have the slight gape girls tend to have after getting a good fuck.

I finished getting up and couldn't close the yard between us fast enough. That tiny, smackable ass was the perfect framing for what I was really after.

They were already making out again by the time I had my hands on Stella's backside. Close enough in appearance to give you sister vibes, but nowhere near being twins, I couldn't deny what watching two tiny blondes go at each other was doing to me. And I knew they were enjoying each other so much for the same reason.

Stalling and enjoying the view wasn't an option. I had to feel the inside of her body again. Before Stella could even break her mouth away from Cari's, I was already plowed deep inside her. Now it was my turn to show her what I had.

Stella's heels locked against the back of my thighs as she gripped tight on the back of the chair. A quick burst of screams and whimpers matched my pace as I slammed against her.

Cari's fingers brushed against my sack as she felt around for Stella's magic button. I knew exactly when she found it, feeling Stella's walls tighten that extra little bit. Cari ducked her head to the side and said, “She gets to come, and then I get a turn.”

Something about the look on her face told me Cari was only after a quick session. Stella was getting the full prize. It worked for me. Our new friend was exactly the type you want to pump full. The urge to go ahead and come inside Stella tempted me, but Cari had done well enough to have a little fun.

A hard pump at a different angle made it feel like my chest was hollowing out. That alone pushed me closer to the edge than I thought it would. As I backed off, Cari's fingers picked up the heavy lifting.

Stella's voice ripped through the air. I took hold of both pigtails again and forced her head back. By that point, I was just keeping myself buried deep in her and letting her writhing do the work for me again.

The buzz of my eardrums made me hope she'd come soon. While Gwen was no longer the screamer she was at first, Stella could take over as the designated loud one. And when it's a small blonde who's willing to dress herself up in pink and pigtails, you know you've got pure gold on your hands.

“Fuck yes!” Her neck strained to duck her head.

I finally had to let go before I started pulling her hair out, roots and all. It let me catch a look at Cari's face again.

“It's okay, you can make it up to me later.” She smiled with only one side of her mouth. “If it's that good, I don't want to ruin it for you two.”

Stella bawled out as I started jerking myself forward again.

“So go ahead, you know I want this for you, and so does she.”

My phone dinged a few feet away, still in the pocket of my jeans. Checking it was the last damn thing on my mind. The only thing I could focus on were the two blondes in front of me, especially the one I was buried deep inside.

Cari leaned back and stopped rubbing her hand against Stella's clit. “She's so close, I'd hate to let her go  right now.”

I didn't pay her much attention, just happy that Stella was roaring up a storm with every crash of our bodies. With a push of my hand, I had Stella's shoulders in Cari's lap. Her unbelievable ass was begging me to slam my hips into it even harder.

The screams muffled against Cari's thighs. I couldn't resist making Stella shout even harder, the slick walls of her cunt racing up and down my shaft as I gave her my all.

Cari leaned over Stella's back and smirked up at me. “You ready?”

I shook my head, trying to hold on longer.

“Bullshit. Your face is turning red and you're sweating so much.”

I had to nod my head as she leaned a little further. Her hand slipped back between Stella's thighs. There wasn't an obstacle in sight for the climax Cari was about to force her into.

My jaw clenched as I wrapped my hands around Stella's waist. I still kept pushing her down, loving what the angle was doing for my cock. The bottom ground against her entrance, the tip crushing against her inner reaches every time I was balls-deep.

“That's it, come with her.”

Stella began pushing herself back as I shot forward. I knew she had to be hugging Cari's thighs as tight as she could. On the verge of going berserk, Stella was losing her fucking mind.

I steeled myself and cranked it all out as fast as I could. Coming when your lady friend is riding high on the afterglow is fine and all, but nothing tops two people connected at the hips, feeling the same bliss and exhaustion as if they're in sync.

“Slap her ass when you're ready.” Cari put her free hand over one of my own. “

I couldn't help it. A crisp smack
 echoed through the room, making my palm sting like I'd hi-fived someone leaning out of a speeding car.

