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From Brat to Bimbo


Neil Bimbeau



“Oh God, Cody, yes!”


Thump
. A sharp intake of breath, followed by a low moan. Thump. Thump.


“God, you fuck me so good, Cody! You like the way my tight slit feels?”

I couldn't hear what Cody said in response through the wall, but I was pretty sure he was in agreement.


Thump. Thump
. BANG!
 One of the pictures on my side of the wall crashed to the floor.

I sighed and folded a pillow over my head, muttering in frustration. Sleep? What was that? Apparently my stepbrother Cody had never heard of it. He was much too bringing every easy girl in town to his apartment and nailing her to get much sleep – and that meant he was keeping me up, too. Every night a different girl, a different voice moaning and screaming and sobbing his name as they came. The other night, I swear I had heard two
 different girls' voices. I was happy for him, sure, but did all of them have to be screamers?

It had been like this for two weeks now. Honestly, we were probably long past the point where I should have said something to him about it. But, I reminded myself, I was the one who was intruding on his space. It was nice as hell of him to take me in. I had literally shown up on his doorstep, newly evicted from my apartment with everything I owned in a couple of suitcases. I couldn't go to mom and dad: if you knew our mom and dad, you'd understand why. There aren't that many brothers in the world who would've taken their little sister in like he did: and without caveats. No “you can stay here for three days,” no “you have to pay half of the rent,” he just opened his door to me and let me know I could stay here as long as I wanted. We'd always been close (see also: the mom and dad situation) but even so, his generosity startled me. I was glad I had such a wonderful brother.

If only his choice in women was a little quieter.

“Fuck yeah, pound my pussy, Cody!” This latest girl might have been the loudest of all. Her voice was so high-pitched it practically squeaked. I could almost imagine her through the wall: some bleach-blonde bimbo who'd been cruising the bars a couple hours ago looking for a good, hard fucking. I shook my head in amazement. How he managed to do it, I never could figure out. My brother's a good looking guy: lean but muscled, tall, with the same short, curly brown hair it seems everyone in our family has, but I've never met anyone who scores like he does. Even back in high school, he was insanely good with women: I'd helped him sneak girls in and out with my key (something the parents trusted to me but not him – with good reason!) all the way back since freshman year. Obviously, he hadn't lost any of his magic.

“Oh fuck, Cody I'm gonna come! I'm gonna fucking come...!”


Finally
, I thought, as the girl's cries of passion built up into a scream that shook the wall. I lay back in bed, listening to her sob my brother's name, over and over. He was good, I had to admit. There wasn't a single girl who didn't come like a fountain – and I can spot a faker.

The room quiet, I closed my eyes and began drifting off. I was just about asleep when...

“Mmh! Fuck yes – spank me! Spank me daddy, I've been such a bad girl!”


Jesus fucking Christ
, I thought. Are they going again!?


I heard a slap, followed by a sharp cry. “Harder!” the girl said.


Goddamnit, he's going for two.
 This could take all night. The sound of spanking carried through the wall, slowly building in volume. This one was kinky: maybe this one was a date and he'd taken her to see that bondage novel movie. Great.

What was I going to do now? Sleep was out of the question. I could put on my headphones, listen to some music, try and drown out the sounds of fucking going on inches away from my bed. Or...

Under the covers, my hand drifted down to my thighs. My fingers slid beneath my panties to cup my mound, exploring it. I was hot and wet. Who wouldn't be? I was listening to an enthusiastic couple having hot-ass sex inches away from me. That my brother was one half of that couple... I tried not to think about it. It was gross.


But,
 I thought, touching my clit with a finger, also kind of hot.
 Maybe a little sibling rivalry was exactly what I needed to fix our living situation. After all, why should he get to be the one to have all the fun?

I closed my eyes and listened to the voices on the other side of the wall, working myself in time with the beat. After a few minutes, the sound of spanking became another round of lustful groans, and the wall shook again. It sounded like they were going doggy style this time, the girl's hands on the wall just inches away from me. My leg began to tremble; it's never taken me long to come when I take care of myself, and I could already feel myself building to a climax.

I pictured my brother's long, thick cock buried deep in the slut's pussy, her back arched with pleasure. “Oh fuck,” I muttered, oblivious to the world around me, “oh fuck oh god oh YES...”

I came with a crash, my free hand coming up to slap the wall. I let out a sharp cry as pleasure engulfed me. As I came down, I noticed something that shocked me out of my reverie: the house had gone silent.


Oh no,
 I thought. They had heard me! I held my breath, not daring to move.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the sounds of fucking resumed on the other side of the wall.

I let out my breath and sagged into the pillows. My cheeks burned with shame. That was a horrible thing to do! I felt a wave of revulsion sweep through me: what must Cody be thinking? His darling little sister, frigging her cunt senseless to the sound of him scoring with some random bar slut – he must think I'm a total perv, I realized.

Every moment I thought about it, the worse it seemed to get. What if he was mad? What if he made me leave? I didn't really think it would come to that, but in my panicked state, anything seemed possible. If he threw me out, I had nowhere else to go.


This is so stupid,
 I thought, the bed jiggling as the thrusts into the wall increased. He's probably already forgotten. They had a good laugh about it, and now he's back to being balls deep in that little whore.


At the thought, my pussy gushed with sudden warmth. No, that was a huge mistake. I'll apologize,
 I thought, just in case. Make it clear it was just a coincidence – I had my headphones in and was reading something sexy, and golly gee Cody I'm sorry I interrupted you and your gal pal.
 That should do the trick. It's not like what I did was weird – he's my brother, he knows I masturbate from time to time, and it's not like being in house would stop me. I remember the hours you used to spend in the bathroom when you were a teenager, Cody. Glass houses, man.


I waited a good half hour before sliding from bed: long enough that everything next door had finally quieted down and goodbyes were said. I was pretty sure that the girl was gone, anyway: Cody's girls rarely stayed until morning. That was good for me; fewer awkward breakfasts anyway, and it would give me a chance to apologize in private.

The guest room door opened with a faint squeak; I made me way down the hall slowly, my toes sinking into the carpet. But when I got to Cody's room, I saw that the door was already open a crack. Curious, I crept to the entryway and looked inside.

Standing in the sliver of the room I could see was the girl, wearing nothing but a pair of black lace panties and standing stiff as a board. It looked as if she'd been interrupted in the middle of putting her clothes back on: they lay in a small pile around her feet. I could see I wasn't too far off the mark with mental picture of her, either. Long blonde hair, big boobs with just a touch of sag to them, a tan that undoubtedly came from a booth: a cougar on the prowl for younger guys. She was staring straight across the room back towards the bed; the door was open just enough for me to see a pair of legs hanging off the edge. Cody's legs.

I froze. Had they seen me? But the woman just stared forward, unblinking. Nobody moved. What the fuck was going on?

I was just about to step back into the hall and cut my losses when the woman spoke. “Yes master, I will obey.”

Master? Oh crap, I thought – this is some kind of sex game. They're gearing up for round three!

“Listen to my words,” I heard Cody say. “Concentrate on the sound of my voice. It's so soothing, isn't it? Feel your body relax as you listen to my words, sinking deeper and deeper...”

I sagged against the door frame. I should really have been going, but it felt like my feet were rooted to the carpet. As I watched, the woman began to sway gently, her eyes opening and closing, opening and closing.

“Relax,” my brother said soothingly. “Let your mind go...”

My mouth fell open. A drop of drool trickled down my chin to hit the carpet. What the fuck was going on? I felt so relaxed, I could just pass out right on the carpet and sleep for a week. If I hadn't been literally hanging onto the door, I would've been. I wanted to stand up, to walk away, but at the same time, I didn't
...there was a growing warmth radiating out from the center of my stomach. Once as a kid, I'd stolen some of my mom's anti-anxiety medication, and the deep stoned feeling of peace I'd experienced barely held a candle to the way I was feeling.

Finally the woman's eyes fluttered closed. I heard Cody give a deep sigh of relief and move into a more comfortable position on the bed. “Now,” he said, in the tone of someone reciting a well-known speech, “who are you?”

“I'm your slave, master,” the woman said. Her voice was completely toneless. I felt a chill shoot through me. What the fuck? This was more than a game – a sex game didn't leave me stoned and unable to move while my brother whispered commands to a half-naked bimbo. Cody was some kind of...what? Wizard? Hypnotist?

“That's right,” Cody said with pleasure. “Now, repeat after me, slave: 'I am a brainless bimbo.'”

“I am a brainless bimbo,” the woman said.

As if pulled by strings, my mouth began to move, speaking the words in a barely-audible whisper. What? No! That wasn't true – I was a very smart young woman, present circumstances excepted. I shook my head slowly, trying to clear it, when he spoke again.

“You are a dumb, horny little slut,” Cody said. “The only things you care about are looking good and pleasing your master.”


The only things I care about...
 I was whispering the words along with the woman. This had gone far enough! Suddenly, I looked down at my body...the way I was dressed. It was
 a little drab, wasn't it? My master would never want to fuck a girl dressed like this,
 I thought before catching myself.

Oh God, Cody, stop! I wanted to cry out, to stop him somehow. Now I believed this was real, and every cell in my brain was crying, begging my mouth to yell something, anything: but I remained silent.

“You are always horny for Cody,” Cody said. “Cody is the sexiest man in the world, and you would do anything to please him.”

Oh God. I felt a sudden rush between my legs. My knees trembled and my cheeks blossomed with heat. He was
 sexy, wasn't he? How had I grown up next to man like that and not done anything about it? God, I would do anything for him...

No no no no I had to stop. Had to get the fuck away. That was the wrong way to feel, for god's sake Cody is my brother! But instead, that sent another tingle up my spine. Cody was
 my brother, and I loved him. I wanted him to be happy, didn't I? Couldn't he see that he had a sister right next to him who was always horny for him?


No, please,
 a little part of my mind pleaded. Cody, stop...


“Your mouth belongs to Cody,” Cody said. The woman repeated it in a breathy whisper.

Oh God, my mouth. I wanted to take him in my mouth, feel every inch of that hard dick fill me throat, tease his balls with my tongue, feel him shoot his hot load all over my face...

“Your cunt belongs to Cody,” he said.

...and then let him lay me down and fill my cunt up with his hot meat, that fucking iron rod splitting me again and again him on top of me me on top of him from behind as he fucks me like a little whore against the wall on the floor every way he wants...

“Your ass belongs to Cody.”

...let him take me in the ass why not I'd never done it for anyone before but he's my brother I love him so much he's got the sexiest fucking smile sexy cock let him split my ass and fuck me I'm so tight back there until he comes over and over again...

“You can come for me now, slave,” Cody finished. “Come, and show your master what a slut you really are.”

I dropped to my knees on the carpet, thankful that it was padded so deeply. Yes!
 My mind screamed. Yes, I'm your slut!
 I climaxed, shuddering, sobbing, clutching the door frame like it was the last thing to hold on to after a shipwreck. Thankfully, no one heard me: Cody was already busy with his newest slave. I made my way back to my room, my pussy dripping with juices. Eventually, the sounds coming from the other side of the wall died down, and this time I did
 hear the sound of the woman leaving. Going off to pretend she was someone else, putting on a mask for the rest of the world.

I lay on the bed, a single word repeating in my thoughts. master master master master...


I knew exactly what to do.

This time, I didn't try to be quiet. I walked down the hall and flung Cody's door open, relishing the shock in his eyes as I entered the room. He had been lounging on the bed wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts, checking something on his phone. His eyes drifted over my body.

Obviously, what I had been wearing had been all wrong (you care about nothing but looking good
) so I'd changed into the sexiest outfit I had with me: a sheer teddy that clung to my ample curves, and a pair of thong panties along with my best pair of black fuck-me heels. There was no time to go shopping for something fancier in the middle of the night, so settling for being 98% naked would have to do.

As his eyes trailed over me, I saw his cock twitch beneath his boxers, beginning to stiffen. “Jesus, Sundie,” he said, reaching for a handful of blanket to cover himself, “what are you doing?”

“I'm here to serve you, master.” I tore off the top and flung it on the bed; it landed just in front of Cody. He stared at it in surprise.

“Master?”

“I'm so horny for you, Cody,” I said, walking towards the bed. “Ever since we moved in together, you're all I can think about.” I climbed onto the bed, crawling on all fours (like a good little slut
). “You've been driving me crazy, you know that? Banging those little sluts every night while your own sister sits here a few feet away, willing to do anything for you?”

“Holy shit,” Cody whispered. “You were
 touching yourself while I was with Lynn, weren't you? I heard you-”

“Forget about Lynn,” I said, grabbing his hand and placing it over my breast. Just the feel of his fingers on me sent an electric jolt through my body. “It's me you should be doing those things to, Cody. I'm a brainless bimbo. I'm a horny little slut.”

I was in the middle of moving his hand down to my panties when he pulled it away. “You heard all that!? Oh shit, you did, didn't you? And now you're...oh Jesus, I'm sorry, sis! I've always had this power with women – but I never intended to use it on you
...”

“I'm so glad you did,” I said, pulling the covers away. Beneath them, his cock had already grown to full-mast. Those sessions with the bar slut hadn't phased him one bit. I started stroking his member through his boxers. I noted with pleasure that they were wet; a thin trickle of pre-cum stained the front. “I need
 you, Cody. I need to please you the way those sluts do.”

“Uh...” Confusion warred with lust on my brother's face. “You won't tell anybody about this, will you?”

“Not a soul,” I said with a smile, “unless you want me to.”

“Jesus...you're so fucking hot, Sundie.” His fingers strayed to my breasts, and this time they stayed there, stroking my nipples.

“My mouth belongs to Cody,” I said, pulling down his boxers. His cock sprang free, hard and long and pulsing with warmth. I engulfed it with my lips, working the shaft with rapid little licks.

Cody tossed his head back and moaned. “Fuck, that's so good. You're a good little cocksucker, sis.” He gripped my head between his hands and forced me down on his length, making me me gag with it. He swelled up inside of me, even harder than before. I'm proud to say I took him like a champ.

With a wet pop, I pulled myself off him and rolled backwards into a sitting position. He looked at me confusedly. Like the sudden denial of his sister's mouth hurt. “What the fuck? Why did you stop?”

I smirked and pushed him over with both hands, mounting him. “My cunt belongs to Cody.”

His face formed an 'o' of surprise as I climbed on top of him, forcing my breasts into his face. I mounted him in one quick stroke – I was warm, and dripping wet, oh so ready for him to be inside me. He filled me up completely, until it was hard to tell where he ended and I began. We were perfect for each other.

“Goddamn that's good,” Cody gasped out between thrusts as I rode his cock into the stratosphere. “Where did you learn to fuck like this?”

“From watching you satisfy all those little sluts, big brother,” I said. Every thrust was a knife edge of pleasure inside me: it was radiating through my body in waves. I couldn't hold off my orgasm much longer.

“Fuck!” With a gasp, I slid off of him, and turned around so that I was facing the doorway. Spreading my legs wide, I pulled my ass cheeks apart with both hands, until each rested on the balls of my heels.

I glanced at him over my shoulder. “My ass
 belongs to Cody,” I whispered.

“Oh...oh, fuck yes!” Cody said, positioning himself behind me. I was a little nervous – I'd never done this before with any boy – but I knew it was what he wanted. What I wanted. It belonged to him, after all.

And it certainly felt
 like it belonged there. I cried out as his cock penetrated the inner folds of my ass, splitting it like a fat ham. He pounded me savagely, every thrust pushing him another inch deeper inside of me. I was being used for his pleasure, a fuckdoll, a bimbo slut. His hand came around my waist and found my clit, then began stroking with hard, expert motions. I had never felt so good.

“Oh fuck, sis, I'm gonna come,” he breathed into my hear, his voice husky with need. “Where do you want it?”

“Wherever you want, master,” I heard myself say.

“I wanna come in your ass,” he said. “Can I do that?”

“Absolutely,” I said, pulling him towards me and kissing him deeply. Our tongues intertwined as I felt his cock go rigid with impending climax. “What else are little sisters for?”

He gave a groan of release and let go; I felt spurt after spurt of hot come fill my tight little asshole. He certainly wasn't the least bit drained from the night's earlier exertions. I ground my ass against him, milking every last drop from him I could.

I felt his fingers encircle my clit and force themselves deep within me. My whole being was a point focused directly between my legs.

“Come for me, slave,” Cody commanded.

If I had thought the orgasm I'd had alone in bed was strong, it was nothing compared to this. I came screaming, thrashing, sobbing his name as I ground against him and into the bed. I lost myself in him, in servitude, and found nothing but ecstasy.

“Goddamn, that was amazing,” he said when we had finally finished. We lay together in bed, my head nestled against his collarbone, my arm thrown over his chest.

“Mmh, too right,” I said.

“Shit, I still can't believe this,” he said, shaking his head. “I've got to turn you back the way you were, I can't let you stay this way...”

He stopped. I was stroking his cock beneath the covers.

“Well, maybe I can,” he said. “But nobody can know about this. Especially
 not Mom and Dad.”

I yawned – my energies spent, I wanted nothing more than to lay myself in Cody's arms. “They know we've moved in together,” I said with a wicked little grin. “They won't know we're sleeping in the same bed.”

“Alright,” he said, then a little more sure of himself: “Alright.” I closed my eyes and nuzzled closer into him, sharing his warmth. I was so at peace with my new master.

“I'm going to have to keep up appearances, you know. Otherwise people are going to get suspicious. There's still going to be girls coming around here – are you okay with that?”

Eyes still closed, I smiled. He was so thoughtful. “Of course, master. Bring all the sluts home you want – I'll try to make it as hot as possible.”

“We don't have to tell them you're my sister,” he assured me.

“We don't,” I agreed, giving him a little squeeze beneath the covers, “unless you want to.”


The Bimbo App: Player One


I wasn't thinking about the consequences. I wasn't thinking about anything at all.

The carpet felt absolutely wonderful beneath my bare feet as I made my way down the hall. Of course, everything
 felt wonderful now: from the softness of my pajama pants across my long legs to the slightly cool air of the house as it made my bare nipples stiffen up. Everything was warm and fuzzy and perfect: the ultimate feeling. One I couldn't wait to share.

Pink lights flashed in my brain, sending little jolts of pleasure shooting down my spine. It felt good not to think; to just let the lights wash over me and feel
. I barely even noticed the way my body was changing, my hips widening as I walked, my breasts growing and firming up against my chest. It was all natural, all good, all thanks to that wonderful app my friend Lily sent me. I was going to have to thank her later, but for now I had more important things to take care of.

I was panting by the time I reached the bedroom door; biting my lip I turned the knob and let it swing open with a slow creak. There he was, sitting up reading the paper: my strong, sexy man. God, he was shirtless, with those muscles rippling beneath the covers – suddenly I was so wet I couldn't stand it.

He glanced up, eyes widening with shock as he saw me. “Angel? What are you doing without a shirt on?”

The old Dana would have been shocked to be seen like this. She would have had something to say. She wouldn't be standing there giggling and running her fingers between her tits like she knew exactly what she wanted to put right there, loving the way he stared.

“I'm lonely,” I said, pouting. “Can I get under the covers with you, Daddy?”

xXx

OMG, Dana, you have GOT to download this!


O yeah?
 I typed, settling under the heavy comforter and pushing a pillow behind my head. The glare of the phone hurt my eyes just a little bit in the dim light, but it was well worth it to talk to Lily. I was so
 bored. Me and Lily ought to have been out on the town – it was a hot, sultry Friday night perfect for club hopping – but both of us had come down with the same nasty, crappy virus at the same time. So, I was confined to bed on the orders of my step-dad.


Yeah!
 Lily's response came back almost as soon as I sent mine. I'll send you the link. 1 sec!


I shook my head, chuckling. Usually, Lily was the only girl in my circle of friends who didn't
 spend all day staring at her phone, but this illness had put us both right on our asses, and now she was discovering the wonders of the app store for the first time. It was kind of cute, in a way.

A coughing fit broke my reverie. God, I felt horrible – I'd slept like eighteen hours yesterday. Reaching out, I grabbed the bottle of water my stepfather Ethan had brought me up an hour or two ago and chugged from it until my throat felt better. I smiled.

Normally, I thought of Ethan as an obstacle in my path, something that kept me from going out and having the fun times I felt girls like me and Lily deserved – but getting sick definitely brought out the protective Dad instincts in him. I'd never say it to his face, but I was really really glad he was taking care of me: I was honestly a little scared of how sick I was. I never got this bad usually: normally I was the girl who everyone looked at with envy as I got magically better twenty-four hours later.


Whoops
, I thought, glancing at the screen. I'd already missed a text. It was a bright blue link from Lily – clicking it took me to the App store, which loaded infuriatingly slow as always.


What is it?
 I typed. Game?


You'll see.

The screen loaded – and I frowned. A scoff turned into a cough as my lungs cried out again. Covering my mouth, I read over the title again. This had to be some kind of joke.


OMG is this Matt?
 I asked. Did ur brother steal your phone?


The response came quick. Lol no! Did you download it?


“Lily,” I whispered to the screen, “I love you, but I am not downloading something called 'The Bimbo App'.”


No
, I texted back. Wtf is it?


There was only the most barebones description of the app underneath the title: Every man deserves a bimbo. Every girl deserves to BE a bimbo.
 Zero screenshots. Zero reviews. Where did she even find this?


It's so great
, Lily texted back. My phone vibrated with another message. Srs. Bro sent to me – thought it was a joke, but…


Almost as soon as I'd finished reading this latest text, the phone vibrated up a storm. I had just received a picture message.

As it loaded, I leaned back and pulled the covers up to my chin. God, I felt awful. I'd have done just about anything to beat this bug – I made a mental promise to pass out as soon as I was done talking to Lily. Maybe a little sleep would do me good.

Then the picture loaded, and I immediately forgot my promise.

It was Lily, but not the sniffling, sneezing girl I'd seen posting sad selfies of herself eating chicken soup on social media a couple hours ago. This Lily looked like she was about to go out on the town! There was something feral, almost predatory in her eyes, but no one else looking at the picture would notice because their eyes would undoubtedly be glued to her body. She'd poured herself into a tight pink minidress (where had she gotten that
, I wondered) and a pair of pumps that screamed “fuck me, I'm a total slut.” She was more made up than I'd ever seen her before. Fuck the club
, I thought, she looks like she's about to bang some high-powered businessman for an obscene amount of money.
 But even all that wasn't what bothered me about the picture.

It hit me a moment later – she didn't look the least bit sick. Yet, here came a second picture: Lily squeezing her arms together under her tits, pushing them up until they threatened to spill out of her low-cut top, all while sticking out her tongue in a way that said put it right here, stud
. I couldn't believe how slutty my best friend was acting.

A new text came in from Lily. Rejoice! She is healed! XD



WTF Lily you look like a total...prostitute!
 I typed back, each letter in 'prostitute' taking an eternity to get in the right order.

I know! Isn't it great? ;) U could be too!

I shook my head. I'm not playing dressup. 2 sick.
 Not to mention I wanted no part of whatever had made her think dressing like that was a good idea.


It's the app! I ran it and 5 min later – no sick!
 This was followed by several emojis: a smiley face, a heart, a cocktail with a little umbrella stuck in the side. I rubbed my eyes, reading over it again. That was completely impossible. I'd heard of apps that claimed to have health benefits – using binaural sound to relieve stress or produce a 'trippy' sensation – but curing the worst bug she'd had in years in five minutes? Nuh uh. No way.


Bullshit
, I shot back. Ur fucking with me. Nice try, Lily, haha.


After that, my phone stayed silent for a minute or two, long enough that I started to wonder if Lily had given up and fallen asleep. What the hell was all that with the slutty picture, anyway? Maybe it was an old picture she'd sent me as a joke, I told myself. Yeah, that made sense…

The phone vibrated just as I started to drift off. Dammit.

Did you d/l?

“Seriously?” I said to nobody. Lily was crazy if she thought I was going to download some prank app to my phone.


Hell no
, I said. Ur just trying to prank me.


The phone vibrated. Suit urself
, it said. I'm off 2 have fun ;)


I sighed and rolled my eyes. The Lily who'd been hacking and sputtering just a couple hours ago was going nowhere other than her bedroom, I was sure of that.


Oh yeah?
 I typed back, hoping my sarcasm was nice and obvious through text. U going clubbing?



No :)
 she fired back. Going to hang out with Matt. Omg he thinks I look sooooo good.



Matt?
 Her step-brother? Lily hated
 her step-brother – she wouldn't willing spend a night hanging out with him even if she wasn't
 sick. Now I knew
 I was being pranked.


Lol, okay – MATT
 I typed, feeling triumph in my fingertips. U have fun. I'm going to tell Lily all these sick thoughts ur having about her when she gets better.


The phone vibrated in my hand the instant my message was sent. k whore. Luv u! D/l the app & I'll send u some hot pics l8r ;) ;) ;)


This time the phone went quiet and stayed that way. Either Lily or her brother had given up on the prank.

Shaking my head, I took another long swig from the water bottle – thank god for H2O. In my cocoon of warmth, I felt like I could pass out any second...but as I drifted off, something bothered me. If that really was
 Lily, well...she sounded so adamant that there was something to this stupid app.

I certainly didn't believe it had cured
 her of this shitty bug we both had, or anything like that. But, maybe the texts I'd gotten were something the app generated? Maybe Lily's phone was getting hacked and she had no idea what was going on, and someone needed to warn her. Or maybe some deep, dark part of me really did
 want to see if a phone app could make my sniffles go away and didn't really care if it sounded like bullshit, because anything's better than shivering and coughing under blankets. Whatever the reason, my finer hesitated over the DOWNLOAD button for a few seconds before I finally shrugged and pressed down.


I can always just delete it
, I told myself. Stupid prank.


The icon appeared a few moments later on the front screen of my phone: a pursed pair of pink, glossy lips with the words The Bimbo App
 beneath it. Still unable to fully believe I was doing this, I pressed down on it and watched it go full-screen.


Pink.
 So much pink I couldn't believe my phone could display something so bright, until I realized I wasn't seeing my phone. The world had gone bright pink, like a laser beamed from a satellite directly into my brain. My thoughts bubbled and fizzed like soda pop, warmth traveling down into my belly like a shot of good whiskey.


Every man deserves a bimbo
, I thought. And every girl deserves to BE a bimbo
. I giggled. God, that made so much sense!

It was the last thought the old me would ever have. New sensations were burning through me: sinking into my soul, rewriting the Dana I had been my entire life. I watched that frigid, over-intelligent bitch fade away and laughed with glee. I had missed out on so much – so many opportunities squandered because of my stupid morality and my smarts. So much hot sex. So much submission.

I was so ready to be the me I was born to be.

I stripped off my top and headed out into the hall, wearing nothing but my long pair of cute pajama pants. It barely even registered that my illness had disappeared – it was a miracle, but I was done caring about even miracles now. There was one thing I wanted, one thing my overtaxed bimbo brain kept running back to again and again.


Daddy
. My step-dad, the man who cared so much for me. He deserved so much more. He deserved a wet little slut to ride his thick, throbbing cock into the stratosphere every night. Every man deserves a bimbo
, I thought, giggling some more.

When I threw open the door, he was so surprised! “Angel. What are you doing – you're not wearing a shirt...”

“I don't need one, Daddy,” I said, walking into the room with a confident sway. I could feel my body changing, my physical features shifting to match the bimbo inside. My tits felt fuller, firmer – by tomorrow morning, I'd have gone up a full cup size. Every time a strand of hair fell in front of my face, it was blonder than the last. I was changing, becoming the woman I was meant to be. The kind of woman Daddy deserved.

“Every man deserves a bimbo,” I whispered as I crossed the room.

“Honey?” I could see the rank confusion on my Dad's face. He looked like he wanted to order me from the room, but his eyes stayed locked on my perky tits as I came closer. I couldn't wait to help him work out his feelings. “What are you doing? You're not feeling well...”

“I feel great, Daddy,” I said, taking his hand and pressing it against my forehead. “See? No fever. Now, down here is a different matter...”

I took his hand and slid it down my body, let him feel my warm, inviting curves. He hesitated just a bit as we reached the waistband of my pants, but then he was underneath and it was wonderful. I was wet and ready and perfectly trimmed, and two of his fingers slipped inside of me with ease. It was like fire trickling down my spine, coursing through my body, demanding more more more…



Every girl deserves to be a bimbo
, I thought. I deserved this. This happiness was going to be mine, forever.

“Oh God, Daddy, that feels so good,” I groaned, thrusting my hips forward to help his fingers get even deeper inside of me. “Don't stop!”

“Angel,” Dad whispered. “This is wrong. You're sick, you're not thinking clearly...”

“You're so right, Daddy!” To my delight, my voice sounded breathier than it had a few moments ago – a rich, chocolatey whisper even when I was speaking normally. I could tell he loved it, even as he tried to stop his fingers from the absolutely sinful moves they were making in my folds. I reached down and rubbed his growing bulge through the covers.

“This is
 wrong,” I said, pouting theatrically. God, it felt so good to be a bimbo! “You're making me feel sooo
 good and I'm not doing anything
 about that big thing you've got under the covers.” As punctuation, I grabbed a corner of the comforter and pulled it back. Daddy's erection was clearly visible beneath the thin fabric of his boxers, and other than those he was naked; shirtless and lounging. Just the sight of his muscles and his firm, masculine chest nearly made me come on his fingers, right then and there. I held back, though, sensing it wouldn't be fair. I was a bimbo now, and a bimbo served
 her man…

“God, you're so hard for me,” I whispered, rubbing the tip through his boxers. I could feel them getting wet, slick with his precum. “When was the last time you got to empty those balls, Daddy? I know you haven't been on a date in so long.”

“That's not an...appropriate question,” he groaned, his legs stiffening as I rubbed him.

“You've been so busy taking such good care of your little girl,” I whispered huskily. “Now I wanna take care of you...”

Before he could stop me, I pulled down the waistband of his boxers and gripped his cock. It was warm in my hand, pulsing ever so gently with his heartbeat, and it was all I could do not to slam it inside of me and ride it until I was a sobbing, shaking mess in his lap.

Dad's phone was on the nightstand next to the bed. Something in my new bimbo brain lit up at the sight of it: phones were wonderful tools. They let you take naughty selfies to attract big-dicked men, they let you shop...and men loved to record themselves getting their cocks wet inside a luscious, big-titted bimbo.

“Let's make a movie,” I said, flicking through his lock screen before he could stop me. I went to go look for his camera app, but he already had a video queued up – it was paused at the beginning, left there when his phone shut down automatically. It started up, and my eyes widened – it was me
. It was a video of the trip to the beach we'd taken a few months ago. As I watched myself, prancing into the surf in a barely-there bikini Dad had nearly gone apoplectic when I bought, I saw what I hadn't dared notice before – the way the camera followed my tits, my ass, my curvy hips as I bent over in the waves.

“You were going to jerk off to this,” I said, not even framing it as a question. My bimbo brain understood men sooo
 much better now: everything was about sex, about taking young girls and blowing your load inside of them. “Don't deny it,” I said, teasing.

“I would never,” he whispered. “Angel...”

“So you just queued that up right before bedtime on accident? You weren't going to stroke that big, backed-up dick while thinking about peeling this bikini off my body with your teeth?”

“That is filthy, Dana,” he said, trying to assert some kind of control over me. I wanted
 him to control me, but in a very different way. I just needed to stoke the primal fire in his brain, somehow…

I had it! The Bimbo App!

“Hang on, Daddy,” I said, flipping through his phone. The app was just where Lily had sent it to me – once you'd seen it once, it was easy to find. Daddy's phone was much more modern than mine; the download was over before I could blink.

“Sweetheart.” Dad's voice was thick with lust. I hadn't stopped stroking him. “That feels so good, but you need to stop...”

“Have a look at this, Daddy,” I said, loading the app and holding it out to him. An instant later a pink light flashed in his eyes and his face changed. Instantly, his resistance stopped. His hips leaned into my hand, letting me stroke him harder and faster. He snatched the phone out of my hand and tossed it on the table...then his hand came up to cup my ass.

His mouth was against my ear, his body firm against mine. “Every man deserves a bimbo,” he whispered, like someone waking from a dream.

“Every girl deserves to BE a bimbo,” I said with a giggle. “Let me be yours, Daddy.”

There was a predatory look in his eyes, like I was a juicy piece of meat he couldn't wait to sink his teeth into. I decided right then and there that that was my favorite look in the world.

“You were right, Angel,” he murmured, his hand going back to my folds as I stroked him off. “I was
 going to touch myself while watching you. You have any idea what you did to me, prancing around in that little outfit?”

“Oh, Daddy,” I moaned, barely able to contain the feelings welling up within me. “You'll never have to jerk off again. I'm going to take care of all your needs now – all
 of them.”

When he didn't respond, I decided to tease him a little bit more. Rocking my hips so that my wet, aching cunt was almost
 touching his cock, I whispered: “Were you fantasizing about me riding your dick just like this
, Daddy?”

He grunted and shook his head. “No. I've been wanting to do this
 to you since the day you turned eighteen.”

Before I knew what was going on, the power dynamic had completely changed. His cock was no longer in my hand, my face was against the pillow on his big comfy bed – and my ass was in the air, like an open invitation.

“Face down, ass up, Angel,” he grunted, giving my ass a hearty slap. Fuck, I love when he treats me like a little whore! “That's how your dear old Dad likes to get off, Dana.”

“Whatever you want, Daddy,” I groaned, looking back over my shoulder. The position was so demeaning: it left me helpless underneath of him, barely better than a piece of meat for him to fuck. I loved it. I loved how I was getting him off just the way he wanted – the way a real bimbo
 would.

He pulled my pajamas down, exposing my soaking wet slit to the world. I was expecting him to penetrate me, to fill me up, but to my surprise I felt his stubble against my thighs. His tongue found me and made me shudder with delight.

“Oh, Daddy!” I was putty in his hands. If I could have melted against him, I would have.

“Just wanted to make sure you're nice and warmed up, Angel,” he said with a smirk.

“If I was any more warmed up I'd be on fire, Daddy,” I whimpered. “Please stop teasing me and give me what I deserve!”

His mouth left me, replaced a moment later with something hard and white-hot, stretching my walls. I couldn't believe the way it felt – like it had been crafted from granite especially for me. I was the luckiest, horniest girl in the world. I was a bimbo!

“Daddy, I can't think,” I groaned weakly. It was true – his cock was fucking the thoughts right out of my head. Pink lights flashed behind my eyes, each bringing a wave of pleasure and taking away a little more of the old Dana. Flash
 there went my piano lessons. Flash
 goodbye differential calculus!

Of course, the important things stayed right where they were. Like how to move my hips in just the right way that his cock got oh so deep inside of me, hit me in just the right place. Or exactly how to work my hands behind me to keep him interested, keep him primal and crazy as he fucked me harder and harder.

I could feel him getting close – the thought of that hot, unprotected load detonating in my pussy made me so weak my head swam. Was I really doing this? Would there be anything left of me when it was over?

I didn't care. I didn't want to be the old Dana – I wanted to be a bimbo. His
 bimbo.

“Oh fuck, angel, Dad's about to come,” Daddy groaned, his cock throbbing inside of me. “Should I pull out? Would you mind taking this load all over your face, pumpkin?”

Normally I wouldn't – I loved the idea of being coated in my masterkingdaddy's
 seed, but I had other ideas. “No, don't pull out!” My hips rocked against him. I took his hands and gripped, lifting the upper half of my body off the bed. “I want it!”

“Good,” he grunted, leaning forward and burying his face in my neck. “I don't want to pull out. I want to knock up that wet little pussy, babygirl. I want to breed you and own you. You're such a little...”

“Bimbo!” I cried, the word sending shocks of pleasure through me. “I'm a bimbo, I'm your
 bimbo, Daddy, and you can do whatever you want to your bimbo you can even come inside me Daddy come inside meeee….”

With a grunt, Dad grabbed hold of my hips and launched himself forward. He slid deeper into me than I thought possible, further than I'd let any man go, and with a shudder he shot his thick, creamy load deep in my core. It came in waves as he let out a series of primal, savage cries of dominance: burst after burst filling my pussy to the brim, breeding me like a mare in heat. The shock of it, the feeling of being taken and used sent me over the edge, pink strobe lights exploding in a kaleidoscope in my brain. The world disappeared, burned away, and I was weightless in Daddy's arms as I came over and over again.

When I came to, I was tangled up in his limbs, his strong hands stroking my belly as his head rested in the crook of my shoulder. He spooned me, holding me tight like a possession, and I don't think anything in my life had ever felt so right
 as that moment. So complete.

“I can't believe I raised such a slutty little bimbo,” he murmured, his voice heavy with sleep. Now that he'd done his manly duty, his body wanted him to rest so he could dominate me all over again. “Throwing yourself at your own step-father like that.” He chuckled, one hand moving up to my breast. “So proud of you.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said, my voice brimming with pride. “Every man deserves a bimbo – I can't wait until all my friends see what a little skank you've got making you feel like a real man.”

“Now, angel,” Dad said, trying to sound wary but just coming off sleepy. “We need to keep this under wraps.”

“Oh, Dad. You don't get it. Lily sent me this app – and Lily is like the most popular girl at school. By this time tomorrow every girl in my class is going to be a slutty little bimbo.”

“Lily?” He stiffened just a bit. “Hmm, she is a hot little number. I wonder what she'd look like in one of those tight pink dresses you girls wear...”

“I can't believe you,” I said, scratching him gently under the covers. He let out a yelp and gripped me harder. “You just got laid and you're already thinking about having a threesome with my best friend.”

“Hey,” he said with a grin, “every girl deserves to be a bimbo.”

“Every girl deserves to be a bimbo,” I repeated mechanically, pink light filling my vision for an instant. What had we been talking about? It was so hard to think all of a sudden. Oh, that was right – Lily. God, Daddy was right – she was
 hot. I couldn't wait to invite her over and show Daddy just how slutty his little girl could be.


Every girl deserves to be a bimbo
, I thought, my vision flashing pink. From now on, I was going to be the very best.


The Bimbo App: Player Two


“Hey, Lily, can you come in here for a sec?”

I sighed and rolled my eyes, tossing another tissue in the trash and sitting up in bed. Great. I felt utterly miserable and the last
 thing I needed was to get bothered by my annoying little step-brother.

“What is it?” My voice was shocking to me – all raspy and sick. “I'm not feeling so hot.”

There was a knock on the door. “Mind if I come in?” Without waiting for a response, the door to my room swung open and Matt stepped in, holding his cell phone out in front of him like a baton.

“Matt!” I pulled the covers up tighter. “You can't just barge in like that! I could have been naked!”

His eyebrows shot up. “You could?” Leaning forward, he strained to catch a glimpse of my curves under the comforter. “Are you?”

“Gross, you fucking perv!” I rolled over, bunching up the blankets around me like a shield. Ever since our parents had gotten married half a decade ago, I had made it perfectly clear to Matt that I considered him nothing less than my brother – and he'd
 made it perfectly clear that he was going to look at his cute Asian stepsister like any other potential fuckbuddy. The worst part was, Matt was fucking gorgeous
. Half the girls in my class were trying to use me to get a date with him. He could – and frequently did
 – hook up with all kinds of hot girls, but he never stopped creeping on me. Maybe it was whole 'forbidden fruit' thing, the fact that my room was right next to his all night long, or just the sheer wrongness of it. Whatever it was, I was so
 over it.

“I need you to look at this,” he said, coming over and sitting on the edge of the bed. He was wearing one of those tight little muscle shirts he was obsessed with, and as he leaned towards me I could see why – his abs practically rippled underneath the thin fabric. I bet he drove the cheerleaders crazy like that.

“With what? Your phone?” Despite the stereotype, I wasn't the tech nerd in our family – if anything, that was Matt. What did he need my help for? “What is it?”

“Take a look at this,” he said, handing me the phone. “Don't touch anything, just watch.”

I stared down into the phone's screen, but there was nothing to look at – just a tiny pink dot at the center, blinking every second or two. As I stared at it, it expanded a bit, then shrank back down.

“This isn't one of those things where it's suddenly going to go 'AAAAAAAH' and flash a monster face, is it?” I hated those things, and that kind of prank was right up Matt's alley.

But he shook his head. “Nope. It's supposed to be 'calibrating' or something. Can you stare at it for like another thirty seconds?”

“Thirty seconds? You've wasted enough of my...time...already...”

The light blinked. Blink, blink, blink. It was almost friendly looking, somehow. I felt myself giggle. It was kind of fun to watch, actually.

“Alright, wow
, thanks!” Matt's voice shook me out of my trance. “Great job, Sis!”

“Huh?” I looked around the room. The slant of the sunlight through the windows was at a slightly different angle then it had been a minute ago. How long had I been staring at Matt's phone, looking like a total idiot?

“Thanks,” Matt said again. “I really appreciate that, Sis.”

“Um...” I was confused. What had I done? “You're welcome, I guess.”

He walked out of the room like I'd done him a huge favor, grinning widely. I was still totally weirded out by the whole thing, but now that I was alone I snuggled back under the covers and pulled out my own phone.


Weirdest thing just happened
, I texted to Dana, my best friend. Like me, she was lying in bed, laid up with this awful cold. Normally the two of us would be out together on the weekend, having fun and getting into trouble, but not tonight. I felt a little bad about it, but I was glad we were sick at the same time: I didn't feel lonely, even though we were just talking on the phone.


What?
 Came the reply a minute later. Good, she wasn't passed out yet.


Mike came in with his pervy ass. Wanted me to fix his phone or something but I just zoned out.
 Sending it in text form made it seem less strange – like a funny thing that had happened.

And Dana's response further reassured me. Haha! Lol that is so like you, Lily.


I smiled. Dana was such a good friend. And so fucking cute, too. I wondered if she was feeling up to sending me a few pics…


Woah.
 Where the hell had THAT thought come from? No, Lily, no! Being sick must have fried my brain more than I thought. I felt icky and gross under these covers – I needed to get cleaned up.


Brb
 I texted Dana. Gonna hit the shower.


K. Hope u feel better! It helped me a lot.

Dana was right. Showers always felt totally wonderful when I was sick – I wondered why I hadn't thought to take one already. Just the thought of the warm water on my skin, the hot steam coating my skin made me tingle. I couldn't fucking wait.

So of course
 fucking Matt was already in the bathroom. “Come on,” I said, pounding on the door. “I need to get in here.”

He opened the door a few seconds later, flashing a lopsided grin. He wasn't wearing a shirt, and from the way he held his phone I knew he'd been taking some of those sensitive, emotional selfies that had all the girls at school creaming their panties.

“I need to take a shower,” I said. “Bail.”

His grin just got wider as he slipped past me. “Sure,” he said, waggling the phone. “You sure you don't want some company?”


Sure
, I thought for an instant, looking at his muscles. Then I clamped down on that thought faster than an Olympic track star running the hundred-meter dash. What the fuck was I thinking?

Matt noticed my hesitation and dove in. “I mean, you're not feeling well. Might help to have someone clean off those hard-to-reach places. It's not like we haven't seen each other naked before.”

“Gross,” I said, shoving him aside and making a disgusted face. “The last thing I want to do is spend my shower staring at your boner.”

As soon as the word left my lips, an image of it filled my mind. I bet he was tenting his boxers right now, just from the thought of sharing a hot, steamy shower with his sis. Don't look
, I warned myself. Do not look.


I managed not to – just barely.

I slammed the door behind me, listening to Matt's chuckles as he walked off to go do whatever he did on a Friday night. I sighed hugely, slumping against the door. What the hell was
 that?  I needed to calm down already. I stripped off my clothes, shivering at the sensation of cool air on my naked body, and stepped into the shower.

The water from the faucet was cool at first, then warm. Steam billowed around me as I turned on the shower head, leaning into the warmth. Fuck, that felt so good. There's nothing like a nice, hot shower when you're sick
, I thought. The warm, humid air opened my sinuses, and a minute later I felt like I wasn't even sick at all.


Hee hee, getting nice and clean
, I thought, giggling. I squirted body wash all over my chest, rubbing it in until a thick lather dribbled down my body. After being miserable, this warm shower was exactly what my tired body needed.


Oh, wow
, I thought. What's this?
 There was warmth flooding the space between my legs, but the shower had nothing to do with it. For a moment, it felt wrong, then I relaxed. Makes sense,
 I told myself. I've been so sick – when was the last time I really let go and treated myself?


Grinning, I squirted another salvo of body wash over my breasts and rubbed it in with one hand. My nipples were stiff and slick in the spray, and my hands could easily grip and squeeze them. Unlike a lot of girls, my tits get insanely sensitive when I'm turned on, and handling my nipples the right way feels almost as good as fingering myself.

Speaking of which…

Spreading my legs to get a better angle, I brushed my folds aside with two fingers and dove into my soaking wet box, creating achingly good friction against my walls as I sought out my clit. I leaned forward into the spray to muffle any little gasps and sounds of pleasure I made – the last thing I wanted was for someone to hear me doing this to myself.


Was it, though?
 I wondered. The thought of a guy – of Matt, I realized – with his ear against the bathroom door, straining to hear my cries of passion as he stroked his big, hard cock to thought of being the one making me sound like that. Fuck, it was so hot.

It was also wrong, but I wasn't thinking about that. In fact, I wasn't thinking at all. It felt so much better to just let the warm water wash over me, to play with my big sexy titties and rub my aching clit and just feel
 the way I wanted to feel, without worrying if it was right or wrong.


Worrying is for smart girls.
 The thought appeared in my head before popping like bubble gum. And smart girls are boring.


I was right, I realized. It was boring to be a smart little prude. It felt so
 much better to let go, to frig my cunt like a dumb little bimbo slut.

“Hee hee, bimbo,” I whispered, my body shuddering as I heard my own words. Something about that word felt so right
. A bimbo wouldn't feel bad about masturbating in the shower with her stepbrother listening in – she'd invite him in to watch. Bimbos loved being watched, being desired, being used like objects. Fuck, I wanted to be used so bad. My hands at my tits and pussy got insistent, rough and cruel like I was miming what I wanted some strong alpha male to do to me. The pink dot was flashing behind my eyes, faster and faster, filling my brain alongside the sweet filthy pleasure sending me over the edge…

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, orgasm approaching fast. “Fuck me, Matt! Oh, fuck me, Mattie...”

My words broke off into a cry as I came, water splashing down from the showerhead onto my face like the cumshot I wished was coating me as my clit throbbed with pleasure. I spread my legs as wide as I could without falling and let the water run between my thighs, stimulating me into dozens of tiny little aftershocks as I rode out my climax. When it was over I leaned against the side of the shower, completely spent. A ghostly image of that little pink dot flashed behind my eyelids, and every time it appeared in my mind's eye it looked a little bit better, a little bit more right
.

I didn't feel sick at all.


Well, that was just what the doctor ordered
, I thought to myself, toweling off my body in front of the mirror. There was a warm, soft soreness in my limbs: I felt like I could sleep for a hundred years. I yawned explosively in front of the mirror and giggled at my own reflection.

“You go, girl,” I whispered, fighting another giggle-fit. “Get you some.” God, I had used the hell out of my own body. I'd have to remember to do that more often.

I went to put my pajamas back on, but something stopped me. They looked so...frumpy,
 lying there. I mean, sure, nobody was going to see me in them, but that wasn't the point. Besides, they were probably filthy. I decided to just go to bed naked – I'd keep the towel wrapped around me until I got back to my room, then crawl under the sheets and pass out. Yeah, that sounded great.

Everything was normal until I got back to my room and shut the door behind me. There, on the bed, was an unexpected present.

It was a scandalously tiny pink minidress, the kind really trashy women wore out to the local 'meat market' when they were looking to get laid. I could tell just looking at it that it was a size too small – if I managed to get into it, it would fit me like a second skin.

I shuddered at the thought – a good
 shudder. Biting my lip, I lifted up the dress and looked over the flimsy fabric. Who had left it there and why were questions I was no longer equipped to handle – all I could think was Can I fit inside this dress?
 And Wouldn't I look fucking sexy as hell in a tight dress like this
?

I tore off my towel and tossed it into a heap in the corner of the room. Getting the dress on was a bit of an ordeal, but sooner than I expected I was zipping up the back and checking myself out in the mirror.

“God damn, Lily,” I said to my reflection, sounding awestruck. “You look fucking sexy
 as hell.”

I was right. I looked like I'd been poured into the tiny dress. It just barely covered the curve of my ass, riding up so that anyone close enough could catch a glimpse of my warm, hairless pussy. It didn't waste much more space on my tits – if anything, it pushed them up, made them look higher and firmer and like they were going to spill out of my top at any moment. This was the kind of dress a bimbo wore – and I looked amazing
 in it.


I need shoes
, I realized. With a dress like this, I had
 to have a sexy-as-fuck pair of shoes.

Opening my closet door, I found another surprise waiting for me: a pair of pink fuck-me pumps with five-inch heels, a pretty pink bow stuck to one like a Christmas present. I squealed at the sight of them – they were so pink and so perfect I'd never seen anything so hot. I had to get them on, immediately!

When I was finally dressed, I preened in front of the mirror. God, I looked good enough to eat! My pussy gushed at the sight of my curvy Asian body on display, like a rack of meat at the butcher's shop. Any guy who saw me like this wouldn't be able to look away. He'd know exactly
 what kind of girl dressed like this – a bimbo. An easy, slutty, incredibly filthy bimbo…

The door swung open without a knock. I pulled my hand away from my soaking slit, only dimly aware that I'd been playing with myself.

“Hey, sis.” Matt stood in the doorway, staring at me exactly the way my body cried to out to be stared at. “I guess you saw the present I got you.”

“You did this?” I could barely keep the joy out of my voice. God, he was so sexy and thoughtful and hot I could just jump his fucking bones even if he was my brother…

“Yeah,” he said, stepping into the room and closing the door behind him. Now it was just him and me, alone in my bedroom. “I thought it fit the new you a little bit better. You agree?”

“Oh, yes Mattie!” I looked at us in the mirror, beaming with pride. God, we would make such a cute, dirty couple. I wondered if Matt was thinking the same thing. “I finally look the same way on the outside that I feel on the inside.” I giggled.

His hand came up and brushed my waist. I quivered, wishing he'd rip the dress right off me. “And how do you feel?”

“Like a...” my mouth tripped over the word, like saying it to a boy would cross some line I could never go back over. I almost stopped, but the pink dot flashed behind my eyes and my vision got all swimmy. “A bimbo
.”

“Hey, you said it, not me,” he said, pulling something out from behind his back. A camera! “How about giving me a little fashion show for your new outfit?”

Nothing in my entire life had sounded better. I leaned forward, letting my tits practically fall out of my tight top, and bit my lip seductively. “How's this?”

The camera flashed. My hot, sexy pose would live forever, seen and desired by god only knew how many men. I nearly came right on the spot.

“Perfect,” Matt said, sitting down in my comfy computer chair. “Keep going.”

So I did. As Matt's camera flashed again and again, I struck pose after pose, each one naughtier than the last. I stuck out my tongue and stroked an invisible cock onto my face. I got on my knees and spread my legs, hiking my skirt up so that the lips of my pussy were clearly visible though shadowed. I teased and pleased and did everything in my power to drive my invisible audience wild, to make their cocks throb in their pants. I was certainly having an effect on Matt, from the bulge visible in his boxers.

The pink dot flashed behind my eyes every time Matt took a picture, and every time I felt a shudder of sheer bliss trickle down my spine. How had I spent so long studying, learning, being a good boringstupidprude
 girl? This was what I was meant to be doing. I loved it.

Finally Matt could take no more. He shoved the camera away, stood up, and unbuckled his belt as he crossed the room. “Come here,” he commanded.

The line between showing off for my brother and fucking him was so thin, I crossed it without thinking. One moment I was writhing, half-naked, trying with every inch of my body to inflame his passions – then the next, I was satisfying them. Any doubts I had burned away under the calming, regular flash of the pink dot – this was so right
. So true. So bimbo.

He pushed me down onto the bed one-handed and spread my legs like a ragdoll, making me wide and open for him. His cock stood out from his body, dripping with precum. The thought that I should ask about condoms flickered through my mind for the barest instant before being brutally slapped down. I didn't want that. Condoms required thought, they were what prude bitches cared about. I wanted to feel
, feel every inch of him sliding against my walls with no resistance. I wanted to feel him shoot inside of me.

Oh fuck. I wanted my brother to come inside of me.

Just then, he entered me, his fat cock sliding into my wetness to the hilt. My mouth opened in a perfect little 'o' of surprise as I grabbed onto his muscle shirt, holding on for dear life.

“Oh, fuck, Mattie,” I whimpered, my voice high and girlish. “You're so fucking hard! You're so hard for me, so hard in my warm, wet softness!”

In response, he grabbed me by the hair and pulled me to the side. Apparently I wasn't even worth wasting conversation on – the knowledge sent shivers down my spine. I was just a dumb bimbo for my brother to fuck, and every second made me love it more.

“That's right, baby, that's right,” I cooed, rocking against him as he settled into a hard, driving rhythm. “Fuck me, Mattie, fuck me hard...”

He grabbed my cheek and slapped me, not hard but enough to make me turn and gasp. “Shut up, bimbo,” he said, a cruel smirk on his face.

I did. I couldn't not. I had to do everything he wanted, be every kind of girl he needed – that's what being a bimbo was
, after all. And my reward was his hot, creamy load filling me up.

I tried to be quiet, but as I felt his pace quicken and his balls slap against my asshole, his body about to come, I couldn't help it.

“Fuck, fill me up,” I groaned. Matt was either too far gone or didn't care about shutting my bimbo mouth. “Breed me, bro – I'm not on the pill. You're gonna get me so pregnant, you stud – I can feel it...”

Apparently that was exactly what Matt wanted to hear. His cock became a jackhammer inside of me, rocking my tender walls as he fucked me deeper than any boy I'd ever messed around with. Then his body went taut and I felt him shoot, the seed even warmer than his cock, spurting inside of me with such force I felt dizzy. An instant later the creamy warmth coated my clit and my world flashed pink, oozing with pleasure, making me arch my back and giggle and laugh and swear to do everything Matt wanted and to serve him forever and take his come whenever he wanted and oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck….


“Come for me,” he commanded, but I already was. I shuddered around his cock, every thrust driving me up to a mini-climax of its own, my mind delirious with pleasure and never to recover. I was a bimbo now, for real and forever.

“That was fucking great,” he said as he pulled out of me and wiped the head of his cock on my thigh. The gesture made me quiver – I loved how he treated me like an object for his pleasure. “You're going to be doing that a lot from now on, bimbo.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, the words coming as natural to me as the lyrics to my favorite song. “I love the way you've dressed me.”

“Mmh, me too,” he said, looking me over. “Fuck, I have a hot little bimbo for a sister. I can't wait to invite some friends over and have you show them what a slut you are.”

“Oh, fuuuuck,” I groaned. Just hearing the words nearly brought me to bliss. As I recovered, something occurred to me. “Speaking of friends...”

“Yeah?”

I glanced at his phone. “Dana's at home right now, sick. Why don't you let me send her that fun little app you showed me, and maybe a few of those pictures you took? After all, every girl deserves to be a bimbo.”

I had no idea where that last sentence came from; but it felt like I'd been hearing it all my life. Like an advertising slogan you get stuck in your head. Every girl deserves to be a bimbo
, I thought, testing the rightness of that statement. Yeah, that was the stuff.

“Huh,” he said. “That's the motto on this app in the description. That's weird. But yeah, go nuts. Dana's a hot little slut.” He paused at the door, lips pursed in thought.

“You really get off on it now, don't you?” he asked. “The thought of a bunch of horny guys slobbering all over your pictures, jerking off to your body...”

He broke off, because I flushed crimson and started touching myself. “Wow,” he said, shocked. “You really do. Tell you what – after you send these to Dana I'm going to post them online a couple places. See how many internet points I can get.”

I beamed with pride. My brother wanted to show me off to the world – what more could a bimbo ask for? “As long as you let me look,” I said. “I want to read each and every comment.”

“Oh, you will,” he said, heading off to introduce me to the world. “While I fuck you.”

I couldn't wait.


The Bimbo App: Cooperative Play


“Dana? Hey, get in here, you slut!”

I snapped my lipstick holder closed and placed it back in my clutch, pausing for a moment to preen in the mirror. My makeup and hair were perfect, as always, and I looked sexy and slutty as ever.

“I'll be right down, babe!” I replied, blowing my reflection a kiss. Before I stood up, I pulled out my phone and snapped a quick selfie, making sure to pull down on my top a bit so that my tits spilled out. Ever since Matt had shown me the Bimbo App and made me over into the sexy girl I was always meant to be, my Instagram followers were through the roof – and what he, Lily and I had planned for tonight was going to send things through the stratosphere.


Slut,
 I thought, rolling the word through my mind, thrilling as it sent little tingles of pleasure down my spine. A few days ago, any guy (even a guy as dirty hot as Matt) who dared to call me a “slut” would have gotten a punch to the face, if not a kick in the balls for good measure. But now that word just felt right
: more than right, it felt true. I was a slut, a little bimbo whore...and I couldn't be happier.

My phone vibrated almost immediately after I posted my latest picture. Ethan35 has liked your photo,
 the notification read, and a few seconds later my phone throbbed with a text message:

“You look gorgeous, angel. Have fun tonight.”

I smiled and bit my lip. The words caused a blaze to ignite between my legs. Daddy liked my picture
, I thought deliriously, giddy with pleasure. My step-father Ethan hadn't liked the new me at first; he didn't think the changes the Bimbo App had put me through were 'proper' for a young lady of my stature. But once I showed the app to him, let it work its magic, everything changed: he realized his true place was as my hot, dominant alpha-male keeper. Ethan bought me everything a bimbo could possibly want, and in return I set his bed on fire every night while screaming fuck me, Daddy!
 Over and over again.

He hadn't liked the idea of what Lily and I were doing tonight, either, but Matt had brought him around. After all, next weekend he
 was the one who got me and Lily all to himself. I couldn't wait!

Humming the chorus of the trashy pop song I was addicted to this week, I descended the stairs like a fashion model getting ready to strut her stuff. Matt had told me to dress like a porn star, and I'd watched lots and lots of the source material (sometimes with my Magic Wand buried in my slit, coming my brains out) to make sure I was looking the part. I'd chosen a tight, barely-there bandage dress and hiked it up so that any one looking at me from less than an eighty degree angle could see straight up it to my shaved, hairless slit. The top bunched up beneath my ample tits, pressing them out like a corset until they threatened to spill out at any moment. No sleeves, of course – bimbos don't need them. Topping the whole thing off were a pair of black thigh-high boots, patent leather and so tight they fit my curves like a second skin. I felt like an ornament, a shiny bauble to be paraded on the arm of a powerful man, and the thought of it made me so wet I could barely stand it. I couldn't wait
 to get started.

Arriving in the house's lavish living room, I saw to my shock that the party had already gotten underway. Matt stood just in front of the fireplace, an expensive tripod a few feet away. And my best friend Lily was between his legs, head bobbing back and forth as she sucked his cock.

“Matt!” Even my voice had changed thanks to the Bimbo App – I totally
 sounded like a brainless valley girl, instead of the college-educated prude I'd used to be. I loved the sound of my new voice – especially when men made me say all the bad things they wanted to hear from girls like me.”

Matt didn't even turn; he was too busy enjoying Lily's wet, willing mouth. “Took you long enough,” he said, leaning back and closing his eyes.

“Ohmigawd
! You started without me? Lily, you bitch!”

Matt looked amused; not hard to do when you're getting your dick sucked. “Hey, don't blame her. You've had your turn – I blew my load in your mouth like three times yesterday!”

“That's because I'm
 the best cocksucker,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “Nobody treats that dick like I do.”

“I dunno,” Matt said teasingly, running his fingers through Lily's hair. “This is pretty fucking good, Dana. Maybe you should watch and see if you pick up a few tricks.”

I didn't have anything to learn from that little Asian slut Lily, but I could tell it was turning Matt on having me watch, so I did. Lily's lips shined with gloss as they slipped up and down his shaft, her eyes locked on his as she took him deep down her throat.


Damn
, I thought. She is pretty fucking good at that.


A few moments later, Matt took a hold of either side of Lily's head and rocked his hips forward, a series of low grunts leaving his throat. Lily responded by picking up the pace, becoming a blur on his cock as she let him fuck her sweet, tight little throat. Finally Matt gasped, pulled his cock free and sprayed down Lily's face, stroking his cock as streak after streak of his hot, sticky seed splashed across her pretty face.

“Fuck,” he groaned, staring down at Lily. She ran her tongue over her lips, collecting a mouthful of seed and showing it to him on the end of her tongue. “You're a filthy little slut.”

“Thank you, babe,” Lily said with a messy little wink. She leaned forward and cleaned him off with her mouth, then stood up. “Now I have to go redo my makeup.”

“Hurry up,” Matt said, giving her a swat on the ass. “We're burning daylight.”

I watched her go, her big ass wiggling in the tiny dress she'd poured herself into. I turned just in time to see Matt zip up his pants and look me over, his eyes lingering on my tits and ass. “You look marvelous, babe.”

“Thanks,” I said, warmth filling me. Fuck, one kind word from that boy and I was ready to do all kinds of things for him. Like drop to my knees and see if he was up for seconds. Instead, I closed the distance between us and put my hand gently between his legs.

“Baby,” I said, pouting. “I thought you were going to show up halfway through the video and fuck both of us?”

He grinned, then reached around and gave my ass a squeeze. Ever since I used the Bimbo Ass, my flat white-girl booty expanded to a fat, heart-shaped rear guys would kill for, and having fingers digging into it turned me on like nothing else.

“That's the plan,” Matt said, smirking. “Gonna be a big
 surprise.”

“But Matt,” I asked, giving his crotch a squeeze, “how are you supposed to put on a show for the viewers if you waste all that beautiful come by squirting it all over Lily's face?”

He chuckled. “I wouldn't say it's wasted. Besides, you let me worry about that. You just work on getting in the mood for Lily.” He turned away and started fiddling with his camera, turning dials and adjusting the lenses. “In the meantime, I
 am going to get everything set up.”

I rolled my eyes and shook my head, in an oh, you
 sort of way. I couldn't really be mad at Matt – he had a lot on his plate today. This was our big debut, after all.

I have to admit, when Matt pitched the idea to Lily and I, there was a little bit of resistance. I told him, the two of us would be more than happy to have a threeway with him whenever and wherever he wanted – but on camera
? Even as a man-hungry bimbo, I found the idea a little out there. But then Matt had explained everything – how Lily and I were so beautiful and hot that we'd make sooo
 much money as porn stars, and that there'd be thousands of men fantasizing about us and stroking themselves and spilling their seed while thinking about us every single day
...well, it didn't take long for us to change our minds.

“Here, have a drink,” Matt said, pouring a glass half-full of dark liquor from behind his tripod. “Get in the mood.”

I downed it, like a girl trying to impress the crowd at a frat party. The liquor burned going down, then settled into a glowing warmth in my stomach. I giggled, biting my lip. I felt drunk already; totally
 ready to fool around with Lily.

Almost as soon as I thought it, she was there, coming down the stairs. She'd wiped off the last bits of Matt's come from her face and reapplied her makeup, and she looked come-in-your-pants stunning. If I had a dick, I would have thrown her to the ground and mounted her right there, no questions asked.

Matt obviously agreed. “Fuck, Lily, you look even hotter than you did sucking my dick!”

Lily blew Matt a cute little kiss – the bitch. “Thanks, baby. And my, you look fucking yummy, don't you slut?”

It took me a moment to realize she was talking to me. “Thanks,” I said.

Undaunted, Lily stepped forward and grabbed me around the waist, taking a fat handful of my ass in her hand as she leaned into my ear.

“I cannot wait
 to taste you. Matt's eyes are going to bug out of his head when he sees the two of us together.”

The thought of it, on top of the alcohol, made my brain swim and my clit throb. I needed this girl – I needed her now. I needed to show Matt what a good little bimbo I could be for him.

“Alright girls, you ready?” Matt asked, fiddling with the camera. We both nodded enthusiastically: I didn't know about Lily, but I was more
 than ready.

Matt grinned and held up three fingers, then dropped one, then the other, then the last. We were rolling.

“Why don't you two introduce yourselves?” Matt asked nonchalantly. I watched the aperture of the camera zoom in, taking in first my, then Lily's curvy bodies and scandalous outfits.

We had rehearsed this part already. “I'm Dana,” I said, leaning forward and running my tongue over my upper lip.

“And I'm Lily.” Lily instead decided to showcase her ass, turning to the side and running a hand over the curve so anyone watching at home could see just how thick she was.

In unison, we said: “And we're bimbos!”

“Well all right,” Matt said, sounding pleased. My insides lit up with pride. “You two certainly look the part. Have either of you ever fooled around with another girl before?”

We shook our heads; this part was already pre-arranged, too. “Nope,” Lily whispered, biting her lip and looking over my body like a hungry lioness. How she managed to look timid and dominating at the same time, I had no idea, but it turned me on so fucking much. “But I'm really
 looking forward to exploring my sexuality with Dana.”

“Well, why don't you two start out with a little kissing,” Matt said, angling the lens between us. “Show the guys at home how much you like each other.”

This was the end of what we'd rehearsed; everything after here was freeform fucking. Lily and I would make out, tear off each others' clothes and start fingering each other, gradually moving up to eating each others' tight, hairless slits. At some point, Matt would give us the signal and we'd invite him over and start undressing him. At that point it would be second nature; nothing the three of us hadn't done a hundred times before, just with a camera involved.

“I really, really
 like you,” Lily said, mugging for the camera as she leaned in close. “I want you to like me too...”

Our lips met and the touch was electric. Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was knowing that Matt was watching a few feet away while millions of strangers would be watching us soon from their computer screens, but the feel of her lips on mine sent my arousal straight into overdrive. When she bit down on my lip and pulled me oh-so-gently, leading me to the couch with her teeth, I nearly came in my panties right then and there.

We moved to the couch, Lily laying down first and pulling me on top of her. Matt moved on the other side of the room, adjusting the tripod and it's lenses to keep us centered in the shot, the focus of the viewer's attention.

I couldn't control myself: I bit down on the edge of Lily's dress, just beneath the shoulder, and pulled it down with my teeth. There was a moment's resistance, then the fabric slipped down, Lily's left breast popping out and into view. It was firm and curvy, with a dark little nipple I was aching to get my mouth on. So I did.

“Oh, shit,” Lily groaned, arching her back. “That's so fucking good, Dana. Now do that down here...”

Her hand on my head. Her legs, spreading wide for me. Fuck, was I really going to do this? I was going to do this!

Lily's hand worked above me as I lowered my head, popping the buttons on the front of her dress and revealing more of her smooth, creamy skin to the camera as I trailed kisses down her body. She moaned and writhed beneath my lips, begging for my touch. Parting her thighs with my hand, I found that once her dress was out of the way there was nothing between her warm, wet sex and my fingers.

“No panties, you naughty slut,” I whispered.

Leaning back so the camera could get a good view, I slipped two fingers into Lily's cunt and began to pump. The effect on her body was immediate; her face contorted with pleasure while her body tensed up like it was already in the throes of orgasm.

“Yeah, you like that, don't you?” I asked the question, but wasn't really listening for the answer. This was all for the cameras – for the hung, horny men who'd be blowing their loads to this video later. I wanted to put on a good show.

Matt moved closer, taking the camera off its tripod to get a good close-up of my fingers jackhammering into Lily's cunt. The Asian beauty moaned and thrashed, the remains of her dress clinging to her body.

“That's right,” Matt said, his voice husky with lust. “Get in there. Show them how a bimbo fucks.”

“A bimbo wouldn't just use her fingers,” I groaned. “A bimbo tastes
 girls when boys are watching.”

Matt's smile grew wide as I bent between Lily's thighs, my tongue seeking out the valley of wonderment inside her throbbing, soaking folds. She spread for me, her cunt welcoming me inside like a long-lost friend. I found her clit and tongued it, circling it with hard, fast little strokes. Her body was tanned, toned and responsive under my ministrations, the perfect vessel to receive my lesbian affections.

“Eat me,” Lily moaned, sounding half-delirious. “Eat my cunt, you white bitch! Give me that fucking bimbo treatment!”

Her innermost muscles quivered with my every touch. My time with the Bimbo App had made me an expert in pleasure both male and female, and I knew Lily's orgasm wouldn't be long in coming. Buried in her folds, I frowned; surely Matt knew that, too? Where was the signal? He should have joined in by now – disrobed and let the two of us kneel before him, worshiping his cock with our mouths. I had planned to fight Lily for the privilege of being the first to take Matt's cock inside of me on video, but it was starting to look like this scene was going to be strictly girl-girl. What was the deal?

As Lily's thighs tightened around me, I heard her cry out – not in pleasure this time, but surprise. “Oh, hi
 there!” she gasped, voice full of effort from her near-climax.

I was confused, but hopeful. Was Matt finally joining the fray? I felt a masculine hand on the small of my back…

And felt myself pulled away from Lily, as effortlessly as someone picking up a ragdoll, then the wrenching sensation of being turned to face the man holding onto me. It wasn't Matt. My mouth dropped open in shock.

“Daddy?”

He looked down at me, grinning, and it was like the rest of the world fell away. “Hello, angel,” he said, the naughtiest look I had ever seen on his face, “I knew when you said you wanted to have a slumber party with your best friend that you were going to get up to no good. Now I'm going to have to punish you.”

For a moment, I was stunned – then I realized: this was all part of the video! Matt had arranged all of this – that clever bastard!

“Daddy,” I whimpered, giving my sexiest pout. “This isn't what it looks like...”

“Oh, I think it's exactly what it looks like. Remember when I caught you smoking cigarettes, pumpkin?”

I nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

“What did I make you do as punishment?”

My eyes widened as the pieces clicked into place. “You made me smoke the whole pack.”

“That's right.” His hand grabbed my ass and squeezed. “Now get in there and finish the pack.”

He turned me around and I was right back between Lily's legs, eating her out with a fury I hadn't been able to summon before. The most wonderful things were happening at the other end of my body – I felt Daddy hike my dress up and my panties down, then something hard and ohsofuckingperfect
 pressing insistently against my folds, demanding to be let in.

I wiggled my ass a bit, defiant to the last, but my will to resist collapsed when I felt the firm touch of his hand on my ass. Daddy spanked me, hard, then once more, and I melted. I belonged to him. Take me. Use me. Fuck me. Oh, God, yes.

I helped him inside me, feeling his cock bury itself into my walls even as my tongue did the same in Lily's cunt. I moved on her clit in time with Daddy's strokes, stoking Lily's innermost fire as Daddy poured gasoline all over mine and tossed in an entire book of matches. It was a race to see who was going to come first, and I was pretty sure I was going to win. I hope Matt is getting some good shots of this
, I thought. I'd hate for such a hot scene to go to waste!


In the end, I did come first, my body going weightless between my best friend and my stepfather as blissful release filled me to the brim. A few moments later, I felt Lily's clit spasm under my tongue and heard her muffled cries of passion – she came long and loud, just the way they like it in the pornos.

As I came down from my high, I remembered – there was one way they always finished these kinds of videos. With the woman (or women, in this case) on their knees in front of the man, taking his seed all over their faces like a gift from God. It made me flash back to Matt coming all over Lily's face before the shoot, and I almost came all over again.

Lily and I got it just in time. I pulled out, practically dragging the still-climaxing Lily along with me, and we took our places underneath Daddy. Finally I understood why every porn movie I'd ever seen did this – it was right
. It was the correct thing for bimbos like us to be slutty, sinful vessels, objects for our alpha-male masters to mark with their seed. When Daddy exploded, shooting way
 more come than Mark had and bathing Lily and I's faces, necks and tits in sweet, sticky come, I felt more than just relief – I felt complete
.

Matt came around to fill the gap as Daddy stepped away – he got a good close-up in as Lily and I made out, our faces coated in come. We licked at each other and scooped semen off each others' faces to slide into our mouths, making kissy faces for the camera as Matt finished the shot.

When he was done, Matt put the camera to the side and collapsed on the couch, looking almost as spent as we were. “That was fucking awesome
,” he said.

“Glad you liked it, baby,” Lily said, crawling over to press her curvy body against Matt's. “I loved it – I can't wait to do it again!”

“Same here,” I said, shocked at how different my voice sounded – shaky from my orgasm. “I felt like a real bimbo.”

Behind me, Daddy nodded. “This was a good idea, Matt. We're going to make a lot of money off of this – I can't believe how grown up my Dana is now.”

“Always for you, Dad,” I said, melting all over again.

Without taking his eyes off me, he continued: “I have another little business proposition for you, Mattie. I've got this monthly poker night that's been going for a long time – me and about a dozen friends...”

I tuned out as soon as the boys started talking business. Bo-oring! Instead, I started making out with Lily again. Pleasure flooded me. This
 was how a bimbo was supposed to be.

Whatever Daddy and Matt came up with next, we'd be more than willing to take it.


The Bimbo App: High Score


“How would you girls like to play a game?”

I looked up slowly, pink lights flickering behind my eyes as I struggled to turn my gaze away from my tablet. Next to me, Lily shuddered as she came out of her own trance, her body coated in sweat and shivering with pleasure. Her phone shook in her hand as she gasped, mouth opening and closing like a fish on dry land.

Matt stood in the doorway, looking from one of us to the other like a wolf sizing up a pair of particularly delicious lambs. “Hello?”

Lily spoke first. She sounded like she'd been running a marathon, or riding a thick cock for hours.

“We're already playing a game, Mattie. The best one there is.”

I couldn't argue with that. Ever since Matt had introduced Lily and I to the Bimbo App, it had become our waking obsession. Every inch of my body wanted nothing more than to sink back into the display, to watch that gorgeous pink light and stop thinking and just feel
. If Matt wasn't such a dominant alpha-male hunk, I would have – but Lily and I were his
 bimbos, kept playthings that he showered with gifts in between hard, rough fuckings. That was the way we both liked it.

He snickered, stepping into the room. “I'm not talking about your app. I'm talking about a competition
.”

I watched Lily's ears perk up. Before the Bimbo App had turned her into a submissive, vapid little slut, she'd been one of the smartest girls in school – and the most driven. Competition was second nature to her, it was one of the reasons the two of us had become friends in the first place.

I was feeling better. With an effort, I managed to push the off button on my tablet and set it to the side: there would be time for that later.

“What kind of competition?” I asked, licking my pouty, glossy lips. Lately I didn't even need to apply any makeup for my lips to look this amazing – it just happened naturally. “Over you?”

He shook his head. God, that grin of his made me wet. I knew it had the same effect on Lily, even though she was his step-sister. No bimbo could resist a powerful man.

He crossed his arms over his chest. “You girls like the Bimbo App, right?”

“Like?” My mouth pursed in a little 'o' of shock. Saying we liked
 the Bimbo App was like saying fish liked to swim in the ocean, or that Matt liked to sink his cock inside of our wet, tight cunts.

He laughed, running his teeth over his soul patch as he looked over the two of us. “God, you look so good staring at those screens,” he said. “Do you even have any idea how many times you came while I stood here?”

Lily giggled. “It must've been a lot. Fuck, it feels so
 good, Matt. And afterward I feel so...right.”

“You wanted us to compete,” I added, slinking down to the floor on my knees. “You want us to fight over who gets to have your cock in our mouth first?”

“Yeah, but that's not what I'm talking about,” he said, his eyes going flinty. “You like it, right? So aren't you being a little selfish by keeping it all to yourselves?”

Lily and I looked at each other, confused. “I don't know what you mean,” I said with a giggle. “I've gotten so silly since I started looking at that app...”

“Totally worth it, though,” Lily said with a throaty chuckle. “Who needs smarts when you can fuck like a porn star all day long?”

“I thought the app was free,” I added after a moment. “Can't anyone download it?”

“Not if they don't know about it,” Matt said, holding up a finger. “Don't you think the other girls at school deserve to be bimbos, too?”

“Of course,” I replied robotically. The words flashed in my head; the same two sentences that were the entire description of the Bimbo App. They filled my mind every time I booted it up:

“Every man deserves a bimbo,” I said.

“And every girl deserves to be
 a bimbo,” Lily added, like someone filling in the second half of a famous movie quote.

“Exactly,” Matt said. “I told some of the guys at school about all this, and they don't believe me. They think I'm talking a big game, spouting bullshit.”

Lily's gorgeous Asian face dropped in horror. “Oh no! Mattie, isn't there something we could do? Maybe pose for another video?”

She was referring to the porn film Lily and I had made with my step-dad, Ethan. It had been his and Matt's idea: film the two of us pleasuring them and sell it on the internet. The rational part of my mind recoiled at the thought, but the bimbo inside of me had been so achingly wet at the thought of thousands of internet strangers spilling their seed while watching us fuck that I had agreed to it. We were on all the big video sites now, and every new view made me feel a little bit more bimbo.


“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I'm going to prove it a different way. With these.”

He pulled a handful of paper slips out of his back pocket and held them out to us. I crawled forward and took one, looking it over. They were tiny – maybe a half-inch wide and two or three inches long. Printed on the front was a tiny string of text; my eyes swam as I tried to figure out what it said.

Finally I gave up with a girlish little giggle. “I don't think I can read anymore, Mattie,” I admitted. I feel sooo
 dumb!

“That's okay, slut,” Matt said, the word sending a spike of pleasure through me. “It's a web address – a place where other girls can download the Bimbo App for themselves.”

“That's wonderful,” I said, feeling my face spread in a smile. “What are we going to do with those?”

He shook his head. “You two really did get brain drained by that app, didn't you? Come on, what is today?”

We looked at each other, hoping the other would come up with some kind of answer.

“Um...Friday?” Lily finally said.

“Yeah, and what happens tonight?” Matt asked, gesturing with his hands.

“Oh!” Something clicked into place in my head. “Football!”

Matt nodded. “That's right.”

“Tonight's the football game,” I said, turning to Lily and sticking out my tongue. “Duh.”

“Mmmh, lots of hot jocks there,” Lily said, biting her lip. As we both watched, she slid her panties to the side and began rubbing her soaking mound, face contorting with pleasure. “Unnh, I wanna fuck
, Mattie. Please?”

“In a minute,” he said. He sounded annoyed, but I could see his hard-on through his jeans and could tell he was getting off on how dumb and slutty his sister had become. “First, I wanna explain the competition. All three of us go to that football game tonight-”

“Ooh, together? Like with both of us on your arm? That is so hot!” Lily's fingers picked up their pace. “I can't wait to show everyone that I'm just a slutty piece of arm candy. I'm not even your only girl...”

“As I was saying,” Matt interrupted, “there's not just going to be dudes there. Every hot girl in the school is going to be there, either cheering our boys on from the stands or in the actual cheerleading squad. And you
 are going to be there with the Bimbo App.”

“I think I get it now,” I said hesitantly. Both Matt and Lily turned to look at me. “We show the App to as many girls as we can, and it does to them what it did to Lily and me. Then we give them one of those little slips of paper, so they can download the Bimbo App for themselves, right?”

Matt nodded. “See, you can
 think when you get a little help from a guy like me. Yeah, that's the plan. And I'm thinking a little competition might spice it up.”

“How so?”

“I was thinking of pitting the two of you against each other. Find out which of you can brainwash more school sluts into sexy little bimbos like you two. It'll be like a video game – player one and player two, trying to get the high score.”

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck, that sounds so hot, Mattie...”

Both of us turned to see Lily squirming with climax, her fingers a blur beneath her panties. She tossed her head back and cried out with pleasure, biting her lip nearly hard enough to draw blood. Her body was taut and hot and perfect as she rode her fingers to a bimbofied orgasm right in front of her brother and best friend.

As she came down from her peak, she slipped her fingers into her mouth and sucked the juices from them. When she finally spoke, her voice was all business.

“Alright, so it's a contest. I'm game. You should know something, though, Dana: I never lose. Not in school, not in fucking and definitely
 not in bringing Mattie hot new bimbo slaves to take care of his dick.”

“Hey hey now,” Matt said. “These girls are going to be for everyone. Share the wealth, that's what I say.”

My mouth dropped open. “You're going to bimbofy the whole school? That is so...awesome!”

He grinned. “I know. Aren't I great? Now, get your shit together – we've got some minds to warp.”

I couldn't wait.

xXx

There's nothing like the roar of a crowd. The passionate cries from fans, the energy of bodies moving together, sending their love and affection to a team or a performer...it was intoxicating. If I closed my eyes, I could almost imagine they were cheering for me
, going nuts as I stripped off my clothes and posed for them before riding a fat cock into the stratosphere.

I shivered with pleasure. God, I needed to shoot some more videos.

I squeezed my thighs together, sending a little jolt of filthy-good awesomeness through my body as I picked my way down the field. Matt had dropped the both of us off with instructions not to come back until we'd given out all of our slips, and that meant lots of lots of sexy eyes on the Bimbo App. Whichever one of us managed to do it first and make it back to Matt would be the winner.

I wanted to be the winner so bad. I wanted to see the approval in his eyes when he said my name. Getting down on my knees and worshiping his hard, virile masculinity – having it all to myself – was all the reward I needed.

Lily had taken off like a rocket almost as soon as Matt said go
, but I was taking a more thoughtful approach. I had an idea that quality might matter even more than quantity, even if Matt hadn't said so, and that bringing in the hottest, tightest bitches was the way to win. So I was on the prowl, looking for the cliques of the hottest girls in school.

It didn't take long for me to find my first target. Standing to the side of a small crowd of girls was Monica, laughing and staring down at her phone. With her lithe, athletic body, long brunette hair and perky tits, Monica was one of the most sought-after girls at school. It was kind of a shock that she wasn't on the cheerleading squad, but I wasn't about to look a gift horse in the mouth.

“Monica!” I said, closing the distance between us. “It's so good to see you!”

Monica looked up from her phone, taking a few seconds for her brain to register me. When she did, her mouth dropped open.

“Dana!?” She sounded shocked. “What are you doing here?”

I felt my eyebrows furrow together. “What do you mean?” I asked with a giggle. “I'm here to support the team.”

“No one has seen you or
 Lily for like a week and a half,” she said. “We all thought you were in the hospital or you'd just decided to run away together or something – where have you been
? And you look...well, really different!”

Huh? I was dressed perfectly normal – I'd tossed on my best form-fitting top and sparkling pink minidress before we'd left, and accentuated it with my best pair of fuck-me pumps. If anything, Monica was the weird one in her furry jacket, blue jeans and boots. But now that she mentioned it, it was
 a little cold out here. My nipples were like little pencil erasers poking out of my low-cut top; I caught her staring and giggled again.

“I've been fine, silly,” I said, tossing up one perfectly-manicured hand. “But hey, there is something wrong. I need you to take a look at this.”

I held the phone out, it's screen facing Monica. Her brow furrowed in confusion as the app loaded, the pale pink dot flashing on the screen.

“What the hell is that?” she asked. “Look, I don't have time for some game. I've got to let everyone know you're back. The teachers have been worried sick...”

She trailed off, her face going slack. I could tell from the pink reflections on her face that the app was going full tilt, flashing every second or two, sending it's wonderful commands into her mind. As I watched, the old Monica faded away, everything that she was replaced with a newer, sluttier model.

The pulses stopped a few seconds later. A thin trail of drool left the side of Monica's face.

“Unf,” she said. “Unnnngh...”

“Here you go,” I said, handing her one of the slips of paper. “If you want some more of that, just visit this website!”

“Oh wow
,” I heard her say as I walked off, searching for the next target. “That was like, ohmigawd wow...
”

Pride radiated through me as I walked away; the simple pleasure of a job well-done. Monica had just taken her first steps down the path Lily and I had walked, and I wished her well.

On the other end of the group, I found a girl staring down into her phone, her friends nowhere to be found. Like a lamb who strayed from the herd
, I thought with a chuckle as I approached. I didn't even know her name.

“Hey,” I said, holding out the phone. “Can you take a look at this for me?”

Flash. Flash.

I left her drooling and panting, struggling to keep her fingers from her sopping cunt as she navigated her phone to the Bimbo App's homepage. Every girl deserves to be a bimbo
, I thought, going about my work.

Ten minutes later, the little pile of paper strips in my hand were half gone. I must be doing so great
, I thought, much better than Lily. Matt is gonna be so proud of me…


That's what I thought: until I came to the edge of the fence and looked down onto the field. I nearly dropped my phone in my surprise: there was Lily, right out on the side of the football field, chatting up the entire
 cheerleading squad! From the looks in their eyes, she'd definitely gotten to almost all of them already: they seemed more interested in gawking at the cute boys than doing any actual cheers. That bitch was going to beat me!

Throwing caution to the wind, I rushed through the crowd. Any girl was fair game: I showed my phone to a half-dozen confused beauties, let it do its magic, then handed them a slip of paper. Finally I was down to my last few slips; just as I turned to move down the stairs I felt a hand on my shoulder:

“Dana? Where have you been
?”


Oh, shit
. It was Monica's mom – she must have come across her bimbofied daughter and found out she'd run into me. If she stopped me, I'd never finish brainwashing girls before Lily. She'd have Matt all to herself, the bitch. I couldn't let that happen.

I flashed a big fake smile. “Hi! I'd love to talk about it, but I've got to meet someone down here...”

“Don't you move,” she said, sternly. “What the hell is this?”

It took a moment to realize she was holding a slip of paper. One of my
 slips of paper.

“Nobody sees you for a week, and now you're giving my daughter a link to some 'Bimbo App'? What is going on, Dana? Is someone putting pressure on you?”

Shit. I had to extricate myself from this situation, pronto. “Of course not,” I said, trying to sound like the very idea was absurd. “Nobody's doing anything to me. I'm just...”

“You're coming with me, is what you're doing,” she said, taking a hold of my arm. I did the only thing I could think of – I turned the Bimbo App on, full force, and stuck my phone in her face.

“What's this – unnnnh
...”

Her groan slowly became more and more pleasurable-sounding, until the grip on my arm relaxed and her hand slipped between her legs to rub herself through her jeans.

“Oh, wow
,” she moaned. “Why didn't you just say that before? Here, give me these.”

Before I could protest, she snatched the remaining three paper slips from my hands.

“The other girls in my book club are going to love
 this,” she said ecstatically. “I can't wait to show my husband...”

I ran off, traveling as quickly as I could on my heels. As I got a safe distance away, I began to chuckle. Was giving the last few slips to someone else, letting them
 spread the Bimbo App technically cheating? I didn't care – I had won, and that was all that mattered. There was a skip in my step as I made my way back to the parking lot. I knew I had beaten Lily at her own game, and the reward was mine…

Matt was leaning against the side of the side of the car, his back to me. As I got closer, I noticed his head was tilted back and his hand was doing something between his legs. I realized what was going on just as I crossed the front of the car: it was Lily. That little bimbo slut was on her knees, sucking his cock while looking up at him like a devoted little puppy. My mouth dropped open in shock: I couldn't believe it!

Matt realized I was standing there and laughed. “Hey, babe. You almost made it, but a win is a win.”

Lily's mouth came off Matt's dick with a wet little pop, and she flashed an acid little smile. “I brainwashed the entire
 cheerleading team,” she said triumphantly. “By this time tomorrow, every flexible little slut at our school is going to be obsessed with showing hot guys what kind of positions they can fuck in.”

“Oh yeah?” I was feeling defiant. “Well I
 got the MILFs. Monica's mom and her whole circle of friends, all bimbofied.”