I thought I heard Stella try to scream, “Again!” Through Cari's thighs, though, you couldn't make it out. But the intent in the way she pushed into me was undeniable.

Slapping again, my hand felt like it was on fire. And so did everything between my legs. Before I knew it, the room went dark as I almost gave myself whiplash looking up so fast.

The whole situation broke at once. I shot as she went into a fit of tremors. The tight heat begged for more of all I had left to offer as Stella quaked around my shaft.

“Toss it all off in her. You owe me a long
 session later.”

Her words did more than any climax on Stella's end could have done. Like I was shooting my own life force into her cunt, I came like I wanted it to stick. And you know what I mean. To the hilt, bursting out with every shiver of her body. If it weren't for the birth control, it'd have been a baby-maker, for sure.

With the final shake of my own hips, I couldn't help looking down at Cari as she said, “That's it. You'll need to do this for real, sooner than you think. The watch just told me why.”

Scrambled as my mind was, my brain couldn't help screaming one thing. Fucking what?



I had my boxers and my jeans on, which was enough to head downstairs. The usual glass or three of water sounded mighty fucking good right about then. That's when the frantic pounding against the door stopped me right before I turned the faucet on.

The empty glass settled on the counter, rolling it's bottom edge a couple of times before it stopped. It was either a police raid, or someone desperate. Knowing Alan had been knocked down several pegs, I decided I'd take my chances.

The beating against the solid wood got louder the closer I got. Even as slight as the fists sounded, I knew whoever it was had to be giving it their all.

I leaned my ear against the interior side as another slam jarred my head. “Who the fuck is it?”

“It's Neve. I have to talk to you, now
!”


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.”


HYPNOTIC INTERVIEW 3

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.


MY CLUB, MY HAREM 3

A few weeks after the incidents with Wes and The Shameless Threesome, the numbers were starting to add up for the club. We were running in the black now, but I still had some money missing. That's why I was lecturing one of the bartenders, Martin, on the finer points my previous coworkers' talents before opening time.

“Rent a wood chipper and borrow a buddy's pontoon boat the night before a solid couple inches of rain are in the forecast. Take both out to the river and then hose off the deck and the chipper before you return them. Problem solved.”

The flush in his cheeks faded away. “So how many people have you killed?”

“None. But I have worked with some really
 shady people in the past. It's more reliable than digging the hole twice as deep and putting the body in, a couple feet of dirt on top of it, and then a roadkilled deer before one last layer. The ends of bones have growth plates to give away a skeleton's age, and dental records have been a thing for decades. They know to dig deeper after enough hit guys tried that, anyway.”

“Jesus-fucking-Christ... Who did you work with? Jeffery Dahmer?”

“Guys who got shit done. Outgassing bodies leave a tell-tale depression in the ground, too. Human-sized primary dip, and the another one a few inches deeper where the torso is. It's a lot safer to turn a body into pebbles and chum.”

Martin got as nervous as I expected him to. “So why are you telling me this?”

I took a few steps closer to back the guy into the corner of the bar. “The next time you lift $20 out of the bar's cash box and I catch it on camera, I might
 not just dock it from your paycheck...”

With Martin's face the off-shade of white I wanted, it was time to deal with my other special case for the night. Starry had been improving after all those lessons from Dara, and I wanted to make sure I talked with her, now that she was on par with just about any other girl who took the stage.

I stopped at the door to the backstage area and shot the rest of the bar staff a hard look as I saw Martin spreading the news to everyone else. He wasn't the only one I'd caught. He was just the least subtle about it.

Entering the backstage area, it was the same as always. The reek of baby lotion and cherry blossom perfume mixture my girls swore by just about knocked me down. Fine glitter powder drifted in the lights like dust. It beat the cotton candy and sweat odor of cheap clubs, and the coarser glitter was a tell-tale sign for clients' wives at those places.

A few of them cat-called like always. The fuckin' suck-ups.

You don't own a club without a few of the dancers trying to get in your pants. But I had business to take care of.