“Fuck, that's so hot,” Matt said, his eyes lighting up. “I've had a crush on Monica's mom forever.”

A frown was clearly visible on Lily's face. “Hey, I got done first,” she reminded Matt, giving his cock a stroke. “That means I get the reward.”

“What's the reward?” I asked.

Lily bit her lip like she was about to reveal the winning numbers of the lottery. “I get to get fucked in the ass, right here, right now. By my stepbrother.”

“That's right,” Matt said, stroking her hair. She leaned into it like an animal, basking in the attention. “I'm going to pound your tight little asshole until I spray it down with come.”

Lily smirked at me. “And you
 get to watch.”

“Well now,” Matt said, helping Lily to her feet, “I think second prize deserves a little
 bit of consolation, yeah?”

Lily arched an eyebrow. “What kind of consolation?”

“I love having something gorgeous to look at while I'm fucking,” Matt said, “so...why don't you eat Dana out while I fuck you? I'd love to see her body spread under yours, quivering with pleasure while I fuck that ass. What do you think?”

I could tell Lily would rather have had Matt all to herself, but I also knew that as a bimbo she'd rather cut her tits off than say no to her man. So she smiled, no doubt thinking of the rough anal pounding he was about to give her, and said “Sure. We can put her on the hood of the car the way you like to do with me.”

“Great idea. Get up there, Dana.”

He helped me scoot onto the hood of his sports car, and I hiked up my skirt until the warm folds of my pussy were plainly visible. I wasn't wearing any panties underneath, of course – Matt and Ethan liked us to be ready for sex whenever they wanted.

“God damn that's a good-looking cunt,” Matt said approvingly. “Go to town on that shit, Lily.”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, bending at the waist and putting her arms to either side of my thighs. I was spread wide beneath her, looking up at the clear, starry sky as she parted my folds with her tongue and found my clit. The touch was like an electric shock; instantly my body writhed with pleasure while she held me still, pinning me like a dominant alpha male would.

“That's right,” Matt said, pulling up Lily's skirt. “Dana, undo those buttons on your blouse. Let me see your tits.”

I complied eagerly, exposing my bare flesh to the open air. It felt amazing to be exposed, to be viewed by the object of my affection in this way. In the background, I could hear the roar of the crowd as one team or another scored a goal; in my mind they were cheering for me.

“Yeah, that's much better,” Matt said. He had his pants down and was spreading Lily's thighs with his hand, making her ready for him.

“Fuck, you're tight back here,” he said, giving her ass a little swat. Her mouth lost it's motion for a second as she squealed with pleasure. “This really is your first time, isn't it?”

“Yes sir,” she groaned, raising her head from my pussy. “I'm so glad you could be the first to take me this way. I'm so happy I can please you with my virgin asshole.”

“Remember – you earned it. You get it first, before Dana.”

Lily glanced up and shot me a naughty look. “Yes, sir.” That made me mad for an instant – then she bowed her head and her tongue found my clit again and all was forgiven.

We didn't have to be quiet – no one could hear us over the roar of the crowd, and no one was going to leave the game this early. I let myself go; crying out and sobbing and screaming dirty talk as my thighs gripped Lily's head. I could tell Matt was playing with her asshole, filling it with his fingers, getting her ready – every few seconds, some new pleasure would throw off her concentration, but Lily would get right back to it. Competitive to a fault, that girl.

Then a moment later she stopped entirely, resting her forehead on my folds. A cry of primal lust broke from her throat and I knew, instinctively knew
 in that moment that Matt had just filled her virgin ass with his cock, burying it within her naughtiest channel to the hilt. I couldn't take it anymore: I grabbed Lily's face and pressed it against my clit, the contact sending me over the edge into orgasm.

I went weightless; unable to believe how good I felt. When I came out of it, I was aware that Lily had abandoned me, her pretty face pressed against the hood of the car as Matt fucked her. The noises coming from her were exquisite; they turned me on all over again.

Matt grinned as he caught sight of me, shooting me a look like I'm fucking your best friend's ass, now what are YOU going to do to make it even hotter?
 That kind of casual dominance sent my pulse racing and my pussy gushing. I slid off the hood of the car and kissed Matt deep, grinding my curves against him as he spread Lily's ass with his shaft. Then I got a better idea.

I took Lily by the hair and pulled her face from the hood of the car. She stared up in surprise; surprise that it was me and not Matt.

“You like that dick in your ass, don't you, slut?” I asked. The words were directed at Lily but intended for Matt – and Lily knew that, too.

“Uh huh,” she whimpered, her voice an octave higher than usual. “I love what he's doing to me!”

“You want his load in your ass, don't you?” I snarled, wrapping my thin fingers around Lily's neck and giving it a gentle squeeze. From where Matt was standing, it would look like a whole lot more.

Lily gasped and coughed, playing her part to the hilt. “Yes! Yes, I want him to come in me!”

“That's right. That's all a little slut like you is good for. He won't even knock you up this way – you don't deserve
 to get pregnant off a good man like Matt. You're a nasty piece of gutter trash who ought to go back to the fucking rice patty she came from.”

Then I slapped her in the face.

“Fuck!” Matt cried out with pleasure, our little act sending him right over the edge. I felt
 the change in his fucking, the way Lily was suddenly holding on to the car for dear life, her tits rocking with every thrust. He buried himself deep in her, fucking her like a jackhammer.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned. “Here it comes, here it fucking comes...”

I held Lily so tightly that I swore I could feel second-hand pleasure off her orgasm. Matt exploded into her ass, bathing her channel with thick ropes of come, as the feeling of it (combined with the hood and bumper rubbing against her clit) sent her spiraling into mindless, delirious pleasure. She bucked and thrashed as he deposited his load into her, filling her to the brim. I couldn't have been more pleased.

From the stadium, the crowd roared their applause.

“Well,” Matt said as he pulled out of Lily, “I'd say our first little competition was a complete success.”

“First?” I asked. Lily was in no position to ask anything – I didn't think she'd able to put a coherent sentence together for the next hour. Girl looked blissed out and bimbofied.

“Oh yeah,” he said with a smirk. “You didn't think that was it, did you? Shit, there's tons
 of girls around here who need to be bimbos.” He pointed at me knowingly. “But I think some of those girls we got hooked tonight are going to be making a few sales pitches of their own, too. Am I right?”

I couldn't help thinking about it. All those girls we'd given the gift of the Bimbo App to – within twenty-four hours, they'd be no different from us. They'd all have found men – their friends, their teachers, maybe even their step-brothers or step-daddies – to be their alpha males. Life in our little town was never going to be the same!

“Oh, you're definitely right,” I said.


The Bimbo App: Game Over?


Like any good plan, it started with a distraction.

The car raced down the street, its headlights poking twin holes in the inky blackness. Lily and I watched it approach; the single glance between us told each other all we needed to know. We didn't need to look at the car to know that the two people inside were male; that they were virile, fertile young men capable of giving us what we so desperately craved. We knew that on a primal, instinctive level now – knew it without thinking.

We hadn't been doing much thinking lately.

Just as the car closed the distance, Lily came tumbling into its path, sobbing and waving her hands. The car weaved for a moment as it decelerated, screeching to a stop just as Lily fell down in the middle of the street, clutching herself and screaming. I was proud of what I'd done to her clothes: a couple minutes of prep work beforehand and her dress was a tattered mess, torn in just the right places to show an expanse of creamy, flawless skin to anyone giving a casual look. The guys getting out of their car to check on Lily would feel themselves responding to the sight of her, whimpering and half-naked, even as their hearts filled with concern.

“Holy shit!” The driver, a young blond guy, hopped out of the car and came racing over to Lily. “Ma'am...are you okay?”

Lily shuddered, clutching something to her chest. She looked up at the man as he approached, eyes shining.

“I need...” she whimpered. “I need...”

“Are you okay?” The man reached Lily and bent down to help her to her feet. “What happened – who did this to you?”

“Please help me,” Lily said, pursing her perfectly glossy lips. From the shadows, just out of sight, my pussy gushed with wetness at the anticipation.

“Of course I'll help you,” the man said. “What…?”

“I need...” Lily locked eyes with the man, her gaze going predatory and sharp. “cock!
”

Before the man could pull away, Lily was in motion. Her hand came up from her midriff, holding out the object she'd kept against her side like she was offering it to the man. His eyes grew confused for the barest instant as he recognized the device: an ordinary cell phone.

Then the screen flashed bright pink.

A new look came over the young man's face. He looked over Lily's body like her torn dress didn't reveal enough
 of her luscious body, and tore one of the larger rips apart with his hands. He shoved her to the ground, making her squeal with delight.

The man's buddy stepped out of the car, mouth open in shock. “Dave?” He took a step forward. “What are you doing, man?”

Then I was there, cell phone in my hand, triumph in my veins. “Here, baby,” I cooed, sticking the screen in his face. “Have a look at this.”

There was a pink flash, and then his hands were on me. He was hard in an instant, pressing against me insistently as we sunk to the grass. The kind, caring person he had been a moment ago was gone – replaced with a caveman, a horny subconscious alpha male monster that needed to sink his cock inside of me just as badly as I needed to be fucked.

I could barely think enough to operate the phone – if I had needed to use it for something as simple as making a call I would've been shit out of luck – but that didn't matter anymore. Nothing mattered except fucking and getting more virile seed inside of me.


Every man deserves a bimbo,
 I thought as the man plunged inside of me. And every girl deserves to be a bimbo…


xXx

“I think something's wrong,” Ethan said. “We should take their phones away.”

Ever so slowly, the world began to come back into focus. There was a pink tint over my vision; everything was swimmy and vague, like I had spent the last few hours doing shots. I wanted more than anything to look down at the cell phone in my hand, to sink back into that warm perfect pink light and forget everything. But I didn't; there was something important about this conversation.

Next to Ethan, Matt scoffed, shaking his head. “What are you talking about? You want them to get smart again? You want this to wear off?”

Ethan shook his head. “It's not about that. Haven't you noticed Dana and Lily have been...different lately?”

At that, I couldn't stop my eyes from glancing sideways at Lily. Ethan had bought her and I these wonderful plush chairs as a sort of 'thank you' for helping introduce the Bimbo App to all the women of our town. Now Lily and I sat in them for at least an hour a day, reclining like goddesses as the perfectly pink signal made us even more vapid and cock-hungry. Lily was completely locked into her app, her eyes rolling in her head in time with the pace of the strobe – as I watched, she shuddered with a sudden orgasm and let out a low moan. The hard, heavy comes were what imprinted the commands on our minds – the more the app made our creamy pussies gush, the tighter and wetter they got for our alpha-male daddies.

“Different?” Matt scoffed. “Yeah, I'll say. Lily never used to let me fuck her in the ass before, that's for sure.”

“This isn't a joke.” Ethan took a step forward, his gaze moving from Lily to me. I faked a blank look, and when I glanced back at him he was already turned away and talking to Ethan. Had he seen me listening to him?

“No, it's not.” Matt bent over Lily and ran his palm over one of her perky, exposed tits. The two of us wore nothing but panties when we sat in our Bimbo chairs, and Matt was free to do whatever he liked to his step-sister while she was blissed out. “It's the best thing that ever happened to us. Fuck, she's so hot, E. I think I'm gonna fuck her right now, actually.”

Ethan clucked his tongue. “That's all you can think about; getting your dick wet. Haven't you noticed how...needy
 they're getting? How insistent?”

“Nope.” Ethan moved Lily's panties to the side, exposing her soaking wet slit to the world, and worked his own zipper down. “I'm not surprised you are, though. It's only natural that an old guy like you would have trouble keeping up with two young sluts like Lily and Dana.”

Ethan sighed and wiped his face with the back of his hand. Next to him, Lily let out a cry of surprise as Matt parted the folds of her sex with his prick and buried himself inside her to the hilt.

“Fuck
 that's good,” Matt moaned. God, he looked so fucking sexy taking Lily like the slut she was. Like the wet little bimbo she was born to be. “I swear to God, E, she just gets tighter every time I fuck her.”

“I know,” Ethan said gravely. “That's what I'm worried about.”

Matt locked into a steady rhythm and spread Lily's legs wider, letting his fat cock brush the walls of her cervix with every stroke. “What?” He groaned, a savage grin on his face. “Afraid it'll get so good you can't stop from blowing your load early?”

Ethan shook his head. “They never stop, Matt. They never reach a plateau. They just get more
 vapid, more trashy, in even more need of hard fuckings.”

Matt took Lily's hair in his hand, careful not to break her visual link to the Bimbo App. “And that's a bad thing?”

“What if it never stops?” Ethan was looking at me again now – the temptation to just sink into the pink light and forget this stupid, boring conversation was stronger than ever. I couldn't even follow most of it anyway. But there was something inside me – something I didn't even understand – that really, really
 wanted to know what Ethan was going to say.

“So? Sounds great to me.”

Ethan chuckled ruefully. “Don't you understand what I'm saying, Matt? We're already struggling to keep up with them – and yes, I will admit it, it is
 a challenge to fulfill both of their sexual appetites when they stay over at my place. But you
 are struggling as well.”

“Says the man watching me fuck my step-sister while she bimbofies herself,” Matt said with a smirk.

“You are,” he repeated. “Don't bother denying it. What happens when the two of us are no longer enough for them, Matt? They're further advanced than any of the other women in town who've been transformed with the Bimbo App – what if whatever happens to them ends up happening to everyone?
”

“Fuck, man, I don't know,” Matt said. He shook his long locks derisively. “Just let me get my fucking dick wet, okay? Why don't you fuck Dana over there while she's draining her brain – just look at her, all pink and wet and tarted up like a good little slut.”

Ethan turned to me, and I could see he liked what he saw. He ran a finger across the side of my breast approvingly, then flashed an ironic little smile. “That's my step-daughter you're talking about.”

“Exactly.” Matt slapped Lily gently across the face and wrapped his hand around her throat as he fucked her. “So let her know Daddy's home. Give her something warm and wet to wake up with.”

I could see the conflict in Ethan's eyes. Even though part of my mind wanted to hear the eventual outcome of this discussion, the much bigger part of me reacted to his frank gaze on my naked body by making me hornier than I had ever been in my life. A tiny little whimper left my throat as a big wet spot spread on the front of my panties. My nipples were as hard as diamonds.

“Look man, she's totally out of it and she's still
 getting it ready for you,” Matt said. “Stick your dick in her and stop worrying about all this science shit.”

I bit my lip ever so gently, letting my eyelids flutter like I was half-asleep. Please, fuck me Daddy
,
 I begged inside my head. My body ached for him – needed to be used by him, to feel him empty his load inside of my wet, waiting pussy. It was my only purpose.

He ran his hand under my chin, but didn't pull my face up to him the way he usually did: after all, he thought I was deep in the Bimbo App. “Oh, angel,” he said, running his finger down the hollow of my throat. “You are more beautiful every day.”

I ached to tell him how I felt about him, how his very presence made me feel alive and gave me purpose – but I was quiet, like a good girl. His hands moved down to my panties, and - oh thank god
 I sighed happily – pulled them right down my thighs and tossed them across the room. No moving to the side for my step-dad – he wanted me to know
 he'd had me, had taken my body while I was deep in the throes of hypnotic bliss.

He spread my legs and pressed the head of his cock insistently at my entrance. My pussy was wet and primed for him, made sopping and impossibly tight by the Bimbo App. I was a wet little slut, built from the ground up to take a cock, and Daddy was going to give me the fucking I deserved.

There was a feeling of gentle pressure, the sensation of velvet-on-velvet...then he was in me, spreading my lips around his shaft as he plunged deep inside of me. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, but it slipped out anyway – thankfully he didn't notice, or thought it was just from the Bimbo App. I wanted to grind against him, ride him hard, take him through a dozen sexy positions before letting him spray his load inside of me – but to do any of those things would mean giving the game away. I had to stay still, and silent, even as my body cried out that I was made
 to give him the fucking of a lifetime.

“Isn't that so much better, old man?” Ethan grunted, not even looking. His focus was on Lily and her hot, hungry cunt.

“Yeah,” Ethan groaned, pulling nearly all the way out of me just to fill me up again. “Honestly, this is actually kind of sexy. She doesn't even know I'm inside her – it feels almost like rape somehow.”

Matt snickered. “I don't think it's possible
 to give her sex she doesn't want, Ethan.”

“I know,” he said. My heart fluttered as I realized Daddy was saying these things to turn himself on even more – the idea of fucking my blissed out form was that
 hot to him. “I know she'd consent enthusiastically to this, but...it's kind of fun not to.”

If there had been any doubt that I might move, or cry out, or otherwise start fucking Daddy back, it was gone now. I wouldn't have done it for the world. I was giving my man exactly what he wanted, lying there like I was in the deepest, most peaceful sleep, and I wasn't going to move a muscle until his load was deep inside of my womb.

Daddy pounded away inside of me. Since as far as he knew, my mind was a million miles away, he could do all the dirty little things he didn't even think about otherwise. I felt his fingers probe my asshole, then delve inside the pucker as he fucked me. His other hand reached up and gave my face a gentle slap, then twisted my ear so hard I nearly cried out, fantasy or no.

“You've been a bad little girl, Dana,” Daddy grunted, his hips locking into a hard charge that threatened to send me over the edge before he got there. “A bad little slut. Daddy can't help himself when you're such a bad little girl...”


Come in me, Daddy
, I wanted to scream. I wanted to wrap my hands around his neck and yell it at the top of my lungs, to clench my pussy around his manhood until it shot heavenly cream in my crevice...but I didn't. I couldn't. I loved him too much to spoil his fun.

A series of low, guttural grunts left Ethan's throat as he finally lost control, spilling himself inside of me with a series of hard, deep thrusts. The first splash of his hot come inside of me sent me over the edge; every muscle in my body cried out for motion. I yearned to writhe and ride out this exquisite wave of pleasure threatening to tear my mind apart; but forcing myself to remain still as Ethan came inside of me made it even hotter. Soon I was dripping with his seed, flushing with pride internally as he panted above me, grinding my walls until the last few bursts of his come were shot.

“Fuck, that was good,” he said as he pulled out of me.

Ethan had spent himself inside of Lily a few minutes ago at this point and had gone to get two beers. He handed one to Ethan. “See? Quit worrying so goddamn much.”

Ethan looked at both of us sternly as the afterglow faded from his cheeks. “You know it's dangerous, Matt. Getting more so every day.”

For a moment, Matt was silent, then he took a swig of his beer and nodded. “Yeah.”

The older man turned. “Yeah?”

“Look, if you're so worried...” Matt's mouth opened and closed a time or two. “We'll scale it down. They've been spending like four hours a day down here – we'll knock it down to one. And get rid of these stupid chairs.” His face suddenly brightened, like an idea had just occurred to him. “We can even use this as the excuse. We aren't getting it enough, we both had to fuck you while you were staring at that stupid app. They need to be present more often, for our needs. They should buy that, right?”

Ethan nodded, lost in thought. “They should. They do seem to be fairly obsessed with making us happy. I wonder...”

As hard as it had been to stay still while Ethan was fucking me...it was so much harder to do it now. They were going to stop the Bimbo App!? Even cutting back a bit would feel like torture. And what if they decided to stop entirely!? No more of that sweet, heavenly light…

Next to me, I felt Lily begin to stir. Was she coming out of her trance, or was she also beginning to notice the conversation? I had no way of knowing how long I'd been out of my App, but it was still flashing beneath me.

“I appreciate it,” Ethan said. “I'm probably just overreacting, but it's good to be safe. After all, we're about to have way more bimbos in this town than we'd be able to keep track of...”

Ethan froze for a moment. “Matt? Matt?”

Turning, his eyes bugged open with shock. Matt was on the ground, groaning and clutching his head, and Lily stood over him, holding her phone and scowling.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Ethan asked. “Get back in the chair-”

I moved without thinking. Forgive me, Daddy!
 My mind screamed. I jumped from the chair, wrapping my arms around him like I wanted to pull him in a big hug. He stumbled, took two steps away from me and staggered under Lily's second blow. Pain flared up in my chest – it hurt so
 bad to attack my alpha, but I had to do it.

I looked at Lily and gasped. There was nothing of my friend in those eyes. Only raw need
, raw desire, and that scared the shit out of me. What had I missed by rising out of the Bimbo App a little early?

“Cock,” she said, grinning wickedly. “Outside. Come on!”

“We can't,” I protested weakly. “Matt, and Ethan...”

She took me by the hand, pulling me along insistently. “They want to stop us,” she groaned. Every word sounded like it was being forced out in the middle of a passionate fucking. “We can get other men. So
 many other men. I need come in me, Dana – all the time. Every man deserves this bimbo!”

When I hesitated, a wicked light came into Lily's eyes. “Hey...”

She zapped me. The world flashed pink, and I understood everything.

“Brains,” I said, giggling. It was a joke I no longer understood. Mattie and Ethan wanted to force those stupid brains back in our heads, but Lily and I only had room for cock now. We would suck and fuck every man we met, until we got our fill.

I had the feeling that wouldn't be for a very long time.

“Come on,” she said, leading me out of the house and into the night. “We have so much to do!”


The Bimbo Contract

Neil Bimbeau


I'd never been a big believer in love at first sight - until I met Marshall.

       I had gotten used to being the dominant one in all of my relationships - the one who sets the first date, who decides it's time to start having sex, the first one to realize that things aren't working out. So when Marshall approached me three months ago while I was bar hopping with my friend's bachelorette party and asked me to dance, I normally would've declined with some snappy, scathing response. But one look in his eyes changed all that. There was just this spark
 that passed between us - it was like that moment in a romantic comedy when the protagonist and his love interest meet each other for the first time and you just know right then and there that no matter what else happens, those two people are going to end up together by the end. I don't even remember telling him yes, but I must have, because the next thing I knew he had me out on the floor, literally sweeping me off my feet. It was magical. He took me home that night and we had the absolute best sex of my life. Two weeks later, I moved in with him. Last night, over dinner, he popped the question and I said yes
.

       I know what you're thinking: I'm moving way
 too fast with this guy. But you haven't met him. He's unbelievably handsome, so much fun to be around and the just the hottest thing I've ever seen between the sheets. I'm talking white-knuckle grip on the covers, back arched, screaming-his-name good. He makes me come like a fountain. And it hasn't gotten boring: no matter how often I fuck him, it's like I want more. I swear, my panties just drop for him the moment he walks in the door, the moment he walks in the door, home from another long day at the pharmaceutical company. Oh, did I mention he's rich, too? His company patented some kind of breakthrough drug, something to do with pheromones - my eyes just kind of glaze over whenever he starts with the science talk. From what I hear, though, you're going to be seeing a lot about it in the next couple of years.

       The reaction from my friends and family when I told them about mine and Marshall's engagement has been a little mixed, which is a shame - I'm afraid there's going to be a few people who don't get invites! My parents are happy for me, although my Mom asked me about a dozen times over the phone if I was okay with everything - even to the point of asking if they needed to come get me. I mean, really, Mom? I'm shacking up with the man I love, it's not like I've joined a cult or something! The worst has been dealing with my best friend Tricia: she's so completely opposed to everything and it makes me so sad. She doesn't like how much time I'm spending with Marshall, she doesn't like how fast everything is moving, she keeps telling me I'm not acting like "myself" anymore. It hurts that she never really knew the real
 me, after all the years we've spent together, but at least you'd think she could be happy for me, right?

       I thought things were getting better between us, but when I quit my job two weeks ago she completely exploded. She even came to Marshall's house while he was at work and tried to, I don't know, abduct
 me or something. I tried to explain to her: look, I don't need the job anymore! Marshall is loaded. Plus, his place is really big, and he doesn't even have a maid or anything, so who else is going to keep the place clean? She was all screaming and crying, like "what's happened to you, Jennifer," and "the Jennifer I know would never become some rich loser's bimbo trophy wife," and "what happened to our plans to see the world together and get married and blah blah blah." I don't know what she's talking about: I've never been so happy! All I have to do is clean the house, cook meals, and work on new ways to blow Marshall's mind in the sack. I don't know what her problem is. She's always had a weird thing about me, you know, like she wants to be more
 then friends? I don't know where she got that idea from - I mean, yeah, we did experiment in college, and then moved in together for like seven years and we might have called each other our girlfriends and soul mates and all that crap, but this is true love
, okay? When true love comes knocking, you'd better answer the goddamn door.

       I know that sounds harsh, but really, if you saw Marshall and I, you'd just know
 we're the perfect couple. We're so...couple-y. We have all these cute little games we play, like "go fix me a sandwich and let me eat it off your body," or "pretend that you're my serving girl when my friends from work come over for poker night." One time, as a joke, he had me take all these naughty pictures of myself and send them to his bosses as a prank
! I know,
 right? Hilarious! It's disgusting how into each other we are.

       Oh my God, I just remembered: we did the most adorable thing last night after he proposed. We signed a marriage contract
. I know you're probably thinking "oh no, here comes the stone age stuff," but it's totally like, squee-inducing. You make a list of all the things you want your partner to pledge to do or not do during the marriage, and then you both sign it. It was so intimate, and kind of thrilling. Alright, I was totally turned on. It was almost like a property
 thing, you know, but in a good way? I don't know, let me try and remember.

       He was all like, "Jennifer, could you come in here please?" and I came into the kitchen to find him sitting at the table, with a glass of wine and the contract. I remember I was just about to change - I was wearing the maid outfit I like to wear when I'm cleaning and cooking, and for some reason Marshall likes me to keep it on through dinner - I think it turns in him in a pervy way. Well of course, he explained everything to me like I explained it to you, and then he asked me if I wanted to write anything that I didn't want him to do when we were married. Like I don't know, promise not to hog the bathroom or to not forget our anniversary or something like that. Well, of course
 I couldn't come up with anything - I told Marshall I loved him just the way he is and I trust him to treat me as just as wonderful as he does now once I'm his wife.

Laughing, he asked me if I was upset that he had written some things about me. I said no, of course not. I told him I'd try really hard to do whatever he wrote and he gave me that sexy little smile I love so much. He sat me down and ran his fingers through my hair. "Now, I want you to read all of these out loud, one at a time," he said. "Go nice and slow. Then, when you're done, we'll both sign it."

       Of course, I was already grinning at the thought of what we'd do after I was finished. I couldn't wait to sign his silly contract and fuck him
 silly. "Sure thing," I said.

Here's the thing about the paper, though - I thought I was just going to read some promises and sign it, but as soon as I looked at it, it was like I was staring through an open window. The whole thing was blurry and indistinct - I don't know if it was the wine or what - and...well, it's hard to describe. Have you ever been to a really scary movie at the theater, one where they have something jump out of the shadows right at the screen? You know how right before the big scary part happens that makes you jump, they cut out the music but play this really low tone, right on the edge of hearing? It's as if you can almost hear it, and your brain is straining to make it out and then BOOM, scary stuff. That's what looking at the paper was like; like hearing that noise. Only it wasn't in my ears, it was in my head.

Just looking at it made my eyes water a bit. I asked Marshall what he did to the paper, because it was giving me a migrane. "It's special, honey," he said. "I got it from work. I wanted this to be really special. I'm sorry if it hurts."

I said it was okay."

It'll stop hurting as you go," he said, putting my hand in his. He leaned in and gave me a deep kiss that left me breathless. It shot straight from my lips to my clit. "Every time you agree to one of the conditions I've written on the paper, it'll hurt less. By the time we're finished, you'll be feeling much better."

       I'm kind of ashamed to even say this next part. The weirdest feeling came over me when he said that. This little voice inside me started screaming: rip up the paper! Tear up the paper and tell him to go to hell!
 I started thinking about what Tricia would say if she saw me right then, signing a marriage contract with some guy I'd only met three months ago that said who-knows-what. As much as it pains me to say it now, I have to admit it: for a second, I got cold feet.

      Marshall must have seen it on my face, because he took my chin in his fingers and looked me right in the eye. Those beautiful blue eyes made me feel all warm and achy inside. Why was I worried about what Tricia would think?
 "It's okay, sweetheart," Marshall said, "go ahead."

I took the paper and, after skimming the first paragraph (a bunch of weird legalese that made my eyes ache) read the first statement on the page. "I, Jennifer, promise to always love Marshall forever," I read. "Well, that's easy! Of course I do, baby, and I always will." I kissed him.

Immediately, the pain behind my eyes slackened a tiny bit. "I'm feeling better already," I said.

       The next promise on the page was: I promise to always keep Marshall's house clean.


       I read it out loud, then I read it again, slower this time. Marshall looked surprised when I did. "Is everything okay, honey?" he asked. Everything wasn't okay, all of a sudden. The pain in my eyes - I've never felt anything like it before or since, I can tell you. That little cold feet voice was back: oh god, stop! rip up the fucking paper!


"Of course not, sweetheart," I said, "I mean, I do that anyway!" Saying it out loud was a huge relief.

"But..." Marshall said, smiling indulgently.

       "But it says 'keep Marshall's
 house clean'," I said. "If we're married, shouldn't it say our
 house'?"

       Marshall was nodding now. "Of course, of course," he said, "I completely understand you thinking that. It's just a formality, really - the house will stay in my name, of course. But it'll be our home
. Do you understand?"

       Oh, of course
, I thought with a giggle. "I'm sorry, honey," I said. "I'm so stupid sometimes. Of course I agree." Another tiny release occurred behind my eyes. It felt like there was a balloon in my head, gradually letting out air as I read the promises. It felt good.

       "Alright, next up," I said, "'I promise to always cook for Marshall.
' Ditto on that one!" The pain in my head dropped by quite a bit. This is so easy,
 I thought.

“You are doing so good, baby," Marshall said. "Thank you so much for doing this."

I tore my eyes from the paper and met his again, feeling that rush of warmth cover me. "You're so welcome, Marshall," I said. "I'm going to be such a good wife to you."

I expected a smile, instead he pursed his lips. "Read the next one," he said.

I did - and gasped. "You can't..." I whispered.

"Read it," he growled.

       "I...it says, 'I promise to never speak to or contact Tricia again
.'"

"And what do you say to that?"

       "I..." I had no idea what to say. Tear up the fucking paper! Rip it to shreds!


       Walk away!


I'm not proud of this part, either. I stammered and hedged, trying desperately to avoid the question. "I understand why, Marshall, but...Tricia is my best friend! I know we've had our differences, and she's been acting really, really weird lately, but-"

"No buts," Marshall said, taking me by the shoulder. He took my face in one hand and looked me directly in the eye. God, I can never tell him know when he looks at me like that. "I know it's hard," he said, "but that woman is toxic. You know that."

"Please," I whimpered. The pain in my head was suddenly a spike, a jackhammer, a chainsaw. I would do anything to make it stop. "Please don't make me."

       "These are the things you have to agree to if you want me to marry you," he said. His hand moved from my shoulder to cup the underside of my breast. Instantly I felt a warm ache burning in my core. I wanted to jump his bones right then and there, feel him fuck me right on the table. I needed him more than anything. More than anything,
 I thought.

     "You do want to marry me, don't you?" He asked. His hand slid from my breast down my side, over my hip, between my thighs. I wasn't wearing any panties - Marshall told me when I first moved in about a study that said women were more efficient workers when they weren't wearing panties - and my pussy was shaved and swollen with arousal. One finger dipped into me and began rubbing my clit almost idly. I arched my back and whimpered with pleasure, feeling myself melt against him. The voice demanding I tear up the contract was down to a whisper, every stroke of Marshall's fingers driving it out of me. I love this man,
 I thought. "Oh Marshall," I breathed, "oh fuck
...."

"Say it," he demanded.

       "Yes! Yes, I promise! I'll never speak to Tricia again! I'll never even think
 about her! Just don't stop touching me!"

"I won't," he said with a cruel smile, "but you can't come until we're finished. Once you sign the contract, then you can come."

"Yes sir," I said, not knowing why I called him that. It was a struggle to think beyond the pleasure radiating from my pussy. I felt a thin sheen of sweat break out on my forehead.

"Keep reading," Marshall said.

I don't know if it was the very difficult decision I had just made or the feel of Marshall's fingers inside me, but it was as if a dam had burst in my brain. The pain behind my eyes was replaced with almost unbearable pleasure. I had never wanted anything as much as I wanted to do everything Marshall asked, finish the contract, and be the best wife ever.

       So the next request was easy. "My body will be available whenever Marshall wants it
," I read. "Of course it – oh god
 - will, baby. You know I'll make love to you whenever you want."

       "You'll fuck me
  whenever I want," he corrected me.

"Yes, yes!" I cried, grinding against his fingers. I could feel a trickle of wetness soaking my thighs and wondered dimly if I was going to leave a wet spot on the chair when we were done. "I'll fuck you whenever you want – however you want! I agree!"

       The next one was sexual as well: “I can only come at Marshall's command,
" I read. "Yes, sir!" Yes, please. Please make me come at your command.


"That applies to masturbation, as well," Marshall said, sliding my nipple into his mouth.

"I understand," I said. I could see Marshall's erection bulging against his pants - I wanted so badly to set him free. "If you're not telling me to come, I can't come. I agree!"

       More pleasure. More submission. "It's...ugggggh
!” I groaned. That was close!
 "It's getting hard to read the paper!" Something felt wrong about the way the letters spun and twisted, as if they were digging a hole into my brain.

       “Just keep looking at the paper," Marshall said, "it's important that you at least look at it. I'll read you the last few." He raised his head from my breasts and regarded the paper. "I will perform any sex act Marshall desires,
” he said.

        At that moment, I couldn't think of a single sex act I didn't
 want to perform on him. "Agreed!" I yelled enthusiastically.

       “I will wake Marshall with a blowjob every morning
," Marshall read. That triggered a warning bell in my brain, but I was already swept up in the rush of agreeing, of being on the same, wondrous wavelength with the man of my dreams. "Agreed," I whimpered, grinding against his fingers.

       “I love Marshall's cock in my pussy, between my tits, in my mouth, and in my ass.
"

       "I already do!" I blurted out. "Agreed!" Wait, did
 I? I had never had Marshall in my ass, and I was pretty sure I didn't love sucking cock - but as soon as I agreed, those doubts vanished. Of course I love sucking Marshall's cock,
 I thought. And I'm 100% sure I'll love feeling him in my ass, too!


The pace of Marshall's fingers against my clit increased to a shocking degree. He was getting very, very turned on. I thrust against him, feeling my orgasm achingly close at hand - but I knew I couldn't come, couldn't feel that blessed release until I finished the entire thing. "I'm so, so close, Marshall!" I cried.

​“I am a dumb bimbo slut,”
 Marshall said.

​“Yes!” I cried, without thinking -  and suddenly I wasn't
 thinking. It was like a vice grip slammed down on my brain, squeezing all the bad thoughts out. Some things remained in the forefront of my mind – how to fuck, how to clean, how to make myself look amazing – but so much else was missing. “I agree!” I managed.

       “I will never contact my parents again
," he read. What!?
 But it was too late, I was too far gone - the need to come consumed everything else. I would've agreed to anything. "Yes! Yes! I agree! I'll never speak to them again! Errrgh
!"

"I will allow myself to be used by anyone Marshall commands."

I let out a long groan. I was so close, so close. What did he ask? "Yes!" I cried, not caring. "I agree!"

“I will do anything Marshall commands of me," he said.

       "Oh yes you know I will baby uuuuugh oh god
 yes
 please let me come I AGREE I AGREE-"

“I don't want to be Marshall's wife-"

       "I AGREE TO ALL OF IT JUST PLEASE JUST LET ME COME
-”

"I don't deserve to be Marshall's wife-"

       "AGREED I AGREE OH PLEASE-”


"Giving Marshall pleasure is all I am good for. I have no will-"

       "OH GAWWWD, FUCK! I AGREE!
 I-"

"I promise to be Marshall's willing slave."

       "I AGREE! I'M YOUR SLAVE I'M YOUR WHORE I'M YOUR SLUT I'M YOUR FUCKTOY I'M COMING OH JESUS CHRIST-
"

       Pleasure engulfed me. I cried at the top of my lungs, thrusting against Marshall's fingers again and again, feeling my knees shake and my whole body quiver in ecstasy. I felt a gush of wetness pour from my pussy onto the chair. Oh my god, I squirted,
 I thought. I'm such a good slave...


The next thing I knew I was in Marshall's arms - just like that, no time in between. I buried my face in his chest, feeling the warm afterglow of my orgasm. After a good two minutes, I recovered enough to look down. At the bottom of Marshall's list, beneath the promise to be his slave, was my signature, looking as if it had been scrawled in the middle of a seizure. "You did it," Marshall said, his face beaming. He looked at me proudly. "How are you feeling?"

       "However you command me to feel, master," I whispered, my voice full of pure adoration. It all made sense now. I realized then that I really didn't
 want to be Marshall's wife, after all. In fact, I had no will of my own at all. I didn't want to think anymore. I wanted to do what Marshall commanded me to do, feel how he wanted me to feel, and make him the happiest man on the planet. I couldn't do that as his wife. I could only do it as his slave.

He smiled. "I think you feel very, very turned on, slave," he said, and I was. I had experienced the strongest orgasm of my life seconds ago, but was already ready to fuck. "In fact, I command you feel hornier then you ever have in your life, right now.."

I shuddered in ecstasy. "What else do you command me to do, master?"

He thought for a moment. "Suck my cock," he commanded.

And I did.

Hours later, I lay in the darkness next to my master's sleeping form. He hadn't commanded me to sleep, so I was staring at the ceiling, contemplating the wonder of all that had happened. After the blowjob, he walked me back into the bedroom and fucked in every position I had ever seen, and some he taught me for the first time. Turns out, I'm a fast learner. My anal virginity was gone in a glorious burst of submission – I ground ever so slightly against the covers, feeling the ghost of his cock inside my ass. Every moment I served him made me higher than any drug, and he'd gone to bed whispering that tomorrow he would take me to work with him and show me what it was like to serve many masters. He said there were more women like me there, women who had signed the contracts, who lived to serve men like him and help every woman experience the joy I was feeling. I couldn't wait.

In the darkness, I smiled. I had no will, of course, but all things considered, I was happy.


The Bimbo Contract: Terms and Conditions


Neil Bimbeau




From the postings of the now-deleted “Feminist Fringe” blog; April 11
th
 2015:


Dear Friends,

I know what I'm about to say will shock and possibly offend you. When I first started Feminist Fringe in 2010, I was a college sophomore who dreamed of being a driving force for social change. Through hundreds of posts, articles, rants and discussions, I've built up a group of friends both in my own backyard and all around the world, connected by the push of a button. You all truly have shown me the best of humanity, and I want you all to know you mean the world to me.

Unfortunately, this will be my final blog entry. In forty-eight hours, our discussion forum will be shut down, and the pages I've written will be scrubbed. The domain name is being sold off to an advertising company as we speak, and I expect the transaction to be finalized by the time I finish writing this.

I know this must come as a huge shock to my readers, many of whom have been loyal to me for years. What's caused me to shut down my site so quickly? Why, after years of harassment and threats, have I chosen now to close my doors? Aren't I abandoning the cause by doing so, I can already hear you asking? Aren't I letting down my thousands of fans? I probably am, and if you feel upset by what I have to say, I sincerely apologize. In the end, I have to do what's best for me, and what's best for me is to close down Feminist Fringe completely, until it's as if it never existed. Why, you ask?

It's simple, dear reader: I'm in love. I'm getting married!

I know: congratulations, right? I hope you can be happy for me under the circumstances. This probably seems sudden to you all: I've never mentioned Hunter before on my blog. The truth is, we just met two months ago. I know a lot of you started reaching out around that time to check up on me since I stopped posting so much, and I'm really sorry to have hidden this from you. Hunter wanted to keep it a surprise.

We met online about two months ago when he e-mailed me some questions regarding a recent interview I'd done on a podcast, and I agreed to answer them over Skype. We just hit it off immediately. I've never felt so connected to another human being – it was like we'd known each other for years. It felt like I'd spent my whole life being incomplete, not even knowing what I was missing until I saw his face for the first time. I know that sounds corny, but it's true! What was supposed to be a ten-minute Q&A session ended up stretching on long into the night. I can't even tell you most of the things we talked about, but rest assured that by the end of it I was a very satisfied girl – and incredibly
 interested in meeting in person.

Our first date – I know this is probably TMI you guys, but come on – God, it was so hot. I'm talking primal, animalistic, gripping the sheets and screaming fucking. Coming so hard you're sobbing at the end of it and you don't know why! We just clicked, and it didn't take long for the action to move from the restaurant to my apartment. That's right, I brought Hunter home, and I'm happy to say he's never left: we moved in together that very night, and every day since has just been heavenly. Two days ago, he finally popped the question, and of course
 I said yes.

Now, I know what you're thinking. Anya, that's all very well and good and I'm super happy for you, but why are you shutting down Feminist Fringe?
 There's a couple of reasons. First of all, I haven't had as much time as I'd like to devote to the site, and I think you guys have noticed. I've really been incommunicado a lot lately, but there's just so much to do around the apartment! You have no idea how much of the day gets taken up by cooking, cleaning and makeup when you're making a home for your dream guy: plus, I've the day in bed lately if you know what I mean!

Secondly, from a few conversations I've had with senior members of the site over the last couple of days, I get the impression there's been a lot of backlash over my decision to marry Hunter. A few of you were told about my plans (in private correspondence, I might add) right after Hunter proposed, and the response has been overwhelmingly negative. I get it: you don't like him, you don't like my new look, and you don't like the idea of a feminist icon who gets on her knees for a powerful man every night. I expected that: I just didn't expect you to all be so angry
 about it. Between the phone calls, the pleading e-mails and the YouTube videos asking people to help me “snap out of it,” I'm really starting to doubt the commitment to my fan base. And whoever called the police, claiming that Hunter is “brainwashing” me into some kind of bimbo trophy wife: you really crossed the line!

While my fan base has been busy stabbing me in the back, Hunter has been nothing but the most patient, understanding boyfriend imaginable. He's put up with insults, rude comments and threats from the people I trusted the most, and he's done it all with a smile. But he's gotten upset, and even role-playing some light bondage “punish the Internet troll” last night isn't enough for him to blow off steam. So, last night he gave me an ultimatum. I want to be clear that I don't blame him
 for this; I blame you guys. Hunter is only doing what any alpha male does when his prize possession is threatened: he's taking charge.

Last night, as I was finishing up the dishes, Hunter called me into our office and read me some of the e-mails you've written him. I could have cried. He said we needed to have a talk about this, and I told him I couldn't agree more.

“If we're going to be man and wife,” he told me, “there have to be some rules to our relationship. Some boundaries.”

Well, of course I agreed – the last few days have removed all doubt from my mind on that
 particular score. I nodded, and he opened up a drawer and pulled out a manila file folder. Inside were two pages, neatly typed on cream card stock.

“This is for you,” he said with a smile.

As it turns out – I'd never heard of this before – what Hunter had written is what's called a 'Marriage Contract'. Basically, it's sort of like a pre-nup without all the legal hassle – it's strictly a symbolic gesture. You write down everything you want to other person to promise to remember to do (or not do) when you're married, and afterwards you both sign the contract. I can already hear you rolling your eyes and making with the reaction GIFs, but hear me out! I think it's a wonderful idea and would recommend it to all couples, especially
 my fellow feminists. It allows you to get so much out into the open, as you'll see.

He explained the contract to me, just as I did to you, and asked me if I wanted to write one for him before I read his. Well, of course I didn't – I told Hunter I love him just the way he is and all I wanted is for him to stay exactly the same for all my days. He hugged me close and told me he loved me.

Then he had me look at the paper.

What happened next was strange. Maybe I was just overcome with emotion, maybe the shock of the last few days was wearing on my nerves more than I had anticipated, but it was like I suddenly couldn't see straight. Have you ever looked at one of those magic-eye pictures where you're supposed to cross your eyes and it suddenly becomes an eagle or an American flag or something like that? It was like staring into one of those, except no image ever emerged – my eyes just got more and more unglued.

“What is up with this paper?” I asked him. “It's giving me a headache.”

“That's okay, babe,” he reassured me. “It's normal. This is special paper – I saved it just for this occasion.”

Well you know I was blushing before you knew it – he saved it just for me! How thoughtful! How could I complain about a little eye trouble after that?

“Go ahead and start reading,” he said, giving my shoulder a little shrug.

“Alright,” I said with a giggle. “Are you excited or something?”

“Yes,” he admitted. “I think this is going to bring us so much closer together.” He started stroking my neck: my knees started to shake as his fingers caressed me. “I can't wait to spend the rest of my life with you.”

“Me either,” I whispered, shuddering.

His fingers drew away. “Go ahead,” he coaxed me.

I glanced at the top of the page. Focusing on just the first few words made the vertigo recede a little bit. “Alright. I, Anya Sarkozy, being of sound mind and body...gosh, babe, you make it sound so formal
...”

“I wanted it to mean something,” he said, his fingers tracing the small of my back. “It's special.”


That it certainly is,
 I thought, loving the feeling of his fingers on me. I could already tell he would be mounting me as soon as I was done – his excitement was palpable. “Being of sound mind and body, do hereby agree to the following conditions...”

My eyes slid to the first clause, written in italic print. “I promise to always love Hunter.”

He looked at me expectantly. “And?”

My vision swam. I could feel a vein in my head throbbing, and something behind my eyes filling like a balloon. “I...” I shook my head. “Of course I will, honey. I'll always love you.”

Just like that, the bubble burst. The relief was palpable. I let out a heavy sigh, like I'd just lifted something heavy up a flight of stairs. “Oh wow,” I whimpered. “That felt good.”

“It's going to feel even better, baby,” Hunter said. “Every time you agree to something, it'll feel better and better.”

Even as he said it, something inside of me rebelled. I could feel something happening – something changing. My love for Hunter was like a physical thing in my chest, expanding and sticking to everything. A tiny, horrified part of my brain had the thought: I agreed – I couldn't stop loving him now if I wanted to!
 But that was ridiculous. This was just a silly contract.

“Alright, next up – 'I promise to keep our house clean and tidy for Hunter'.” I grinned. “Are you really worried about that?”

“No,” he said, “I just want to hear you say it.”

The pushing was back between my eyes, making my world swim. “Of course I will,” I said. “I know a clean house is important to you.” Blessed relief. This was going to be easy!

“Keep going,” Hunter said. His fingers gripped my shoulder, holding me down gently but firmly.

“I promise to always keep myself in shape and dress nicely for Hunter. Hey, wait a second...” That set off a little fire inside of me – what did he mean by that? Years of feminist blogging disagreed with that statement.

“What's wrong, babe?” I swear I felt his fingers tighten.

“You're...you're not supposed to judge me based on my appearance,” I said. “That's...that's wrong...”

“Oh, I know sweetheart. I agree completely. That's why I want you to agree to this one. This way, it'll never be a problem.”

I wanted to argue – I knew somehow what he was saying didn't make sense somewhere – but the swimmy pain in my head was back, throbbing like a migraine from hell. The page swam, going fractal in my vision. Whatever,
 I thought. I'm going to keep myself looking nice anyway – I'm not going to be one of those old fat feminists.


“Sure,” I said hastily. “I agree.”

“Good,” Hunter said, patting my shoulder.

Ah! The bubble burst, leaving a fizzy feeling of gladness behind my eyes. Any misgivings I had had a moment ago were dissolving in it.

“Alright,” I said. “I love you, Hunter.”

“I love you too, Anya. Thank you so much for doing this for me.”


Next up?
 My eyes dropped down a line, wincing as the page began to quiver beneath my gaze. I read the next line and gasped in surprise. My hand shot to my mouth.

Hunter's voice was silk. “What's wrong?”

“That is lewd!” I wasn't sure whether to laugh or actually be upset at him. “'I promise to always keep my pussy shaved for Hunter?' What are you, a caveman?”

“Oh come on, baby,” Hunter said, his fingers tracing the curves of my body. “You know I love the feeling of you down there when you've shaved. And it's not like you don't keep it clean anyway.”

I harrumphed. He was
 right: I had started shaving my pussy nearly every day since I'd been dating Hunter. And that awful pressure was already starting to make yet another appearance. “Well, alright. I guess I can keep doing that.”

“Awesome.” Hunter's fingers found the waistband of my jeans and slipped underneath. With his free hand he unbuttoned the front of them as calmly as if I'd told him to. He was achingly close to my pussy, and frankly he was making it even harder for me to think. I wanted to say something, to tell him to stop, but it felt so goddamn good. I wanted him to finger me into the stratosphere – but first, I had a contract to finish.

“I agree to...wait, what
!?” I nearly dropped the paper. The tide of good feeling I'd been riding crashed to a halt. “You...you can't be serious.”

His fingers found my slit – and stayed there, agonizingly close. It took everything I had not to grab his wrist and force his hand inside me. “I am,” he said. “Say it.”

“It says 'I will shut down my website,'” I said. Hunter, that's more than just a hobby to me, babe. It's my life
.

“That's the problem,” he said, shifting in his seat. I barely heard him – the motion had sent his fingers even closer to my aching clit.

“What...ooh, fuck
...is?” I whimpered.

“How can you focus on me – on us
 – when you spend every day on that website?”

I opened my mouth to frame a rebuttal, but nothing came out but a groan of pleasure. I could feel it rising between my legs, matching the awful pressure growing behind my eyes. “I'm not...I don't...”

“You spend all day listening to those people,” he spat. “Filling your head with lies about us – about me. You've read the things your friends have to say. Do you really care more about those man-hating bitches than our marriage?”

“You don't understand,” I whispered, torn between pleasure and pain. I didn't know which would happen first: would I come all over his fingers before or after the pain in my head gave me an aneurysm? “I can't just close it down...”

“Yes you can,” he assured me. “It won't even be hard. Say yes, Anya. Free yourself!”

“The money,” I cried between gasps. I already knew it was a feeble excuse, but I tried it anyway. “I can't lose all that money...”

He smirked, knowing he'd won. “You don't need it. I'll take care of you, babe. I promise.”

Tears swelled in my eyes. I wanted to stop, to clamp down hard on my mouth and never let go, but the words were spilling out of my mouth before I could think. “Alright! Yes, yes I'll shut down the website!”

It was like an electric shock. The burst of relief that filled me at saying the words amplified the pleasure building between my legs. I couldn't stop, I didn't want to stop. I felt my body crest the summit and drop, crashing into the most intense orgasm of my life.

“Oh baby
,” I cried, clutching him like a drowning woman, tears streaming down my face. “Oh fuck oh FUCK yes oh gawd....”

He held me as I writhed against him, milking every drop of pleasure from his fingers. My body felt like it was on fire. My head swam like I was standing on top of a mountain. Finally, my cries slowed down as the pleasure inside me was replaced with a warm, spacey tiredness. I sagged against him, feeling like I could sleep for a week.

“Is that all?” I managed to mutter.

“Almost,” he said.

“Whatever's next,” I said, pressed against his chest, “I agree to it. Just read it to me.” I yawned hugely. The mental reshuffling I'd felt earlier washed over me, and suddenly the decision to give up my blog seemed so silly and inconsequential. What was a website compared with the love of my life?

“You sure?” He asked. I could hear the smile in his voice.

“Yeah,” I said, eyes still closed. “Whatever it is, I agree. I love you so much...”

“It says, 'I will be Hunter's brainless bimbo.'”

I had an instant of pure horror - did I just hear that right?
 - then my mind went blank. I'd promised to agree to his condition, whatever it was, and my mind went into overdrive to obey. I gasped, uncomprehending, as my mind dumped years of memories down the drain. I could feel them burn out, everything from my first year college writing course to the piano lesson's I'd had when I was sixteen. In contrast, certain memories expanded in my brain like the bubbles behind my eyes: every shopping trip I'd ever had, every rare trip to the salon, and every sexual experience. I found myself grimacing at these last memories, remembering with horror all the times I'd 'taken control' in bed – all I wanted now was to be held down and fucked like a good little bimbo. I couldn't even feel horror at my situation – Hunter had robbed me of it.

After what felt like an eternity, I heard his voice. “Are you there, Anya?”

My lips moved of their own volition. “Yes,” I said.

“I have just a few more clauses for you to agree to for me, okay? Since I'm sure you're feeling a little out of sorts, you can signal your assent by just reading them aloud to me.”

I struggled to think. “Okay,” I whispered. I took the contract from him. The letters swam as my brain struggled to comprehend them, but the ill effects of the paper were gone: Hunter didn't need them anymore.

“I will be Hunter's bimbo slut,” I said, my voice dead of emotion. “I will cook and clean and fuck Hunter however he wants. I am always wet for Hunter.”

“Yes, baby,” Hunter said, his voice husky. “You have no idea how much you're turning me on right now.”

“I will fuck Hunter any place, any time, in any way he wants,” I said, pressing on. A series of quick snapping sensations in my brain let me know the commands were already becoming permanent. “My pussy, my ass and my mouth all belong to Hunter, and he can use them however he wants.”

In my periphery, Hunter was removing his pants. His erection stood out from them like a tent.

“I will agree to dress in whatever clothes Hunter wishes,” I said, “no matter how trashy. I will agree to any plastic surgery Hunter thinks I need to make me his perfect bimbo trophy wife.”

His cock free, Hunter began to stroke himself. A fat drop of precum beaded on the throbbing purple head of his dick. He was bringing it closer, pressing it gently against my breasts.

“I will fuck whoever Hunter commands me to,” I said, “male or female. My sexuality exists for his pleasure. I will fuck myself with toys, or objects, or even animals if Hunter tells me to.”

His cock ground against me. The head slid against my chin, leaving thick trails of precum on my neck and collar.

“I will make pornographic videos for Hunter with whatever content will make him hardest. I will share these videos with the Internet so that millions of men can jerk themselves off thinking of my perfect body covered in come.”

Hunter groaned, his strokes picking up speed. “Keep going, babe, I'm almost there.”

There was only one more clause – a short paragraph at the bottom of the page. “I will give up my website and never think about feminism again,” I said. “Instead, I will devote any free time Hunter allows me to creating a new website detailing how wonderful it is to serve him, and convincing other women to become brainless bimbo whores.”

There was just one line left. “When Hunter's come touches my face, I will have an orgasm, signifying my acceptance of this contract. Then, my new life will begin.”

The instant the words left my lips, Hunter gave a bestial cry and grabbed me by the shoulders. I dropped the contract just as the first burst of come shot from his cock, splashing against my forehead and nose. His words were true: the instant I felt that hot, creamy goodness touch my skin the world exploded with pleasure. As burst after burst struck my skin, coating my lips, cheeks and neck, dribbling down to my breasts, each new contact caused another intense orgasm to destroy my consciousness. I was overwritten with commands, becoming nothing more than an instrument of the contract I'd signed. Even as I writhed in pleasure, I screamed with joy at the top of my lungs.

I was well and truly happy.

So, that's it. I know most of you probably don't believe me, but it's true – every moment for me is just like that first. I'm so happy, you guys. And to prove it, I want you all to come visit me at my new page, “The Bimbo Trophy Wife's Blog,” which will be launching in the next few weeks, as soon as my first round of plastic surgery is done. I think you're going to like the new Anya!

I'll make sure you all get an e-mail with the details! :)

Love and kisses xxx,

Anya Sarkozy


The Bimbo Contract: The Fine Print


Neil Bimbeau



Have I got a doozy for you!

So I'm working the evening shift, as usual, which means sitting in the back tinkering with people's computers while the salesboys up front try everything under the sun to upsell customers on services they don't really need. I've got my tunes going, I'm doing a data transfer and full restore on this guy's gaming rig that's as big as a freaking bathtub, I'm basically juggling six different things at once and Rick comes in from the sales and floor and goes “Hey, you've gotta come up, there's a lady here who's demanding to speak with you.”

“What lady?” I ask, but he's already back out the door, chasing after a commission on a hundred-dollar printer cable or some shit. So I get my tie back on, make sure my hair isn't a total mess and go out there, and holy cow
 you should have seen what was waiting for me.

She stands there tapping her heel on the floor, looks me up and down, takes a second to parse out my name tag and goes “Neil. Neil, I need you to fix my computer right now
.”

Now, normally I would have given this girl the standard corporate spiel – requests go in order, nobody gets a full service quote before we run a diagnostic on the product, all that good capitalism crap. But one look at her and I decided to toss all that out of the window. Legs for miles, a tight little miniskirt, tits that were begging to pop out of her top and say hello – it was like my eyes couldn't figure out what to stare at first. Plus she was a redhead. Christ, I love redheads.

She sighed and rolled her eyes, obviously disgusted just having to speak with the likes of me. If the designer fashions hadn't already tipped me off, the laptop under her arm that cost more than three months of my salary would've clued me in: this girl was loaded. Or more likely Daddy was – she was definitely young enough to still be sucking on a trust fund. If she was old enough to buy a cocktail, I'd eat my hat.

“Look,” she said, “I heard what your little friend-” this with a dismissive gesture Rick's way- “had to say. I'm not satisfied. I need this laptop working an hour
 ago – I've got a paper due, and if I don't get it off this thing and submitted by midnight I'm going to fail this class. So do something
.” She held out the laptop expectantly, like I was gonna wave a magic wand over it or something.

So at this point I was thinking about two things: one, that I had a list of shit to get done that night longer than my fucking arm; and two, those tits! Now, I know exactly what you're thinking. Neil, what the fuck does it matter if you fix this girl's computer or not? It's not like she's going to reward you for doing your fucking job – you're not getting her number out of this, dude. To which I say: of course I know this. But you
 have no inkling as of yet to my genius master plan. Or the fact that this beautiful little bitch is the most perfect subject I could imagine for its fruition.

“Of course,” I tell her with a smile. “I'd be happy to help!”

I get her over to the counter and hand over the standard forms, then hook the laptop up to a power strip while she fills them out. It boots to the main screen, starts to load the operating system...and clicks off. I hit the button again and watch as it does the same thing.

“It's been doing that all day,” she says from behind me, extreme irritation in her tone. “Are you going to be able to fix it without blanking all the files?”

“Absolutely,” I say with confidence. In fact, I've already got an inkling of what might be wrong with the laptop – but why spoil the fun by fixing it now? I turn from the thing and its on-off-on dance and watch the beauty fill out the forms.

“So, college student?” I ask. She nods imperceptibly.

“Where at?”

She glances up, confused for a second. “Buford,” she says.

“Oh, me too! I'm in the engineering program there.” But she's already decided I'm not worth talking to and is back on the forms. Anger flares behind my eyes for a second, but quickly dissipates.

“Remember to sign right there,” I remind her, pointing towards the dotted line at the bottom of the page. She does so, not even glancing at the paragraph of single-spaced type above it. Oh, you silly girl,
 I think with glee. That was a big mistake.


She shoves the forms at me with a huff. “Can you get it fixed while I wait?” Now, normally this would be the most ridiculous sort of request. As far as she knows, I have no clue what's wrong with her computer, she can see
 the giant stack of machines waiting to go in the back, so asking me to put everything on hold to fix her problem is about as arrogant as a customer can be. And from the look on her face as she says it, I can tell this is a girl accustomed to getting her way.

But I just smile, assuming the pose of the submissive retail wage slave. “Of course,” I tell her. “I'm just going to take it in the back. If you want to walk around the store for twenty or thirty minutes, I'm sure I'll have it working by then.”

She gives me a side-eye but doesn't say anything, just stomps off to go look at CDs. Who still buys CDs? Anyway, I pack the thing up, snatch up the filled-out service contract and high-tail it back to my lair. Once inside, I shift some things around to make room for the new laptop and loosen my tie. I hold the service contract up like a trophy and look it over, my eyes passing with glee over the signature: Esmi Beauchard
.


Esmi
, I think, you're mine and you don't even know it yet.


Let this be a lesson to you, oh consumer: whether you're buying a new house, selling a car, or doing something as banal as installing a new piece of software or bringing your laptop in for service, r
ead the fucking contract
. It might contain all sorts of clauses you aren't aware of and wouldn't be comfortable with. For instance, the standard service contract for our company allows us to install third-party software on your computer in order to fix it. Nowhere in the contract does it say we have to remove these things from your computer when we're done. And, my favorite part, nothing in it prohibits me specifically
 from installing software on your computer while its in my possession.

But I'm getting ahead of myself. I had to fix the fucking thing first.

Fortunately, that part was easy. I figured out pretty quick what was wrong: I noticed while the laptop was doing its little dance before that the BIOS settings had recently been changed. The BIOS is basically the thing that the computer loads when it turns on that tells it to load everything else on your computer up: your files, your copy of Windows (unless you have a Mac), et cetera. Hers had accidentally been switched, so instead of booting up from the hard drive, it was trying to load the entire computer off (and here I popped the CD drive open to discover) the Taylor Swift CD she'd left in the laptop. Pretty hard to load an entire computer off a handful of pop songs. I took the disc out, sat it on the counter, and shook my head: she still buys CDs
.


Of course with that out, the laptop worked perfectly. And now I had a few minutes to do the other thing.

In my back pocket was a flash drive I'd been saving for a special occasion. Technically it was contraband – we weren't supposed to bring anything that could store files to or from work because of privacy concerns – but when your store is run by a bunch of dumbass twenty-somethings who couldn't find a job anywhere better, those sorts of things tend to end up on the back burner. I popped it in and ran the program I'd stashed on it.

Now don't get the wrong impression, I'm not some sort of creep. I wasn't installing anything on there that would spy on her or snap her picture when she wasn't looking. I could give less of a shit about what kind of naughty selfies she was keeping on her laptop: I wanted the real thing.

The program started working its magic in the background while I watched. I couldn't believe the description of this shit when I'd found it online: it seemed like science fiction. But I'd been assured by countless users that it was the real thing. Of course, it required a little finesse to target the subject directly, but that's where my skillset came in. With a few commands I had the laptop working for me, analyzing the data it stored for the best method of delivery. Ten or fifteen minutes passed, after which the program gave a happy little ding
 to let me know it was done. I pulled up the running programs and found a new one in the list: a little number called 'BimboTech.exe'.

I smiled from ear to ear. Phase one complete!

The remaining bit of the time I'd promised Esmi went to making some small but crucial adjustments: tailoring the package for her personal mindscape, giving her the specifics with regards to me, making sure the program would let her know where to go once it had been activated. Finally I'd done all I could do. It was now or never.

Shaking a little from nervous energy, I refastened my tie.

She was already waiting at the counter when I stepped out, tapping a staccato rhythm on the wood with her key. A BMW logo stared up from her key chain.

“Is it done?” She asked the second she saw me.

“Yes, ma'am,” I said, dripping with retail bonhomie. I placed the laptop on the counter and turned it so she could see the desktop. “Everything working and accounted for – oh, by the way, this belongs to you.” I held out the CD I'd pulled from her machine.

She snatched it away like my hand was about to soil it. “You'd better not have scratched this,” she threatened.

I smiled blankly and finished up the transaction. After paying the fees (which, frankly, were criminally high) she strode out the door without so much as a 'thank you', laptop under her arm and nose in the air.

“Jesus,” Rick said when she was gone. “What a bitch. Sorry I stuck her with you.”

I laughed, and relished the confused look in his eyes. “No worries, my man,” I said, clapping him on the shoulder. “It's all good.”

It was
 all good. Esmi had no way of knowing it, but that laptop was a ticking time bomb. Every second she spent staring at it, subliminal images would be broadcast between the pixels, screaming on a frequency only she could see. I could picture it now: her lithe body stretched out on her big bed, sending that oh-so-precious paper to her professor.

Her eyes would unfocus for a second and she'd shake her head, confused for an instant. Maybe she'd wonder if something new was wrong with her laptop – but only for a moment. The program would make sure to sooth all those problematic little feelings. In short order, she'd be aroused beyond belief, wetter than she could ever remember being. Her fingers would trace her inner folds, but she'd find her eyes could no longer break away from the screen. This is when the mind opens, susceptible to all kinds of malice, and the program does its work. (Don't believe me? How many times have you
 made a stupid decision because you were horny?)

New, wonderful feelings would flood through her body. At first she'd be confused, uncomprehending. Then the message would solidify in her mind, taking control of her thoughts. It'll say good girl
. Good little whore. As orgasm after orgasm rips through her body, annihilating her consciousness in an orgy of pleasure, the program would give her her new marching orders: she was a thing to be used for her master's pleasure. Anytime, anywhere, anyplace. And who was her new master, you might be asking yourself? Well, you should've figured that out by now. In a post-coital haze, endorphins flooding her bloodstream like a hurricane, she'd be laying against the pillow drooling, already planning the best method to seduce him, whispering his name over and over again: Neil, Neil, Neil....


I couldn't wait.

~*~

It didn't take long. A little after midnight, as I lay staring up at the ceiling of my apartment, beer in hand, I heard a plaintive little knock on my front door. I could feel a slow, leisurely smile spread across my face as I went and opened it. There, waiting in the dim glow of the house lights stood Esmi, looking like a fantasy that just walked straight from my dreams. I'd taken the liberty of customizing the program a bit for my own personal preferences, and Esmi had taken to them like a fish to water. Thigh-high boots led to a miniskirt short enough to double as a belt, with no panties underneath. A tight crop-top with no bra led the way to her face, which had more makeup on it than a streetwalker's. Her lips were pouty and parted and just begged for my cock.

“Well hello there,” I said, my eyes feasting on her body. “What are you doing here?”

“I...I don't know,” she said, confusion on her features. “I just knew I had to come here. I..I can't think...”

“I know,” I said with a smirk. Honestly, I was a little surprised. I'd been told the program left the subject willing to do anything with no hesitation – the fact that any of her personality was left over was kind of a shock.

“I'm sorry,” she whispered, suddenly afraid. “I know I was supposed to dye my hair, but there was no place open this late...”


Oh yeah,
 I realized. The system had told her to fully bimbofy – that meant bright, platinum-blonde hair. “Uh, that's alright,” I said quickly. “I like redheads anyway. You're very beautiful.”

Her eyes rolled back in her head; her body shuddered as another orgasm tore through her from head to toe. The sight was erotic as hell; it made me want to throw her down and fuck her right in the doorway.

Actually...

“Come here, slut,” I said, fiddling with my belt buckle. In a flash, my cock hung loose; you could practically see the drool dripping from Esmi's lips. Her knees shook, her brain doing war with her body's urge to drop down and suck me right there.

“I...?” She was dumbfounded. Her mouth opened and closed silently, like a fish. I could see the lights going out behind her eyes.

“Who am I?” I asked her, my voice teasing. I watched her body stiffen.

“M...M...” Her eyes were terrified.

“Say it,” I commanded.

“Master
,” she whispered. A beatific expression spread across her face; whatever knot of resistance there was behind her eyes untangled and faded away.

“Come suck your Master,” I said.

The fact that we were out in public, standing outside my apartment, that anyone who wanted to could see – none of this mattered to my Esmi. Pleasing her Master was rule #1. She dropped to her knees on the concrete without so much as a gasp of protest and enveloped my member in her soft, waiting mouth. I groaned with sweet release as she began to suck me.

They say redheads are real firecrackers when it gets down to business, and Esmi was no exception: I'd never had such a good blowjob before. It helped that her mind was totally fixed on me, using every ounce of concentration on heightening my pleasure as much as possible – no thinking about the groceries or that TV show she watched last night for her. Even without that, though, she was one hell of a cocksucker. She had no gag reflex as she took me all the way into her throat, letting me fuck her mouth like I owned it.

I reached down and pulled apart the front of her shirt in one swift motion – buttons made little pings
 of release as her tits popped free, soaked in sweat, I fingered her nipple and gave them a squeeze as she sucked me, and the sensation of complete ownership pushed me right to the limit. Just before I came, I pulled my cock from her mouth (savoring the little whimper of frustration she gave at being denied her new favorite toy) and shot burst after burst into her patient, enraptured face. Come trickled down her chin, coated her lips, dripped down the hollow of her throat to rest between her tits.

Now that'd I'd had my first (but definitely not last!) orgasm, the thought of being seen suddenly gripped me with a low level paranoia. “Get inside,” I commanded, grabbing her by the arm and pulling her into the apartment. She strode into the kitchen to clean herself off but I stopped her. From now on, she was going to be a dirty little whore for me – I wanted her to reek of sex and be covered in my come.

With a few short commands, I had her on all fours on my bed, facing the headboard, her bare ass and trimmed pussy visible for my perusal. To say I liked what I saw would be an understatement. The sight of her spread out for me made my cock harden back up to full mast. I was ready to fuck her into next Tuesday, but first there was something I wanted to try. Something none of the girls I'd ever been with had given to me.

“Slut,” I said, and knew I instantly had her full attention. “Has anyone ever fucked you in the ass?”

“No,” she admitted. “It's my husband hole.”

“'Husband hole?'” I'd never heard of such a thing before. “What the fuck is that?”

“I was saving it for my future husband,” she said simply. “I have to save something for him, right? Fucking my ass is something I was saving just for him.”


Oh my fucking God!
 That was so hot. “Well, I'm your husband now.”

Her eyes rolled back in her head and her body contorted in bliss. “Yes, Master,” she moaned. “Would you like to fuck my ass? I've been saving it just for you!”

“Yes, slave,” I told her, taking position behind her. “You've been such a good girl, saving your hole for me. I'm going to enjoy taking this from you so much.”

“Yes, master, please! Deflower my ass!” She was pushing it against me, eager as a kitten to have me inside of her.

“Fuck me, you're a filthy little slut,” I said. I bent back to get a good view – as I watched, the head of my cock disappeared inside the border of her asshole. Esmi groaned as my cock stretched her virgin hole. Inch by inch, I slid my girth inside of her. Finally, I was buried in her to the hilt, her sweet little ass wrapped around my cock tight as a vise.

She turned back, biting her lip with a mixture of pain and pleasure on her face. “Please fuck me,” she whispered.

Fucking Esmi in the ass was like piloting a fighter jet: loud, responsive, and more of a rush than anything I could imagine. Her body was capable of predicting my every desire and move – she rode my dick skillfully as I thrust my length in her again and again, bordering on violence in my desire to fuck her as deeply as I could.

In no time at all I was at the precipice. “Can I come in you?” I blurted – the only time I ever ceded power to Esmi, then or ever again.

“Of course you can, Master!” Esmi groaned in pleasure. “You own it!”


I own it!
 I let the thought carry me up the slope and drive me right over the edge. I own it I own it I own your tight little fucking asshole...


If Esmi had maybe thought I wouldn't come quite so much a second time, she was completely wrong. If anything, the excitement of being in a girl's ass for the first time caused my balls to work overtime, draining spurt after spurt of hot come in her nether regions. I groaned, the world going black with pleasure as she rode every drop of the sticky fluid out of my balls. Finally I pulled myself from her and watched as a drop of come oozed from the hole, working its way down her inner thigh.

With my lust sated, the reality of what I'd just done finally hit me. “It worked,” I said, looking over Esmi's sweaty, come-soaked body. “It really fucking worked.” The program wasn't bogus – she was really mine, body and soul. Possibilities flooded my mind – and with them, a little bit of guilt. What was I going to do now?

“You...wait right there,” I commanded Esmi. She stretched languidly and lay her head on the pillow, a contented look on her face. “I'll be back.”

I took a shower, turning the water up nearly hot enough to scald. The words tore through my mind over and over again: it worked! I couldn't believe it – I'd just gotten blown and
 pounded the ass of one of the hottest girls I'd ever met – and she was waiting in my bed, ready to do whatever I wanted at my slightest whim.

But Christ, this was a person
 we were talking about. How could I possibly get away with this? People were going to notice, right? I stayed in the shower until the water got cold, weighing the options in my head. Keep the girl or send her back home, with nothing more than a sexy dream in her head?

Finally I made my decision.

Esmi was waiting in the same position when I came in, a towel wrapped around my waist. She perked up when she saw me, like a happy puppy.

“Well, that was certainly good,” I said. “It's fun to fuck on the first date, but I really think we should get to know each other a little better. How would you like to come to work with me?”

A smile lit up her face. “Of course, Master! I'd love to do anything you ask!”

It was perfect. We needed someone a little more alluring than Rick the Dick to drive sales, and I was sure there'd be no trouble hiring her – I obviously had the means to convince anyone. Plus, if Mommy and Daddy got suspicious, she could just say she'd decided to get some experience working in the world for a living – hell, they'd probably think the world of it.

And before she started, I'd make sure she had the proper training. Tell her to watch out for certain girls – the young, pretty ones – and make sure to bring their computers to me. After all, the service contract let me put anything I wanted on their systems, and I had no intention of letting my little harem stop at one girl.

But first...

“Move over and get on top of me,” I said, laying on the bed. “I want to see how good you can fuck cowgirl.”

A broad, perfect smile of subservience lit up her face. “Yes, Master!”

This was gonna be great.


The Bimbo Bride

Neil Bimbeau


“Hey, Kristi! Get up, you bitch!”

The words pulled me out of unconsciousness, snapping me awake with a panic that felt like cold water in my face. Confused, I went to stand up – and found that I couldn't. My arms and legs were bound, tied to the chair I was sitting in. I looked around the room groggily. It was a bedroom – one of the guest bedrooms in the big plantation house where I...

Oh God. I glanced down – I was wearing my wedding dress. Where I was getting married,
 I realized.

The voice spoke again from somewhere behind me. “I've got to hand it to you – you look pretty good. For a whore.”

The woman strode around me and into my field of view, but I already knew who she was. I would have recognized that sneering tone anywhere. I struggled to speak, but my mouth felt like it was filled with glue. God, what had she done to me?

Julia sat down on the end of the bed and faced me, an evil grin on her face. She was wearing what looked like an exact copy of one of my bridesmaid's dresses, even though she wasn't invited to my wedding. It looked good on her; the cream went well with her raven-dark hair and pale complexion.

“Julia,” I managed. It sounded like I had a mouth full of ice. “What are you doing here?”

She leaned back, placing her palms on the plush comforter and making herself comfortable. There was a harsh gleam in her eyes. She laughed, loud and throaty. “You think I'd miss my best friend's wedding? No, I knew I'd be here with bells on to see you walk down the aisle with Ramon.”

Ramon. He had to be somewhere nearby. Hell, there were dozens of guests here. If I screamed, somebody would hear. “Help! Help somebody I'm tied up...”

I stopped, confused. Julia was snickering, struggling to contain her laughter. “Don't even try. Nobody's going to hear you scream, girl. I made sure of it.”

The words sent a shock through me. Fear filled the pit of my stomach. “What did you do to them? Where's Ramon?”

Julia yawned and glanced up at the ceiling, acting as if she hadn't heard me. “You know,” she mused, “I couldn't figure it out for the longest time. Ramon and I – we were like this
, you know? I would have done anything for him, and he would've done anything for me. And then you butted in, and you flashed those eyes at my man, and in a week he dropped me like a sack of garbage.”

I laughed, unable to believe what I was hearing. “You're still mad about that? I didn't invite myself in, Julia – we were friends. You wanted
 me to meet Ramon – you said he was going to be your husband-”

“He was
 going to be my husband!” She snapped. “He had the ring and everything, did you know that? The same fucking ring he gave you
 less than a month later.” She shook her head, bringing her emotions back under control. “I spent so much time trying to figure it out. Had a lot of long nights of the soul, asking myself: did I do something wrong? What did Kristi, my plain little friend who's never been as pretty as me but I like her well enough anyway, bring to the table that I didn't? It took months to figure it out – the same months you spent planning the dream wedding you stole from me. And do you know what I realized, Kristi?”

I felt my strength returning, and with it my snark. “That you and Ramon were on the outs anyway and I was just the first girl to come along and make him realize it?”

She smiled sadly and shook her head. “You still won't admit it. It wasn't
 me. You
 did something to him, Kristi.”

“Let me go,” I said. “Help! Help somebody I'm being tied up!”

She shook her head again, this time glancing down as if disappointed. “You know, I really hoped you would apologize, Kristi. I might have let you go if you had.”

“I don't have anything to apologize for!”

She fixed me with a glare of pure loathing. I was so shocked I fell into silence – I had never seen hate like that on another living being. “Kristi, just admit it. I know. I hacked your e-mail. All that password reset shit: your pet's name, the city you grew up in – I knew all that. I found the newsletter for your little club. What was it called again? 'The Mesmer Society?'”


Oh shit.
 This was bad. I reached deep within, to the words of command I had stored there. I spoke, modifying my voice the way the Mesmer Society had taught me. “Kristi, I command you to untie me right now-”

A sharp, stinging slap was all I received in return. Julia laughed harshly, standing over me with triumph. “You bitch! You tried to hypnotize me
!? I know about this bruja
 shit now, don't even try it – that shit doesn't work on me.”

I tried a different tack. “Julia, you're fucking insane. Hypnotism? You can't hypnotize somebody. The Mesmer Society is just a social club.”

“That's funny,” she retorted, “that's not what they said when I went and talked to them.”

I let out a low moan.

“Oh, that's right,” she said with venom, “I did my homework. I found your mentor Frank, and he told me all about his favorite pupil. Little Kristi, the girl who paid good money to learn hypnosis so she could be with the man of her dreams. He just happened to be my
 man.”

“Oh God,” I whispered, “did you...did you kill Frank?”

She snorted. “No. He got roughed up a bit – I've got brothers, you know – but he's fine. In fact, him and me got to be very good friends.”

“Okay,” I said. “You know what? You win. You've obviously outplayed me, Julia. You're right, it was wrong to use hypnosis to seduce Ramon. I'm sorry. Consider the wedding canceled-”

“Oh no,” she interrupted with a sneer, “this wedding is on
.”

“What?” I was dumbfounded. “But you just said...”

“You think I wasted all this effort just to hear you apologize? Oh no, Kristi, you're going down that aisle. Every last fucking step of it.”

“I don't understand,” I said. “I thought you did all this for Ramon?”

“Haven't you been wondering why nobody can hear you screaming?” She was practically glowing with delight. “I've been trying out this hypnosis thing for myself, and it turns out I'm pretty damn good at it. I was always better than you at everything else,” she said with a smirk.

“You made them leave,” I guessed.

“Nope.” Her smile was wide. “The guests are all here. And they all got a little hypnotic telegram in their wedding invitations with a few simple commands. Number One: if you hear the bride screaming bloody murder, just pretend it isn't happening and go back to drinking punch.”

I hung my head. Tears beaded at the corners of my eyes; my vision began to blur. “What are you going to do to me?” I asked.

She chuckled ruefully. “Oh, honey.” Her tone was almost sympathetic. “It's not what I'm
 going to do to you.”

There was a knock at the door. “Come in!” Julia said brightly.

I heard it swing open, then there was someone behind me, loosening my bonds. For an instant my heart leapt with hope – then I saw the look on Julia's face. This wasn't my rescuer at all – it was someone in on the plot.

Their hands encircled my waist and lifted me to my feet, and that's when my blood went cold. I recognized those hands, those wrists: they were the ones that held me close at night. I spun to face him. “Ramon!”

He stared blankly ahead, paying me no more mind than he would a piece of furniture. “He can't hear you,” Julia said.

“No,” I cried, “Ramon! Let me go!” I struggled in his grip. The code phrases I had given him in suggestions bubbled to the forefront of my brain. “Naughty boy! Eskimo Deluxe! Isengard!”

Julia rolled her eyes. “You still don't get it,” she said. “I undid all his programming. He belongs to me now.”

Still I struggled, beating at Ramon's chest with my tiny fists. But he was too strong. His physical strength had been one of the things that had attracted me to him: the way he could hold me and make me feel safe, the way he could pick me up like a ragdoll and fuck me in positions I hadn't even known existed – but now his strength was being used against me, and I was powerless. He pinned my hands behind me and walked me to the door.

“Come on,” I heard Julia say behind me. “We don't want to keep your wedding party waiting.”

We didn't see a soul as we made our way through the halls. Decorations were strewn along the walls, bags of ice and drinks intended for the reception were left in the middle of floor, as if abandoned mid-stride. Ramon drug me step by halting step across the floor, his arms hooked under my breasts.

“Where is everyone?” I asked. There had been nearly a hundred guests invited to my wedding, but the house was as quiet as a tomb.

Julia strode to the end of the hall and threw open a door. “Oh, they're out back.”

With a grunt, Ramon lifted me off the ground. My feet kicked out from under me, flailing helplessly for purchase. One of my heels slipped free of my foot and hit the floor with a clack. I gave a cry of frustration as I struggled in his arms, but soon learned it was of no use. His grip didn't slacken a bit; I was as weak as a kitten in his arms.

Another second and we were outside.

Sunlight scorched my eyes, blinding me for an instant. As my vision adjusted, I saw the garden where Ramon and I were supposed to be walking down the aisle and taking our vows. A lovely arch had been erected out of white pickets and ivy, and someone had placed a red carpet from the big house to the podium. Folding chairs filled the distance in even rows, every one of them was occupied. As I stared frantically, head whipping back and forth, I saw them all: my family, Ramon's family, all of our friends. All turned in their seats, staring at me, their faces completely blank.

I screamed. It was the only sound.

“What did you do to them?” I shrieked, writing in Ramon's grip. “Christ, what did you do
!?”

“You don't like it? Come on, you have to give me at least a little credit. This was the hardest part, after all.” Julia took in the whole crowd with an expansive gesture.

“Please, somebody! Mom, Dad! Help!” It was like a nightmare. Everyone was staring – any of them could have stepped forward, could have ended this in an instant – but they didn't.

“You have no
 idea,” Julia mused, paying no attention to my cries. “Even with your whole little circle of hypno friends drafted into my service, the guest list was almost too much to handle. Some of your family live quite a long distance away. Your friends didn't want to travel that far to enslave them, but I helped them come around.”

Now that she'd said it, I could see them: my colleagues at the Mesmer Society, all of them, sitting in the front row. Other than Frank, I'd barely known any of them – yet here they all were, staring impassively ahead like mannequins.

“Snap out of it, please!” I was frantic, tears streaming down my face, praying that volume and emotion could undo the harm Julia had done. “Anybody! Please! They're hurting me! They're going to hurt me more!”

Nothing.

We reached the podium and Ramon, to my surprise, placed me gently on my feet beside him. Before I could decide how to react to this, he reached into his jacket and pulled out a pistol.

I flinched, tensing up to run – but he placed it against his own temple, with no more emotion than before.

“If you try to run,” Julia told me, “or try any last-minute funny business, I've given Ramon a suggestion to pull the trigger. You going to behave?”

I stared at the man I loved. The cold barrel of the pistol nestled against his warm flesh. The blank look in his eyes as oblivion rested against him.

“Hey? Are you fucking listening?”

I swallowed. My throat was dry. “I won't run.”

“Good.” She swung to face the crowd, a smile of triumph on her face. “Dearly beloved! We are gathered here today to witness the union of two souls – myself and my hunky-ass husband Ramon – and
 the complete destruction of Miss Kristi the man-stealing bitch. Can I get an Amen?”

“'Amen!'” The crowd chorused. Every last one of them. A sob tore free from my lips. My knees buckled beneath me.

“Very good. Now, if there's anyone here who has reason why we shouldn't turn Kristi into Ramon and I's brainless bimbo bitch, let them speak now or forever hold their peace.”

There was silence, and then a terrible, wonderful sound. From the bridal side of the gallery, my mother was standing up from her chair. Hope bloomed in my chest; I started to make my way to my feet.

“As the mother of the bride, all I have to say is...” A look of utter hatred came over my mother's features. “Brain drain the bitch!”

“Nooooo!” I rushed forward, only just managing to stop myself from stepping off the platform by the glint of the gun against Ramon's head. I fell down, sobbing in a ball at the edge of the podium. The chant was taken up by the rest of the party, until the entire backyard was chanting:

“Drain the bitch! Drain the bitch!”

A foot entered my view: it was Julia's. She nudged my chin, forcing my view upward. When she spoke, her voice was tinged with an otherworldly aura – the power that I myself had gotten used to using. The force of it shocked me: how had she gotten so strong?

“Kristi,” she said, the power of her hypnosis forcing me to listen, to watch her. “Do you pledge to honor, love and obey Julia, your better?”

Something inside me tugged at my reason, urged me to give in and say yes...but disgust won out. I spat weakly, falling short of her face and splashing the podium.

“Go to hell,” I whispered.

“I thought you'd say that. Officiants?”

I heard a rustle of chairs, then the entire front row was on its feet. The Mesmer Society: the people I'd known and learned from and the ones whose names I didn't even know – all of them were at her beck and call. I felt hands grip my shoulders, my waist, and pull me to my feet.

Two of the Mesmer Society fellows held my squirming body in their grip. I didn't know either of them. A third grabbed my hair, hard, and turned me to face Julia.

“Stop resisting,” she whispered.

I felt my body go slack. The two men adjusted their grips so that they were holding me more comfortably. The hand on my hair went slack; instead the woman who'd been holding me reached up to my face and pulled my eyelids open with her fingers.

“That's good,” Julia cooed, perfectly comfortable with being in control. “You're so weak, Kristi. You can't resist – I mean, look at you. You can barely move. You're so weak, you're so tired and weak and pathetic...”

She was right. Every movement was an effort. Even the slight exertion my legs needed to keep me upright in the thug's grip felt like an impossible burden. Her voice was so compelling, so strong – there was no way one person had this much power, They were giving it to her, the people who held me and the rest of the Mesmer Society. She was using it as her own, and it made her irresistible.

“Say it.”

“I'm weak,” I whispered. Just forming the syllables was a struggle. I had never felt so weak before, so helpless.

“Of course you are.” Julia stroked my forehead like a caring friend. “It's okay to admit it. You're weak, because you're stupid.”

“What? No...” That wasn't right. I knew I was smart. Wasn't I? I struggled to remember, but even that was too much effort. I sagged in my captor's grip and floated.

Julia chuckled. “You're so stupid you don't even remember you're stupid. You've always been a dumb, air-headed little bimbo, Kristi. I have to do so many things for you because you're so dumb and weak. You wouldn't last a day without me. Aren't you glad you have such a good friend, Kristi?”

Something was wrong with what she was saying, but I couldn't think of what. I was so weak. So stupid...

“Yes,” I said. “Thank you Julia.”

She smiled, and the whole world was in it. “You love me, don't you Kristi?”

“Yes.” I felt a smile spread across my face. “I love you.”

“And I love you too, you silly little bitch. That's why I'm not going to abandon you: you're going to come live with me and Ramon in our mansion. You can be our maid, and show us how much you love me.”

“Wait...” I whispered. “No.....Ramon is my
 man...”

Julia laughed; a full-throated laugh that echoed across the silent green. “You're joking, right? Why would Ramon ever go with you? He doesn't want a weak, stupid little girl like you when he can have a strong, smart, powerful woman
 like me.”

“I...” The last neurons of resistance in my brain fizzled out. “You're right, Julia. You're always right. I don't know what I was thinking.”

“Oh, that's okay, dear! I know you don't really mean it.” She nodded at the man behind me and his grip slackened. I slid to the floor, coming to a stop on my knees, looking up at Julia. She blocked out the sun.

“Now, I know you didn't mean to contradict me, but I need to remind you who is in charge here.” As she spoke, Julia was pulling her bridesmaid's dress up over her hips: she wore no panties underneath, and her sex was bare and dripping. A tiny strip of hair lay above it like an open invitation.

I stared up at it, watching as it came closer, filling my view, filling my mind. The smell of it filled my nostrils until I could practically taste her cunt.

Julia pressed it gently against my face. “Do it,” she commanded. “Show me the only thing a dumb little bimbo like Kristi is good for.”

My tongue slid out; hesitantly at first, then eager. Her juices coated my lips as I worked her clit with small, nimble circles.