I made sure I'd closed my office door without the slam
 everyone had gotten used to during the harder times. Starry was already dressed to kill disposable incomes, sitting beyond-pretty in one of the chairs. “Sorry, had to yell at the bartenders for fucking up.”

“Lexi told me they were robbing you blind.” Even after all the lessons and Dara's permission, Starry wasn't brave enough to call my girlfriend by anything but her stage name. “You didn't fire any of them?”

“If they keep stealing, sure.” None of them were awful, and hiring a new batch would cost more than what they'd robbed me of that far. “But let's get down to it since you're first on-stage tonight.”

“What's up?” The peacock sequins of her bra dazzled a little less than the breasts filling it out.

“Dara thinks she's taught you everything you need to pull in four-figures every night on the weekends.” Every damn trick, from using a hair-dryer to mold and fit new stripper-heels, to pole routines that move tips like a pilgrimage of dead, paper Presidents. “You ready to prove her right?”

“I think so.”

“Fuck that.” I couldn't help grinning, having watched all of the final lesson earlier that week. “I'll shit diamonds on-command if you don't.”

Dara and I had encouraged Starry enough that she was past blushing for a compliment. Because confidence is everything
 for a stripper. Still, a little fear washed over her face.

“I started applying for grad school. I'd rather stay where I'm enrolled now for it, though.”

I knew why. “If you have to move and work somewhere else, they'll be damn happy to have you, and I'll be happy for both parties. I hope you get into where the program you want and can stick around a few more years, but I can't fault you for not wanting to strip forever.”

Starry already knew that, but I liked the way she smiled when I reminded her of it. It wasn't quite the heart-warming feeling of a father, but that wasn't too far off the mark, I guess.

“That said, if you need a letter-of-recommendation, a strip club owner probably isn't the guy to ask.” I did have an idea for her, though. “If I see anyone who'd be great for that, I'll let you know. A few complimentary lap dances would go a long way.”

“You mean that?”

“Yeah, and I'll comp your cut of the dance.” If she were closer, I'd have razzed her hair like a scamp. “After all the extra effort you've put in lately, I think you've more than earned it.”

Starry had one more thing on her mind, though. “Andy,” Starry repositioned her tits as Barry started the door-opening announcements, “what's Lexi like, outside of her job?”

I couldn't lie. “Not much different. We watch each others' backs, which makes us a good team in running this place. But she knows as well as I do that we couldn't do it by ourselves.”

“You take care of everyone who doesn't rip you off, and sometimes, even the people who do.”

Some I wanted to take care of
 differently than others. Namely the fucking bar staff. “We're about to have more. So long as the inspection works out, we'll have some mediocre food getting served here in a few weeks.”

Barry's voice started picking up in tempo behind a few layers of wall. Starry shot up as if on cue. “Shit, I've gotta get out there!”

“Just remember to get a few customers fighting over your private dances, and you'll do better than great.”

After Starry shut the door behind her, I felt like I could relax for the first time in months. The club was clearing enough to cover expenses and granting me a comfortable amount of profit. I felt like I was the noble kind of scum, perched high on his shitty office chair of a throne.

At least, until Dara stepped in a few moments later. “Andy, there's trouble at the front door.”


Fuck. ICE agents again, or just another under-aged kid who won't take a hint?
 “What is it this time?”

“Mick. Says he won't leave until he tears your head off. Want the guys to just call the cops?”

Blue lights right as we opened would have torpedoed the whole weekend. I pulled my revolver from my desk drawer and tucked it in my belt as I stood up. “No. He'd come back even more pissed if I landed him in jail. Probably best if I scare him off for good.” Or just end his ass, if he's gonna make a big enough fuss to ruin the shift.


“Are you sure that's the right idea?” Dara never liked it when I packed heat. Not that I could blame her. Just the presence of a gun could turn an argument into homicide charges if someone lost control.

But I'd dealt with Mick's sort plenty of times. “Guys like that are all talk and bulk, especially these white-supremacist types. They never fight when odds aren't way in their favor.”