“Oh, yeah!” Julia leaned against me, her legs trembling. “Eat that fucking pussy, you whore.”

I couldn't stop. I didn't want to stop. I belonged to Julia, loved Julia, lived only to serve her. I was so enthralled with her beautiful pussy that I didn't even listen as the real officiant was pushed on stage, as the vows were read between Julia and Ramon: I only knew that Julia's first orgasm came midway through her vows, and her second was during her first kiss as a married woman.

Finally, though, she spoke. “Get off of me. On your knees.”

I obeyed, crawling a step or two away and looking up at my mistress. She stood arm in arm with Ramon – at the sight of his face, an echo of some unnameable anger passed through my body, but was quickly extinguished.

“I think she needs to look the part,” Julia was saying. “Don't you, lover?”

“Hmm, yes,” Ramon said, his voice unlike anything I'd heard before. “I think she'd look perfect with some blonde highlights, lip injections, bigger boobs...really, the sky's the limit.”

“Whatever you want,” Julia said, squeezing against him. “I want her to get so much surgery, she doesn't even look like Kristi when she's done. We'll have to give her a new name, too.”

“Come on,” Julia said, pulling me to my feet with an air of irritation. “You're coming inside. Ramon and I are going to consummate our marriage, and you're going to watch. Afterward, if you're good, I might let you lick me clean.”

I followed them into the house, and into my new life.


My Neighbor Loves Bimbos


Neil Bimbeau



For ten minutes, everything in my new apartment was perfect. Then I met Al.

I had just finished taking the last of the boxes off the moving van and stacking them up in the living room for unpacking. Even with everything from my old place brought over, the space looked enormous. Moving into a such a nice place made me really feel like I was headed up in the world: after all, I was making the big publishing company money now. I deserved to blow a little bit of my purchasing power on an awesome place to live. Not to mention it put me right in the heart of the city: a quick walk from the restaurants, the bars, all the romantic adventures people who moved downtown fantasized about. I was just headed out to pick up some takeout from a place my phone told me had great reviews when I met Al – and he met me.

He was standing on the stoop out front, with a cigarette in one hand a beer in the other, watching the traffic pass by. An old wife-beater hung on his lanky frame, with a hint of muscle beneath. His hair was fringed with gray but he was still young. As I stepped out the front door, I saw him ogle a woman jogging by in a tight spandex outfit, his gaze following her all the way down the crosswalk. Ugh
, I thought. He'd almost be attractive if he wasn't such a creep
.

As if he read my mind, the man turned and saw me. His gaze took me in with a frankness I found shocking and very un-PC, his eyes lingering on my hips and breasts before coming up to scrutinize my face. A broad smile split his features.

“Well now,” he said with a hint of a Southern drawl, “what do we have here? You must be the new girl.” He gestured towards a half-drunk six pack sitting on the steps. “Care for a drink?”

I wrinkled my nose in disgust. Even if he wasn't a creep, I didn't go anywhere near cheap beer – and he reeked of it. “No,” I said. “I'm just passing through. If you could-”

He stepped to the side, cutting me off. “Well now, don't run away so quick. We ain't even been introduced. My name's Al. What's yours?”

Ugh. I was in no mood for this. I decided to shut him down, fast. “I'm the girl who saw you staring at that jogger's ass, creep.”

Surprisingly, this just made him smile wider. “Aw, come on now! I was just having a little fun – can you blame a guy for staring when a girl looks like that?” He took a long drag from his cigarette. The tip lit up like a firefly. “After all, that's how a girl should
 look, am I right?”

“I...what?” I was taken aback.

“Yeah,” he continued, leaning closer. That cigarette was really getting too close to my face – practically all I could see was that glowing, pulsing tip. “It's good for a girl to take care of herself like that – getting' all dolled up and going for a run. Keeps the body healthy, yeah? And if some guys want to stare at her while she's getting her fitness on, well – she's probably just loving
 all that attention, right?”

My eyes unfocused. Smoke swam in my vision; it was hard to think. I shook my head and pushed him aside.

“Whatever,” I said, taking the stairs two at a time. “Perv.”

I made my way down the street, not looking back. I knew what I'd see if I did – Al staring at my ass.

He was still there when I came back fifteen minutes later, my dinner packed up in a container from the local sushi place. He'd stopped smoking and the six-pack was down to its last can. He gave me a little nod as I made my way past but didn't say anything – a fact for which I was grateful.

I got inside and put dinner in the fridge, telling myself I'd sit down and eat right after I unpacked a few of these boxes – at the very least, the one with the cable hookups. But as I scanned the pile, a different box caught my eye: the one marked “Clothes – Casual/Exercise” in black Sharpie.

Suddenly, I really wanted to see my surroundings – figure out the lay of the land, get to know all the landmarks nearby – plus, I felt gross and bloated. I didn't have my scale (it was in one of the boxes as well), but I was just sure I'd gained a few pounds from all the junk food I'd eaten leading up to and during the move. I knew just what would fix two birds with one stone: a run!

I cut the tape on the box with one of the keys on my keyring – is it just me, or can you never find a knife when you really need one? - and rifled through the bags of clothes within. With a triumphant cry, I pulled two items from the box and held them up to the light: a black sport top and a pair of black yoga pants, my default jogging outfit. I stripped down and changed, feeling an almost tangible relief flood my body as I got into my exercise clothes. My shoes were in another box; I got those on and laced them up.


Ugh
, I realized just as I was about to leave. That guy is still out there. He was just perving out about girls jogging – he's probably going to be staring at my ass the second I come out the door.


Well, let him stare. And if he got hard looking at me – well, what was the harm? It wasn't like I'd touch a creep like him in a million years. Let the frustration drive him nuts – that'd be his punishment. In fact, I felt a thrill tingle through my body at the thought of his eyes drinking me in, imagining me naked, my body achingly close but a million miles away. That'll show him
.

But Al was gone when I reached the stoop – only the honeycomb plastic of a six-pack topper left on the stair proved he'd ever been there. I started my jog, fighting the confusing feeling of disappointment.

xXx

A few days later, I came back from a run to find Al waiting on the steps for me.

I was loving life: my new job was great, the apartment was fantastic, and my new hometown was vibrant and alive with activity. I'd gotten into the habit of going for a jog in the evenings, right after I got off work. The exercise made me feel good: it helped me burn off the pent-up frustrations of a long day, and the thrill of seeing strangers staring at my body gave me a charge that got me ready for a night on the town. Some days it even got the better of me: the other night this handsome, muscled boy watched me go by a newsstand, nodded right at me and with a naughty grin said “nice ass, babe.” I'd barely made it back into my apartment before I stripped my yoga pants off and fingered myself into the stratosphere, leaning against the door and panting as I imagined him doing everything he had wanted to do to my supple body.

This evening I had a wonderful buzz going, but the second I saw Al it evaporated, leaving only irritation. This time he was sitting on the bottom step, splayed out like a lazy cartoon – couldn't he at least stand up like a normal person? - with his regular six-pack of cheap beer beside him, three MIA and one in the process of being consumed. A cigarette hung from the corner of his mouth, unlit.

His eyes lit up when he saw me approach. He gave a low whistle. “Well helloooo, beautiful,” he said, grinning.

It was the kind of compliment that would have lit me up like a firecracker coming from anyone but him. I stopped in front of the stoop and looked down at him with all the disgust I could muster.

“Don't you have anything better to do?” I asked him icily.

“Aw, hell naw,” he said, his eyes trailing lazily up and down my body. “This is where the show is.”

Ugh. I'd had enough already. “Whatever,” I said, pushing past him. “You stay out here and gawk-”

“Hey, hey, wait a minute,” he said, fishing a lighter out of his pocket. He lit his cigarette while gesturing wildly back at the stoop. “Don't you want a beer?”

I looked at his supply: cheap crap again. Christ, was this guy going to keep doing this? I pictured the next year, two years, five
 of my life if my job went well: coming home excited and ready to start my night only to be leered at by some low-rent redneck McConaughey wannabe. I couldn't take that – instead, I decided I'd make myself clear, right then and there.

“Look Al,” I said, turning back to him. His cigarette lit up as he took a long drag. “A couple of things you need to know.”

He shrugged, as if to say yeah? What's it to you?


“First of all, this?” I picked up his six-pack, popped out one of the cans and held it in front of him. “Is garbage.” With a wicked little smirk, I tossed the full, unopened can over my shoulder, savoring the sound as it landed in the weeds. “I wouldn't be caught dead
 drinking that shit.”

He glanced at the can's landing place, his mouth hanging open, then back to me. Strangely, he didn't look upset, just surprised – and a little bit like he was enjoying me blowing my top. Let him
, I thought, as long as he stops bothering me.


“Secondly, what you're doing here, staring at every girl who passes by you and making rude comments to every woman who lives in the apartment building? That's not cute, or a turn-on. It's harassment.
 And if it doesn't stop, I'm going to call the police and see what they think about the vagrant spending all day drinking booze on the steps of an apartment complex where the decent
 people live.”

He laughed, loud and long. It surprised me: I had expected anger. “Well goddamn,” he said. “You do
 have a mouth on you, girl. And a spine. Yeah, I'd say you're just about perfect.” He gave my body another one of those frank, sizing-you-up gazes I associated with him. “Yup, I think you're the one.”

“The one? Didn't you fucking listen
 to me? Get out of my goddamn way!” I was well beyond the point of fed up. I was a vengeful goddess, ready to shove Al right down his stupid stoop on his ass and toss a few of his beers after him for good measure.

But if Al was concerned as he saw me advance on him, he didn't show it. He sucked on his cig, making the tip glow the burnt orange of a sunset. “Now now,” he said gently, “let's just calm it down, now.”

I sputtered to a stop in front of him, fuming. In an instant, my rage had dialed itself back, tempered with reason. As much as I hated to admit it, Al was right – it wouldn't do me any good to assault him out here. The last thing I needed was for my call-the-police threat to get turned back on me.

“That's right,” Al said, speaking in soothing tones. He took a slurp from his beer as he stood there, turning his cigarette slowly in his fingers. Back, and forth. Back...and forth. My eyes followed the tip, drawn to it, unable to pull away.

“There we go,” he said. “Now we can have a civil conversation.”

My head swam. Al's cigarette was inches from my face – every breath brought more of the acrid smoke into my lungs, and normally I hate
 cigarette smoke like the plague but I just couldn't break away, it felt so nice and relaxing to stand there and listen...

“Uh huh,” I managed to mutter. Al smiled.

“That's better,” he said, taking a long swig from his beer. “I think a woman should be quiet and listen
 when a man is talking, don't you?”

“Listen.” I repeated. It did
 feel good to listen – it felt right.

“You girls today,” he said, shaking his head. “You know what the problem with you is? You spend all this time taking care of yourself – workin' out and eatin' right and lookin' good – but you divide all the men in your life into one of two categories: the ones who owe you something and the ones your entitled to something from. You agree, right?”

“Uh huh.” I barely even understood what he was saying – it was so hard to think – but it felt good to agree. The world shrunk to the burning point of Al's cigarette, drawing me along with it as it moved back and forth in his fingers.

“Things ain't the way they used to be, that's for sure. Seems to me like things used to be better when girls your age knew their place – knew how to treat a feller right. Like those whatchamacallems back in the 60's...'blonde bombshells'? Now that's the way a woman ought to look,” he said with a grin.

“Yes,” I agreed. Images flashed through my mind, every mental picture of a 60's blonde bimbo I had ever imagined – the short dresses, the torpedo tits, the makeup and glitz and glamour...oh yeah. Al was right. That was
 the way girls like me were supposed to look.

“That's why none of you can get a man,” Al said. “Hell, I'd bet dollars to donuts you don't even have a boyfriend, do you?”

“No, I don't have a man,” I answered tonelessly.

“Exactly!” Al snapped his fingers to emphasize his point. “Those girls had men coming after them, had to beat 'em off with a stick. And I'll tell you, those girls
 didn't call men lookin' at them creeps, either. They were...bubbly. Warm and open. And they loved
 sex.” A little part of my brain wanted to correct Al, to tell him he'd veered off into pure fantasy, but it was like I was gagged.

“That's how you should act, in my opinion.” Al finished with a shrug. “Like one of those, oh...what do you call them? Tell me the word I'm lookin' for, sugar.”

I knew it. “Bimbos.” I answered.

“Yeah! Exactly.” He grinned. “I bet it would feel real good
 to be one of them – if I was a woman, anyway. Well, it's just a thought.” Abruptly, he dropped his cigarette to the ground and crushed it under his shoe. I gave a little whimper of frustration and fought the urge to drop to the ground along with it.

“I'm glad we had this talk,” he said.

I blinked rapidly, confused. Wait, what? What had we been talking about? “Uh...me too.” I straightened up, trying to force a hard edge into my voice. “So no more bullshit, alright Al?”

“No more bullshit,” he said, holding up two fingers, “Scout's honor. You have a nice day now.”

I turned to walk up the steps...and stopped. Something awful feeling tugged at my guts. After a second, I realized exactly what it was. I stepped off the stoop and fished in the weeds while Al watched. My hand closed around his beer – still cold. I tossed it to him and he caught it one-handed.

“Sorry for throwing your beer away,” I said. Like that, the feeling disappeared, replaced with a warm feeling of well-being. It felt good to apologize, even to Al. It was what good girls did – classic
 girls.

“Forgiven and forgotten,” Al said, popping the beer open.

xXx

I couldn't stand it any more. I had to tell him.

I jogged through the city, relishing the feeling of sweat standing out on my skin. Strangers turned their heads and stared as I went by, and why wouldn't they? I was gorgeous. Ever since that day I had my conversation with Al, I couldn't get the thought of being a classy, 'classic' girl out of my head. I'd traded in my black jogging outfit for a pair of shorts and a skimpy sports bra – both in bright, wonderful pink. Usually the feeling of strangers gawking at me had me quivering with arousal, barely able to contain myself – but not today.

The feeling had been building up in me for some time. A need, a compulsion, whatever you wanted to call it – it was driving me crazy, and there was only one way to make it go away. I had to apologize for being such a bitch to Al.

How could I have been such a horrible person? The words I'd said to him – 'creep' and 'perv' played back in my head all the time, making me feel just awful. I wanted to apologize – more than that, I needed
 to apologize before I went mad. But since that day we'd had our conversation, Al had been absent from the stoop. That made me even more guilty – it was probably my fault he'd decided he couldn't drink out on the stoop anymore. Who would want to, with a wretched harpy like me bothering him?

But that was the old me. I had a whole new way of thinking now, and I ached to tell him. If only he was there so I could make it up to him...

I froze coming around a corner, stopping dead in my tracks. There, sitting on the top step of the stoop, was him. It had to be. There was no cigarette, but I could see a shape next to him that – yes, coming closer I could make it out – his signature six-pack! It was Al, back in his hangout spot at last.

I covered the distance between us like an Olympic sprinter, slowing down right before the stoop. I had to look casual, after all.

Al's face lit up with pleasure at the site of me. “Well hey there, neighbor! Damn, you're looking good – I love the new look!”

I felt myself blush. I twirled a long strand of my hair – blonde of course, I'd been dyeing it for weeks – and bit my lip. “Really?”

“Oh yeah,” Al leaned back, drinking every inch of me in with his eyes. “You're a real bombshell. I bet the boys are fighting each other just to get near you.”

They were, but that was beside the point. I had to get this off my chest. I started hesitantly, unsure of how to begin. “Look, Al...”

“Hey, have a seat,” he said, cutting me off. “Want a beer?”

I sat down gratefully, as close to him as I thought I could get away with. “I would love
 a beer,” I said. He handed me one and I popped it open one-handed, then shotgunned down half of it in a single swig. God, that tasted good. “Oh yeah,” I said, practically moaning with relief. “That hits the spot.”

He snickered. “Well damn, it looks like it. I thought you were too good for my beer, angel?”

I sighed, casting my eyes on the pavement. “I thought I was too good for a lot of things, Al. I was a stuck-up bitch when you first met me.”

“Aw, no,” Al said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “You weren't.”

“It's nice of you to say that, but its true. I was a horrible, rude bitch to you and I am so, so
 sorry.” I felt tears watering at the corners of my eyes. “Can you find it in your heart to forgive me?”

“Well hell!” He let go of my shoulder and threw his arm around me, drawing me close. His scent nearly overwhelmed me: it was so musky and male
, tinged with cigarette smoke and beer – all the things a classic bombshell wanted a man to smell like.

“I could never say 'no' to a pretty girl like you,” Al said. “All's forgiven, sweetheart.”

I looked up into his eyes. “You mean it?”

His other arm crept up against my side and I felt his hand encircle my breast. Instantly, I felt myself get wet. He leaned in close, and when he spoke his voice was pure sex.

“Absolutely.”

Then he kissed me.


Oh my God!
 I melted against him, leaning into the kiss like a girl dying of thirst. His hand found my breasts and caressed them, thumbing my nipples as they grew stiff against the flimsy fabric of my bra. In an instant I was dripping wet. His other hand traveled to the warmth between my legs and stroked me there through my shorts – I groaned and pressed myself against his fingers, the pleasure driving me crazy.

He broke off the kiss, grinning like a loon. “Well, now. That was nice.”

“Better than nice,” I breathed. My chest was heaving, heart pounding like a jackhammer. I'd never wanted anything like I wanted this man. “Take me, Al. Right now.”

He laughed, which made me upset for a second until his hands went back to where they were – then I felt much better. “I don't think that's a good idea, doll – why don't we go up to your room?”

That sounded amazing. “Yes!” I stood up, dragging him up with me by the hand. “Come on, let's go!”

I led him into the building, where I realized I didn't have a clue where he lived. Fortunately, Al took control and led me down the hall to the elevator. Once we were inside, I couldn't help myself: we started making out hot and heavy. I couldn't seem to keep my pussy away from him – every chance I got, I ground it against the hardness tenting his pants, massaging it with my hips like a promise. Something in the back of my mind told me this was wrong, that I was acting like an animal – but I ignored it.

Al's apartment was just down the hall. Other than the decoration and a couple small changes in layout, it could've been a duplicate of mine. As soon as the door was closed, my hands were in his pants: pulling them down, opening them, stroking the thick hardness within.

“So where do you want me?” I asked, breaking my gaze from his cock to look him in the face “Bedroom? Shower?”

In response, he grunted and lifted me up like a ragdoll – god, he was so strong
, I loved it! - and turned me around, pressing me against the door we'd just come through. In a flash my pants were around my ankles. I'd stopped wearing panties – a few days ago, I'd just had the thought that I didn't like them anymore – and the bare mound of my pussy was clearly visible. God, I wanted him to look at it.

“What say we get you warmed up?” Al asked.

I was about to tell him I felt plenty warmed up already, when I felt him grab me around the legs and lift me up off the ground from behind, grabbing my hips in a hold that put me in mind of a gymnastics routine. With my legs together and my hands on the door, my ass and pussy were presented like a buffet to Al, and it was clear he wanted his fill.

I had thought I was wet before, but I had no idea: Al's tongue against me was thrilling, sensuous, threatening to become orgasmic any moment. I'd had my pussy eaten out a number of times, sure, but I'd never had anyone put his tongue on my ass before. The sensation was unlike anything I'd ever felt: strange, but intensely pleasurable. It was so intimate
 to feel him there, stimulating both my holes at once.

Oh, who am I kidding? He ate me like a slice of cake and I fucking loved it.

I was so close to coming, but I fought it. I didn't want it to happen yet: not until Al got his share, first. I knew that's what good girls did – how classic girls acted. They made sure their men came first, in both senses of the term.

“You like that?” Al asked. “My tongue in your ass?”

“God, yes!” I gasped.

“You've never had anyone do that before, have you?”

“No,” I whispered. “Oh, God Al! I want to feel you inside me! Please fuck me!”

Deciding I'd been primed enough, Al dropped me back to my feet – which shook and barely supported my weight, they were shaking so hard. He spread my legs with a hand, bringing a low moan from my throat. Then it was all over, because he was inside me, and there was nothing better than this, there could never be
 anything better than this oh my god oh fuck...

I came with an explosive cry almost immediately, from the sheer joy of his length inside me. I screamed, not caring who in the apartment could hear – I wanted
 them to hear, wanted them to know I was his, his slut his slave his fucktoy and oh fuck I was coming again
...

Al's breath was hot in my ear. “This is what you are,” he said, thrusting inside of me. “A little blonde bombshell bimbo slut.”

“Yes!” I cried. “That's what I am. That's all I'm good for.”

“You gonna be a good little girl for me from now on?”

I thought about what being a good little girl might entail to Al and nearly came again just from the thought. “Yes, I will.”

Al's rhythm locked in with full force. I could feel him fucking me deeper, like he was trying to reach my throat from the other side. “Yes, sir
,” he said.

“Yes, sir!” I corrected. “I'll be so good for you sir, I'll do anything you want just come in me! Please come in me!”

Al let out a harsh cry and gripped my hips hard
, giving a final thrust into me as deep as he could go. I'd never felt a cock so far inside of my cunt before – I didn't even know there was that much room in there. But now all of it was full, because Al was spilling his seed inside me, painting my walls white with his thick, creamy load. The feeling of it sent me over the edge and I felt another orgasm tear through my body, driving me wild.

“Oh, wow,” Al said after my cries finally ceased. “You are something else, angel. Mmh that body you got. So fucking tight.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, beaming with pleasure. “I loved it too.”

“Next time I'm gonna be a little bit rougher with you,” Al said. Oh God, yes! I hope so!
 I thought.

He smacked me on the ass, making me jump. “Now you be a good little girl and go fix me something out of that ice box. Then grab a six pack and meet me out on the stoop. We're gonna hang out, you and me.”

I bit my lip to keep from crying out. Yes! It was everything I ever wanted.

“And when we see another fine little momma like you go by, I'm gonna have you flag her down and bring her back up here.” He pulled a cigarette from his pocket and put it in his mouth. “Then we're gonna have ourselves some real fun.”

I couldn't wait!


The Corrupter (The Complete Bundle)

Neil Bimbeau


Part I: Corrupting The Preacher's Daughter


People go to church for all kinds of reasons. Some are looking to get closer to God, some are just looking to get closer to the top of the leadership pile. Some folks go there every week for years and years without ever really knowing why. And some, strange as it sounds, are there looking for a spouse. But I was pretty sure as I sat in the pews that Sunday that no one at this church was there for the same reason as me.

My reason was up on stage, singing her little heart out. She was a beauty. Heads swayed as she sang, accompanied by a not-too-terrible backing band. They were on the second song of the service, some Christian soft-rock song I wasn't familiar with. The first song had been better: since this was one of those “contemporary” churches they'd started the service with a cover of a classic rock song; but it was a near thing. The preacher's daughter, blonde and tanned, down from college for the weekend and singing in the band. What a treat.

A few seats down in my row, a soccer mom yawned hugely, causing several heads to turn in her direction. I aimed an offended glance her way, but she didn't see. You can already imagine this rude woman without me having to tell you: from her too-high heels to the Ed Hardy garbage that covered every inch of her to the tips of her frosted hair. What a bitch.

I decided to have some fun.

I reached out and pushed
 effortlessly, slipping into her mind. After all these years, the feeling still thrills me: a mixture of pleasure and the nervous excitement you get from trespassing somewhere you're not supposed to be, only amplified. She's so air-headed it takes no effort to slide into her consciousness; she doesn't notice me even thought I've taken none of my usual precautions to hide my presence. If I needed to, I could be completely undetectable: this is an ability I've had since birth, and two decades of practice have made me extremely good at using it. But instead, I think I'll see how far I can push things before she notices me. Let her confusion make things even hotter.

Her brain's full of the usual garbage: thoughts about where she's taking the kids for lunch, random hooks from popular songs and occasionally taking note of her surroundings. I start sifting for something I can use.

From the corner of my eye, I watch as she suddenly stiffens. Ah. There we go.


A little probing of her memories reveals a hot one; her and hubby had sex last night, and surprisingly it wasn't bad. Just touching the memory sends it screaming into her mind like a spike, filling her so fully it's almost like she's there. I smirk as her nipples harden and her thighs tighten with warmth. Time to stoke...

With a few adjustments, I replay the scene in her mind. The sex is hotter, kinkier: in her memory, they're doing things they'd be ashamed of the next day if they did them in real life. Satisfied, I set it on a loop of images, carnal lust replaying in her brain like a homemade porn tape. Her cheeks are flushed, though no one around her seems to notice.

Now, for just a little tickle to her inhibitions...there. She shudders in her seat as I feel them give. Ladies like her are so easy. A few seconds of giving them what they really
 want and they're putty in your hands. She'll do anything I want now.

I've already decided a little embarrassment is in order; serves her right for being so rude. A quick suggestion flows from my mind to hers - touch yourself
.

She frowns, lips parted. I know she's aching for it, but she holds back.


Do it,
 I say, pushing through her mental defenses like they weren't even there. Frig your cunt right here. You need it.


Her resistance pops like a bubble; a little sigh of pleasure escapes her lips as she gives in to submission. Her hands obediently pull up the hem of her dress, slide beneath to feel the wetness within. I note with pleasure that she isn't wearing panties.


Stroke your clit,
 I command, struggling to keep from laughing. Stroke it hard.


In a flash, she's working it as hard as any porn star giving a show. Tiny gasps of pleasure escape her throat with each circling motion of her fingers. It only takes seconds before an older woman a few chairs down takes note. Her eyes go wide with shock, and she clears her throat loudly.

I let go of the soccer mom's mind.

She blinks like someone emerging from a deep sleep (which, in a very real sense, she is). For a second I can tell she has no idea where she is or what's going on, then she goes white as a sheet as the memory floods back to her. It's all I can do not to bust out laughing as she stands up and bolts out of the church like a rocket was strapped to her back. The older lady stares after her as if she still can't believe what she's seeing.

Ah, that never gets old.

Unfortunately, the rest of the service passes in peace and tranquility, more or less. My girl is just as wonderful on the third and final song but it's a weepy number, not really suited to her talents. As the final prayer breaks up, I stride to the front where the preacher is dispensing greetings and handshakes to parishioners, his lovely daughter by his side.

I have control of his mind before my hand leaves my pocket. “Hello, pastor.”

He smiles a thousand-watt smile. “Well hello there, son, how are you? First time at our church? What's your name?”

Before he finishes the last sentence, I've grabbed the minds of the nearest few people. They're rush jobs, no finesse, but their minds are mine and they'll obey me. The pastor's gorgeous daughter smiles at me, no idea the jaws of my trap have just snapped shut around her.

“I'm Neil,” I say, shaking his hand. “Yes, it is my first time here. I was very impressed with the service – particularly with this lovely lady here. You sang beautifully.”

She opens her mouth to speak, but Dad cuts her off. “This is my daughter, Jessica,” he says with pride. “She's down from college this week for spring break and we thought she'd do well on stage.”

“Definitely a good decision,” I say, not taking my eyes off Jessica. God, I'm so tempted to reach out and slide into her mind, have her drop to her knees and start blowing me right in the middle of the church. But I hold back. “You were wonderful,” I say to her. “And so...demure. Innocent. I'd almost say chaste, even.”

Her eyes narrow. “Excuse me?” Uh oh, I've offended her.

Of course, Dad isn't offended at all – I've made sure of that. “My daughter is a good Christian girl,” he says with fatherly pride.

“I'm sure of it,” I say, grinning. “In fact, I bet you've never even had a boyfriend, have you Jessica?”

She grimaces. “That...is none of your business,” she says, obviously uncomfortable. “Daddy, are you just going to stand there and listen
 to this?”

“Yes he is,” I say, enjoying the look of confusion that comes over her face. Turning to her father, I nod. “She's perfect. I'm madly in love with her already. I'll take her.”

Her mouth drops open. Her father nods and smiles like I've just put a thousand-dollar bill in the collection plate. “Very good,” he says, turning to the gentlemen who have slowly formed a circle around us. “Go ahead.”

With a quickness that surprises even me, three of them grab Jessica and haul her to her feet. She flails in confusion, kicking and screaming, but no one comes to her aid. Sweat stands out on her forehead as she swings a fist at the first man, only to watch it connect and have absolutely no effect.

“Daddy, what are you doing?” She cries, struggling against her attackers. “What is this?”

“I'm giving you to Neil,” he says, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. “It's time for you to learn to serve your master.”

“Dad, have you gone insane?” The look she gives him is practically delicious. “Tell these men to put me down!”

“She's a feisty one, my Jessica,” the pastor says with pleasure. “You'll have quite the time breaking her in.”

“Oh don't worry. I have plenty of experience corrupting innocent, virginal young girls.” I run a finger down Jessica's neck, relishing the tremor of disgust that runs through her. A salty tear begins running down her cheek.

“Let's get her to the car,” the pastor says.

“Sounds good,” I reply.

The men begin pulling Jessica along; half-carrying and half-dragging her down the aisle by her limbs. Her voice breaks out in panic, filling the room with shrieks. Her eyes are wide and I can feel the terror rolling off her without even having to touch her mind. She looks around the room, desperately searching for help, only finding expressionless faces.

There's a shout from across the room. Uh oh. Maybe they're not all so expressionless. I seem to have reached the limits of my powers – cowing a whole church congregation is a tall order, after all. Time to make a swift exit.

With a mental shove, I make my first contact with Jessica's mind – snipping the thread of her consciousness and plunging her into a deep sleep as quickly as flicking a switch. The man who's noticed the little scene she's making looks around in confusion. I've already dispatched the pastor to calm him down – my daughter's feeling a little sick, sir, nothing to worry about.

With Jessica out, getting her into my car is no harder than carrying a sack of potatoes. Now the real fun can begin.

~*~

“You can't fool me, Jessica. I know you're awake.”

Jessica stirs in her chair, cracking an eye to glance around at her surroundings. Having brought her back to consciousness, she woke up almost immediately but has been playing possum with me. It's cute. I could jolt her straight to full awareness...but it'll be much more fun to hide the extent of my powers for a bit. To give her a little hope that she might escape, that someone might come for her.

She looks around groggily, feigning like she's just woken up. A good actress, this one – I'll have to be extra careful. Her eyes widen and I can feel her pulse start to race. “Where am I? Who are you?”

“I told your father,” I say with a smile. “I'm Neil.”

This doesn't calm her down; quite the opposite, in fact. “H...how did you...look, just let me go, alright? I won't tell anybody about any of this. Please. Don't hurt me.”

The sound of my laughter makes her flinch. “Hurt you? I think you're confused, Jessica. You're not my prisoner.”

Something changes in her gaze. “I'm not?”

“No,” I say, laughter still in my voice, “not at all. You're not tied up, and that door over there isn't locked. You can walk away right now.”

With that, she's up out of the chair and sprinting to the door. But before she gets to it, I'm already stroking her brain, caressing the right neurons. Removing her fear, relieving her anxiety – and increasing her curiosity.

It works – she pauses at the door. Frowning, she twists it a couple times to ensure it isn't locked and turns to face me. “Why did you do this to me?”

I search my brain for a good answer before deciding on the truth. “I wanted to prove a point,” I said.

Her brow furrows in confusion. “You kidnapped me to make a point
? What point?”

“Well, also I was bored,” I admit with a smug grin.

She shakes her head. “I don't get it,” she says, perplexed. “You...I still don't understand what happened to me in my father's church. You brought me all the way here just to let me go? What kind of point does that make?”

I'm not...entirely
 on certain ground, here. “Come sit down,” I say. To my slight surprise, she doesn't even protest. Those grips on her emotions are tight. They're a better relaxant than Xanax.

“I guess I want to prove certain things to myself,” I say once she's plopped down in her seat.

“What kind of things?”

“Limits, mostly. To belief; to reason and logic. The limits of what people can be convinced to do, to think, to feel.”

She nods sagely.

“Then, once I've done that to my satisfaction,” I say with a shrug, “I'm going to change things.”

Cocking her head a bit, she asks: “What things?”

“The way the world works,” I say, a little embarrassed to be revealing so much to this woman. “I don't like it. I'm going to change it.”

She shakes her head sadly. “You can't change the world. It's too big. There's too many people. Things are the way they are.”

“If you change the right people,” I say, “you can change the system.”

But she isn't listening now. “We're not really of
 this world,” she says. “It's a test, put here for us to pass. Like I think you were put here as a test for me.”

I laugh, surprised. “You must be joking.”

“No,” she says with quiet intensity. “In fact, I'm sure of it. Why else would you come to a church? You say you're dissatisfied with the world, but I think you're just looking for something to believe in. Were you once a Christian?”

I can't hide my smirk. “That's one of the things I wanted to talk to you about. You see, Jessica, I've been watching you.” Ever so slowly, I start to let up on her mental restraints. I watch with pleasure as fear begins to creep back into her expression at my words. “You really believe in this stuff: you put in into practice in your every day life. All your friends say so.”

“My...friends?” Her face goes white. “You've been stalking my friends?”

“You're a true believer,” I say. “That's why I chose you. That you're hot as hell didn't hurt when making my decision.”

She's just about to get up out of her seat and run. I can feel it. “What decision?”

“To test the limits. Starting with belief. I figured, belief in God is one of the strongest ones there is, right? So, I want to find out if I can take that from you.”

She starts to tremble. Her eyes slide towards the door. “What...what are you?”

Before the words have even left her lips, my mental finger is sliding into her thoughts, rubbing her pleasure center like a clitoris. Oxytocin floods her bloodstream, a rush of adrenaline pushing it through her veins at lightning speed. Heroin addicts don't get such a clean high.

Her mouth drops open. “What are you doing to me?” She twists in her seat, unable to contain the sinful pleasure. She can't even think clearly enough to run.

“You've never felt this way before, have you?” I lean back in my seat. “That's right, you're a virgin. I bet you've never even touched yourself, have you? Tell the truth, now – you can't lie to me.”

“Once,” she blurts out, then claps a hand to her mouth. The shock of your body betraying you can be a harsh one. She looks at me like I've just slapped her face. “How did you do that?”

“Touch yourself now,” I command, a puppeteer pulling invisible strings. “You want to – it'll make you feel even better than you do now.”

As she watches, horrified, her fingers pull up the hem of her dress and slide under her panties as she fingers herself with a brutal efficiency. I could choose to feel what she's feeling – I have some empathic abilities – but decide to leave it for the time being. Her face contorts in pleasure, even as she struggles to pull her hand away.

“That's gotta be a weird feeling,” I remark. “It's like you're being raped by you
.”

“Stop, please stop,” she pants, her voice heartrendingly pathetic. “I don't want to...oh god...I don't want to feel this!”

“Too bad,” I say with a sneer. “You're going to come all over those innocent little fingers, and that's just the start of what I have planned for you.”

She moans in frustration, her hands working overtime between her legs. I watch with approval as her bosom moves in great heaves, her breasts struggling against her top.

“It doesn't have to be this way,” I tell her. “The door is unlocked – I'll let you go, completely unharmed. You just have to say four little words for me, Jessica.”

She sobs, gritting her teeth and rocking back and forth. Can't fight the pleasure, I think.

“Do you want to know what they are? Repeat after me: 'there is no God.'”

“God forgive me,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with lust. I can tell she's about to come. She looks up at me and her eyes go all crazy with fear. “Oh God, you're the devil! Save me Lord, save me!”

“Say it!” I've had enough of this – I just want her to say the words. “Don't you want to come?”

“Uggg...yes! Yes I want to come,” she admits. Her face is as red as a stop sign – she's just starting to realize she can't come. Her release is something I've got a tight clamp on.

“Then say it,” I say coldly. “Prove to me that belief is bullshit.”

“No! Never!”

“Prove to me that you love pleasure more than God,” I say. “I want to feel your soul corrupt itself. Say it, you slut.”

But she isn't – she's shaking her head, lips tighter than a vice. Every neuron in her head is screaming for release, and she still defies me? Maybe I'm wrong about this – maybe belief isn't something you can change by fucking with someone's brain chemistry. Maybe I'm making a mistake.

I entertain this thought for about two seconds.

Then it hits me – so hard I almost bust out laughing. Christ, I'm stupid! I'm going about this all the wrong way! Slowly I begin pulling back the restraints on Jessica – her compulsion to masturbate, the pleasure-enhancing chemicals flying through her bloodstream. I don't need those tricks at all. I'm torturing
 the poor girl – no wonder she won't submit! Even in the face of oblivion, she clings to her beliefs – because she loves them.

That's what I'm failing to match, I realize. Love.

Jessica is breathing heavy sobs of relief, her head bowed. “Thank you, Lord,” I hear her whisper.

“You passed,” I say, allowing something like pride to slip into my voice. “Just like the old believers who got thrown into the lion's den.”

As I talk, I'm already working my new angle. Slowly, oh so agonizingly slowly, the chemical composition of her brain is changing in a new and unexpected way. I can already see it working in the way her eyes gleam and her cheeks burn with unnameable emotions.

I'm reminded of that old movie with the genie in the bottle. How he said one of the only things he couldn't do was make someone fall in love with someone else. Even as a kid I thought that was bullshit: of course you can force someone to fall in love.

Turns out, it isn't even that hard.

“I did,” she whispers, looking at me rapturously. Already, she's falling for me – going through in a matter of moments what takes most people a lifetime of commitment. “I passed. Oh, thank you so much Neil. Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

In a flash she's on her knees, looking up at me with pure devotion. I reel back a bit – I don't want to fry her fucking brain by mistake. But right now, she loves me more than anything – more than her father, more than her life. More than her beliefs?

“I'm so proud of you,” I murmur, stroking her hair. With my free hand, I'm already unbuckling my belt.

“I love you, Neil,” she whispers. “I know that sounds crazy, that you can't love a person after you've just met them, but I do. I love you so much, Neil, it hurts how much I love you, it's like a fire in my chest...”


Yes
. Oh yes, more than her beliefs. My zipper comes down and my cock slides out of my pants. She stares at it like a holy relic. I swear I can see her lick her lips in anticipation.

“Look at it,” I say – even though she already is. “Touch it.”

She reaches out a trembling hand. Her touch on the head of my cock is warm and sets my nerve endings aflame.

“Worship it,” I tell her.

It slides into her mouth easily, burying itself in her throat. She's so skilled, its hard to believe this is the first time she's ever done this. I peel back the tamper I have on her mind – just a peek – and give myself a glimpse of what she must be feeling. It's pure pleasure, pure devotion. Good.

My orgasm builds quickly; in no time at all, I'm pulling her face off me. “Take it,” I whisper, my knees shaking as I start to climax.

She waits as patiently as a supplicant, a beatific expression on her face as burst after burst of my come covers her. It splashes across her face, her lips, dribbling down her chin to rest between her perky tits. She beams up at me, and it doesn't take a hypnotist to know what she's thinking: he's coming on me! Master is coming on me!


Finally, I come back to my senses. Staring down at the perfect, whorish servant on her knees before me, a smirk crosses my face.

“So,” I say into the silence. “Do you believe in God?”

She leans forward and begins to clean my shaft with her tongue, never breaking eye contact. “Of course I do,” she says between licks. “You're God.”

“Very good, slut,” I say, leaning back and closing my eyes. That's 1 for 1,
 I think with pleasure. Jessica is the first girl to prove my argument and enter the bliss of my harem. But she won't be the last.

I have so many more theories to prove.

“When you're done with that,” I say, “get your clothes on. We have work to do.”


Part II: Corrupting The College Athlete


Ah, the waiting room. From the doctor’s office to the DMV, at one point or another just about all of us have to cool our heels in one, waiting for our turn to be called. I believe you can tell a lot about a person by how they react to a busy waiting room. Do they get impatient, tap their feet and sigh every couple of minutes? Someone’s used to getting their own way. Do they bury themselves in their phone, shutting out the world with flashing lights and pretty colors? You’d better believe they do that in their personal life, too.

People cope with the waiting room in dozens of different ways: but in this particular waiting room, the one I was in, one girl out of the crowd seemed to have a much easier time of it than anyone else. Besides her, only I knew why: it was the best day of her life.

Miranda Hart, just over the legal drinking age and just over five-and-a-half feet in her cleats was humming to herself, waiting for her physical. Not that there was anything wrong to be found with this lovely specimen: if she wasn’t such a demon on the soccer field, a career in modeling would’ve been a natural sell. This visit to the clinic at the sports medicine building of her college campus was the just a formality, a capstone to a charmed life that had taken her from loving family in suburban DC to a college on a full ride scholarship, dependent on her joining the girls’ soccer team. There were already rumors of her joining the NWSL, and maybe even the women’s Olympic team in a few years. All this made Miranda one of the hottest prospects on the field and off; and made her a perfect subject to test another aspect of the Theory.

Of course, waiting for someone else to be seen is especially boring, even by waiting room standards. I decided to kill time by having a little fun.

As soon as Miranda left, I scanned the room from over the top of my magazine, looking for any likely prospects. Most of the girls nearby had various cases of the sniffles (touching the mind of someone who’s ill is one of my pet peeves: its like running your fingers through slime), and too many of the others had boyfriends within arm’s reach – normally no big deal, but today required a bit of finesse. That left me about to give up, until I felt a pair of eyes burning holes into the side of my head. I turned and saw the receptionist, staring at me with a mistrustful gaze.

That bitch had been on me since I got there – probably because I hadn’t actually signed in and taken a number. To her, I was suspicious; a possible gawker, a troublemaker. She had no idea how right she was.

I reached out and pushed
, slipping into her mind as easy as popping the tab on a can of soda. Years of practice have me so smooth, she doesn’t even feel a tickle. Immediately, I’m privy to her train of thought, a little voice murmuring in my ear like a trusted adviser.

I’m looking for something good among the snippets of daily minutia: you wouldn’t believe how much crap there is in the average person’s brain from moment to moment. Finally, like a diamond in a sea of garbage, I seize on something…

She stiffens. Miss Receptionist has a little schoolgirl crush on one of the doctors here, and me touching that piece of her brain has just moved him front and center. It’s just a little workplace fantasy, of course: normally the kind of thing no one would ever act on.

Unless a third party were to stoke the right neurons…

Her face flushes, even from here I can see sweat beading on her forehead. Her bosom starts to heave like she’s the heroine in a cheap romance novel. She’s thinking about Mr. Right, and she’s thinking hard
. Of course I’m accentuating the positive, turning her thoughts of his paunchy belly into rock-hard abs, his thinning hair into a lustrous mane she’d love to wrap her fingers in while he rides her…

Oh yeah. She is horny. Her thoughts are fully focused now, thinking of all the ways Mr. Medicine could nail her around the office. A quick search lets me know that he actually should
 be in his office, right now. I smile as I send a little suggestion:

Go seduce him.

She looks confused for an instant, then a little ashamed. These aren’t her normal thoughts, after all.


Do it,
 I push, a little bit harder. You know he wants you. How could he not?


Her mouth drops open. Eyes dilate, pulse races. The excitement of even considering it is turning her on even more.

Finally, I kick down her mental doors. Go to his office and tell him you’re not going to be able to concentrate on your job until he bends you over his desk and uses you like the little whore you are,
 I say with the force of a command. Show him how much you need his cock.


Without a word, she gets up from the from the desk and takes off, practically skipping as she goes. I have no idea if she’ll succeed in seducing the good doctor – I could influence the outcome, of course, but where’s the fun in that? Mentally, I wish her the best of luck, and the tiniest peek into that doctor’s head gives me the impression there’s going to be a steamy office romance going down.

But none of that is my concern, because just then Miranda is walking back into the waiting room, paperwork in hand. I don’t need to see into her brain to know she’s passed her physical; the thousand-watt smile on her face says “flying colors” more than any hypnosis could. She’s on top of the world – and why shouldn’t she be? She’s got everything she could possibly want.

Unfortunately, she’s got me as well.

I slip out a few seconds after her, following the sound of her footsteps. The parking garage for this side of the campus is right across the street: we’re both parked on the second floor, just a few spaces away from each other. She’s so immersed in her own thoughts she doesn’t even spare me a second glance, even when I come out of the stairwell a few steps behind.

Just before she gets to her car, I make my move. Circumstances are beyond perfect: the nearest bystanders are a flight of stairs and half a block away.

“Hey,” I call, holding up a hand.

She turns to look at me – and in that instant, she’s mine. The doors I’ve already opened into her mind fly apart at the hinges as I force my way in, coming down like a shutter between her brain and her body. As a result, she just stands there, looking at me blankly – but her brain is buzzing, sending commands to say something, to run, to scream, but is slowly realizing that all circuits are dead.

“You shouldn’t be getting into that car,” I say cheerfully. “You should be getting into this one.” I walk over to my sedan and open the passenger door. “Come on.”

She comes walking over at my command, unable to resist. Just for fun, I relax my hold on her speech center – with a little filter for volume, of course.

“What’s going on?” She asks, stepping into the car. I make sure she even buckles her seatbelt. “Why am I doing this?”

“Doing what?” I ask, just before I shut the door. I walk around and get in the driver’s side, taking my time. No one is nearby; I can enjoy this.

“Why can’t I run?” Her voice is neutral, but if I wasn’t holding her back she’d be crying right now. “What are you doing to me? I want to take this seat belt off and run, why won’t my body listen to me?”

“We’re going for a little drive,” I say brightly. “Back to my place.”

“Please let me go. I won’t tell anyone this happened, just please let me go…”

“You probably won’t get to relax for a while once we get there,” I tell her, “so you should probably get some sleep.”

Just like that, she puts the seat back and reclines, every part of her relaxed except for her horrified eyes.

“Noooo…” she whines.

A second later her eyes close and she begins snoozing peacefully.

xXx

“Come on, get up. I know you’re awake, Miranda.”

Unlike my last test subject, Miranda doesn’t bother faking sleep: she’s up almost immediately, straining at her bonds. I don’t know why she’s so freaked out – the place where we are is much nicer than the one Jessica woke up in. This is actually her father’s cabin up in the hills, far from civilization and the demands of the secular world: perfect for a preacher on holiday. Or an unorthodox researcher in the field of radical hypnotherapy.

Jessica is fine by the way: she’s starring in her 17th
 porn film tomorrow. Her father couldn’t be happier – by that I mean he literally couldn’t.
 I made sure of it.

“Where am I? What is this place? What the fuck did you do to me back there?” Now that she’s awake, Miranda is full of questions. Full of anxiety, too. For a few seconds I don’t do anything but slide into her mind, soothing her worries. She can tell something isn’t right, but like before there’s really nothing she can do but feel relaxed.

She breathes a long sigh and looks me over. My sneak peek of her mind lets me know what she’s planning: pretend to be interested in me, play along, and hope for an instant of freedom to get the advantage and beat me to death. I decide to play along, at least for the moment.

“Who the fuck are you?” she asks, shaking her head.

“I’m Neil,” I say, holding out a hand. She stares at it. “Oh right, sorry.” I give a stupid little grin. This is all theater, but it has a purpose: if she thinks I’m some incompetent, infatuated college student, it makes getting into the deep parts of her brain a little easier.

“Sorry about the restraints,” I say. “Normally I wouldn’t do that, but I’m pretty sure you could take me in a straight fight.” Humor. She actually relaxes a little; she’s definitely thinking of me as less of a threat, even if she doesn’t want to.

“I was supposed to call my parents right after my physical with the results,” she says. “They’re going to be worried about me. People will notice, they’ll start looking for me.”

This is all a lie: I’ve taken the proper precautions. Anyone who would raise a red flag with law enforcement has already gotten a visit from me. But there’s no reason for her to know that.

I haven’t responded, and that obviously worries her. “Look, if you just let me go, I promise I won’t tell anyone about this. I won’t say a word to the cops, the campus: anyone. Just please don’t hurt me.”

“Hurt you?” I hold up my hands with a who, me?
 Expression. “I’m not going to hurt you. I just need you for an experiment. As soon as its over, you’re free to go.”

She screws up her face, this guy is crazy
 blazing through her thoughts even without telepathy. “What kind of experiment?” She asks warily.

“I’m trying to prove a theory,” I say. “Well, the
 Theory, actually.”

She shakes her head. “I don’t understand.”

She’s still scared and uncomfortable. I could soothe her down until we’re having a friendly chat, but there’s no real reason to. Let her be, I say. “It’s sort of a grand, unifying theory I’m working on. It has to do with the mind: with what makes us who we are. Beliefs, memories, personalities. Friendships, family, lovers. All that stuff.”

She seems relaxed, but behind her back she’s still toying with her bonds. “I see. And what makes you think I can help you with that?”

“Well you see, one of the big things I’m interested in is memory – specifically, how memory helps determine who we are as people. As a society, we like to say ‘this person is a good person’ or ‘this person is a bad person’, but how much of that is really up to the person themselves? And if we had control over someone’s memories, could we change a bad person into a good one? Or,” I say with a bit of a leer, “a good girl into a bad one?”

Her efforts to untie the knots that bind her wrists redouble. “I don’t understand,” she says. “I play soccer – I only got a ‘C’ in Psych 101, for God’s sake! I think you have the wrong person-“

“Oh, I have the right one,” I say. “You’re a very privileged girl, Miranda. Some people might even say you’ve lived a charmed life.”

“I…” Surprisingly, this actually puts her off her train of thought. Apparently offending someone’s sensibilities can override life-threatening terror. “I don’t think that’s really fair to say! I’ve gone through a lot, like anyone else. But I did it, and I did it all by myself. It was a lot of work – you can’t just call it luck…”

“Oh, most people have gone through far, far more hardships then you,” I tell her. “You had a loving, stable pair of parents who always told you to follow your dreams. They signed you up for soccer when you were six – where, thanks to your birth month, you had a seven month head start on most of your peers. You had money, meaning Mom could afford to take time off from work to take you to practice when it became clear you were better than everyone else. Thanks to all of this, you stayed away from cigarettes, alcohol and premarital sex – the last of which is a bit of a black mark, in my opinion. You know your Dad says you’ve never even had a boyfriend?”

“How…” her mouth is a wide ‘o’ of shock. “You talked to my Dad?”

“I talked to everyone,” I said. “I do my research. Friends, family, teammates. All the people who contributed to making you you. And you sit here and tell me you did it by yourself.” I shook my head. “You are so naïve, Miranda.”

“I want to go home,” she says, her voice ragged with fear. “Please let me go, please…”

“Oh, stop. You are
 naïve. In fact, that’s why I picked you. You’re a little goody-goody. You couldn’t be more perfect to test the Theory.”

“I don’t know what you think you’re going to do to me.”

“I’ve already started doing it.” I practiced this already a little bit with Jessica, moving around and removing inconsequential memories. This is the real test. “Tell me again about your parents.”

“My parents, they…”

She frowns, shakes her head, and says again: “My parents, they…goddamn, what…”

“Your dad left when you were a few months old,” I say. “You were raised by a single mother in a tiny apartment in the poor part of town.”

“No, that isn’t right,” she says, but her eyes are glazing over. Her mind is programmed to treat all my suggestions as fact, and its beginning to believe my words – even against her will. “Stop that! I remember my fucking Dad!”

“Your childhood was normal,” I tell her, “but you didn’t excel in any particular area. Mostly, you were known for being a vivacious, flirty child – the one who teachers always had to stop from playing ‘doctor’ with the other kids on the playground.”

“Eww, stop that! That’s not me at all! I didn’t…”

She trails off, a thin stream of drool dripping from the corner of her mouth.

“How are you feeling?” I ask her. “Any different yet?”

“I’m…I’m so confused,” she says helplessly. Please stop, please
! You win, okay? You’ve proved your stupid theory. Please don’t mess with my head anymore-“

“Eventually, Mom decided you needed an outlet for all that pent-up aggression and signed you up for the soccer team,” I say.

“Yes!” She seizes on this like a log thrown to a drowning person. “I became a soccer star and made lots of friends and got a scholarship to college-“

But I’m already frowning. “No. Sorry. You washed out. You had a little bit of talent, but unfortunately around this time you were learning you liked girls just as much as boys. Coach caught you fooling around with the goalie in the locker room after practice.”

“No I didn’t…ahh,”
 she breathes, leaning back in her chair. She’s not resisting anymore. “I remember now. God, that was so hot. That fucking bitch was just jealous, anyway.”

“Totally. Anyway, that was the event that caused you to drop out of school.”

“Drop out? I would never…oh.” It hits her, the reversion striking her like a slap in the face. “I did, didn’t I?” Tears bead in her eyes.

“Oh, don’t cry,” I tell her. “It was the best day of your life. You were so sad and alone, running away from home…but then you discovered what you wanted to do with your life.”

“I did?” She looks at me expectantly. “What?”

“You were walking around the campus of the local college, in that short skirt you love so much,” I tell her. “Remember? Remember that boy, the one who sarcastically asked you, ‘how much?’ Remember the look in his eyes when you told him?”

She laughs warmly, with real mirth. “Oh yeah,” she says. “I remember.”

“He pulled the bills right out of his wallet and took up to the third floor of the library, where no one goes. You sucked his cock in the middle of the stacks, like a dirty little whore. Then he bent you over and fucked you standing up. Remember? The way you clung to those reference books? You came so hard, the whole place heard you.”

She’s chuckling, laughing with relief as my makeshift memories overwrite her real ones. Everything about her has changed, from the way she speaks to the posture of her body. She looks a little uncomfortable in so many clothes, honestly.

“I remember,” she says. “I remember everything. Except why I’m crying. Why was I crying?”

How can I even begin to explain that? “Because…it’s part of our roleplay,” I tell her.

“Huh?”

“Well, you’re a hooker,” I say. “That’s why you’re here – I paid you, and told you I wanted to tie you up and abuse you. It’s my fantasy, remember?”

She pulls a shocked face. “Oh yeah
 – shit, I’m sorry.”

I smile, full of triumph. “No problem.”

“Here, let’s start again,” she says. “’Oh please, mister, just let me go!” This time her voice is pitched high, coquettish, playing innocent instead of for real. The person she was an hour ago would be disgusted. “I promise I won’t tell anyone you tied me up and kidnapped me!”

I step close to her: I can feel the heat coming off her body in waves. She’s convinced herself she lives for this, and now she does – she’s aroused as any girl I’ve ever seen. She’s practically leaving a puddle in the seat she’s so wet.

“I’ll let you go,” I tell her, “you naughty little whore. If you’ll do one thing for me first.”

“Oh, please,” she says, thrusting out her chest theatrically. “Anything for you, Master!”

My fingers are already at my zipper. “Suck my cock,” I command.

I have to hand it to her: even with her wrists bound behind her, Miranda gives me one of the best blowjobs I’ve ever had. I was honestly curious how she’d be at it: would false memories translate to real oral skills, or would she give me some awful, fumbling fellatio while thinking
 it’s good? Thankfully, the answer is the former.

She takes me in her mouth to the hilt, sucking me like a practiced tramp. I let her do it for a couple of minutes, helping her along with a hand on the back of her head, until I decide to go further.

She groans with frustration as I pull away. “What? You didn’t like it?”

“Oh, I did,” I tell her. “But I bet that pussy is even sweeter.”

She grins wickedly and slumps in her seat, spreading her legs wide. “Oh, please don’t take me,” she says. “I don’t think I could handle that thick, hard cock in my pussy!”

In a flash, I’m pulling her shorts down. I leave the thigh-high socks and cleats where they are – I like the feel of them against my hips. Even though Miranda never had a boyfriend, her pussy is nicely trimmed – she did have to be in a locker room around other girls all the time, I mused. She probably didn’t want to be the only one left out.

“God, you look good,” I say. Her saliva is still all over my cock, but even if it wasn’t, she’d be more than wet and warm enough for me.

“Please, no,” she says, thrusting her hips at me with an ironic smile. “Don’t do it.”

With a groan of triumph, I bury myself deep inside her. She immediately starts fucking me back, working her ass up and down in the chair, all her energy focused on giving me the best fuck possible.

This must be the oddest first time any girl has ever had. To her, its just business as usual, but in reality this is the first time she’s ever taken a cock inside of her. The knowledge makes me harder than I can stand. She’s so tight, and warm, and it takes no time at all for me to feel like I’m going to explode.

“I want you to come when I do,” I command her, pressing an invisible finger against her brain’s pleasure center. “I want us to come at the same time.”

“No, please,” she mock-begs. Don’t come inside of me. You might get me pregnant!”


I really might
, I think, and that’s enough to set me over the edge. I explode inside of her, and at the same time stab an invisible finger right into her cortex, twirling her pleasure center like a clit. Her brain melts with orgasm, her entire body clenching around me as I spurt burst after burst of come inside of her. Her brain is so busy trying to process all of the pleasure that it gives up trying to hold onto her old memories – they slip away and fade out, leaving only what I’ve put into her.

After what feels like an eternity I pull out, leaving an oozing drip of come from her cunt. She stares at it, looking as stoned as an addict whose just gotten a hit.

“Oh, baby,” she finally says, boneless and satiated in her chair. “I don’t think a john has ever
 made me come like that.”


They haven’t
, I think, but there’s no reason for you to know that
.

I untie her, and because I’m a nice guy (never let them tell you otherwise!) I slip enough cash in her pocket to let her turn tricks for a long, long time. That’s two for two: as it turns out, changing the memories of a high-achieving good girl can make her into a low-class prostitute quicker than you can blink.

The Theory marches on.

As I turn to go, she looks at me with confusion. “Where are you going? Aren’t I supposed to be the one leaving?”

I laugh. “Did I fuck you so hard you’re forgetting things? This is your
 place, Miranda. Same time next week?”

She looks around at the cabin as if seeing it for the first time. An amazed smile crosses her face, as if she can’t believe her luck. “Yeah! Sure thing. I’m open anytime for you, baby.”

She frowns. “Uh…maybe you did
 fuck me stupid. Remind me what your name was again?”

I chuckle to myself. She’ll get the hang of her new life, eventually. “It’s Neil,” I say. “I’ll be in touch.”


Part III: Corrupting the CEO


Obsession.

It's a core component of human psychology: the drive to succeed, to struggle against adversity and overcome obstacles. Obsessions pull us forward, can catapult us into the Fortune 500 or the history books. But for every person obsessed with success, there's dozens with obsessions that harm: from the hoarder who treasures junk while his house becomes a garbage dump to the loving father and family man who puts his pension and the kids' college fund into the slot machines.

These obsessions ruin lives, and not just the lives of those who have them. What fascinates me about them is how outwardly simple they should be to shed, but impossible to ignore. It should be the easiest thing in the world to throw the trash away, to walk past the slot machine, to say 'no' to that third slice of pie. But we can't.

Obsession is what drove me into proving the Theory. And obsession is what its latest subject is feeling wrack her body in the midst of her fancy suite at the top of corporate headquarters.

I'm heading there now, riding up the elevator, whistling and tapping my foot in time with the muzak as I wait. At the top of this venture is one Sandra Smith, one of the richest, most powerful women in the world. Sandra knows all about obsession: born into privilege, she leveraged corporate takeovers and mergers to become the highest-grossing female CEO on the planet.

Three weeks ago Sandra gave a speech at an event for some Silicon Valley bigwigs, and yours truly was in attendance. Right there, in the midst of several thousand people, I reached out and planted a little seed in Sandra Smith's head, a thought that would soon become an all-consuming obsession:

I should try some heroin.

Of course, the idea that one of the most powerful women in the world would run straight from a speech to buy heroin is ridiculous. I can imagine that first night, the idea popping up in her head, dismissing it as ludicrous. But, thanks to my powers, it didn't go away. Instead, the seed grew.

Soon it was occurring to her constantly, like a chorus of little devils on her shoulder: I should try heroin. I bet it would feel soooo good. I'm so powerful, I could get away with it. I would never get addicted.


A look at her internet history (I keep tabs on my subjects, of course) showed Sandra reading 'trip reports' online written by heroin users, looking up information about the drug online, clicking the same links over and over again. I knew that by the time a few days had passed, she's be masturbating thinking about it, rubbing herself into sweet orgasm while imagining the needle puncturing her vein, the rush of the drug unlike anything she'd ever experienced.

She made it a week. Seven days after I planted a little seed of obsession in her brain, Sandra Smith broke down and drove five blocks from her home, buying a junkie's starter kit from a drug dealer I later interrogated.

I like to imagine her there, in her palatial bedroom, looking down at the syringe in her hand with trembling fingers. Was a little part of her thinking how did my life come to this
? Or was the excitement all she could think about – the feeling of achieving a dream she'd been playing in her head for so long.

Either way, when that needle slid into her arm for the first time, it didn't matter that she was the most successful female CEO in history. It didn't matter that her companies collectively controlled almost a twelfth of the world's wealth. It didn't even matter that she was a role model to millions of young women worldwide.

All that mattered was the drug. She could have said no – it would've been the easiest thing in the world – but she didn't. She couldn't.

Obsession.

Tonight, I'm going to find out how exactly deep the roots of obsession can grow inside a person. I used hypnosis to give Sandra her addiction, and I plan to use hypnosis to see how far she'll go to keep it, What will this formerly proud, powerful woman do to get her fix now that it seems to have left her behind?

Oh, that's right, I forgot to mention. My little seed came with a twist: after a certain amount of time, Sandra's brain would suddenly stop feeling the slightest bit of pleasure or relief from heroin. Right now she's frantic, desperate for a high: I know this because she's bought from every drug dealer in the city, in search of something that will make the obsession quiet down. Little does she know, there isn't anything.

Other than me, that is.

The guards I had been planning to subdue are already gone: I wonder if she dismissed them out of shame, not wanting them to see what she's become. I hear moaning from down the hallway and throw open an ornate door. The room within is pitch black. I wrinkle my nose as stale air hits me, smelling of sweat and desperation.

After a moment, she speaks. “Who...who's there?” Her voice is practically a croak – she probably hasn't used it in days.

“Your savior,” I say with a smile, flicking on the lights.

The woman who was Sandra Smith covers her eyes, backing away from me towards a corner of the room. A massive boardroom table dominates the space, and nearly every inch of it is covered with drug residue and paraphernalia. Someone's been busy in her quest to find a new high.

She looks a little pale but otherwise not the worse for wear, although she could use a fresh suit for sure. Her hair is a little dirty and there are bags under her eyes, but she's still a beautiful woman: every inch the image of the powerful model who graced the covers of so many magazines. In fact, the trashiness makes her a little bit hotter, in my opinion.

Slowly she blinks, her eyes adjusting to the light. “Who are you?” she asks. “What do you want?”

“My name is Neil. I'm a man who knows how you've been suffering, Sandra.”

“S...suffering?” She looks at the table as if seeing it for the first time. “No, I'm not...I mean...”

It's cute: even now, she tries to deny it. Tries to save face.

“Sandra, it's okay,” I say soothingly. “I know. You've gotten yourself a little trouble with the drugs, but I want you to know its okay. I'm here for you.”

Abruptly, she sobs. Her eyes are helpless, she looks like she's going to leap forward and collapse into my arms at any moment. “It doesn't work! I need it so bad but it doesn't work anymore!” Tears bead in her eyes.

“Oh hush, darling, I know.” I smile wide, showing teeth. “Those drugs aren't working anymore because they aren't the right drugs. They're not special.”

“They're not?” She looks over the table with a skeptical eye. “But I bought everything...”

“Everything but this
.” With a flourish, I pull a syringe from the pocket of my jacket. It's full of brown liquid, kept in place with a tiny rubber stopper on the tip. (I was sure not to accidentally prick myself) She looks at me like I've just unveiled the Holy Grail. Honestly, it's just garden variety heroin, courtesy of one of the dealers I interrogated: anything will get her high again once I remove the hypnotic suggestion I implanted. But she doesn't need to know that.

Her eyes roll back in her head and she starts to shudder. “That's it! That's what I need! Give it to me!”

“Ah ah ah,” I say, sliding the syringe back into my jacket. She practically whimpers when it goes out of sight. “This hit comes with a cost.”

She laughs, as if just suddenly realizing she's loaded. “I have plenty of money. How much?”

“This hit of heroin,” I say, enjoying every syllable, “the greatest shot you've ever taken, will cost you fifty dollars.”

She laughs again and picks up her purse from the floor, tossing it across the table. It lands with a thud, currency and credit cards spilling from the top. “Take it all. It's yours. Now give me the drug!”

But I'm already shaking my head, a naughty smile on my face. “That's not how this works, Sandra. I'm afraid I can't take just any
 fifty dollars as payment. I can only accept money you've earned
 as part of the total.”

She looks confused. “But I earned that?”

I shake my head again. “Only money you've earned tonight is valid.”

Her lip starts to tremble as she realizes she might not be about to get her fix. “B-but...where will I get the money from?”

“You'll have to earn it.” I say slowly.

“How...oh,” she says. A new emotion enters her eyes: despair.

“That's right.” My hands are already at my buckle. “Come to me on your knees, Sandra. I want a good view of the most powerful woman in the world sucking my cock.”

For an instant, she hesitates, as what's left of the reasonable portion of her brain tries to convince her not to give in. But the drug, the obsession
 is too strong. With a whimper, she sinks to her knees.

I'm so hard it hurts. “Get over here.”

On her hands and knees, Sandra crawls across the room, One look at her and I can tell she's never done anything like this before; never prostrated herself before a man, never groveled for the privilege of sucking a cock. But the addiction has its hold over her, and I'm starting to believe there isn't anything she wouldn't do to satisfy it.

As she gets within range, I pull my cock from my pants. I'm so hard at the sight of this CEO turned trashy little bitch; so excited that there's already a fat bead of pre-cum on the head of my cock, ready to be licked up.

“Suck that fucking prick, you little junkie,” I command.

She's hesitant at first, sliding the head of my cock gingerly into her mouth, moaning with surprise at the taste. She works her tongue around it a little, but the moves aren't there: her blowjob game is just not where it should be. And why should it? Every move she makes is fringed with fear and revulsion. I realize I could make all that go away – could soothe her emotions, slide invisible fingers into her cortex until her pussy hums with pleasure, make her love worshiping me. I don't. This is much more fun.

Without warning, I take her hair in my hand and grip hard
, forcing her against me. She gives a frightened little squeal as I force myself down her throat and start fucking her, hard and fast. She gags and rolls her eyes in terror as I thrust in her again and again, savoring every movement of her frantically contracting throat.

“This is how you fucking take a cock,” I mutter between thrusts. “You're nothing but a little gutter slut, getting face fucked for your next fix. You like choking on that cock, you junkie whore?”

Obviously, she doesn't, but she relents, relaxing as much as she can. I can tell visions of the drug are burning in her head, filling her with thoughts of the bliss and release it'll bring.

The feeling of her throat around my cock is more than enough: in a few more seconds I can feel myself blow my wad, draining my balls directly down Sandra's throat. She comes off me with a gasp, coughing and sputtering. God, that felt good.

She slowly regains herself, then looks up at me expectantly, like a dog waiting for a treat.

“Here you go,” I say, taking a pair of bills from my pocket and letting them go.

She snatches them from the air greedily, visions of injections dancing in her head. But her joy is replaced with confusion as she looks over her prize.

“This is twenty-five bucks!” she says angrily. “A twenty and a five! That's not fifty!”

“You aren't worth
 fifty, whore,” I say with a smirk. That BJ was only worth twenty-five. You want the rest of that fifty, you're still going to have to earn it.

For an instant, her old pride rises up – but slowly drains from her eyes. She knows I'm the only one who can fix what's been done to her: to give her the high she's sacrificed so much for.

She looks down at the floor. “What else do you want to do to me?”

“You misunderstand. I've already shot my load. I'm good – for now, anyway.”

She shakes her head, still looking at the floor. “Then what?”

“I want you to go outside and find another man. Another client. Bring him back up here and let him do whatever he wants with you...but he has to pay you exactly twenty-five dollars.”

She lets out a little whimper as the words connect. Tears bead at the corners of her vision. “But...but I can't...”

“Oh, I'm sorry,” I say, straightening up. “I didn't realize you weren't interested in fulfilling our little arrangement. I'll just be heading out, then...”

I see the wheels turning in her head, panic setting in as she realizes her fix is about to walk out the door forever. “No! Please! I'll do anything you want! Don't you want to fuck me? I bet you've never been with a woman this wealthy before!”

She's rubbing up against me, desperate to get out of the second half of my demands. My cock is starting to stir from its slumber in my boxers – she is
 hot, after all – but I'm annoyed.

“You're disgusting,” I say. “Go find a john or I'll leave you here to rot.”

With another whimper, she breaks past me and runs for the door, rushing like the place was on fire. I give her a couple of minutes to make it out the door before I relax and stretch out my mind, searching for her. She might be bringing the john back here, but I have no intention of sitting in the dark wondering when she'll return.

In an instant, I'm in her mind. Everything hits me at once: her fear that someone she knows will see her, her terror at being reduced so a prostitute to get her fix – but above all, the grasping gnawing need
 at the core of her being. God damn, she is hooked
.

She heads down the street, weaving a little. At this time of night the area is mostly deserted, as the bars and clubs are on the other side of town. But after a minute or two, she comes around the corner to see a man in khakis and a polo walking towards his car.

A little pulse of excitement races down Sandra's spine. I note with some surprise that underneath everything, she's a little bit turned on at the prospect of fucking a total stranger. The man isn't bad looking: tall, slender, with thinning hair and the straight serious lines of an engineer or a programmer.

“H-hey, wait a second!” Sandra calls, reaching out to him.

He stops, then does a double take. Sandra and I realize that the same moment that her blouse is still covered in come.

“Can I help you?” the man asks skeptically.

She's hesitant, unsure of what to say. Worse, part of her is bubbling up in resistance, trying to convince her brain to beg the man for help. I put a quick stop to that and start giving my favorite part of her brain a tickle. Instantly, she's wet – skin flushed, breathing heavy. Zero to sheet-clawing horny.

“Are you looking for a good time?” Sandra asks, all shame gone from her voice.

The man looks at her as if he can't believe what he's hearing – then his eyes widen in shock as he recognizes her. “I know you,” he says. “You're-”

“I'm the bitch who's going to make you come like a fountain,” she says, turning around to give him a to-die-for view of her ass. “Don't you want it?”

He thinks for a second, then his voice hardens. “Yeah,” he says, “hell yeah I do. Hop in.”

“Uh uh,” she says. “You've gotta come with me. And this is a paying gig, stud, just so you understand.”

His eyes narrow. “How much?”

“Twenty-five.”

“_Dollars_?” He looks at her with skepticism. “That's it?” His mouth works silently as he tries to come up with some explanation. “Is this some sort of fetish for you?”

“If that's what it takes to get you in my pussy, then sure,” she says, a lilting tease in her voice. “What are you waiting for?”

Once i'm sure he's following her, I break off the connection. It wouldn't do for this guy to see me when he enters the boardroom. With a flick of a switch, I flip off the lights in the far side of the room, which instantly goes pitch black. Down at the far end of the boardroom table, I take a seat and watch the show.

A couple of minutes later, the door swings open. Sandra enters, with the man in tow. In an instant he's on her, holding her by the waist and locking lips with her like they were lovers sneaking off to have an adulterous trust. I'm impressed; Sandra is really selling it. He puts her on the edge of the table and starts pawing at her breasts, pulling at the flimsy fabric.

Then his hands are at his buckle. “Do I need a condom?” He asks.


Yes
, her mind thinks, just before I step in and squash it.

“No,” she says, her mouth going into a little 'o' of shock at her own words. “I'm on the pill.”

“Good,” the man says, though whether he's referring to birth control or getting to fuck her bareback, neither of us know.

He gets the process started, then goes hands-off and lets her finish. He's already beginning to assert his dominance, to treat this powerful woman the way she really deserves. Grabbing her wrists, he forces her to remove his pants and pull out his cock. It's already stiff and leaking precum.

I'm expecting him to demand a blowjob; after all, Sandra's still fully-clothed. But to both of our surprise, he grabs Sandra by the hips and slides her across the table top to him, pulling her panties to the side and exposing her trimmed snatch. He flips her around so that her ass and pussy are hanging off the edge of the expensive boardroom table, then slides into her with one smooth stroke.

She lets out a cry of mingled pleasure and pain as he penetrates her, going at it with jackhammer speed. The man isn't the least bit concerned with her pleasure, he just wants to get off as hard and fast as possible. He fucks her with long, hard strokes, barely even acknowledging her existence. For the most powerful woman in the world to be reduced to a fuckdoll, getting banged in what was her place of power for a measly twenty-five dollars – it sends a shiver down my spine. Almost unconsciously, I send out some tendrils to stoke Sandra's passion: she might not want to like this, but she does.

I watch the proceedings from my hideaway in the darkness until an absolutely delicious idea occurs to me: it's so filthy it makes me want to fist pump. I push outwards into Sandra's mind, bypassing her brain and going straight to bodily control. This is something I've honed with years of practice, taking bodily functions over from victims. I have a special surprise for my new junkie whore.

I pump up her vision a bit, until her night-blindness lifts and she can see me, sitting at the end of the table watching her get fucked. Then, I start applying just the right pressures to her body. As I begin my work, I sent her a message, mind-to-mind:

You're ovulating.

Her mind reels with confusion. She insists she isn't; it's not the right time of the month.

I'm making it happen. Your body is falling all over itself to please me. You're so fertile, Sandra – when this man comes in you, you're going to get pregnant.

No! Her mind resists, trying to regain control – but her body is already changing, restructuring itself in accordance to my desires. She goes into heat, her body arching against the man's cock like a bow. Her desire is unfeigned; her mind might rebel at the idea, but thousands of years of evolution have made Sandra's body want
 to get impregnated, and that auto pilot is taking over.

She feels the man pound her harder, his cock stiffening. He's going to come in her, any moment now.

She stares right into my eyes, watching the smirk on my face as the man explodes into her, again and again. Her body couldn't possibly be more ready to accept his seed.

She lays her head on the table, filled with shame. After a minute, the man drops a pair of bills on her back and leaves, back into the night like he never existed.

I get up and walk the length of the table, savoring the feeling of Sandra's sorrow. She sobs against the table, almost silent, and it doesn't take a telepath to read those thoughts. What have I become? What's wrong with me? How could I let this happen?


It's time to make all those bad thoughts go away.

Before she notices me, I take the needle from my pocket and inject it into her neck, sticking a vein with ruthless efficiency. She shudders. Gasping in relief.

“Here,” I say, almost lovingly. “This is for you. Good girl.”

Her body is already shaking, quavering with pleasure as the drug takes hold. I'm content to let it – after all, she deserves this pleasure. I wouldn't want to ruin it by telling her what the cost of her next shot is going to be.

Because, I think with a smile, the cost of the next hit is simple: sign over your company to me. And I think she's going to do it, too. She's been pretty thoroughly broken. In a way, she's the ultimate proof of my Theory: a strong, powerful woman made into nothing through sheer force of will. Her company will make a fitting tribute to my victory, and a launch pad for my new base of operations: after all, I have so much to do. It's time to change the world.

I've proven the Theory. Now it's time to put it into practice.


Self-Help Sluts (The Complete Bundle)

Neil Bimbeau


Charming the Coworkers (Self-Help Sluts Book One)


Neil Bimbeau



Jessica was a girl with a different outlook on life.

When my boss first told me I was going to be working with her, my first thought was: great, another pair of hands. The last two weeks, the weather had finally started to heat up, and spring cleaning was well underway in most homes – always the busiest time of the year when you work in a consignment shop. I expected her to be a little green, rough around the edges, but nothing a few hours of training couldn't fix. But I don't think ten thousand hours of training could solve what was wrong with Jessica.

It wasn't her looks; honestly, she's one of the hottest girls I've ever seen. She comes in here in the morning, all made up and dressed to the nines, and she looks like she just walked off the set of some hit TV show about naughty kids on a college campus or something. Long, tanned and blonde, she's the total package and she knows it – and she makes sure everyone else around her knows as well. Dawn tried to tell her to tone it down a little bit after the first day, but she's done no such thing: no matter how much we tell her our customers don't really want to be waited on by someone in designer clothes, she still comes in wearing outfits that look like they belong in a magazine. Sometimes the kind of magazines I read when I was a teenager, if you catch my drift.

Today she apparently thought “Catholic school girl” was a good template for stockroom work. That meant a tight white button down tucked into a plaid miniskirt, both showing off a generous portion of cleavage and leg. If that wasn't bad enough, she's got these heels so high I have no idea how she walks in them, and every time she goes up a ladder to grab something I have to stop myself from staring. The way all her muscles tense, how her skirt hugs her ass the way I'm sure every boy she meets secretly dreams of doing...well, sometimes its hard not to take an impromptu bathroom break.

But any fantasies I have about Jessica are smashed to bits every time she opens her mouth. Not to put too fine a point on it: she's a bitch
.

I went to the stockroom first when I got in that morning, same as I do every day. Unpacking new product and getting it out on the floor is priority one, as Dawn, the owner, is always quick to point out. We had a huge influx of boxes, most stacked half-haphazardly in piles around the room, no real rhyme or reason to it. In the back of the room, I spied Jessica, just standing there, completely idle nearly a half hour after her shift started. As I watched, she took out her cell phone and held it up, pursing her lips and thrusting out her chest. She snapped a quick selfie and started tapping her phone rapidly, no doubt uploading it to a half-dozen different social media sites.

She heard me approach and gave an anguished sigh. “Thank God
, you're finally here. I'm taking a break.”

“A break?” I glanced around the room, feigning confusion. “Did you do some work that I'm not seeing?”

A black look crossed her face. “Look, dweeb, I did plenty
, okay? See, I tossed a bunch of junk.”

She gestured across the room, where a small pile of goods had been thrown together next to our garbage compactor. Most of it looked salable; it actually looked like she'd just decided to grab a bunch of random stuff and toss it in a corner.

“You have to sort through that,” I said, pointing to the pile. “You can't just toss it. A lot of that is stuff people would buy.”

She gave a harsh little laugh. “Like what? This?” She reached into the pile and picked up the first thing she grabbed; a black paperback book.

“'The Star Code
,'” she read aloud. “'Attain true enlightenment through communion with the holes of Creation
.'” She scoffed. “When was this written, 1970? New age bullshit.”

“Our customers like
 new-age bullshit,” I said. “Stuff like that flies off the shelves.”

“Whatever.” She tossed the book at me, I caught it without thinking. “I'll tell you what: why don't you
 read the book, open up a hole in the universe, and go fuck yourself?”

I felt my mouth drop open. My face radiated heat; I hoped I wasn't blushing. “If Dawn heard you say that-”

“Dawn isn't going to do shit,” Jessica said, giving me a wicked little glance. “I know you have to work at the thrift store because you're a loser who probably lives with his parents, but I'm only here because there was no way
 I was going to do my community service at a soup kitchen. My Dad is loaded, and he's paying Dawn a pretty penny to let me work here.” She patted me on the shoulder condescendingly. “So I get to do whatever I want.”

I was having trouble controlling my anger; my shoulders were shaking. I was full of rage – the feeling wasn't new, but it was stronger than I could ever remember. A dark thought entered my mind: throwing Jessica down on her ass, hiking up that tight little skirt and pounding her like an animal until she wasn't able to say anything at all to me except harder
 and faster
 and please
...

She grinned as if she could read my mind. “Sucks to be you, doesn't it? Anyway, you should probably get working on these boxes – you've got a lot of work to do. I
 am going out for a smoke.”

She sauntered past me, nose in the air. I watched her go, my features contorted in an angry snarl. I don't know how long I stood there before I calmed down.

There was so much I wanted to do. I wanted to tell Dawn. I wanted to storm out of the building. Most of all, I wanted to go outside, smack the cigarette out of Jessica's mouth, and spank her ass raw. But instead, I realized there was only one thing I could do. I got to work.

Twenty minutes later, the pile of unpacked boxes was steadily growing. Jessica still hadn't come back. I had calmed down and was in the zone when I heard the door connecting the stockroom with the sales floor swing open.

“How's everything going back here?” It was Dawn, the owner.

“I'm alright,” I said. “Just getting some new inventory ready. Jessica's been gone for a while.”

She grimaced, looking a little bit ashamed. “Yeah, we're still working on her,” she said. Although she was easily old enough to be Jessica's mother, Dawn was no slouch in the looks department – it was easy to see why she stayed in the front of the store, being the face and voice of the place to our customers. Through a good diet and a regimen of yoga (she was always trying to sign me up), her body was still firm and fit, her breasts high and large in the low-cut tops she always favored. Get them staring at your tits and they'll buy whatever you want
, she'd once told me after she'd caught me looking down her top once, and she was right. She didn't seem to mind that one of her employees had a huge crush on her – honestly, I think it made her feel good about herself – but she'd never been shy about letting me know it was something that would never happen. Until Jessica came along, she was my dream girl.

“Yeah, she's something alright,” I said morosely. “I don't think there's much to work with.”

“Well, you never can tell,” Dawn said breezily. “Some of the best people I know were hellions when they were Jessica's age. Not everyone can be as mature as you, Joel.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said.

“I mean that,” she said. Her gaze shifted along the boxes and something caught her eye – her face lit up. “Holy cow! Is that The Star Code
?”

“Huh?” I turned where she was looking; the book Jessica had thrown at me lay on top of one of the piles I was working on. “Yeah, I think so.”

“Wow, that takes me back,” she said with a chuckle. “I haven't seen one of those in forever. They were all the rage for like ten minutes back in the 70's. My mom had a copy.” She furrowed her brow as if just remember something. “The guy that wrote that got arrested.”

I shrugged. “What for? Fraud, I guess.”

“No, sex crimes,” A little smile lit up Dawn's face. “He had a whole harem of girls in some kind of compound – he had them calling him their Master and everything. Wacky stuff.”

“Woah, really?” I was intrigued.

“Yeah, I remember hearing about it.” Dawn frowned. “I thought the publisher recalled the whole print run after the story broke. We sent ours back because they were giving out a voucher for twice what the book sold for. It might be worth some money now; this might be the only copy left.”

“Really,” I said. Suddenly I wanted to very much to read this book. “Sounds like an interesting read. Tell you what, why don't I hang on to it and do some research online later? See if its worth anything.”

She smiled. “What would I do without you, Joel?” There was a sudden commotion from beyond the door as something crashed to the floor. “Oh shit – gotta go!”

“Alright,” I said, but she'd already closed the door.

I put down the box I was unpacking and picked up The Star Code
, looking over the cover. There wasn't anything about it that set it apart from the other thousand self-help novels I'd seen pass through here. The cover showed a silvery, shining diamond, bathed in the light of hundreds of stars.


Well, hell,
 I thought. If Jessica can take a break, so can I.


I took the book and headed for the bathroom.

As the only guy who worked here, the employee bathrooms were pretty much the only place I could be sure of getting a little privacy. I'd used it frequently as a getaway from overbearing customers through the last three years. Three years at a consignment shop was not how I saw my life going when I graduated college, but at least I had a job: a lot of people I knew in my graduating class still didn't. The economy had crashed on us just before finishing college, and most of us were still reeling. I wasn't angry about my job – if anything, I was proud to have a boss who wasn't terrible and a good employment record – but it hurt when a little tramp with more money than sense like Jessica rubbed my face in how bad the world had fucked me over.

I sat down in the room's only stall and cracked the book open. The pages smelled musty, dust puffing off the edges as I turned them. It didn't list an author, just the title, and the space on the back where there was usually a picture and blurb about the writer was conspicuously absent. I wondered if it had been a printer's error or left out on purpose.


Our ancestors the Romans,
 the book began, believed that stars were holes in the celestial firmament, through which the light of the realms of the gods shined through. They were correct; but not in the way they believed.


“Woah,” I said, laughing a little to myself. “Heady stuff, maaan
.”


The stars are ancient, and they have told us their secrets since time immemorial – to those who care to listen. They want us to become like them; to see the light of the gods and attain their power. But they are not holes. The holes are
 you
.


Uh huh. This was getting weird already. I turned another page...

Look around you. Every person you meet, everyone you see on television or in a motion picture – all of them are holes. Empty, devoid of meaning, like puppets looking for a master. You are no different. But, once you decipher the Star Code; you will see the true purpose of Creation – to bend these holes around you, make them an extension of your will.

I flipped ahead a little bit. I wanted to know if there was any sex stuff in the book – I was feeling pent-up from my interaction with Jessica and could have used a little relaxation.

Instead, it seemed I had crossed right over into the instructions. These symbols are the first part of the key
, the book read. Meditate on them, and you will be able to see the holes within all of us – and begin your work.


Printed beneath the words were a series of bizarre shapes; they looked like a cross between Chinese script and the pictographs you see on laundry tags. Not really taking it too seriously, I fixed the series of images in my mind and closed my eyes.


Om...
, I thought. Nothing happened. No flash of light or voice from the heavens. I wondered when I was supposed to feel something. This was all crap, I realized. You were probably supposed to get so stoned before you read the book that it looked like the symbols were doing little dances. No wonder the book was so unpopular.

Thoroughly dissatisfied, I put the book in the crook of my arm, washed my hands, and headed back to the storeroom.

Dawn was waiting for me. “Joel, where have you been? I've been looking all over for you!”

“Huh? I just went to the bathroom,” I said wearily. I set down the book and promptly forgot about it.

She shook her head, exasperated. “Did you fall in or something? I've been calling your name for a half hour!”

“What? I was just talking to you a minute ago-” I slid my phone out of my pocket and glanced at it. Dawn was right. It was at least a half-hour since I'd decided to go on break – more like forty-five minutes. What the hell had happened? Had I lost track of time?

I thought about that moment I 'meditated' on the Star Code. Had I dozed off?

“Well, whatever,” Dawn said, raising both her hands. “I got it taken care of. Guy wanted help getting a desk into his truck, and I couldn't find you or
 Jessica.”

“Geez, I'm sorry,” I said. Inside, my mind was still reeling. I was so confused, but under that, there was something else. My vision was a little blurry – not everywhere, just around Dawn. I blinked rapidly, but the sensation didn't go away. If anything, it got stronger...

“Well, just try to be a little more present,” Dawn said, turning back to the door. “I need you more than ever with that girl here...”

I gasped as I felt something
 open up inside of me. You know how every now and then you hear about someone doing something they shouldn't physically be able to do, like a guy who lifts an SUV off a car accident victim through sheer will and adrenaline? Imagine suddenly knowing you could do that, at will, whenever you wanted to. That's how it felt in that instant.

There was a shimmer behind Dawn's eyes. It was the pale blue of a summer sky, streaked with flecks of a deep, rich pink. It led down and down, into the heart of her, the core of her being. It was a hole
, I realized, a hole that led into whatever made Dawn Dawn. Almost as shocking as that was the realization that I could touch the hole; it was like slipping an invisible finger into a cool, clear spring...

Without really knowing what I was doing, I pushed
 into the hole.

Dawn froze, her entire body tensing up. Her neck snapped back like she'd just touched a live wire. I stood there, watching her back, shocked at what I'd done.

After a moment, I realized I had to say something. “Dawn?” I asked nervously.

“Yes, Master?” Her voice was rich, silky with delight.

“Turn around,” I said.

She did so, moving slowly. Her eyes were wide open, her mouth frozen in a little 'o' of surprise. But what shook me was the look on her face – she gazed at me with something akin to awe, like she'd spun around to see a million dollars or a Lamborghini or something like that. No woman had ever looked at me that way before.

“Dawn?” I asked.

A smile spread across her features. “Yes, Master?”

This was crazy. It couldn't really be happening. Someone must have put her up to it. “How are you feeling?”

Her head rolled back on her shoulders and a low, throaty purr of satisfaction escaped her lips. I could feel that gap inside her, that I had filled with my mind, quiver with delight. We were connected, somehow, the two of us: I felt enormous potential there, but had no idea how to tap into it.

“I feel wonderful
, Master.” She certainly sounded like it. Once Dawn had opened a crate someone had sent us to find it chock full of bottles of wine; the way she talked when she was drunk and giddy was a little bit like this, magnified a hundred times.

“Before I did this to you,” I asked before I could stop myself, “what did you think about me?”

“That you're a hard worker,” she said without hesitation, “and a dependable person.”

“What about...romantically?”

“I knew you were attracted to me,” she said briskly. “Most men are. I noticed you looking at me all the time.”

“Did you find me attractive?” As soon as I said it, I dreaded hearing the answer.

But I was in for a surprise. “Yes,” Dawn said without hesitation. “You're a very good-looking young man.”

“But you'd never do anything with me,” I asked. “Romantically, I mean.”

“No,” she said. “It's not appropriate – I'm your boss. Besides, I like my men more experienced. I prefer to be taught in bed, not be the teacher.”

“Huh. And what about now?”

“Now...” Dawn's eyes rolled back in her head. “I think you're wonderful, Master. You're so handsome and smart, and just so hot
...”

“You want to fuck me.” It wasn't a question.

“God, yes. There's no one I want more in the world than you, Master.” Without a hint of shame, her fingers slid beneath the waistband of her jeans. “I would make it so good for you...”

I was past the this can't be happening stage
. Now I had moved on to the this is happening, and I better make the most of it right fucking now
 stage. “Let's go to your office,” I said.

“Yes, Master,” Dawn said. She took me by the hand and led me out of the room, acting as if this wasn't the slightest bit unusual.

Her office was on the second floor of the building, up a flight of stairs and down a long hallway. The room itself was spacious, though sparsely furnished, and through the windows there was a lovely view of the city.

With a naughty grin, Dawn moved the chair aside and sat down on the desk. She started unbuttoning her blouse. “Is this what you want, Master?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, unable to contain myself. My cock had gone stiff as a board in my pants – normally I would be mortified having Dawn see something like that, but it only seemed to turn her on even more.

She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, one bit at a time – and then there were here breasts, barely constrained in a tight black bra.

“I can't believe we're doing this,” I said as she unhooked her bra. I had fantasized about this moment dozens of times, but actually being here, having it happen right in front of me...I was still having trouble believing it. But Dawn was doing it, disrobing for me like she wanted nothing in the world more than for me to see and enjoy her body.

“God, look how hard you are,” Dawn said, caressing my cock through my pants. “Let me set you free, Master.”

She unhooked my pants and took out my cock, looking at it like it was the most wonderful thing she'd ever seen. It stood up, hard and stiff in the cold air of her office. With a naughty smile she took the shaft in her fingers and gave it a few slow, teasing strokes. A fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip.

“I want you to suck me off,” I said. “I want to come in your mouth.”

“Of course, Master,” Dawn said, scooting to the edge of the desk. “My body is for your pleasure.”

As I watched, she gave the head of my cock a kiss, then slid the whole thing into her mouth. I had no idea if Dawn was naturally this skilled or if my hypnosis got rid of her gag reflex, but she took me all the way down her throat like it was nothing, bobbing on my cock like it was something she'd practiced for years.

I wasn't a stranger to blowjobs – contrary to what Jessica might think, I'd had a girlfriend or two – but the ones I'd received in the past were done by girls who obviously didn't enjoy it, who did it because it was expected of them but were obviously hoping to get it over with as soon as possible. In contrast, Dawn was having the time of her life, teasing me with her tongue before taking me inside her mouth with long, slow strokes. She was totally focused on my pleasure, and I knew she was trying to keep me from coming as long as possible to make it even better when I finally blew in her. If my previous girlfriends were cheap guitars, Dawn was a top-of-the-line Les Paul: sleek and gorgeous and oh so fun to play.


Speaking of which
... I decided to have a little fun. While she sucked me, I popped open the waistband of her jeans and slid my fingers inside her – she was already warm as an oven and dripping with wetness. The reaction was immediate: her moans took on an intense, frantic quality and I could feel the muscles of her pussy clenching around me.

“You're a dirty girl, aren't you?” I asked, my free hand coming to rest on the back of Dawn's head. “You love getting fingered while you suck my cock-”

Behind us, the door swung open. I turned just in time to see Jessica, standing in the doorway with a cigarette pursed between her lips. It fell to the floor as her mouth dropped open.

“Holy fucking shit! You...”

I reacted without thinking. I reached out, feeling for the blur behind her eyes – the same 'hole' I'd seen inside Dawn. In a flash it was there, a deep crimson with streaks of black through the center. Did everyone's hole have a different color? I had no time to wonder about it; I simply pushed
 my will inside. I was already learning; this time I was gentler, not quite as forceful as I'd been with Dawn.

As a result, there was no jerking moment of control. Her voice trailed off and she stood there dumbfounded, watching us. Dawn hadn't stopped sucking for a moment; as far as she was concerned the young woman might as well have not even been there.

I could feel the tide of emotion behind Jessica's eyes. I pushed down on it gently, redirecting it.

“Oh fuck, I'm sorry,” she said suddenly, blushing. That was new – I didn't even know she was capable of blushing. “I didn't mean to intrude...”

“Stay,” I commanded her. “Come in, shut the door.”

Without a word, she turned and shut the door behind her.

“Come sit,” I said, a note of triumph in my voice. I had done it – I was in control.

Jessica sauntered across the room and sat down in Dawn's office chair, smoothing down her skirt as she crossed her legs. She watched Dawn take me in her mouth as if it was a particularly exciting episode of a TV show – she stared at our boss, rapt with attention.

I pressed on her emotions again, forcing my will a little deeper inside her. She let out a little gasp and squeezed her thighs together tighter.

“What do you think of your boss sucking me off?” I asked her.

There was a dreamy look in her eyes. “It's so hot,” she whispered. “She looks so sexy blowing you, and your cock
...”

I pulled myself out of Dawn's mouth, letting her see the fullness of my girth. “What do you think about my cock?”

“It looks so...yummy,” she said with a girlish giggle. “I can't even imagine how good that would feel inside me. I'm so jealous of Dawn.”

“You want me,” I said, pushing her harder.

“Y...yes,” she admitted, blushing deeper. “I want you so badly, Master. Is...is it alright if I call you Master?”

“I want you to,” I commanded. “Now, bend over the desk.”

She let out a gasp and spun around faster than I thought possible, presenting her pert ass like a gift. Her legs were spread wide and her tight skirt rode up even more than usual, doing nothing to hide the fact that she wasn't wearing any panties.

“You too,” I said with a glance at Dawn.

She complied eagerly, sliding right next to Jessica and hooking her thumbs in her jeans, letting them fall to the floor. Underneath she wore a lacy black thong, which she moved to the side with two fingers as if inviting me inside her.

As I watched, Dawn shot Jessica a naughty grin, then leaned forward and locked lips. I looked on as they kissed passionately, doing everything they could to make me as horny as possible. It was working.

Mid-kiss, I grabbed Jessica by the hair and gave it a yank, burying myself inside her at the same time. She let out a scream of pleasure and bit down on Dawn's lip, barely able to contain herself.

I pounded her for a while, enjoying the view as my formerly-bitchy coworker fondled my boss' tits as she rode my cock. Then I pulled out and spanked her on the ass, hard.

“Are you sorry you were such a bitch to me earlier?” I asked.

“God, yes Master – ow
!” I brought my hand down on a place I had already slapped, leaving it red. “I was such a wretched cunt to you, Master! I'm so sorry!”

I grabbed a handful of her hair and leaned into her until I was pinning her down against the table. “Why did you do it?” I demanded.

“Oh fuck that feels so good...I was a stuck-up little bitch, Master! I loved to tease men I thought were beneath me, and walk all over them! I need to be punished so bad! Punish me, Master – I want you to get what you deserve from me!”

I could feel my balls tightening against her slit, building up to a climax. I pulled out, flipped her over, and proceeded to fuck her sweet little cunt raw, watching her tits bounce up and down with the impact. Dawn got in on the action, her mouth constantly moving between Jessica's mouth, tits and thighs.

It felt so good. It felt better than anything – I didn't want to stop. “Fuck, I'm going to come...” Suddenly something occurred to me. “Are you on the pill?”

“No, Master,” Jessica gasped between thrusts. “I make boys wear condoms when they fuck me.”

“It's too late for that. I'm going to drain my balls inside your sweet, unprotected cunt. How do you feel about that?”

Her eyes rolled back in her head and her entire body started to quake. It took me a second to realize my words had caused her to instantly come.

“Yes, Master!” she cried. “I want you to come inside me! I want it to feel so good for you!”

“What if I knock you up?” At this point I was just saying it because it sounded hot: I hadn't the least intention of pulling out.

“I would love that! Please breed me, Master! Fill me up with your seed!”

That was all it took: I felt myself explode inside her. Every bit of pent-up aggression and irritation I'd had with Jessica, every dirty fantasy I'd ever had of disciplining her – I felt all of it leave my body, fired directly into her throbbing co-ed cunt. I let out a roar of triumph as I climaxed, filling her to the brim with my hot, sticky come.

I pulled out, surveying my conquest. After a second, Dawn's kisses moved down in-between Jessica's thighs until she was licking and kissing her sensitive pussy, lapping up the part of my cup that had runneth over. Both girls moaned with delight – Jessica from being eaten out, Dawn from the orgasmic feeling the taste of my come produced in her.

Eventually, both girls turned to look at me, staring up from the desk with adoration in their eyes. Behind their eyes, I could see the holes – the secret, psycho-sexual doors to their innermost selves. They were like mirrors, reflecting my will. I knew it in the core of my being: these two girls were mine now, to do whatever I wanted with.

I wondered if this was how whoever had written The Star Code
 felt the first time he'd turned a girl into his acolyte. I certainly understood how someone could get addicted to it, could become a cult leader.

In fact...

“Jessica, get yourself cleaned up and go back to work,” I commanded. Doing my half of the work would be a fitting punishment for slacking – for now. “Dawn, you stay here. This is my office now, and I want to fuck you in it.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison. Jessica grabbed her clothes and headed for the door, while Dawn languidly climbed off the desk and dropped to her knees, ready to service me at any moment I chose.

That was going to be soon. I was going to go back and get The Star Code
, and this time I was going to read every word of it. And my boss was going to suck me off while I did.

A whole new world had opened up for me. And I was going to enjoy every minute of it.


Enslaving His Ex (Self-Help Sluts Book Two)

Neil Bimbeau


It had been an interesting week at the consignment store, to say the least.

It started with the book. The Star Code
, a terrible-looking self-help manual from the 1970's with a name that sounded like it was stolen off a bad sci-fi novel. It was thrown at me by Jessica, my bitchy coworker, in the middle of one of her many tantrums. I ended up reading it on my break, snickering at its promises to “open the secrets of the universe” and “give the acolyte the ability to 'enlighten' and control anyone he wishes.”

Then I tried it out.

Next thing I knew, I was balls-deep in my boss – the same boss who normally barely gave me the time of day – riding her into the stratosphere on top of her desk while she moaned in delight and called me 'master'. After that, I tried the same mojo on Jessica and had her on her knees, begging to take my seed.

The boss' desk is my
 desk now. Dawn and Jessica, they wouldn't have it any other way. Everything about them has changed, from the way they dress to their attitudes. In the last week I haven't had to lift a finger around here.

The only tough part is making sure the customers don't figure it out. I can't stop either of them from screaming out 'Master!' when they ride me, or when I pull Jessica into a broom closet and let her suck me off with that rapturous adoration she has all over her face, but I make sure nobody calls me that while there's people in the store. Still, there's been lots of raised eyebrows and awkward coughs from customers, especially considering the new dress code. Both Dawn and Jessica have apparently decided that “easy access” is their number one priority when it comes to fashion (easy access to my cock, that is), and means tight miniskirts, barely-there tops and no panties. Jessica's wardrobe is almost
 close enough to how it was before, but my boss never showed so much skin – or flashed it so openly around the store. I haven't decided what my next step will be when it comes to my new powers, and the last thing I want is to end up on the news as some kind of cult leader – that feels a little bit too much like history repeating, for me.

I've been reading The Star Code
 a lot, actually, trying to unlock the rest of its mysteries. So far, its been a lot of trial and error. Other than the book's initial guided meditation, the one that let me see how I could reach into Dawn and Jessica's innermost selves and turn them into my slaves, the rest of the book's instructions have been frustratingly opaque. I made photocopies of every page in the book just for safekeeping (well okay, I had Dawn do it, but she insisted, I swear!) and mostly spent my days looking up information about the book, trying to track down someone who had been involved in its creation, and getting laid like crazy by my two hot-as-fuck coworkers.

Some life, right?

I had the book on my lap one afternoon, sitting downstairs, when the bell rang.

I didn't hear it: I had been lost in one particularly tricky passage. After a short, nihilistic paragraph about how neither good or evil truly exist, both being illusions to mask the true nature of the 'dread power encoded to us by the stars' (I told you this stuff was pretentious, didn't I?), there was another page of symbols, similar to the ones I had 'meditated' on before but much longer and more complicated. I had been trying to come up with some kind of mnemonic device to hold the whole sequence in my head when a voice shook my from my reverie:

“Joel? Wow, what are you
 doing here?”

I looked up, but I didn't need to: I knew that voice almost as well as I knew my own. I'd heard it every day for two years. There'd been a time in my life when I thought the girl behind it would've been my wife.

It was Taylor. For a moment, I just sat there, staring at her. God, she was gorgeous. How long had it been since the last time I'd seen her? Four years? Five? Age hadn't diminished her one bit; if anything she was hotter than before. Her long, blonde hair had been turned into the short, trendy sort of pixie cut I'd always wanted he to try but had never been able to convince her to get for me. Her legs – always her best feature – were just as long, smooth and tanned as before, even if the skirt she wore was a couple inches shorter than I remembered her preferring. For an instant I got a flash: those legs in the air, wrapped around my hips, while we fucked on the kitchen table of her parents' house that one weekend they were away. Her firm, high breasts jiggling gently with every thrust, her pouty lips bared in an 'o' of delight as I filled her...

“Are you okay?” Taylor said, frowning. Her lipstick was a red so deep it was almost black. I couldn't stop staring at those lips; never once had I convinced her to part them and let my cock fill her mouth. It was one of my biggest regrets in life.

I was thinking of the book, and thinking about her, and suddenly I could feel an erection pressing aginst the cover. Thank God it's in my lap
, I thought.

“Wow!” I shook my head to clear it. “Sorry! I'm just surprised – I never thought I'd see you again.”

“Me either,” she said with a hint of the old venom in her voice. “So, you work here? Or are you just shopping?”

I wanted to wince. Suddenly all the things I didn't
 want to remember came back in a rush: the constant fights, the belittlement, the emasculation. Taylor was the only girl I'd ever met with the ability to always make you feel like you were beneath her, even when she was giving you a compliment. I could already tell you what she'd think of me living alone and working in a thrift store: ha ha, I was right to leave that loser.


The thought came unbidden, sharp as a knife: she didn't have to think that. I could make her think whatever I wanted.

Meanwhile, Taylor was staring at me in disbelief, as if offended that I wasn't paying her my full attention. “You okay? Are you sick or something?”

“I'm fine,” I said, hopping to my feet. Fortunately, the boner I'd had a moment ago was starting to fade. “Yeah, I work here,” I said with a smile I hoped was jokey instead of self-deprecating. “Can I help you find anything?”

“Oh.” She gave a little sniff, then looked around. “Well. No, this is nice, really,” she said, looking like she didn't mean it one bit. “It's nice. Work is work, I guess.”

“What do you do?” I blurted before I could stop myself.

A malicious little gleam came into her eye. “Oh, I don't work.” She unconsciously brought a hand to her belly and let it rest gently against it. “Jack makes more than enough money for both of us. He doesn't want me doing any work with the baby on the way.”

“Baby?” My mouth dropped. Taylor had always been adamant about not wanting children. “Really? Congratulations!”

“Oh, well...” She trailed off. “Thanks. That's a little premature, though. We're just trying.” Her mouth caressed each syllable as she finished. “A lot.”

Her little smirk dared me to say something. Married to some rich guy, living a life of luxury and ease, having sex on silk sheets...she was living the life she'd always wanted. I burned with shame as she stared me down. It was just like the old days; her above, dispensing scorn, me below having to take it.


You don't have to take it anymore
, that same little voice declared. I wanted to stop, but I could already feel myself reaching out, searching with mental fingers for what I knew had to be...right there!

No matter how many times I did it, the act of dominance – what The Star Code
 called “opening a hole in Creation” - took my breath away. The world blurred, all the hard edges softening, and nothing blurred more than Taylor's face. Behind it, I could see her 'hole' – an opening to her innermost core. I had no idea what rhyme or reason governed what these holes looked like. Taylor's was a white and red blur resembling nothing more than a peppermint candy. It would take nothing to reach out, press my will into it, to make her mine...

With a huge effort, I pulled back. I couldn't do that. Every fiber of my being was crying out to enslave Taylor, to dominate her mind and make her my willing slave – but if I started brainwashing everyone I'd ever had a grudge against, where would it stop? Would I be able to control it, or would I end up like the book's author, dead or in prison somewhere?

Taylor scoffed and rolled her eyes, unaware of how close her psyche had come to total obliteration. “Nothing to say?” she asked.

To my surprise, I no longer felt angry. “I'm just really happy for you,” I said. “You deserve the best, Taylor.”

She was taken aback. Just for a second, I thought I saw a flash of guilt across her face. She opened her mouth as if to say something else, but just then the back door opened and Jessica came hustling out, wearing about a cubic foot of fabric from head to toe.

Taylor's head turned, and her mouth dropped open.

“Hi there!” Jessica wasted no time in greeting her with a wide smile, oblivious to the way Taylor was staring at her body. “Is there anything I can help you with?”

“Who the fuck are you?” Taylor blurted.

Jessica cocked her head. “I'm Jessica. I work here. Is something wrong?”

She looked Jessica up and down, then turned to me. After a second, I smiled.

I've never seen her so shocked.

“Well, now I know why you're wasting your life working in a thrift store
, at least,” she sputtered, recovering slowly. “I guess co-ed tramps aren't choosy these days.”

“Excuse me?” Jessica put her hands on her hips and leaned in close. I could practically see the word 'catfight' flashing in her eyes like a beacon.

“Jessica, stop,” I said. “Step back.”

Without thinking, she did, head held down in a gesture of submission. In the heat of the moment, I had forgotten that she was under my power and would obey any order I gave her immediately. I'd just wanted to calm things down, but I'd just made them worse – Taylor noticed how the girl reacted to me.

“What are you doing taking orders from him
?” Taylor asked, her voice thick with scorn. “He's nobody.”

“I do whatever Master commands me to do,” Jessica said.

Oh shit.

“'Master'?” Taylor gave me a perfect what the fuck?
 Look, her face gone nearly white. “I don't know what sick fucking game this loser has conned you into, but you two just have fun doing whatever it is you're doing in your shitty little thrift store. Have an awful life, Joel.”

She turned to leave and nearly ran straight into Dawn. “Get out of my way,” she snapped.

Dawn paid her no more heed than she would a gnat that had gotten into the store. “Master, how would you like me to deal with this?” She asked.

“Jesus Christ, you too? This place is crazy – I'm out of here.” With a hard shove, Taylor pushed Dawn aside and headed towards the door.

It was then that I noticed there were no other customers in the store. The four of us were alone. Had Dawn done that?

Taylor reached the door and pulled – it barely budged. Locked. Yes, she did
,
 I realized. My former boss had had the foresight of mind to clear the store for this. It was almost as if she was urging me on, asking me to add Taylor to our harem.

“Okay, this isn't funny,” Taylor said, turning around. “Open this fucking door, you freaks! Let me out of here!”

“Not unless Master says so,” Dawn said, arms crossed beneath her ample breasts.

Taylor shook her head, as if this was all some bad vision she was having and would disappear the moment she closed her eyes. “What the fuck is this? Did you brainwash these women? Are they your sex slaves?”

“We're his priestesses,” Jessica whispered, in hushed tones of awe.

“You are such
 a loser.” Taylor was fuming now, advancing on me with a vengeance. It was going to come to blows any second now – either she was going to hit me or my coworkers were going to step in and get hit. Neither of those options sounded appealing to me.

“I can't believe you're so lame that you have to brainwash
 women to get them to sleep with you. I'm going to call the fucking police...”

She trailed off mid-sentence, looking for all the world like someone who can't remember where they put their keys. Her mouth worked slowly, in silence.

With the barest of mental touches, I had run my will around the edge of her hole – giving her just a tiny taste of what I was capable of.

“Oh,” she said flatly, then: “Ohhhhh
. Oh that feels good
.” She stared dreamily, looking from me to my coworkers and back again. “What the hell did you do to me?”

I wasn't entirely sure. I had never done this before: the other times I'd opened a channel into someone's mind, I'd immediately forced my will inside them, snapping their resistance and instantly making them my obedient slave. I wasn't doing that with Taylor – instead, I was playing
 with her. Savoring the moment, knowing in my heart of hearts she was already mine. It was too late to turn back now.

Touching her mind, holding my control there, I could just feel more of her – it was like the difference between steering a remote-control car and a Ferrari. In an instant, I realized I could do anything to her. Anything I wanted.

I gave her a little push.

“What are you...I...” Taylor's hands came up to cup her mouth as tears gleamed in her eyes. “Oh God!”

My subordinates watched, confused, as streams of salty tears starting their way down Taylor's face.

“I'm...I'm so sorry!” Her voice was a sob. “I can't believe I said all those things to you! I've been so awful – oh God, I'm so ashamed!”

She wasn't lying: her cheeks burned with shame. I was pressing on her emotions, forcing
 her to feel bad about the way she had treated me.

“I can barely even look at you, Joel...how can you stand to be in the same room with me? I've been such a bitch
, I've been a total cunt
...God fucking dammit!”

Her fist came down on a counter top. Over the years we had dated, I'd seen Taylor in dozens of different moods – but I'd never seen her like this. I started working my will inside her, slowly, playfully.

“I've been so bad to you....mmh, so fucking bad...” Taylor licked her lips, her eyes taking on a glazed cast. I noted with approval that she'd parted her legs and her back was beginning to arch with pleasure.

“I've been so bad, Joel...oh fuck, that feels so wonderful...how can you make me feel so good when I've been so bad to you?”

I didn't have an answer for that. I pushed myself deeper inside, inch by wonderful inch.

“Fuck, how are you even doing this – you aren't even touching me! Oh wow, oh fuck...I think I might...oh God I'm going to come, aren't I?”

“If I make you come,” I said, my voice husky from the strain of holding back my will, “I won't be able to stop.”

“Please, I want to come! I don't care – do whatever you did to these girls to me! I want to make things up to you, Joel: I miss you so much! I love you so much right now it hurts – if I wasn't about to come I'd be doubled over! Please don't stop, baby, please!
”

I had no way of knowing how much of what she was saying was true: in a perfect world, she'd mean all of it, but my influence was already deep inside her, convincing her to say the things I wanted to hear. Still, it didn't mean I didn't love hearing them. My cock was throbbing in my boxers, achingly hard at the thought of being inside Taylor again.

I grinned, and with a final thrust filled her with my will, just as I'd done to Dawn and Jessica. I opened yet another of what The Star Code
 called the “holes of Creation,” and what scared me wasn't the awesome depth of that power. It was how much I was starting to like it.

Taylor's body bent like a bow as she came, crying out my name with tears streaming down her cheeks, causing her makeup to run, leaving ugly smears down her pretty face that just made me even hotter for her. If it wasn't for my influence holding her up, she would've collapsed to the floor. I was thankful as hell Dawn had cleared the store: there was no way to muffle that scream, or hide the fact that the person doing it was experiencing the purest, sheet-clawing orgasm of their life.

As she came down from her high, I was already there, working at the buckle of my belt. She blinked and her eyes cleared, her gaze focusing on me with a love I had never seen a human being have for another. It was perfect, like she could stare at my face for the rest of her life and want for nothing else. It was like she was staring at God – and I guess that in a sense, she was.

“Joel,” she whispered as I took her in my arms. “Master.”

“I want you so bad,” I murmured, hiking up her skirt.

“Please take me, Master,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “My body is yours.”

Dawn and Jessica were watching, but I didn't care – I wouldn't have cared if there were a whole crowd watching us. I grabbed Taylor under her ass and carried her across the room as she gave a little squeal of delight, setting her down on a table a few feet away. Her skirt was on the longer side but she had it up around her waist in a flash, exposing a pair of pale pink panties to the world. As I watched, she pulled them to the side – she needed me inside of her so quickly, she couldn't spare the time to take them off. We were both still almost fully-clothed, like animals who couldn't spare a single moment wait before fucking.

My cock was out of my pants, standing up and so hard it hurt. I stepped forward and slid inside her. The feeling was at once new and so familiar – the old ache filling me as I stretched her walls with my entry. The contact was electric; I felt Taylor first go rigid, then start writhing and moaning beneath me, her whole body focused on giving me as much pleasure as possible. She sat up and took my chin in her hand, kissing me deeply as I worked within her.

“You love being fucked by me,” I said when we broke contact.

“Yes, Master,” she groaned. “I love the way you feel inside me. Does my pussy make you feel good?”

“Call me Joel,” I commanded her.

“Yes Joel,” she whispered. “I love you so much, Joel. I want to make you come inside me every day. Does my pussy still feel as tight and wet as it used to?”

My thrusting was all the response to that she needed.

“Do you want me to come in you?” I asked, teasing her deliberately – I already knew the answer.

“Fuck yes I do!”

“I thought you were trying to get pregnant,” I said. “I mean, you're definitely not on the pill, right?”

“Mmh, I'm completely unprotected,” she groaned, grinding against me until every thrust buried me inside her to the hilt. “I don't know if its my day, but I feel so fertile right now, Joel! I feel like a real woman. I know if you spray me down right now you'll knock me up! Is that what you want to hear, stud?”

It was. In an instant I was coming, burst after burst of hot come draining from my balls, coating her walls with my seed. I pulled her close against me, so tight I was practically wearing her, and groaned as I ground out the last few thrusts inside her, milking her pussy for every drop of pleasure it could give me. The old Taylor had always hated that, saying she felt like an object when I did it – but now she had no objections.

“Oh God, that was incredible,” she panted when I was done. “Was it good for you? Did I make you happy?”

“Taylor,” I said, leaning back, “you've made me the happiest man on the planet.”

She giggled with delight, then glanced past me with an ashamed look. “I'm so sorry I said those things to you two. Those names I called you were completely out of line.”

“Don't worry about it,” Dawn said. Both girls were grinning, leaned back against the wall with satisfied looks on their faces. They had watched the whole thing. Watching me break in a new girl
, I thought.

“And this place...” Taylor looked around, smoothing down her skirt. “It's so... wonderful! I know this is sudden, but I just have to ask: you don't have any job openings, do you?”

Dawn laughed. “I'll have to ask the owner.” She turned to me. “Master?”

“Oh, she can definitely
 stay,” I said.

“You can stay,” she said, turning back to Taylor.

Tears again beaded in Taylor's eyes, and this time I had nothing to do with them. “This is the best day of my life,” she said.

“Oh honey,” Jessica said with a smile, “from now on, every
 day is the best day of your life.”

I watched as my coworkers – once a harem of two, now increased to three – embraced. As I watched the curves of their bodies move, laughs spilling from their pouty lips as they sealed the bond of their sisterhood, I realized something about myself: I wasn't going to stop. Three girls were nice, but I wanted more. Dawn, Jessica, Taylor: I'd made them happy
, happier than they had ever been. It would be selfish of me to keep that gift from the world.

And if I got laid like crazy along the way, well: I deserved it, right?

And I had an idea of what my next move would be. I had formed a sisterhood? Great. I could think of a couple sisterhoods in the area that could use my expertise.

“Jessica,” I said with a naughty smile. “Tell me about some of the sororities on your campus....”


Hypnotic Homewreckers (The Complete Bundle)
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Ruining the Perfect Couple (Hypnotic Homewreckers Book One)

Neil Bimbeau


I'm a monster.

I know you've heard that before. It's become a cliché at this point; a way of humanizing a villain by having them start their monologue with a declaration of their own debauchery. It's practically unheard of at this point to not
 have a villain who's self-hating. But I don't hate myself – in fact, I fucking love myself. And you would too, if you met me. Whether you wanted to or not.

You see, ever since I was a girl I've had this ability. It took me a long time to realize it; to understand that not everyone
 had parents that waited on them hand and foot, that most people would never experience the simple of joy of having their teachers, doctors and other sundry authority figures at their beck and call, willing to let them have their way on everything they want. The first time I cracked open a book and read the word 'hypnosis', it was like a puzzle that I had never known I was part of until it was solved. I was a hypnotist; and everyone else wasn't. Simple as that.

Of course, my first intentional subject was myself. Self-hypnosis is something I do so often and frequently that I've become an expert at it, using it to shape my very identity. I wake up every morning feeling like I've slept in, when in reality I get on the treadmill and do my yoga, all in a trance. I eat salad and rice cakes, and my brain tells me I'm biting into hamburgers and ice cream. I have the body of a model and as far as I know, I don't do any work to maintain it. And thanks to a few choice encounters with some wealthy but weak-willed financiers, I have enough money to do whatever I want. I could walk the runways in Milan, spend my weekends dancing my way through every nightclub in Paris, climb a goddamn mountain if the urge struck me.

So why am I in the middle of suburbia, seducing strangers?

Well, simply put, its because I'm a monster. There's something bent inside of me, broken at the joint. I'm hot, I'm funny, quite frankly I'm an amazing fucking hypnotic goddess, but there's only one thing that really makes me happy: taking what other people have. Maybe its the spoils of my fucked-up childhood, maybe its genetics rearing its ugly head, but however you slice it its true: I come harder than anything in the world from fucking men I can't have. Men who've been happily married for years, men who've never even let the thought of being unfaithful enter their heads, for whom the phrase “Ashley Madison” just sounds like two first names.

Men like Bruce, who is currently standing in his bathroom, stroking his cock helplessly as he stares down at the nude photos I sent of myself to his phone a few minutes ago. I moved in next door to Bruce and his lovely wife Danielle a few weeks ago, and they're one of the most perfect couples I've ever met. Warm, friendly, loving. One peek into their heads revealed a happy marriage full of deep, committed feelings, with nary a storm cloud to be seen.

Ten minutes after I met them, I knew I was going to have to destroy them.

So, I got myself invited to one of their barbecues, and slipped inside Bruce's head, unlocking him even as we made conversation over our terrible light beers. By the time I left the party, I had every guy's mind focused on my body – and nobody more than poor Bruce. I was bait he swallowed hook, line and sinker.

And what a piece of bait, if I don't mind saying so. I snapped those selfies right after I got out of the shower, my body still dripping wet and oh so inviting. My self-hypnosis regimen has given me a body to die for, and I keep everything on point – from my firm, high breasts to the perfectly round ass I've spent countless trances sculpting through squats and cardio. My pussy, on display for his viewing pleasure, is perfectly trimmed – not to mention oh so tight. (One of my first tricks was training my body to do Kegels exercises whenever I have a bit of downtime – no thought required).

My excavation into his head let me tailor things a bit to his specific likes and dislikes. Honestly, who needs to watch porn to stay up on what men like when you can see straight inside their heads? Poor Bruce secretly wishes his wife sucked his cock a little bit more, so I made sure to make my last pic one I'd composed just for him – a snap of me from the nose down, a cherry-red popsicle between my plump lips. As they wrapped around it in a perfect little 'o' of delight, juices dripped down between my breasts.

I'd added a caption: wish u were here ;)
 I'm sure he got the message. In fact, I'm hoping that's the picture he's jerking it to, right now.

I've made sure his wife isn't home (a quick suggestion at the same party got her to take a day trip to see her parents a few hours away), so I get myself battle-ready. I take my seductions as seriously as a soldier going to war; like me, everything about them needs to be totally on point. I choose a tight black mini-dress, cut almost criminally low in front, and matching fuck-me heels. Black thong underwear goes on beneath, since I know Bruce isn't one of those 'no panties' guys. No bra, I don't need one. My nipples, trained like Pavlov's dogs, stiffen effortlessly the instant they're within the thin fabric – perfect.

Then its on to makeup – not too much, just enough to augment my natural highlights. I mostly focus on the eyes and the lips – they're what men will be looking at while they're watching a girl suck them off, after all. Dark eyeshadow to set off my piercing eyes, then, and a dark red, glossy lipstick that I just know will rub off on his cock as I taste it.

When all this is done, I'm feeling amazing – a walking wet dream, ready to seduce and destroy. God, I feel so alive – I live for these moments, I really do. The pause right before the lion chases down and tears into the gazelle; except in this case its the gazelle planning to mount the lion. I feel powerful, at ease, completely in control of the world.

I wish they already had kids – that would be the only thing that could make this sweeter.

The front door is unlocked when I make my way next door – I can feel the corner of my mouth curling up in a smile. Was that unintentional, or his subconscious mind hoping I'd try to come over? Either way, I slip inside quietly, heels sinking into the plush carpet of the entryway.

Its hard not to whistle. Even though I've been here before, the Fishers have one hell of a nice house – its easy to see where Bruce's paychecks have been put to use. A spacious living room and modern entertainment center gives way to a top-of-the-line kitchen with granite counters, backsplashing and chrome fixtures. I like to take a moment to appreciate fine work, wherever I happen to see it.

Upstairs, I can hear faint groaning coming through the walls – Bruce, hard at work. It gets louder as I get closer, until I'm edging aside the bathroom door to see him standing there, his back to me as he stares down at the present I sent him.

If the rest of the house is top-notch, the master bathroom is certainly the centerpiece of it all – it looks like it was designed for pleasure by some Roman oligarch transported to modern times. Everything from the mirrored walls to the large, open shower lined with benches to the jacuzzi tucked conspicuously into one corner of the space fills my mind with all sorts of potential activities.

Speaking of which, the sight of Bruce rubbing his cock does the same thing for me, even from behind. Looks aren't as important to me as the home situation when it comes to staking out a conquest, but it always helps when my intended victim is a looker – and Bruce certainly was that. If he wasn't such a faithful goody-goody, he'd be the perfect age to take advantage of all those young girls in his neighborhood with daddy issues. Dimly, I wonder what kind of exercise regimen keeps him so lean, yet muscled.

Suddenly, he sees me – must've been all those mirrors – and turns around, cock in one hand and his phone in the other. He takes one look at me and I can see the guilt, mixed with the overpowering lust. It's an intoxicating combination that's one of my very favorite emotions to taste, and I can't help but reach out and stroke his mind a bit as his eyes go wide and the phone clatters to the tile floor.

God, that feels good.

“Charlotte? You, you can't be here...”

To his credit, he's at least trying
 to resist. I kind of like it that way. He looks at me like he's not sure what to make of me, like I'm a fantasy come to life – which, for him, I am.

“I couldn't stay over there alone,” I whisper, closing the distance between us. “Not when I knew exactly what you'd be doing with those pictures.”

His face turns crimson. “Oh God,” he says. “You can't tell Danielle. I would never...I don't know why I'm doing this...”

I put a finger to his lips. “Shh. You don't need to say a word, Bruce. I know exactly what you want. I've known it since the moment I laid eyes on you...”

With that, I'm on my knees, slinking to the floor. His cock goes from my waist to eye level, and from this close I can see the fat purple head beading with pre-cum. It's a nice cock, too – but then, I knew that from my scavenging in Danielle's head. I can practically smell it from here – musky, with the faint masculine tang of whatever soap he uses.

For an instant, it actually looks like he might bolt and run. “No, you can't,” he manages to stammer. “We can't do this...”

“Of course we can,” I say, practically laughing. “Come on – this is exactly what you were thinking of when you saw those pictures I took for you, isn't it?” I should know
, I think. I put them there.

“I can't,” he says – but his cock is inching forward, towards my waiting lips. “Danielle would kill me.”

“She probably will,” I say with a giggle. “But it'll be worth it. After all, you're a real man, Bruce. I could tell that the second I looked at you. And real men take
 what they want. Aren't you a real man, Bruce?”

“Yes,” he says.

I pout, puckering my lips. It puts me even closer, so that my head is practically in his crotch. “Don't you want me?”

“Oh fuck yes,” he says. I can tell – he's practically throbbing with need. My tentacles are in him deep, stoking his passion, but honestly at this point I could probably pull them out entirely and still have him eating out of my hand (or wherever I choose). “I've never wanted any woman so much...”

“Then let me make you feel like a real man,” I say, and lick the tip of his cock.

His whole body goes rigid and a moan of pleasure escapes from his lips. His mouth moves soundlessly as he grasps at his last, fading strands of resistance. He's mine, now – he'll consent to whatever twisted fucking I want him to do.

Oh, but I want him to do much more than that.

“Does Danielle do this for you?” I ask, just before I roll my tongue around his glans and suck at it gently. “Does she suck cock as good as I do?”

He bites his lip and stares down, basking in the sight of me kneeling submissively before him. But he doesn't say anything.

In response, I pull away, repressing a smile as his cock follows me, trying to get back between my lips. I take it gently in my hand and hold it at bay. When I speak, there's a hint of iron in my voice. “Does she
?”

“No,” he whispers after a second.

“Then say it,” I say teasingly. “Say 'you suck cock better than my wife, Charlotte.'”

There's an instant of resistance – but only an instant. The thought of being back in my mouth consumes him. “You suck cock better than my wife, Charlotte,” he says.

“That's a real man,” I say. Time for your reward.
 I slide him all the way into my mouth, deep-throating him to the base. He lets out a surprised cry; I really do
 suck cock better than his wife. She's never done anything like that.

I go at it for a while, alternating deep, throaty sucks with tongue action, teasing the underside of his head and generally making his cock slick with my saliva. He's enraptured, looking down at me like he's never seen anything so wonderful before. This is a reward for me, too – unlike most bitches, I love
 the feel of a fat prick in my mouth – and I always swallow. I can't remember if I hypnotized these feelings into myself or if I was born with them, but it doesn't really matter – the end result is the same. Another sex act to add to my arsenal: dick-sucking game that is A1.

I pull back when I taste the salty tang of pre-cum on my tongue: he's getting ready to blow and I don't want that to happen for a while. Not until I can use it to corrupt him, at least.

I pick up the phone from the tile, keeping my eyes locked upward towards his the entire time. I hand it up to him and he takes it like he's never seen the goddamn thing before, like its some exotic animal that both excites and frightens him.

“Take a picture,” I say with an air of command. “Take a picture of my mouth around your cock.”

I slide him back into my mouth and look up at the camera, making a perfect good-girl pout around his cock. I hear the click of the camera shutter activating.

“Let me see.” He turns it so I can see the picture – its perfect. If it was the promo picture for a porn video, men (and women) would be lining up to shell out money for it.

“Take another one,” I say. “This time of me licking it.”

I work my tongue around his sensitive, throbbing head, waiting for the camera to click. Finally, it does.

“Show me.”

He turns so that I can see – again, another Hustler-worthy pic.

“I'm so pretty with your dick in my mouth,” I whisper coquettishly, peering up at him through my lashes. “Aren't I prettier than your wife?”

“Yes,” he says, this time without hesitation. “God, you're so gorgeous. You could be a fucking model...”

I bite my lip and look up at him. “I'm all yours, Bruce. I'm prettier than her, I'm better at serving your cock...”

He nods mutely. I press gently on his mind with my will, gearing up for the take down.

“So,” I giggle, as if the thought just occurred to me, “why are you with that bitch?”

He gives a start – the thought has never occurred to him before. Until I came along, it was probably impossible for him to even think of it. “I...she's my wife...”

“So? I'm better than her in every way. Don't say 'she makes me happy' either, Bruce – we both know there's nothing that makes a man happy like having his cock in some sweet young thing's mouth.”


His
 mouth works like he's trying to come up with a response, but I head that off at the pass, cutting him off.

“Real
 men don't let bitches like Danielle tie them down. Real men eat girls like me for breakfast every morning.” I start stroking him as I talk, just to reinforce the programming. “You'd be so much better off without her. There's so many naughty girls, just in this neighborhood, who'd treat you better than that bitch.”

He shakes his head, like I'm some bad dream he can just make go away Too late for that,
 I think with a smirk. “No. No, you're wrong...”

“I'm right, Bruce, and you know it.” My tongue snakes out, making him stiffen with pleasure. “You could be doing so much better. Young little sluts like me do everything; you can pin us up against the wall and fuck us until we can't walk the next day. And you know what we'll let you do?”

It's my trump card; the one thing I know from probing his mind he's always fantasized about. Under different circumstances, he might have confessed it to Danielle over drinks – I'm sure she probably would have done it – but here its just the wedge I need.

“No,” he finally says. “What?”

“They let you come in their face,” I say, redoubling my strokes. He hisses an intake of breath, like I've just touched a nerve. “Don't you want to come on my sweet little face, Bruce?”

“I have
 to,” he says, staring down at me with an intensity that would be terrifying if I wasn't in complete control. “I need it.”

“Just say the words, baby,” I whisper, letting a little bit of a pleasure-squeak enter my tone. “And you can come all over me. You can mark
 me as yours – one of many, I'm sure.”

He's gone now; so far gone. “What do you want me to say.”

“Say, 'my wife's a bitch',” I say nastily.

“My wife's a...oh!” He groans, stiffening as I start in on the real
 stroking. “My wife's a bitch.”

“My wife has done nothing but hold me back,” I say, giving the head of his cock a slow, leisurely kiss once the words are out of my mouth.

“That bitch has done nothing but hold me back,” he says huskily. Not the exact words, but its the thought that counts.

“'I don't love my wife',” I say as I break contact.

“I don't love my wife.”

“'Charlotte is so much better than my wife.'”

I can feel his balls tightening against his thighs – without my hypnotic influence, he'd already be coming. “Charlotte is so much better than my wife.”

As I reward, I take him all the way down my throat and come back gagging. When I'm recovered, I whimper: “I love Charlotte.”

“I love Charlotte.”


Now to finish it
. “Last one – as soon as you say this one, I want you to blow all over my face as hard as you fucking can, you understand stud?”

He nods.

“'I'm going to divorce Danielle,'” I say with a wolf's smile, “and from now on, do whatever Charlotte tells me.”

“I'm going to divorce that bitch,” he says, eyes gleaming with trance, “and from now on, whatever you say goes, Charlotte. I love you so much, baby...”

“I love you too, Bruce,” and in that moment, just for a moment, I honestly do. It's that moment, more than anything else, I do all this for. “Come for me.”

He does. His eyes shut tight, his body goes rigid, then his cock gets granite hard and erupts like a geyser, shooting burst after burst of hot, sticky come all over me. I'm not shy about it – if anything, I'm a little bit of a cumslut – so I bask in it, letting it splatter all over my face, neck, breasts, coating my cleavage and dripping all over the dark black of my gown. It's going to stain, but fuck if I care. I bet his wife has never made him come like this
, I think.

When it's all over, he looks down at me with that emotion I've grown most fond of from my victims. Pure, unalloyed love. Bruce is mine, body and soul, and he'd be happy to trade everything for me.

Just where I want him.

“How do I look?” I ask, posing a bit for him, lips pressed together in a kissy face.

“Outstanding,” he says.

“Take another picture,” I say, not having to command this time. “A little souvenir of our first time together.”

Grinning, he does, snapping a couple choice shots of my glazed face until he gets one that's just right.

“Now,” I say, “I want you to send those to your wife.”

He looks at me, mouth slightly open, for all the world like a kid who's about to do something he knows he might get into trouble for – but does anyway. “All of them?”

I nod. “All of them. In the order you took them.”

It only takes a few moments for him to set it up and hit SEND.

“Well,” I say, letting him help me to my feet, “by my estimate we've got about three hours before she gets here. We should probably make the most of them, no?”

He grins like a wolf guarding the henhouse, his cock already beginning to stiffen. “Anything you say, Charlotte.”

A triumphant smile spreads across my face as I walk past him to the shower, feeling his eyes on my ass as I let my dress tumble to the floor. He hasn't gotten to experience that yet, but he will – he'll be worshiping it soon enough. For the next three hours, I'm going to put Bruce to work – if I don't have at least six orgasms by then, there's no way I can consider this a job truly well-done.

He follows me in, like a man who has no idea how brief his fun is going to be. Unfortunately, Bruce is going to look around at the conclusion of this romp to find me gone, just before his vengeful wife gets home. But, I liked him a little bit more than most of my conquests, so I'll make things a bit easier – I've already corrupted him enough as it is. He might be sad about losing me for a while, but I wasn't lying about those neighborhood girls – and now that his moral blinders are off, Bruce is going to be swimming in co-ed pussy from the moment the ink on his divorce papers starts to dry.

What can I say – sometimes I'm not such a monster after all.

He comes to join me, fingers already searching out my most secret crevices, eager to begin his new life.


From Housewife to Hotwife (Hypnotic Homewreckers Book Two)

Neil Bimbeau


“I'm coming – just a minute,” I called, sliding the tray of roast turkey back into the oven and removing my mitts. I had been so absorbed in my task that I hadn't heard the doorbell ringing for some time, and now whoever was out there was hitting it over and over with a sense of urgency.

“Hold your horses!” I said, picking up the pace. Sunlight streamed in through the windows of the foyer, illuminating our expansive living room in the afternoon light. Who could that be? Tom had gotten home an hour ago and was napping upstairs, and we weren't expecting any packages, so none of the possibilities seemed good. I would've let whoever it was give up and go away if they weren't going to wake Tom up with all that ringing. And on his birthday!


Probably some kid selling newspapers,
 I thought as I opened the door.

It was not some kid selling newspapers.

Impossibly white teeth in a face the deep, rich brown of cocoa. A leather vest, open at the front to reveal nothing but muscles beneath. An intoxicating smell, like musk and sweat mixed with warm cinnamon.

“Hello,” the man said, grinning wider as my gaze moved up his chest. “My name is Guilliaume. Might I trouble you to come in for a moment?”

“Guillaume,” I repeated. The word rolled off my lips like the name of some some unusual drug. Suddenly something clicked in the back of my mind. “Oh! You moved into that house down the street, the one that...”

“...One that belonged to Mr. Babs,” he finished, his words effortlessly overtaking mine. “Yes. He is a very nice man. I moved in a few days ago and had not had time to introduce myself before. May I?”

His gesture indicated the living room. For a second I wondered why he wanted to come inside so badly, then common courtesy overrode me. “Uh, sure, of course, come on in,” I said, leading him inside and closing the door. “I'm kind of in the middle of some cooking...”

“Ah,” he said, giving the room a big sniff, “so that is what smells so good. But you don't have a servant for that? After all, this is a wealthy neighborhood.”

The question was remarkably forward, but for some reason I wasn't offended. It felt impossible to be upset at this man, with his over-polite manners and his voice. God, that voice was like chocolate – it had some accent I was unable to place, but when he spoke the syllables just rolled off his tongue like music.

“Normally we do,” I said, still walking towards the kitchen. “But I sent the maid home today. Today is my husband's birthday and I'm cooking him dinner.”

“Ah!” He nodded as if I'd just told him all was right in the world. “This is good! You are a most attentive wife, Mrs...”

“Oh.” I realized I hadn't told him my name. “I'm Catherine.”

“Catherine.” He looked around the room with a disturbing familiarity – as if this was his
 house and I was the one who had barged in during the middle of the day. “This is a very nice home you have, Catherine.”

“Are you married, Mr. Guilliaume?” I don't know what made me ask – simple curiosity, perhaps.

“Oh, no,” he said, taking a seat in the thick leather recliner at the head of the room. “I love women too much to settle for just one.”


What a pig!
 I thought. “Maybe things are different wherever you're from, Guilliaume-”

“I'm from Pennsylvania,” he said with a smile.


Then I'm a monkey's uncle,
 I thought. He wasn't even pronouncing it correctly. “But here we don't talk about women that way, especially in front of the lady of the house.”

I was on the verge of asking him to leave. Hell, I couldn't remember why I'd let him in in the first place. If Tom came down and saw this tall, black man grinning at me, making remarks, practically shirtless? He'd assume the worst…

I had drifted off for a moment. When I came to, Guillaume was looking at my body with a shocking frankness, his head cocked at an angle.

He saw me seeing him see me and smiled a small, secret smile.

“You haven't asked me what I do,” he said quietly.

My blood went cold. Any charm this man had seemed to hold over me when I first opened the door had cooled off. “I don't think I care,” I said, making my tone harsh. “I think you need to leave-”

“There are many rich, beautiful women in this neighborhood,” Guillaume said, removing something from the fold of his vest. “But none of them are as beautiful as you.”

I was trying to remember where I'd stashes the pepper spray Tom had bought me a couple of Christmases ago when I realized what Guillaume held in his hand: a small doll, made of sackcloth.

“Catherine
,” he repeated, a deep bass note coming into his voice. Glancing at his face, I gasped – his eyes had gone white as snow.

He took a silvery pin from his vest and without preamble jabbed it into the doll, directly between the legs.

The effect was immediate and shocking. My legs wobbled beneath me, suddenly unwilling to support my weight. I barely made it to the couch in time; I collapsed onto it, laying there like a slug. I should have been terrified, screaming my lungs out. But I wasn't, because…


Oh. Oh my God.
 I was horny.  It descended on me out of nowhere, like an unexpected storm. My pussy was wetter than a spring morning and practically throbbing with warm, soft need.

I let out a low, wordless moan as he grinned down at me.

He pulled out a second, gleaming pin and ran it up the front of the doll's body. I watched, aroused and fascinated, as he tapped several points on it speculatively, then seemed to come to a decision.

He took the second pin and stabbed it directly into the middle of the doll's forehead.


Oh, fuck
. All at once, the world went...fuzzy. There was no other way to describe it. All the sharp edges went smooth, my body felt warm and comfy like I was wrapped up in a snuggly blanket, and my brain went blank as an empty chalkboard.

Guillaume looked me over like a lion sizing up his latest kill. God, how had I never noticed before now how achingly hot he was? All I wanted was for him to pick me up with those strong muscles and treat me like his personal ragdoll. There was something wrong with that idea, but whatever it was my brain wasn't able to get a grip on it, and even the feeling that something was wrong was beginning to fade. Leaving just little old me, a big, fancy house and one very sexy intruder…

“What the hell is going on here?”

My gaze tore away from Guillaume – oh so reluctantly! - and traveled up the stairs, to where a stocky figure stood glaring down at us. It took a long, staggering moment to remember who this mystery man was.

Guillaume smiled as if everything was going exactly to plan. “Hello! You must be Tom. Come on down,” he said, gesturing to the recliner he'd just stood up from.


Run, Tom
, a little voice in my head screamed. Call the police! Call somebody!


But my husband must have felt safe. This was his house, and other than me splayed on the couch nothing overtly sinister was going on. He took the stairs two at a time, storming down them with a fury.

“I heard you cry out, Catherine,” he said, his eyes following me as he entered the room. “Are you alright?”

“She's better than alright,” Guillaume said with a sneer. “She's riding high right now while her body makes itself ready for me.”

Tom's eyes narrowed. “You're that guy from down the street,” he finally proclaimed. “What were you doing to my wife?”

He smiled and slowly removed the doll from his vest pocket. The two pins gleamed in the mid-afternoon light.

“A little magic,” Guillaume said. He pointed to the pin between the doll's legs, then the one in its head. “This one puts her body into heat, and this
 one makes her want to worship me.”

Tom stared at the man as if he'd suddenly grown a second head. “I think you need to leave, right now. Before I call the police.” He headed towards the front door and swung it open – turning his back on Guillaume.


No!
 my mind cried silently.

Just as he turned back to face Guillaume, the tall man pulled a second doll from his vest, grinned, and jabbed a pin through its lower back.

Tom's face screwed up in confusion as his legs gave way underneath him. He tumbled to the ground, clutching his back and groaning like a man twice his age.

He looked up just in time to see Guillaume stick a second pin through the doll's head.

A thin wheeze escaped my husband's mouth. His head moved on a swivel to where I lay, blissed out on the couch. I knew that look he was giving me, even though I hadn't seen it in years – it was pure, primal hunger, the kind he'd shown on our wedding night when he'd fucked me like he owned me. Normally a look like that would have had me creaming my panties, but I only had eyes for Guillaume.

“This one,” Guillaume said, a teasing note in his tone, “is quite the opposite, however. See how the pin enters the doll through the reverse route? Your body is shutting down its sex, even as your brain is on fire with fantasy. You couldn't get hard if the goddess herself took you in her mouth. The spirit is willing, but the flesh...” Guillaume flashed a wicked smile. “Is weak.”

Tom's eyes widened in horror as he began to comprehend the situation he was in. How had all this gone so wrong? Ten minutes ago I was fixing dinner and he was napping, and we were both looking forward to a quiet birthday in. Now he was writhing in frustrated impotence and I...I was in heat, and I knew there was only one thing that could satisfy me.

Guillaume's hot, hung manhood.

“Sit in this chair,” Guillaume commanded my husband, patting his leather recliner. “You're going to watch.”

Tom's body moved of its own accord, jerkily rising to its feet and stumbling across the room. My husband's eyes shown with a mixture of lust, fear and hatred. He plopped down in the chair with an audible thud.

“What are you going to do?” he asked. It was practically a whisper.

“What you're no longer capable of,” Guillaume said. “I'm going to bend your beautiful little wife over this couch and fuck her.”

A snarl of rage escaped my husband's throat. I'm ashamed to admit it, but at hearing those words, at hearing Guillaume declare he was about to fuck me, knowing I couldn't do a thing to stop him – it sent shudders of pleasure through my body. My years of faithfulness to Tom, all the memories and trials and secrets we shared...I couldn't have given a damn about any of them if I tried. I needed to be fucked, and there was only one man in the house capable of giving me what I needed.

“She...she'll never do that,” Tom muttered through clenched teeth. “You'll have to rape her, you bastard...”

Guillaume tossed his head back and laughed. “Rape? I've never raped a woman in my life.”

He pointed at me; it was like being struck by lightning. Suddenly all my faculties were in order, my mind was clear, and my pulse was racing.

“Catherine,” he said, his tone a warm herald of things to come. “Come over here and show your husband how hard I have to force you.”

I knew exactly what he was asking. It was the sort of thing I only did for Tom on special occasions and with a little bit of prodding – but with Guillaume, every moment was a special occasion. I came crawling across the living room, on my knees, licking my lips like a video whore. My husband's face was indescribable.

When I reached Guillaume, my hands here at the clasp of his pants. They were leather, like his vest, and were so tight they fit him like a second skin. Every curve of his rapidly hardening bulge was visible as I worked him free; still I couldn't stop myself from gasping when his shaft slid out into the open air. He was just so fucking big
. How was I going to take all that inside of me?

Guillaume could see the question written on my face. He smiled. “Pleasure me, slut,” he commanded – and instantly, all my doubt vanished.

I was
 a slut. A cheating, nasty slut. And nasty sluts could take any cock inside of them…

“Catherine, no!” My husband squirmed in his chair, but any attempt to rise was useless – he was stuck to it as surely as if one of Guillaume's pins held him to the seat.

“She's never had anything like this before,” Guillaume said tauntingly. “She can't wait to get her lips around it – can you, slut?”

The words left my mouth like I had no control over them. “I can't,” I said, my hunger evident in my tone. “I want you inside me, Master. I want you to make me feel like my husband never could.”

“Aaaaghh!” Spittle flew from Tom's mouth. If he could have gotten up, I believe he would have beaten our new visitor to death – but of course, he was powerless. Helpless. Just like me.

I opened my mouth and took Guillaume inside me. His cock wasn't just long, it was thick, and it took several moments of relaxing my throat to fit him inside me. But finally, he was buried in me, stretching my mouth wide.

“That is a good girl,” Guillaume said, stroking my hair. “Good little slut.”

I shuddered in ecstasy, the praise hitting my brain like a drug. My head bobbed as I took him deep inside me, sucking him like a good little slut. From the periphery I could hear Tom sputtering, cursing, swearing vengeance on Guillaume. I barely paid attention. I knew it was all hollow – nothing could stop this man. He'd come into my life fifteen minutes ago and I was already his devoted slave.

I couldn't wait for him to fuck me.

Guillaume must've been thinking the same thing, because after a few more dick-wetting strokes with my tongue he pulled me away roughly. I groaned in frustration, eager to taste him again.

“Enough,” he said, pulling me to my feet. “It's time to put my seed in you.”


Oh God, his seed!
 It wasn't my fertile time of the month, thank goodness, so I was pretty safe, but still – the thought of him blasting his unprotected load inside of me, possibly making me pregnant with his child…

I shuddered. Actually that sounded fucking hot.

He bent me over the opposite end of the couch, making sure Tom got a good view of my body on pornographic display. Guillaume tore off my shirt with a smooth stroke and yanked up my skirt, pulling my panties to the side with his slender fingers.

I locked eyes with Tom. He seemed just on the verge of staying something, then his mouth closed and his head dropped. He was broken, beaten. His wife was about to get railed by a more worthy, powerful alpha male – and he couldn't even get hard as he watched me get violated.

Then Guillaume was in me, and none of that mattered. Nothing mattered except his hands around my waist, his voice in my ear, his cock splitting me open like a good little whore.

“Oh, she feels good,” Guillaume said after a few hard, fast strokes – testing me out, I realized. “So soft and wet for me...yes, I really do believe she's the sweetest slut in the whole neighborhood.”

He thrust inside me again, making me moan with delight. “She's so young, and right now she's making herself so fertile
 for me, aren't you Catherine?”

The word exploded like a firecracker in my brain. I could feel my body responding, going into heat. I did feel fertile – like a field ready to be planted, a dry river valley waiting for the flood that would give it green, rich life. My very being was responding to Guillaume's commands, sending my ovaries into overdrive at his whim.

Tom was aghast. “No. No, it's not her time...”

“Oh fuck, yes it is!” I cried, gasping as I gripped the couch with white knuckles, struggling to stay upright under the pounding my pussy was taking. “I can feel myself ovulating, Tom!”

His voice was barely above a whisper. “That's impossible...”

Guillaume gave a harsh laugh. “Yesterday you would have said all this was impossible. And your wife would have said the pleasure she's feeling right now was impossible. Isn't that right?”

“Yes! Oh jesus fuck yes!” My brain was delirious; I had lost all control over what came out of my mouth. “I'm so fucking fertile, Guillaume! Please shoot that big load in me, make me pregnant with your child – I'm worthy of it! Please, I'll be such a good little slut for you!”

“You see that?” Guillaume was plainly enjoying this display of dominance. “See how a real woman begs for the seed of a true alpha male. She's going to come for me the instant she feels it inside of her, too.”

“Please, Catherine...” Tom's tone was wheedling, begging. It disgusted me. “Don't do this...”

“Shut the fuck up, Tom!” I was past the point of no return, and I could tell by the hard, shallow thrusts that Guillaume was about to give me the reward I so richly deserved. “Don't you spoil a goddamn second of this for me! Just be a good little beta bitch and watch me come!”

He finally fell silent.

With a roar, Guillaume came inside me, his balls bursting with rich, sticky seed. The feel of it, filling me to the brim, coating my clit, sent me into a tailspin that ended with me climaxing in huge, shuddering sobs, clinging onto the couch to keep from falling. It lasted longer than any orgasm I could remember.

Even as it subsided, Guillaume continued to come inside me. Holy shit,
 I thought, I've never felt so much before…
 I was going to be dripping everywhere when he was done with me. Just the thought nearly made me come again on the spot.

Finally he finished, pulling himself from me and wiping the head of his cock on my ass cheek. From any other man it would have been degrading; for him I was just glad I could assist in any way. His cock, that luscious rod of pleasure, disappeared back into his pants.

“Well, it was nice to meet you both,” he said, flashing another of those pearly white smiles, “but I really must be getting back. Thank you both for your hospitality – I cannot wait to meet some of the other neighbors.”

I lay on the couch, panting, and basking in afterglow. Tom looked deranged.

At the door, Guillaume produced the two dolls, yanked out the pins, and slid them back into his vest. “Have a lovely day,” he said.

The door slammed shut.

In an instant, I was in Tom's arms, shuddering and sobbing. We clutched each other as tears ran down his face, as he swore revenge against that bastard, promised me he'd never be able to hurt me again. I pressed myself deep into his chest, sobbing – but unlike him, my sobs weren't from despair. He couldn't see, but I was smiling.

After all, I certainly felt
 fertile – but who's to say? A think like that could take a dozen tries…

I was already planning when I could sneak away and see Guillaume next.


The Woman on the Screen (The Girl App Book One)

Neil Bimbeau



Oh wow,
 I thought. She's hot.


Staring at the woman on the screen, I felt a sudden stiffness in my cock as it rose against my boxers, poking up against the comforter. The woman was exactly the way I liked – it was like someone had reached into the deepest, darkest caveman part of my brain and pulled out my perfect bimbo fantasy. Long blonde hair cascaded down, framing a face with soft, puffy lips parted as if mid-groan. Her breasts were massive balloons on her tiny frame, straining against her bra until there was more tit-flesh exposed than not. Her legs were spread, a pair of black panties covering what was otherwise a wet, trimmed slit. If I could have designed a perfect, submissive bimbo slut, I'm not sure I could have done much better.

But it was the face...the face I kept coming back to, despite the erotic banquet on display. It was almost recognizable on that body, with the smooth curves of femininity everywhere for my eyes to feast on, but I knew those eyes – that forehead, those cheekbones.

That was my face.


You make one sexy girl!
 My phone said. Swipe left and right to see some other pictures the Girl App would love to show you!


I had downloaded it on a lark, just for fun. I had just gotten off work, and had class in the morning, so I was kicking around my apartment doing what any college student without a girlfriend was doing on a Sunday night – drinking and looking at Internet porn. I'd been flipping through several video sites on my phone one-handed, glancing at videos with names like “stacked MILF” and “bimbo worshiping cock” - you know, the kind of videos young guys who get off on dominating a girl love. But for a half-hour I hadn't found anything good – it seemed like everything was mislabeled, poorly shot or just terrible. I'd been about to pull out my laptop and scroll up something good from my stash when I'd seen the ad:

Download the Girl App today!

In it, it showed a scrawny, pale guy standing shirtless, then everything except his face went black. Then, his face was attached to the body of a tanned young pornstar with a cock in each hand, tweaked until it looked nearly seamless.

I remember thinking wow, he made a cute girl
 as my finger hovered over the 'DOWNLOAD' button.

A minute later my phone vibrated as I checked my Facebook for any new pictures of cute girls I was friends with. The Girl App 1.0 has been installed!


I took a few shots that the app asked me for – a neutral picture, one of me smiling, one with my mouth open, then a random “wild card” picture. I made one of those silly pursed-lip duck faces vapid little bimbo sluts were always making in their selfies, trying not to think of how much that face appealed to me in real life.

The results, well...I was looking at them. And they were pretty damn spectacular.

Swiping to the left brought up an image that was the virtual duplicate of the one I'd seen on the advertisement, except this time it was me
 holding two cocks in my fingers and looking like I was ready for more. How did they get that facial expression?
 I wondered. The photoshopped me was licking her lips like she was about to gobble those dicks up, but I hadn't made a face like that in my profile pictures.

Another swipe and I was looking at a shot of bimbo me lying on a sunny beach, sand sticking to my tanned skin. A barely-there bikini exposed an indecent amount of my round, firm tits and bubblicious ass.


God damn she is hot,
 I thought. I'm hot.


I had never been what you'd call attractive – I do alright for myself in terms of women (besides this little slump I'd gotten myself into), but I was more schlub than hunk. Functional, not fashionable. I'd never thought of myself as an object of desire before.

This girl though...god damn, she could stop traffic with those tits.

I scrolled to the final picture and my breath caught in my throat. It was her – me – spread-eagle on a table, fucking some anonymous stud reverse-cowgirl. This particular image was actually a short, looping video clip; as I watched, the bimbo bounced up and down on his dick, mouth open in a silent moan of pleasure. Her tits bobbed up and down with the motion, hypnotically.

God, that looked good. I was stroking myself before I could even think of how weird it was. I imagined myself as that anonymous jock, being rode by a sexy blonde bimbo – a bimbo who just so happened to have my face. What was it they said about genetic attraction? I vaguely remembered reading something about that, how family members who had been raised by other people and hadn't met until they were adults were incredibly attracted to each other, something to do with genetics...maybe that's what was happening to me. I couldn't really think about it, because what I was
 thinking is how much I'd like to fuck that bimbo, hard.

But as I felt my balls tighten and that pleasant ache in my shaft that let me know climax was approaching, a strange thing happened. All of a sudden it was like my thoughts had shifted onto a different track. I couldn't thinking about railing that chick – all I could think about was being
 her. How great it would feel to be a tanned, trimmed bimbo slut, riding some stud's mammoth cock as it made my pussy throb in orgasm again and again. Women could have multiple orgasms, I had heard, and I was sure if any woman could it was this naughty slut I was staring at as I beat my meat. I had never felt this way – had never even thought such things before – but suddenly there was nothing hotter to me. The thought of taking a thick, creamy load in my unprotected cunt played in my mind on a loop as I came with a harsh cry, exploding in one of the strongest climaxes I could remember having in forever. My lap, my hand – even the back of the sheets were coated in what felt like an abnormally large amount of thick, sticky come.


Wow, I really liked that,
 I thought, closing the app. My finger hovered over the delete button. It would make sense to get rid of it now that I was done with it, it would've been embarrassing for someone else to find...but I couldn't.


I'll take care of it in the morning
, I told myself, dropping the phone by the bed. I lay back against the pillows and was out almost immediately, falling into a deep, dreamless sleep.

xXx

The sound of my phone's alarm brought me back to consciousness. How long had it been going off? One glance at the sunshine streaming through the window filled me with panic. I was going to be late to class!

I sat up – and immediately fell back down against the pillows. The room spun, everything going all floaty and weird. I felt like I was going to throw up.

After a few seconds, the nausea began to pass, replaced with a hunger unlike any I had ever felt. God! I had eaten dinner the previous night, right?

I rolled to the edge of the bed, still feeling like the room was a merry-go-round I couldn't get off of. I couldn't figure out what was going on. Was I sick? Had I eaten something bad last night? I found my phone and switched the alarm off. When I saw the time, I let out a little groan. I was supposed to be up hours ago.


Well, it was probably for the best,
 I thought. I was definitely sick – no telling how much worse I'd feel if I hadn't slept in. I told myself I'd send my professors an e-mail later and started taking care of my bigger need – food. I was ravenous.

A quick mental inventory of the food in my apartment made me want to hurl, and there was no way I was going out – I was still a little unsure if I could make it out of bed – so I opened up my browser and navigated to the page for the local pizza place I had bookmarked.


Should be there in about thirty minutes,
 I thought, placing the order. Hopefully by then I'd be up, dressed and feeling a little bit more like myself.

After a few seconds, the phone's display winked out. A long-haired monster stared back at me from the black mirror of the screen.

I let out a yelp and rolled over, fully expecting to see some thing waiting behind me. The other side of the bed was blessedly unoccupied. I froze, breathing a small sigh of relief. What was that?

I'm seeing things, I thought.

I picked up the phone and stared at the screen – there it was again. This time I didn't freak out. I held its gaze, waiting for the apparition to break apart and fade out. Nothing happened.

I frowned. So did it.

Turning the phone back on, I navigated to the camera. A nameless anxiety was creeping up my throat, like ice in my gut. Pressing a button switched from the front-camera (currently showing my bedroom wall) to the smaller back camera, used for taking selfies.

I stared at myself for a long moment, fighting the urge to scream. That face...it was me, but it wasn't
.


I'm dreaming
, I thought. This can't be real
.

Parts of the face on the screen were recognizable – my eyes, my nose, the slope of my chin – but everything else had been subtly altered, replacing my masculine features with curvaceous femininity. My lips had swollen up overnight until they looked bee-stung. My hair had gone platinum blonde – and grown nearly a foot. In every detail, I looked exactly like the model I'd seen on the Girl App. The one I had spent last night jerking off to. The one based on me.

Suddenly it all made sense. The Girl App
, I thought, breathing a sigh of relief. That stupid thing is still installed on my phone. It's pranking me somehow.


My relief only lasted a moment. Gingerly, I reached for my hair to confirm it was still short and not blonde. The woman on the screen did the same. In a moment, both of us were staring at a long strand of glowing, effortlessly styled hair…

I dropped the phone and got out of bed. Illness be damned, I had to see the real me. I had to confirm to myself that all this was just madness…

The bathroom was just down the hall. The previous tenant, a vain individual, had installed a full-length mirror against the bathroom closet. Phones can lie, but mirrors always reflect reality – they're just reflecting light. There was no way I looked like this…

I reached the bathroom – and froze. Standing there in the long mirror, wearing my clothes, was a woman who appeared to have stepped right out of a men's magazine.

I stepped closer, my fingers running over my curves. Basic questions, like how could this happen
 and oh god, how do I fix this
 had dropped right out of the back of my head. All I could think, staring at my own reflection, was: holy shit. I'm fucking
 hot.

I had breasts. And they were huge! So huge, in fact, that my t-shirt was stretched around them, struggling to contain them. I lifted the shirt over my head and tossed it to the floor, needing to see more. My tits were high and firm, topped with creamy tan nipples. As I stared, they hardened in the cool air of the bathroom like little pink erasers. Holy shit, they're sensitive
, I thought. My man-nipples had never felt like this.

My boxers were stretched as well – my hips had widened, and the fabric barely fit around my smooth, tanned thighs. Slowly, as if pulling back the sheets on a monster, I slid a thumb under the waistband and pulled them away to peer inside.

I had a pussy. A...vagina, a cunt. And it was perfectly shaved. No hair at all.

“Where did my pubes go?” I blurted, half-hysterical – and clapped a hand to my mouth. The voice that came out was about as close to my normal voice as Adele to karaoke singer. It was half an octave higher, and rich – smoky, even. I stared at my reflection and giggled.

“I'm a girl,” I said, trying out my new voice. “This is insane. I'm a girl.”

I don't know if my mind had been altered by the Girl App as well, but I was surprised at how un-freaked out those words made me feel. A little thrill of excitement shot through me to hear them. The third time, something solidified inside me: it stopped being a question and turned into a statement of fact.

“I'm a girl. Holy shit.”

Was this permanent? It couldn't possibly be, I decided. No phone app could do this – hell, how could a phone app change someone's gender? Maybe I was
 hallucinating – just seeing myself as a woman, because of something the app did to me. As implausible as it sounded, the alternative seemed flat-out impossible.

I took off my boxers and got into the shower. The water was cold at first, then warm against my skin. It felt good, better than usual. My skin felt soft and smooth – running my fingers over my arms and legs, I discovered I had no body hair anywhere beneath my ears. That felt...right, somehow. I hadn't liked hairy women – all my fantasy girls were trimmed, tanned bimbos. I was the kind of girl I'd always dreamed of getting with…


Woah.
 There was a strange feeling creeping up between my legs. Was I getting horny? It felt different – but good. Really, really
 good.

Slowly, I slid a finger between my legs and probed at my new slit, running a finger around it experimentally. The soft, sensitive skin felt amazing against my finger – all I wanted was to probe deeper. I let out a little moan as I slid one, then two fingers inside myself. In seconds I was pumping my pussy with a gentle, rocking rhythm, letting my other fingers slide against my throbbing clit.

“Wow,” I breathed, steam rising from the shower. “Oh wow, oh fuck...”

Was this
 how it felt to be penetrated? Jesus, how did any woman keep from turning into a bimbo slut? Oh, it felt so good. All my cares, my anxieties about this morning melted away as the world grew honey-warm and spinny. I was gasping for breath, sobbing with need when I felt an explosion of pleasure unlike any I'd ever felt rock my body, leaving my weak-kneed and clinging onto the shower bar to keep from falling.


I came!
 I thought. God damn, that feels amazing!


I stood there a long moment, basking in the warmth of the shower, letting the flow cascade down my taut belly and run between my legs, tickling the over-stimulated tissues of my cunt. Unlike my ejaculations, which always left me sated and sleepy, I was already hungry for more – could feel the water of the shower stimulating me back into arousal. No wonder women were unsatisfied with boring men, I thought, already ready for round two. I could go all night like this…

The doorbell rang.


Shit! The pizza!
 As if in response to the thought, my belly grumbled with a vengeance. I had completely forgotten about my order. Pretty understandable, considering how my day was going, but still – I needed that food.

I froze halfway out of the shower, water dripping on the tile floor. The doorbell rang again. Wait
, I thought. I can't let him see me like this...can I?


Shit, I had to hope for the best. It'd take ten seconds to get the pizza, anyway.

I slipped out of the shower, cut off the water, and wrapped a towel around my waist. The doorbell rang a third time as I fussed with it, making sure my breasts and hips were covered.

“Coming!” I was already starting to get used to the way my voice sounded. “Hold on a sec...”

I got the door open. Standing there, looking a little confused, was the pizza guy, holding an insulated bag in one hand and a receipt in the other. His eyes went wide as saucers at the sight of me.

“Hey, sorry,” I said, blushing a bit. “I forgot I ordered this...”

I looked up at him, breath catching in my throat. He was something. Obviously a college kid, tall and lean with a hint of muscles underneath his polo shirt. Worse, he was staring at me with a hunger I knew all too well. Was that the way I
 had looked when I saw an attractive woman? I didn't know, but I knew something shocking – I liked being looked at that way. A lot.

“Just, uh...just sign here,” the pizza guy said.

Unconsciously, I reached out for the receipt with the hand that was holding up my towel. It immediately slipped down, baring one of my soft, pillowy breasts. The nipple tightened immediately, exposed to the chill mid-morning air.

The pizza boy's mouth dropped open. My eyes slid from his face down to his jeans, where a telltale bulge was pressing against his zipper. He's hard,
 I realized. I did that. I made a guy hard.


I liked that, too.

“Oh shit,” I said, laughing. “One sec. Come in and set the pizza down while I fix this.”

The wheels in my head were already turning. There was something I wanted, deep down, even more than I wanted to tear into that pizza. Was I really about to do this? A thrill of excitement filled me. Yeah. Yeah I was going to do this.

I let the towel drop and turned around. The pizza guy had just put the bag down on the floor, and it took a second for him to turn and see the glory bared before him.

His eyes got even wider. “Wow,” he said. “You look amazing.”

It was like a hit of some expensive drug, racing through my veins. The compliment made me high, warm, open.

“I want something a little extra with my order,” I said sultrily. Holy shit, I was talking like I was in a porno.

“Oh my god.” The pizza guy stared at me as if he couldn't believe what he was seeing. “This is my lucky fucking day.”

“You'd better believe it, stud,” I said, dropping to my knees.

The pizza boy let out a little groan of pleasure as I unzipped his pants and let his cock fly free. It was already stiff as a board, purple and veiny and dripping with salty pre-cum. I had never taken a cock in my mouth before, but I'd received my fair share of blowjobs (and watched thousands of them on the internet – I'm a fan of cock sucking), so I knew what I liked.

I took him in my mouth, gently at first, then harder, sucking him down to the base. He tasted salty, and musky, and oh so masculine – in contrast to me, who was dripping with feminine juices. I couldn't resist fingering my cunt as I blew him.

“Oh fuck,” he whispered, tangling his fingers in my hair and leaning against the wall. “God damn you're good at sucking dick.”

I smiled around his cock. I was so happy to be doing good, to be a good little cock-sucking whore. Fuck, I loved this. I'd always dreamed of fucking a nasty little slut who'd do anything I wanted – how was I supposed to know the real joy was in being
 that nasty little slut?

After a minute or two, the pizza boy's hands migrated to the sides of my head, forcing me down on his cock. It started to feel more like I was being face-fucked; and the feel of it just made my pussy even wetter. I relaxed my throat and let him use me, pounding my mouth like his personal come dumpster.

“Fuck, I'm going to come,” he said. “I'm going to shoot in your fucking mouth, you little slut...”

I moaned encouragingly, struggling to be heard around his member. My fingers were a whirlwind at my cunt, pushing me closer to climax. Even so, a little tinge of worry was sounding at the back of my head. I'd never taken a load in my mouth before – would I be able to take it? I didn't want to be one of those girls who ruined blowjobs by hating come. I hoped I could make things oh so good for him…

With a cry, he pulled himself out of my throat and came explosively, filling the hollows of my cheeks with thick ropes of sticky come. Oh my God!
 I felt my eyes roll back in my head as climax overtook me. It was wonderful – the taste was unlike any I'd ever expected. His tangy, masculine scent filled my mouth, making me feel simultaneously like a queen and like the lowest sort of gutter whore. I was in heaven.


This is how I was meant to be,
 I thought as my body cried out in climax. This is how I'm supposed to be!


As his cock spurted its last few gobs of come, I slid off his shaft to let them ooze onto my face. I always loved making girls sticky, and realized with delight how good it felt to have him watching me take his load. As he stared down at me, I rolled back on my hips and slid a finger into my mouth, coating it in come, then brought it to my clit and rubbed gently, giving me wondrous after shocks.

“God damn,” he said, his cheeks flushed. “You are a filthy little whore.”

“Yes I am,” I said, realizing how true it was. “I am so, so filthy. I love it.”

“I have to go,” he said, zipping up his pants. “I'm already going to be in trouble for being late. Can...can we do this again? Or was this like a one-time thing for you?”


Oh no, baby.
 This was definitely not a one-time thing. A hot shot of come had fixed all my problems – my shaking was gone, and I felt better than I had in years. Something even deeper than my hunger had been satisfied by blowing this young man.

I wasn't done, not by a long shot.

“Sure,” I said with a lopsided smile, and relished the look that came over his face when he realized he'd get to do this again. “Are you working tomorrow?”

He nodded.

“I'll have to order another pizza, then.” I brought my fingers back to my mouth and sucked them clean. “Maybe you should schedule your lunch break right after, no?”

“Fuck, I'll get fired if I have to,” he said quickly. “You're the hottest little piece of ass I've ever seen. You have no idea what I'd do to tap that ass.”

“I look forward to finding out.”

The instant I heard the door close, I was at the pizza, tearing into it, gobbling down two slices before I could pour myself a glass of water. I felt like I hadn't eaten in a thousand years. I could worry about the fact that I'd just blown a guy later. I needed my strength.

I had a date for tomorrow – but I could already tell I was going to need more fucking before then. My pussy was begging to be filled – and I had no doubt there were any number of hot, hung men in this city looking to fill it. I had no idea how long this was going to last – for all I knew, it could reverse any minute – so I might as well make the most of it, right?

But first I needed to hit the mall. The pizza guy had said I was the hottest piece of ass he'd ever seen – but I was going to be the hottest piece of ass anyone
 had ever seen. A walking wet dream. Just like the girl on the screen.

I couldn't wait.


Owning The Bullies: The Demon Prince The Complete Series


Owning The Bully (The Demon Prince Part One)


“Sir? Sir! Hey, right over here, sir!”

The girl waved at me from the other side of an old plywood table, having caught sight of me as I left the student commons. Although the day was warm and getting warmer, she had on an old army jacket and a knit cap. The table in front of her was littered with odds and ends – nothing particularly appealing. Yet, she was waving at me. After the living hell the last three weeks of my life had been, I could use a friendly face, even one trying to sell me something.

“Hey!” The girl tucked a strand of dyed, bright blue hair behind her ear and flashed a thousand-watt smile as I walked over, indicating the table in front of her with a gesture. “How are you doing this fine morning, sir? See anything you like? Homecoming is this week, maybe your sweetheart would like some jewelry?”

I chuckled ruefully. “I don't have one. I think you're the first person who's as much as smiled at me since I got to this school, actually.”

A shocked look came over her face. “What? That's bullshit, dude.”

Something about her honesty made me laugh, it was refreshing. “No, it's true. Everyone here hates me – they want nothing to do with me. I'm a pariah.”

She was shaking her head. “That can't be true. You're not a bad-looking guy, and hell, you even came over here when most people look at me like I've got some kind of disease. You'd think selling a few rare trinkets on campus was illegal – I swear.”

“Trinkets?” I surveyed the table with a critical eye. “Looks more like junk to me.”

She narrowed her eyes and shot me a wolfish grin. “I think I see why you don't have any friends, dude. What is your name, anyway? Weren't you supposed to get, like, a TA or a study buddy or someone your first week?”

I sighed. “Yeah. Mine dropped me.”

“I didn't know they could do that.”

“They usually can't. My name's Vance, by the way.”

The change in her face was immediate. Her eyes widened, her pretty mouth dropped open as she took a step back.

“Oh, shit
,” she said, comprehension dawning on her features. “Virgin Vance
? That's you?”

Hearing those words come from the first nice person I'd met since I came to Buford College – it made me mad. Furious.

“It's not even true!” I yelled, making a fist. “I'm not a virgin – neither are the hundred other lies they
 made up about me!”

She held up her hands in a gesture of submission. “Woah, dude, calm down. Never said it was true. It's just – I've heard that name around campus a few times and I don't even go
 here. Who the hell did you piss off to make that happen?”

I sighed again, resigned. This conversation was going nowhere. I'd met the one person on campus who didn't
 understand the awful thing that had happened to me, and here I was explaining it to them. “The Demons.”

She arched an eyebrow. “Demons
 did this to you?”

“Not demons
 demons,” I said. “I'm not crazy. They call them The Demons. They're like the Skulls, or more like the fucking Illuminati, only more exclusive. I didn't even know they existed before I came here.”

She nodded, picking through her wares. She seemed to be looking for something in particular. “I see. Social club, super powerful, bad shit to mess with. What did you do to piss them off?”

I ran a hand across my forehead. It was really starting to get hot – how the hell was this girl not sweating? “I wish I knew.”

“You know,” I said, “I was the first person in my family to go to college. My parents were so proud when I got the acceptance letter – all the hard work and studying I'd done was finally paying off. I was going to go to a good school, expand my academic horizons, maybe meet a nice girl and propose to her...instead, I got on the bad side of one
 person, one girl with more privilege in her pinky toe than I've had in eighteen years, and now it feels like my life is fucking over. These five girls – they won't stop until I'm expelled, disgraced and either working at a drive-thru or behind bars.”

I shook my head, apologizing. “Sorry for the rant.”

I looked up. To my surprise, the girl was looking at me intently, as if I'd said something very important. More than that, there was honest-to-God compassion on her face.

“I get it,” she said slowly. “That's hella unfair. You said there's five of them?”

“Five girls,” I said, “plus all their assorted hangers-on, friends and flunkies. But only five in the club. I even have their names on a piece of paper in my wallet – I don't know what good it'll do me...”

She shook her head. “That's okay. So...it would be five versus one, right?”

“What, if I took them on
?” I shook my head in disbelief. “That's crazy talk. They'd have me expelled so fast...”

“Stranger things have happened,” she said with a small, secretive smile. “And there are certain...forces
, let's say, that love situations like that. The underdog triumphing against the odds. Hold on, I want you to have something...”

She fished around under the table and came up with a small box, just the size to fit in her palm. “Ah, here we go.”

It popped open with an audible squeak, like it hadn't been opened in decades. Inside was a tiny ring – a men's school ring in gold. In the center was a small garnet the dark red of dried blood.

“Woah.” I examined it with a skeptical eye. “How much is that bad boy?”

“For you,” the salesgirl said with a smile, “on the house. I think it's about time things started going your way, isn't it, Vance?”

I glanced up at her, waiting for the other shoe to drop. “I don't know. I'm not really a jewelry kind of guy...”

“Dude are you serious?” She slid the ring out of the box and held it out on the tip of her index finger. “Rings are powerful
. Didn't you ever read Lord of the Rings
?”

I snorted. “That's a fantasy story.”

“So? A lot of that stuff was based on real life. In the old days, a King used to give his knights rings – the ones that had proved themselves in battle, shown they were worthy to serve him. They were a way of showing favor to a vassal – they were symbols of power.” She smirked. “And some
 of them, like this one, were magic.”

“Magic? What kind of magic does that ring do?”

The salesgirl coughed and rolled her eyes. “Protection from demons,” she said quickly. “The human sort not excluded. You wear this the next time they mess with you, it'll be a whole different story: promise.”

I held my hand out...then hesitated. For a moment it no longer felt like I was standing in the middle of campus on a warm day – instead, it was like I was on the edge of a windy cliff, thousands of years in the past. A golden princess, her eyes flashing like the sun, held out a ring – a ring that radiated warmth, burning like the core of the earth.

The salesgirl's voice brought me back to reality. “Please, Vance,” she said, almost pleading. “Just take it, dude. It's been so long since I've gotten to do something this nice for a mortal...”

The ring filled my view. I snatched it off her finger, almost guiltily, and stared at it in my open hand. It was surprisingly light, and looked swanky – I thought it would look great on my finger…

Just then, her words hit me. “Mortal? What do you mean...”

I glanced up. The stall, and the girl, were gone.

“Ah!” I took a step back, then glanced around the green frantically, as if I was going to see her hiding behind a tree or something. Had I been hallucinating? Was I so depressed that I had invented a friendly person to have a talk with, even if
 they were trying to sell me something?

Slowly, I opened my hand. The ring was still there. I took it and slid it over my ring finger – it fit as perfectly as if it was made for me. Of course it did.

A cold chill shot down my spine.

“Well, if it isn't Virgin Vance!”

I froze. “Fuck,” I muttered under my breath. Another round of bullshit was about to begin.

“What are you doing out here all by yourself, nerd? Talking to yourself because no one else wants to be near you?”

I turned around, already knowing (and dreading) what I was going to see. Standing before me was the #3 name on my list: Alyssa St. James, in an outfit that cost more than a year of my dad's salary and a perfectly bitchy expression on her cold, beautiful face.

She was the only one of the Demons I had seen before I got here: as a fashionista with connections, she'd dabbled in modeling before settling down into some vanity degree designed to legitimize her entry into Daddy's company. I was ashamed to admit her pictured had turned me on quite a bit; I had no idea the person behind the image was such a fucking monster.

“Hey, Alyssa,” I said, trying to keep a stammer from my voice. Christ, why was I such a coward?

“Don't 'hey' me like we're friends, weirdo. You're not my friend. You know what you are?”

I felt anger well up within me. “I have a feeling you're going to tell me.”

Her eyes flashed at that. “You're a piece of shit the Demons have stuck to our perfect heels – the kind you could never afford. And we're about to scrape you right off campus.”

“Wow,” I said, unable to stop myself. “That might be the most stupid metaphor I've ever heard.”

The insult did it's job; she took a big step backward, face going red with anger. “You fuck-face! Don't you know who I am? Hey...”

A wicked smile crossed her face. “You know, we're the only ones out here. I could tell the police that you did just about anything to me and they'd believe it. You got so frustrated that no girl in the school would give you pussy that you tried to force yourself on me – but you couldn't even get that
 right.” A triumphant gleam filled her eyes. “I could really sell it, too: tear my dress, smear my makeup, make big sad tears for the campus police-”

“Stop!” I shouted, holding up a hand. “Just shut the fuck up!”

With my eyes closed, it took a few seconds to realize that Alyssa indeed had
 stopped talking. I opened my eyes.

Alyssa stood there, looking confused. Her lips moved in mute surprise, like she'd lost control of her own voice.

The salesgirl's voice echoed in my head. Wear this the next time they try to mess with you. It'll end up different, I promise.


I glanced down at the ring, goosebumps raising on my skin. There was no fucking way.

“You can...you can talk,” I stammered.

“What the fuck
 was that?” Alyssa looked like she wanted to be angry but was too freaked out. “What the hell did you do to me?”