“Be careful anyway. You never know what he's on or if he might snap.”

I stopped before I walked clear past her. Without turning my head Dara's way, I put my hand on her shoulder. “Just keep the girls back here focused on making their money, no matter what happens, since that's your job. I'll go do mine
.”

Pulling my casual blazer forward to cover the outline of the revolver, I parted my way through the incoming crowd. The new entries were down to a trickle. I knew every bouncer but one was dealing with the guy.

The shouting hit me about halfway through the main room. Before I got to the door, I already heard what had to be Mick's hysterics. “We lost our fucking apartment this week! I'm gonna kill that motherfucker!”

With my right hand on the gun and one finger over the safety, I stepped out. There was no way I could shoot with my people between the two of us, but I wasn't taking any chances in case he broke loose. The metallic taste and heat of adrenaline filled my mouth as I got closer.

“You pussies are nothin' compared to some of the prison guards I've whooped!”

I donned my usual calm, smug front for dealing with a wannabe-bad-ass. “I guess you're Mick.”

He tried a little harder to fight his way through six massive arms. I can't lie. He did look ready to tear me limb-from-limb, and he had the size to do it. It's not like I was a meat-head of any sort.

We were all far enough away that the line out front would have trouble making out the whole situation. “Boys, back him up against the wall somewhere around the corner.”

Eight-hundred pounds of paid muscle barely pushed him out of view of the customers. As soon as he was pinned against the cinder-blocks, I knew it was time to make my point.

Keeping the safety on, I pulled the Smith & Wesson out and squared my aim between Mick's eyes with both hands, far enough away that he couldn't grab for it. “You know, I'm not dumb enough to fight your big ass. It'd be a lot easier and a lot less painful to just shoot
 you instead.”

“You ain't got the balls on yew...”

“That's possible, or maybe I'm not dumb enough to. Like this, anyway.” I cocked the hammer back. “You get away from them and take one step toward me, though, and I will
 paint this wall with what little brains you've got.”

“Fuckin' coward!”

I made sure he knew I'd disengaged the safety with an exaggerated click
. “Fine. Let him go, boys.”

Mick relaxed as soon as every hand left him. “Can't fight fair? Gotta sic your goons on me first?”

“Throwing punches wouldn't be fair to me. But you are on my property, and I can
 shoot you if I think you're a threat to myself, my employees, or my customers.”

His shoulders dropped and his chest deflated. “Scum-suckin' sunuvabitch...”

I didn't like taking one hand off my gun, but I didn't want to kill the guy, either. Pointing toward the road, I said, “Go on. Next time you show up, all of us are gonna assume
 you're armed and act accordingly.”

Two of the bouncers escorted him to the piece of shit Cavalier he'd pulled up in. As the starter motor whined a painfully long time, the engine finally sputtered to life. And just like that, he left, trying to show his ass with a pitiful attempt at a burnout from that four-banger.

Frank, the biggest of my strong-men, put his Glock back in its holster. He looked at the silver .357 in my hand. “You know, a semi-auto would be a lot better.”

“For what you do.” I knew how to cut off the lecture before he started. “You get one of these crazy baby-daddies showing up on meth or something, and that 9mm might tickle them a little. Someone's gotta be able to put a punchbowl-sized crater in someone around here.”

Frank grinned enough to show his teeth. “Hollow points, huh?”

“They hit like a truck.”

“So if he shows up again,” Frank started walking back around the building to his post, “you really want us to shoot?”

I jogged to catch up. “If he so much as looks like he's reaching for something, go ahead and draw. If it looks anything like a gun, light him up. We've got more than enough insurance to cover attorneys' fees for all of you.” The premium had chewed a big piece of my ass at the start of the month.

“Will do, boss.”


I'd missed the first of Starry's dances due to Mick, and only caught flashes of the second after one of my old friends walked in the door. Glenn was pretty excited to hear I wound up owning a place like this, and not at all surprised I was the Andy in Randy Andy's. We caught up until it was time for Starry's third performance.