“You're not concerned about that,” I said quickly.

She cocked her head as if realizing she'd forgotten something important at home. “You're right,” she said, a tinge of confusion in her tone. “I don't care.”

Had it really worked? There was only one way to find out: I had to push it further.

“You're not going to make fun of me anymore,” I said. “No more 'Virgin Vance', no more spreading rumors around the school, no having your little sycophants leave dog shit in front of my dorm room. Got it?”

To my shock, she nodded. “Okay. I won't do that anymore.”

I was stunned. “How...how do you feel right now?”

She furrowed her brow, glancing around her surroundings. “I'm not sure. How should I feel, Vance?”


You're asking me
? “Um...good.”

She smiled. It was like the sun coming out from the clouds after a long rainstorm. “You're right. I feel good. So good!”

“You feel good about me,” I said.

“I do feel good about you.” Still that same smile.

This was real. This was working
. It took everything I had not to run off, I was out of my mind with surprise. In the back of my head, I kept thinking of Alyssa's photoshoots: those pictures of her in a naughty schoolgirl outfit, the newest design of the fashion company, or laying by the pool in a barely-there bikini. I wanted to see that
 girl, not this wretched bitch Demon. I wanted to see what was under all those fancy clothes.

“In fact,” I said, a smile crossing my lips, “you like me a lot, Alyssa. You have for a really long time – you've just been scared to admit it. But you aren't scared anymore, are you?”

She shook her head, visibly relieved. “I'm so glad you figured it out, Vance. It's been so hard, plotting against you with the rest of the Demons – it's been tearing me apart...”

“You love me,” I said.

She froze, as if she'd eaten something that didn't agree with her. Nonsense rolled from her lips, her body began to shake. As it continued, her eyes began to roll back in her head and spittle formed in the corners of her lips.

“I...I lo….I
 loooo
...”

“Stop,” I said. Okay, so there were
 limits to what this ring could do. I couldn't make Alyssa love me. But, I realized with glee, I didn't really need to, did I?

“You want to have sex with me,” I said.

She looked over at me with relief. “Yes,” she said. “I totally want to fuck you, Vance.”

“I'm the most fuckable man you've ever seen. You get wet every time you look at me.”

Her face flushed crimson; her knees rubbed together. “Shit, Vance...when you put it like that...”

“Let's go have sex,” I said, not believing the words that were tumbling from my mouth. “Right now.”

Alyssa looked around, shock on her face for a moment, before she broke out in a broad, excited grin. “Sure! I mean, why not! I'm not doing anything for the rest of the afternoon – and you are looking fine
, Vance...”

“Exactly. Let's head to my dorm.”

I let her follow me all the way back to my dorm room, praying every step of the way we wouldn't run into one of the other Demons. I still wasn't sure of everything this ring could do, and controlling two people at once might be outside the scope of its powers. I didn't want to find out just yet.

Thankfully, there were no pranks set up when we got there. I opened the door and motioned for her to come inside. The dorm room was tiny, like most of them were, but modern and well put-together. It felt cozy, at least it had before the Demons had wrecked my entire college life.


That's about to change,
 I realized with pleasure. I remembered the salesgirl's words: it's about time things went your way for a change.


Alyssa stood in the middle of the room, biting her lip nervously.

“So...” she said, looking me up and down, “how do you want me?”

I sat down on the bed and leaned back, spreading my legs and relaxing. “Hmm. Why don't you strip for me first?”

“Sure,” she said with a smile. “I love performing. Got any music?”

In a few moments, I had a hip-hop song with a driving beat pouring from my speakers. I'd used the music to block out the outside world before now – and now I was going to watch Alyssa take off her clothes to it.

She undressed slowly, removing her jacket and jeans first before tossing them across the room. In just panties and heels below the waist, she sat in my lap and ground against my throbbing hardness as she undid her blouse and added it to the pile. Then she turned around, stuck her tits in my face and invited me to unclasp her bra. It was one of those fancy ones that open in the front; and let me tell you watching those tits spill free inches from my face was like heaven.

She let me kiss and lick them for a few moments while she ran her hand over my pants, massaging the growing bulge there. Then stepped back, giving me a view of her whole body.

She smiled bashfully. “You want to see my pussy, Vance?”

“Yeah,” I said – then a flash of inspiration hit. “One second.”

I got up and grabbed my phone off the charger – I'd left it back at the dorm for just that reason – and opened up the camera app.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“You love modeling, right?” I said. “You love giving guys naughty shots of your body.”

She bit her lip. “How did you know?”

“I have my ways.”

She posed for me, first by thrusting her tits out and opening her mouth in a classic “please let me blow you” pose, then turning around and moving her panties to the side while bent over, giving the camera a peek at her tight, pink pussy. After I'd gotten a dozen or so choice shots, I set the phone up in a tripod on the desk and pointed it at the bed.

“I'm going to film the two of us fucking,” I told her. “I want to be able to watch it again and again.”

I didn't tell her the real
 reason I wanted to film her – even hypnosis might not have been strong enough for that. Fortunately, she just batted her eyelashes and slid her panties down to her ankles.

“I love
 being in front of a camera,” she said. “I really come alive with a lens on me. You'll see.”

I led her over to the bed, and the center of the frame, and sat down. “I want you to blow me first,” I said.

She grinned and slid down to the floor, getting on her knees. Her fingers found the buckle of my belt and undid it, then pulled my pants down to the carpet. My cock stood up, practically throbbing from the massive excitement I was feeling – I was already dripping precum.

“Jesus
 that's a big cock,” she panted. “If the Demons knew you were packing that kind of heat, we never would have made fun of you...”

“I don't want to hear about the fucking Demons,” I said, taking her by the back of the head. “I want you to blow me.”

She glanced up at me and grinned, then made a perfect 'o' shape with her mouth. She brought it down on me, sliding me inside her inch by hot, perfect inch.

As she began to suck I glanced over to make sure the recorder was doing its work. The green light on my phone that let me know I was taking video was lit up. I was tempted to go check and make sure it was well-centered, but decided the mouth on my cock was too sweet to move away from. Besides
, I thought, a little roughness will give the video that amateur awesomeness
.

“That's good,” I said, tapping her on the chin. She looked disappointed, until I reached between her legs and began to stroke her slit. “I want to feel your cunt.”

“Yes, sir!” She said with a smile, leaning over the bed. I spread her legs with my hand, turning her slightly so that we were at a good angle for the camera. Then I slipped behind her and positioned my cock at the gates of her entrance. I could feel the warmth pouring off her like an open oven.

At the last moment, something occurred to me. “Are you on the pill? I'm not wearing a condom.”

She looked over her shoulder and nodded. “Yes. You don't have to worry, baby, it's safe.”

Strangely, all I felt was disappointment. The thought of blowing a load in her unprotected pussy...it was so good it gave me shivers. I had another wicked thought.

“Tonight, you're going to flush those pills down the toilet,” I told her, taking her by the hair and spreading her legs even wider. “You're never going to touch those things again. And if you don't have a big fucking bump come the end of the semester, I'm going to bring you back here and give you a spanking you'll never forget. You understand?”

“Yes, sir!” She cried. “I - oh fuck baby yes!
”

Then she stopped talking in words that made sense, because I was inside her, thrusting and spreading her soft pussy lips, pounding her so hard the bed shook. I glanced over at the camera again to make sure it was working and winked.

Let's see what the Demons think of that.

She lay prone against the bed with her ass in the air as I fucked her from behind, sliding fully in and out of her with each thrust.

“Thanks to you and your friends, I haven't gotten a date the entire time I've been here,” I said. “I haven't gotten laid in three weeks. That's three weeks of come waiting to blow inside your pussy.”

She let out a low groan of pleasure at this news.

“You want it, Alyssa? You want that inside you?”

“Mmmh, fuck yes Vance!” Alyssa was naughty as hell as she raked the side of my thigh with her nails, coaxing me even deeper inside her. “Give me all of it, baby! I want every drop! Give me that sweet, sticky come Vance please...”

I came with a roar, emptying my balls inside of her. Three weeks of pent up aggression, disappointment and frustration ebbed out of my body as my fertile seed flowed into Alyssa's womb. The sensation sent her over the edge and then she was coming, her already-tight pussy spasming around my dick, coaxing even more come from my cock.

I felt like a new man when I pulled out of her. I walked over to the phone, picked it up and held it over Alyssa's freshly fucked body, letting the viewer get a good look at my come as it oozed out of her.

“And that,” I said. “is how you do it.” I switched the camera off.

Alyssa got dressed and said her goodbyes, not leaving before she gave me a massive goodbye kiss that left my erection stiffening again. Round Two was tempting, but I decided not to push my luck just yet.

After all, there were four more girls who needed some revenge.

I watched her go, not a care in the world, no anxiety in her mind that a few hours ago I was her worst enemy in the world. Dimly, I wondered how she'd react to the video when her friends saw it – then I decided I didn't care.

Once she was gone, I hooked the phone to my computer, transferred the video, and got busy posting it on every porn site I could upload it to. Then I started crafting the links I'd spam all over social media. The Demons could spread hurtful shit about me around campus? I could do the same back to them. By this time tomorrow, the entire campus would be buzzing over this video. And the Demons would see one of their own, getting fucked by the guy they hated most. They'd retaliate, for sure – I wasn't dumb, I knew this was a declaration of war – but at the very least, no one on campus would ever be calling me “Virgin Vance” again.

I glanced down at my new ring and smiled. Thank you
, I thought, whoever you were.


As it uploaded, I fished around in my pocket and pulled out the List. I had made it this morning, in a fit of anger, vowing revenge against everyone on it. At the time, it had seemed an impossible dream. Now...now it was my hunting list.

I glanced over the names:

The DEMONS

Emily Underwood

Kimberly Jacobs

Alyssa St. James

Soojin Park

Madison Van Owens

Smiling, I took a pen and scratched a line through Alyssa's name. One down
, I thought. Four to go.



Owning The Tease (The Demon Prince Part Two)


“I just don't understand,” Alyssa said. “I was in the Demons for four years. Those girls were my best friends in the whole world. How could they just shut me out of their lives like that?”

“Well,” I said, sliding my hand between her legs, “you did fuck me.”

She laughed and snuggled closer under the comforter, bringing her warm, wet slit within reach of my fingers. “There is that.”

The two of us lay in bed in my dorm room, caressing each others' bodies and staring up at the ceiling after some intense mid-afternoon fucking. Alyssa had a class that ended at noon and another that started at three, so we'd been meeting at my dorm between them during the week. It had been my idea, but it'd been easy to convince her – it was easy to convince her of anything, now.

“They just don't understand,” she said, rolling back on her shoulders and putting her head against my chest. “If they knew how you made me come like a fountain, they'd never hold this against me. They'd stop making fun of you.”

I took her wrist in my hand and slowly led it down to where my cock lay, coated in a mix of our juices. She gave a naughty grin and began to run her fingers gently over it, stimulating it back to life slowly.

“Is that what you expected to happen?” I asked. “That they'd just stop?”

She turned serious for a moment and nodded. “I feel awful for the way we've treated you, Vance. I thought when they saw the two of us together, they'd
 realize how wrong they were, too – and stop. Instead, they kicked me to the curb.”

She pouted – but her fingers didn't cease their motion. “They don't know what they're missing.”

“Mmh hmm.” I raised my hand up from under the covers, letting the ring on my finger catch the light and glow gently. Three days ago, a young saleswoman outside the commons had given me this ring – then disappeared. I had no idea who she was, but she talked about medieval kings like she'd rubbed shoulders with them. I still didn't understand how the ring worked, but there was one thing I knew it could do – control the minds of the Demons, the all-controlling group of girls who ruled our school and made my first semester a living hell. Alyssa had been one, before the ring convinced her fucking me was much more fun than mocking me.

“I have a confession to make,” I said, turning the ring this way and that on my finger. Her eyes followed it back and forth.

When she spoke, her voice was far away and dreamy. “Yeah?”

“I didn't just bring you here today to fuck you – although that was
 pretty great. I also need some information. It's okay, though, you want to tell me everything I need to know.”

As I said it, a determined gleam came into her eyes. “Damn right! I'll tell you anything you want to know if it'll help you hurt those wretched bitches.” She stroked me gently, rolling over until she was practically straddling me. “Or did you want to go for round two first?”

“In a minute. First, tell me: where is the Demons' hideout?”

She smiled crookedly. “Hideout
? We're – they're – not pirates, Vance. They're co-eds.”

My heart sank. I had hoped to get them all in a room together, end this with one smooth stroke. “But you had to have a meeting place – somewhere all five of you got together and planned things. Like what sort of shit you were going to do to me.”

“Oh, we had meetings,” she said, nodding. “Just not, like, a meeting place. We met different places each time.”


Shit
. “Who decided where you met? Emily?”

If the Demons had a leader, Emily Underwood was it. I assumed she would have to be my next target.

But Alyssa surprised me. “Nope. Soojin did all that. Sent us all a text with the location an hour or two before the meeting.”

“Hmm.” I lay back, allowing myself for a moment to stop thinking and just enjoy the feeling of Alyssa's body, her wet, tight, model's body all over me.

After a moment, I opened my eyes. “That's interesting. So, if I could find Soojin and convince her to stop being mean, the same way I convinced you, I could find out where the Demons meet.”

“Yeah, you could, sure.” She cocked her head. “You want to talk to all of them?”

Oh, I wanted to do way more than talk. “Yeah. Definitely. I think it's the best way to bury the hatchet.”

Alyssa smiled widely, flashing those photograph-perfect teeth. “Awesome! Maybe once you clear things up, they'll let me back in. Maybe they'll even promote me as a way of saying sorry.”

“Maybe,” I said without much conviction. “So, where could I find Soojin this time of day?”

Alyssa bit her lip and ground her hips gently against me. I let out a groan of pleasure as her warm, wet pussy brushed my cock, only to pull back just as I was getting really hard.

“You sure you want to go now
, Vance?”

“Well,” I said with a grin, “let's say: where would she be about forty-five minutes from this time of day?”

I expected her to tell me and get down to business, but her smile only got wider. “You really want to know?”

I was confused. “Yes?”

“You sure? It's...kind of a secret. I'm totally not supposed to tell anyone – it's one of the worst things I could spill as a Demon.”

Now I really wanted to know what she was hiding. I clasped her face with my hand, letting the ring caress her skin. I had no idea if that would make it stronger, but it couldn't hurt.

“Tell me,” I commanded. “You want so badly to tell me.”

She giggled. “Well, alright. If you insist. Forty five minutes from now, Soojin will be just starting one of her shows.”

“Shows?” Now I was really confused. “Like a soap opera or something?” I couldn't imagine Soojin being an addict to daytime TV.

She giggled again, a little louder this time. “No, silly! One of her
 shows. On the internet.”

Something about the way she said internet made my cock twitch in my boxers. “Somehow I don't think you're talking about those people who film themselves playing video games for a living.”

She flashed a naughty smile. “It'll be so much better if I show you.”

Glancing over me, she cast her gaze around the room. “Where's your laptop?”

Rolling off the bed (my body already aching from the loss of contact), I found my laptop, switched it on and handed it over. The two of us lay in bed together as she logged in and navigated to a cam site, a place where people watched live footage of women stripping and taking requests for money. My eyes widened as I realized what Alyssa must have meant by 'show'.

She clicked ALL CAMS then narrowed it down to CAMS>ASIAN and began to scroll.

“Suzy's Financial Domination?” I read, aghast.

“Yeah. It's a form of humiliation, basically: making fun of guys until they give you their money. Her show won't be starting for a bit, but there's a recording of last week's performance we can watch. Wanna see?”

I nodded. “Show me.”

She double-clicked and jumped us into a random point about halfway through the video. It showed a fancy-looking bedroom with a massive bed, and on it was Soojin Park, legs spread wide wearing nothing but panties and a tight little nightie. She was sneering at the camera and making jerk-off noises.

“You want to see this pussy, don't you?” she asked, staring straight into the camera. Then she shook her head, fixing the invisible viewer with disgust.

“You don't deserve to see this pussy. None of you losers could ever see a tight Asian pussy like this without giving me all of your money. Give me some more, losers, and maybe I'll let you have a little...tiny...peek.”

In the corner of the screen, a counter read '22'. A few seconds later, it jumped to 24.

I glanced over at Alyssa. She was watching the show, a strange smile on her face. “I'm guessing that number is…?”

“The number of people watching,” Alyssa said with a nod. “That's a pretty low number, actually – there's usually more turning in to see Sooj.”

“Uh huh. And those cash register noises I keep hearing every few seconds...”

Alyssa laughed. “Oh, you mean the ching-chings
? That's what Soojin calls them. That sound plays every time someone watching the stream makes a donation. Each one is ten dollars. The more donations she gets, the more clothes Soojin takes off.”

I thought of how many of those noises I'd heard in the background just over the last few seconds and whistled. These guys were putting down serious bank. “Just takes her clothes off?” I asked. “All she does is strip?”

“Well, if a guy really throws his wallet at her, sometimes she'll play with herself a little bit,” Alyssa said. “But she doesn't like to do that. She gets off on teasing them, just as much as they get off on being dominated.”

A plan was already beginning to form in my head. “So she'd never, say, blow a guy on camera if they paid her enough? Or shove a dildo in her pussy if the price was right?”

Alyssa giggled. “Are you kidding? She'd never do that. Soojin doesn't do things with boys. She gets off on frustrating them, driving them nuts. She's the ultimate tease. I don't think she's ever even actually let a guy fuck her.”

My mouth dropped open. I watched the recording: Soojin was busy insulting her viewers as they tossed money at her. As I lay there, she pulled back her nightie enough to show the barest hint of a nipple, then stuck her tongue out and covered it back up.

“You're kidding me. Never?”

“Never.”

“And you said she's got a show starting in a half-hour? Where does she do these shows? You have to know.”

“Yeah, that's Sooj's townhouse,” Alyssa said, pointing at the screen. “Her guest bedroom, I'm pretty sure. And she's always in the same place.”

“Give me the address,” I commanded, rolling off the bed and fumbling for my shirt.

Alyssa pouted and paused the recording. “You're leaving? I thought I could blow you while you watched Soojin. I wouldn't have shown you in the first place if it meant you were going to leave.”

“Sorry, babe,” I said, hastily putting on my clothes, “I don't want to miss the show. I'll tell you what – why don't you skip class and stay here. Watch Soojin's show – I think you'll enjoy it quite a bit today – and after I'm done, I'll bring her back here with me and we can all relax a bit.”

A shocked smile spread over Alyssa's face. “You're going to fuck Soojin? There's no way – she doesn't do that.”

“I can be very
 convincing,” I said with a lopsided grin. “And besides – you want
 me to make up with the Demons, don't you?”

Slowly, she nodded.

“So give me the address. You want to help me.”

And after a quick glance at my ring, she did.

xXx

Soojin's townhouse was in the nicest section of town, so parking was an absolute bitch. By the time I got there, talked my way past the guy manning the front door and picked the door to Sooj's suite with an old expired credit card (a trick that had saved my ass when I'd locked myself out of my apartment), I could already hear Soojin swearing up a storm, insulting the men who had tuned in to watch her strip off her clothes and “financially dominate” them.

I took off my shoes and crept through the apartment, the plush carpet like massage therapy for my toes. I found the guest bedroom by following the sound of Sooj's voice, and in no time at all I was on the other side of the door, peering in.

“So, you losers have nothing better to do than spend your afternoon paying me?”

Today, Soojin had traded her nighty for a set of lingerie that would make any red-blooded man's mouth water: a lacy black bra and panty set with fishnet garters, along with high pointed fuck-me heels. She looked like a Victoria's Secret dominatrix and was cursing like a sailor.

“You want to see my tight little Asian pussy, don't you?” She asked, cupping her panties and snickering. “You can't afford pussy like this
. You're all a bunch of little bitch boys. You'll never know what it's like to have this tight little pussy all over your dick, pleasing you all so tight and snug with all those little ridges...”

God damn, I was getting hard just listening to her. I wasn't so hot about the whole “give me all your money” part, but she was damn good at dirty talk. I could listen to her describe all the ways her tight little body could please me all day, but I'd rather experience them first hand – so I opened the door and stepped inside.

Soojin whirled around, her eyes wide with shock. “What the fuck are you doing here? Who are you?”

“Damn,” I said with a smirk, looking her up and down. “You look even better in person than you do on the Internet.”

Recognition flashed in her eyes. Her pretty face went ghostly white. “Vance!? Is that you?”

She turned back to the camera, frantic. “Anyone watching this, please – this is the guy I told you about. Call the police right now! Have them come to 122-”

“Shut up,” I commanded, holding up the ring.

Instantly, Soojin's mouth snapped closed.

A triumphant smile stretched my face. “Turn around,” I said.

She turned slowly, her face full of fear. She trembled gently, looking at me like I was a poisonous viper that had somehow snuck up next to her.

I was going to have fun with Soojin. But first…

I glanced past her and looked directly at the camera. “Hi there. You could
 do what she said, guys, and call the cops on me. Or...” I looked back at Soojin.

“Do a jumping jack, Soojin.”

Soojin reacted instantly: she jumped into the air, smacked her hands together and came back down, her face full of bewilderment.

I held up the ring for Soojin's audience to see. “Like I said, you can call the cops, or
 you can keep watching the show. I promise you: today, you won't have to pay a dime. And this little slut will finally give you everything she's been taunting you about. What do you guys say?”

There was a screen next to the camera turned to the live feed of the recording, allowing Soojin to see the things her audience typed as they happened. As soon as I finished talking, the feed went totally nuts. There were fifteen people watching, and all of them wanted to tell me how they felt.

OMG this is so hot!!!

I ain't sayin' shit, go for it dude

MAKE THAT BITCH SHOW US HER PUSSY

Police? Ha, maybe they can watch too!

I read over the responses and turned back to Soojin, a wicked smile on my face. “Your audience wants the show to go on. Guess that's what happens when you frustrate a bunch of guys and give them blue balls every day, Soojin. Give them the chance and they'll turn on you like that.”

A low moan left Soojin's mouth as she struggled against my control.

“Oh!” I said, abruptly realizing. “You think I'm going to do to you what I did to Alyssa. You think I'm going to make you like this. Well, I am – but not now. You've dominated these guys, now I think it's time they got to dominate you a bit. Starting with this guy.” I glanced back at the monitor. “I think he wanted to see your 'tight little Asian slit?'”

“Let me go right now,” Soojin whispered. “I have a lot of pull in the Demons. I can get them off your back-”

“Why would I want them off my back?” I asked with a laugh. “I'd rather have you
 on your back – you and the rest of them. You messed with the wrong guy. Now take off that bra and those panties. Leave the garters and the heels on.”

Soojin whimpered but did as I said. First her lacy bra came off, dropping to the floor as her soft, chestnut-colored breasts were exposed to the viewing audience. Then her panties, sliding over her knees and down to the floor, giving everyone a view of her tight, shaved slit. I knew every guy tuning into the stream was creaming their pants at finally
 getting to see Soojin naked, after all the teasing and blue balls. But I was just getting started.

“Spread your legs some,” I said. “Give them a real good view of what they've been paying to see.”

As she did, I walked over and grabbed the monitor, then drug it over so that it was within arm's reach.

“Alright, guys,” I said, pointing at the monitor. “This is your lucky day. I am currently taking requests of exactly what you'd like to see me do to miss Soojin the tease. And,” I said, grinning, “none of you needs to pay me
 a dime. But if you've got some recording software at home, I'd really love a copy of this for later – I'm sure Soojin's friends would love to see it.”

A small sob shook Soojin's frame.

The requests came pouring in. A couple were too ridiculous to try in reality, and some of them were tamer than what I was looking for. But one suggestion sounded just right:

Spank her, dude!

I turned from the feed and grinned wolfishly at Soojin. “Looks like they want me to spank you,” I said.

“Please, no,” she whimpered.

“I think it's only fair,” I said, undoing my belt. “After all, you have been a very bad girl. Wouldn't you agree, guys?”

The screen filled with variations of “YES!”

I ordered Soojin to bend over the bed, her legs spread and her pert ass positioned facing the audience. Then I snapped my belt, cracking it like a whip just over her ass cheeks. She whimpered and shook, expecting a blow where there was none.

I gave her a moment of relief, then began.

My belt came down on her ass, first the left cheek then the right, then horizontally across both. For all her boasting and trash talk, Soojin turned out to be a total wimp when it came to a little spanking: she cried out and screamed like I was beating the shit out of her instead of giving her some light foreplay.

“Are you trying to get someone to call the cops?” I asked derisively, just before I brought the leather of my belt down on her ass. “It won't work – your doorman told me these apartments are soundproofed. Probably why you can yell at these guys so loud. No one is coming to help you.”

“Fuck!” Soojin cried, visibly losing hope as my belt connected with her skin again. I smacked her a few more times until I began to feel it in my arm muscles, then looked over at the feed for more inspiration.

They had formed a sort of voting group, arguing with each other before presenting their suggestion in a block, one viewer after another asking for the same thing. So when I looked over, all I saw was a whole screen of people saying: make her suck you off!


“These guys want to see what it's like to see you stretch that pretty mouth around a cock,” I said, taking Soojin by the chin. “I don't think you've ever given a guy head before, am I right?”

There were tears in Soojin's eyes. She looked back at the screen, desperate to elicit some sympathy.

“Guys, I'm so sorry,” she begged. “I've been an awful teasing bitch to you all – I'm so, so sorry! Please, I swear if one of you calls the police, I'll give you all your money back and I swear I'll make it up to you-”

“They don't want
 their money back,” I snarled, jerking her head to the side. “They want what they paid
 for. You, getting fucked and humiliated, instead of them. Instead of me.”

“Please, no!”

“Did you get off on it with me, too?” I asked, working my cock free of my pants. “Did it make you wet when the Demons made my life a fucking hell? Did you come your panties every time you contacted a girl and made sure she'd cancel her date with me?”

“No, no I swear I didn't,” Soojin begged. “I would never-”

“I'm not interested in hearing your lies,” I said, sliding my cock into her mouth.

Soojin gagged in surprise and fought, but a glance at my ring and a command to be still later, I was fucking her tight little throat with abandon. I was savage, not caring about her one bit – all this talk had made me angry, made me remember the injustices the Demons had heaped on top of me in such a short time. This was payback, and payback was supposed
 to be a bitch.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I gasped, taking her by the throat. It felt so good to stretch the walls of her mouth around my cock, but I knew there was one thing that would feel even better – would be the ultimate humiliation.

“What about that tight little Asian pussy you're always bragging about?” I asked, gripping Soojin by the shoulders. “I think I'd like to find out just how nice and tight it is.”

A glance at the feed showed screaming agreement, along with dozens of exclamation points and celebratory GIFs. The viewers were going nuts, some of them mentioned they had already come two or three times, this was like Christmas for them.

“Let's give them a good view,” I said, turning Soojin so that her spread pussy lips were clearly visible to the crowd. I got to the side of her and slowly positioned my cock at her entrance, pressing the lips apart with the throbbing purple head.

“Christ, that is
 tight,” I said, laughing. “Fellas, I'm happy to report that she was not just talking shit about her tight little pussy. Want me to see how far I can stretch it?”

I looked at the feed: it was a field of yes's.

Grinning savagely, I buried myself inside Soojin to the hilt, becoming the first man to fuck her virgin pussy. True to her word, she was tight: so snug I could barely fit my entire girth inside of her. I'd never felt a pussy that gripped my cock that way – it drove me wild, drawing an ecstatic cry from my throat almost instantly.

“Fuck that feels good! I wish all of you could know how good this little slut feels...”

Suddenly, through the haze of pleasure, inspiration struck. It was an idea so hot, so nasty, so utterly humiliating that I nearly came instantly.

I pulled Soojin over, fucking her as I brought the keyboard to me. A cursory glance confirmed that I had the ability to type to the feed, just like they could send messages to me, so I fired off a quick one – then held my finger to my lips and shushed them into silence.

Pulling back, I fucked Soojin harder, the thought of what I was about to do spurring me on.

The thought suddenly occurred to me. “You've never been with a man before, Soojin – I bet you're not on any birth control, are you?”

She glanced back and shook her head no
, a grimace on her face.

“Oh, shit.” That was so hot. “I'm going to come inside you, Soojin – I'm going to blow my wad in your tight little Asian pussy. I'm going to fill you up with my seed and make you so fucking pregnant...”

I trailed off into a harsh, guttural grunt and came. Relief filled my veins, I gripped her hips and buried myself as deep inside her as I could as I drained my balls directly into her virgin cunt. I could feel her walls contracting around me; without any prompting, the force of my cock and my explosive orgasm had sent Soojin over the edge, her body betraying her with a brain-melting, shameful orgasm.

“Oh that's so good,” I said, pulling out of her as I came down from my peak. “You came too, didn't you, Soojin? It's okay, you can admit it.”

“Yes,” she said. “I came so hard – I didn't want to but I did...”

“It's okay,” I said. Holding up the ring, I brought her close. “Everything is okay, Soojin. You're not upset at all.”

As I and everyone at home watch, Soojin's face filled with wonder. “I'm...I'm not upset,” she said, surprised.

“No, why would you be? You love this – this is what you've been wanting, all this time. For someone to come here and take what you've been teasing all these horny guys with. It's your most secret fantasy.”

Soojin blushed deeply and hid her face with her hands, my commands becoming true in her mind. “How did you know…?”

“I know everything, Soojin. Now, don't feel bad. I know you feel bad about all the men you've teased and all the money you took from them, but I've got a solution. Come, look here.” I held out the screen.

She read it over, frowning in confusion. “I don't...I don't understand.”

I smiled indulgently. “These are the names and addresses of the men who've been 'donating' to your show, Soojin. You thought they were giving their money away, but really what they were doing is putting down a down payment on you. Do you understand?”

Her face went slack, but remained confused. “I don't, Vance. Help me?”

I nodded. The direct approach was best when it came to hypnosis, after all. “What you're going to do, Soojin, is go to each of these men's homes. Wherever they live, no matter how far away. I know you've got the money to do it. And when you get there, you're going to let these men do everything they've been dreaming of doing to your tight little Asian pussy. And you're going to love every second of it. Now do you understand?”

Her eyes went wide, and a huge stupid grin plastered itself to her face. “Yes, Vance! Oh, guys, I'm so happy! I can't wait to meet each and every one of you – and let you fuck me the way Vance just did! Oh, shit I'm so excited!”

“They're excited too,” I said, patting her on the ass. Then I remembered one last thing.

“Oh, and Alyssa,” I said, pointing at the camera, “since you're watching this – make sure to get a copy of this show. I have a feeling the other Demons are really going to want to see this.”


Owning The Cheerleader (The Demon Prince Part Three)


The Demons were on lockdown.

After what had happened to Alyssa St. James and Soojin Park, the remaining members of the Demons had run for cover, withdrawing from class and campus life. The three of them hadn't been seen in days, and rumors swirled around campus as to their whereabouts. Some said they'd transferred to another school; others that they had declared war on each other and the school was about to become a battlefield. But all the rumors had one thing in common: me.

There were two videos circulating around campus, hitting the student body like atom bombs one after the other. In the first, Alyssa St. James – former underwear model and chief fashionista of the Demons – stripped down to her bra and panties before bending over her dorm bed and letting me take her from behind, talking dirty and telling the camera how much she loved me all the while. For a day after it dropped (showing up in the new releases on every major porn site no matter how many takedowns were issued) there was a debate on campus as to whether or not it was even real – the iron fist of the Demons was that strong.

If one video could be dismissed as a fake, the second ended the debate beyond all doubt: it was the recording I'd had Alyssa take of Soojin Park's final “show”: her daily cam show of humiliation and financial domination. It was Soojin's greatest secret: nearly every day, she stripped down to panties and garters while insulting and teasing her anonymous audience, collecting “donations” all the while that financed her taste for designer clothes. Only this time, an uninvited guest showed up halfway through the performance: me again.

The thought of it – commanding her lithe little body to fulfill my every desire, forcing her to beg forgiveness to all the men she'd teased into frustration – still made me hard. The fact that I'd capped the whole thing off by forcing her to actually visit her top supporters and give them a personal “thank you” was just icing on the cake.

So nobody was calling me 'Virgin Vance' anymore. Actually, people seemed lately to not know what
 to think about me: I had scared off the Demons, and had Alyssa St. James on my arm like a trophy wherever I went on campus. After weeks of meeting every day, the former Demon was something more than my sex slave but something less than my girlfriend – a totally new category that excited me with its possibilities.

All these things combined: my two victories over the Demons, my increased social status on campus and my new, gorgeous fuck buddy, led me to one inevitable conclusion – I had won. The three remaining members of the Demons weren't coming back. I had won my freedom, gotten the girl, and redeemed my academic life, all thanks to the strange and powerful ring a mysterious stranger handed me one fateful day. I felt invincible.

I couldn't have been more wrong.

xXx

“So, I'm being expelled,” I said, as casually as I could.

Alyssa just about choked on her vegetarian turkey wrap. “Wait, what?”

She coughed violently, raising a hand in front of her like she was trying to ward away my statement. We were sitting at the table in the school cafeteria that had previously been reserved by the Demons – yet another way I had been too cocky, taking over their territory. Heads turned to stare at Alyssa as she took a huge sip of her water and cleared her throat.

Finally, she calmed down. “Baby, what the hell do you mean 'expelled'? What did you do?”

I chuckled darkly. “I just found out on the way over here. The Dean has apparently been informed by several 'very credible' witnesses that I've been cheating on all my exams in two of my classes this semester.”

Alyssa looked confused for a moment, then paled as comprehension dawned on her face. “Witnesses?”

“Yep.” I couldn't believe the words were coming out of my mouth. “Three of them, in fact. I'll give you one guess what their names are.”

It was a rhetorical question, but Alyssa was so shocked she nevertheless whispered: “Emily Underwood. Kimberly Jacobs. Madison Van Owens.”

I nodded. “Yep. I was an idiot, Alyssa.”

Her face grew concerned. She took my hand in hers and ran her fingers over the top, caressing me. Lately I wasn't sure how much of her affection was hypnosis and how much of it was genuine: I was beginning to suspect the second had started to outweigh the first.

“It'll be okay,” she said. “It's just your word against theirs, right? And you didn't do
 anything. You should be fine!”

I shook my head. “It's three on one, Alyssa. And there's no telling how many favors the faculty owe the Demons. I'm fucked, plain and simple – unless I manage to change their minds.”

“Their minds?” For an instant, I was sure Alyssa thought I meant the Dean's. Then her eyes strayed to the ring on my finger. It was a thin, golden band, with a stone the dark red of dried blood. It held a power I didn't understand, one that let me control the wills of the same group of girls that had made my collage life a living hell. And it was the only thing that could save me now.

“You couldn't go to the Dean and, um, explain
 things to him, could you?” Alyssa asked.

“I wish. I've tried the ring on other people before – just walked up to people at random – it doesn't work. It only affects the Demons. Otherwise I wouldn't be so worried.”

She nodded. “How long do you have?”

I sighed. “They're setting up an honor council meeting in three days. I was hoping to get a chance to face my accusers, but apparently the faculty meets with them
 first, then keeps them completely separate from me. We're never in the same room together. Which means I have just under three days to find Emily, Kimberly and Madison and get them to recant their testimony.”

“Yikes. That's not very long at all.”

“I know. And their trail has gone cold.” I pushed away my plate of sushi, ran my fingers through my hair. “I've asked around, spoke with their teachers, even hunted down some of those people who follow them around and kiss their asses all the time – no one has the slightest idea where they've run off to.”

She looked around nervously before taking another sip of water. The sun peered out from behind a cloud and cast a long shadow across the table, cutting my plate in half.

“If there's anything I can do, baby,” Alyssa said solemnly, “just say the word.”

“I appreciate that,” I said, nodding. “You have to have some idea – where could they be hiding? If you were still a Demon and something like this happened, where would you go?”

“Honestly, I'd go wherever Emily told me to,” Alyssa said with a giggle. “She kind of rules the roost. Hey...wait a second...”

“What?” My heart jumped in my chest. Her tone sounded almost encouraging.

“I'm not sure about Em or Kim,” she said with a slow, secretive smile, “but I'm pretty sure I know where Maddie is going to be tonight.”

“You do?” That was a start. Compared to where I'd been an hour ago, it was downright hopeful. “Where?”

“The Cougars have a home game tonight.”

I stared at her, waiting for her to explain the rest. “Yeah?”

She chuckled indulgently. “Yeah. Maddie is a cheerleader, remember?”

I still didn't get it. “And? There's no way she's going to show up – it'd be too risky.”

Alyssa scoffed and rolled her eyes. “Vance, you're great, but you don't understand Maddie like I do. Madison Van Owens isn't just a
 cheerleader. She's the
 cheerleader. She'd rather die than get cut from the team. She'll be there – probably with every big, muscle-bound guy she can convince to keep her safe from you.”

“Huh. Now that is
 good to know,” I said. Suddenly, my food didn't seem half as interesting as our conversation. “If I could get two minutes alone with her, I could convince her to change her story. And I might find out where Emily and Kim are, too. But the Demons are on high alert now – there's no way they'll get me get within a hundred feet of Madison.”

Alyssa didn't say anything, but her mouth twisted up into a strange little smile. I stared at her, confused.

“What?”

“I just had a great idea, Vance,” Alyssa said, her smile growing wider. “Want to take me on a date tonight?”

xXx

I had never been to one of our college's football games before. Between class and the constant pranks and teasing by the Demons, I had never had time. The second Alyssa and I set foot in the stadium, I regretted never having come before.

The whole place had the atmosphere of a party. Drunk girls were everywhere: decked out in face paint, school jerseys and not much else. There was food and beer everywhere, smiling faces, and the shared camaraderie that only rooting for the home team can give a crowd.

Alyssa held onto my arm, practically dragging me along in her excitement. “Oh, I love the games! Emily always told us we had to be so cool and above it all, so I never got to really get excited – but now, I can really be my true self!”

“Sure,” I said, giving her arm a little squeeze. “I'm glad you're having fun. Just remember we've got a job to do.”

Her eyes flashed wickedly. “Oh, I haven't forgotten. I'm looking forward to it. Maddie and I were never friends – I can't wait to see that bitch get what she deserves.”

We found our seats (they were terrible, of course – my ticket options were still in pre-Demons mode) and promptly abandoned them, wandering around the stadium hoping to catch a glimpse of the famed Cougar cheerleading squad. Finally Alyssa squeezed my hand and pointed. Following her gaze, I saw a group of figures, ant-tiny from so high up, wearing red and white uniforms.

“That's them,” Alyssa said. “And that's Maddie right in the middle. See her?”

I did. Of all the Demons, Madison Van Owens was probably the most popular and recognizable on campus, though according to Alyssa she was actually near the bottom of the Demons' own standing. She was the public face of the school's cheerleading squad and a constant booster for campus activities. Her body was a testament to the power of hard work and training – she was lithe and tight, with barely a hint of body fat. She was a tiny, blonde little minx, and every boy on campus dreamed of sinking his cock inside her and finding out just how well those cheerleading moves translated to the bedroom.

As we worked our way down, pushing through the throngs of people, I kept my eyes on Madison. She and the rest of the team went through a series of simple cheerleading moves, warming up the crowd, then gave us all a bow and headed inside.

“That's where they are,” I said, pointing.

Alyssa nodded. “Are you ready?”

I took her hand and squeezed. “Just like we rehearsed. Make sure you turn your phone on when you get to the lockers, I want to hear everything.”

“Can do.” She leaned over and planted a kiss on my cheek. “Wish me luck.”

We split up – she continued heading down, moving gracefully through the crowd (some of whom recognized her and gave a start) while I headed back, to the adjacent parking garage and Alyssa's black SUV.

I crawled inside and lay down in the backseat, relaxing my muscles and calming myself down as I imagined Alyssa getting closer to our goal. After a moment, my phone started vibrating.

“Hey,” I said.

“You in position?” It was Alyssa.

“Yep. Good to go. You?”

“Coming up on the locker rooms now. I'm tucking you in my pocket, I'll give a yell if something goes wrong. Everybody's looking at me like I just escaped from some cult, so I must have gotten the look right.”

“The look?”

“Yeah, I tore my clothes up a bit and mussed up my hair. Nothing I can't fix later. Now don't say a word – I don't want Maddie hearing anything.”

I closed my mouth and settled back. A second later, I heard a rustling as Alyssa's slid her cell phone into the front pocket of her blouse. The sound became muffled and bassy, but in the quiet of the SUV I could still hear everything just fine.

I didn't have long to wait. After some more rustling and the sound of doors opening and closing, there was a strangled gasp.

“Alyssa? What the fuck are you
 doing here?” I recognized that voice: Madison Van Owens.

I have to give Alyssa credit – she's one hell of an actress. If she wasn't already a model, she could make it in Hollywood. She put the perfect amount of frantic desperation and disorientation in her voice as she started begging Madison for help.

“Maddie, oh thank God it's you. You've got to help me, Maddie, he's after me!”

I could practically hear Madison's eyes widen. “Vance is here?”

“He made me lead him here, Maddie,” Alyssa said, the words spilling out over top of each other. “He did something to me! He's got that ring, and when I looked at it, it was like I was somebody else. He told me to do things and I just couldn't say no. He made me turn against the rest of the Demons, Maddie! Please, you've got to tell Emily I'm sorry...”

“Calm down.” Madison's voice was steady now, but wary. “How did you get away?”

“It just...wore off,” Alyssa said. “One minute I was doing what he told me, the next I was me again. He wasn't watching me – I don't think he knows that can happen.”

There was a pause. “Good,” Madison said. “That's really, really good. So it's not permanent. Emily will be glad to hear that.”

“Oh Christ, Emily!” Alyssa said, sounding honestly aggrieved for a moment. “You've got to tell Emily I didn't mean it. I didn't do anything to hurt the Demons – you've got to let me back in. If you don't, he'll just get me again...”

I could feel Madison's nod. “Okay. Yeah, of course. Right after the game, we'll go to her and explain everything-”

“After the game!?” Alyssa sounded panicked. “Maddie, he's coming for you right now
! He's here, in the stadium!”

“Shit.” I heard Madison pace back and forth for a moment, thinking. “Alright. I'll tell Damien we need to get out of here.”

“No.” The phone crackled as Alyssa shook her head. “He's got some of your people under his power already – he told me. He bragged about it. You've got to come with me.”

“With you?”

“I drove him everywhere,” Alyssa said smoothly. “It's like he got off on me serving him. I've still got the keys to my car, and he doesn't know I'm not under his control. We've got to run, now. It's our only chance.”

“Goddamnit...” Madison stamped the concrete floor of the locker room. “Fine. I'll explain to Coach Cross later. I'm sure he'll understand. Let's go.”

I pumped my fist in the silence of the SUV. Success! Flipping over to the GPS program built into my phone, I watched as the pale blue dot of Alyssa's phone moved out of the locker room and across the stadium. A few seconds later, I scrunched down further in the backseat, hoping I wouldn't be seen.

It was a good thing I had – a few seconds later, the driver's side door opened and Madison Van Owens scrambled in, smelling of freshly-cut grass, sweat and expensive perfume. Alyssa got in on the passenger side, drumming her fingers on the dash nervously.

“Let's go, let's go,” Alyssa said frantically. “He's gonna figure this out any second.”

“Calm your tits,” Madison snapped. “I've got this.”

The engine roared to life. The SUV pulled out of the space with a jerk and went tearing out of the parking garage. Lights passed in the darkness across the little bit I could see of the outside window.

“Shit, that was close,” Alyssa said after a minute.

“Yeah,” Madison snapped. “We just got away clean.”

Alyssa sighed theatrically and put her hands on the dashboard. “So where are we headed, anyway? I hope Emily is holed up somewhere secure. Is Kimberly with her?”

From my hiding spot in the backseat, I didn't get a clear picture of what happened next. All I heard was a scuffle, then the sound of rushing air as the passenger door snapped open.

“We
 aren't going anywhere,” Madison snarled, one hand on the wheel. “The last thing the Demons need is to take care of someone who betrayed us.”

Alyssa wasn't wearing a seatbelt. There was a kicking noise, then a distant thud as she tumbled from the SUV.

I sat bolt upright. “What the fuck!?”

Madison caught sight of me in the rear-view mirror and screamed. The car (I noticed with something like relief that she had slowed down before kicking Alyssa out) began to accelerate as her foot came down on the gas.

I held up my ring and let her see it. “Stop the fucking car
,” I commanded.

She mashed the brakes, guiding the SUV to the side of the road.

“Stay right here,” I said, fury in my voice. “Don't hit the gas, don't get out of the car, don't even think
 of trying to run. I'll be back.”

I hopped out of the car and ran back down the highway. Alyssa was a blur in the darkness, but I could see she was staggering to her feet.

“Are you okay?” I called.

“That...fucking...bitch!” Alyssa brushed off her jacket, staggering forward. “She kicked me out of a moving vehicle!”

“Are you hurt?” I looked her over – nothing appeared to be broken, at least.

“I think I'm okay. My phone's in pieces all over the road, though – it fell out of my pocket when she kicked me.”

“That's okay,” I said with relief, tears coming quite unexpectedly to my eyes. “I'll get you a new one. Best one on the market. I'm just glad you're okay.”

“Me too.” She glanced past me at the SUV, her eyes narrowing. “I'm going to make her pay for that.”

Together we climbed back into the SUV, this time with Alyssa laying in the backseat, with a seatbelt on.

“You really could have hurt her,” I snarled to Madison.

She glanced back, fear in her eyes. It was obvious she'd been trying to force her body to escape, but my control was too strong. “I was scared. I wasn't thinking...”

“Where are the rest of the Demons hiding? Where are Emily and Kimberly?”

She shook her head. “I don't know.”

“Bullshit!” Alyssa called from the back.

I nodded. “You were running to her. Don't deny it. Where were you going?”

“I wasn't going to Emily,” she said quickly. “I was going to B&B.”

“B&B?” I had no idea what she was talking about.

But Alyssa, it seemed, did. “Browder and Black,” she said wearily. “They're a law firm – one of the best in the country. Were you planning on lawyering up, Maddie?”

She shook her head, trembling. “No. Kimberly works there. She's a secretary for one of the big wigs, part time. Her Daddy got her the job. I...I figured I'd explain everything to her, and she'd put me wherever they're hiding Em. I don't know where she is, I mean it...”

“Enough.” I was furious. I had a new lead, but all I could think about was the terrible sound Alyssa had made, falling out of her own car.

“How dare you.” I was tempted to slap Madison, but I held back. “I was
 going to make you like this, make you happy like Soojin was. But I don't think you deserve that.” I raised the ring. “First, you owe Alyssa an apology.”

“I am so
 sorry,” Madison moaned. “Alyssa, I didn't mean to hurt you...”

“Like hell you didn't,” Alyssa said with a roll of the eyes.

“Not good enough.” I had a flash of insight, sudden and terrible. “I want you to tell me – what's the most awful thing I could do to you with this? What are you most afraid of?”

Her lips stayed tightly closed, like she was trying with everything in her to resist me. It only lasted a moment. “Take away my cheerleading,” she finally said, like it was being wrung out of her.

“Really? That seems a pretty light punishment...”

“No,” Alyssa interjected from the backseat, “it's perfect. I told you, it's what the skank lives for. Ruining her cheer career would wreck her worse than getting kicked out of the Demons.”

I gave Madison a sideways glance. “That true?”

“Yes.” It came out again like she was fighting it, so I guessed that really was
 what she was most frightened of.

“Fine.” I glanced over at Alyssa. “This'll only take a few minutes. You want in?”

She shook her head. “I need a few minutes to recuperate anyway. You have fun.”

I nodded, then turned to Madison. “Get out here.”

Quaking with fear, Madison moved her cute little ass out of the SUV and stood outside, on the side facing away from the road. With trees at our back, we were nearly shielded from view – but I wasn't worried. Everyone who was anyone was still watching the game; the roads were empty.

“Turn around and pull that skirt up,” I commanded, flashing my ring. She was still in her cheerleading uniform; it fit her like a second skin. “I want to see your pussy.”

She did as she was told, spreading her legs and hiking up her skirt. Beneath it she was wearing a tight silver band of spandex between her legs, and I reached between her thighs and tore it neatly in two. She gave a little whimper but otherwise remained silent. A lacy pink pair of panties was all that separated her slit from me.

“You're wet,” I whispered in her ear, loving the way she shuddered as my command hit. “You're wetter than you've ever been in your life. You're even hornier than you are scared, and you can't control how good your body feels right now.

“Shit...” She gripped the roof of the car tighter and spread her legs, grinding her pussy towards me without thinking. She bit her lip, unable to stop the warm, fuzzy sensation that was radiating through her body. She wanted it, even though she didn't want it, and after she'd tossed my girlfriend out of a moving car, that was a good feeling to savor.

“My cock,” I said, removing said same from my pants, “is going to be the best thing you've ever felt in your life.” Without hesitation, I slid her panties to the side and entered her roughly, letting my free hand get tangled in her hair. Through the tint of the window, I could just make out the silhouette of Alyssa, egging me on.

“Oh, fuck,” Madison groaned, equal parts horny and helpless. “God, don't, stop...”

“Don't stop?” I snickered. “You don't want me to stop, do you?”

“No,” she said, but whether she was answering my question or begging me to stop, I don't even think she
 knew. “No, no no”

“This feels so good,” I whispered. “It's the best pleasure you've ever felt. But you can't come – not yet.”

“I don't...I don't want to come,” she whimpered. God, her pussy was so tight. Her whole body was built for sex – I couldn't wait to fully brainwash her and see how many moves she could execute on my dick.

“In a minute,” I said, already feeling my cock begin to throb between those snug walls, “I'm going to come. When you feel me shoot inside you, the second you become aware of that hot, sticky seed inside of your pussy, then
 you're going to come. And something else is going to happen, too.”

Grabbing her hips, I thrust into her with savage force. “I want you to think about all your talent, Madison. All that training you put in to become the best cheerleader ever. That balance that keeps you from falling when you do a flip. That control that lets you know you can make your body move exactly how you want it to. Are you thinking about that, Madison?”

“Yes! Yes, I'm thinking about it oh god please don't stop fucking me!”

“I want you to put all that talent in a bucket in your mind, Madison. All of it pouring in, like water from a big, silver faucet. And when you come, it's going to shake up the bucket, isn't it? It's going to give it a good, hard shake.”

“No, please...” she whimpered. “God, why does this feel so good
...”

“In fact, it's going to knock the bucket right over,” I told her. “All that hard work, all those long nights practicing, all those skills you've built up in your body and your mind, they're going to come trickling out of you, pushed out with every little quiver of your pussy as you come. Do you understand me, Madison?”

“Please don't do this,” she begged. “I'll do anything – you can hypnotize me, just like Soojin. I'll do anything for you, please!”

“You already are,” I said. “This is exactly what I want.”

With a harsh cry, I gave her hips a final thrust and came. My orgasm was hard and fast, every inch of my cock singing from the contact with her tight, soft walls. I shot burst after burst of come inside her unprotected womb, and the second she felt it inside of her she came hard
, shaking and shivering and letting her eyes roll back in her head like she was having a seizure – which in a way, I suppose she was.

As I came down from my peak, I withdrew from her, leaving a trickle of seed oozing between her legs. She sobbed in mingled horror and pleasure. Clutching the car like a drowning woman holding onto a raft.

She looked over her shoulder at me, mortified. “Did...did it work?”

I shrugged. “I guess you'll find out the next time you go to practice.”

She began to cry.

I glanced back at Alyssa, who was watching the scene Madison was making with a small frown. I did feel a tiny bit bad – going and taking away the thing Madison loved most in the world was a bit of a harsh punishment, even for shoving Alyssa.

I started to get back in the car. Madison moved to the hood and looked at me, shock in her face. “You're not going to leave me here?”

“You can walk back,” I said, shaking my head. “Look...”

She glanced down at the hood and then back to me, despair in her eyes. “What?”

“I'll make you a deal. You've got an appointment to be at an honor council meeting three days from now, right?”

Her eyes flashed with recognition. “Yes. Why?”

I glanced past her, into the distance. “You go to that meeting and recant your testimony. Tell them the other girls put you up to it, and that Emily was the ringleader. You do that, I'll give you your talent back.”

Her eyes widened. A look that could only be described as hope stole over her features. “You...you'd do that, Vance? Even after all the shit we...I...did to you?”

I nodded. “Don't tempt me to change my mind.”

It was as if a cloud had fled her face. “Don't worry about a thing!” A big, fake smile split her features. “I'll tell them exactly what you want them to hear, Vance. Thank you so much, Vance, you're the best, you're such a forgiving guy...”

I shut the door, muffling her protestations of thanks. With a sigh and a roll of the eyes, I started the SUV and drove off, leaving Madison standing alone by the side of the road, a mile or two from the stadium.

There was silence in the car as I sped down the road. Then finally, Alyssa spoke up.

“I heard what you told her, you know.”

I nodded and glanced at her in the rear view. “I know.”

“Are you really going to turn her back?”

A wicked smirk crossed my face. “Maybe.”

We drove off into the night. There were two Demons to go – and I had a lead on one of them.


Owning The Secretary (The Demon Prince Part Four)


Soojin took the guard's hand and slid it between her warm, parted thighs, all without breaking eye contact. A big, inviting smile spread across her face, growing even wider as the guard's mouth dropped open.

“You like the way that feels, baby? I'm not wearing any panties.” She slid the guard's hand up an inch or so “Ooh, that feels nice
.”

The guard looked at her like he'd just won the lottery. “God damn
, girl.”

“That's right.” Soojin nodded, straddling the guard's hand, pushing it further into her. “I bet you've never had a tight, wet pussy like this in your whole life, have you, stud?”

The guard shook his head mutely, too shocked to speak.

She leaned forward, got up on tiptoe (the guard was a good six inches taller than her), and leaned towards his ear. She whispered, but clearly enough that I could read her lips:

“I want to feel you come inside me.”

An instant later, the guard was moving, practically carrying Soojin off with him. His hands moved everywhere as he hustled her along: her thighs, her ass, her perky breasts. Seconds later, they were going around the corner.

From our hiding spot, Alyssa peeked out and giggled. “That girl is one smart little slut,” she said, shaking her head.

This was the entrance to Browder and Black, one of the country's most preeminent law firms. They represented the legal affairs of celebrities, politicians and power players across the country. And thanks to one horny, mesmerized little Asian slut, the front door was completely unguarded.

I thanked my lucky stars, giving my ring a kiss as Alyssa and I raced for the door.

What were we doing here? We certainly weren't sneaking in to have a chat about some legal trouble we were in. I'd come here for a very specific reason: to find a girl. Kimberly Jacobs, a secretary – although I didn't know to whom – who was hiding out here.

The reasons behind all this were a little complicated.

I looked Alyssa over as we flanked either side of the door, my eyes traveling up and down her body as she peered inside. A few weeks ago, Alyssa St. James was a name I knew only in the vaguest sense. She certainly wouldn't have given a guy like me
 the time of day: she'd been a lingerie model for a trashy teen fashion company before we'd ended up at the same college. I was just some nobody, but she was one of the Demons: a group of five girls who made up the most exclusive, powerful social clique on campus.

I had a list of all of them, crumpled up in the pocket of my slacks. Three names – Alyssa St. James, Soojin Park and Madison Van Owens – were already crossed out. Only two remained. Each girl had done her level best to make my college life a living hell: they'd bullied me, pranked and hazed me mercilessly, all for some breach of propriety I still didn't understand. I'd been on the verge of dropping out when I'd gotten a ring from a strange woman outside the student commons: a ring that let me control the Demons.

Now I was using three of them to find the other two: if I didn't, I was going to be expelled in two days for some trumped-up charges the Demons had laid on me. It was strange; I was running out of time, probably going to be expelled no matter what I did, and as far as I knew this ring I had only gave me power over two more people on the entire planet. I should have been sweating bullets – but I'd never felt more alive.

Alyssa caught me looking at her and flashed a naughty grin. “Did watching Soojin get you all hot and bothered, Vance?”

“Looking at you
 gets me all hot and bothered,” I countered, nodding in her direction. “You're amazing, Alyssa.”

She grinned hugely and gave me a swift kiss on the lips. Her lip gloss tasted vaguely of cinnamon. “No, Vance. You are. Now let's get in there before Soojin finishes fucking that guard.”

The door opened soundlessly beneath my palm. Inside, the place was plush, the floors some kind of fancy marble and luxury fixtures everywhere. Obviously, though, they weren't expecting company – B&B was a by-appointment-only sort of business, and they must not have had anyone dropping by in the AM. The lights were dimmed; from some hidden speaker a recording of a string quartet covered Top 40 hits with soft, classical flourishes.

“Where do you think she works?” Alyssa asked, glancing back at me.

“Knowing the kind of connections she has, I doubt she does much real work at all,” I mused. “I haven't met Kim before – is she pretty?”

Alyssa thought for a moment then nodded. “Yeah. Hotter than Emily – which pisses her off something fierce – but maybe not as hot as Madison, unless you're really into brunettes.”

“But, like...I mean, all of you are gorgeous,” I said. “It's just a matter of degree, right?”

“I guess. I don't quite understand.”

“If she's anywhere near as hot as you are,” I said, relishing the slight blush that came to Alyssa's cheeks, “then they're probably just paying her to stand around and look pretty in her Slutty Secretary Barbie outfit. That means she's almost certainly eye-candy for one of the big dogs. Which one of them is a bigger horndog – Browder or Black?”

She hummed gently. “Mr. Black is pushing seventy,” she finally said. “So Browder?”

“Let's find Browder's office, then,” I said. It was as good a guess as any I could have come up with. If we didn't find her there, we'd try somewhere else.

The narrow hallway turned out to be the vestibule for a large, stately lobby. There was no directory posted anywhere, but I had a pretty good idea of where to go – you always go up to get to the penthouse, after all. The first elevator we found refused to open, but around the corner was an old freight elevator, obviously little-used from the amount of dust caked on the door.

I pushed the button, and after a moment the doors slid open without a sound.

“Going up?” I asked Alyssa in the creepiest voice I could muster.

She snickered and stepped inside.

The doors closed behind us, leaving us in near-total darkness. I should have hit a button, got us moving, started searching for whatever suite had Kimberly working inside of it. Instead, my hands had different ideas.

“What are you – oh, shit
, that feels nice,” Alyssa said, leaning into my touch.

“Yeah? That's nothing compared to this...”

“Oh, fuck!
 Christ, I'm so wet – how do you always get me this way so fucking fast, baby?”

I pulled her close and gave her bottom lip a gentle bite, making her squeal with mingled pain and pleasure.

“I meant what I said,” I said as I pulled back. “You are a wonder, Alyssa. I don't know what I ever did without you.”

“Oh, I'm sure you're just saying that,” she murmured, her hands trailing down the front of my slacks, searching out my hardening bulge. “You're always trying to get into my pants. You've already got three girls who are willing to do anything you ask, and you're asking me to help you get two more. How am I supposed to compete with those numbers?”

I shook my head, Since she couldn't see it, I grabbed her by the back of her shapely ass and pulled her to me, letting her feel how hard I was.

“You're my favorite,” I said. “That's not going to change, no matter how hot Kimberly or Emily are.”

“You're still going to fuck them,” she said. Strangely, she didn't sound the least bit mad.

“I am. I'm going to fuck them and you're going to watch and participate and you're going to love every fucking second of it.” My hand rubbed the back of her neck. “But I don't want to spend a second with any of them when I'm not fucking them. And that's not the case with you. You're...different, somehow.”

“Oh baby,” she giggled, “that might be the most romantic thing I've ever gotten you to say.”

“Yeah, I'm not the most romantic guy.”

“Uh huh.” She let out a groan as the warmth between her legs ground against the front of my pants. “You make up for it in other ways.”

Something was nagging at the back of my mind. Even with everything that was going on, it distracted me. “You're still not taking your birth control pills, are you?”

Alyssa let out a little gasp, then her hands were at my pants, working the brass button free and unzipping the zipper. “No,” she admitted. “You told me not too. I'm completely unprotected.”

Her fingers found my cock and gave it a gentle squeeze, pulling it free. It was already sticky with precum and warm as an oven in her hand.

“You know,” she said, her cheeks burning with warmth, “I know it's probably just me being mental, but ever since I stopped taking those pills, I just feel so...fertile. Like I should walk around on tiptoe, because the slightest little burst in here-” she grabbed my hand and slid it between her parted thighs, a move that made me think of Soojin doing it to the guard, “-and I'm gonna be knocked up with twins. Triplets, even.”

A low growl of pure animal lust escaped my throat. My hands on her hips, I shoved Alyssa up against the wall of the elevator. A relieved sigh escaped her lips as she spread her legs and ground her soaking slit against me.

“Fuck me,” she whimpered. “Come in me right now, Vance.” Her fingers stroked me, getting me nice and hard. “I want to feel every drop of your come inside me.”

That was all I needed to hear. Her legs, already spread wide like a bird's against the elevator door, provided no resistance as I thrust inside of her, parting her wet lips with my cock. I was so hard it hurt – I needed release, and the only thing that could make me better was filling her softness up again and again until I couldn't stand it anymore and came inside her. I fucked he savagely, savoring every little gasp and moan of pleasure that spilled from her lips as I did my best to crush her against the wall with the force of our fucking.

“Oh baby, goddamn you must want me so bad,” Alyssa said, her breath hot against my ear. “You've never fucked me like this before – I feel like such a whore when you split me open!”

Hearing the buried wish in her statement, I took her by the hair and turned her head to the side as I pounded her, holding her in place like a little fuck doll. “I'm going to come in you,” I told her.

“Yeah? Yeah, do it,” she begged. “Make me a real woman, Vance. Fill me up, stud – I'm gonna be so fucking pregnant for you, baby. I'm gonna be such a good girl for you come for me Vance shoot your load inside me...”

Burying my face in her neck and shoulder, I gave her pussy a final pump, filling her to the hilt right as I shot inside her with an orgasm so strong it felt explosive. My knees grew weak as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me, nature's reward for a job well done.

“Fuck,” I whispered, coming down from my peak and finding my cock still buried within her. “That was insane.”

“Insane and so good
,” she whispered, nuzzling my chest. “Don't move yet – I heard keeping it in for a minute after helps the semen travel further. Make it even more likely you just knocked me up.”


Fuck yeah
. My cock twitched to renewed life just hearing it.

Alyssa felt it, too. “That really gets you off, hearing that, doesn't it?” She smirked in the darkness and ran her nails gently down my chest. “Perv.”

“How could I possibly be a perv? Wanting to knock up a pretty girl like you is the most natural thing in the world.”

I felt her blush more than I saw it. “Geez, dude, when you put it like that, you almost sound like you love me or something.”

“I do.”

She bit her lip and held me closer. “I guess I do, too,” she admitted. “Fuck, no wait, that sounds awful. I really love you, Vance – so much it scares me, even.”

Wow. A few weeks of being my girlfriend had done what even the power of my ring couldn't. I wondered how much of this was my hypnotic power, and how much of it really me – and the thought made me a little bitter.

“You only love me because I hypnotized you,” I said, giving my hips a tiny shove forward. She gasped at the contact.

“That's...not true,” she said, voice husky with pleasure.

“It is. You think my cock is inside of you right now because I'm such a nice guy?”

“Your cock is in me right now because its an amazing
 fucking cock,” Alyssa said with a smile, “and I want it in me all the time.”

“You were willing to have me expelled before you saw this ring,” I said, a little harsher than I had intended.

She froze for a moment, then nodded. “That's true. Vance...I'm sorry. I didn't know you. All I knew is that you'd done something to piss Emily off, and no one on campus messed around with one of the Demons and lived to tell about it. We didn't need to know who you were – the group trumped everything. I made a mistake.”

I was about to say something, but she cut me off.

“And, I might not have given you the time of day before we crossed paths,” she said, voice thick with emotion, “but that would have been my loss
, Vance, not yours. I was so caught up in my own little bubble of privilege, I couldn't see the world around me – thank you so much for getting me out of it. Forgive me?”

“Well,” I said, “my cock is buried inside of you. It feels pretty easy to let bygones by bygones.”

She giggled and scooted forward, moving her ass off the wall. “Besides, I'm going to need you to be my big strong protector once this belly gets all round and big...”

Without warning, the elevator door slid open. I must have pushed Alyssa up against a button while we were fucking, and it was just now popping back up. Her bare ass and trimmed pussy (with my cock splitting it open) would have been visible to anyone who'd have been standing there – thankfully the hallway was empty.

“Shit,” Alyssa gasped, sliding me out of her and pulling down her skirt. “That was fucking close.”

I got my pants closed and stepped out into the hall just as the elevator doors closed. “Yeah. Is this it?”

We looked around. It did indeed look like the top floor of the B&B building. Up here, the luxury was a little bit less extreme – this was obviously a place where business was transacted, not just a space for wowing potential clients.

“Alright, Sven,” came a voice from down the hall. “Have a great weekend.”

Before I could react, Alyssa grabbed me by the shoulder and pulled me backwards. “Shit! That's Kimberly.”

I nodded. “Perfect. Come over here...”

Following my lead, we snuck to an alcove along a side hallway. I waited, head cocked and ear to the wind. Kimberly passed by within two feet of us, face angled down and buried in her phone.

It took all I had not to laugh. We could have been standing in front of her doing jumping jacks and she wouldn't have noticed us.

We followed a few steps behind her, closing the gap as she walked to the nicer, non-freight elevator and slid a keycard in the slot. The doors opened with a friendly ding.

Kimberly stepped inside, and we did, too.

It took a second for her to realize she wasn't alone; by then the doors were already sliding shut. Her phone dropped to the carpeted floor and bounced with a thud.

“What the fuck!?” I was glad the doors had closed; that was loud. “You...”

I smiled and lifted my ring. “Hi, Kimberly. Nice to finally meet you.”

She opened her mouth to scream.

“Don't even think about it,” I said with a smirk. “Alyssa, stop the elevator.”

She did so, shooting Kim a smug little look.

“Let's make this easy,” I said. Now that I'd pumped a hot load into Alyssa, I was keenly aware that every second we spent in this elevator increased our risk of getting caught. “I'll make you a deal I didn't make the rest of you. Tell the honor council I did nothing wrong, and tell me where Emily is hiding. Then we'll let you go.”

I expected her to crumple, to give up immediately: and she did. Her knees hit the floor. “Oh, Christ. Thank you, Vance. I promise – I'll tell them all I made everything up. No, that Emily made everything up.”

Alyssa looked at me like she couldn't believe what I was saying. “You're going to just let her go? Like that – after what the Demons have done to you?”

“Not yet,” I said, turning back to Kimberly. “First, you've got to tell me where Emily is.”

She bit her lip, glancing from one of us to the other uncertainly. “I don't know.”

We glanced at each other, Alyssa rolling her eyes as if to say can you fucking believe this
?

“You have to talk.” I lifted the ring, letting the florescent lights from the elevator gleam. “You have to talk or there's no deal.”

“I really don't know,” she said quickly. Her lip twitched with nerves. “I'm telling you, Vance, I swear-”

“You want to tell me everything,” I said. Beads of sweat began to form on her forehead; her eyes went glazed and faraway. “It feels good to tell me everything, so good. Better than anything you've ever felt.”

“Mmmmh, fuuuuck,” she whispered. Her eyes were slits, her arms began to shake. “Holy shit. I get why you're with him now, Alyssa...”

“You don't know anything about me, bitch,” Alyssa snapped.

“Stop,” I said, looking back at her. “I'm working. In fact...”

I grinned and flashed the ring in her direction. “Get over here.”

Slowly, a naughty smile crept over her face. She sashayed forward. “You're already ready for round two, Vance? What, does controlling this little slut's every move make you so hard you can't stand it?”

“I've had enough of your lip,” I said, sliding a finger into Alyssa's mouth and hooking it. “I know exactly what you can do with that mouth.”

She pulled away and licked her lips. “Mmm, yes sir. I can do that very well.”

She slid to her knees, ending up right next to Kimberly – who was lost in her own little world of pleasure, struggling to resist my commands.

“I think it would be right for both of us to serve you,” Alyssa said. “Don't you think so? One taste of your come and all those nasty little secrets she's trying to hide will come spilling out.”

“I like the way you think – oh, damn,” I said, watching Alyssa slide my cock from my pants and lick it from the base to the tip. “You are eager
.”

“Maybe watching you dominate a little slut turns me on, too,” she said.

“I love that,” I said.

Alyssa continued sucking me off as Kimberly staggered out of her trance, glancing around the room as if she had no earthly idea how she'd come to be on her knees in an elevator.

“That felt so good,” she whispered, looking up at me. “I want more
.”

Damn. I'd hit her too hard, too fast. I could see the gleam in her eyes, as canny as an addicts. She would give me anything I wanted, now – as long as the promise of more pleasure was held out like a treat.

“Move over,” I murmured to Alyssa, sliding my cock from the side of her mouth. “Someone else wants to share with you.”

Alyssa leaned back grinning and guided my cock into Kimberly's mouth. The secretary's eyes rolled back in her head as pure hypnotic bliss filled her mind.

She only let her suck a moment before pulling away. Kimberly gasped like she'd been shocked, tried desperately to get her mouth back on me.

“In a second,” Alyssa assured her. “Where is Emily hiding?”

There was no chance of resistance now. “I told you,” she gasped, her voice pure desperation. “I don't know.”

Alyssa sighed. “You really don't know, do you?”

She shook her head. “Please let me keep sucking Master. I need his come. Please...”

“Well, then. I guess the only thing you're good for is being a cock-sucking whore, then. Isn't it?”

Rather than looking insulted, Kimberly's eyes actually filled with gratitude. “Yes,” she said passionately. “That's what I am!”

Alyssa seized the moment – and Kimberly. She forced the girl down on my cock, sliding it down her throat until she gagged.

“That's all you're good for, Kimmie,” she hissed, forcing the slim brunette's mouth on me again and again. “You think any of these men here care about you? They think you're competent? Ha. They're just fantasizing about you doing this to them. Every
 man is thinking that when he looks at you, whore. That's all they're thinking about: your tits, your ass and your wet little pussy.”

Kimberly agreed enthusiastically, the words muffled around my cock. I could feel myself getting close – Alyssa's dirty talk always did that to me – and after she'd done such a nice job servicing me in the elevator, I felt like doing things her way a bit.

“I'm about to come,” I said, looking down at the pornographic tableau at my feet. “How do you want me to do it?”

“I want you to come all over this bitch's face,” Alyssa said without hesitation. In a flash, her phone was out. “I want to film it. A picture is worth a thousand words, but video is forever. So everyone will know exactly what she really is.”

That was fine with me – she just needed to book it. “You'd better get it started now, then,” I said, my voice thick with pleasure.

My cock left Kimberly's mouth with a wet pop
. Alyssa aimed it at her face, slapped her across the cheek until she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue obediently, then flipped on her phone.

“Get ready,” she snarled, beginning to stroke me.

My cock was slick from Kimberly's mouth and she'd left me right on the edge, so it only took three or four good, hard pumps until I was coming, shooting more semen than I had thought possible all over Kimberly's beatific, submissive little face. Fucking Alyssa hadn't drained my balls a bit – I coated the slut, leaving thick trails dripping down her chin and onto her designer blouse.

Alyssa caught every moment of it, fixing it forever in HD video.

The instant it contacted her skin, Kimberly began to quiver, Her eyes rolled back into her head and she began to shake like a woman having a seizure. A low, throaty moan broke from her throat as her body overloaded with pleasure, beyond multiple orgasms. She dropped to the floor and shook, thrusting her hips as she came again and again.

“Come on,” I said, helping Alyssa to her feet. “We have to get out of here.”

Alyssa glanced down at the woman, looking vaguely envious of Kimberly's mindless pleasure. “Is she going to be okay?”

“Yeah. She'll be alright in ten minutes or so. Although she might pass out and spend the night here.”

Alyssa sniffed. “Too bad. She deserves worse.”

With our deed done, we made our way back to the front gate of the building. The guard was still gone – Soojin must have really taken him for a ride.

“Well,” Alyssa said, turning to me with an exhausted smile as we drove away, “that was fun. But we still don't know where to find Emily.”

I nodded slowly, my eyes fixed on the road. “You're right. Four out of five isn't enough. I'm still screwed if I can't get to her.”

“Maybe you won't be,” she mused. “I mean, if it's just Emily, it's only your word against hers, right? And I'd be glad to testify at the hearing that she's a lying bitch...”

I was so excited I nearly slammed on the brakes. “That's it.”

Alyssa looked confused. “What's it?”

“The hearing.” Every second I thought about it, the more it fell into place. “She has to be there. The Demons can't win if she's not there to spin her story.”

Alyssa cocked an eyebrow. “She's going to be surrounded by more guards than I have fingers, Vance. Not to mention half the campus faculty. How the hell are you going to get to Emily?”

“Don't worry,” I said. “I have a plan. And I think you're going to like it.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. You are
 going to be at that hearing, Alyssa. In fact, all
 of you are...”


Owning The Queen Bee Bully (The Demon Prince Part Five)


“This is highly unusual,” the Dean said, pushing her glasses up her nose with a slender thumb. “I was told there would be five girls testifying at this honor council meeting. I only see one. Where are your friends, Emily?”

Emily Underwood shifted in her seat nervously. A lock of her short, raven-black hair came free with the motion – unconsciously, she tucked it behind her ear.

“I understand that this looks bad,” she began.

The Dean sighed. “You're damned right it does. Five girls coming forward to accuse one man of cheating on his exams is an unusual occurrence to begin with. Now four of them have recanted their testimony, claiming you
 put them up to it. I have to say, I'm not entirely sure what to think at this point.”

“It certainly looks that way,” she said, raising her head. She fixed the Dean with a bold, even look. Dean Susan Ambrose had been an absolute stunner when she had been a student at this college twenty years ago, and the woman still had a body that could turn heads. It was easy to stare.

“I'm waiting,” the Dean said coldly.

Emily swallowed heavily. “This man we're talking about...Vance. He's dangerous. He's been doing something to my friends – I don't know exactly what it is, but he has some kind of leverage
 against them. As soon as we went public with his cheating, he...he came after us.”

The Dean nodded. Her face was completely inscrutable – it was impossible to tell whether she believed the story or not. “Interesting. Has he contacted you?”

She shook her head. “No. I'm the only one left. I've been in hiding, Dean Ambrose – hiding for my life.”

“Let's not get too dramatic,” the Dean said, yet she leaned forward in her seat like a co-ed expecting a particularly juicy story. “You said he has some...leverage over your friends, was that the word?” She waited for Emily to nod. “Tell me about it. What happened to them – why aren't they here today?”

A small smile lit up Emily's face – for all her power and privilege, she'd never been good at keeping a poker face. “Alyssa St. James was the first. She confronted Vance outside the student commons, right after she and I saw him cheating the first time. He's blackmailed her, Dean – and not just into changing her story. He's forced her to become his girlfriend. It's sick and appalling, and I don't know what to do about it.”

“Hmm.” The Dean took a sip of her coffee and set the mug aside, “I seem to remember a video that was circulating around campus a few weeks ago in which Ms. St. James featured heavily. Several dozen faculty members sent it to me. It showed her in congress with a boy in one of the dorms – is that young man this 'Vance'?”

Emily brightened. “Yes. Then you already know.”

The Dean frowned. “To be frank, that video shows little more than a college girl doing things college girls frequently do for their boyfriends, Miss Underwood. And, not to be overly explicit, but I have
 watched the video, and she certainly didn't appear to be coerced.”

“Maybe not, but there's no way you can say Soojin Park wasn't coerced.”

The Dean was taken aback. “The...camera show girl? Hold on...”

Emily watched, fidgeting nervously as the Dean hunted through some papers on her desk.

“Yes, she is one of the accusers,” Dean Ambrose said, more to herself than Emily. “Strange though: she doesn't appear to share a single class with this Vance boy...”

“Did you see that
 video?” Emily's tone was cold venom.

“I certainly did,” the Dean retorted. “Miss Park was disciplined – although not severely, taking her family's connections into account – for her...extracurricular
 activities and how they reflected on the school.” The Dean paused, appearing to only realize something for the first time. “That boy in the video...that was the same man. Vance?”

Emily nodded.

“Well, either he rather gets around, or something strange is going on,” the Dean said seriously. “Go on, continue. I assume he blackmailed young Soojin into being his 'girlfriend' as well?”

“No,” Emily said, not thrown off her game for a moment. “What he did was far worse. He forced
 her to visit every man who gave her money on that stream. He...he made her pleasure
 them. Like a goddamned whore. I don't think Soojin will ever be the same, Dean Ambrose – if it was up to me, Vance would be in prison.”

“I suppose expelling him will have to do?” The Dean arched an eyebrow.

Emily caught her sarcasm, but didn't react. “Yes, actually. That would be a good start.”

“So he blackmailed her with what? The video of the two of them?”

Emily nodded again. “Exactly.”

“But he didn't hold onto the video. It was released...hold on, let's see...ten minutes after it was recorded. And apparently the original social media account that uploaded was...”

The Dean's eyebrows rose in tandem. “Soojin's. So your argument is; this Vance blackmailed her into sleeping with him to keep from releasing a video...which she
 immediately released?”

Emily gulped. “You don't know how this man operates, Dean Ambrose. He's got some kind of hold on the Demons. It frightens me.”

“Mmh hmm.” The Dean did not look convinced. “Certainly, this Vance gentleman seems like a Lothario, and he should probably treat his women better, but...”

“What about Madison Van Owens?” Emily's voice rose a fraction of an octave, like she couldn't believe she was losing ground. “She disappeared
, Dean Ambrose! Right in the middle of a Cougars home game. Maddie wouldn't have missed a cheer routine for the world – she lived and breathed cheer. Vance forced her.”

“You're claiming the boy kidnapped Miss Van Owens?” The Dean made a steeple of her fingers and looked Emily over. “That is a very serious accusation.”

“I wouldn't be making it if it weren't a very serious situation,” Emily retorted.

“But...” the Dean sighed, took off her glasses and rubbed her forehead. “As it stands, your estimation of Miss Van Owens' love for her hobby is overstated. Were you aware that she resigned from the cheerleading squad two weeks ago, claiming she no longer wished to perform?”

Emily froze. Her pretty face whitened. “I did not know that, Dean Ambrose. It must have been Vance...”

“You're beginning to sound a bit like a broken record, Miss Underwood.” The Dean folded her glasses and put them on the desk. With them off, her face was even more striking and beautiful. “But we're getting off track.”

Emily glanced up from where she had been staring at the floor, contemplating how badly her plans had failed. “Off track?”

“None of this is really germane to the discussion. We haven't convened this meeting to determine whether Vance is some sort of blackmailing kidnapper. The only matter before us is whether or not he's been cheating his examinations. And I have to say, even with the oddness of the circumstances, I'm inclined to believe you.”

Emily looked shocked. “You are? I mean, you are.” A slow, smug smile spread across her face.

“There certainly seems to be something
 going on with this man,” the Dean said, rubbing her temple absently. “And I'm always going to err on the side of helping out one of the Demons.”

Emily's smile froze in place. “D...Demon?”

This time it was the Dean's turn to smile. “You think I didn't know? All five of you are Demons, right?”

Emily blanched. Her legs twitched like she wanted to get up out of the chair and run. “There's no such thing as the Demons. Everyone knows that.”

“Oh, come come now, Miss Underwood, I'm not a fool. I did
 attend this college, you know. You and your friends are far from the first girls on campus to have that moniker – it's a very old one, one of the oldest all-girl secret societies in America.” The Dean leaned forward. “I was a member, you know.”

If the Dean had thought this news would calm Emily down, she couldn't have been more wrong. The girl's eyes grew wide as saucers – her skin the blank white of fresh paper. “You're a Demon, Dean Ambrose?”

“Yes.” She smiled warmly. “You know, Emily, you remind me so much of me at your age...”

“Oh no,” Emily whispered. “No no no no no...”

The Dean's eyebrows furrowed in confusion. “Why, Miss Underwood – whatever is the matter?”

“He has power over the Demons,” she said, almost to herself. “Present, past, future...oh shit, we have to get out of here, Sarah!”

“Ahem.” the Dean cleared her throat. “You may refer to me as Dean Ambrose, Miss Underwood – we aren't quite that
 friendly...”

“He's coming here, right after me,” Emily said, a keen edge of terror in her voice. “And if he finds out you're a Demon...”

She was wrong about one thing, though. I didn't need to find that out. I already knew.

“I assure you,” Dean Ambrose said, “you have nothing to fear, Miss Underwood. This Vance boy is going to be expelled, and that will be the last we ever hear of him...”

She trailed off, because a light on her desk began to blink incessantly. Pushing the button, she cleared her throat. “Yes?”

The voice on the other end was flat, made robotic from the old, static-filled intercom system. “Miss Ambrose, there are some people here to see you.”

“People? What people?”

“Four girls,” the voice continued. “They said they're here to testify in your honor council meeting.”

“Oh, wonderful
.” The Dean's face lit up. “It seems your friends have decided to do the right thing, after all.”

Emily stood up in her chair, shaking with horror. “No! Don't let them in!”

“Let them in,” the Dean said.

xXx

Once upon a time, there was a boy. A normal, average boy who just wanted to better himself. He kept his head down, got good grades, and got accepted into the best liberal arts college in his state.

But once upon a time there were five wicked princesses, members of a long-feared coven of witches, who detested the boy. They made his life hell – everywhere he turned, they were there, taunting him and pranking him and accusing him of dreadful lies.

The boy was about to quit, and leave this college he'd worked so hard to get into. Until he met a princess from a distant land, a good princess who rubbed shoulders with ancient kings and gave power to people just like him, the one who stood against many.

Exactly once
 upon a time, this boy was about to prevail. And all those wicked princesses were about to kneel…

xXx

The door swung open, revealing the serene face of Dean Susan Ambrose and the shocked, horrified visage of one Emily Underwood, leader of the Demons. I spread my arms wide, allowing my entourage to enter the room before me. They sashayed their hips as they sauntered in, like strippers about to begin a performance. Soojin dropped to her knees next to Emily and smiled up at her, while Maddie sat on the edge of the Dean's desk and blew a massive pink bubblegum bubble, giggling all the while.

The Dean looked around more in surprise than anger, considering how quickly she'd lost control of the situation. “What is going on here? What are you all...”

She looked up and saw me. Our eyes locked, and her confusion turned to anger. “You are not allowed in this room, Mister Vance. You are accused of some very serious crimes – interfering with an honor council meeting compounds them quite severely...”

“But I have to be here,” I said, holding up my hand. The ring I'd been given, the magic ring that let me control the Demons flashed in the light. Until that moment, I hadn't been sure it would work on Dean Ambrose – did the person have to currently
 be a Demon or would past membership suffice? - but then her eyes glazed over slightly and a slow smile spread across her face.

“Of course you do,” the Dean said matter-of-factly. “You do
 need the chance to mount a successful defense, after all.”

Emily slowly turned to the Dean, her pretty face full of horror. “No! He can't be here, Dean Ambrose! He can't...”

Dean Ambrose looked at Emily as if she couldn't understand what the younger girl was getting so worked up about. “It's alright, Emily. You're perfectly safe here.”

“Dean,” I said, “I'm so grateful that you decided to meet with me. I thank you for your impartiality and your wisdom. I trust that after you hear what these girls have to say, there will be no doubt as to my innocence.”

“These girls?” The Dean watched Maddie roll her gum around her finger with something more than professional detachment. “They aren't here to testify against you?”

“Far from it.” I felt a grin stretch my cheeks. “They're here to be my
 witnesses.”

Emily sat back down – her knees were shaking too hard for her to remain standing. The Dean's eyebrows raised in apparent confusion.

“Really?”

Before I could speak, Alyssa spoke for me. “Absolutely. We're here today because we couldn't stay silent any longer – the four of us have come together to stop you from committing a grave miscarriage of justice.” As she spoke, she fixed Emily with a wry, knowing stare.

Emily moaned but otherwise stayed silent.

Dean Ambrose looked incredibly interested in what Alyssa had to say. Enthralled, even. “This man has been accused of dominating and blackmailing all of you,” she said, looking around the room, “and using you as his sexual playthings. Are you saying none of that is true?”

“Oh, it's true,” Alyssa said with a smile. “He used us.”

“And abused us,” Soojin added, grinding her ass against the desk.

“But we wanted it,” Kimberly whispered.

Maddie leaned over and nibbled the Dean's earlobe. The older woman went rigid in her seat, her face going beet-red.

“We liked it,” Maddie whispered, her breath hot against the Dean's ear. “We wanted him to fuck us.”

“My...my goodness,” the Dean said. “Four women with one man...that is highly unusual...”

“It wouldn't be unusual if you could see his cock,” Maddie said. “But we don't just love his dick, Sarah. We play around with each other, too. Other girls
.”

The Dean's “Ohhhhh” was low and throaty with pleasure, rising up an octave as Maddie began to kiss the Dean's neck.

“Go on,” I said, waving my hand in front of the Dean's face. “Give in. What you want to do to Maddie, she wants you to do to her twice as bad.”

She let out a relieved groan and pulled Maddie to her. The two of them kissed passionately, heedless of the five other people in the room. Maddie's hands went everywhere, pulling and tugging until the Dean's clothes were undone and unzipped, hanging off her body. The Dean guided Maddie's hands in, showing her to her most secret, intimate zones, hungry for contact.

“Goddamn that is so
 hot,” Soojin said.

I couldn't take it anymore. “Come here,” I said, taking Soojin by the back of the head.

“Ooh, yes Master,” she cooed, sliding to her knees like it was the most natural thing in the world for her to obey. “Are you hard watching this?”

“Why don't you find out for yourself?” I commanded, practically forcing her against my fly.

“Goddamn, you are eager,” Alyssa remarked.

“I am. Why don't you come join in, too?”

She arched a slender eyebrow. “Share? I don't usually share a man with anyone, but for you, I'll make an exception.” She slid to her knees on the carpet and helped Soojin pop open my fly and remove my belt.

“Why not,” Soojin agreed. “We're all Demons after all.”

“Kim,” I said, glancing over the heads of my two slaves to where she stood in the corner, watching us. The girl jumped as I said her name – she was still frazzled from the pure pleasure that had scrambled her brains.

“Uh, yes, Vance?”

“I want you to get in the Dean's chair,” I said. “Dean Ambrose and Maddie are going to be horizontal in a second, anyway. Then spread your legs on the desk and rub your slit until I tell you to stop. Come as many times as you can.”

Her mouth dropped open as her overtaxed brain visualized the pleasure this would bring. “Yes, sir!”

Meanwhile, Maddie pulled Dean Ambrose from her chair and forced her up against a wall, sliding her fingers between the woman's warm, wet thighs. The Dean let out a high, strangled cry as Maddie entered her. The girl wasted no time on foreplay, or being gentle – her fingers found the Dean's clit and began to rub, while her free fingers thrust inside her over and over, stimulating her walls.

“Oh, fuck that feels so good...” Dean Ambrose was no longer thinking rationally – my ring had seen to that. “I want you so bad, Maddie...”

My train of thought was interrupted by a burst of warm, wet pleasure. I looked down to see Soojin's mouth making a perfect little 'o' around my cock, while Alyssa held the Asian beauty's hair back. She grinned around my shaft as she deep-throated it, taking it all the way down to the base of her throat. It felt incredible.

Emily just stared. The girl had gone white as a sheet, her face a mixture of disbelief, terror and arousal. Her eyes traveled from Kimberly's wet pussy to the hardcore fingering Dean Ambrose was taking, then finally settled on the two girls sharing my cock.

“This can't be happening,” she said.

I held up my ring. “All of this is happening, Emily. And it's wonderful.”

She closed her eyes tight, but I could see the ring already doing its work: the slight tinge of red in her cheeks deepened into full-on arousal. Her lithe little body shook in her chair.

“No,” she said sternly, “I won't. I am the leader of the Demons. I own
 this fucking school. I won't be beaten...I won't be humiliated by a nobody like you!”

“How many guys did you do this to before me?” I asked, gasping a bit as possession of my cock switched from Soojin to Alyssa. “How many sweet, innocent guys did you ruin with rumors? Get expelled with false accusations? Huh?”

“You think I keep count?”

“You fucked with the wrong guy this time,” I said simply. “And now you're never going to do what you did to me to any boy, ever again. Come here, Emily.”

She tried to resist, but her body betrayed her in an instant. She rose from the chair, took a shaky step towards me.

“Open your eyes. Watch what your friends are doing.”

She did. On either side of me, Soojin Park and Alyssa St. James were worshiping my cock. They looked at it with reverence, with awe, as they ran their tongues down either side of it. As Emily watched, helpless to stop, they kissed passionately around my cock, each with half of it in their mouths, before trading gentle licks and sucks across the dripping head.

“Go let her taste some of that,” I commanded Soojin.

She slurped up a fat drop of my precum and let it stay on her tongue. Standing up, she took Emily by the back of her head and forced her tongue into her mouth.

“That's the greatest thing you've ever tasted,” I said with a smirk. “Ever.”

I watched the change come over her – I had said it, and now it was true. Emily looked helplessly at my cock, at the new, fat bead of precum already dripping from it, and licked her lips.

“You'd do anything to get more,” I said. “You love having come in your mouth more than anything in the world.”

“Unnnnh...” Unable to resist, Emily came crawling forward on her knees. Across the room, a lamp clattered off the desk as Maddie spread the Dean down and began to lick her pussy in earnest.

“That's right. Come over here. Alyssa and Soojin will help. They'll show you. They're your sisters.”

Emily's mouth came down on my cock, and it felt like the world was going to end. I don't know where the prim, proper queen of the Demons learned to handle a cock the way she did, but she made Sooj and Alyssa look like amateurs. Maybe it was the way every drop that entered her mouth made her groan with delight, filled her with the kind of ecstasy that usually requires hard drugs to reach; maybe it was the thrill of dominating and being dominated. All I know is, the rest of the blowjob was a blur of faces and mouths, all three girls competing for my cock, and Emily was the best little cocksucker of them all.

It took hardly any time at all before I was coming, shooting like I'd never thought possible. Emily pushed her sisters aside to get at it, of course, but there was more than enough for all three girls to be coated in my seed. I covered their faces in fat white streaks that left them with glazed expressions and big smiles.

Emily went into a frenzy at the feel of it; after she'd cleaned her own face she started kissing and licking the come from each of her sisters. If I hadn't put my cock back into my pants, she probably would have attacked it to get an extra drop or two.

“Calm down,” I commanded her.

She stopped, looking around the room in a daze. “So good...” she whispered. “So good. It feels so right to serve you, Vance. I'm...I'm so sorry for how I treated you.”

I smiled indulgently. “I understand. I think you've earned a little bit of forgiveness.”

I glanced around the room, where three people were still engaged in oral and solo pleasure, and called everyone to attention.

“Before we continue, I just wanted to take care of some business really quick. Since we have all five Demons here, we have quorum – and I think we can count Dean Ambrose as an honorary sixth member for now.”

The Dean gave a delighted squeal in response.

“Two orders of business,” I said. Soojin was already pawing at my fly; it would have to be quick. “First: the unconditional withdrawal of all accusations of cheating against myself. All in favor?”

I heard six 'Aye's. All smiling faces. All slaves who now served me.

But, of course, I wanted more. Dimly, I wondered if the blue-haired girl could see me from whatever realm she came from. Would she be happy with what I was about to do, or furious? Would she try to stop me?

I realized I didn't care.

“Secondly,” I said, grinning hugely, “I think that the membership process for the Demons has gotten a little too
 exclusive. I mean, five members really isn't much of a club, is it?”

I saw my harem nod, various degrees of confusion on their faces. I think only Alyssa realized what I was about to do; her face split in the happiest smile I've ever seen.

“So I propose a new mandate: effective immediately, all past, present and future students of this university are hereby accepted as members into the Demons. All in favor?”

I waved my ring across the room. “You're all in favor, right?”

Six 'ayes' greeted me.

“It's settled, then,” I said, undoing my fly. “I think we should celebrate.”

Everyone gratefully turned back to what they were doing, happy to be done with politics. Soon, their desires and thoughts would be so simple, they'd be unable to comprehend matters like these, but for now they just made their heads hurt and their pussies ache for sex. All, that is, except Alyssa.

She caught my gaze and gave me a slow, satisfied nod, which I returned.

I had just made every single person on campus an honorary Demon. And if my ring worked to control Dean Ambrose, that would mean it could control any
 member of the Demons: past, present or future. I'd just put the entire campus under my control.

I couldn't wait to try it out.


Punished by the Man of the House


Neil Bimbeau



“Good bye, Howard! I'll see you tomorrow!”

From my perch at the top of the stairs, I watched as my stepmother Barbara closed the door behind her and made her way down the driveway. Silently counting to myself, I measured the seconds before I heard her SUV rev to life and back down the driveway. I felt a slow smile spread across her face. Perfect.

Barbara – I still refused to call that woman mom – had just left the house on 'urgent business' that would take her away until sometime tomorrow evening. I knew that was total bullshit: the only business meeting she had planned involved a hotel room, her crossfit trainer, and several bottles of vodka. (Mummy adored vodka; which was why I avoided the stuff like the plague). I could easily have told on her, but I didn't. For one thing, it would break Daddy's heart; for another, I wanted the bitch out of the house. With her gone, the place belonged to me and Daddy. Just as it should be, in my opinion.

From where I stood, I could just see the top of the living room couch, and the back of Daddy's head. I could hear the clink of ice cubes and the droning voices of some news program on the TV: it would be Scotch in his glass, I knew. Daddy was like me – he liked a good, quality drink. When I filched liquor from the family cabinet (a rare occurrence, I promise!) I made sure to try the things Daddy liked: and they always turned out to be the best. Everything except that bitch Barbara
, I thought.

If I was being brutally honest with myself, most of my resentment came from the fact that I was ever so jealous of Mummy. She got to spend every night with Daddy in that big bed in the master bedroom, wrapped up in his arms. Held safe in his big strong arms, oh so close. Her husband. She had him there, ready and willing to fill her with his cock every single night, and yet she ran off to nail Steve the crossfit douche. Is it any wonder I hated her?


If it were me
, I thought, a tingle shooting through my body, I wouldn't stray. I'd be in that bed, getting tocked hard every night, giving it to him just the way he likes it.
 I thought about the sounds that used to come from the bedroom when he and Barbara had first started dating and shivered, even as a fluttery warmth built up in my tummy. I would be such a better wife than that bitch. I would know exactly
 how to please a guy like Daddy.

Well, I thought, glancing at the folder I was holding, what I had here wasn't going to please him. Inside were three sheets of paper: my last Chemistry exam. There was a big red “F” on the top – the first one I'd seen in years. You see, I'm a straight-A student: honor roll, principal's list, all that good stuff. Barbara, of course
, doesn't understand this at all: she keeps telling me I need to get out more, that I spend all day cooped up in the house studying. She thinks I should go out and meet boys.

Why would I want a boy
 when the man
 of my dreams is right under my roof? Huh? Answer that one, Barb.

In case you were wondering: yes, I failed the test on purpose. I knew that material backwards and forwards, and everyone knew it. Even the teacher looked a little flabbergasted when he handed me my grade. It hurt to bomb an exam like that – really, it did. But it's for a good cause. This
 cause.

I stormed down the stairs, making as much noise as a bull. “Daddy,” I called, putting a little frustration in my voice, “we need to talk!”

I walked over to where he sat on the couch, relaxing after a hard day at work. That bitch should be here rubbing his back,
 I thought. He'd loosened his tie and unbuttoned the top two buttons of his work shirt. The effect made him look disheveled and sexy. I was dripping wet just looking at him.

He glanced at me, then put his drink on the coffee table and turned the volume down on the TV. “What's the matter, angel?”

I didn't have to fake the frustration I was feeling. I'd tried everything to make Daddy notice me the way he noticed other women: from sunbathing in the backyard wearing nothing but a tiny bikini and a smile to spending a whole day “practicing” walking in my new heels as an excuse to parade around him in a miniskirt and fuck-me heels. Nothing worked. I let that strain out in my tone, certain he'd notice it.

“We need to talk about this,” I said, tossing the folder on his lap.

Unperturbed, he opened it and looked it over. He took a sip of his scotch, then looked me in the eye. “You failed your Chemistry exam,” he said calmly.

“Yes!” I wanted to scream. “I failed it. Completely bombed it, in fact. Worst score in the whole class.”

He looked me over, his eyes narrowing. Something came into them that I had never seen before: it frightened and excited me in equal measure. “Did you study?”

“Of course not!” I flung my hands out in an expansive gesture. “How could I? I can't concentrate in this house.”

Something was wrong. Daddy looked angry: angrier than I'd ever seen him. His face was like a mask; I knew that was when I had to be careful around him.

“You can't concentrate.” It wasn't a question.

“No,” I said, crossing my arms.

“And why is that?” His tone was ice.

“Because,” I said, pouting, “I am a young woman, and I am in this house all night, every night, and I have needs. Needs that aren't getting fulfilled.”

There. I had said it. Well, okay, I hadn't straight-up said
 it, but he'd have to be blind not to see what I was implying. I met his gaze defiantly.

We locked gazes for a long moment. His face might as well have been carved from marble.

“Needs,” he said flatly.


Oh, no
.
 This wasn't going the way I had imagined. “Daddy, I didn't mean-”

“I don't like your tone, young lady,” he said. “And I damn sure don't like you throwing this F in my lap like you're somehow proud of it.”

That was it – my resistance, my brave front, crumbled. I felt tears well in my cheeks. “Daddy, I'm sorry-”

“Now
 she says she's sorry,” he said in a mocking tone. “If your mother were here-”

I couldn't help it; I exploded. “She's NOT my mother! I hate her! She doesn't treat you the way you deserve to be treated – the way I would treat you!”

I froze. I clapped a hand over my mouth, my entire face gone red with embarrassment. The look in his eyes...fury was too soft a word. “Daddy, I didn't mean it like that...”

“I think your mother and I are too soft on you,” he said, interrupting me as smoothly as if I wasn't there. “Obviously you haven't learned what is and isn't an appropriate thing to say in this house.”


Oh God.
 “Daddy, please, I'm so sorry!” I wanted to drop to my knees and beg forgiveness. Disappointing him was the worst feeling in the world. “It just slipped out – I promise I'll be good! This grade was just a mistake! I'll fix it, I promise!”

He stroked his beard, shaking his head sadly. “No, angel – an apology isn't enough. You need to be punished.”

I hung my head. This could not have possibly gone worse. “Yes, Daddy,” I said despairingly. “I'm grounded. I'll go upstairs and study...”

“That's not what I had in mind,” he said, getting to his feet. His fingers moved down to his belt and worked at the buckle. My mouth went dry as I realized what he was about to say.

“You need a spanking,” he said.

Hope flared in my chest. No way,
 I thought, this can't possibly be happening
. My heart pounded in my chest, thumping as rapidly as a bird's. I decided to push my luck.

“But Daddy,” I said, fear and excitement mixing in my chest. “I haven't been spanked since I was a little girl!”

“You're never too old to learn a little discipline,” he said, removing his belt. He sat back down on the couch. Now come here.

I was trembling as I closed the distance between us – partially from excitement, partially from the fear of being punished. I felt dizzy and giddy like I'd just stepped off a roller coaster. I lay across Daddy's lap, my ass in the air and the rest of my body stretched across the couch.

With a grunt, he pulled the hem of my dress up to my waist. Underneath I was wearing a pale blue pair of panties that were nearly see-through: my mound was clearly visible beneath my ass cheeks. I was sure he could feel the tiny strip of hair I kept over my pussy rubbing against his crotch.

His hand caressed my ass for the briefest of moments before picking up the belt. He held it by the buckle, letting the long tongue of the leather hang just over the backs of my thighs.

“This is for not studying,” he said.

In a blur, the belt rose into the air and came down on my ass cheek – THWACK!
 I cried out, clutching one of the tiny pillows in the corner of the couch. I could already feel the skin beneath starting to redden.

“And this is for failing your exam,” he said.

Another smack, this time to the other cheek. I bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, but stayed silent. My back arched in pain. I could feel my cunt, dripping with juices, grinding into the crotch of Daddy's khakis – I knew he could feel it, too. His cock had begun to stiffen.

“Please Daddy, stop!” I cried. Don't stop, oh please don't stop!


“This is for talking back to your father,” he said.

The belt came down again, and again, each strike hitting an already red and stinging area of my ass. I cried out in real pain, clutching him and sobbing. I needed this. I could feel his cock throbbing in his pants – each blow gave me another opportunity to grind myself against him.

“This is for talking back,” he said.

Again and again he struck me, but the pain had already faded from my mind. His cock, so hard and thick even through his pants, was pushing apart the lips of my cunt. Each impact pressed him against my clit, sending sparks shooting through my body. It felt so good, like nothing I had ever been able to do on my own. The world shrunk to that single point of contact between us; then without warning it exploded, filling my world until I was screaming and thrashing with an altogether different sensation.

Daddy was practically humping me now; his lap was just about soaked from a combination of my moisture and a spreading stain of precum from his boxers. I think he could tell that I was coming: his strikes slackened, and his fingers suddenly seemed more interested in exploring the curve of my ass and hips.

Roughly, he pulled me upright so that I was in a sitting position, straddling his waist. The sensation of sitting in his lap made me feel vulnerable. He took two fingers and placed them under my chin, drawing me close.

“And this,” he said, finally, “is for having such naughty thoughts about your father.”

He kissed me deep, our tongues meeting and working what felt like utter magic to my mind. He pulled off my panties (ruined anyway) and tossed them across the room. My bare snatch lay exposed for him to see; he ran a hand down my thigh and cupped it possessively.

I broke off the kiss, my eager fingers already pulling his pants down around his waist. His cock...oh my god
, I breathed. It less came free than sprang
 free, already hard and dripping with precum. It was longer and thicker than any I'd ever seen – it gave the ones I'd seen in videos on the internet a run for their money. In awe, I slowly reached out a hand towards it.

“Touch it,” Daddy whispered hoarsely.

I slid my fingers around his cock and gave it a few slow, gentle strokes. He moaned in gratitude and lay back deeper in the couch, looking at me through his eyelashes.

“Oh angel,” he groaned. “You have no idea how badly I've wanted you to do that.”

Being this close to him made me bold. “Is this all you've wanted me to do for you, Daddy?”

“No,” he said, his hands reaching up to stroke my nipples through my t-shirt. “I've had so many thoughts about you...things no father should think about his daughter. Fantasies that would make you run out of the house and never look back.”

“I don't think they would, Daddy,” I said, mounting him. I positioned myself so that my pussy was just above his cock, close enough for him to feel the warmth rolling off it, and held it there. “I think I'd like to hear them.”

“You have no idea what it's like,” he said. “What you do to me, walking around the house the way you do.”

“I knew exactly what I was doing, Daddy,” I said. “It's what your woman should
 be doing. It's what you deserve.”

Before he could respond, I dropped down just enough for the tip of his cock to part my folds. His whole body went rigid with need.

“Let me show you exactly what you deserve,” I whispered.

But before I could, his hands grabbed a handful of my hair and forced me down on him, burying him in me to the hilt in one stroke. I cried out in a mix of surprise and pleasure. Now that he was inside me, my walls stretched out to accommodate his girth. I knew exactly what to do without prompting. I started sliding up and down his length, working my hips with an energy that astounded him.

“Oh god, angel, that feels so good,” he groaned into my neck.

“Yes daddy! Ugh, fill me up just like that! I can feel how hard you're getting inside me!” I wasn't lying – his cock was throbbing with every thrust inside my delicate, unprotected teen cunt, getting stiffer with every blow. I never knew anything could be so hard inside me.

Not satisfied with just feeling me ride him, Daddy grabbed my hips with both hands and began fucking me where I sat, using me like a little fuck toy. I would have told him to stop, but he was so deep inside me: it felt so right. I used the break to go exploring. My fingers slid under his shirt and pulled it up, stroking the muscled chest underneath. I unknotted his tie and slid it around my neck, tying it loosely with one hand so that it hung between my breasts like a symbol of my belonging to him.

His breath came hard and fast; his thrusts inside me suddenly slowed down. I frowned. What was wrong?

“Why are you stopping, Daddy?” I asked, leaning forward to kiss his neck. “Have I been a bad girl?”

In response, he groaned and pulled me closer. “Shit...” he whispered, as if unsure how to continue. “Baby, Mackenzie. Your mother...”

“Don't mention that bitch,” I said, cutting him off. “This is about us
, Daddy. Just you and me.” I brought my hips down hard, burying him deep in me and making him groan with pleasure.

“That's not what I meant,” he managed. “Does she have you, you know...on the pill? 'Cause I'm not wearing a condom...”

“Oh shit,” I whispered. The thought hadn't occurred to me. “I'm not.”

He frowned. Suddenly, his hands were pushing my hips the other way – off of him. No! I couldn't believe it. If he stopped now, I would never get another chance. But I couldn't let him come in me...

Wait – was that so bad? I thought about it for a moment. Would it be such a crime to let him blow his hot, creamy load inside me?

Then I remembered the time I'd snuck into Mummy's medicine cabinet in the hopes of snatching some of her pain pills – there was no birth control in there, either. Was he even getting to blow his load inside of Barbara – or was that bitch making him use a condom?

Before he could pull me away, I ground down, hard
, on his cock. His hands turned firm; but now they were gripping my waist oh so tight, pulling me over him, making me his.

“I'm not on the pill, Daddy,” My breath was hot against his ear. “Your little girl's tight little cunt is completely unprotected.”

“Then maybe we should stop, angel,” he said, even as his hand came around to cup my ass.

“No way,” I said, picking up steam. “I want to feel you blow your load inside me – I want to be dripping with your come, Daddy. After you come, I want to have proof it was me who made you feel so good. Barb doesn't let you come inside her, does she?”

He stiffened and I knew my guess had hit the mark. “Not like this, she doesn't,” he muttered, almost to himself.

“Come in me, Daddy,” I begged him. “I can be such a good girl for you – I promise.” His grunts picked up the pace until he was thrusting inside me with bestial fury, using me like a rgadoll in his arms.

“Oh fuck,” he whispered. “I'm about to come, angel!”

“That's what I'm here for, Daddy,” I said. “Come in me! Fill up my tight virgin cunt with your come, Daddy! I love you so much! I love you I love you...”

Whatever I said after that I don't remember, because just then, to my complete surprise, I had my second climax of the night. I'd been so focused on teasing out my Daddy's load that it snuck up on me; I barely realized it was coming until I was shaking and sobbing and clutching him like the world was exploding. Almost as soon as it started I felt him let go. His cock spurted inside me. Sending thick jets of sticky come inside of my unprotected cunt. His moan broke off into a harsh cry as he forced himself as deep into me as he could, giving his seed as much of a head-start as he could into my fertile womb. I was so glad we'd come together: I felt closer to him then I ever had.

Slowly, his cock finished shooting its load inside of me and he went still. I relaxed against him, nuzzling against his shoulder. I felt like I could sleep for a hundred years – at the same time, I could already feel my body gearing up to receive another hot load of my Dad's come.

“Oh, baby,” Daddy said, stroking my hair. “Oh, angel.”

I didn't say anything, just lay against him, willing the moment to never end.

“I hurt you,” he finally said. I didn't know what he meant, until he pressed two fingers against my ass cheek: the skin was red and inflamed. I could tell a bruise was already forming. I hadn't even noticed.

“It's okay, Daddy,” I said in the sweetest voice I could muster. “I deserved it.”

He stared at his hand as if thinking, then pulled it to the side. He picked up his drink and took a long swig. “Well,” he said, “we certainly can't let your mother see that.”

I snatched the drink out of his hand. As his mouth dropped open in shock, I took a long sip from it, still straddling him. The Scotch slid down my throat like liquid gold, warming me from within.

“No,” I said, relishing the look on his face, “we certainly can't.”

For a long moment I felt fear flutter in my stomach: then he smiled. “You know,” he said, reaching up to stroke my face, “your mo-”

At my warning glance he corrected himself. “You know, Barbara
 isn't going to be home until tomorrow. Why don't we share the big bed tonight?”

It was his turn to laugh at the look on my
 face. I knew I looked as if he'd just offered me a new car for a birthday present. A night alone with Daddy, just the two of us in that big bed, snuggled tight in his arms...

Well, we wouldn't be getting much sleep, that was for sure.

“I think that sounds wonderful,” I said, struggling to contain my excitement. “But I might be too tired for school in the morning.”

“I think we can make an exception just this once and let you play hooky tomorrow,” he said indulgently. “But this-” he held up my test - “doesn't happen anymore. Got it?”

“Absolutely not, Daddy,” I said, kissing him on the cheek. “I'll be a good girl for you from now on – I promise.”


Cheat Code: The Complete Series


Volume One: The Geek Girl


I don't think this is working :(

Six words. One sad face emoji. And just like that, my relationship was over.

I stared at the text message, reading it again as an awful feeling settled over me like ice in the pit of my stomach. My fingers reached for the reply button, froze, then started to move again. I got two words into a response before I sighed, turned off the phone and shoved it into my pocket.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “God damn it.”

A text message? Really? Dating in the twenty-first century sucked. I had really thought things were going well. Anne was a lot of fun; we'd been on three dates and as far as I knew we'd both enjoyed them, we texted each other all the time, we were moving into that exciting area where making out and heavy petting in my car was about to turn into full-on fucking in my apartment. I was on the verge of getting laid on the reg for the first time in a long time, and with a girl I really liked. Now, instead…

As if on cue, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I took it out and pulled up my new text message:

Sorry. :( I just don't think I'm the girl for you.

What the hell did that even mean? I put the phone down on the counter and rubbed my sinuses with two fingers, still not really believing what I was reading.

Normally I wouldn't have been able to have my phone out like this, but the store had been deserted for hours. A freak snowstorm yesterday had put a half-foot of ice on the ground, and the people who were able to dig themselves out of their driveways and hit the road were more interested in buying food than video games. On a normal day I'd be slammed working the counter by myself, but thanks to the snow I could count the number of people I'd seen so far today on one hand. I'd spent most of the day goofing off, playing a few rounds on some of the display consoles we had around the, store, and waiting for Anne to text me back.

I took my phone back out of my pocket and glanced at it, but there were no more messages. I couldn't think of anything to say, so I put it away and started walking in circles around the store, stretching and sighing. At a rack of newly-released video games I had to stop myself from reaching out and smashing the whole shelf to the floor. Somehow the store being empty made it worse: at least if someone else were here, I'd have something to take my mind off things.

I played a few rounds of the latest fighting game, looking to blow off steam. But soon enough, I found my mind wandering, unable to focus on the characters in front of me. What had I done wrong? I was getting dumped, again. All my dating in the last year had gone this way: promising, slow movement with a nice girl, then a sudden, harsh stop. My love life was the shittiest roller coaster ever, and I couldn't figure out why.


What I want more than anything,
 I thought, not even paying attention to the game anymore, is to skip all the bullshit. Go straight from zero to sixty. Meet a nice girl, take her out, and have her instantly fall madly in love with me. Head over heels. Have her begging for me to take her night and day.
 God, just the thought of it was making me horny. It had been too long since I'd come inside a girl's warm, wet pussy, and the thought of Anne straddling me, whispering in my ear begging me to forgive her, was making my cock perk up in my slacks.

I shook my head. “Dream on, Parker.”

On the screen, my fighter's head exploded in a burst of pixelated gore. Game over.

The front door swung open.

It took a second for it to register; I honestly had forgotten I was even at work. I dropped the controller (fortunately it was connected to the machine by a thick cord) and turned awkwardly to greet the customer.

“Hi, welcome to GameZone,” I said. “I'm Parker. Can I help you find anything…?”

I trailed off as the customer shook snow off her parka and pulled the hood down. Wow,
 I thought. What a knockout.


The girl was a tiny little thing – the top of her head barely came up to my chest – and even under a thick jacket I could see the curves of her breasts and hips clearly. Her brown hair was in a cute pixie cut, and even in jeans her long legs looked amazing in high black boots. I realized I was staring and blinked rapidly, glancing back at the console.

“Oh, no thanks,” the girl said, her voice a smooth contralto. “I'm just browsing.”

She walked past me, scrutinizing the large shelf of used games along the opposite wall. Slowly, so as not to look too eager for company, I headed back behind the counter. I watched her browse the games, her back to me. In other circumstances, it might have been stalker-ish or weird, but I literally had nothing else to do but stare at this girl.

And damn, what a girl. I had already
 been fantasizing about Anne, and it was the easiest thing in the world to transfer the hard-on I was nursing over her to this new girl. I could just picture her dropping to her knees, that cute little face beaming with pleasure as she pulled my cock out of my pants. I wanted to bend her over right there, just spread her legs and fuck her senseless in the middle of work – this complete stranger I'd met two minutes ago. Not getting to felt like the most unfair thing in the world.

Right as my running fantasy started getting good, she looked over her shoulder at me, her piercing blue eyes gleaming.

“Hey, I do have a question,” she said.

I suddenly realized my throat had gone dry. “Um...uh, yeah. What's up?”

If she noticed my discomfort, she paid it no mind. “Do you have that RPG that just came out, that cute one where you can, like, talk
 to people instead of killing them?”

I knew exactly what she was talking about. Unfortunately, we didn't.

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “They actually don't have it on any consoles. It's only on PCs right now.”

“Oh,” she said, visibly deflated. “Bummer.”


Dammit,
 I thought as she turned back. That was my one chance.
 In a second, she'd probably get tired of browsing and leave, and then I'd be alone again. I had to get my mojo working, get the juices flowing, chat this girl up – if only to make myself feel like a human being again after Anne dumped me. Unfortunately, I felt about as suave as a paper hanger.

While I was lost in thought, my eyes slowly drifted to the floor. When I glanced up, she was standing there, a tiny grin on her face like she'd been waiting to see how long it would take me to notice her.

“Hey, I want this one.” She held up an empty game case, then pointed at one of the signs plastered on the door. “You guys are doing 'buy two, get one free' on all the used games, right?”

“Absolutely,” I said quickly. “Not that anyone is here to take advantage of it.”

“Well, I’m
 here,” she said with a mock-offended face. “I'm gonna keep browsing, but I want that one – can you grab it for me?”

“Yeah, totally,” I said. “I'll hold it up here for you.”

“Cool.” Her grin got a touch wider. “I'm not really sure what else to get. Anything in particular you'd recommend?”

It was another opening. And, in true Parker form, I totally botched it.

“Um...geez, putting me on the spot,” I said, trying to sound casual and flirty but utterly failing at either. “What kind of games do you like?”

She shrugged. “Games like that one,” she said, pointing to the game case she'd handed me. I glanced at it for the first time – it was an obscure Japanese role-playing game. Hell, I
 didn't know the first thing about it.

I couldn't help what happened next: it just slipped out. “Wow,” I said, “I'm kind of surprised you play this.”

I swear, I was just talking about the fact that it was a crazy-obscure RPG that probably took a billion hours to beat. But she took it a completely different way.

Her eyes narrowed. “Oh, word? You think I'm buying it for my boyfriend or something?”


Oh, shit.
 Too late, I realized how awful what I'd said sounded. “No, no I didn't mean it that way. I didn't eve know you had a boyfriend.”

She scoffed. “I swear, guys like you are the worst. What do I have to do, prove that I'm a nerd?” She pulled up the sleeve on her jacket, exposing a tattoo on her wrist of the Triforce from the Legend of Zelda. “But that's probably too casual for you, right?”

I held up my hands in a warding gesture. “That's not what I meant, okay? I'm really sorry. I thought it was really cool that you play this, that's all.”

She looked at me for a moment as if re-evaluating me, then relaxed. “Whatever. I probably shouldn't have gone off on you like that. Um, I'm gonna go find another game.”

With that, she strode away, not looking back.

Fucking great. Great job, Parker. The only way that exchange could have gone worse would've been if I'd dropped my fucking pants halfway through.

“What a day,” I muttered, bending under the counter. I might as well find the game she wanted. Beneath the register were a chest of poorly-maintained drawers, bursting at the seams with extra copies of games. I knew from a glance at the box that this one was going to be way
 in the back.

I pulled open a drawer and reached deep inside, way further than I ever usually had to. My fingers reached out, brushed against a jewel case, then closed on something hard. What the hell? That...did not feel like a game.

I pulled the object out of the drawer and stared at it. My voice was a whisper. “What the hell is this thing?”

It had been sitting in the back of that drawer for who knows how long, yet it didn't have a speck of dust on it. It was an oblong plastic wedge, its surface the ugly beige of old computer equipment. Looking at it, I got the impression of having seen it before somewhere, or having seen something similar in appearance. In fact, I realized it bore a striking resemblance to one of those old handheld video game players from the early 90s. Was that what this was? Had we ever sold those?

There was a seam along the middle like the cream filling between two Oreo cookies. I reached out with a fingertip, pressed it gently…

The whole thing came open with a snap, and I immediately revised my opinion of the object. It might look like something from the 90's, but there was no way something this sophisticated could be that old.

It unfolded into a clamshell design, with a screen on the top half and a very basic-looking keyboard on the bottom. As soon as it was fully open, the screen brightened. A logo appeared for a fraction of a second – two stylized C's overlapping on top of a black-and-white checkerboard design – then the device booted up.

Blocky letters appeared on the screen. New User Detected. Welcome to CheatCode V1.1! Please enter your name.


When you've spent most of your life playing video games, entering your name at the beginning of a game just becomes second nature. I didn't hesitate as I punched the strange, velvety keys.

P-A-R-K-E-R. Enter.

“Hey, where'd you go?”

I stood up too fast, hitting the back of my head on the bottom of the counter. The world exploded with pain; I clutched my head and stifled a curse. Shit, I'd been so distracted the girl had startled me.

“Sorry,” she said as I rose over the counter, rubbing the back of my neck. “You okay?”

“Yeah, I'm fine,” I said. Oddly, I kept the device against my thigh and didn't put it on the counter – partly because I wanted to keep it secret, partly because I didn't want to find out she already knew what it was, making me look even more stupid.

“I'm gonna get this one, too,” she said, handing me another game.

I took the game and lay it on the counter next to its predecessor, nodding. “Yeah, of course.”

“Now I've just got to pick out my freebie.” A wicked gleam shined in her eyes. “Maybe I'll pick something out that my boyfriend
 would like. I dunno.”

She twirled on her heel and walked away, humming and swaying her hips as if to say look at what he gets and you don't.
 It infuriated me.

As soon as she was looking the other way, I pulled the device out from under the counter. It had finished booting up while I was occupied, and now it was displaying what I assumed was the main menu:

Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu

1) Bookmarks

2) Cheats by Category

3) Cheats by Name

4) Advanced Search

5) Experimental Mode (Beta)

6) TOP SECRET

Press CC at any time to enter a Cheat...

Like any curious person with a pulse, I immediately selected TOP SECRET. I was greeted with a disappointing message:

This folder requires a password. Please enter password now:

I tried 'password', 'admin' and 'letmein' before the machine beeped and informed me I was locked out of 'TOP SECRET' for the next 24 hours. Oh well, I had plenty of other stuff to look at.

I backed up and opened the Bookmarks folder. Empty.

“Well, that makes sense,” I muttered. “Being a new user and all...”

Starting to get bored already, I thumbed over to 'Cheats By Name'. Now I was looking at a list of 'cheats', sorted alphabetically. From the size of the scroll bar I could tell that this was a long list. It started with numbers:

10: Player receives $10 in local currency

100: Player receives $100 in local currency

1000: Player receives $1000 in local currency…

I frowned, pressing the scroll up and scroll down keys. Each option was highlighted as I scrolled past it. The only thing was, what did they actually do
?

I flipped the thing over, looking for a cartridge slot or something, anything to give me a clue as to this machine's function. If I didn't know any better, I'd swear I was holding one of those devices that let you input 'cheat codes' in video games – except there was no space to connect a video game to the machine. So what did it effect? Was it wireless, somehow?

Confused, I selected '100' and pressed enter. The machine gave a low, disturbing whir, then the screen flashed quickly.

'Cheat activated. Returning to main menu…'

A few seconds later, I was staring at the same screen of options I'd been looking at a minute before. There was a new message at the top asking me if I wanted to add the cheat to my bookmarks – I shrugged and selected yes. Not that it meant anything.


Player receives a hundred dollars
, I thought. If only it were that easy. Like pushing a button…

I froze. A nervous little laugh escaped my throat. No, that couldn't be, right? It was totally impossible.

Slowly, feeling like a character in a horror movie, I reached into my pocket and drew out my wallet. Stuffed behind my credit cards and gym membership were the two five dollar bills I'd been intending to buy lunch with. In between them was a crisp, perfect one hundred dollar bill.

I took it out of the wallet, staring at it like I expected it to dissolve into nothingness any second. It looked like it was hot off the presses; it even felt vaguely warm. I scrutinized like I'd never looked at money a customer had handed me, and I couldn't see a thing wrong with it.


This wasn't here before
, I told myself. Hell, I never carried that much cash on me – I wasn't a roll of bills kind of guy. There was only one explanation, but it didn't make any sense. It couldn't be true.


I put in the cheat
, I realized. I put in the cheat and I got the money.


What else could this thing do?

As I was still reeling, the machine popped up another helpful message:

Second person detected. Please hold up CheatCode to analyze.

I frowned. What the hell did that mean? I held up the device, moving it back and forth in confusion, and the screen flashed again. It was a camera, like the one you used on your phone to take a selfie, and I had pointed right at my cute-as-hell customer.

A green box appeared around her for a moment on the screen, then vanished. Scan complete,
 the screen read. Player may input cheats whenever ready.


If finding a Benjamin in my wallet had been a shock, this was a five-alarm, code blue heart attack. I could activate cheats...on other people? What, what kind of cheats?

I scrolled the cheats by type, scrolling feverishly. I had to do it again. I had to prove this was real, that I hadn't just hallucinated a hundred-dollar bill into my pocket.

Then I found it. Halfway down the list of categories: “Love and Sex.”

I glanced from the device to the girl, still browsing the shelves with her back to me. For a second, I weighed the morality of what I was going to do. Could I really 'cheat' my way into a cute girl's pants? What kind of person would that make me?

On the other hand, what kind of idiot would I be if I was holding that kind of power in my hands and never used it?

It only took a second. I ran down the list, found the cheat I wanted.

“LVSKIP,” I read quietly. “Automatically complete the 'romance subplot' for selected NPC.” I'd played plenty of video games where there were characters you could romance, usually by spending time with them or completing a specific quest. At the end of a romance subplot, that character fell in love with the protagonist, and there was a sex scene.

Oh my god a sex scene. Was that…?

I stopped thinking and activated the cheat.

For about thirty seconds, I was afraid it was all a lie – that I had forgotten about the $100 bill in my wallet, that everything had been a weird coincidence. Then the girl turned around.

There was a wide smile on her face. Any trace of the disgust, anger or attitude she'd been giving me was gone. As she walked across the room, she caught my eye and began to unzip her jacket, pulling it back to reveal a black tank top that ended at her midriff. Sweat stood out on her ample cleavage; her breasts were high, firm and aching for my tongue.

“Parker,” she said, and any trace of doubt I had vanished. There was smoke in that voice, and heat, and a need
 so obvious it should have been the start of a porno.

I didn't know what to say. “Hey.”

“You've done so much for me,” she said, stepping behind the counter. “You've waited on me, you've brought me my games...I feel like we've made a real connection.”

That sounded ludicrous, but I wasn't about to question. “That's wonderful,” I said. “I-”

“Shh,” she whispered, putting a hand on my lips. She was close enough now that I could feel the heat radiating off her. She cast her jacket to the floor.

“I know you're about to go out and save the world,” she said. “I wish you didn't have to. I can't bear the thought that I might never see you again, that you might die saving us from this great and terrible evil.”

Oh my god. I understood immediately: she was acting like a video game character. This was every 'romance' scene I'd ever played, but real – and, I was hoping, with all the censoring taken out.

“I'm not afraid,” I said, picking up the cue. “Just...this might be the last night we spend together.”

“I know,” she said with a throaty, lusty laugh. “And no man has earned his way into my bed like you, Parker. Let me give you your reward.”

Before I could respond one way or the other she was on her knees, prostrate before me like a worshipful servant. She looked up and met my gaze, keeping eye contact as she undid my belt and worked my cock free.

If anyone walked in, I'd be screwed – they'd see me getting blown behind the counter. And suddenly, I realized I didn't care. This was real. I was really using cheat codes in everyday life. I was going to enjoy this. And if someone happened to come in from the snow, well: I was sure there was probably a cheat for that, too.

“Oh, wow,” the girl breathed, reaching into my pants. “You're already so hard for me. And so big
.”

My cock stood fully erect, so hard it almost hurt. It dripped with juice. I watched as the girl's face slackened in awe as she took it all in, mouth open with delight. My balls followed, swollen to bursting with come.

“You deserve the greatest whore in the realm, my hero,” the girl whispered. “I'm going to do my best to be that for you tonight.”

With that, she leaned forward and gobbled me up, sliding my shaft between her soft lips and burying me down her throat.

“Mmmh,” she moaned around my cock, relaxing her throat. God, she felt amazing. Every inch of her mouth was warm and wet, filled with the most unbelievable suction. Unconsciously, I started thrusting against her, letting my cock fill her sweet little mouth even deeper. She took it all, stretching her throat to accommodate me.


She really thinks I'm a hero,
 I thought. She's tasting my cock because I won her heart and she thinks I'm...what? The protagonist?


She pulled back, letting the fat head of my cock rest on her tongue. With her free hand, she pulled hair away from her face and stared up at me.

“Am I doing well, hero?” She asked with a naughty smile. “Or would you prefer the attentions of some tavern wench?”

“Never, princess,” I said, really starting to get into it now. “I want you. I want to spread your legs and fuck you. I want to plow your royal pussy until you spend the entire time I'm gone sore.”

She bit her lip like this was exactly what she wanted to hear. “Yes, my lord. I...want that, too. I wasn't sure if you thought me worthy.”

“Worthy?”

“For your seed, hero.” She was beaming now. “That it might quicken, and fatten me with your heir.”

So she wasn't on the pill. And I didn't have a condom. I didn't want a condom. I wanted to feel her, every twitch and tremor of her tight little slit as I came inside her. I realized I wanted
 to make her pregnant, that the thought of knocking this stranger up with 'heirs' made my dick throb with need.

“Oh, you're definitely worthy. You want that?”

“Yes, my lord.” She blushed. “It would be an honor.”

I helped her to her feet and bent her over the desk. Her pants came down easily; she wasn't wearing panties underneath. Bad little nerd
, I thought. Her pussy was shaved and dripping with moisture – between that and the job her mouth had done on me, I was able to slide into her with one smooth stroke.

“Yes, Parker!” She cried, clutching the counter and grinding her hips on my rod. “Fuck me! Breed me, lord! I want your seed inside me while you save us! You deserve this, hero!”


I do,
 I thought. This girl was a reward: a trophy given to me just like a trophy in a video game, for completing a series of actions. Only, I'd skipped all those actions, because I had a cheat code. As I felt myself building to climax, I realized this was what I was meant
 to be doing – collecting as many trophies as I could. Getting all the rewards.

Taking all the snobby girls who thought they were too good to be bred like cheap whores.

“I'm so fertile,” the girl moaned, delirious with pleasure. “You make me feel like such a real woman, my lord. I know if you come in me now I'll make you so many babies!”

The thought of it sent me over the edge. I came with a cry, burying myself inside her so hard she was pinned against the display case, her breasts flattened and face against the glass. I came like a conqueror, savoring the spoils of victory. An unlike a video game, there was no fade to black, no cutaway, no censoring. I came inside her, shooting over and over again with zero protection, and it was the best feeling in the world. I felt her climax beneath me, the sensation of being bred pulling her brainwashed body up to climax and tossing her over the side. As good as this felt for me, it had to feel even better for her. It was like fulfilling your entire purpose in life, on top of coming.

When I was done, she stood up and pulled her pants on, her creamy pussy dripping down her thigh. Her face was flushed with afterglow; she had a smile as big as a billboard.

“That was everything I had hoped it would be, hero,” she said. “Thank you for deeming me worthy of you.”

“You're, um, very welcome,” I said. Now that the haze of orgasmic bliss was wearing off, I felt a little...embarrassed. This was awkward. What was I supposed to do now?

“I guess I'll ring you up for these?” I asked, motioning towards the games.

She looked at them as if she'd never seen such things before. “These trinkets? What would I need them for? I have you, hero.” She snuggled close to me and nuzzled beneath my neck. “Take me back to your holdfast. I want to make sure I'm bearing your child when you leave in the morning...”

Oh, shit. She was broken. Maybe there was a reason there were fades to black in video games.

“No,” I said, taking a step back. God, I'd really come in her without protection, hadn't I? She could be on her way to pregnant right now...and weirdly, the thought turned me on. “You need to go home...hang on, one second...”

I fumbled for the device, pressing buttons at random. Finally I found an option that seemed promising – 'revert all cheats'.

Before I could even consider the consequences, I pressed it.

Instantly, a confused look came over the girl's face. “What...”

She staggered like a drunk, looking around her surroundings like she hadn't been here for close to an hour. “Why am I back here? I...I'm sorry. Did I do something?”

“Uh, no,” I said. “You're fine. You were helping me get this.” I held up her second game.

“Oh.” She moved back around the counter.

I rang her up and she left, looking frazzled but more or less okay. When I opened my wallet, the hundred dollar bill was gone.


So I can undo the changes…
 I thought. But I have to undo ALL the changes…


I plugged the 100 cheat back in and activated it. A crisp hundred-dollar bill appeared in my wallet.

Well, I was just going to have to be more careful from now on. Or a lot less moral.

The possibilities were almost as terrifying as they were exciting.

Two minutes later, I walked out the door, put up a “back in ten minutes” sign and locked up. I needed time to think about all this, to come to grips with what I'd just done and what I might be willing to do in the future. I needed a lunch break.

Fortunately, I'd just found myself with some extra cash.


Volume Two: The Waitress



I did it,
 I thought, driving through the snow. Holy shit, I really did it. I'm going to get in so much trouble.


Snow piled the roadway on either side, standing over two feet high. The blacktop had been salted the night before the big snowstorm, but there was still plenty of ice on the road. Even during the best of times, it would have been a tough drive, but I couldn't keep my mind on the present. It kept slipping back, to an hour ago, to something I was still struggling to believe wasn't a fantasy.

For the dozenth time since I'd started driving, I patted the object in my jacket, reassuring myself that it was real. The CheatCode.

There was a gentle soreness in my arms and legs; the gentle, good kind of ache you got after some really good, hard sex. Normally I wouldn't have been further away from feeling this way – my girlfriend had just left me and I was stuck in a dead-end job working a video game store in the worst snowstorm of the year – but I had just had sex, great
 sex, with a woman I'd known for all of ten minutes. A tiny, geeky goddess who'd gotten on her knees and put my cock in her mouth, all while proclaiming me a hero.


My hero,
 she said, let me give you exactly what you deserve…


This thing in my jacket, it made her do that. I found it when I was cleaning out the back of our crumbling, overstuffed shelving units: some kind of prototype handheld game console, looking like it came straight out of the early 1990s. But the things it did...it made her want me. It made her serve me, some guy she didn't know, made her get on her knees and blow me then present her pussy to me like an offering.

“Three things,” I muttered to myself as I pulled off the main road. “One: I feel like I just had sex, so I probably did. Two: I have this game thing in my jacket, so I know it's real. Three...”

As I unbuckled my seatbelt, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my wallet. Inside, tucked between two crumpled fives, was a hundred-dollar bill so crisp I'd swear it had just come off the presses. That was the other thing I'd done with CheatCode – make myself richer.


Sex and money,
 I thought. I have a machine that might let me have whatever I want, and I default to sex and money. What kind of person am I?


Well, not just sex and money. Food, too.

Pulling into the parking lot, I saw with relief that the restaurant was open despite the snow. It was a nice old Italian place I went to sometimes, tucked in the middle of a strip mall. The businesses around it were closed down for the day, and there were only a couple of cars in the parking lot – employees, probably. The fewer the better, preferably.

I still couldn't believe what I'd done. I'd fucked that girl, and I didn't even know her name. I'd come inside of her without protection. She could be pregnant soon, because of me, and she'd never know it. She'd be carrying…


A hero's heir.
 The thought appeared without warning, I shook it away.

It was wrong. Conjuring money out of thin air was one thing, but using a young woman like that was...it was cruel. The kind of thing a vicious, amoral playboy did, using women and throwing them away. Despite my growing arousal, I told myself I wouldn't do it anymore. Whatever other powers this device held, I wouldn't use it to control people.

I walked across the parking lot, avoiding patches of ice, trying not to think of the way I had felt. How great, how searing and fulfilling the pleasure was, holding that girl down and filling her up with my fertile seed while she begged me for it. I'd lived my whole life being stepped on, fighting for every opportunity and bending over backwards to get girls into my bed. When I'd used CheatCode, it felt different. So different. It felt like I didn't have to try, like she just fell all over herself to make me
 feel good, like she was only thinking of me
 instead of the other way around.

It felt like I deserved all these things: the sex, the money, the power…

“No,” I said out loud, stepping onto the sidewalk. “That's not who I am. I ought to take this thing and break it.”

And I probably would, I told myself. But first I wanted to see how it worked – what else it could do.

Inside, the place was practically empty. A bored-looking guy in an apron stopped scrubbing the bar and headed to the back. I was the only customer. On the other side of the restaurant, a young, dark-haired woman sat, playing with her cell phone. As I watched, she raised it up, pursed her lips, and took a selfie.

I coughed. Finally, she noticed me.

She came across the room in a bit of a huff, as if I had somehow been rude to her. “Hi, welcome to Anna's,” she said quickly. “Booth or table?”

“Uh, booth, please,” I said.

She led me across the room to a clean booth that looked like it hadn't been sat at all day. The cushioned seat gave an audible squeak as I sat down and scooted in.

“Can I get you something to start with?” the waitress asked.

Normally I would have said no, but today I had a hundred-dollar bill burning a hole in my pocket, so I was feeling like a little splurge was in order. “Sure. I'd like an appetizer platter of wings. Oh, and a beer. Whatever you have on draft is fine.”

She gave me a sideways glance but left it at that. “Alright. I'll be right back with your starters.”

As she turned to go, I pulled the device out of my jacket. It was hard to believe such an unassuming lump of beige plastic could do the things it did, could rewrite the entire fabric of reality. I had to know the limits of what it could do.

The waitress turned back, glancing down at the device. “What's that?”


Oh, shit.
 If I'd have known she'd take an interest, I would have waited until she was gone to take it out. Up until that moment, I had never even considered the idea of being found out – now thinking about it made me freeze up like a deer in headlights.

“Uh...it's just a videogame.” I said quickly. “You know, like a Game Boy.”

“Oh.” She turned and walked away without saying another word. I breathed a silent sigh of relief.

Once she disappeared into the kitchen, I was alone in the restaurant. I booted up the device and felt a surge of excitement as the main menu came up:

Welcome to CheatCode V1.1! Please select an option.

The usual suspects were all there: I could select a cheat by name or category, could access my bookmarks, or attempt to open the strange TOP SECRET folder. I had tried that secret folder the first time I booted the device up, but now I gave it another shot. It let me up in three more passwords (all variants on the word 'password') before locking me out again.


Oh well.
 I shrugged.

Next, I leafed through the categories, looking for something to catch my interest. I was no stranger to devices that changed your video game, having used them when I was a kid to beat the fiendishly difficult games they used to make back in the 80s, and the cheats were all stuff I was familiar with: invincibility, infinite lives, codes that gave you increasingly large amounts of money. I scrolled past the romance cheat, a tingle of arousal working its way up my spine at the memory of using it before.

“NOCLIP,” I whispered. “Turn off all solid surfaces.”

That was a cheat that let you walk through walls. I almost activated it, before thinking: what if it turned off the floor
 too? The idea of falling endlessly through the earth sickened me. I kept scrolling. Then, something caught my eye that made me stop:

BLKMRROR: turn player invisible.

I could be invisible? I had to try that. I selected the cheat and pressed the activation button.

There was a slight hum from the device, but other than that nothing happened. I waited, but I didn't feel any different. Maybe that one is broken…


I glanced back down at the device and gasped. My hands had disappeared.

Slowly, with a vague sense of unreality threatening to turn into panic, I slid the CheatCode back into my pocket and stood up. The second it was in my pocket it winked out of existence, like it had ceased to be. There was a mirror over the bar; I walked over to it. In the reflection, it looked as if there was no one in the restaurant – I had disappeared. Just as a test, I pulled the CheatCode back out of my pocket for a second – and suddenly the device was floating in mid-air, like it was hanging from a string.

The kitchen door slammed open.

I got the device back in my pocket and jumped to the side, narrowly avoiding the waitress as she made her way out of the kitchen. She carried a tray of chicken wings and a tall mug of beer as she made her way across the restaurant. I watched as she got to my table, put down the food, and looked around confusedly.


She really can't see me
, I realized. Even with the evidence of my own eyes, I hadn't really believed I was invisible until someone else couldn't see me. Now I had proof. I'm going to get into so much trouble with this thing…


The waitress walked over to the bathrooms and knocked on the men's room door. When there was no answer, she pushed it open a crack and looked inside.

She stepped back. “Hey, Marco?”

A face appeared in the window of the kitchen. “Yeah?”

The waitress sounded irritated. “That guy fucking left. He just disappeared.”

I had to stifle a giggle. She had no idea how right she was.

“Alright,” the man said distractedly. “I'm cleaning, anyway.”

The waitress sighed and rolled her eyes. “Figures. Did you see
 that little Game Boy thing he was carting around? Like a little kid. I should have known he didn't have any money.”

The man snickered. “Whatever. I'll drink that beer – no sense in letting it go to waste.”

“You laugh,” she said. “All guys are like that kid these days. Playing their little video games, can't even go outside without them. Total manchildren. Probably left because I didn't fawn all over him like this was Hooters.”

Marco laughed. “Man, what'd that guy do to you, Kim? It's just a plate of wings.”

“Whatever. I haven't had a decent date in months because every guy now is-” she made a gesture of pressing buttons, widening her eyes like a zombie - “duuuh
, gotta play my Pokemans in public like a little baby. Whatever happened to men
?”

Still laughing, Marco went back into the kitchen. The waitress went back across the room and seconds later was totally absorbed in her phone, completely missing the irony.

I stood in the middle of the room, frozen. Wow. Did people really talk about me like that when they didn't think I was around? I was...shocked. Upset. Angry.


What a bitch
, I thought. What a hypocritical little bitch.


I felt my blood pressure rising; the urge to do something about this was rising up in me like a storm surge, quickly and without warning. Watching her over there, staring at her screen in her own little world, so willing to pass judgment on a guy she'd known for all of two minutes...it made me want to teach her a lesson. It made me want to use CheatCode.

It didn't hurt that she was hot as hell. Whoever had hired her obviously knew exactly what they were doing – with her tight white top, short skirt, pouty lips and long legs, she must have been a tip-getting machine on nights with lots of guys. Yesterday a girl like her would have been out of my league, but today…


No,
 I thought. I'm never doing that to a girl again. I'll….I'll just mess with her a little.


Yeah, that was it. There was nothing wrong with having a little bit of fun, right?

Almost as if in response to my thought, Kim stood up, put her phone away and headed towards the kitchen. This time I only needed to take a small step out of the way to avoid her: I was already getting used to moving around while invisible.

I followed just behind her and managed to slip through the saloon-style kitchen doors without being noticed.

“I'm so tired of this shit,” Kimberly said, tossing her apron on a nearby table. “That guy was the only customer we've had today and he fucking ran off to play his Game Boy. I might as well not even be here today.”

Her back was to me, but just to be safe I slipped to the side of the room where I wouldn't be accidentally seen. Holding up the CheatCode, I let it scan.

New character detected. Scanning complete! You may activate cheats on this character at any time.

Success! Now to find something filthy to do. It didn't take me long to find a new code I wanted to try. A quick scan of the 'sex' category showed me dozens of exciting options, but one stuck out immediately:

KAPOW!: Target character immediately achieves orgasm. WARNING: repeated use of cheat may cause intense, spontaneous attraction to protagonist!

That warning was a little odd, but surely I could try it once? Causing an orgasm at will sounded like a perfect way to embarrass this bratty waitress.

I coded it in and got ready to activate it.

“Why don't you leave then?” Marco's voice echoed from the freezer.

“Oh my god, would you tell anybody if I did? I just feel like I'm wasting my time here and ohhhhh shit
...”

Kimberly's beautiful face flushed crimson and she doubled over, as if unsure for an instant whether she was experiencing pleasure or pain. Then her face went slack and her eyes fluttered white as pleasure rocked her slender frame. She barely managed to stay upright.


Holy shit,
 I thought. I made her come. I didn't even touch her.


There was a beat of silence. “Kim? You okay?”

God she looked sexy. I watched her slowly get control of herself until she felt good enough to speak. She brushed a strand of hair out of her face.

“Yeah...um, yeah, I'm fine. Just feeling a little off. Maybe I should
 leave.”


Oh no,
 I thought. You're not going anywhere.


“Look, if you've gotta go, just go,” Marco said. “I can handle customers okay. And Mitch doesn't know half of what goes on around here. You won't get in any trouble.”

“I...I don't know,” she said, suddenly unsure. What I'd just done had shaken her. Maybe she didn't want to be alone? “The snow is still pretty bad, and you know my car is a-”

She froze, clutching the table in a white-knuckle grip as her face contorted in beautiful agony. I had hit the button again and she was coming, even harder this time. She tried to hold back, but after a moment a thin, high-pitched squeal of uncontrollably ecstasy tore from her throat.

“Uh, Kim?” Marco's head appeared at the entrance to the freezer. “What's going on, babe?”

She turned and headed for the door so fast I was barely able to get the CheatCode back under wraps fast enough.

“I'm fine,” she said, her voice still tight with pleasure. “I'll be right back don't worry about me okay?”

She pushed past the door, clutching the side of her head. Marco shrugged and walked back into the freezer. I followed her out into the dining area and into the bathroom, moving the door slowly so as to generate as little sound as possible.

It didn't work. “Who's there?”

I stepped into the bathroom. It was nicer then the men's room – figures – and Kim was bent over one of the plush sinks, staring at her reflection, water dripping down her face from where she had splashed herself.

I should have walked away. I ought to have slipped back out the door, made my way to my car, and driven home.

I didn't.

Instead, I selected 'revert cheats' and pushed SEND.

It was like a switch had been flipped somewhere. All of a sudden, I could see myself in the mirror, my body taught with longing, my gaze fixed on Kim. She blinked rapidly and took a step back, shock evident on her face. Even then, I might have stopped. I could have turned back invisible and left.

But then she saw my CheatCode, and an almost imperceptible sneer crossed her face. Even with the greatest shock of her young life right in front of her, she still had time to think mean things about me.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, her tone angry and confused. “Get the hell out, you and your stupid toy!”

I felt a slow, wicked smile cross my face. “It's not stupid. For example, it lets me do this.”

Before she could respond, I selected KAPOW!
 and pushed the button. The words she had been about to say died in her throat as she climaxed, sobbing as she clutched the sink to stay upright.

“Oh God, that feels so good,” she groaned, lifting her head from the granite counter top. “You've been doing that?”

“Yes,” I said. “I've been watching you come, Kim. I like watching you come, the way your thighs clench together and your whole body trembles like you can't believe how good you feel. I think it's a better way for you to spend your time than making fun of people you don't know.”

A look of shocked recognition passed over her face. She knew I'd been watching her – that somehow I had been in the restaurant the whole time, even if she couldn't see me.

“You need to leave,” she said. “I'll call the police. Marco will-”

At this point she trailed off, because I hit the button again. Her pretty, glossy lips stretched in a silent cry as she came again, knees knocking together. This time she sank to her knees, unable to hold herself together from the sweet, filthy pleasure coursing through her veins. A dedicated orgasm button
, I thought. How nice
.

I took a step forward. “Still think it's just a toy? Still think I'm some manchild you can snicker about behind my back?”

“No,” she groaned. “No, I'm so sorry. The way you've made me come, Christ the way you make me feel...only a real man could do that.”

The way she was looking up at me – it wasn't the disgusted, terrified look she had earlier. Repeated use,
 I remembered, can cause a character to become wildly attracted to the protagonist…


The protagonist, of course, being me. I was the hero of this story, I was the one with the power, and I was tired of being looked down on by trashy little cunts. I wasn't going to play their games any longer – I was going to play a different kind of game. My game.

Starting with Kim.

“You want another?” I teased, working down my zipper.

She froze for moment, biting her lip as she fought the new-found feelings within her, then nodded. “Yes. Please. I need it.”

I pressed the button again.

She didn't even bother hiding it this time: she was enjoying every second of this. Her back arched like a bow as she came, breasts and hips shaking from the climax.

“Thank you,” she gasped once she was able to speak. Sweat poured down her forehead.

“You're welcome,” I said. “You can have it again, you know. You can have as much as you want. You can feel this way forever, Kim.”

My cock slid out of my pants, rock-hard. It stood straight up, fat beads of precum leaking from the head. She stared at it like a person seeing their true love for the first time.

“You just have to serve.”

She looked up at me, and kept her gaze straight at my eyes as she kissed the head of my cock. “Yes, Master.”


Master
. I liked the sound of that. Yes, after all – that was another word for protagonist, right? The person in control. 'Hero' didn't suit me right now anyway – what I was doing right now felt anything but heroic.

But it felt fucking great.

Kim took me in her mouth slowly, bringing me all the way into her throat. Once I was all the way inside her, I hit the button one more time.

Her gorgeous body clenched in utter bliss as I fucked her face, grabbing the side of her head and thrusting into her mouth. She gagged and sputtered, but with the KAPOW! Ringing through her brain, she barely noticed. Nothing else mattered except pleasure; she was as focused on it as a junkie for their drug of choice.

After a few more thrusts, I lay back against the counter and let her go to work. “Make me come,” I commanded, “and when you do I'll give you another.”

It was like setting off a firecracker in her mind. Kim would do anything to earn another hit of that pure, blissed-out power, and she fought for her reward like a good little girl, slurping and sucking and stroking as she blew me.

In no time at all, I felt my own climax building in my balls. I was tempted to turn the CheatCode on myself – but knew somehow that was a mistake. What if I
 got addicted to it? It was better, after all, to let a little slut like Kim please me; way better to blow a load all over her pretty face…

At the last moment I pulled out of Kim's mouth; instinctively she started stroking as I came. She milked burst after burst of come from my cock, more than I thought possible. Even when I'd been in a long drought from the dating game, I'd never blown such a big, thick load as the one I presented Kim's gorgeous visage.

She closed her eyes, smiling as I pushed the button. The feel of my warm come on her face became a thick blanket of pleasure as she came again, harder than ever. She writhed on the floor, her body taking the last few smaller shots of my come, moving without thought. She rubbed my seed into her skin and lapped it from her fingers, delirious with bliss.

When she finally stopped, I had already tucked my cock back into my pants and zipped up. She got to her feet, a mixture of shame and defiance on her face.

“I...I want more.” The words left her throat like they were being forced out.

“Oh, really?” With my mind clear after coming, I started to look at Kim with new eyes. She was gorgeous, young and unattached. She was a damn fine little cocksucker, and I was already curious how she was in bed. Plus, her face was covered in my come. I kind of felt responsible for her already.


Besides
, I realized, I need a test subject, don't I? I'm certainly not going to try all these cheats out on myself. I can make Kim love me, make her WANT to be used for my every whim, then find out what this thing is REALLY capable of.


“Alright,” I said after a long moment. She let out a relieved breath and sighed happily, like I'd just promised to make all her dreams come true. “You can stay with me. Why don't we head back to my place, and we can do more than just have you blow me?”

She nodded. “Of course.” She was already adapting. It was kind of amazing to watch it happen in real time – I could see her mind rearranging itself around the pleasure, reassuring her everything was normal and good. She bit her lip mischievously and shot me a smile. “Master.”

I tried a line of reasoning I had been thinking about for a while now. “You'll be a good girl for me from now on, won't you, Kim? Seeing as I'm the main character and all...”

Her face lit up. “Exactly! That's exactly how I feel! It's like...like you're the one in charge
, somehow. I feel like I'm meant to be with you, like...like a trophy or something else you collect. I should be horrified, but frankly I'm way too turned on. Let's go to your place!”

I let her lead me out, not even bothering to tell her about the streaks of come still on her face.

As we left the restaurant, my CheatCode began to vibrate. I glanced at the screen and let out a long, loud laugh at the message written there.

Kim turned around. “What is it, Master?”

I smiled. “Nothing you would understand babe. And when we're in public together, you can just call me 'Parker'. But we both know what it really
 means.”

She gave me a small, secret smile. “Sure thing, Parker.”

On the screen of the CheatCode, a new notification had popped up: Kimberly has joined your party!



Volume Three: The MILF


I rolled over in bed, the mattress soft underneath me. Blinking my eyes slowly, I saw that it was morning – a faint beam of light streamed in from between the curtains. I ran my hand over my face and reached out towards the nightstand for my phone, wondering dimly what time it was and if I could go back to sleep for another hour.

As I moved, I felt the sheets glide over my erection – I had morning wood so big I could see it bulging through the comforter. I can't remember the last time I woke up this hard
, I thought sleepily.  I must've been having one hell of a sex dream…


My fingers touched something hard and plastic, but it wasn't my phone. Just like that, it all came flooding back: finding the device at work, buried in the bottom of a long-forgotten drawer. Using it on my one nerdy customer, making her worship my cock behind the counter. Leaving the store in a rush, being insulted by the snotty waitress at the restaurant, unable to stop myself from bringing her under my control. Bringing her home…

I lifted up the other end of the covers, already knowing what I was going to find. Kim, the waitress from the Italian restaurant by my work, lay beneath, snoozing contentedly. She was topless, wearing nothing other than a tight skirt with no panties underneath. I knew that, because last night I'd taken those panties off with my teeth; Kim had spent half the last night fucking me, indulging all the naughty fantasies I'd always had but had been afraid to ask any of my girlfriends to do. She
 had no problem with anything I asked her to do, because…


Because of this
. I held the device up, staring at it like I was seeing it for the first time. Such a tiny thing to have completely changed my life. It called itself CheatCode, and while it looked like one of those hand held video games from the 90's, it held the power to change reality. Having found it, it had named me as the “Player,” with the ability to input cheats in the game of life – free money, invisibility, the power to make a teenage waitress orgasm on command. And I'd just begun to scratch the surface.

With the covers off her, Kim began to stir, her beautiful young body shivering gently. She slid over, still asleep, and pressed herself against me. Her skin was smooth and flawless, gorgeously tanned all over except for a small pale patch just above her pussy in the shape of a Playboy bunny logo. She must have put a patch there whenever she tanned; I wondered idly how many men had ever gotten to see that bunny.

Kim felt my erection pressing against her ass; as if by instinct she began rubbing against it, still asleep. I had to stop myself from gasping out loud. Part of me – a part that was large and getting bigger – wanted to roll Kim over, part her pretty legs and wake her up with my cock; but another part of me was worried and cautious. Now that she'd had a good night's sleep, would she still think of me as a 'hero'? Or did whatever this CheatCode thing do to people only last for a short time? If that was the case, I was going to have one confused teenage waitress on my hand when she woke up.

I shouldn't have worried. Kim's eyes opened a crack, and a wide smile spread across her sleepy face. She let out a low sigh of contentment and rolled over, her firm breasts pushing against my chest. I felt a warmth between her thighs, pressing against my hardness, promising sweet, primal release.

“Damn, Master, you are hard
,” she giggled, clinging to me. “I thought I took care of that last night?”

My mouth was dry. She called me Master
. Just hearing the word filled me with excitement; it was powerful and sexy. “What do you expect,” I said, “waking up next to this
?”

I punctuated my sentence by taking her by the hips and pressing. The thin fabric of my boxers was all that kept me from sliding inside of her.

She let out a delighted squeal as the head of my cock pressed against her folds. “I missed you so much, Master.”

My mouth found her breasts. Her nipples were hard and aching for my touch; she arched her back to press them against me.

“Missed me?” I managed to gasp. “You just slept next to me.”

She bit my earlobe, her hot tongue darting around my ear. “But I was asleep,” she purred, raking my back. “I didn't have you inside me.”

God, that made me rock hard. I was so stiff it hurt. I had to empty my balls inside Kim – any lingering concerns I had about the morality of the situation were long gone.

“You want to fuck me?”

She was panting, desperate to get me inside of her. “Yes, Parker. I want it so bad.”

I flipped us over and guided her hand to my boxers. She pulled the waistband down until my cock slid out, leaking come as it throbbed against her.

“Show me,” I commanded.

Then I was inside her, sliding deep to the hilt. She let out a whimper as her walls stretched around my girth, running her fingers over my chest. She leaned back until she was straight up, straddling my hips, and began to ride.

If she thought that being on top meant she was in control, though, she was wrong. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled, bringing her down on me roughly.

“You belong to me,” I said, holding her ear close to my mouth. “Don't forget that.”

“Of course not, Master,” she said quickly. “Let me show you how good I can make you feel...”

Her pussy clenched around me as she rode me, putting her whole body into fucking me. Christ, she was tight! Her nineteen-year old pussy was practically in mint condition, so snug around me I couldn't believe how good it felt. I'd never been with a girl so hot, so tight, so utterly devoted to getting me off.

In no time at all I felt my climax approaching. I grabbed her by the hips and began bucking, taking control back from Kim. Her face went slack with pleasure as I took the reins from her.

“Oh fuck, that's so good, Master! You're so deep inside me – I can't wait to feel you come in me!”

“Yeah, fill you up,” I grunted, pounding her.

She leaned forward and our lips met, kissing me deeply as my cock began to twitch. “Come inside me, Master.”

Then I was unloading, burst after burst of hot come coating the walls of her womb. I felt her clit throb with the first pulse, the feel of my hot seed sending her over the edge into climax. She clung to me like she never wanted to let go, riding the wave of pleasure.

As we both came down from our peaks, I became aware a faint, repetitive sound. It was quiet, but I had the impression that this was only because of distance, and whatever was causing it was quite loud. As Kim lay back on the bed, stoned in post-coital bliss, I went to the window to look.

“Piece of shit! Come on, work goddammit!”

“Whew,” I said, pulling back the edge of the curtain. “Someone is upset.”

Though the window was foggy, I could see down into the parking lot at the middle of my apartment complex. One car in particular stood out: smoke poured from its hood like there was a roaring fire inside, while a slim woman in a padded jacket and yoga pants gestured at it helplessly.

“I cannot be late again!”

“Mmh?” Kim rolled over in bed, facing me. The sight of her naked body beckoned me, made my cock twitch with a second wind in my boxers. “What's going on, Master?”

“It's Daphne,” I said, nodding towards the window. “My neighbor. Looks like her car is borked.”

“Oh, that's sad,” Kim said. Without taking her eyes off me, she spread her legs and let her fingers trail between them, massaging her glistening folds. “Why don't you come back to bed and let me help you forget about it?”

As tempting as that was, I shook my head. “Not right now. I think I have an opportunity here.”

Now that my load was shot inside Kim's nubile young body, all sorts of feelings I had been suppressing floated to the surface. I began to feel a little guilty about using her, corrupting her mind and making her my fuckdoll. Consciously, I knew there was nothing I could really do to fix that (short of letting her go, and she no longer wanted that), but there was a way to soothe my anxiety: by using my powers for good.

I could make money out of thin air and turn beautiful women into my slaves. Surely I could fix a car?

I grabbed CheatCode off the nightstand and tossed on a shirt, then hunted under the bed until I found my pants.

“Where are you going?” Kim asked, looking confused.

“Gonna go be a good neighbor,” I said. “Back in a sec.”

Outside, the early-morning air was frigid and refreshing, chilling me in my t-shirt. I slid the CheatCode into my pants pocket and strode across the parking lot, sneakers slapping against the pavement.

Daphne looked up as I approached and sighed. “Oh, Christ. I'm sorry – did I wake you up, Park?”

Daphne and I had a good, friendly relationship. She was about a decade older than me, divorced, and living on her own for the first time in years. Consequently, she was a little wild, She'd made some moves to suggest she'd be into dating me in the past, but I'd always been too shy to take advantage – too much like the old Parker, letting opportunities pass me by. The old Parker would have gone back to bed and slept until noon, not come out here in the chilly morning air to help his neighbor.

“Oh, you didn't,” I said, glancing down into the engine. “Having some trouble?”

“Yeah. I think it's really fucked this time, pardon my French,” she said, covering her mouth with a well-manicured hand. Daphne took incredible care of herself: even getting ready for work, she looked like she was about to hit a night at the club. Being this close to her sent an aching pulse through my balls, but couldn't focus on that.

“Well, maybe I can get it working,” I said. “Why don't you go get in the front seat and get ready to try and start it?”

She nodded and walked around me, her breasts pressing gently against my back as she slid past. Daphne had big ones, bigger than Kim's, and those breasts had been the focus of many a fantasy when I'd first moved into the complex.


Stop it
, I thought. This is about her car, not her tits.


As soon as she was out of sight, I slid CheatCode out of my pocket and booted it up. As it whirred to life, I looked over the engine just to see if there was anything normal I could do to fix things.


Wow
, I thought, this thing really is fucked.
 Everything I knew about fixing a car could probably fit on a post-it note, but I could recognize a wreck when I saw it. How had she even been driving it like this? There was more rust than car in some spots.

“I sure hope this works,” I muttered, turning on the camera.

The engine appeared on the screen, flickered, then disappeared.


Target vehicle added to game,
 the device displayed across the screen. Cheats can be activated at any time.


“Any luck?” Daphne called.

“I'm working on it,” I yelled over the roar of steam. “I think it actually might be a quick fix.”

She looked unsure but didn't say anything else.

I flipped back to the main menu, where to my surprise several things had changed. My cheats were now divided under several folders, each with the name of a different person or object I had added to the “game.” I had apparently lost the girl from the game store when I reset all my cheats earlier, but I now had two headings: Kim
 and Automobile #1.


I selected Automobile #1. The list of cheats here was very small, which made sense because what can you really do to a car compared with a person?


Repair target vehicle
 was the second cheat listed. I selected it, pressed the button, and crossed my fingers.

For a few seconds, I doubted that anything had happened. Then, slowly, the steam pouring from the engine began to dissipate. As it faded, I caught sight of what was beneath and gasped. A minute ago, this car had held one of the most broken, corroded engines I had ever seen – this looked brand new. It gleamed,
 for christ's sake. The power of this tiny device, able to fit in the palm of my hand, never failed to shock me.

“Anything?” Daphne asked.

I stood frozen for a moment then swallowed heavily. “Uh...yeah! Yeah, try it now!”

A second later, the engine roared to life, purring like a lion cub. Like it was the first time the car had ever been started.

I heard Daphne laugh triumphantly, then the sound of her fist hitting the ceiling of the car. “Holy shit yes
! Hot damn, what did you do, Parker?”

Before she could get out of the car, I slammed the hood. No sense in letting her see what I had done: she'd just get confused, and start asking questions I didn't have easy answers to.

“I dunno,” I said with a wry grin and a shrug. “Magic, I guess.”

She opened the car door and stepped out, then pulled me into a hug. My erection ground into her thigh, but she either didn't notice or didn't care. This close I could smell her, her womanly scent under the hint of perfume she'd sprayed on her neck, and it drove me wild. The animal part of my brain wanted to toss her down on the hood, spread her legs and fuck her MILF-y body until I deposited my second thick load of the day. Knowing I could do it at any time made it harder to resist.


I would've earned it,
 I thought suddenly. After all, I fixed the car. I'm a hero, right?


“Oh, God, I could kiss you, Parker,” Daphne murmured, squeezing me tighter. “Thank you soooo much...”

There was no way she couldn't tell how hard I was. Was she enjoying it? Maybe I could…

“Way to go, babe,” another voice said. “You really saved the day.”

We both turned. Kim stood in the doorway of the building, grinning. She was still wearing the skirt she'd had on when I fucked her, along with an oversized band t-shirt she'd raided from my closet. It hung off her shoulder, exposing an almost criminal amount of cleavage. Her nipples, hard from the cold, pressed against the thin fabric.

“Wow,” Daphne said, genuinely shocked. “Who is this, Parker? That girl you were seeing?”

I had almost forgotten. “Anne? No, uh, we broke up. This is Kim...” I trailed off, unsure of what to think to say next.

Daphne looked Kim up and down boldly, obviously liking what she saw. “Well I'd say you're doing well for yourself on the rebound.”

“Why don't you come in?” Kim said. “Have a cup of coffee and get warmed up before you go.”

There was an invitation in those eyes. Daphne saw it, clear as day.

“I don't know,” she said. “I've got to get to work...”

“Oh, come on,” Kim said, turning back to the door. Her skirt rode up in the back, exposing a mouth-watering expanse of bare thigh and ass. “My hero just fixed your car. I'd say that calls for a little celebration, right?”

“Yeah, I'll have a cup,” Daphne said quickly. She walked forward, a big, knowing grin on her face, and stepped inside as Kim held the door open for her. I walked up, confused as hell.

“What are you doing?” I whispered to Kim as I reached the door.

Kim looked at me as if she didn't know what I was talking about. “You said this was an opportunity. I assumed you meant an opportunity to collect another girl. You should have lots of girls, Master, and that one is very
 attractive. She's a good choice for us: I think she and I will get along well.”

“That was not what I meant,” I hissed, pointing a finger. “I meant I was going to help her!”

“This will
 help her,” Kim said with a smile, closing the door behind me.

As we walked up the hallway, Kim came up behind me and whispered in my ear. “By the way, Master: Daphne is almost old enough to be your Mother. Does that excite you?”

“What do you mean?”

“Wouldn't it be so much hotter if she thought she was
 your mother? And I was your sister? You could do it, you know: you can do anything you want, Master.”

“Stop,” I muttered as we reached the apartment door. “That's so wrong...”

“Nothing's wrong if you want it, Master,” Kim said, giving my crotch a gentle squeeze. “I just think she'd be perfect for that role...”

Daphne looked around the space and nodded. “Wow. You have a nice apartment.”

“We're upgrading soon,” Kim said with a sniff. “Parker deserves so much more than this.”

“I guess you two could use a little extra space,” Daphne said with a shrug. “Seems pretty spacious for just two – mmmmh!
”

Kim cut her off with a hard, searching kiss. She backed Daphne up until her pert ass landed on the kitchen counter, then began kissing her mouth, her neck, her breasts. The older woman's face was slack with pleasure, a low moan escaped her lips.

“Unf, your girlfriend is so hot, Parker.”

Kim shot me a glance from across the room and nodded gently towards Daphne. I caught the hint: in an instant, I had CheatCode out and on. It scanned the pair as they made out, then after a moment it flashed and restarted.

New character added. You may use cheats on them at any time.

Daphne now had her own folder on the main screen. She was mine.

In the kitchen, Kim's mouth trailed down Daphne's taut little belly, licking and sucking her way between her thighs. Daphne's yoga pants were in a heap on the floor – she wasn't wearing any panties underneath, and her bare sex dripped with juice.

Somehow I knew the cheat would be there: it was as if the device had heard Kim and was sending it straight to me. They were right next to each other.

Add target character to family: Y/N?

Remove target characters taboos: Y/N?

I selected one, then the other, and pressed send.

Instantly, the tenor of Daphne's moaning changed. Where there had been the surprised cries of a woman experiencing a lover for the first time, there was now the low, knowing groans of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

“That's right, Kimmy, eat mommy's pussy,” Daphne cooed. “Mommy's been so pent-up, all day long. I need some release!”

Kim's face dove between Daphne's thighs and began to slurp. She tossed her head back, placing a hand on the back of Kim's head as she licked her aching pussy.

Daphne's eyes opened and she seemed to see me for the first time. “Parker! What are you doing here, baby?”

“Mom?” I asked, testing the words in my mouth. They tasted good; they felt right. Daphne was old enough to be my mom, and if I still had a mom I'd want her to be just like her: curvy, wild and naughty, completely devoted to her son. I knew I'd done these things to her, but I didn't care. Kim was right; she was perfect to play this role for my harem.

“Oh baby, I didn't want you to see this,” Daphne whimpered, her legs quaking from Kim's licks.

“I want to see,” I said, stepping forward. “I like watching you, Mommy. You look so beautiful with Kim's mouth on you.”

“Oh, god
!” Daphne cried, clenching her tight snatch. “That makes me so happy to hear, baby.”

“Take your shirt off, Mom,” I said. “I want to see those big titties.”

Daphne nodded and complied eagerly. Her jacket came off first, tossed across the room, then the tight blouse she wore underneath. Finally, she unhooked her bra, her eyes waiting for my reaction as she exposed her gorgeous breasts to me.

I'd fantasized about this moment so many times, but the fantasy didn't hold a candle to reality. Daphne's tits were huge, firm despite her age and topped with hard, dark nipples I wanted in my mouth as soon as possible. Without a word, I leaned forward and grabbed them, licking around her aching aureole with my tongue.

“Oh, Christ, that's so good, Parker,” Daphne said. “I've made such a strong, courteous boy. One who knows just how to treat a woman.”

“Oh, I know how to treat a woman,” I said, and grabbed her hair. She let out a harsh cry and looked up at me, a submissive look in her eyes.

“I want you to suck me off while she tastes you,” I said. “Do it now, Mommy.”

“Yes, baby,” Daphne said, already helping my cock out of my boxers. “Mommy loves to suck cock. You're so hard from watching me and your sister fuck – let me take care of you...”

Draining my balls inside of Kim hadn't stopped my shaft one bit: it was still hard and throbbing as it slid between Daphne's soft, pillowy lips. Sweet pleasure radiated through my body as she sucked me, thrusting her big tits forward for me to fondle as she took me all the way down her throat.

I tried hard to hold back, but the sight of her, and Kim between her legs, was far sexier than any porno film I'd watched.

“Wow,” I said, taking my cock out of Daphne's mouth and slapping it gently against her lips. “You're an even better little cocksucker than Kim.”

Her mouth went into an 'o' of surprise at the news. “You fucked Kim? Well, of course you did.” She stroked me, grinning hugely. “She's so hot, after all. You should
 fuck her, Parker. You should fuck whoever you want.”

She was already changing; thinking of me as her Master. Her hero. It filled my veins with a rush of power and just like that I was on the edge.

“Fuck, I'm about to come,” I groaned.

“Where do you want it, baby?” Daphne pressed her tits together and pursed her lips. “Mommy will take your seed wherever you want to put it.”

One option stood above the rest. “I want to come on your tits.”

Daphne let out a squeal of delight. “Then come here, baby, and fuck these big titties.”

My cock slid between Daphne's fat tits perfectly. She gripped them on either side and pulled them back and forth as I fucked them, letting my precum and her saliva make her slick and warm. I felt myself coming and couldn't turn my eyes away: I shot a huge, long load. Every thrust inside her titflesh brought another eruption, landing on her face, in her hair, across her mammoth mammaries. It felt amazing, and looked sexier than anything I had ever seen. Daphne's eyes closed and her body shook with pleasure as she came, thighs closing gently around Kim's head.

As I came down, I sat on the kitchen counter and spread my legs. Kim and Daphne crowded to either side of me, taking turns licking and sucking the last few bursts of come from my dick. When that was done, they shared the creamy load Daphne was glazed in.

Finally, Daphne began to laugh. “Well, I don't think Mommy is going to work today!”

Kim shook her head. “Nope. We have so much work to do.”

I felt a confused look on my face. “What work?”

Kim glanced over like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “We need to find our new place, and put these two apartments on the market. We're going to need a much bigger house for all the girls you're going make your slaves.”

“Mmh, oh yeah,” Daphne moaned, giving her folds a gentle caress. “You deserve lots of girls to please you, son. Only the best little sluts for my boy.”

I looked from one of them to the other, unable to believe what I was hearing. “And how am I paying for that?”

Kim laughed. “You shouldn't have any problem with that, Master. You can do anything, remember? This is your game, after all.”

I glanced over at CheatCode. The words Daphne has joined your party!
 Stood out on the bottom. Suddenly it all made sense. I could
 pay for a new house – I could pay for anything I wanted. I could do
 anything I wanted. The sky was the limit; hell, there were no limits.

“Besides,” Kim added as an afterthought, “we'll need lots of space for the breeding.”

“Breeding?”

“Well, yeah,” she said, chuckling. “Neither of us are on any kind of protection. Isn't that how you wanted it, Master?”

My mouth dropped open. No protection? That meant that every time I slid myself into them, every time I shot my load inside Kim or Daphne's creamy pussies, I was breeding them. Possibly making them pregnant, filling their bellies with my heirs.

My cock was raging hard again, so stiff it hurt. I wasn't going to put them on protection. Oh no.

“Alright, I think we do
 need a bigger place,” I agreed. “But first, let's get you two cleaned up.”

“Perfect. Let's go, Mom.” Kim leaned forward and gave Daphne's nipple a little kiss, then lead her by the hand out of the room. She turned and arched an eyebrow. “Coming, Master?”


Every time, I might be breeding them,
 I thought. Every time…


“Hell yes,” I said. I wasn't about to turn down an opportunity like that.


Volume Four: The Realtor


“I didn't like that place one bit, Master,” Kim said.

I had to agree. The house, a big two-story suburban McMansion, was receding in our rear view mirror, and I couldn't think of any reason to ever go back. This was the third place we'd looked at today, and while none of them were really what we were looking for, this one was by far the worst.

“Did you see
 the way that realtor was looking at me?” Kim asked as we pulled onto the highway. “Like he was about to come in his pants.”

I snickered. “Can you really blame him? You walking around looking like that, it makes me
 feel like I'm going to come in my pants.”

She beamed happily at that, my praise bringing a flush of color to her cheeks. A few weeks ago, anyone making a remark like that within Kim's earshot would have been the recipient of a harsh bitchslap – or, if they were a customer at the restaurant where she worked, a drink in the face. When I had met her, she'd done things like that all the time: she'd been rude and snotty, thinking she was better than everyone else. That was before CheatCode; before I'd done to her what I was becoming unable to stop myself from doing to nearly every attractive woman I met.

“Are we done yet, Parker? I really want to go home and slip out of this outfit.” She shot me a look that implied there was plenty she wanted to do once she was out of her clothing, too.

“Why, you're not comfortable? You look amazing.”

That brought another blush. Even before I'd rid her mind of all concerns that didn't involve me, Kim had been a bit of a fashionista – but thanks to CheatCode, I was able to expand her wardrobe in directions her inhibitions would never have allowed before. She looked more like a stripper getting ready to perform at a bachelor party than a young woman about to buy a house: everything from her stiletto heels to her too-short skirt and clinging white backless blouse screamed sex kitten.

Before I found CheatCode, a girl like Kim would have been so far out of my league I would've needed a telescope to see her. Now she was mine, devoted to me far beyond what the most intimate couple experienced. She was my bimbo, my slut, my dirty little fuckdoll, and she loved every minute of it.

“To answer your question,” I said, “we've got one more place to look at today. I don't have high hopes, though.”

“Oh well.” She sighed and leaned over, placing her hand on my thigh. “At least it's just the one.”

After a moment, her hand snaked lower, gently resting against my crotch. She began to massage me, pressing in time with the terrible pop song on the radio until I was rock hard beneath the denim.

“I can't wait to have you inside me,” she whispered into my ear.

God, what an invitation. It took a force of will not to pull over to the side of the road, throw her on the hood of my car and give her a rough, hard fucking in front of any motorists who happened to be passing by. It was even more tempting knowing I could never get in trouble for it: even if the cops showed up, I'd just add them to CheatCode's database and then BOOM. Anything you could think of doing in a video game with one of those old-school cheat codes was available to me.

But I didn't. To be honest, I'd been putting off this whole house thing for far too long: even normally-devoted Kim was starting to get restless. She wanted a bigger place: a house that she could turn into a home, where she could practice her domestic goddess routine, and where we could start bringing in more girls.

Kim wanted me to expand my dominion. Needed
 it, in fact, like she was the one with the power and not me. Something about being my second in command, my main girl with an entire harem underneath her, turned her on more than anything else. She wanted it because she wanted to make me happy, and I in turn wanted to make her
 happy – because I liked her, in ways that still frightened me.

It wasn't the money that was the problem – when you can press a button and fill your wallet with hundred-dollar bills, money is no object – but moving out of my crummy apartment felt like crossing the Rubicon. Once I did that, I could no longer pretend that CheatCode was just a cool thing I found that let me bang girls – it was my life
. I wouldn't be able to turn back.

So I had waffled. Which was why we were driving around town today, looking at way too many properties when I should have had Kim handcuffed to my bed instead, helpless to stop me from filling her body with my fertile seed.

Christ, I was horny. She'd been teasing me all fucking day.

“I could take care of you right now, Parker – if you wanted,” she said.

God damn. The thought of her wet little mouth making that perfect suction around my dick had me raging hard. My cock twitched gently under her palm, making her giggle.

“Someone likes that idea.”

“I'm driving,” I said.

“That's not a problem.” Kim slid her seat belt around her shoulder and leaned down into my lap. “The thought of pleasuring you like this, while you speed down the road, completely in control...you have no idea how that excites me, Master.”

I could feel my cock dripping precum in my pants. I was pretty sure I knew exactly
 how that excited her – I felt it even more than she did.

“Take it out,” I told her. “Take it out and put it in your mouth like a good girl.”

Permission given, she unbuckled me belt, grinning all the while. The button of my fly popped open with an audible sound as my cock came free, standing at attention in my boxers. The thought of it being in her mouth made my balls ache for release.

“God, you're so hard,” Kim blurted.

She bent down so low I could feel her breath against my cock through the thin fabric.

“Remember,” she said, so quietly I could just barely hear over the engine, “this is incredibly dangerous. While I'm sucking you, my life is in your hands. You have total control, Parker.”

Then she slipped the waistband of my boxers down and slid my cock between her perfect lips.

I groaned roughly as she took me in her mouth and began to suck. One hand on the wheel, my other found her hair and gripped, guiding my shaft deeper inside her. She gagged gently as she relaxed her throat, taking me to the hilt.

I turned the radio up and slipped the car into cruise control, savoring the feeling of her tight, wet mouth around me. She sucked me in time with the pounding bass beat of the song, her head bobbing up and down. I was a little disappointed that we were the only ones on the road: I would have loved to see the look on some driver's face when she saw me getting my rocks off like this.