“It's been good catching up with you, but I've gotta take care of some business. You gonna be around for a while?”

Glenn rubbed the clean-shaven skin on his cheek. “Actually, I have to head out before my wife notices I'm not home yet.” It was far from the first time I'd heard that excuse.

“Alright, then. Swing by again. I basically live here now.” Not that the customers knew how true that was.

I set off for the dressing room and walked in with the usual fanfare. Gossip quieted down as everyone turned their attention back to getting ready for their next sets.

Dara and Starry both cut me off before I could escape into my office. I knew it was about to complicate the night, whatever they wanted. “What's up?”

Starry had definitely come out of her shell a bit more that night. “We've got an idea, but Lexi wants to run it past you first.”

At least they were asking before going off and acting on their own. “I can't promise I'll okay it, but I'm open.”

Dara brushed her hands down my arms. “She's making even more than I am tonight, so I'm pretty damn proud. I think teasing both of us taking the stage together right before closing time would keep asses in seats and empty some wallets.”

Which meant the bar would pull in more money. After cover fees and stage payments wrapped up, drinks and what little cut I took from private dances were all I could make money on. “Do it about fifteen minutes before closing time, and get all the other girls out pushing lap dances. If this works out for everyone, it might turn into a regular thing.”

Starry's eyes lit up, big, blue, and not yet dead inside like some of the other girls. “We won't let you down.”

I took a couple of steps toward my door. “It's not me you have to worry about. If this special treatment doesn't make all the other girls money, you'll have to answer to them.” I'd toyed with jumping the price of lap-dances enough to make myself and the dancers more with each one, but customers needed more motivation to part with their money.

Dara patted my ass, making sure her hand lingered for a couple of seconds. “I'm sure you'll be watching from the living room.” She hadn't figured out my secret yet, but she knew I was always waiting in our apartment after the urge to fuck like a teenaged newly-wed hit her on the stage.


I guess that's my permission.
 “I'll let Barry know what's up.” But we still had a good five hours before closing time. “A little before midnight sounds like a good time to start the teasing.”


I bided my time hanging out with a few of the regulars who always came through the door. Some were just lonely guys who enjoyed the paid company of women in skimpy outfits, and others just had money to blow.

As the night advanced toward closing time, I couldn't help dreaming up plans for those two. And not just about how to get them pulling wallets through the door. Watching an endless parade of bare flesh does that to a guy.

Barry's announcement that Dara and Starry were up next got my heart racing. I barely said 'goodbye' to anyone as I darted through the kitchen and up my stairs. If I wasn't up there, fast, I wouldn't catch the whole performance.

The first series of acoustic guitar chords for Crazy on You
 rang out from the speakers as they emerged onto the stage. Taking the slow build-up to duel without touching each other, they were barely grazing past each other at a breakneck speed.

Both opponents snapped onto each other like magnets as the electric riffs started. That's when I reached for the switch. They were beyond ready to start tearing those outfits off each other.

The song continued as a rain of bills obscured my view of the stage. The rest of the girls filed out at the halfway mark, finding their targets and then whisking them away to the private dance area.


I guess it's working better than I hoped it could.
 As a line started building, I wondered about adding a true VIP room. It seemed like adding a half-dozen booths for something like that would make everyone more money.

My attention went back to Dara and Starry as they started pulling at each other. As the new partners began swinging around the same pole, I wondered how Dara got such a self-conscious thing like Starry to look so graceful and smoldering in the space of hours you could count on your fingers.

The last of the ladies without lap-dance partners picked up the stragglers. It let those two stuff as much money as they could reach behind every hem and seam of their outfits.

Letting them get in the lap-dance bonanza would have been too reckless. I shut off my dad's secret stage light and watched them brush past a couple of guys who looked ready to fight each other over a dance. But it didn't take much effort for Frank to lock an arm around each guy's head.