I felt my cock stiffen even harder as climax approached; Kim felt it too and began to suck harder, faster, using her hand to stroke me along with her pouty, glossy lips.

Fuck, I was close. “You're going to swallow all my come, right?” I said quickly. “You're going to suck me dry like a good little slut, aren't you?”

She nodded and relaxed her throat, taking me all the way inside of her. It was exactly what I needed to go over the edge: almost as soon as the last word of my sentence left my lips I was coming, unloading my balls directly into her throat in burst after thick, creamy burst. The car weaved slightly as my grip shook on the wheel; my hand made a tight fist in her hair that had to hurt. I felt her body shudder as she swallowed my load, the feel of my release bringing Kim to her own, hypnotically-induced climax. Her reward for being my good little cocksucker.

After she sucked me clean, she lay back in her seat contentedly and repositioned her seat belt.

“Did I make you feel good, Master?”

I cupped her chin, keeping one eye on the road. “That was wonderful, baby. You are the best girlfriend ever.”

“That's so sweet,” she said quietly, “but you know that's not what I want to hear, Parker.”

I smirked. “You're a good little girl, Kim. A sexy cock-sucking little slut. And you belong to me.”

She beamed. “Yes, Master.”

I was so into it, I almost missed our exit. This last house was in a better part of town: I could tell as soon as I got off the interstate. Gated communities were everywhere, and it seemed like every single house off the main road was surrounded by high walls with ornate gates. Every car was nicer than mine; I'd have to fix that soon.

We got a little lost; post-orgasmic bliss will do that to you. But eventually, we found the right gated community and were waved in by a bored-looking guard.

“This looks promising,” Kim murmured as we drove down the main street.

I was inclined to agree; I let out a low whistle. “Pretty incredible,” I conceded. “Incredibly expensive, too.”

She gave me a gentle tap on the shoulder. “That's not a problem anymore.”

“I just can't imagine the kind of person who makes enough money to live in a place like this,” I said, admiring the luxury all around us. “Business executives, maybe.”

“Actors,” Kim said with relish. “Pop stars. Celebrities.”

“We don't need that kind of attention.”

She gave me a teasing look. “But just imagine: what if someone you know lives here? Some famous, sexy actress or slutty little pop star could be our neighbor. Wouldn't it be fun to make them serve you the way I do?”

I grinned. “You just want to lord it over some celebrity that you're my number one and they aren't.”

A small smile crossed her face. “I have no idea what you're talking about, Parker.”

The house – looking at it for the first time, I was tempted to think of it as an estate
 – was at the back of the neighborhood, on top of a hill overlooking the surrounding countryside. A massive privacy fence surrounded the property, giving it an impression of stability, mystery, intrigue.

I heard Kim's sharp intake of breath and knew immediately this was the place.

“God damn
,” Kim said, laughing a little. “This certainly looks like the sort of home you deserve, Master.”

The gate opened automatically as we drove up – the security post up front must have called ahead. There was a tan Range Rover already sitting in the driveway.

“Very nice,” I agreed.

As if she'd been waiting just behind the door, a young woman opened at almost the exact instant we knocked. “Hello,” she said, a million-dollar smile fixed on her flawless face. “I'm Sarah. You're Parker, and...Kimberly, right?”

When I didn't say anything, Kim filled the gap. “Yes, we are. Lovely to meet you. I have to say this is a fantastic property.”

She glanced from me to Kim. “Yes, it certainly is! I can tell you, it's not going to be on the market for very long, either. If you two would just come in...”

I wasn't even paying attention. My eyes were fixed on her
, drinking in every inch of her, burning the image into my brain. I felt my cock throb in my pants, my dick at full-mast. I had never felt such an...an animal reaction to seeing a woman before. All I could think about was sex.

She led us into the foyer, her pert little ass sashaying from side to side in her tight black skirt. A pair of black stockings accentuated her creamy legs. I couldn't tear my eyes away.

Kim definitely noticed. She shot me a sly look and ran her tongue around the edge of her lips, pursing them with naughty intent.

I didn't know what it was. It wasn't her smile, it wasn't her long blonde hair, it wasn't even her high, firm tits, almost too large on her slender frame. There was something intangible about Sarah, something that could only be experienced at the level of animal magnetism, that made me want this girl so badly it hurt. Christ, even her smell drove me wild. I wanted – no, needed – to be inside of her, to feel every inch of her no-doubt heavenly pussy tight around my dick. I needed to drain my balls inside of her.

I wondered if she felt it, too.

“So this is the main hall,” Sarah said, completely at ease in her environment and her role as realtor. “It's designed in the traditional style common to-”

“It's beautiful,” Kim said, cutting her off. “Show us the bedroom. The Master
 bedroom, please.”

Sarah looked a bit confused but hid it well – she must have been used to fielding odd requests from eccentric rich people.

“Of course. Right this way.”

We made our way up the luxurious staircase, Sarah's sweet ass bobbing with every step, commanding my attention. Halfway up I felt a hard twinge in my side and looked over to see Kim elbowing me.

“Get it out,” she whispered, nodding at my pocket. “I know you want to.”

I knew exactly what she meant. As we reached the top of the stairs, I slid CheatCode from my pocket and turned it on. The machine made a barely-audible hum as it booted up; even as the main menu loaded I was angling it toward Sarah, putting her right in the camera's cross hairs. The back of her clinging jacket was centered on the screen as it scanned her.


Perfect,
 I thought.

“What was that?” Sarah asked. She turned, but the device was already behind my back. She furrowed her brow in confusion before deciding not to pursue the matter further.

“And this,” she said, opening the door, “is our master bedroom. I think you'll find the view pretty unbeatable.”

The door opened onto a huge room, full of light. Massive bay windows opened onto an expansive view of the neighborhood, with green hills beyond. A king-sized bed dominated the center of the room, covered in black silk sheets. It could easily have been the bedroom of some billionaire playboy in a movie – or the set of a particularly high-grade porn film. It was perfect.

“It connects directly to the master bath over here, as you can see,” Sarah continued, moving on as Kim and I stood there looking impressed as hell.

“This is...wow,” Kim said.

“It's perfect,” I said. “We'll take it.”

Sarah turned from the bathroom door and smiled, as if this was what she'd been expecting all along. “That's fantastic. I think you'll be very happy here. We can handle the paperwork downstairs if you like-”

“And we'll take you, too,” Kim said with a naughty grin.

For an instant, Sarah looked shocked – then a flirty smile flitted across her face. “I'm sorry,” she said, her tone sexy but businesslike. “I don't come with the house.”


Wow, she is really good at this
, I thought.

“No,” I said, “but you do come in
 the house.”

Her face scrunched up in apparent confusion, then I reached into my pocket and pressed the activation button on CheatCode.

Her mouth opened in shock and pleasure as an instant climax washed over her. Her long, sultry legs trembled beneath her; she bent down and leaned against the bed to keep from falling over. Every muscle in her body went taut as she went from zero to the strongest orgasm she'd ever had in her young life.

Her eyes snapped open as she came down from her peak. “What...what the hell was that? How did you?”

I hit the button again.

This time she couldn't manage to stay upright; she turned and fell backwards onto the bed, writhing with pleasure. Her legs kicked as wave after wave of pure ecstasy trembled up her spine.

Her mouth opened in a disbelieving grin. “Oh wow. Oh fuck
 that feels so good...”

Her hands caressed her body: her breasts, her belly, her thighs. She tossed her head back and groaned with delight as she rode out another climax.

Finally she let out an explosive sigh and tossed her arms over her head, exhausted. Beads of sweat dribbled down her cheeks; her clothing clung to her, soaked with sweat. I was rock hard just looking at her.

“Wow,” she said, dazed. “I've never come like that before, ever.”

“Isn't it wonderful?” Kim stepped forward, went down on her knees, crawled across the bed to where Sarah lay panting. “It feels so wonderful to give in. To just feel the pleasure, and not have to think about anything else...”

She bent over Sarah and began undoing her buttons. The realtor groaned, reached out weakly, but her hands did little more than graze the front of Kim's blouse.

“That's right,” Kim whispered, pulling Sarah's shirt off. “Let's get those awful clothes off you. Then you can feel really good...”

I waited until her Sarah's bra was off and her gorgeous, milky tits were exposed to the air of the bedroom before pushing the button again. Her body arched like a bow as she came yet again, sobbing with release.

Kim's lips met hers, kissing her as she forced her body back down on the bed. “That's right, it feels so good, doesn't it? It feels good to obey.”

“Yes!” Sarah gasped. “Oh, fuck, it's so good!”

“You know who's doing it, don't you? Making you feel the way you've never felt before?”

Kim glanced over at me, and Sarah followed her gaze. The perky realtor's eyes opened wide as if she was seeing me for the very first time; seeing me the way I wanted to be, the way I deserved
 to be seen. As the one in control, the hero, the protagonist.

The Master
.

“What do you say?” Kim asked, slipping her hand beneath Sarah's skirt.

“I...oh
!...thank you,” Sarah sobbed. “Thank you so much, Parker.”

“He's your master now,” Kim hissed, stroking her. “And I'm your mistress.”

“Master,” Sarah whispered deliriously. “Mistress...”

“He's God, and I'm just a few inches below him,” Kim assured her. “But we are merciful and good, Sarah. Master loves you – can't you see how hard he is, just from watching your pleasure? What do you want to do when you see that, Sarah?”

She started at the bulge in my pants hungrily, like restraining herself took a physical effort.

“I want to make him feel good,” she said, biting her lip. “So good.”

Kim smiled and gestured for me to come closer. “Come over here, Master. Show our new girl how wonderful the pleasure of submission feels.”

I didn't need any more invitation than that. I walked to the foot of the bed and Kim had my pants off in a flash, undoing my belt one-handed. The load I'd blown in her mouth less than an hour ago might as well have not existed as far as my cock was concerned: I was hard and throbbing like I'd been denying myself for days. Sarah lay spread like a banquet on the comforter, still writhing gently from the aftershocks of her hypnotic reconditioning.

Sinking into her was pure bliss. My aching cock parted her walls like they were made to be stretched by it; filling her with a quickness that made her cry out in wonderful agony.

“Oh, shit,” she muttered, “Oh, that's so fucking good. Fuck me harder, Master. I want you to fuck me just as hard as you want – like you've never fucked any girl before...”

I complied eagerly, using the bed as leverage, pinning her down and filling her with long, slow strokes. Kim wasn't lazy; she filled the breach whenever there was a gap, stimulating one or both of us with her fingers, her tongue, or her naughty, hypnotically-charged words.

As she felt my balls tighten against her, a flash of worry crossed Sarah's pretty features. “I'm not on the pill,” she groaned, forcing her hips upward to meet me.

“That's okay,” Kim cooed, stroking the side of her head like an animal. “Master wants you to be bred – isn't that right, Master?”

I nodded, barely paying attention. The world had shrunk to a single point, a rapidly expanding field of pleasure between Sarah's thighs, and I wanted to ride that wave for all it was worth.

“Oh...okay,” Sarah said, her eyes going big. “I want you to come in me, Master. Please, fill me up with your seed!”

I closed my eyes as I climaxed, my legs shaking at the long, loud come. I grabbed her hips and grunted as I thrust, shooting again and again as I ground myself into her. Without thinking, I reached into my pocket and pushed the button a final time, causing Sarah to go into paroxysms of delight, her pussy clenching around me with sweet tightness as she came. Her nails raked my back as she moved without thinking.

Once we came down from our highs, I pulled out and let Kim clean me off. Sarah, watched impressed, as some of the light came back into her eyes...but not all. She was mine now, I could tell: another girl who'd come to realize she was a supporting character in the video game of my life. I didn't even need to check the console to see that.

“Well,” she said as Kim finished licking up the last of my come, “this has certainly been a much more pleasant experience than I was expecting.”

“How soon can this house be ours?” Kim asked.

It took a moment for Sarah to respond, as if the gears in her head related to her old life took a moment to get spinning again. “Well, the financing will take a few days to approve-”

“We'll be paying cash,” I told her.

This no longer fazed her. Nothing did. “Then I think this place can be yours by the end of the day,” she said with a relieved smile.

“Fantastic.” Kim smiled up at me, slipping into the role of my #2 effortlessly. She worshiped my cock, but when it came to Sarah, as I was beginning to realize, she was all control. “We'll be throwing a little housewarming party tonight, then. You'll be here, of course.”

“Of course,” Sarah said, a little taken aback. “I would love to spend some more time with you...”

“And make sure to pack some bags,” Kim added. “You're going to be staying with us for a while.”

It took a moment for it to register, then a broad grin crossed Sarah's face, like we were confirming something she'd only hoped for until this instant. “That's...that's great! I'll make sure this paperwork gets filed and then I'll be back asap...alright?”

I nodded and dismissed her. When she was gone, I turned to Kim, who was checking over her nails at the foot of the bed like she was already the lady of the house.

“Why did you do that: tell her we were keeping her without checking with me?”

Kim gave me a small, worried smile. “Oh, Master, it was obvious you want her. Besides, you're going to want to start breeding these sluts now that we have room for them, and I need to keep my figure as their leader. So she can be the one you knock up first.”

That all made sense, but I still didn't like it 100%. “That's very good thinking, Kim.”

She nodded.

Then I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her close, close enough that she could smell the sweet stench of Sarah all over me. “But don't forget that you serve me, alright good girl? The gap between me and you is even wider than the one between you and Sarah.”

“Of course, Master,” she said quickly, her face a mix of pain and pleasure. “Whatever you say. I would never dream of displeasing you.”

“Good.” I released her and let her fall back onto the bed. “Now turn around. I want to have this room nice and broken into by the time Sarah gets back.”

She beamed. Turning around and spreading her legs, she whispered: “Of course, Master.”

God it felt good to be home.


Volume Five: The Teen


“Are you ready?” I asked.

Sarah lay in bed, wearing nothing besides a pair of lacy black panties. Her expression was nervous, but her body was primed and ready for me: her nipples stood diamond-hard from her ample breasts, and her panties were soaked with wetness. A few feet away, Kim sat coolly in a plush armchair, one leg crossed over the other.

Sarah bit her lip, grinned nervously, and nodded. “Yes, Master.”

She had good reason to be concerned. I'd never done anything like this before. In the months since I'd discovered CheatCode, a handheld device that let me input codes into my everyday life to win me money and women, I'd done nearly everything imaginable to the minds of people around me. I'd made them give me things, made them like me, and made a few particularly pleasing women worship me, serving my every whim with their nubile bodies. But that was the mind: the body was another story. I was about to take this to a whole new level.

“If you notice anything strange,” I began, betraying one of the only hints of nervousness I'd ever had since making Kim and Sarah my harem slaves, “or if it starts to hurt, you let me know, okay?”

Sarah nodded again, this time more sure. “I'm ready. I want to do this for you, Master.”

I gave her a brief nod and pulled out CheatCode. It booted up with a gentle vibration, the screen flashing several times. In contrast to the first time I'd started it, I had close to a dozen different folders waiting for me, each marked with the name of a different girl. Kim's was there, the second girl I'd ever decided to use CheatCode on (and the first I'd decided to keep), as was my neighbor Daphne and a bunch of other random people. But right now, there was only one person I was interested in changing:

I selected Sarah
 and pressed enter.

The main menu appeared, now familiar to me as an old friend:

Cheat Code V.1.1 – Menu

1) Bookmarks

2) Cheats By Category

3) Cheats By Name

4) Advanced Search

5) Experimental Mode (Beta)

6) TOP SECRET

Press CC at any time to enter a new cheat...

For an instant, the old urge to open up the 'TOP SECRET' folder and try to crack its mysteries welled up within me. The folder had been stubbornly difficult to figure out – the main problem was that it would allow me to enter three guesses for the folder's password, then lock up for a period of hours. I had tried every basic password I could think of, even looking up a list of the most common passwords online, but without knowing more about the person who had owned this device before me, it seemed like getting access to that folder was impossible.

So I selected the second-most mysterious option in the menu: Experimental Mode.


I knew that while Kim and Sarah were both 100% down for whatever I wanted them to do, there was a hint of restlessness about them. They must have thought that now, since we owned a house full of guest rooms and amenities, that life would slow down somewhat: would become filled with luxurious parties, shopping sprees, and the occasional brainwashing of a new, slutty bimbo. The last thing they'd have expected was for their master to be holed up for days, fiddling with the device that had made them his – after all, weren't they more fun to be around?

But something had changed. Maybe it had been the raw rush of power, the thrill of controlling another human being and bending them to my will. If not that, perhaps it happened when I came in Sarah with no protection, while she begged me to breed her fertile pussy, to shoot my heir inside her like she was an animal, built to be impregnated. Whatever it was, I wanted it – and it was centered around Sarah, the hot blonde realtor who had opened this house and her mind to us. I wanted to breed her, sure (what sane man with a brain and a working libido wouldn't) but I wanted more. I wanted to make her the perfect vessel for my seed. I wanted to feel like a king, with a harem of the finest sluts in the world.

So I had started tinkering with Experimental Mode, and to my surprise, discovered its intended but unfinished features: body modification. Just as CheatCode's normal mode could rewrite a person's mind, changing their opinion of the “main character” in an instant, the Experimental Mode was a kind of character editor, giving me the power to change a person at will.

It had taken an extreme amount of effort to work out the most basic functions of Experimental Mode, but thanks to my background in programming and a lifetime wasted playing video games, I had finally made progress. Today I was putting my theories into practice.

I glanced back from the device to Sarah's face, fixing her features in my mind. A burst of inspiration hit; I felt in my pocket and pulled out my phone. It was a top-of-the-line model, recently purchased, and its camera was fantastic. I held it up sideways.

“Smile,” I said.

Sarah beamed, showing off the million-dollar smile that had sold so many mansions. I pushed the button; the camera vibrated gently and made a happy ping
!

“That's the 'before' picture,” I said with a grin.

Kim perked up as if she had just now taken stock of the conversation. “So you can see how much progress has been done,” she said to Sarah. “You'll be able to tell how much prettier you look.”

Sarah nodded, her eyes flitting to Kim's for an instant before returning to mine. Her mouth worked as if she was thinking of what to say, then closed. She cleared her throat, eyes shining.

“What are you going to do first?”

I flipped through the cheats I had queued up. They were complicated macros, long strings of commands I had created by hand through trial and error. A whole world of possibility lay in those cheats – if they worked properly.

I took a last look at Sarah as she was and smirked. “Well, first I thought we'd take ten years off.”

Her pretty face turned to confusion as I pressed the button.

Instantly, the console began to vibrate, becoming warm in my hand. Moments later, I could tell Sarah was beginning to feel something: her gorgeous, expressive eyes widened like saucers, pupils dilated.

She gasped. “Oh, Master. That feels so...wonderful!”

Kim leaned forward in her chair, arms crossed, staring intently so as not to miss a moment of what was about to happen.

A slow, surprised moan echoed from her throat, like an orgasm happening in slow motion. Her head and chest rose from the bed as if we were performing an exorcism.

“Holy shit,” Kim whispered, almost too quiet to be heard. “Look!”

It was impossible not to. As we watched, fascinated and shocked, a change came over Sarah's entire body. Imagine you took a picture of a young woman every single day, chronicling the slow decline of age over her features, then stuck them end to end in a time-lapse that took thirty thirty seconds to run. Then imagine you did it in reverse.

That wasn't exactly what Sarah looked like, but it was close enough. In a flash, the ghosts of wrinkles that had been forming on her forehead smoothed away, her face grew more youthful, her breasts higher and firmer than before. Her entire body shrunk slightly, becoming sleeker, gaining the appearance of a woman just beginning the fullness of her womanhood. Before I'd hit the button Sarah had been twenty-seven years old; now, as she collapsed gasping back onto the bed she had the figure and appearance of an eighteen-year old. It was like the years had melted right off of her.

She glanced from me to Kim in amazement, her eyes wide. “I...I feel so good
. Christ, I can even see
 a little bit better...this is amazing, Master.”

“Wonderful,” I murmured, struggling to keep my emotions under control. If Sarah had been tempting before, she was almost irresistible to me now. Her young, virile body lay spread for me like a virgin teenager's on prom night.

“Wow,” Kim said, naked jealousy in her eyes. “You're just about perfect, Sarah.”

Her face lit up at this unexpected praise from her mistress. She looked at me for confirmation, practically begging me to affirm that she was a good little girl for me.

“She's right,” I said, and as Sarah beamed added, “but why settle for 'just about'?”

As the two girls stared at me, wondering what I had in mind, I punched in the next series of commands I had pre-programmed and activated them. After all
, I thought, what good is giving Sarah back her youth if I don't let her take full advantage of it
?

Her eyes went wide and a bead of sweat trickled down her forehead as another burst of pleasurable transformation caused her body to shiver and writhe. This time, the culprits were her breasts, growing fuller and fatter as she groaned. They reached the limits of good taste and plowed right past them, expanding until we'd need to special-order a bra to fit them in.


Not that they need it,
 I thought with a smile. They were almost unnaturally firm and pert – the tits of an eighteen-year old, just blown up into bimbofied proportions.

As soon as the program was finished, another took over. Sarah had an instant of respite before another change made brought a cry from her lips – this time it was her hips, widening to accommodate the ass that was right now sprouting like produce beneath her back. Her lips plumped up like someone had slapped her across the mouth; finally her luscious blonde locks whitened into platinum blonde.

The woman who looked up at me, wide-eyed in disbelief, bore only a passing resemblance to the realtor who had sold me this mansion we were in. It was as if this creature, this utter bimbo slut, were inside of Sarah the whole time, hiding inside her dirtiest, most air-headed desires, and I had borne her out like a sculptor transforming clay. Or maybe that's just what I wanted to believe, but either way, just the sight of her made me rock hard. In my wildest dreams, the hugely exaggerated mental picture I'd had of Sarah's body had never looked this good.

“Jesus,” Kim said, holding her hand to her mouth to conceal her shock. “She looks like a completely different person.”

Sarah sat up slightly, catching sight of her mammoth mammaries. Her jaw hit the floor, parting her sultry lips in a way I found immensely appealing.

“I want to see,” she said, amazed at the sound of her own voice. I hadn't even programmed that into CheatCode, it must have happened automatically – her smooth contralto had risen an octave into the giggly, bubbly voice of an oversexed cheerleader. She took a moment before rising herself to a half-sitting position on her elbows. “I want to see what Master did to me.”

A tingle of worry wormed its way into the back of my mind. Had I finally gone too far this time? Was the Experimental Mode inside of CheatCode so untested that it could turn the will of someone I'd made my devoted slave? I wasn't that
 concerned – once you've got a device that gives you godlike power in the palm of your hand, nothing fazes you all that much – but it was enough to dampen my excitement over what I was about to do next.

“Here, let me snap another picture of you,” I said, pushing the anxiety down. I pulled out my phone and held it up sideways. “Say cheese, baby.”

The effect was overwhelming. The old Sarah knew exactly how to work a camera; the new one was able to make love to it. She bit her lip and struck a naughty pornstar pose, legs spread wide and entire body screaming an open invitation to fuck. If my phone had a dick, it would've been hard enough to etch steel.

“Wow, that is so hot,” I said, completely unfeigned. “Here.”

I handed her the phone. When she saw what was on the screen, she let out a little squeal of delight.

“Oh my gawd!” She said, glancing down from the phone to her perfect, bimbo body. “I'm so...I'm just...I'm totally hot! Thank you so much, Master! How can I ever repay you?”

I could think of a couple dozen ways, but I had to exercise a little patience. I was almost to the point where I could let my desire run free, but there was still a bit more to do.

“Easy,” I said, leaning forward. I put my hands on her hips and slid her closer, watching with satisfaction as she moaned at my touch. “There's one more thing I want to do to you, Sarah.”

“Anything, Master,” Sarah said, practically babbling. “You know I want to be exactly the kind of the girl that most pleases you.”

“I know you do,” I said, stroking her hips gently. “And this new, sexy body you have pleases me greatly, slave.”

She shivered with delight.

“But you know what a body like this was built for, right?”

She shook her head. Her intelligence had faded in accordance with her new look; her brain was already catching up with her ditzy body. “To...to please you, Master?”

“It does, but that's not it,” I said, cupping her chin. “A body with those wide hips and huge tits was built to do one thing exceptionally well: to make babies. Heirs. To be bred like an animal, filled with your master's virile seed so that your body gives root to his sons.”

She reacted like I'd just slid my fingers into her soaking slit and stroked her clit. “Ohh, yes Master...”

“Doesn't that just sound wonderful?” I asked. “Don't you think that's the thing you've been missing, all these years? To make you complete?”

Her nod was almost violent in her haste to agree with me. “Yes! Yes! Please, Parker, my body is crying out for it – I'm begging you for it! Please come inside of me, please breed me like a bitch in heat!”

“I can see that you're ready for it,” I said, and this time I really did
 stroke her slit, moving her panties aside and sliding two fingers into her wetness, “primed and ready to give my cock the best treatment it's ever received. God, you're so tight.”

She grinned. “I haven't felt this horny since I was a teenager. I'm sure if you put just a drop of that sweet come inside of me, you'll knock me up.”

A wicked smile crossed my face. “I'm going to make sure of that.”

With my free hand, I thumbed the next command into CheatCode and got ready to activate it.

“I want you to know about this code before I use it,” I said, rubbing her clit with hard, sharp strokes. “No surprises this time – I want you to feel every second of it. Do you know what's going to happen when I push this button?”

She shook her head. She bit her lip almost hard enough to draw blood, struggling to stay quiet and not interrupt me – even though I could tell her pussy was singing with pleasure.

“It's going to increase your fertility,” I said. “What that means exactly, even I
 don't know – but your body is going to make itself ready for me. By the time I'm ready to enter you, you're going to be so fertile you're going to give me quadruplets.”

My words made her shake in mingled fear and anticipation. She shook her head gently, her mouth moving like she was struggling to form a rebuttal.

Before she could, Kim cut her off. “Do it, Master. Make her your fertile little breeding bitch – then knock her up the way I know only you can.”

I pushed the button.

This time the effects were instantaneous. Sarah let out a harsh cry, her back arching as the program did its work. Her hips and breasts plumped beneath me, and a torrent of wetness dribbled over my fingers. There was a smell coming off her body – a mixture of pheromones and lust. The scent of it was intoxicating. I knew if she went outside like this, she'd have men lining up to rape her in minutes.

I pushed the button again. And again. And again.

By the time I was finished, Sarah was staring at me with a feverish intensity, as if I was the only thing in the world. A low, animal growl escaped her as her tongue rolled around her lips.

“Seed...” she whispered, grinding against me. “Need your seed, Master...”

Fuck, I couldn't wait any longer. It was as if her body had crossed some evolutionary threshold, become something other than human. Every inch of her, every sound she made, even the smell of her skin was calculated to drive men wild, to make them shoot their fertile seed inside her body. I'd created a monster, and now I was going to fuck the ever-loving shit out of it.

Interestingly enough, Kim did not seem immune to Sarah's new charms, either. The gorgeous brunette was practically drooling as her nose filled with Sarah's erotic pheromone scent.

“Fuck her, Master,” Kim whispered, like she
 was the one feeling the pleasure. “Fuck her hard.”

Unable to wait, she snapped out of the chair and landed on her knees. Her hands were at my belt, removing my cock from my pants. It throbbed in the open air, already dripping with fat beads of precum. Kim stared at it like she wanted to gobble it right up – but she knew exactly where all that hot, creamy seed needed to go.

So instead she started with my balls, licking and sucking while Sarah watched jealously. She gave my cock a gentle stroke as she pulled off me, rolling back onto her hands so she could watch the show up close and personal.

Sarah had passed the point of no return; she was wheezing, begging, grasping at air trying to pull me into her. “Please...”

I couldn't take it any more. I slid inside her with one smooth stroke.

“Oh my God!” The feel of it made me cry out, made me lean back and start thrusting as hard as I could. Nothing, and I mean nothing had ever felt like this. I had thought I'd understood what it meant when a girl's pussy was primed for my shaft – but I knew nothing. This was incredible, unlike any sexual encounter I'd had before. Every atom, every molecule of Sarah's body was focused on one thing: being bred. On milking my seed out of my cock in the way that would make me come the hardest, fill her with the most seed.

I couldn't stop. You couldn't have pulled me away. Her pussy was so inviting, so warm, so perfect.

We'd passed beyond the point of needing words – the only sounds in the room were Sarah's cries of passion and my guttural grunts as I stretched her walls around me with each thrust.

My orgasm came hard and fast, completely unannounced. One second I was riding the high of being inside my perfect bimbo fantasy, the next the world went white-hot with pleasure as I spilled myself inside of her, draining my aching balls with burst after burst of hot come. Her body, already primed to the snapping point, climaxed with a tensing up of all her muscles. Her pussy clenched around me and (I swear) it felt as if it sucked me in
, suctioning my seed as deep into her womb as possible. The shock and novelty of it made me come a second time. The orgasm was no less pleasurable, but this time my cock only fired a few extra bursts of semen. Still, I was amazed – how had she fit all that inside of her? Forget quadruplets, I was going to fill her with six, seven babies. I was going to make her the most fertile bitch of all time.

We came out of our haze slowly, like emerging from a drugged state. Sweat poured from my body; it felt like I'd been emptied in the most complete and pleasurable way. A soft, wonderful ache was in my muscles.

“Wow,” Sarah said, leaning back. She looked more stoned than I'd ever seen a person. “I feel so...complete
. Thank you, Master, thank you so much!”

“Now do it to me.” Kim was insistent, not even willing to wait for me to cool down. “I want to be just like her, Master.” She leaned forward and whispered the last into my ear: “Anything she can do for you, you know
 I can do better.”

So that was it. Kim saw a bimbofied, fertile Sarah and wanted to reassert her dominance as my number one girl. Well, I could make that happen. My cock was already stirring again in my pants at the thought of changing Kim's body into another fertile bimbo…

There was a new message on CheatCode. I had gotten used to these – it updated me whenever I added a new girl to my harem – but this message was different. For a long moment I stared at it, wondering what the hell it meant:

Player Two has entered the game!

“Player two...” I said, confused. For an instant, I thought that maybe I had already knocked up Sarah successfully – then my phone rang.


Downloading new patch…
 the console said.

“Master?” There was an edge of irritation in Kim's tone. “What's going on?”

I frowned. “One second,” I said, holding the phone to my ear. There was an audible click as the call connected.

“Hello there, Parker.”

I froze, a horrible feeling settling in my stomach. There should have been no reason to fear – the voice on the other end of the phone was a young woman's, rich and smooth, but there was something in it that sent my teeth on edge.

CheatCode dinged. I glanced down to find another message: Patch downloaded! Sent by: LilaRED


Lila...red?

“Who is this?” I asked. “Is this...Lila?”

I heard the woman laugh. “You're not so dumb, Park. Although it didn't take me all that long to find you, so maybe not.”

The device in my hand hummed as it began to reboot. “What did you just do? Who are you?”

“You really don't know, do you?” The voice sounded pleased, like it was greatly enjoying our conversation. “You really think you're the only person in the world who has one of those little god boxes? Like, they only made one, especially for you?”

So she had one, too. That much was obvious: my device was communicating with something, after all. “You're LilaRED,” I said. It wasn't a question.

“I am,” she said with relish. “You could have had a username, too, if you'd bothered to explore that thing you're holding instead of using it to turn good girls into submissive bimbo sluts.”

I was stunned. “Who the fuck are you?” And why did she sound so familiar?

She chuckled. “I'm the girl who just clowned you, Park. I'm the bitch who locked your CheatCode so you can't do any more damage to the world.”

No. It couldn't be true. Frantically, I flipped to the main menu.

It was just as she said. Every option was grayed out, unselectable. I breathed a silent prayer of thanks that my current cheats hadn't reverted, otherwise I'd be watching Sarah deflate like a balloon. There had to be an option to fix this, to do something…

I stopped looking. There was one option left on the main menu that wasn't locked: TOP SECRET
.

“You locked everything except that folder,” I said. It came out as a sigh.

“I did.” A second later, something else came into her voice. The anger wasn't gone, exactly, but it was tempered with something else, something I couldn't quite put my finger on.

“And Parker,” she added. “If you want to be one of us, if you want that thing in your hand to ever be more than a useless lump of plastic again, then you'd better figure out how to get into that folder.”

I was dumbfounded. I realized she was about to hang up and began to babble. “No, no! You can't do that! I tried to get into that folder, but I don't know the password!”

“Of course you do,” she said, sounding irritated. “Just think hard. Think about me and you.”

“I don't even know you!”

Her voice went icy cold. “You should. I'm your wife.”

“WHAT!?”

The line went dead.


Bimbo Blow Pop
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1.

It all started with that stupid banner.


It was hanging over the student commons one morning, appearing out of nowhere like some kind of phantom eyesore. Bright yellow, it was studded on both ends with the logo of Mnemosyne Pharmaceuticals and announced in foot-tall letters: "
Test Subjects Wanted - Make $$$ Today!
" I had been walking across campus, the student housing bill I had received in the mail that morning fresh in my mind. It was way more than I could pay - if I didn't get a job immediately, a good one, I was going to end up on the streets and bumming stays on the couch from Soojin again. But it was halfway through the semester and my caseload was crushing me, not to mention the economy made finding a decent job a hopeless proposition. It was a low moment for me.


Then, I saw the sign. That fucking sign, like an answered prayer. Like a gleaming, golden snare just waiting for me to put my foot in it. But what the hell else could I have done?

By Monday, I had an appointment.

The offices of Mnemosyne Pharmaceuticals were as clean and orderly as a laboratory - the fixtures white and gleaming, the floor looking like you could eat off of it. It seemed like personal effects weren't allowed: every desk in the conference room looked like it could pass for any of the others. Glancing around, I searched for other young women like myself who answered the call. I would've felt better seeing anyone I recognized from campus, but It looked like I was alone today.

Across the desk, a fresh-faced young man read over the medical documentation I brought, tracing the edge of the papers with his fingers as he scanned each page. I tapped my knees together nervously as we sat in silence, wishing there was something on the desk I could comment on to break the ice.

After a few minutes, he looked up and smiled broadly. "Everything looks good here, Miss Barre. All the paperwork is in order, and looking over your medical history you seem like a perfect test subject."

I couldn't stop a sigh of relief from passing my lips. Until that moment, I don't think I truly let myself realize how badly I needed this money. "That's really, really great," I said.

"Now," he said, taking out a pen and paper, "I want to tell you a little bit about the clinical trial we're looking to start. I can't tell you the full details without you first signing a confidentiality agreement, but I can give you the broad strokes. Then as long as you're fine with that, I'll need to ask you a few test-specific questions before you officially sign up. All that sound good?"

It sounded better than good - the information packet about Mnemosyne I had already been given listed the stipends for different clinical tests. It looked like I was going to be able to stay on campus after all. "Absolutely."

"Very good. The product we'd like you to test is an experimental new method of birth control. It's taken orally once per day, in a similar fashion to a birth control pill. But where it differs-"


"Excuse me," I said, my voice trembling a bit.
 Don’t do it, Candice,
 I thought.
 You need the money - don't tell this guy just how alone you are
. But I was already opening my mouth. "I don't want to stop this before it's even begun, but...”


"You're not sexually active," the man finished.

I felt strangely embarrassed. It was none of his business, but still: "I've just been so busy," I said. God, I sounded lame.

He chuckled. "That's not a problem, Miss Barre. The effectiveness of the drug is not in question; we know it prevents pregnancy, as well as some STDs. We're merely testing for side effects that may occur with daily use."

​“Whew!” I said. I puffed up my cheeks and blew out a relieved breath. “I was worried about that.”

​“No worries,” the man assured me, his smile as broad as ever.

After a good ten minutes of back-and-forth about my medical history and the finer details of my compensation, the man tucked his paper back into his briefcase. It was now covered in tiny notations, answers to questions I barely remembered.

“Thank you very much, Miss Barre. Everything is in perfect order.”


I hope so.
 “So, I guess that’s that,” I said.

”Yes. There is, ah, however...” he held up a finger, “one
 thing I wanted to give a word of warning about before you receive your samples. Some of our original test subjects experienced some...well, let’s say notable
 side effects, specifically when they had an orgasm. So, if you do engage in sexual activity while taking it-”

​I held up a hand. “What kind
 of symptoms?” Several possibilities occurred to me at once; all of them unpleasant.

​“Oh, nothing negative,” the man said, “and all symptoms were temporary. Some women experienced intense, ‘crashing’ orgasms during the duration of the trial. To be honest with you, I had one test subject who wanted to continue long after we got our results - she had apparently never achieved climax before she started taking Popsicol.”

​“Wait...it’s called Popsicle?”


​“Popsicol,”
 he corrected, sounding the word out by syllable. “Well, that’s the working name. Kind of an in-joke with our scientists - you’ll understand in a minute. I’m sure they’ll come up with something catchier when it goes to market.”

​He put down the sheet of questions and fixed me with a frank stare. “Are you still interested in participating, Miss Barre?”

​I let the question hang in the air for a moment. The possibility that what I’d be taking might have some strange side effects hadn’t occurred to me - stupid, I know - and I weighed my options. Still, I needed the money. Hell, considering how little time I’d had to spend on myself in the last six months, I could use some ‘crashing’ orgasms in my life.

“Absolutely.” He held the document out for me to sign, and I did.

“Thank you very much, Miss Barre,” he said. “Here are your first week’s samples.”

From beneath the desk he produced a small plastic box with a red top. The logo of Mnemosyne Pharmaceuticals stood out in bright white. It looked like a first aid kit, something you’d store bandages and aspirin in, so I was shocked at what I saw when he popped the lid open. Sitting inside in two neat rows were seven lollipops, their tops wrapped in red-and-white tissue paper.

“Popsicol
,” I said, a lilt in my voice. “I get it now.”

The man smiled as if this were the funniest thing he had ever heard.

“I’m really supposed to - what? Eat these?”

He nodded. “Yes. The birth control chemicals are actually contained inside of the candy. Not only is there no difference in taste, the constant contact with your tongue and gums helps the chemical enter your bloodstream faster and with a higher saturation rate. But this is all probably nonsense to you, Mrs. Barre.”

“Not at all,” I said, eyeing the candies sidewise, “It’s very interesting.” What possible reason would they have for lollipop birth control,
 I wondered. I hope they aren’t planning on marketing this to preteens.
 Then again, I was young enough to remember being that age. Teenage me would have eaten that up - literally.

​“I hope you like cherry,” the man said with a twinkle in his eye.

​I wanted to roll my eyes, but didn’t dare take the chance. Instead, I slid the lid closed and tucked the small box into my purse. What am I thinking? I’m not a teenager anymore. I am going to look so stupid eating these
 - I haven’t had a lollipop since I was a kid.


​As if he could read my mind, the man reminded me: “One a day. Try to take them around the same time each day.”

​Oh well.
 “Will do.”

​“I’ll see you here in one week, Miss Barre. We’ll run some tests and give you your next week’s supply.”

​“Sounds good.” A sudden thought occurred to me. “And if I have any issues, I should call...?”

​He nodded and slid a business card from his pocket, placing it into my hand with one smooth motion. “You can call me.”

​The business card read: Franklin Pierce, Mnemosyne Pharmaceuticals.
 “Frank Pierce. Like the President,” he said with a smile. “Number’s on the card.”

​“Thanks.”

​The parking lot was nearly empty; the air above the asphalt shimmered in the noonday heat. I was sweating by the time I slid into the front seat of my car, so I dropped my purse in the passenger seat and turned the air conditioner on full blast, basking in the cool air for several minutes. When I broke away, I saw a small black figure out of the corner of my eye darting across the parking lot. It was Mr. Pierce. He looks like he has somewhere to be in a hurry. I wonder where he’s off to?


​Any further thoughts I might’ve had about Frank Pierce were cut off by a quick glance at my cellphone. Shit! I had been in there longer than I thought - I was going to be late for my afternoon class. I went to start the car and froze, then did a double-take of my phone. I was
 late. Really, really late. How long had I been in that office?

​Get it together, Candice,
 I told myself. The last thing you need is to fail another class.
 I just hoped Soojin was already taking notes.

​I started the car and pulled into traffic, ready to put the hammer down. In the seat next to me, a telltale bulge stuck out of my purse, waiting. I looked over at it. My stomach rumbled as if to remind me that I had skipped breakfast this morning in my rush to get to Mnemosyne on time. Logically, I knew a lollipop was no substitute for a missed meal, but the thought of that sugary, cherry goodness in my mouth made me salivate. What the hell,
 I thought, he
 did tell me to take one a day. Might as well get an early start.


​I reached into my bag and popped the lid open, feeling for the candy as I stared into traffic. Without looking, I pulled one of the suckers from the bag and tore off the wrapper. My hand was shaking just a bit - I must’ve been hungrier than I realized. I slid it into my mouth and wrapped my tongue around it. It was delicious.

​As traffic slowed to a stop, I checked myself out in the rearview mirror. Hair good, makeup okay, overall doing pretty well. The sight of my lips wrapped around the red core of the lollipop managed to somehow look both totally phallic and completely silly. I sucked lasciviously on the sucker for a second and shot my reflection a naughty wink. “Popsicol, the birth control that makes you look like a slut,”
 I said in my most ridiculous salesgirl voice.

​Who am I kidding,
 I thought as the traffic began to flow. These things are probably going to make a fortune.



2.

​“Where the fuck
 have you been?” Soojin asked.

I kept my head low as I walked down the back row, trying to avoid attention. At the sound of Soojin’s voice, nearly every student near us turned their heads, giving me looks that ranged from irritated to indifferent. I plopped down beside her, trying to keep the embarrassed blush from my face.

“Sorry,” I said, more to the row of people in front of me than Soojin. “I had that thing at the pharmaceutical company, remember?”

“Oh yeah,” she said, not bothering to lower her voice. We were far enough away from the

lecturer that he didn’t stop teaching, but the students nearest us weren’t so lucky. A lanky boy turned around and shot Soojin a dirty look.

​“What the fuck are you
 looking at,” she snarled. The boy slunk back into his seat, cowed. I’ve always been amazed by Soojin’s ability to intimidate people twice or even three times her size: she really does brook no bullshit. It’s one of the things that bound us together so tightly - her abrasive nature formed a kind of weird, “opposites attract” type deal with my complete awkward shyness. Both of us came to Buford friendless, but when we ran into each other the first time it felt like puzzle pieces snapping into place. She was my best friend.

​“Keep your voice down,” I said, trying not to laugh.

​“Sorry,” she whispered. “I remember now. How did it go? Did they make you Test Subject Candice or what?”

​“I got it,” I said, smiling.

​“Awesome. I’m glad you’re going to be able to pay your rent this month.”

​As I moved to pull my laptop out of my bag, she spoke again. “What did they give you?”

​“Huh?”

​“Well, you’re testing some experimental product, right? What’s it do? Cure acne, make your tits bigger?” She shook both her hands palm-out on either side of her neck. “Make you grow gills?”

​I snickered and pulled the red-and-white box out along with my laptop, then slid it over to Soojin and popped the lid open. Six striped suckers stared up at her in a neat row, one missing. “I took the first one on the way over here.”

​“Candy? What is it, some new artificial sweetener?”

​“You won’t believe it,” I said. “They’re birth control lollipops.”

​Soojin laughed hard enough that Professor Wilkins stopped teaching for a moment and looked around confusedly. She hastily turned it into a cough, covering her mouth with one hand.

“Birth control? Like you need that.”

I rolled my eyes. “Don’t be mean.”

“Hey, I’m not being mean, just truthful. I hope they know you’re not going to be testing its effectiveness.”

“They do.”

Soojin saw the look on my face and realized what an ass she was being. “I’m sorry, Can. I’m being a bitch. It’s nothing wrong with you
! You just...I don’t know, I guess we both need to get out more.”

I shrugged, but I can never stay mad at Soojin very long. “It’s alright.”

“Okay. Hey
,” she said, a wicked grin stealing over her face, “this is perfect! You’re going to be protected just in time for the party tonight!”

I groaned. I completely forgot about that stupid party. “Christ, I don’t want to go to that.”

“Oh, come on, it’s going to be great!”

“I have so much shit to catch up on, Sooj, you have no idea-”

“Oh no,” she said, her voice indicating she’d brook no further discussion, “we’re going. You’re
 going. Do you have any idea how much ass I had to kiss to get us both invites? Delta Chi does not let just anybody crash their parties.”

I sighed. The idea of being around a bunch of empty-headed frat girls, of spending the night getting hit on by drunk jocks and watching people make idiots of themselves made me...


Well, now
, I thought, feeling a blush spread between my legs. Maybe that didn’t sound so bad after all. As Soojin droned on, I imagined it: all those hunky boys getting drunker and drunker, those bimbo fratgirls in their tight little tops and short skirts...everyone getting stupid and horny at the same time? I was wet just picturing it.

“That sounds totally awesome,” I said, interrupting whatever Soojin was saying.

After a moment of confusion, she smiled. “Great. He’s been asking about you, too, you know. I’m jealous.”

Now it was my turn to be confused. “Who has?”

“Duh
. Were you even paying attention? Scott. He totally wants to meet you.”

My head was swimming. I blinked, trying to clear my vision. I was starting to feel strange. “Who?”

“Oh come on, you’ll love Scott. Seriously. He’s smart, he’s on the swim team, and I have it on good authority from a friend of mine that his cock, it’s like...”

She held her hands apart.

“Wow. I’m pretty sure that’s not even possible.” Oh my God.
 I felt my pussy clench as I imagined this boy, Scott, standing over me, his impossibly huge cock tenting his pants. Us surrounded by drunk, horny people cheering us on. My legs would be spread wide for him, my body covered with sweat, no thoughts in my head but pleasure. It was all I could do to suppress a moan right there, sitting in the back of class.

Out of nowhere, I felt a pang in my stomach and practically doubled over. Sweat broke out on my forehead.

“Are you okay, Can?” Soojin asked. “You look pale.”

“I...”

Another pang wracked me. I was so confused - between the warm need between my legs and the pain in my abdomen, I didn’t know whether to panic or find something to fuck. Something to
 fuck? What the fuck are you thinking, Candice?


“I don’t feel so good,” I whispered.

“Can, maybe you should-”

I didn’t hear the rest. It felt like someone detonated a cherry bomb inside of both of my temples. I couldn’t think, couldn’t hear - my senses exploded.

With a low moan of pain, I bolted from the seat and staggered out of the lecture hall, only muscle memory keeping me from getting lost on the way to the bathroom. I slid, nearly falling on my ass, and a passing student grabbed my arm but I wrenched myself away and kept running. I couldn’t see, couldn’t think - there was a pulse going off in my brain, over and over again: get away get away get away from people...


I hit the bathroom door so hard it bashed against the inner wall and stepped inside, coming to a halt with an audible squeak on the tile floor. The stalls looked empty; I picked one at random and tossed myself into it, landing on the toilet with a heavy thud. I breathed deep, panicked breaths, my senses slowly returning.

After a few seconds, I risked a glance underneath the stall. I was alone in the room. At this realization, it was like someone flicked a switch in my brain - the anxiety and pain I’d been feeling faded out, replaced with a vague sense of embarrassment. I sighed and put a hand to my forehead, thinking what the hell just happened
? Did I really just have some kind of crazy panic attack, brought on by a sex fantasy of all things? Christ, Soojin must think I’m insane. My classmates must hate me.

“I am so stupid,” I said, my breath coming out in a huff.

Stupid. I was
 stupid, wasn’t I?


So stupid. A smart girl wouldn’t have let her emotions get the better of her, wouldn’t have run out of class like a moron
.

I giggled. “I am such a stupid girl!” I didn’t know why it was so funny, but it was. And also, it just felt true.


A stupid girl who lets her fantasies carry her away. A stupid girl who can’t help herself from thinking with her pussy.
 My pussy...

My pussy was still soaking wet. That
 hadn’t changed a bit. And what the hell, I thought, seeing as I’m alone...

​I lay back and unbuttoned my jeans, letting my fingers slide beneath the waistband of my pants. My snatch was warm and wet, like it had been primed and just waiting for me to drop in and say hi
. Unburdened, my brain slid back into the fancy Soojin had been spinning moments before. I pictured myself at the party, surrounded by dumb sluts and horny jocks, Scott towering over them all. Hell, I don’t even know what he looks like,
 I thought, but the logical part of my brain had already taken a vacation. I knew instinctively what Scott looked like - he looked like every hot boy I had ever known, put together in one sexy melting pot. And he was going to make me his.

My fingers found my clit and rubbed it in fast, hard circles, making me ache with pleasure. Every stab brought me one tiny inch closer to ecstasy, but I wanted to make this last. That vague, spinny sensation was back. With my other hand, I unfastened the buttons on my blouse and rubbed my breast, working around the hard nipple. I bit my lip to keep from crying out.


I’m a stupid little bimbo,
 I thought, just like all these other girls.
 I pictured myself in a tight, slutty maid uniform, serving the crowd of needy, horny co-eds. They lined up to take me, to blow my mind with pleasure, asking only in return...what? A note of fear entered my fantasy. This wasn’t like me at all - what was I doing masturbating in a bathroom stall in the middle of class?

“Don’t think about it,” I whispered, the thought echoing in my brain: don’t think don’t think don’t think.
 It felt so much better to fantasize than to think, to worry. It felt so good to serve all those horny boys and girls. It would feel so good to serve Scott.


I’m really going to do it,
 I realized as orgasm overtook me. I’m going to go to this party and be a complete bimbo whore. I’m going to cut loose and have some fun and not fucking
 think about things for once in my life! I’m going to....come!


​
A scream issued from my throat as I came, followed by big gasping breaths that left my chest heaving as if I was struggling to breathe. How long had I been holding my breath? I felt...weird. Groggy, like I’d been woken up mid-nap.

There was somewhere I had to be, wasn’t there? I wracked my brain, and only after a few seconds did the answer come sluggishly to me: class! Oh shit!


I rushed out of the stall and gave myself a quick once-over in the mirror, making sure it didn’t look too
 much like I had just finished jilling off. Stupid, stupid Candice.
 I splashed some water on my face and straightened my hair. Stupid girl, stupid little slut...


All of a sudden I stopped, and really looked
 at myself in the mirror. I was holding my hair in mid-straighten, and just off center there was something I couldn’t explain. In the middle of my mousy brown hair, a streak of pure platinum blonde ran from root to tip.

My mouth dropped open. “That...that...”

“That looks fabulous.”


I played with the blonde streak for a minute, trying to decide how it looked best. Finally, I tucked it behind my ear. I gave the mirror a long, teasing look, imagining ways to accentuate this new development as best as possible at the party tonight. It was obvious: it would look best with something tight, and skimpy, and above all pink
.

“Pink,” I said to the mirror, and giggled again.

I pursed my lips and stuck my tongue in my mouth as if I were miming a blowjob. Yeah, that’s the look
. “Hi Scott,” I purred, “it’s so nice to meet you. My name’s Candi.” Oh man, tonight was going to be awesome. I couldn’t wait to show Soojin!

By the time I got back to my desk, the hall was half-empty. That’s funny
, I thought, class was barely half-over when I left. Maybe they ended early?
 Thankfully, my stuff was still at my desk, untouched. Unfortunately, Soojin was nowhere to be seen. “Just like her to ditch me,” I scoffed.

On top of my laptop was a note, written in Soojin’s elegant hand:

​Can,


​Nice of you to run off without me, whore! J/K love you. Hope yer okay - don’t forget, party tonight at 7!!!


​Kisses,


​SJ


​P.S. I hope you don’t mind I stole a snack from you. You’re right, those things are
 gooood.

​I laughed and popped the top off the box from Mnemosyne, already knowing what I’d find. Four happy-looking candies lay in the box; two were missing. And that’s
 when it hit me, the thought I should’ve had long ago: did the medicine have something to do with my attack? Maybe I shouldn’t-

​Before that thought could go any further, I plucked another lollipop from the box, tore the wrapper off and stuck it in my mouth. My eyes rolled back in my head as the rush hit me, sweet and aching. My pussy throbbed with sudden heat. Ohmigawd that’s so good,
 I thought.

​Wait...the guy said something. That guy, what was his name? President something? Abe Lincoln? Abe had told me how many lollipops I could have in a day, and I had the impression I was doing something wrong. Well, fuck it,
 I thought, these things taste so good. Maybe it’ll help them somehow, me taking more.
 Suddenly, I hoped Soojin had eaten both suckers already. My best friend, her hair as platinum blonde as mine, at the party tonight with all those stupid, bimbo whores...

​I tucked everything back into my bag and headed for the door. I had to get ready for tonight - it was going to be legendary! But first,
 I thought, the warm twinge growing between my legs, I think I need another trip to the bathroom.



Bimbo Blow Pop 2

Neil Bimbeau


1. Evelyn

​The guard rapped on the bars of the cell with the backs of his knuckles. “Hey, prisoners - get up. You’ve got a visitor.”

​I watched as the two sleeping girls slowly stirred, groggily pulling themselves to a sitting position. My eyes widened as I struggled to conceal my shock. The story was already buzzing around the university about the two girls who had transformed overnight into the biggest sluts on campus, but until this moment I hadn’t believed it. It was almost impossible to reconcile the blonde, scantily-clad women in the cell with the sedate reference pictures of them I’d pulled from last spring’s yearbook.

​One of the girls shook her head as if to clear it, blinked, and looked around the room, finally seeing it. “Oh my god, Suzy! They put us in jail!”

​The other girl rubbed her eyes and slid one breast back into her top. “Ohmigawd Candi! We are
 in jail! We must have been really bad!”

​I blew out the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. “Candice Barre and Soojin Chen, I presume?”

“That’s my name,” the first girl said, giggling. “I’m Candi!”

​I was no stranger to girls wearing revealing costumes - walk around campus on Halloween night and you’ll see some outfits that would make a stripper blush - but Halloween was six months away. Both girls wore tight, form-fitting pink tops that seemed to have been ripped, and as such were just barely able to contain their breasts. Candice wore a ‘miniskirt’ that looked more like a belt with an attitude problem, while Soojin appeared to be wearing nothing more below the waist than a pair of lace panties and garters. Both sported the remnants of high heels that had cracked and split from running across pavement. Running from the police
, I thought. What had happened to these girls? If half of what the rumors said were true...

​“Oh my gosh, are you the jailer?” Soojin asked, licking her lips lasciviously.

​I shook my head. Did they really not know who I was? “Girls, you both know me. I’m Evelyn Waugh, the Dean of Admissions. I interviewed you both last spring.”

​“Oh,” Candice said. She sounded oddly disappointed. “We were hoping you were here to punish us.”

​“Yeah,” Soojin added, her blonde locks waving as she nodded. “We’ve been really
 naughty. You should, like, totally throw the book at us.” She winked.

​I put a hand against the concrete wall to steady myself. This was not the Soojin Chen I knew - the Soojin whose application I had approved was one of the top ten students at Buford University, and both notoriously abrasive socially and obsessive when it came to her studies. She also didn’t have double-d breasts or shoulder-length, platinum blonde hair, but obviously that had changed as well.

​“Girls,” I said, kneeling down in front of the cell and putting myself at their level, “do you realize the way you’re dressed right now?”

​“Ohmigawd, is something wrong?” Candace looked over her body as if in a panic, checking that her outfit was in place. “Nope,” she finally said, “everything’s okay! What’s wrong with the way I’m dressed?”

​“Yeah,” Soojin added, “boys totally dig it. You’re just too old to understand, Evie.”

​“I dunno, Suzie - she looks like she might be a lot of fun...”

​“Mmm, yeah,” Soojin said, looking me over in a way that I frankly did not like. Without warning, her fingers slid under the fabric of her panties and began to rub. “You’ve got a really nice rack, Mrs. W,” she said, her voice rising into a moan.

​I was stunned. “Stop that! Stop that THIS INSTANT!” I shouted.

​Without an ounce of shame, Soojin removed her hand from beneath her panties and slid it behind her neck to use as a headrest. “Okay, okay,” she grumbled. “Jesus, what a prude.”

​“Girls...” my voice was thick with emotion, “what happened to you? Whatever possessed you to suddenly act like...” I couldn’t think of a nice way to put it, “...wanton sluts?”

​Candice snickered and pulled herself up onto the cell’s thin cot, bringing herself to a sitting position. “I don’t know what you mean, Mrs. W.”

​That was enough for the moment. I walked across the room, as much to give myself a moment to think as to grab one of the office chairs in the corner and drag it over. I ran a hand over my face, struggling to comport myself. Breathe, Evelyn.


​“Girls,” I said, hoping my voice was as steady as I didn’t feel, “think about it for a second. Remember. Neither of you looked like this two days ago - neither of you acted this way. Something happened to you. Have you been taking drugs?”

​There, I’d said it. It was the dread of every educator - a mysterious drug circulating campus, hurting the bodies and minds of students. I hadn’t even wanted to think about the possibility, but what else could have caused two promising students to change so drastically overnight?

​Candice and Soojin shared a long, knowing look. I’m right,
 I thought. There’s something here - something they’re reluctant to tell me.


​“Kinda,” Candice finally said.

​“Yeah,” Soojin added, “we have been...sorta. But not like, illegal
 drugs or anything.”

​“Totally not.”

​I fixed each of the girls with a stare that I hoped was intimidating. Any moment, a lawyer hired by Miss Barre or Miss Chen’s parents could bust in, bail out the girls, and then we’d have no idea what had happened to them. And if it was a drug, this could be my only chance to find out where it came from and how it might spread. Please,
 I thought, please let me stop this from spreading. We can’t have anymore students joining these two.


​“Girls,” I said, “I want you to tell me everything
, alright?”

​Their smiles got naughty. “Everything,
 Mrs. W?” Soojin asked.

​I sighed. This isn’t going to be fun.
 “Yes, everything. Start with the party last night; I want to know exactly what happened, how you got the drugs, who gave them to you - everything.”

​Candice leaned forward intently, an odd smile on her face that I couldn’t quite place. “Sure thing, Miss W. I’d love to tell you the whole story.”

​“Please,” I said, leaning back in the chair, “call me Evie.”

​“Okay, Evie. Well, the first thing you need to know is, no one gave us any drugs at the party...”

​I shook my head, confused.

She grinned. “We were the ones
 handing them out
.”


2. Candice

There was no way in hell I was going to that party.

I lay in bed, soaked with sweat, staring up at the ceiling. My head was finally clear. Finally. It had taken hours.

Coming home from class, I had had another attack like the one that had sent me running off to the bathroom an hour before. It felt like a spike being driven right between my eyes; I almost drove off the road. I could barely see enough to get home.

As soon as I stepped into my apartment, I tore my clothes off, climbed into bed and began to pleasure myself. I'd never been one for masturbation; my early, furtive attempts at self-pleasure were usually cut short by roommates or other intrusions, and since moving in by myself I had been too busy with school to bother much with my sexual needs. Since moving in, I had probably done it five or six times.

I had come twelve times in the last two hours. And not normal orgasms, either - these were screaming, panting, move-your-bed-across-the-room orgasms. I had come while fantasizing about myself on my knees, pleasing male and female co-eds without a thought in my head. I'd frigged my cunt senseless while imagining myself to be a brainless bimbo, wanting nothing more than to fuck and suck. Most of all, I'd fantasized about Scott: lanky Scott, swimmer Scott, the Scott that Soojin had described to me as being cute and funny and sporting a monstrous cock. The fact that I didn't have any concrete details about what he looked like just made him hotter - he could be my every fantasy.

I was still keyed up, but the torrent of intense need that had caused me to rub my clit like my life depended on it was finally subsiding. I puffed out a great sigh and arched my back into my pillow, shaking my head to clear it of the erotic visions that ran ceaselessly through my head.


Something is wrong
, I thought. Something is very wrong.

It was the Popsicol - what else could it be? The experimental birth control lollipops I was a human test subject for. I had taken one just before class, and had had to run to the bathroom and touch myself. Worse yet, the thoughts I had while I did were...different, submissive. Not at all like me. Then I'd taken another one - and the side-effects had come back tenfold.

I wanted to flush the remaining three down the toilet. At the same time, the urge struck me to spring out of bed and jam another one in my mouth, to take the whole package and suck them down one right after the other. I dug my fingers into the mattress. No. That was the last
 thing I needed right now.

Sitting up in bed, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror on my closet door and gasped. My hair, which had already changed once, was even more different than it had been. My mousey brown locks had lightened to a dirty blonde, and the platinum streak I'd found in my hair after my first taste of Popsicol was one of many, sectioning my hair into layers like tiger's stripes. It looked ridiculous.

    Jesus
, I thought, this looks so trashy. It looks like the way some dumb little bimbo slut would do up her hair. Some trailer trash whore who'll spread her legs and open her lips for anyone with a hard cock…


I shut my legs hard against the growing warmth between my thighs. Oh no, not again!


I had to do something. I had tried calling the number the pharmaceutical rep who’d given me the drugs - Franklin Pierce, he’d said, just like the president - had listed on his business card, but his secretary told me he was out for the day. She'd said he'd call me back as soon as he was able, but I hadn't heard anything. I'd tried to call Soojin, but she wasn't picking up either - I had no idea why.

No, wait - I knew exactly why. I only had three Popsicols left. I had taken two, and Soojin…

I remembered the letter she'd left me. OMG they do taste sooo good!


Soojin was in trouble.

My pants were in a sweaty heap at the foot of the bed. I leaned forward (fighting against the oh so tempting feel of the sheets sliding against my thighs) and flipped the jeans upside down, shaking them until my cell phone came falling out of the hip pocket. I had to call Soojin again, and she had to pick up. I couldn’t go to that party, and she couldn’t either. I could only imagine what would happen. Thankfully, both of my attacks had happened when I was away from any other people - if I had had those horny, submissive thoughts running through my head when I was around a group of drunk, willing co-eds, well… my pussy clenched at the thought of what I might’ve done.

I picked up the phone only for it to slip out of my hands. My fingers shook slightly, palms covered in sweat. Jesus,
 I thought, if this is what happens after two Popsicols, I never want to try another one again.
 But the craving was there, a hollow in my stomach and between my legs begging for more. At least Soojin only took one,
 I told myself. I might have gotten lucky - it might have already worn off by now.
 Finally, I got a firm grip on the phone and summoned up Soojin’s number from my memory banks.

Before I could dial anything, however, a window appeared at the top of the phone’s screen: I had a message.

I breathed a silent prayer of thanks as my trembling hands thumbed the PLAY button. Soojin must’ve gotten my message while I was….occupied
.

The message started with an audible click. The voice on the other end wasn’t Soojin, though. It was Frank Pierce.

“Hello, Miss Barre,” the recording said. “My secretary told me you called - I hope everything is going alright with your trial.”


That smug fuck
, I realized. He knows!
 I could hear it in his voice. He knew exactly why I had called, knew exactly what I was going through right now. How could he do this to me?

“I’m assuming you probably called about your referral bonus. No worries: there’s no paperwork to fill out or anything. The five hundred dollars has already been transferred to your checking account.”

Referral bonus? I didn’t know anything about a referral bonus. Who would I have referred?

Oh no.

“We’ve already put Miss Chen through the same interview process you went through, and I assure you she’s a perfect test subject. In fact, I think Barbara just gave her her first starter box a few minutes ago.”


You bastard!
 I wanted to throw the phone against the wall.

“Ohmigawd,” came a voice from behind Frank. “Are you talking to Candi?”

Frank laughed. “Leaving her a message. Want to say hi?”

I heard distortion on the line as the phone was handed over. “Hey, whore! You’d better *slurp* get your cute ass over to the party tonight! Especially now that *slurp* we’ve both
 got our hands on some Popsicol!”

It was Soojin. I could hear her eating a lollipop through the phone.

“No, I’m not a slut,” I heard her saying to Frank, “It’s just for science
, you know? Somebody’s gotta make sure these things keep you from having babies, and there’s no fucking way it’s gonna be Candi!”

I heard Frank chuckle. “I take your point. In fact…”

There was a pause, then I heard Soojin give an unmistakeable, very unladylike moan.

“Oh gawd, Mr. Pierce, that feels so good
… your car? Yeah, let’s fucking go…mmh, oh gawd!
 I gotta go, Candi! Love you!”

Frank took the phone back. “She’ll see you at that party tonight, Miss Barre. Have fun.”

Click.


3. Evelyn

I looked up from my note pad, barely able to believe my ears. I struggled to keep my voice neutral. “And then what?”

Candi - Candice, I reminded myself, her name is Candice goddamnit - stared up at me with a perfect, I’m-so-innocent expression. “Well, then I had to go, right? I had to save Soojin from those awful, hunky boys.”


Uh huh.
 “And you went straight there?”

“Well…” she said, twirling a platinum-blonde lock between her fingers, “I had just found out Mr. Pierce gave me five hundred dollars
, Evie! I mean, oh em gee
! I had a budget now - I could go all out on that party!” She grinned. “I made a couple stops beforehand - dress, heels, waxing - you know the drill.”

“Uh huh,” I replied, nodding. And you ate those other Popsicols, too, I’m guessing.
 I didn’t really blame her - it wasn’t her fault. She’d been given a dangerously addictive product without any forewarning of the consequences. I just had to make sure it stopped with these two girls.

“So the drugs, the uh...Popsicol,” I said, working my mouth around the unfamiliar word, “they were given to you by this pharmaceutical rep, Franklin Pierce?”

She nodded. “Hey,” Candice said, turning to Soojin, “You fucked him, Sooj! You never told me about that!”

“Ohmigawd, Candi, he was sooo
 good,” Soojin said, rolling her eyes. “He took me to his car in the parking deck, and told me ‘get your hands up on the hood you little slut,’ then he slid his hands up my skirt-”

“Stop, please,” I said.

Soojin smiled lasciviously. She’s enjoying this,
 I realized. “I thought you wanted us to give you all the details, Evie?”

“Yes, but…” I didn’t know the details would be so...filthy.
 “But we’re getting off-track, and I don’t have much time left. Mr. Pierce and I will be having a chat about you two very, very soon, rest assured.”

“Ooh, Evie!” Soojin said. “Get it, girl! Just make sure you tell him to do that thing with his tongue. It’s mind-blowing
.”

I sighed and looked back at Candice. “Alright, so you left, went shopping, and drove to the party to collect Miss Chen. What happened next?”

She opened her mouth, but before she could say anything Soojin scooted forward, a wicked grin on her lips. “I think I can take over from here, Candi.”

“Sure,” I said. “It’ll be good to get the events from both perspectives. “Tell me everything.”

She rolled her eyes. “You suuuuure you want everything
, Miss Evie?”

“Yes. This is important, girls. What happened next.”

“Well,” Soojin began, “when Candi got there, the party was already in full swing…”


4. Soojin

“Thanks, Sooj,” Emma said, her mouth full of Popsicol. “This shit is delicious!”

“You are so welcome, Em!”

Emma tottered off, sucking the lollipop like she was trying to make it come. Half the girls at the party sported similar bulges in their mouths as they mingled with boys and other girls. Most everyone had a beer in their other hand.

I, of course, was sucking down a Popsicol as well. My sixth or my seventh?


It didn’t matter anymore - I had whole crates
 of them now! Frank had been very generous with his product. And his cock
, I thought, a shudder passing through me as I remembered the way he took me against the hood of his Mercedes.

It was hard to keep any thoughts in my head that weren’t about sex. I’d been wetter than an October night from the second I walked in the frathouse, and had dressed to impress in a pink leather bustier, tight miniskirt, and fuck-me heels. Every guy in the place was staring at me with naked lust, and my body responded in ways my brain was no longer able to process.

But I remembered what Frank told me, after he was done fucking my brains out on his car. He’d put a finger in my mouth, letting me taste my own juices (they were as sweet as the lollipop I was working on) and told me: make sure you give everyone at the party a taste of Popsicol before you let yourself have fun. I told him I could be a good girl, and I meant it; I hadn’t jumped anyone’s bones just yet. But the Popsicol was nearly gone. I was already thinking about what I’d do when I gave the last few away. Would I announce to the room that I’d be waiting upstairs for anyone who wanted me? Or would I just strip down in the middle of the party and start sucking the first cock that sprung out of it’s pants? Both ideas made me feel all wet and stupid inside.

My reverie was broken by a hand on my shoulder. “Soojin…”

I turned. It was Candi! And ohmigawd
 she looked good! I smiled. “You made it, Candi!”

Candi looked like a million bucks. In her heels, she was a good four inches taller than I was, and she wore a bright pink dress so tight it looked like it was painted on. The leather belt around her waist made me think of bondage gear; of being tied up and used by well-hung men.

“Goddamn, slut, you look delicious,” I purred into her ear.

She turned and took in the stack of boxes on the table next to me. Her face went white. “Are those?”

“Mmm-hmm,” I said, grinning like a cat. “Popsicol. Compliments of Mr. Pierce. He wants the whole school to know how yummy they are.”

Conflicting emotions warred on Candi’s face. She looked like she wanted to sprint out of the room; at the same time I could tell she wanted another taste of those yummy cherry candies, wanted it so bad she was shaking.

“Soojin…” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “We need to get out of here.”

“What!? Are you kidding me? The party is just starting, girl!”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “Something is wrong, Sooj. Can’t you feel it? This isn’t who we are. I came here to get you…” Her eyes grew blank; she shook her head as if to clear it.

“Girl,” I said, and slid my hand between her thighs. She gasped. “I think you came to this party for the same reason I did: to get laid
.”

Candi let out a rough moan as my fingers found her clit and began to stroke. No panties,
 I thought. Bad girl
. “Soojin,” she groaned, “no! Please…”

“Relax, Candi. Maybe you should have another Popsicol…”

“Hey, what are you doing?” A voice asked.

I pulled my hand from Candi and turned to face the new arrival. My eyes widened with pleasure. “Oh, hi Scott. I want you to meet my friend, Candi.”

Candi’s eyes got wide as saucers. The warm flush of arousal I had already put on her face ignited. “S-Scott?” she whimpered.

“Hey,” he said, grinning. “Nice to meet you. Sooj has told me so much about you.”

I watched with glee as Candi’s mouth dropped open. Scott was everything I told her he’d been, tall and tanned with muscles rippling beneath his college logo t-shirt. I hadn’t been lying about his cock, either.

“Fuck me,” Candi whispered.

“Woah!” Scott said, mock surprised. He glanced over at me with a sly look. “I just met you a few seconds ago, Candi.”

Before I could stop her, Candi reached over and grabbed one of the few remaining Popsicols out of the box, ripped it’s paper wrapper off and shoved it in her mouth. Her eyes rolled into her head like a junkie getting her fix. When her vision cleared, it was plain to see any doubt had left her completely.

“Ohmigawd yes
, Scott,” she cooed. “Like, don’t tell anybody, but - if you want to take me and Soojin upstairs and fuck us both, I’d be totally
 into that! She’s told me all about your cock!”

“Mmm,” Scott said, “that does sound delicious. Except for one thing.”

“What?”

“I don’t want to go upstairs. I want you and your friend right here, right now.”

It was as if Scott had triggered some kind of secret signal. All around the room, girls with Popsicol in their mouths paired off - some one-on-one, some grabbing two or even three boys as the makeup of the room dictated. A few lucky boys like Scott had two ladies.

Candi wasted no time. She grabbed Scott and forced him onto a nearby couch, letting him tear at the thin fabric of her dress. Her mouth enveloped his, her waist encircled his and began to thrust gently, then hard, against his erection.

In a flash, she had his shirt over his head and was unbuckling his pants. “Hey,” Scott said, looking up at me, “aren’t you going to join us?”

I grinned and pulled my skirt down to my legs, just narrowly avoiding tripping over a co-ed who had dropped to her knees and was engaged in blowing a freshman boy’s cock. I straddled Scott’s face while Candi got to work on Scott’s cock. She slid it into her mouth and began teasing it with long, hard strokes. Meanwhile, Scott went to town on my snatch, licking at my clit with wanton abandon. “I love the way you taste,” I heard him gasp between licks.

“So do I!” I said. You’re even better at that than Mr. Pierce…


Candi moved to straddle Scott when I stopped her, sliding off his face. He looked upset to be denied my sweetness - it made me even hotter. “Let’s play a game,” I said.

“What kind of game?” Scott’s cock stood erect between us, looking like it was so hard it hurt.

“A little friendly competition,” I said. “Candi fucks you first, then me, and you tell us which one of us has a sweeter lil’ pussy. Whichever one of us wins gets to be your bimbo bitch.”

“I like it,” he said. “What do you think, Candi?”

In response, Candi climbed on top of Scott and thrust his length within her. She let out a cry of animal lust as she straddled him, bouncing harder on his staff than I could have imagined. My best friend is acting like a total bimbo whore,
 I thought, and I love it!


“Show him what you’ve got, Candi!” I called. “Or is that it?”

“You trash talking my pussy, bitch!?” They were the first words Candi had spoken in a while. In response, she started wiggling her hips, grinding Scotti in a series of complicated swirls I just knew
 she’d seen in some porn film. Scott grabbed her ass with both hands and pushed harder, deeper into her. I could see the signs: he was getting ready to come, and it looked like so was Candi!

“Uh, uh, uh…” my friend groaned. “Come in me Scott come in me oh gawwwwwwd~”

Candi threw her head back as orgasm took her. Scott gave a series of short, incredibly hard thrusts. I could see it in my mind’s eye: burst after burst of his hot come firing into her wet, waiting cunt. I suddenly realized I’d been idly fingering myself the whole time. Looking around the room, I saw the activities had stopped for a moment as everyone became enamoured with watching Candi’s orgasm.

“Goddamn,” Scott said after his thrusting had finally stopped. “You’re a hot little lay, Candi.”

“Move over,” I said, pushing my friend out of the way a little rougher than I had intended. Watching the show had gotten me wet and raring to go. “You think that was good? You obviously have never fucked Asian pussy, Scott.”

I slid onto him. He gave a little cry of pleasure at the feel of me, moist and warm and snug around his massive length.

“Yeah, that fits just right, doesn’t it?” I asked, working my hips up and down his member. “You like that shit, don’t you Scott?”

His response was to do something I didn’t expect. He grabbed me and flipped me over like a ragdoll, pressing me against the sweat-soaked cushions of the couch. His body pinned mine, holding me down, making me completely submissive to him. I groaned in ecstasy.

“Oh fuck yes!” From this angle, his cock filled me in all the right ways. He thrust within me with jackhammer speed, filling my tight cunt with his rod.

“Aren’t I a good fuck, Scott?” I asked, coaxing him. I teased his back with my long nails. “Aren’t I tighter than that little white bimbo?”

​I could feel him getting ready to come, to fill me up, to burst inside me. I didn’t want to waste a drop. I thrust my hips upward, which pulled the head of his cock directly against my clit. The pleasure was almost unbearable.

​“Oh fuck,” I moaned, feeling his climax approaching, “Yes! Yes! Come in me! Come in me!”

​The world went white. Hours of stimulation had built up to this moment, culminating in the strongest orgasm of my life. I bucked and thrashed against the couch, completely heedless of the world around. It felt like it lasted an eternity.

​When I finally came to, Scott was straddling me with a big sexy grin on his face. Candi stood by, fingers deep in her wetness, watching us with rapt attention.

​“That was amazing,” she said. “Can we all do each other this time?”


5. Evelyn

​I put down my pen and legal pad, staring at the girls through the bars. My notes look utterly ridiculous, like the Cliff’s Notes of a porn film.

​They’re both grinning at me, and in an instant I realize how red my face is. The story they’ve been telling is, quite frankly, erotic - even I can’t overcome my body’s natural response to it.

​“So,” I said, a little too flippantly, “who won?”

​Candice cocked her head. “Who won what, Evie?”

​“You know,” I said. Don’t make me say it!
 “The, uh...competition.”

​Soojin stepped to the door of the cell, pressing her body against the bars. “We called it a draw.”

​“Oh.”

​She gave me another one of those looks I did not like. “Maybe you could help us cast the deciding vote?” Her fingers traveled to her panties, and this time I didn’t stop her.

​I took a moment too long to decide, then chided myself for ever considering the thought. “No,” I said, “of course not. Fraternization
 with students is against the school’s code.”

​“Aww, but it’s so much fun
,” Soojin said. She slid her panties to the side, giving me a view of her bald pussy. I couldn’t help myself from wondering how many men had felt the inside of it in the last twenty-four hours. Stop it, Evelyn
.

​“It’s also grossly immoral,” I said, with a note of finality in my voice.

​Soojin gave me a look of disgust and walked back to her seat. “Whatever, Evie.”

​“So what happened after the party? After you...I suppose I should say ‘hooked up’ with Scott? I mean, they found you in the middle of the street, running from the cops. There was obviously more…”

​“I think we’re done, Evie,” Soojin said. “You’re no fun anymore. Besides, I think we should wait for our lawyer, right Candi?”

​The other girl nodded.

​“Alright, girls,” I said, standing up. My legs were sore from inactivity, and I stretched a little bit. “Thank you for your cooperation.”

​“Yeah, yeah.”

​I strode to the door, then turned, taking the girls in with my gaze. “Listen. I know you’re Candi
 and Suzy
 now, but I just want you to know, if there’s any part of you in there that remembers you used to be Candice Barre and Soojin Chen...I’m going to find the people who did this to you. I’m going to make it right. And I promise you, I won’t let this drug take over the minds of any more of our girls.”

​Soojin snickered. “It’s already too late for that, Evie. Remember all those girls at the party? Who do you think they’re going to right now for their next dose of Popsicol?”

​I knew. “Frank Pierce.”

​She laughed. “You’re already too late, Evie.”

​The words followed me out of the room, all the way to my car.

Sitting at the wheel of my car, I was much calmer.

“Thanks, Cindy,” I said. “I’ll be there.”

I hung up the phone. I had a meeting tomorrow with Frank Pierce. We had quite a few things to talk about. Popsicol, my students, and the fate of those two poor twisted girls sitting in a cell at the local precinct.


I’m going to put a stop to this,
 I told myself. I won’t let this campus be overrun
.

I was certain I could put an end to this. I had the support of the faculty board and the police behind me. But there was one thing that nagged me, at the back of my mind. Even after Soojin and Candice - I had to exert mental effort not to think of them as Candi and Suzy - told me their story, I was waiting to hear more, spellbound like the sultan from the Arabian Nights
 before Scheherazade.

I had what I needed to go after Frank Pierce. So why did I want to hear more?

​And how was I so sure I was going to be touching myself thinking of these two girls tonight?


Bimbo Blow Pop 3

Neil Bimbeau


“You two are my tour guides?”

I stood in the shaded archway that marked the entrance of the Student Commons, dumbfounded. This speaking tour was my longest one yet, so over the last few months I'd been treated to tours of dozens of college campuses around America, but I'd never had chaperones like this.


The two girls who approached me wore identical thousand-watt smiles and not a lot else. The day was a scorcher, but these two were surely pushing the limits of whatever dress code their campus enforced. And their school had chosen them to escort
 me,
 of all people?


“That's us!” The first girl said, her voice crackling with bubblegum perkiness. “I'm Candi, and this is Soojin.”

I shrugged and decided to roll with it – after all, I'm a people person. “It's very nice to meet you both.”

Soojin's face lit up, and she pulled me into a hug so quickly I had no time to pull away. “It is such a pleasure to meet you, Miss Jane! We're huuuuge fans!


Holy cow
, I thought,
 that was way more skin-on-skin contact than I'm used to
. Soojin wore nothing above the waist other than a bikini top that wouldn't look out of place in the Sports Illustrated swimsuit issue. Even more shocking, she had on a pair of cutoff jeans that had been cut even shorter than usual via homemade alteration. Candi sported a nearly identical pair on her curvy hips, but wore a flimsy tied-on top that left her back bare and left almost nothing in the front to the imagination. Between the two of them they had on just about one person's clothing coverage.


“You two certainly are enthusiastic,” I said. “How exactly did you get chosen for this?”

Candi beamed. “We're with the Student Ambassadors.”

“Damn straight. We put the 'ass' in 'ambassador',” Soojin said, giving hers a little wiggle. Both girls laughed as if this was the funniest thing they'd heard all day. They seemed utterly shameless. Seeing the look on my face, she asked, “Is something wrong?”

“No, uh... you just aren't at all what I expected.”

Soojin frowned. “How so?”

Oh great. Two minutes with the welcoming committee and I was already about to make an ass of myself. “Well, it's just – the way you're dressed is rather revealing, and your manner...”

The two girls visibly relaxed. “Oh!” Soojin held up a hand in a 'pshaw' gesture. “We're just a really progressive campus, Miss Jane.”

“But it's totally cool,” Candi said. “The vibe on campus is totally feminist, and very sex-positive. You'll see. We're going to introduce you to the real heart of Buford!”

I sighed. These girls had the complete wrong idea. I shouldn't have been surprised – misinterpreting feminism was practically a cottage industry these days. They obviously weren't familiar with any of my lectures, or my award-winning web series. The state of education in this country was just absolutely dreadful.

I plastered on the fake smile that had become my constant companion the last few months. “I'm looking forward to it.”

“Awesome!” Candi jumped into the air, landing with an excited thump. Several boys turned to stare: everything wiggled when she did that. One of her breasts was perilously close to escaping from her top.

“Well what are we waiting for,” Soojin said, gesturing outside, “let's go...oh, wait!” She started feeling the back pockets of her cutoffs, massaging her ass cheeks in a gesture that was shockingly erotic. “Shit, I almost forgot – time to re-up!”

With a flourish, she produced three small objects from her pocket and held them up. It took me a moment to recognize them: candy lollipops, wrapped in white wax paper.

“Oh thanks, Sooj! I knew I was starting to feel a little funny!” Candi took one of the lollipops from Soojin and slid it into her mouth, groaning with an altogether unseemly pleasure. “Too much going on in my head, you know?”

“Oh, I feel you,” Soojin said, sucking enthusiastically at her own candy. “Here you go, Miss Jane: this one's for you!”

“This...this is a prank, isn't it?” I looked around, expecting a camera crew to come around the corner at any moment. This was like a bad piece of performance art. Surely no one was this ditzy in real life?

“What are you talking about,” Soojin asked, her voice rising in pitch. “They're good, try one! Everyone on campus loves Popsicol!”

“Popsicle? But that's obviously a lolli – mmph!” I recoiled at the feeling of a cherry loillipop being forced into my mouth. Soojin had taken the initiative.

I went to spit it out...and stopped. Sweetness washed over my tongue like pure joy. This candy was delicious! I sucked at it greedily, without thinking. A small chunk of the hard shell gave way and shattered between my teeth, the taste so strong it made me squint. It was the sweetest thing I'd ever tasted – almost cloyingly so, if not for the flavor.

There was a strange aftertaste to the candy: some kind of artificial sweetner, maybe? But another lick banished it completely.

“See,” Soojin said, elbowing Candi just beneath the ribs. “Told you she'd like it.”

“I do,” I said, my voice little muffled around the delicious candy in my mouth. “What are these? Are they local?”

“They're Popsicol,” Candi said. Dimly, I noticed her voice was changing as well: it was as if she was doing an impression of an airheaded valley girl. “They're awesome. We'll have to stop and get you some more later. Come on!”


Mollified, I followed the two girls out into the warm sunshine. My eyes refused to stray too far from their behinds.
 Well, those shorts do accentuate the positive,
 I thought with a chuckle.
 Ass
 in ambassador. Ridiculous.



Students frolicked across the green as we made our way through the center of campus. There was every stereotypical college activity under the sun: hackey-sack, ultimate frisbee, lacrosse. A young man in flannel with a guitar serenaded a group of girls underneath a shady tree – I caught Soojin and Candi bobbing their heads to the beat as they walked by. We probably looked ridiculous: two bleach-blond sorority girls sucking down lollipops with a severe-looking woman in black behind them.
 Whatever
, I thought.
 This is actually kind of fun
. I was feeling better by the moment.


A girl ran across our path, chasing a volleyball. My mouth dropped open as I realized she was completely topless. Her breasts bobbed as she ran; although a little on the small size, they were nice and perky. Wait, why was I thinking that?

Soojin stretched out a leg, then kicked the volleyball into the air, where it fell into the girl's arms in a perfect arc. “You're the best,” the girl said.

“No problem.” Soojin said. “Nice tits!”

The girl turned, already halfway down the green. “Thanks!”

“Um...” I struggled to process what I'd just seen. There was just no way. “Was that girl not wearing a shirt?”

Both girls laughed. “They're playing strip volleyball,” Candi explained. “It's a campus tradition.”

“Campus...tradition?” My head swam.

“You want to stop and watch for a bit?” Soojin wore a wicked grin. “It's usually pretty fucking entertaining.”

They took my silence for consent. I stood blinking, struggling to come up with a response, as the game continued in a corner of the green. There were about a half-dozen players on each side of the net, but I could see even at a distance that the teams weren't even. It looked like girls versus boys, and the girls were obviously down by quite a few points: most were down to their bra and panties, and the girl we'd seen before wasn't the only person who was topless. A pile of discarded clothes lay at the side of the net. In contrast, most of the boys were still wearing appropriate attire – except for one who had stripped down to a pair of boxer briefs.


“Ohmigawd,” Soojin said, gesturing at the barely-clothed young man, “look at Scott. He's
 volunteering
 to take his clothes off when the girls score.”


Candi rolled her eyes. “He always does that. What an exhibitionist.”


As if in response to the girl's remarks, the ball came down heavily on the boy's side.
 Point for the girls
, I thought. Scott grinned widely, shrugged, and slid his boxer briefs off before tossing them into the pile of clothes with a flourish. He stood naked before them, and most of the girls didn't even bother hiding their leering looks: he was gorgeous, and he obviously knew it. His member hung between his legs; even half-erect, it was enormous. The candy in my mouth suddenly felt like something else entirely.


“Oh my god,” I said dumbly. “That boy is naked.”

“What a show off,” Candi said.

Over on the court, Scott was locking eyes with a member of the girls' team: it was the same topless cutie Soojin had helped earlier. Without a word, the girl broke from her side of the court and made her way over to Scott. With a grunt, he lifted her into his arms and carried her a short distance away. Their lips locked; Scott put his hands into her hair and pulled the girl down on his rapidly hardening member. Together, they dropped to the grass and began fucking.

The sounds of their moaning carried across the green. The rest of the impromptu volleyball team began laughing, then turned away and continued the game.

“God, look at him go,” Soojin said with something like approval in her voice.

I couldn't tear my eyes away. As I watched, the girl slid around Scott and mounted him, tossing her head back as she bounced up and down on his cock. I was salivating, and a heat I hadn't felt in a long time was beginning to kindle between my thighs.

“Holy shit,” I said. “He's...he's fornicating with that girl! Right on the green!”


“Looks to me like
 she's
 fornicating with
 him
,” Candi said with a smirk.


“Yeah!” Soojin yelled, throwing the horns. “Get it, girl!”

“But...this is public! They can't just do that!”

“Nobody seems to mind,” Candi said calmly. “What's wrong with a little sex?”


“Yeah, I told you,” Soojin chimed in. “We're feminists, totally sex-positive. I mean, just
 look
 at Sundie riding that cock!”


The world had gone mad. That was the only explanation that fit. “But...” I struggled to come up with some kind of response. “They're not even using any protection!”

At that, both girls laughed knowingly. “She's got protection, Miss Jane. Popsicol is all the protection you need.”

“Yeah, you can't get knocked up when you take it,” Candi said. “You can't get any diseases, either.”

“Popsicol?...Wait, you mean this!?” I pulled the mostly-eaten candy out of my mouth.