I was almost shaking in place, wondering how I'd deal with having one eager, hot blonde here all the time, and a second running around several nights a week to spice things up. My ears focused on the sound of platform heels climbing the steps.

They almost crashed through the door, giggling to each other as their eyes locked on me. Their curves were almost magical and definitely complimentary to the others. Dara's toned, fit body played well with Starry's luxurious, smooth lines that were in that perfect meeting spot between ample and slim.

Dara buried her face in my collar first. I knew I had complete freedom to do what I wanted with them. As she wrapped a bronzed leg around one of my own, Starry nestled her face on the other side of my neck.

I took a minute to enjoy the worship. As the buttons of my shirt came undone, I inhaled and wondered how greedy I could get away with being.

Starry was already moaning, and we'd barely even gotten started. As I guided both of them toward the modest but new living room set, I noticed Dara already had her hand down the front of her trainee's sequined panties. Hell, I hadn't even seen what soft wonders the girl had between her legs.

Leading them to the couch only provoked Dara to go in for the kill. Splaying Starry's legs, Dara wasn't bothering with her clothes. But the speed she had in getting Starry close to her peak meant she was using that usual, surgical care with her hands.

I hovered over them, not yet ready to join in on the mini-train quite yet. Slick noises leaked through the rasp of Starry's moans.

Our guest lit up all of a sudden. Dara had found the right spot, brawling it with fingertips deep inside Starry's cunt. She squeezed the velvety cushions with every finger, desperate to see it through to the end.

I knew it was coming, but I didn't think it'd come on so rapidly. Starry's jaw quaked as her voice trailed off.

Something made me kneel down, soothing her with a brush of my hand against her cheek. Her entire frame twisted with a rhythm that probably matched the strokes of Dara's fingers. The full-bodied experience of it only let the whites of her eyes peek between her shadowed lids.

I restrained her arms. Dara's skill kept driving her to the point of rapture. I'd seen her take care of herself for me dozens of times, but I was eager to see her translate it to pleasuring another girl for once.

With a quick jerk and then a lock, the back of Starry's head rolled against the cushions. Dara eased back the touching, bringing her down easy. By the time her fingers were out of Starry's pussy, the handiwork became delicate enough to handle.

Dara was already claiming the next round for herself. Since she'd given our friend such a timely climax, I knew she'd earned the next one. But the girl could get you dangerously close to coming when she was chasing her own orgasm.

The shiny, red nylon bottom of her tiny outfit rose up her legs until it was past her knees. She didn't have to beg. One quick pull had them off so I could work on getting my own clothes off at a fevered pace.

She lied back and then braced her shoulders against the backrest of the couch. I dropped to my knees, already hard as a solid-steel post.

I felt her hands grip on my sides, pulling me forward until I was on the verge of invading her. Rushing forward, I realized how starved I was for it.

I toyed with what she
 wanted, taking my time sinking into that silky pocket. Every instinct in me wanted to ram ahead. But I wasn't in any hurry to finish off.

As the head of my cock roamed around every internal surface, Dara tried forcing me deeper. I finally gave in and settled into the back reaches. The sudden flush of rosy pink on her face told me she was as primed and ready as Starry had been.

Her slit pulsed around the base of my shaft. I raked back, forcing a raw moan from between her lips.

Starry wasn't in any condition to lend a hand yet. Dara noticed my glance to her right. “Don't worry about Starry right now. She'll get her turn with you.”

I gave in as she tugged at my waist. Dara's thighs locked me deep. A heady sigh and a curl of blonde twisting around one finger dared me to try making her regret it.

As much as I wanted to spend myself early, I couldn't give up a chance to make our other MVP regular my fifth human playground. Still, the juicy satin inside my girlfriend called my name as strongly as always.

Dara lifted her top, putting her natural, money-making breasts up for offer. Her legs clamped harder against my back. Something about the way she begged for you to come as quickly as possible was fatally addictive.

I let our bodies melt together as I sank as far in as I could. When her entire body twitched, I knew how volatile she was getting.

Dara’s voice penetrated the air as I bent forward and brushed the stubble of my jaw against her cheek. Something about her was more willing than ever.

Heaving myself back, I shut my eyes. A series of untamed thrusts came out of my body on their own. I had to be under the same spell.

Our fingers entwined off to both sides of her head. The raw heat of her breath against my neck gave way to a quick bite.

I flexed my arms as I pushed forward, crashing her body against mine. The strong, soaked walls of her cunt gripped like a vise. I what, or rather who, was about to come.

It sparked a new frenzy in me. The savage instinct to fuck her into oblivion took hold. It sounded more like a beating than sex.

Ramming home, I heard the best kind of devastation in her screams. With one final rush, I had Dara pulling into herself like a collapsing star. The girl was spent.

Easing up on the assault, I took it all in so I could enjoy the feeling of her climax. Toying with her ear lobe between my teeth, the shivers and jerks felt as great as banging itself.

I let her whimper out the tail end. Goosebumps spread over her body with the afterglow. With Dara slipping into the post-come coma, I broke free of her.

Starry was still about as delirious, but functional now. I took a seat between them in the center of the couch. The slick glimmer of Dara’s wetness on my upright shaft was all the invitation Starry needed.

She was almost licking her chops as she crawled her way onto my lap. With her new birth control regimen, I knew it wasn’t dangerous in that regard. Hopefully Dara wouldn’t see her as too much competition.

Nibbling at my collar bone, Starry moved up to my neck. The delicate folds between her legs nestled against my dick. A little tease before giving it all up was what made these girls their money.

The clever use of her time and assets made me want it even more. That little bit of mental seduction throbbed my cock like it had gotten its own pulse. I couldn’t help panting, just waiting for her to let me explore her for the first time.

As her pussy took me in, she cried out louder than I expected. The shock of something that tight on a girl like her jolted my eyes open. The wickedly perfect size and shape of her breasts begged me to hold onto them for dear life.

Her body shivered all over me until I was planted all the way in. Suddenly the rush of the lighting kicked her into gear. With a swift bounce, Starry almost collapsed my lungs in an instant.

My nerves were screaming as hard as she was. Maybe with all that working and studying she’d been doing lately, Starry was a treat hardly anyone got to enjoy like this.

The third blonde in my little harem slowed it down just enough. I recovered what breath and control I could. Even at that sensual pace, she was something to brag about.

Both nipples swelled against my palms. I tightened the embrace with both hands. Strip clubs are a lot more fun when you can put your hands on, and your dick in, the talent.

My shaft throbbed an invitation to let it do its job. Letting go of Starry’s tits, I wrapped my arms around the narrowest part of her waist. The sudden act forced both of us to stare right at each other.

She tilted herself back and broke the gaze. The light coat of sweat gave me enough grip to start rushing her up and down. Every deep crash forced a satisfied cry from between Starry’s lips.

Wound up and ready to drive for the final stretch, my veins were full of testosterone and a need to take her all the way. The fine, nude specimen bouncing in my lap kept belting out praises without actual words.

I pulled her down, making sure I was as brutally deep as possible. Air hissed between Starry’s clenched teeth. With a searing look that told me she was ready to impress, Starry swept her hips in every direction.

My hands clamped onto her ass. The sleek texture turned into heat as I gripped hard enough to leave prints.

Grinding herself against me with all she had, Starry bent forward and slowed herself just enough. Her breath scorched my ear as she whispered, “I wanna come all over your dick.”

My vision started blurring as she backed away and turned my lap into her personal playground. Muscles twitched all over my body once her voice picked up. Her single-minded drive was turning into my own.

Starry’s entire body curled and then exploded with every drive. It was hard to believe she was the shy newbie just weeks before. Whatever Dara had taught her, beyond dance moves, it had put more spice in Starry than a Mexican open-air market.

She surged forward again, never easing up on the unrelenting ride. Nuzzling her lips against the nape of my neck, she bit hard enough to leave a mark. It was a damn shame I couldn’t let the girls go this
 far with private dances.

Pulling away one last time, Starry let out the most welcomed sound she could have. With a hard cock of her hips that slid my dick around in her just
 right, a moan that could drive men to war flooded the entire room. She wasn’t coming yet, but Starry was damn vulnerable to falling into it.

I let go of her ass and rubbed my hands up her sides. It got her into a side-to-side movement. The supple walls of her cunt gripped like they were trying to pull my cock right off of me.

She sank down, her entrance spreading like it was trying to take in more than just my shaft. Her resistance to going berserk was getting weaker by the millisecond.

My hands balled into fists as I slammed them into the cushions. Her pussy started going into fits, letting her walls skim over the surface of my dick as she rose and sank in one fluid motion.

When her entire body started quivering, I knew all hell was about to bust loose. I was happy to take over and be of service. The rich feeling as I bumped my hips upward made my torso feel like it was hollowing out.

I worked from below her until every muscle begged for relief. As Starry took the reins back as best she could, we were rushing to the same destination. If I didn’t know she was on birth control already, I’d have been fighting to get her off of me instead.

Her entire stomach warmed and tensed. The rhythmic flow of her cunt against my shaft got my legs jerking. With her ankles pushing against my knees harder with ever swish, she didn’t have much time left.

Starry’s back arched, forcing her breasts dangerously close to my face. The heave of her breath edged them against my face.

That’s when the bottom fell out of the entire game.

Shivering as her joints locked, Starry reared her head back and screamed, “Fuck!
”

I gave in. Every muscle in my ass tensed as I felt the rush from my sack. As much as I tried keeping my jaw snapped shut, I couldn’t help letting out a hard groan.

Among all the shaking, gasping, and frayed nerves, I heard an unmistakable voice. Dara’s hands wrapped around my arm as she cooed out, “I’m so fucking proud of you two.”

Starry bent forward, resting her forehead against mine. The little bit of squirm in her hips overloaded my cock as I burst out my second and third shots.

I couldn’t stop myself from gasping harder with every load. When the last one finally trickled out, I heard the sound of lips smacking.

For whatever reason, Dara wasn’t just fine with it. Starry getting me off loaded my girlfriend’s chamber better than the damn light.


I barely woke up before opening time the next night. Starry hadn’t even left, and neither her or Dara had bothered getting a wink of sleep. I was still as useless as an ashtray on a motorcycle, but those two were beyond
 horny.

The ever-present sounds of those two making out, whimpering, or yodeling in each others valleys finally stopped as I rolled over. I caught Dara’s attention with a quick stare. “If I didn’t know better, you’re starting to like her more than me.”

Both blondes crawled out of the same side of the bed, wearing nothing but a film of sweat. Dara tapped Starry on the ass before she nodded her head toward the bedroom door. “Come on, we’ve gotta shower before work.”

Starry’s eyes lit up. I knew what was about to happen, but didn’t care. And as it turned out, I can come five times in one day, if I really put my mind to it. Meanwhile, those two skipped off to work on their fortieth or so orgasms, each.

Whatever had sparked those two to go at each other like horny teenagers, it was sure to get the customers worked up. I wasn’t worried about losing my girl to another one, but I did start to wonder how the light’s effects had changed Dara. Her job was always her highest priority, but now it was pretty much her life.

I shambled to the dresser. Pulling a fresh pair of boxers and an undershirt out, I heard the shower come on. Then the next round of giggles and moans started.


Shit, I’ve gotta come up with a stage schedule
. We always tried to change things up so the regulars don’t know what to expect, and I knew those two needed a solid hour to get ready. I pulled my pants and the previous night’s shirt off the floor. They’d have to do until I could sneak back up to wash my own ass.

Stepping into my shoes and looking out the windows overlooking the club, I saw a familiar face standing just outside the front door. Reverend Ted Alberts didn’t seem to care if people saw him coming and going from this place just before opening time.

But it wasn’t a visit for his own amusement. Even from the apartment, I saw the worry on his face.
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