“Uh, yeah!” Soojin replied. “It's only like, the best and most important invention ever, Miss Jane!”

Candi gave Soojin a swat on the ass. “She doesn't know. Mmnemosyne doesn't have them anywhere but here yet.”

“Ohhh, yeah! I forgot!” Soojin smacked the side of her head playfully. “I forget a lot. You'll see, though.”

I tossed the popsicle, whatever it was called, into the grass. It sat there like a venomous snake, radiating menace. “What is this!? What have you drugged me with?”


“Drugs?” Candi looked shocked. “Popsicol isn't drugs, Miss Jane, it's medicine! It's like birth control, except fun! And it
 totally
 makes you appreciate the good stuff in life. I'm like a totally different Candi since I started taking it!”


Realization dawned on my with slowly mounting horror. “Girls, how long have you both been...” I looked them up and down, “like this?”

Soojin laughed. “I don't really remember! A few weeks, I guess? It was like another lifetime ago, really! I used to be such a drag – I mean, total fucking loser, right? Study, study, study, no time for the fun things! Popsicol changed all that – you'll see! It's amazing!”

“Amazing,” Candi echoed.

I had to get out of here. Behind me, I heard the girl's cries of passion reach a crescendo. Her wail of climax was so loud it was startling; most of the volleyball team turned to watch with approving glances. One boy on the guy's team shot Scott a thumb's up.

Someone was cupping my breasts. It was Candi – I felt her warm tongue tickle my earlobe as she gave my nipple a quick pinch. “Look at them go. Isn't that so fucking hot?”

A moan escaped my lips. It was hot. My vision went swimmy, stars exploded behind my eyelids. Candi's hand traced the curve of my stomach, working its way down to where my pussy was starting to burn like a furnace.

Meanwhile, the girl had finished her orgasm and was grinning happily. Energized, she turned her attention towards getting Scott off. She slid up and down his cock with renewed enthusiasm, putting her tits front and center in his view. I couldn't believe how turned on it was making me.


Something is very, very wrong
, a little voice inside of me insisted.
 You need to get out of here
-


Just then, Candi's finger found the waistband of my panties and slid deep within. All my pent-up lust released in a flood as she found my clit and started to stroke. “Oh yeah,” she whispered, “so fucking hot...”

“Candi!” I glanced up to see Soojin watching us. “You little slut! You can't keep your hands off her, can you?”

“You should feel this pussy,” Candi replied. “God, you're so tight, Miss Jane.”

“S...stop,” I whispered, speaking through clenched teeth. Pleasure built in a wave between my thighs. I felt the strange thirst in the back of my throat I always got just become I came. “This isn't right.”

“It's very, very right,” Candi assured me. “It's the rightest thing there is.” Her fingers worked within me; taunting, teasing, with a skill that amazed me. “We wanted to show you the heart of our campus – this is it! It's Popsicol!”

“No...please...” The pleasure was burning away everything: my resistance, my thoughts, my intelligence. I could feel it slipping away. If I came now, who knew what would be left on the other side?

Over on the green, Scott suddenly sat partially up and grabbed the girl behind her neck. Fucking her in a hard, staccato rhythmn. Rough grunts punctuated his every thrust. “Shit, here he comes...” Soojin said lasciviously.

“I think Qunnie here's about to do the same thing,” Candi said.

“Please stop...I, I don't consent to this...” I knew it was a lie coming out of my mouth. My body definitely consented to what Candi was doing to it – I was grinding my hips against her fingers, teasing every ounce of pleasure possible from them. The girls just smirked in response.

Orgasm hit me hard and unexpected; I tossed my head hack and fell against Candi. If she hadn't been holding me up, I would've collapsed. Neurons in my brain burned like candles and were snuffed out. Memories flooded my mind and poured from me like a spilled glass of water. All that mattered was the pleasure.

My whole life was a lie; I knew that now. I'd spent my years chasing figments, never achieving true happiness. What I wanted, more than anything in the world, was to be just like Candi and Soojin.

And another Popsicol, of course.

When I came down from my high, trembling with it, Scott had finished with his little slut and was walking towards the three of us. My mouth watered at the sight of his cock. It stood half-erect, already ready to go again, and dripping with the slut's juices.

“Hi there,” he said, his bright smile beaming. “You must be Quintana Jane.” I opened my mouth, no idea in my head what words would come out.


“Ohmigawd!” My voice...it was
 perfect
. “That was so fucking hot, dude!”


He chuckled, giving a knowing look to Candi and Soojin. “Glad you enjoyed it.” He gestured behind him, to where the volleyball game had broken up, girls joining with boys in twos and threes to fuck each others' brains out. “Looks like I called the game a little early, though.”

He looked me up and down with a frank gaze that made every nerve in my body ache for contact. I wanted to be his, to be his piece of meat, his fucktoy, his...


...
bimbo
. Yes. The word was so right.


He knew exactly what I wanted. “I could go again,” he said.

That was all I needed to hear. I shrugged off Candi and Soojin and dropped to my knees in the grass. I had to get these clothes – these ugly, boring clothes! - off as fast as I could. Candi and Soojin helped, pulling off my top and bottom as soon as they saw what I intended.

Finally I kneeled there naked, revealed to the whole campus. It was so fucking hot! “Gimme that cawk,” I moaned.

In response, he grabbed me by the hair and forced my mouth on his waiting member. It slid all the way down my throat without resistance – thankfully, Popsicol had gotten rid of my gag reflex. I remembered dimly I had always hated doing this – what a stupid bitch, I thought.


The thought made me wet.
 Oh yeah, stupid. Stupid little bimbo bitch
.


After a minute or so, Scott's cock was fully erect and ready to fuck me. He pulled me off, and I looked up to see him locking lips with Soojin. That cunt! She was distracting him the whole time!

I turned around, spreading my legs to give Scott a perfect view of my tight, wet slit. My breasts pressed against the ground – they hadn't been that big before, had they? - and I purred like a cat in heat. Somehow I knew instinctively that this was my new favorite position. Any doubts I might have had were extinguished a second later when Scott buried himself in me to the hilt.

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned. “That feels so good!” His cock filled me up, stretching my walls like they'd never been stretched before, pushing all the way into the back of my hole and grazing my g-spot. Every thrust was like an electric current, shocking me and arching my back into a u of pleasure.

Without a word, Candi dropped to the grass, her jeans discared. She spread her legs. Her pussy, perfectly shaved and inviting as hell, lay inches away from my mouth.

“Go on, do it,” Scott told me. “It's so fucking hot.”

That was all the encouragement I needed. Candi's slit lay bare before my tongue and I attacked it with every inch of my newfound skill. Her juices were sweet – they tasted exactly like the candy she'd given me less than an hour ago. Her clit pulsed with pleasure – I could tell almost immediately that she was on the verge of coming. Behind me, Scott savaged my cunt like he was trying to fuck my throat from the inside.


I'm a bimbo now
, I thought, the mental image of what I must look like filling my head. It was like the hottest porn I'd ever seen.
 I'm going to come!


I don't know who came first, but I know who came loudest. As it turned out, Candi was a screamer – she shouted expletives and snippets of dirty talk at the top of her lungs as she came, as loud as a human freight train. Her thighs didn't stop shaking for several minutes; by the time they did, I was already coming down from my second hot bimbo orgasm of the day. I knew it wouldn't be my last.

For a few minutes I lay dazed on the grass, enjoying the feeling of the warm earth beneath my ass and the sun shining on my face. A strand of hair lay across my vision – platinum blonde. I didn't care how it happened – I loved it.

I sat up to see Soojin standing over us, holding an iPhone horizontally and grinning. “Oh fuck,” I squeaked. “Were you filming us?”

“You bet,” Soojin said with a wicked grin. “That was totally fucking hot, Quinnie. You looked like a slutty little porn star.”

“Holy shit,” I said, “That's so cool! Can you send it to me?”

“It'll be all over the internet soon enough,” she assured me. The thought of tens of thousands of people pleasuring themselves watching my bimbo holes get stuffed made me wet all over again. I couldn't wait to see how I looked.

“Wow, that was amazing.” I turned, to see Scott lounging on the grass naked, no trace of shame on his face. “I'm a huge fan of yours, Miss Jane. You're...really a lot different than I expected. Much cooler.”

I laughed. “I think this campus has changed me for the better. You guys are awesome!”

“Thanks,” Candi said, gathering up her clothes. “And we haven't even finished the tour yet!”

“No?”

Soojin put her phone away. “Nope! Next stop is the Kappa Phi dorms – the fratboys are having an afternoon mixer. Me and Candi were going to crash it!”

“Ohmigod, that sounds soooo cool!” I panted. “Can I come with you? Oh, but I need to be back before seven – I've got a lecture to give!”

Both girls chuckled. “You're still going to give that lecture?” Candi asked.


“Oh yeah,” I said. “It's
 suuuper
 important! But it's not gonna be the one I had planned!”


“No?”

“You girls have shown me some really...some real...” I struggled to find the words. “Some real cool stuff! And you're all invited to the party – I mean, the lecture tonight! I don't have any notes, but I think I'll do just fine!”

Both girls nodded, smiling identical, welcoming smiles. I loved this place already – I never wanted to leave!

“One thing though,” I said.

They froze. “What?” they asked warily.

“Can we stop on the way and get some more of those Popsicols? They're soooo yummy! And some new clothes? Not like my old, boring clothes, of course – more like yours!”

Candi and Soojin gave each other a knowing look. “Awesome! You know, I think you're going to fit in just great here, Quinnie.”

I smiled. “I know I will!”

We walked down the path, visions of fratboy sex already buzzing in my head. “And afterwards,” Soojin added in a low voice, “there's someone we'd like you to meet. He's really trying hard to get Popsicol into some other college campuses...”


Dominated By Her Teacher


Emilia stepped out of the taxi and looked up at the towering office building. Around her, people bustled to and fro, going about their business, but she only had eyes for her destination. The building was in the heart of the most expensive parts of the city, and every brick of it screamed opulence.

              This guy must be doing something right,
 Emilia thought, but then again, for the price he’s charging, he ought to be.


              She paid the driver and walked up the steps of the building. It was a cloudy day, threatening rain, so Emilia wore a light blue windbreaker over her one-piece black dress. She brushed a strand of her blonde hair from her eyes as she opened the door. She had sacrificed a lot to come here. As a struggling actress, Emilia had spent the last six months doing a lot of struggling and very little acting. She stared up at the ceiling of her tiny flat many a night, trying to think of something that could differentiate her from her peers, make her stand out in a sea of fledgling girls struggling to make it big.

              She’d decided to learn to sing.

              But not just 
sing, hell – girls who could sing were a dime a dozen in the industry. She needed a voice like an angel, powerful and clear, the kind that made a casting director’s ears perk up and his cock harden. If it made his mouth say the words, “you’re hired!” that would be good, too.



She’d asked around, looking for the best voice coach in the country – and what she’d found both confused and thrilled her. Hours spent asking whispered questions in the ladies’ room of casting calls, of hanging around with unsavory characters in the backs of bars, of scouring the internet for research – she finally had a lead. She still had it in her pocket – an e-mail address scrawled on the back of a bar receipt, ‘Simeon.Syme’ at an e-mail provider that sounded like it was based in one of those former-Soviet countries. But what people said this guy could do almost didn’t seem human. She’d sent a tentative, skittish e-mail to him inquiring about his services. The response she got nearly knocked her off her feet. It was an address, an amount (an exorbitant amount!) and the message:


              “Come take a lesson and I will give you the fame you seek.”

              One lesson 
to learn to sing like a star? It sounded too good to be true – it sounded like a scam. But Emilia had been desperate, and depressed, and by some strange coincidence the sum Mr. Syme demanded almost exactly matched what was left in the trust fund account her parents maintained for her. So off she went.

                The room her appointment was set at was on the seventh floor, at the end of the hall. She knocked politely and was slightly surprised when the door opened immediately. She was also surprised to see no one on the other side. She took a few hesitant steps inside and took in her surroundings. Calling this place ‘spartan’ would be an understatement, 
she thought, glancing over the apartment. A large futon lay on the floor, an ancient but stately piano sat in one corner. A bookshelf and small stereo system were the room’s only other concessions to modernity – if you removed them, Emilia could almost imagine she was standing in the chambers of some sixteenth-century virtuoso. Huge, open spaces filled the large studio, carpeted floor showing everywhere.

              “Silly people believe that creature comforts are a symbol of status,” said a voice, startling her, “but those who truly know know
 that empty space is real luxury in this city.”

              Emilia spun to see Simeon Syme standing before her. His voice was soft, with a lilt to it that seemed to threaten to become song at any moment. He stood nearly six feet tall, towering over Emilia’s diminutive frame, his dark hair and close-cropped beard speckled with gray. His suit was simple but elegant, and probably cost more money than Emilia made in a year. As she regarded him, his eyes bored into her, looking like small bits of blue ice. A chill shot through her – but between her legs, she felt a slowly-growing warmth. She was suddenly aware that her mouth was hanging slightly open. Oh, she liked 
this man already.

              Careful, Em, 
she chided herself. The last thing this guy needs is some wannabe Hollywood sexpot clawing at him. I need this guy’s lessons, not his body. 
But damn, what a body. She already knew what she’d be thinking of at home tonight when she turned out the light.

              “Thank you for meeting me on such short notice,” she said, holding her voice tight to keep it from shaking.

              “Not at all. I find that brevity is a quality that many young women your age tend to lack. It is an admirable trait.” He smiled, and it felt like Emilia was punched between the legs. His accent was so sexy, and she just couldn’t place it.

              “Would you care to get started?”

              “Yes, of course,” Emilia said, shaking herself from her reverie. She had to concentrate on business – her career depended on it. Besides, she reminded herself, she wasn’t sure she believed the claims of what Mr. Syme was able to do in one lesson. The man could be nothing but a smooth con artist, using his sex appeal to drain cute young actresses of their money.

              Simeon led Emilia over to the other end of the room, where a small spotlight illuminated two highbacked leather chairs, facing each other with a small glass table between. Atop the table, as if on display, sat an ancient-looking metronome. Simeon motioned to a small hook set along the wall, and Emilia shrugged off her windbreaker and sat in one of the chairs. Simeon smiled and slid into the seat opposite her, then set the metronome. For a long moment, neither of them said anything. The metronome hung between them, quietly ticking. Slightly nervous, Emilia looked over and realized with a start that Simeon was looking over her body now, gazing up and down like a lion appraising the potential deliciousness of a gazelle. Her dress was slightly wet from the rain and it clung to her body, the curves of her breasts and the swell of her hips clearly visible. She wondered if her nipples were hardening and fought the urge to look. A part of her – a small part! – was clearly enjoying the attention, but this was not what she’d come here for.

              The words were halfway to her lips when Simeon spoke up, interrupting her as smoothly as if he had meant to all along. “A voice is like music,” he said, “that’s how I teach it. It has pitches, tones, high points and low. That is how you have to look at it – how you have to manipulate it. Learn to do this and you can make yourself sound however you want. You can make people hear you
 in any way you want.”

              Sounds good,
 she thought.

              “Your voice can be whatever you wish it,” he continued. “With a small change to these essential elements, a phrase can be a harsh command, or a gentle whispered sigh. In fact, just listening to my voice gives you a good idea of the power. Listen to my voice, Emilia. Isn’t it relaxing you?”

              Yes, she realized, it was. Without realizing it, she’d pressed her body deep into the folds of the couch, getting more comfortable than she could remember being in ages. “Yes,” she whispered, “but this isn’t what I came here for…”

              “Yes it is,” Simeon said. His voice rose and fell gently as he spoke, keeping time with the rhythm of the metronome. “These are the building blocks of what you must learn. I made you a promise, Emilia – I told you I would give you the fame you were so desperate for. Do you remember?”

              “Yes...” Emilia whispered. Her eyes felt heavy. All she wanted to do was sink into this chair and take a nice, long nap. But Simeon’s words held her on the edge, kept her focus shifting. First to him, then to the ticking of the metronome, then back to the chair  - then his voice spoke again:

              “I always keep my promises, Emilia. Now, are you ready for the lesson?”

              To her muddled mind, she dozed off for just a moment – but in truth, Simeon spent a half hour whispering to her over the soft ticks of the metronome. Her eyes were lidded, half-closed, and an observer watching would note that occasionally she would bob her head in agreement, or suddenly shut her eyes tight and let loose an explosive groan of pleasure. This went on many times, and every time Simeon cracked a smile and continued speaking.

              Finally, he judged it was enough. Suddenly he reached out and clapped a hand over the metronome, the room suddenly quiet. Emilia lay slumped in her chair, completely ensnared.

              “Emilia, listen to me,” Simeon said, and she nodded. “You’re doing very well. We just have a bit of lesson left. This is your final test – I’m going to say a few phrases and I want you to repeat each one back to me, replicating them exactly. Alright?”

              “Alright,” Emilia said drowsily.

              “Very good. ‘I trust Simeon.’”

              “I trust Simeon,” she said with a smile, and it was true.

              “I love Simeon.”

              “I love Simeon
.”

              “I belong to Simeon.”

              “I belong to Simeon.”



“Simeon is my master.”


              “Simeon is my Master,”
 she said. He noted the extra emphasis with a smile.

              “I am always horny for Master Simeon, and will do anything he asks of me,” he concluded.

              “I am always horny for Master Simeon, and will do anything he asks of me.”



He snapped his fingers.


              With a start, Emilia shot awake and looked around her surroundings in momentary confusion. What happened? Oh God, I didn’t fall asleep, did I? 
The last thing she wanted to do was displease Master Simeon…Master? Why do I…mmmmmmh! 
She looked into his cold, commanding eyes and smiled. She hadn’t displeased him at all.

              “That was fantastic, Emilia. You passed your lesson with flying colors.”

              “Thank you…Master?” she said, as if unsure whether he would be pleased with such an honorific.

              “Now that we’re done,” he said, his eyes roaming over her body, “there’s one thing I’d like you to do for me.”

              Emilia instantly felt herself go wet, wetter than she could ever remember feeling. Her fingertips dug into the arms of the chair with sudden violence. Her vision softened, and her nipples stiffened against the thin fabric of her dress. “Anything, master, anything at all,” she said, the words tumbling over themselves in her eagerness to please. Some small part of her mind screamed that something was not right with that, but as she pleaded, she felt it shrink and finally go silent.

              Simeon stood up and walked over to her, brought his hand under her chin and tilted her head up so that she was staring up into his eyes. “I want you to remove all of your clothes.”

              Emilia stood up slowly, pulling off her dress with a sultry air, her eyes never leaving Simeon’s. He watched as her black lace panties dropped to the floor and appraised her nude body as she stood before him. She was young, eager, perfect. Her breasts were high and firm, the nipples aching, crying out to be touched, kissed, bitten, teased. He could feel the heat radiating off of her like an oven.

              “Undress me,” he commanded, and she did. She worked downward, removing his suit jacket and carelessly tossing it over the chair she’d just sat in, the chair where she’d lost her will. Need took over and she yanked apart his shirt, scattering buttons. She dropped to her knees and eagerly pulled his belt off and tore open his pants, panting with such obvious lust it was a minor miracle her tongue wasn’t hanging out.

              “Lick it, Emilia,” he commanded, “Suck my cock.”

              Ever obedient, she freed his cock from the confines of his boxers and took it in her hands gently, as if holding a great treasure. She ran her hands down his shaft, lightly pinching his balls and letting him feel her hot breath on his shaft. He was so hard it hurt. He hadn’t programmed her to make him wait, but it felt exquisite. I may have to keep this one, 
he thought.

              Finally she took him in her mouth, her lips circling his cock and sliding up and down his shaft. She licked all around his tip as she took it down her throat, sucking at his rod in a way she would have found shameless and degrading just an hour before. She found nothing degrading now: now the look on her face was one of rapture as she worked her way around him, doing everything she could to please her new Master. Simeon watched with growing passion as Emilia’s free hand dove between her legs and began rubbing the aching wetness of her cunt. He hadn’t given her permission to do that, either, but the visual was so stimulating he wasn’t about to stop her. In fact…

              Simeon felt his orgasm come on hard and fast, an explosion that went off in Emilia’s mouth. He felt jet after jet of hot come fill her mouth and throat, dribbling down her lips. After a moment, he pull out of her and let a final burst shoot across her neck. He watched as it slowly dripped down between the mounds of her cleavage, savoring the moment.

              “Did I do well, Master?” Emilia asked. He almost laughed – her expression of puppy-dog earnestness was nearly comical.

              “Let me show you how well you did,” he said in lieu of reply.

              He pulled her to her feet and walked her over to the futon at the other end of the room, gently pushing her so that she was splayed out over it. His hands went to her breasts, massaging and pinching the cum-covered orbs. He pinched them together with his fingers as he kissed each nipple, suckling them with pleasure and relishing the sharp moans this produced in Emilia. His fingers dove between her legs and began rubbing against her clit in sharp, small circles. Sweat broke out all over Emilia’s gorgeous body. He watched the sheen as she panted and gasped, giving herself to him utterly.

              He slid onto the futon and pulled Emilia on top of him. She was hot now, eager to be fucked. She bit his earlobe and whispered words of devotion and lust into his ear, her breath tinged with need. Before he could reply she slid onto his erect cock, massaging the rod with her hands before maneuvering it expertly into her pussy. She rocked back and forth, fast motions that had Simeon’s juices flowing in seconds. She buried him inside of her and he gasped, feeling every tight wet ridge of her envelop his throbbing cock over and over.

              As she fucked him her breasts heaved, and he attacked them with renewed vigor, working his eager fingers around her nipples. Her body ground itself against him again and again, every bit of her focus on pleasing him, getting him off, making him come. He felt her thighs tighten, pushing themselves together as if she was trying to milk him – it made her cunt clench ever so sweetly around him, and the sensation drove him wild.

              He was getting close to coming. He flipped Emilia over and began jackhammering in her eager mound, pushing himself ever closer to orgasm. He could feel Emilia getting close as well – and with a smile, he noted the increasing pitch of her gasps of pleasure. They were perfect; high and musical and reaching a volume that could threaten to break glass. He knew even as he fucked her that she wanted this, wanted him more than she’d ever wanted anything or any lover before. His powers had tapped directly into her deepest desires and let feelings loose she’d kept buried under the disapproval of society. With a smile, he wondered how high her voice could go.

              “Come for me, Master!” Emilia cried, forcing her cunt as tight as it would go around him, coaxing him, begging him. “Fill me with your seed!”

              These words had the desired effect. Simeon felt time go slow and the world go blurry as a wave of pleasure overtook him. The feel of his come inside of her cunt brought Emilia to orgasm as well; she bucked and thrashed against him, raking him with her nails, covering his chest with small kisses and bites as she fully let go of her former self and gave in to reckless abandon. He felt her come over and over again, far past any pleasure she had ever felt. A torrent of filthy words spilled from her lips; promises and words  of devotion that broke down into endless streams of repeated sexual swears: fuck fuck fuck FUCK FUCK YES!



They lay together on the futon for a long moment, hands roaming over each others’ bodies, wanting to prolong the moment for as long as possible. Finally, Simeon broke the silence. “That was quite good,” he said simply. “You are indeed talented.”


              Emilia shuddered, experiencing his compliment as a physical sensation of pleasure. “Thank you, Master. All I desire is to serve you.”

              “Well now,” Simeon mused, “that won’t do at all.”

              “What!?” Emilia sounded utterly heartbroken. “Why, Master? Have I displeased you?”

              “Oh no, nothing of the sort.” He chuckled. “It’s just, well, you’ll see – in a few minutes, you’re going to start feeling a little bit more like yourself.”

              Emilia looked like she was about to break out in tears.

              “But not completely yourself,” he added. “Not ever again. And I can bring you back to this state whenever I want – with a word, a glare, a wink – anything. No matter how famous or powerful you become, deep down you’ll know that I can make you get on your knees for me whenever I want.”

              “I would be honored,
 Master,” she said, “But-“

              “No buts. Total devotion is nice in a slave, but you’ll never pass for a celebrity in the real world that way.” He stroked her chin gently, feeling her lean into it like a pet eager for attention. “Now get dressed.”

              A few minutes later, Emilia stood before him, wearing her windbreaker once more. He had changed into a smoking jacket and lounged in one of the room’s mammoth chairs. He smiled. “That was a very good lesson, wouldn’t you agree?”

              “Yes, it was,” Emilia said. “Thank you so much, M…m…” her mouth contracted around the syllable, “Mr. Syme!” God, what an idiot, 
Emilia thought. No wonder he didn’t want to sleep with me. 
She was irritated with herself for not seducing him better, or pleasing him more – whatever type he must’ve had, she wasn’t it. Still, she was pleased beyond measure – the lesson was a strange sort of blur (which was probably good, as she was sure she’d made a bad impression), but it had worked! She could sing! And somehow, from a deep well of feeling in her heart, she knew – she was going straight to the top now.

              Straight to the top.

              “One more thing,” Simeon said as she turned to leave, “that promise I made you.”

              He took her hand and pressed something into it, then brought it up to his lips and kissed it. It was an old-fashioned gesture with something of the romantic about it, and it made Emilia think maybe she hadn’t made such a bad impression on Mr. Syme after all.

              She opened her hand to reveal a business card, with a number hand-written on the back. “I promised I would give you the fame you seek. This is your first step. This man is one of the best photographers in the industry – he’s going to take some head and body shots of you, for agents. You should have no trouble finding work after that.” Yes, 
he thought, Ricardo will find lots of work for you.


              “Oh, thank you so much, Simeon!” Her face was overjoyed. Score!
 “I appreciate it so, so much!”

              “Come back anytime, Emilia,” he said.

              Emilia left the building practically skipping, feeling lighter than air. She was worried about the future, of course, and there was always the fear of failure to contend with, but she felt somehow that everything was going to be alright. She felt charmed somehow.

              She also felt horny. Goddamn,
 she thought, hitting the street, Mr. Syme is going to feature heavily in my fantasies for a while. Maybe something about a dominating voice coach and his nubile young pupil…



As she walked down the street, she began to sing a pitch-perfect aria, the clear notes ringing out over the foggy city.



Hypnotized By The Cop


I heard the cop coming before I saw him.

A roar of engines, the shrill sound of a siren roaring to life behind me. An instant later, the telltale flash of blue in my rear-view mirror. I stared into it, eyes widening. My stomach dropped.

    "No, this can't be happening," I muttered, willing the police car to somehow disappear, to leave me alone on this lonely stretch of road. How fast had I been going? I had no idea. I hadn't been paying attention - when I got behind the wheel of the car, the only idea I'd had in my head was to get away
. Away from the terrible boyfriend I'd left begging for a chance to explain. Away from the girl in the apartment next door I found in his bed. I had to get some space between me and what I'd seen, some room to process it.

Even with the cop closing in, I felt a surge of anger thinking about it. That asshole! I did everything for him, worked to support us both while he pursued his degree, and this is how he repaid me? Fuck him. Driving away from that wreck was supposed to be the start of a new chapter in my life, yet here I was getting pulled over.

    Stupid,
 I chided myself, pulling to the side of the road. You're so fucking stupid, Emma.


    There wasn't much of a lane between the road proper and the woods, but that was alright: there wasn't any traffic to speak of. I glanced around as the engine idled, something like wonder in my features. Jesus, how fast had
 been driving? I was way off the beaten path. To be honest, I wasn't even sure where I was.

The cop car slowed to a stop behind me, the siren gone silent. Without it, the blue strobe of the flashers took on a creepy, ethereal look. The sun was on it's way down.

Relax, I told myself. Just smile, be cordial, take your ticket and figure out where the hell you are. Maybe even ask the cop for directions back to the interstate, if he didn't seem like a total asshole.

The door of the car creaked open and the officer stepped out. My mouth dropped open - I had to fight the primal urge that welled up in me to climb into the wheel well of the car and hide. He was seven feet tall if he was an inch, built like a barrel made of muscles. His uniform fit him snugly, the creases of his pants made with a ironing job that spoke of precision. A pair of black aviators covered his face.

A surge of fear crept up my throat as he made his way to my car. You laugh, but I've always been a little bit afraid of cops. No matter how helpful or friendly a police officer might be, there's always that little unspoken knowledge between you. This is a person who can put you in handcuffs, can throw you into the back of a squad car and drag you to jail against your will, kicking and screaming, and it could take days for anyone to figure out you didn't do anything wrong. He could tase you, for chrissakes! These thoughts flashed through my mind, impossible to dispel, as he strode to the driver's side door.

He tapped on the window with a thick finger, motioning for me to roll my window down. I did, struggling to calm myself down.

"Evening, ma'am," he said with a big smile and just a hint of a southern drawl. "Licence and registration, please?"

I don't think there's been a single person in recorded history who has had their driver's licence and registration ready for the policeman when he asked, and I was certainly no exception. "Shit," I muttered, reaching into the passenger seat for my purse. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the officer stiffen.

My licence was just inside my purse, hiding in an outer pocket. "Here you go, officer," I said.

He looked at it for a long moment. "Emma Washington," he finally said.

"That's me," I said, hoping my smile looked genuine.

"473 Oak Lane," he said bemusedly. "That right?"

    "Y...yes, officer," I said. He knows where you live now
, a little voice inside said. I stifled it - what was I being so paranoid for? "That's right."

"You're a long way from home, Miss Washington," the officer said. "What brings you out into the country so late?"

I looked into his face, trying to come up with something breezy to say. The words that came to mind - you know officer, I just caught my fiancee in bed with another woman and I felt like I needed to go for a drive - felt like opening the door to a path I did not want to go down.

I saw my reflection in the officer's sunglasses - he still hadn't removed them. They were  impressively dark. I'd have to ask him where he found such nice lenses, that looked like they just sucked the light right out of the world around. My reflection slowly smiled. Why was I thinking about Larry, anyway? I didn't need that asshole.

"Miss Washington?" The officer's voice snapped me back to reality. "Are you listening?"

Goddamnit! "I...I don't really know, officer. I was just driving."

"Huh," he said, his smile beginning to look patronizing. "Well, that's pretty stupid, if you don't mind me saying, Miss Washington."

I opened my mouth to protest - how dare he call me stupid! - but it hung there, slack and relaxed. I closed it. "You're right," I heard myself say, "It was stupid."

"Yeah," he said, his drawl coming to the forefront, "these are not the best roads to be driving down at night. All kinds of sudden turns and drop-offs. Animals, too. They ought to put deer crossing signs along this whole stretch of road."

I nodded in mute agreement, not trusting myself to say anything.

"Your registration, Miss Washington?"

    I resisted the urge to curse again - how could I have forgotten to get the registration? He asked me for it thirty seconds ago! Groaning inwardly, I unbuckled my safety belt and popped the glove box open. It was empty. I mean completely
 empty, like not even an owner's manual in there empty.

I was speechless. "What the hell?"

"Excuse me?" The officer pressed down on his shades with the same finger he'd tapped on my window with. I caught a glance of dark eyes behind those darker glasses.

"Sorry, officer, I just...it wasn't like this before!" I gestured to the empty glove box helplessly. "I don't know where my registration is. It was just in here, I swear."

Maybe he could look it up. Cops had to do that for people all the time, right?

The cop shook his head and made a *tsk* noise with his mouth. "Don't know where you're driving to, don't have your registration - you are batting zero tonight, Miss Washington. Let me ask you this: do you know how fast you were going?"

I knew this - I had been looking at the speedometer right before I got pulled open. I turned back to the cop, my response halfway out of my mouth...

"Miss Washington...?"

"Those glasses," I muttered, "where did you get them?" They really were fantastic looking. They looked like the exact kind of sunglasses a cop should wear: dark and angular and...oh, hell, they were *sexy* looking, I was woman enough to admit that.

"My...glasses?" Strangely, the cop didn't look upset - he looked like he was having the time of his life. "They're standard issue, Miss Washington. Are you feeling alright? Have you taken any illegal substances tonight?"

    At the sound of that, an icy fear took my guts and squeezed. Pull yourself together, Emma
! This could turn very bad, very fast. I had no idea what had come over me, but I needed to get past it if I wanted to drive away from this situation instead of leaving it in handcuffs.

"Of course not," I said, my voice managing to sound almost normal. "And I know how fast I was driving, officer - I was going..."

Crap. "I knew it, I knew it just a second ago..."

"You know what you are, Emma?" He looked like he was about to burst out laughing - somewhere in the back of my head, that terrified me.

"Officer?" I just needed a moment to think straight...

"You're stupid, Emma. You're a stupid little girl."

I should have spoken up. I should have howled with indignation, demanded his badge number, refused to comply with any of his requests or answer any questions. Instead, I did something that shocked me: I started to laugh.

The sound of my laughter was like a dam bursting. The cop began to laugh along with me, and soon I couldn't remember what he had said that was so funny, only that I wanted to laugh, needed to laugh. All of the tension leached out of my body.

"I mean," the officer said between laughs, "what else would you call it? You don't know where you are, how fast you were going - you're fucking stupid, girl!"

"I am, officer," I agreed. God, it was all so funny! What was there to worry about? "I'm such a stupid little girl!"

"All you blondes are the same," he said. "Dumb little bimbos - wouldn't know how to navigate your way out of a paper bag!"

I nodded like an idiot. This was the dumbest night of my life. In a minute, the cop and I would finish laughing, and I'd get back on my way to another stupid girl adventure.

The cop stopped laughing so abruptly it took me a moment to realize. "You really like these glasses," he remarked.

I was staring into them again, grinning. "I really do! Do you think I could try them on?"

"Sure thing," he said, "but first, I think you'd better step out of the car, Emma."

"What!?" The ice was back, cutting through my core. Something was very wrong with this situation. "Why?"

"Come out of the car now, Emma," he commanded.

With a speed that astonished me, I found myself stepping out of the car onto the warm asphalt. I felt like a puppet who'd just felt a sharp tug on her strings. Before I had a chance to react, the officer bent over and began to rifle through the passenger seat of my car.

   Run
, a little voice urged. I glanced towards the woods, but they were thick and dark - besides, Officer Giant could probably outstride me with those legs of his no problem. I wasn't a stupid little girl - I was a very, very scared girl. I thought of my cell phone sitting in the cup holder between the seats: it might as well have been a million miles away.

"Aha!" the officer said, holding something dark up to the fading light. He bounded out of the car, turning to fix me with a triumphant stare. "Care to explain this, Miss Washington?"

I knew what the object in his hand was immediately. I just had no idea how it got there. "That's not mine," I said, struggling to keep my voice from cracking.

"Sure it's not," he said, wagging the parcel beneath my nose. I had no idea how much marijuana it took to get a felony conviction for possession, but I was pretty sure I was seeing at least three or four times that much. "I bet you don't even remember it's yours."

"I..." Everything was going cloudy. I couldn't say for sure that it wasn't mine - it felt so much righter to just say *yes*. To tell the officer everything he wanted. To just be a stupid little girl.

"I bet you love to smoke up." The cop's voice began to change. His words were measured, moving to some rhythm I couldn't perceive. It was hypnotic. "You like to lay back and smoke yourself a big old bowl, you little blonde bimbo."

"Yes..." I whispered. Memories were resolving from the haze. I saw myself opening the bag, pulling out handfuls of weed, smoking myself stupid. Stupid...

"That's how you killed all those brain cells," the cop said, tapping me on the forehead. His touch was like a jolt of static electricity. "The few you had to begin with, anyway."

I started to giggle. He was right, he was so right.

"Now you're just this dumb little bitch, doesn't know where she's going or where she came from. A stupid little bimbo who can't find her way home at night."

"You're right," I whispered, my words beginning to slur. "I'm such a dumb little bimbo. I don't even know how to get home..."

With a smack, he dropped the packet of marijuana on top of the car. "You know what else this stuff does to you, right?"

"No, officer." Tell me. Oh please tell me.

"It makes you," he said with a grin, "a horny little slut."

"You're so right!" I exclaimed with a giggle. "It always makes me insatia....insatia....it makes me really want cock!"

“You’re damn right,” he says, and now he’s not even trying to pretend he doesn’t want me. His fingers slid around my hips, his body rubbing against mine with little shocks that make my pussy tingle and my mind go blank.

As his fingers get to my breasts, he suddenly straightens up and goes right for my shoulders. "Turn around," he commands.

I'm not thinking about being arrested. Words like *taser* and *prison* and *arrest* are the furthest thing from my mind. I've pulled them all out of my empty little head and dumped them into the growing fire between my legs. "Officer?"

"I need to search you," he says. "See if you have anything else illegal on you."

Without waiting for me to respond, he turns me around. My hands hit against the side of the squad car with an audible thwap.

"Spread your legs," he groans.

I comply eagerly. Another attack of the giggles is bubbling up in my throat; I relax and let it go. It feels good to do with the officer says. It feels good to have his rough, strong hands moving up and down my legs, groping my tits through my thin, blouse, grasping for that warm wet core where I'm oh so ready for him...

Before I know it, he's unzipping my jeans and sliding them down my legs.

He leans forward and his breath is hot in my ear. "You want this, don't you, you emptyheaded bitch?"

My cry of need is beyond words.

"Yeah," he says, as if he's reassuring himself. "This is what you live for - a brainless bimbo bouncing on a cop's cock."

My panties hit the asphalt and his fingers are there, rubbing my slit, making me so wet I can't believe it. I'm aching for what's about to come.

"Gimme!" I cry, my voice shockingly high and girlish. "I want that cock, Mr. Officer! Gimme gimme *gimme!*"

He gives a grunt of assent, and then he's inside of me.

"Oh fuck!" I buck and thrash against him. I can see my reflection in the window of the squad car - it's barely recognizable as me. I feel my grin stretching as the nameless officer spreads me wide open, a point of almost unbearable pleasure penetrating my waiting cunt.

    That bitch is so sexy
, I think, watching my tits bounce with each of the officer's thrusts. She looks like everything I want to be. As the pounding intensifies, I feel every bit of intelligence left in my head vacate southward, stoking the bonfire between my legs. A little voice cries out too late that something is wrong, but I barely hear. I can feel an orgasm building up inside of me, that cresting wave I got to ride so infrequently with my boyfriend. I don't even remember his name, what he looked like, anything about the house we shared - it's all fading, the lights all going out one after the other.

    "Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck..
"

    The world disappears. I
 disappear. There's nothing but pleasure.

When my consciousness returns, the cop is in the middle of leading me around the squad car, his hand on my ass.

I turn to look at him. When I speak, I sound like every bad cliche of a bombshell I've ever heard. The sound sends a thrill of arousal through my clit. "Did I do something wrong, officer?"

His smirk tells me all I need to know. "Shut up, bitch. You don't need to talk, you just need to do what you're told."

"Yes, sir!" I say with a giggle.

He leads me like a dog, pushing me where he wants me to be. With a start, I realize where we're going, and the knowledge makes me knees week with arousal: the hood of his car. He's going to fuck me on the hood of his car.

    Anyone driving by will be able to see us
, I think. They'll see me getting filled with his cock, fucking a complete stranger, like a horny little bimbo...

"Get up there and spread your legs," he commands.

The hood of the car is almost too hot to touch; the engine has only been off for a few minutes. It seems like so long ago I saw this car in my rear-view mirror; it feels like it happened to a different person.

When I'm not fast enough, he grabs me roughly and pulls my legs apart. His cock is standing erect, inches away from my warmth; it's hard and thick and utterly delicious.

With a grunt, he's inside of me again. My ass cheeks slide against the hood of the car as he thrusts into me again and again. Without a word, I wrap my legs around his waist and pull him deeper inside of me. Despite having come just moments ago, I'm already soaked and working on another orgasm.

He puts a hand around my throat and squeezes, gently enough to keep my airway open but hard enough that I'll probably have a bruise later. I love that thought.

"Look at me," he says.

I do. His glasses are full in my face, and in their reflection I see myself - spread open, like something empty waiting to be filled.

"You're a whore," he says, his voice curiously calm. "Say it."

"I'm a whore," I whisper - and with a start, realize he's right. I mean it.

"You're a bimbo," he says, squeezing me a little tighter. I can feel his thrusts change rhythm, building towards climax. "A dumb little airhead bitch who lives to serve men's cocks."

"I...I...I can't remember all that," I say. "I'm too dumb, officer!"

He laughs, the harsh sound echoing through the trees. "You want this, don't you," he asks, changing tack. "You want me to come inside of you, you stupid bitch, don't you?"

"Yes," I say, and now I'm begging. "Please come inside of me, officer, please fill me up - it's all I know how to do! It's all I'm good for!" I stare straight into his eyes, coaxing him with every muscle in my body. "Please please come in me..."

With a groan, I feel him let go. His hand grips my neck too tightly for me to breathe and the world starts to go white. Suddenly I can feel it, the warmth between my legs beginning to spread. He shoots jet after jet of white-hot come into me, filling me up, filling up the places where the old Emma used to keep her thoughts and her memories and her smarts. My last thought, as the world around me starts to go black, is that I've never felt so complete.

But of course, I don't die. A few seconds later, the officer lets my throat go, and I start sucking in air in large, greedy gasps. The world shakes and stabilizes. I see the reflection of my throat in his glasses - yep, definitely going to have a hell of a bruise. I smile - I want everyone to know what happened to me.

"Mmmh," I sighed, grinding against his still-hard member. "Thank you so much, officer."

He didn't respond; just let me drop like a ragdoll against the hood and strode away, buttoning up his pants.

I started to collect my panties off the ground when he turned around. "What do you think you're doing?"

"Uh..." I gestured mutely towards my car. "I don't know, officer. I guess I was-"

"You don't guess anything," he said with a wicked grin. "What did I tell you about talking?"

He stepped forward and took my chin in his hand. "Did you think I was gonna let you off the hook? I told you not to think." His hand traveled down my thigh - I was already getting wet again. The thought of what had just happened to me made my mouth go dry.

    "What..." I whispered, looking helplessly back at my car. At my old life. At Emma. So close, but so far away. If I run
, I thought, I can make it to car and lock the door. I can be down the road before he can catch me.
 "What are you going to do with me?"

He pulled a pair of handcuffs from his back pocket. "I think a bad little girl like you needs a lesson. I'm going to take you down to the precinct and let the rest of my squad see what a stupid little bimbo you are. A few hours in an interrogation room should do the trick. Every man there will want a turn." His grin turned cold. "And I think you'd look best walking in there just the way you are." His gaze took in my naked legs, my torn blouse, my dripping snatch.

"I..." The thought of all those men watching me stride through the police station, taking turns with me, using me like a piece of meat...

    ...it turned me on so much
.

"What do you think of that?" He asked.

I held my hands out. They trembled slightly. I don't think. I feel.

It was all the answer he needed. The cuffs slid on my wrists with a cold, audible snap. "Let's go," he said, holding the door of the squad car open.

I stepped inside, into my new life.


Hypnotized in Bimbo Class


​1.

​I stared at the test in disbelief, holding it up like a personal insult. A giant 'F' was written in red Sharpie at the top. This couldn't be true - this was the third test I had failed in this class, and there were only four in the semester. Unless there was some miracle extra credit I could do, there was no way I could mathematically squeak by with a passing grade.

​“I don't fucking believe this," I said.

​From the desk next to mine, my friend Soojin looked over. I noticed her test had a big, friendly 'A' at the top. "Oh shit, Emily! Not another one!?”

​"I know.”

​She pursed her lips. "Are you even going to be able to pass this class?”

​I sighed and put the test down. "Not without an act of God, I'm not.”

​Soojin pulled a manila file folder from her bag and slid the test into it. "Or an act of Professor Kirshner. You know what that
 means." She puffed out her cheek with her tongue, the international symbol for blowjob. “
Better get on your knees if you wanna save that GPA, girl."

​I hit her in the shoulder as playfully as I could manage. "Eww, gross! That's probably why he teaches this class – I mean, what kind of single middle-aged man teaches home economics?”

​Soojin sighed wistfully and looked across the room, where Mr. Kirshner was wrapping class up. "A hot one, apparently.” Though he was more than a few years older than us, Mr. Kirshner was definitely hot in that middle-aged, bookish professor way. His Home Ec class was twice as popular as the session Mrs. Lurdner taught for a reason: the girls in here were definitely fantasizing about him eating something other than their cooking.

​"It is so wrong that this class is mandatory." I muttered. "What kind of school does that?”

​Soojin snickered. "One that cares about us having a 'well-rounded education.'"

​"Well, the content feels like it came straight out of the Stone Age. I mean, look at this shit. These pictures are straight out of the 1950's. Stepford Wives fixing their husbands dinner with big, creepy smiles.”

​"Mmm, I don't think Stepford Wives showed that much skin.”

​She was right - I'd never noticed how revealing the outfits the "example" models wore were. "Christ, you're right. Look at those outfits, they look like total bimbos. Like, what's going on in this picture: 'oh hubby, the casserole is ready - would you like me to give you a blowjob while you eat?'”

​"You can tell a man thought up this one," Soojin said, pointing to a picture of a scantily-clad housewife serving her husband and his friends drinks. The men leered at her tits, which looked like they were about to burst out of her blouse seconds after the camera flash. The woman had a look of utter rapture on her face.

​"Seriously, this whole class is so...patriarchal," I said. "How do you manage to ace these tests?”

​"Well, you just kind of have to pretend, I guess. Like, really get inside her
 head," Soojin said, pointing at the housewife. "She looks so incredibly happy. I look at her, and I think: what sort of person would I have to be in order for that scene to make me that happy? Then, I just sort of roll with it.”

​"I guess I'm just not able to pretend effectively.”

​"Or you're just not that happy," Soojin said with a naughty grin.

​"Hey, cut it out," I said, laughing. "I'm perfectly happy. I'm a smart, independant woman with a badass GPA. Shit, I'm in pre-law – I’m never
 going to need to be like the bimbos in these pictures.”

​"Never say never," Soojin said.

​Whatever clever quip I had was cut off as the bell rang. "Remember to finish your essays," Mr. Kirshner called as students began to file out of the class, "they're due Monday. Oh, and Miss Jacobs?" Suddenly he was looking straight at me. "I'd like to see you after class, if you have a minute.”

​"Uh oh," Soojin cooed, "good luck." She made another blowjob face at me as she headed to the door. I had to surpress the urge to give her the finger.

​"Miss Jacobs?" Mr. Kirshner asked again.

​Butterflies took wing in my stomach as I walked to his desk. This could be it - he might be about to tell me that I'm going to fail the class and there's nothing I can do. I can't let that happen. Not only is my GPA super-important, my financial aid depends on it. A failing grade could tank me for the entire semester. I remember all of this in the instant I approach him and it's like icewater in my stomach.

​"Yes, Mr. Kirshner?" I asked, trying to keep the anxiety from my voice.

​"I was looking over my grade book, and I noticed that you aren't doing very well in my class. Are you?"             

​"No, sir.”

​He took off his glasses and folded them on the table, rubbing his sinuses before he spoke again. "No, indeed. In fact, it looks like even if you get an 'A' on the final exam you can't pass the class. Did you know that, Miss Jacobs?”

​I swallowed, making an audible gulp. "Yes, sir."

​ "Why do you think that is?”

​For a second, I was taken aback. "Can...can I be honest, sir?”

​He smiled. "Yes, of course. You know, I took the liberty of checking your academic transcript, Emily. You're a very bright girl with a bright future ahead of you. Pre-law, right?”

​I nodded.

​"And you're doing very well - except for this class, which isn't exactly rocket science. Why do you think you're having trouble?”

​His eyes looked straight into mine and almost made me forget my train of thought. They were strong, piercing - in contrast to his friendly demeanor, they made me feel like he was sizing me up for something filthy. My body surprised me by reacting almost instantly; I felt my knees shake and my cheeks flush under his gaze. I could tell him what I thought about the curriculum, using the words I'd complained to Soojin with, but somehow I knew he wouldn't take complaints about the 1950's and the patriarchy very seriously.

​"I guess I'm just not able to pretend effectively," I said.

​ He smiled a knowing smile. "I know exactly what you mean. Look, Emily - I like you. You're a good student, and I can tell you pay attention in class, it's just clear you don't quite have the right mindset for the material.”

​I nodded, feeling like the conversation was going somewhere - somewhere that might not lead to me failing. "Yes! It's just like that - I can't really get in the head of the kind of person this class is meant for.”

​"Exactly. That's why I think you would be perfect for a pilot program we're starting tomorrow. The collegiate board feels the same way that you do about this class: that it's anachronistic and, well, sort of demeaning. They're considering an alternate method of allowing students to get credit for the material. The point of it would be to teach the curriculum in a single session."

​That sounds great
, I thought. I wish they'd done that last semester, I wouldn't have to have wasted my time sitting here
.

​"That sounds like a really interesting idea," I said, not wanting to hurt his feelings too badly. "And if I was to participate in this test of the program…?”

​Again, that knowing smile. "If you complete the program, I would give you a passing grade for the course - regardless of the results. It is
 just a test, after all.”

​I couldn't believe it. It sounded too good to be true. My fears of losing my financial aid and ending up flipping burgers and living at my parents' house were draining from my body.

​"So," he asked, "is that a yes?”

​"That would be so amazing," I said. "Thank you so so much! Where and when?"

​"Here, tomorrow morning.”

​2.

​Tomorrow was a Saturday, so I found the Social Sciences building completely deserted as I walked the halls. I didn't mind being here on a weekend - I had been willing to go through a lot more to save my GPA - plus I'd never had such an easy time parking. I was practically skipping through the lobby as I headed to the auditorium. The day was going to be a scorcher, so I had dressed for comfort - a tube top with spaghetti straps and a pair of cutoff jeans that left my long legs bare and exposed for anyone to see. I figured it was just going to be me and Mr. Kirshner, so why not? He might have said
 he was going to pass me for the course no matter what, but strutting around like a naughty little co-ed might help keep him from forgetting. After all, being against the patriarchy doesn't mean you can't profit off of it a little bit for your own personal gain.

​ He was already set up when I entered the room, dressed as always in a pair of slacks and one of those tweed blazers with the leather patches like you see professors wear in the movies.  "Hello, Emily," he said. "Ready to begin?”

​The projector was set up and hooked through his laptop, waiting for his command. A desk that must've been procured from an adjacent room sat a few feet in front of it. "This is going to be a video?" I asked. Awesome! I could just sit there and pretend to pay attention - I was quite skilled at doing that in this class.

​"It's a multimedia presentation, yes," he said. "Care to sit?”

​I slid into the chair, crossing my legs and thrusting my chest out just the slightest bit, the way that makes a guy wonder if you're doing it on purpose or not. I could feel his eyes traveling up and down my body as he fiddled with some cords on his desk. I'll admit it: getting that kind of naked male attention always turns me on a little bit. With a start, I mentally counted the days since I had last had any "male attention" and realized I was up into the months range. I really had been too busy lately. Tonight after I aced this course, I'd have to hit the clubs and break my streak.

​Professor Kirshner cleared his throat before he spoke, his voice suddenly hoarse. "Put these on," he said roughly, handing me a pair of oversized black headphones. They fit snugly over my ears. He pressed a button on his laptop and I could hear music: a faint drumbeat that looped endlessly over a deep bass riff and some kind of middle-eastern sounding horn. It sounded like something you'd hear in a movie gangster's den.

​"Do you hear that?" he asked.

​I nodded. "The sound is going to come from this, and not the speakers?”

​"Actually, both. Have you ever heard the term 'binaural programming', Emily?”

​I hadn't, but I could tell he was about to slip into full-on lecturing mode. If he did, my 'one session' might end up running over into Sunday. "Uh, sure," I said.

​"Oh, alright then," he said. "Here we go. You just watch the video - and keep the headphones on for the duration of the presentation. The music you hear in them will be faint, but don't worry if you can't quite make it out.” He thumbed a button on the laptop, and under his breath I could just hear him mutter. "That's kind of the point."

​There was no title card, the video just cut straight to the first scene. I was looking at a room suspiciously similar to the one I was sitting in, and standing there was the most ridiculous caricature of a housewife I had ever seen. The woman looked to be about as old as me, but could have been just about any age: she looked like a living doll. Her hair was the blonde shade usually reserved for children's toys, her lips plump and bubble-gum pink. Unbidden, a snippet of a song I'd listened to on the drive to school ran through my head: we got the bubble-headed bleach blonde, goes on at five…
 I had to stifle a giggle. Her clothing... good lord, it was like an outfit from a 50's pinup model crossed with a porn producer's wet dream. The tight top strained against her breasts, just barely able to contain them. She stared vacantly at the camera as if waiting for a cue. What the fuck…


​"Hello," she finally said. "Welcome to Home Economics!" She giggled. Fucking giggled
.

​"Okay, this is ridiculous," I said, standing up. "Professor Kirshner, there's just no way-"

​"Woah woah woah," he said. He gently pressed me back down into my seat, and did I hear the music in the earphones get a little louder? "Just give it a chance.”

​"But I'm supposed to listen to her? Bimbo Barbie?”

​"She's a woman too, isn't she?”

​I didn't have an easy answer for that. In my ears, the drumbeat sounded a little bit louder.

​Sensing my reluctance he continued: "This is exactly what I was talking about, Emily. This is the why you're failing my class: you can't empathize with a woman like this. Why don't you listen to what she has to say?”

​I contained the urge to roll my eyes and sat back into the chair. He was right; all I had to do was sit here for an hour or two and get my passing grade. What was so wrong with that? And...I guess I could feel a little bit of empathy for another woman, even dressed like this one. I could feel sorry for her at least.

​He clicked a button and the presentation continued. "I really love Home Ec, and I hope by the end of this lesson you do too! Okay?" She pursed her lips and thrust out her oversized tits, a pose I found comical until I realized I was mimicking it without realizing. A long moment passed. Was the video waiting for me to respond?

​"Okay," I said. "Sure."             

​              "Awesome!”

​Huh. Interactive video. Cutting-Edge stuff. I didn't think too much about it - without even realizing I had slipped into the focused, straight-A student mode of listening I had in all my other classes. I was ecstatic - the system was working! Maybe the headphones had something to do with it - that music was pretty damn catchy.

​The instructor looked at me as if I was right in the room with her and spoke to me like I was her best friend. "Home Economics completely changed my life," she said. "Before, my whole life was just 'study study study'! I had no time to have fun, to enjoy being a girl!"

​"Ha, that sounds like me," I muttered.

​"My head was so full of these big thoughts all the time - I didn't know what to do! I was sooo
 unhappy. I was all alone, and I didn't know how to take care of myself, much less a husband. Tee hee, I was such a silly girl!”

​The room was starting to feel all spinny. I wanted to stand up, but I had the feeling I'd fall right over if I did. "Professor Kirshner, I don't feel so good.”

​"The feeling will pass," he said. "It's part of the program. Just listen to the music. Isn't it relaxing?”

​Now that he mentioned it, it was relaxing...it felt so good to listen to it, although I had to really strain to make it out. My nausea faded and a feeling of well-being radiated from my chest.

​"Then," the girl continued, "I discovered Home Economics, and suddenly all that stuff that made me feel so bad inside went away! Home Ec taught me what was really important: to cook and clean and take care of my husband!”

​"Wait," I whispered, "this isn't right. Stop the tape..." Something was very wrong. I didn't want to spend my life taking care of some guy - I was going to be a lawyer. Wasn't I? Or was it a doctor? It was getting so hard to think... I struggled to put my thoughts in order, but just as I remembered them the music got louder, breaking my concentration.

​"All I have to do is cook and clean and take care of my man, and he takes care of everything else so that can stop worrying about those silly thoughts and enjoy being a girl! It's so hard for girls to think, isn't it Emily?"

​How did she know my name? "It...it is
 hard to think…”

​"Exactly! That's why Home Economics is so important! It's so hard for us silly girls to think of anything but cooking and cleaning and looking nice for our men. Doesn't my dress look super cute?”

​My eyes widened. "It looks amazing! I can't believe I never saw it before! You look so sexy, um...what is
 your name, anyway?”

​"My name is Emily," she said with a giggle. "Just like you."

​My mouth dropped open. Light filled the room and poured through my body. I felt like I was going through some kind of drug trip, or religious ecstasy - I felt sweat break out all over my body. Deep in the back of my head I felt an itch, a yearning I had never experienced.

​"Don't you want to be like me, Emily? It's so wonderful. It's exactly what a silly girl like me is made for - taking care of my husband, the most wonderful man in the world."

​Oh God. A husband. I wanted a husband so bad I could taste it.

​"He comes home and he sees me, and it's like I wasn't really a woman before he looked at me. Then, he takes
 me...Emily, it's the most wonderful think in the world, serving your husband with your body. He makes me feel so so good! Home Economics taught me how to please him that way, too!”

​Just the words made my pussy clench and gush fluid. I was hornier than I had ever felt in my life - my legs shook with barely repressed lust. I thought of the scene - me, dolled up in Emily's housewife outfit, bent over the kitchen counter being taken by my strong, gorgeous husband. A man who would make me feel like a real woman - the way a woman is supposed to feel. Only my embarrassment at Professor Kirshner being in the room kept me from unbuttoning my pants and fingering my aching slit right there.

​As if she was waiting for it, the TV Emily looked past me at the Professor. "Instructors, please start pleasuring the subjects to reinforce the programming.”

​I felt Professor Kirshner come up behind me and reach his hand between my legs. In one fluid motion, he unbuttoned my cutoffs and slid his hand into my soaking wetness. His fingers worked their way around my slit, alternately stroking my clit and circling my sensitive folds. I let out a groan of pleasure, but kept my eyes firmly fixed on the screen - nothing could've made me look away.

​Professor Kirshner's fingers pumped in and out of me. "Does that feel good?" TV Emily asked.

​"So good," I moaned, bucking against him. I could feel my orgasm approaching already - normally by now I would have my eyes shut tight, but I couldn't look away. "I love it!"

​Behind the TV Emily, the background dissolved. She was now standing in front of a swirling vortex of colors, draining inward only to puff back out again. My mind felt wide open. Between the visuals, the music, and the fingers deep inside of me, I was experiencing a pleasure unlike any I had ever felt - and I wanted nothing more than for it to continue forever.

​"It can stay this way forever, Emily. You just have to accept it. You just have to repeat after me:"

​ "I love Home Economics.”

​"I love Home Economics!" I cried, the words becoming a cry of pleasure. "I love it!"

​"I need
 Home Economics!”

​I could feel my body right on the edge of coming, and somehow I knew I would the second I was done. "I need Home Economics!”

​"I need Home Economics because I'm just a silly, stupid girl."

​ No
! A little voice cried, barely audible underneath the music. I didn't listen.

​"I need Home Economics because I'm just a silly girl!" I cried. Kirschner's fingers were like a hurricane against my aching clit - every stroke make my thoughts pour out of me. I felt it for a second then, the impression of losing
 something and feeling like it was incredibly important...then not being able to remember what it was. I giggled. What was I saying? God, I'm so silly!”

​"I just want to cook, and clean, and take care of my man." TV Emily finished.

​"I just want to… cook, and clean--and ohmigodohmigodyesyes
--take care of...my...MAN!”

​ I came, my entire body tightening like I was being electrocuted. I arched my back and spread my legs as wide as they would go, feeling my pussy grip Professor Kirshner's fingers again and again. My breasts had come free of my top and were heaving, beads of sweat dripping onto the white fabric. The wave of pleasure engulfed me, beyond anything I could have imagined, driving every thought from my head. I don't know how long I thrashed, how many minutes I was in utter bliss, but it felt like an eternity.

​Concsiousness returned slowly. I felt different - I could barely remember where I was or what I had been doing here, but all my sexual experiences stood out as clear as day. I didn't remember my major. I smiled - I didn't need
 to remember my major anymore. I looked over at Professor Kirshner…

​...and gasped. How had I not seen it before - he was the most handsome man I had ever seen! Just one look into his eyes and I melted into the chair. I knew my purpose in life: I wanted to make this man happy in every way a woman could. I giggled, and said a silent prayer of thanks for Home Economics.

​"You did fantastic, Emily," Professor Kirshner said. God his voice was so sexy. "You are definitely going to get an A for this course.”

​"Ohmigosh! Thank you sooo much, Professor Ki...Kir....Professor K! But…”

​He saw the frown on my face. "What's wrong, Emily?"

​ "But I don’t want
 an A for this class, Professor K! What I really want is to take Home Economics again next semester!”

​ He smiled. "Is that what you really want, Emily? What about your other studies?”

​"Pleeeease, Mr. K? I really really
 want to take it again - I want to prove to you that I can do a good job at cooking and cleaning and..." just saying the words made me wet, "...being a good wife! I won't even take any other classes, just so I can really focus on it!”

​He knuckled his chin and assumed a gesture of deep thought. "Well, if that's what you really want…”

​"Yes! Yes, oh please, I'll do anything!”

​"Alright then, you can take it over next semester. I officially fail you for my class."

​"Oh my gawd! Thank you so much, Mr. K!" I was giddy with delight. "I know I won't let you down!"

​"I know you won't," he said, "but just to help you get a good grade...why don't you let me start tutoring you after class? There's some...aspects of taking care of your husband we don't talk about in class, and I'd love to give you some hands-on experience.”

​I looked at Mr. Kirshner with a look of pure rapture. The thought of him teaching me, his hands on me... "Nothing in the whole world would make me happier, Mr. K! I would owe you so much!”

​"I'm sure you can pay me back some day," he said. "After all, once you're done with Home Ec, you'll really be ready to be some lucky guy's wife. How would you like to take your first lesson right now?"

​I said I'd love to. And I knew I'd pay really close attention, and work really hard in class, because I what I wanted now more than anything was to ace Home Ec all on my own, without extra credit. That A was going to be the proudest achievement of my life.

​And maybe when I show Mr. Kirshner, he'll tell me I'm worthy to be his wife.



From Billionaire to Whore


Neil Bimbeau



This stupid computer!

I sighed as I finished off the night's third cup of coffee, staring at the frozen screen in front of me. Four hours I'd been staring at this piece of junk, trying to will it into some kind of functioning shape. There was incredibly important business awaiting my approval, and none of it was going to get done if I couldn't get into my files to approve it. Great. I could go downstairs and buy a new one, of course – I could buy a thousand of them if I wanted. It was the principle of the thing. Executives were supposed to have equipment that worked
, dammit.

If I wasn't on the fifty-first floor, I thought, I'd open a window and chuck the thing out of it. I smiled, picturing the flat, useless machine tumbling end-over-end, smashing into a trillion tiny fragments on the concrete below. Then I shook my head. No, that wouldn't do – the last thing I needed was to give the rest of the board reason to think I was crazy. I was already the first woman to ever sit on the executive board of Mnemosyne Pharmaceuticals – there was no way in hell I was going to be the last.

Which is why I was sitting at my desk at probably the only lit window in the entire building, staring at a device that stubbornly refused to work, watching the night slip away. Miss St. Claire is an example to everyone, I thought. Look at those long hours she works. Look at the friends she's not getting together with, at how empty her penthouse apartment is. See the drawer full of vibrators by her bed that's had be a substitute for a decent man.


Sigh. That was a road that would get me nowhere, but one I found myself walking down more and more with every year. Something about the small hours of the morning brought out my self-pity. But screw that. I'm sitting on the board of a Fortune 500 company, making more money than I know what to do with, and I'm not even forty. And
, I reminded myself, I'm a woman. A trailblazer
. What was a little happiness next to that? Fuck happy people: I could buy and sell happy people a million times over. That had to be worth something, right?

Time to remind myself how awesome I am by knocking out this work, ensuring the financial security of the company, then having an obscenely expensive steak dinner to celebrate. As if agreeing with my newfound enthusiasm, the laptop let out the little 'ding' that let me know I had an e-mail.


Dear Cassandra St. Claire
, the message said, you have been selected to win a cash prize of one hundred thousand dollars...


I shut the box. I could feel a smirk stretching across my face. If only they knew how little I needed the money.

DING, went the laptop, as if reproaching me for not reading the previous e-mail. This one was marked “URGENT.” I had learned a long time ago that the more someone advertises an e-mail as being urgent, the less urgent it usually is, so I was tempted to leave it be – I was late enough already. But curiosity won out. The sender was from somewhere inside the company – it had all of our internal headers – but the name was one I didn't recognize.

The second I clicked it, the screen went black. Great, I muttered, the damn thing decided to die on me. Tomorrow I was going to speak to our IT Director personally about this awful equipment...

The screen lit up, suddenly so bright I had to squint to avoid hurting my eyes. What the hell? I hit the escape key: nothing happened. Alt and F4: same. Blank white. Still broken, just in a slightly different way.

Then the screen flickered. Displayed in gold was an drawing of an eagle, or maybe a hawk, its wings spread across a black background. In one talon, it clutched what looked for all the world like a DNA helix; in the other, a vicious-looking knife. Written beneath the image (which I suddenly realized had to be some kind of logo) were the words: PROJECT CARTHAGE.

I had never heard of such a thing.

Before I had time to process the scene in front of me, the video again switched focus. Now I was staring at a luxurious marbled wall that looked as if it could have come from any of our corporate offices. After a moment, a man stepped into the picture. He was nondescript, dressed in a well-tailored suit – the kind of person you could pass in the hallway at the office and forget about seconds later.

“This message is for Cassandra St. Claire,” the man said. His voice was smooth, melodic – a salesman's voice. “Chief Financial Officer of the Mnemosyne Corporation.”

I stared at the screen, my mouth agape. Whoever these people were, they certainly had my full attention.

“You're probably wondering what all this is about,” the man said.

“You're damn right.” I took another sip of my coffee, only to discover the mug was empty.

The man paused as if waiting for my answer. “Normally I love to 'chew the fat', as they say – I'm a talkative guy – but in this instance, I don't have a lot of time-”

As if to underscore his point, the video suddenly buzzed with static. The screen became a kaleidoscopic haze of color before settling back to the marble background.

“We at Project Carthage have a simple mission: to destroy our enemies utterly.” The screen buzzed again, this time for several seconds. I had just realized what the blur of color reminded me of – one of the music visualizers I was a fan of way back in college – when the screen stabilized. “We eliminate them in ways that are undetectable by law enforcement or corporate espionage. We're very good at it.”

I was confused. Was this 'Carthage' group, whatever it was, offering me their services? Was I watching late-night advertising for corporate mercenaries?

The man on the screen smiled sadly. “Miss St. Claire, you are our enemy.”

Despite the warmth of the room, I felt a sudden chill. I wanted to turn away, to press the button under my desk I knew would summon security, but my fingers were suddenly frozen.

“Don't touch that dial,” the man said, holding up a hand. “You can't, though, can you? That's the-” buzz
 - “introductory programming doing its work. Just relax, Miss St. Claire. Let it wash over you. Nothing we're about to do to you will hurt.”

Panic surged in my veins. I will stand up
, I thought. I will walk to the door, down the hallway to the elevator, go down to the parking deck, and drive far away from here. I will pick up the phone next to me and call the fucking police. Right...now!


I didn't move. My eyes were glued to the screen. I had no more will than a marionette with its strings cut.

“I assure you again, Miss St. Claire, this is not going to hurt,” the man continued. “We're not hitmen. Our methods of disposal are much more...thorough...than anything that could set off a messy police investigation.”

“Why are you doing this,” I whined through clenched teeth.

The man shook his head. “I'm afraid you can never know that, Miss St. Claire. Let's leave it at this: you were on the wrong side of a corporate restructuring. You saw something you shouldn't have seen.”

What? I racked my brain, struggling to make sense of what he was saying – then it happened.

The image dissolved, breaking into a thousand points of light. Neon reds, golds, greens filled my vision. The screen was a door, swinging open, expanding into the corners of my vision and my world.

I was falling. Oh God.

Warmth exploded between my legs, making me moan with sudden, unexpected pleasure. My nipples poked through the silk fabric of my blouse. Dimly I realized I was drooling. I'd dropped acid a few times in college, so I knew the difference between a good trip and a bad trip. As my mind slid forward into the wall of light, I knew this was going to make the best trip I'd ever been on look like nothing.

The awful part was, there was a bit of me that was looking forward to it.

The light engulfed me. I let out a cry of pure ecstacy and dissolved into it.

When I came to, my head was on the desk, lying across the keyboard of my laptop. For an instant, I wondered where I was, then I realized I hadn't just fallen asleep at my desk. It all came back in a rush: the video, the light...

The video!

The laptop's screen was dark. Pressing the power button did nothing, neither did unplugging and reattaching the power cable. Whatever these Carthage people had done had been too much for it.

“But I'm still here,” I said out loud, my voice shaking. I was still here! I wasn't dead – and although I felt a little funny, it wasn't anything a glass of red wine and a Xanax wouldn't fix. To my great surprise, I was...okay.

It took several attempts to stand – my knees felt like they were made of rubber – but I got to my feet and stood leaning against the desk. I glanced around as if expecting to see the red dot of a sniper coming through the window. I was alone.

“I'm okay,” I said out loud. Saying it made it feel a little bit more real. I laughed, relief filling my stomach like cool water. Whatever it was those people had tried to do to me, it hadn't worked. Thank God.

I sighed and dropped back into my chair. The unpleasant feeling of wetness greeted me. For an instant, I thought it was urine,then realization hit me and I blushed, even though there was no one to see. Whatever had happened when I went into that light – it was still a blur – I'd definitely had a good trip.

I debated with myself for about two seconds before deciding to call the police. I reached out for the phone – and stopped.

My hand froze in place. For an instant, confusion filled me. I pushed mentally, willing my hand to grip the phone's receiver – and suddenly it shot inside my jacket.

What was I doing? With mounting horror, I watched as I took my slim little leather pocketbook from my jacket pocket, put it on the table, and opened the catch. With no real hurry, I started taking out the contents and placing them on the table in a small pile. There was my black card, my company expense card, a handful of other high-limit pieces of plastic. My driver's license, a passport. Lastly, my cash money: a small stack of large bills in the currencies of several countries.

Like I was watching someone else do it, I reached into my desk and pulled out a pair of scissors.


Oh god, no!
 I willed myself to scream, to bring someone running, but no sound escaped my throat. I picked up the black card first. It was worth a small fortune all by itself.

Snip, snip. A few moments with the scissors and the pieces were in the trash.

No no no no NO STOP IT

Next went the company credit card. I reached for my driver's license, every muscle in my body begging to stop.

I snipped it in half with no more fuss than the others.

This continued until there were no cards left. Nothing that could identify me as me, and no lines of credit. The sudden loss to me was enormous: I could get new ones issued, of course, but without my cards my purchasing power was almost nothing in the interim. All that was left was a small stack of cash, sitting before me.

My body, again moving of its own volition, calmly put the scissors back in the drawer. Thank fuck
, I thought, at least my cash is okay-


I started tearing the bills with my bare hands. The paper ripped effortlessly, drifting down the sides of the desk until a small pile of shreds rested beneath me on the floor. I froze. That had been thousands of dollars – a small fortune. It didn't matter. I was rich, I could replace it. This was all going to be over in a minute (I told myself over and over), and everything would be fine.

The seconds stretched out. I stood up, knocking my chair backwards into the window. What was going to happen now? My body wouldn't move. Whatever that message had done to me, I apparently wasn't taking any further action. Yet I couldn't sit back down, couldn't pick up the phone, couldn't even speak. Maybe I would just stand here until someone found me?

As if reaching a decision, my arms snapped forward. I reached back into the desk, pulling out the scissors. Watching in horror, I saw my hands turn the long blades around, pointing them back at myself. I pictured them sliding into my flesh, drawing blood, mutilating myself beyond recognition.

Oh god oh shit no no no no-

I pulled the blade into myself – and slashed the shoulder of my blouse. Another slash tore the other side, and the material gave with a ripping sound. I heaved a sigh of relief – I was just destroying my clothes! It didn't occur to me to question this just yet.

With brutal efficiency, I ravaged my blouse until it hung across my breasts in shreds. I noted with some alarm that my cleavage was now on full, ample display, as if I'd made the cuts to emphasize them. My jacket came off next, then the scissors went to work below my waist. My pencil skirt got a tear all the way up the hem, exposing an utterly scandalous length of leg, then my stockings were attacked until they looked about as torn as my blouse.

I froze for a moment, as if some external force were admiring its handiwork. I looked bad, but sort of good at the same time. The cuts made emphasized my assets – and barely skirted a public indecency charge. It was almost something a much younger me would have worn to the club, but totally inappropriate for the person I was today. I looked... trashy. Like...

“Like a total whore,” I whispered. My eyes widened. I hadn't said that – it
 had.

With a flourish, I dropped the scissors on the table – and reached beneath my skirt to drop my panties to the floor. I had just enough time to wonder why the hell I did that when the urge overtook me.

I can't describe what happened to me then. It was greater than a compulsion: it hit me with the force of addiction. Imagine you're lost in the desert for days, dying of thirst, and just before unconsciousness takes you a glass of ice-cold water appears. How bad would you want that glass of water? To feel it spill down your throat, let it soak your face and neck in cool bliss?

I needed something just as bad in that moment. I needed it inside me.

I whimpered, but my body was already setting down the hall, moving with a will of its own.

The streets were dark and nearly deserted as I exited the building. I scanned the block up and down, quaking with need – there! A solitary man, strutting down the avenue a little drunkenly. Well, it was late.

“Excuse me!” I cried, catching up to him in a few quick strides. “Wait up!”

The man turned and looked me up and down with a surprised look that quickly turned into a leer. “Holy shit, look at you!” His glance looked me up and down, then settled on my breasts. “How much you lookin' for, sweetheart?”


Run away
, I begged myself. Please run away...


“I need twenty dollars,” I heard myself say. My face contorted into a smug grin.

“Twenty bucks?” The man laughed. “I'm not just lookin' for a handy, darling – I want the whole pie.” He licked his lips in a way that filled me with disgust. To my shock, my body responded. I felt my cheeks flush with heat to match the fire being stoked below.

“Look stud, why don't you take me into that alley over there and fuck me, and we can talk about the twenty after?” I couldn't believe what was coming out of my mouth. I knew there were cameras on the outside of our building – surely someone could see me?

A chill went down my spine. Maybe Carthage could see me. Maybe they were enjoying this.

“Hell, must be my lucky day!” The man reached out and stroked the top of my breast. My stomach turned, but my nipples went achingly hard. “I don't even have to hit the ATM.”

“What are you waiting for?” I asked, and grabbed his hand. It was only a few steps to the alley: once there, we were bathed in shadows, nearly invisible to the street only a few feet away.

He grabbed me roughly and forced me against the wall. My body, betraying me, ground against his, my ass pressed against the bulge of his erection.

The man's voice went husky with lust. “Gonna fuck you bareback, you little whore,” he muttered thickly into my ear.

I tossed my head back. “Fuck, that's the way I like it,” I moaned. My hand, despite my pleas, reached around to stroke him through his pants. “I want this inside me.”

“Jesus, you are a little whore,” The man said, fumbling with his zipper. “What did I do to get so lucky?”

Up until the last moment, I prayed it wouldn't happen. I begged the universe to let this all be a dream, for me to wake up back at my desk. Then the nameless man pulled my skirt up, spread my legs and forced himself into me.

I let out a moan that was only partially forced as he filled me to the hilt, stretching the walls of my pussy around him. He was big – for an instant I wondered why he needed a whore in the first place. Then I remembered I had approached him
, and panic reentered my veins.

The man let out a series of guttural grunts as he fucked me, pressing me harder and harder against the wall. With a sliding sound my high heel gave way; I slipped against the cold brick and smacked it face first. In response, the man just fucked me harder.

I felt his fingers wrap around my throat. “You like this, don't you bitch? This what gets you off, fancy little cunt, fucking strangers in your thousand-dollar Gucci heels?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I cooed, encouraging him as best as I could. I wanted to vomit with every word leaving my mouth. Then something happened that made everything else seem mild by comparison. Deep in my core, something worse than panic started growing – pleasure.

It would have been easier if I'd been able to feel nothing. Then I could at least look at what was happening to me with a clinical, if horrified eye. But my body responded to the fucking the way my body had always responded to a good hard fucking: with wetness, with pleasure, with hard, sharp gasps as his cock split me open. That I didn't want it, would do anything to get away from it, didn't matter.


Please don't let me come
, I begged, trying to distract my mind from the rising tide of pleasure. Please, not that, anything else, please...


It was no use. My body betrayed my traumatized mind. Climax overtook me; I felt my body give in waves of delicious, almost unbearable pleasure. For a few moments, I forgot where I was and why: I rode my orgasm (ohmigod its been so long it feels soooooo good) through the tears, experiencing a few wonderful moments of bliss.

The man seemed surprised. He pulled out of me roughly, his fingers still tangled in my hair. “Get on your knees,” he commanded.

In a flash, it was over. I was back. Shame flooded me in a hot, stinging rush. The reality of what I had done left me reeling, but I dropped to my knees all the same.

His cock entered my mouth, warm and coated with a mixture of his hot, salty precum and my sweet juices. My muscles relaxed by themselves, letting me take him all the way to the back of my throat. My gag reflex was nowhere to be found. After a few long, hard thrusts, he pulled out of me.

In the darkness of the alley, something warm splashed my face. I held a finger up to my cheek as I heard the man muttering. “Oh yeah, take it in your face, you rich bitch.” It was his come.

Trembling, unable to stop myself, I slipped the finger into my mouth.

After a few moments, I heard the sound of a zipper, and felt something else flutter against my cheek on its way to the ground. Looking down, I saw it: a twenty dollar bill.

The sound of the man's departure rung in my ears as I cleaned each streak of his come my face, licking it off my fingers. Tears ran down my cheeks – at least I still had that much control over my body. The shame of what I had done overwhelmed me. I wanted to go home and die.

Instead, I finished, stood up, and slipped the bill into the top of my stocking. If I had thought it was over, that I was finally free, I couldn't have been more wrong. Carthage's plan for destroying me was just beginning.

A single command echoed in my mind, filling me with so much fear I would've collapsed unaided: time to get high
.

I walked from the alley, begging my body to stop, already knowing it wouldn't. It wouldn't take long for me to find a dealer, get a hit of whatever Carthage wanted me on, and then find another john. I understood what the man meant now about destroying someone utterly: by the time they were finished with me, I'd be nothing more than a worn-out junkie whore who used to be a wealthy woman. Maybe by the end I wouldn't even believe the memories of my old life: maybe I'd think they were just a dream. And maybe, in a dark way, that would be comforting.

This was my new life now.


Bimbo Butts

Neil Bimbeau


Your workout is complete. Congratulations! Begin your cool down.

I let out a huge breath and sagged against the machine, my knees turned to jelly beneath me. Beads of sweat dripped on the display as the elliptical adjusted, going from a grueling vertical climb to a gentle walk.  Forty-five minutes of repetitions on the “super buns” setting had been enough to just about kill me.

Breathing hard, I glanced over my shoulder and looked down, as if I'd somehow see progress right after a work out. Nothing. I was as flat as a pancake below the waist; forget a small ass, I practically didn't have an ass at all.

I knew it was wrong to be so frustrated: after all, I'd only been coming to this new gym for a few weeks. It was unrealistic to expect to have a perfect bubble butt overnight. But dammit, I was the only person in the damn place doing any strenuous exercise! Okay, 10PM wasn't usually when all the high-intensity gym rats came out to do their stuff, but the other patrons were so slow they looked more like a spa than somewhere people went to sweat.

In the row ahead of me were the most obvious example of that. Two blonde, middle-aged women stood chatting on neighboring treadmills, walking at a snail's pace and watching some trashy-looking soap opera on TV. You know the type: bleached-blonde, three-inch nails, wearing so much makeup it would run like a faucet down their faces if they ever worked hard enough to sweat. They wore identical yoga pants and spandex tops every night, the most fashionable brands, and they filled them out in ways I'm sure a certain caveman type of guy found very exciting. I'd seen them nearly every time I came to the gym, in fact, and they were the main reason I'd started bringing headphones. Every conversation they had was about the most vapid shit imaginable: which celebrity was screwing which, what awful fad diet they were following this week, which horrible environment-destroying SUV they were going to buy when hubby got his yearly bonus check. I could just imagine their routine: putting the kids to bed, giving hubby his weekly blowjob, then getting primped and preened like they were going to a goddamned beauty pageant to go walk on a treadmill at two miles per hour and gossip about the neighbors. The way they acted pissed me off, but if I was being honest with myself what really upset me is that they had exactly what I was trying to hard to get: a perfect ass. Both women (wearing yoga pants with – what else? - 'juicy' written on the back) had utterly perfect behinds; the kind of ass you see in rap videos and the sex fantasies of a million horny men.

It wasn't just them – every
 woman at this gym had a gorgeous, bubblicious ass. Every. Single. One. It was insane. I hadn't believed it when I read reviews of the place online, but the proof was in the pudding: whatever it was about this place, the equipment or the exercises, every girl who signed up for it got the motherfucking booty.

Except, of course, for me.

Two weeks – two weeks of coming in every night after work, busting my ass exercising only to get no ass in return. Surely I should've seen some
 results, right? Any day now, I should've been entering the kingdom of the big booty chicks. And it was important that I do so: as every publication had informed me, this was the year of the ass. Between Nicki Minaj, Kim K and a host of other celebrities, a big fat ass was now what all the boys wanted – and my dating pool had shrunk accordingly. I was tired of being a flat-assed white girl. Frustration made my fingers flex into fists.


Look at those...those bimbos over there
, I thought. Getting those fantastic asses, their husbands probably don't even appreciate them, and doing next to nothing while I work my ass off – literally!


I had had enough. Normally I would never have been so bold (and I'd never want
 to talk to anyone like them), but I'd reached an impasse. I slid between my elliptical and the next one in the row, coming up behind the pair. “Excuse me?”

The first woman stopped mid-sentence and turned to look at me. For a second she looked startled and confused, then a warm smile spread across her face. “Oh, hey sug! You looked like you were really working it back there!”

“Yeah, for all the good it does me.” I extended a hand. “I'm Alanna.”

The woman looked at my hand as if it was the funniest thing she'd seen all day. “Aw, hell, what is that?” she said. Stepping off the still-running treadmill, she pulled me into a big hug that I had not
 been prepared for. Her breasts, bigger than they looked in her athletic trainer, nearly took the breath right out of me. No way those things are real
.


“Good to meet you, sug!” She released me and stepped back, looking me up and down. “I'm Debra, and this,” she gestured to the other woman, “is Kim. We were wondering when you were gonna say hi! We're all here about the same time of night, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, fighting the urge to check my arms for bruises. “I guess we are.”

“Well, hop up here!” Kim said, gesturing at the treadmill next to them. “Debra was just telling a juicy story about that bitch that lives next door to her. She's cheating on her husband, and you won't believe
 who she's doing it with!”

“The garbageman
,” Debra interrupted. “Ain't that just the most screwed up thing you've ever heard?”

I stepped onto the treadmill and cut it on. I set it low enough to walk and talk comfortably, but a couple miles per hour faster than Debra and Kim's, just so I could feel superior. “Actually, I wanted to ask you two something.”

The two looked at each other. “Well sure thing, hun,” Debra said. “What's up?”

“Well, don't take this the wrong way,” I began, “but...you both have pretty awesome bodies. Especially in the, uh...”

“Ghetto booty?” Debra said, grinning. “Yeah, we got 'em.” Kim nodded a gesture of approval.

“What is your secret? 'Cause, I mean you're both just walking
 at like three miles an hour and I have nothing against that, really, but...” I gestured mutely at Debra's gorgeous, melon ass. “How?”

To my surprise, both girls burst out laughing. “Well bless your heart!” Debra said after a few seconds. “You do get to the point, don't you?”

“Ain't nobody told you?” Kim asked.

My brow furrowed. “Told me what?”

It was Debra who answered. “We don't really do high-impact anything here, sug. Matter of fact, we pretty much just come here to get a break from our husbands and watch the soaps. All this-” she said, grabbing an ample handful of her ass, “-is from the shakes.”

“Shakes?” Lost in thought, I nearly fell off the treadmill before remembering it was moving.

“The Bubble Butt Shakes
,” Kim said, as if I was the stupidest girl on Earth.

“Yeah, you get 'em free with your membership, every time you come here,” Debra said. “I thought everyone's personal trainer told them about that!”

“I've never actually talked to a personal trainer,” I said.

“Oh man,” Kim said. “It'll change your life, promise. You can sign up right over there!”

Kim pointed to a small, dimly lit kiosk on the other side of the gym, flanked by vending machines offering 'healthy' drinks and snacks. “Just ring the bell,” she said, “they'll get you set up.”

“Thanks,” I said, stepping off the treadmill. “I'll see you guys tomorrow, I guess?”

“Not if we see you first, sug!” Debra and Kim turned back to their soaps, walking at the same leisurely pace. Personal trainer
, I thought, walking away. Apparently this gym membership had benefits I wasn't aware of. What else had I been missing out on? I resolved to find out.

The counter was clean, a small service bell sitting on its edge. Resting my elbows on it, I found it was shockingly cold. Beyond it was a small kitchen area, unlit. I pressed the bell, then winced as it's tiny ding
 echoed across the gym. Nothing happened. I glanced over the counter, standing on tiptoes. Was this some kind of prank? I glanced back at the treadmills, expecting to see Debra and Kim laughing at me. Did the bimbo twins know how I much I disliked them and were getting even?

“Hey there,” a voice said behind me, making me jump. “What can I do for you?”

Behind the counter stood a slender, red-haired man in his mid-twenties. He gave me the kind of look I imagined a hungry wolf might give a lamb. Obviously he was in this job for the fringe benefits, I thought.

“I'd like a shake,” I said, hoping I didn't sound like an idiot. “And, uh, those girls back there told me you can schedule me a meeting with a personal trainer?”

“Sure I can,” the man said, turning to the vast array of polished machines behind the counter. With a flip of a switch, one began sputtering to life. “What kind of shake? Protein Power, Fat Burnin' Berry, Mango Hyper Blast?”

The thought occurred to me that what Debra had told me was a joke. “Um...” I stuttered.

“Something special?” The man grinned a fox-like grin.

“One Bubble Butt Shake,” I said, slurring the words together with as much command as I could muster. Act like you order this all the time
, I thought.

“Ahhhh,” the man said, “I thought so. One minute.”

He disappeared behind the corner, my view of him blocked by a tangle of espresso and smoothie machines. I heard the grinding of gears, followed by a clanking noise way too loud to be a milkshake mixer. What the hell was going on back there?

“Are you okay?” I asked. No answer.

Just as I was beginning to consider going back to Debra, the man appeared from behind the machines, a large glass in his hand. It was filled to the brim with a thick, frothy white liquid. A bright red straw protruded from the top.

“Here you go,” he said. “One Bubble Butt Shake.”

I stared at the drink. “Do you have, like, a nutrition facts sheet on this?”

He shook his head. “Nope.”

“Well, what's in it?”

His smile grew wide. “Secret ingredients. Can't tell, otherwise everyone'd be making them.”

“What?” My mouth dropped open. “What about people with allergies, or gluten sensitivity? How do you know I'm not going to have some kind of reaction to this?”

His smile took on a knowing quality. “You won't.”

I stood there for a minute, contemplating the absurdly-named beverage. As a matter of fact, I didn't have any allergies (that I knew about, anyway,) but the man's dismissive tone rankled me. And yet...I glanced back at the treadmills, where Debra and Kim were chatting happily. Supposedly, this would make me look just like them.


Let's hope it doesn't make me like them in any other way
.
 I snickered. As the man watched, I drank the whole thing down in two huge gulps. It was easy: despite the size, the drink was nearly tasteless and to my surprise was mostly made up of foam. It was like drinking the carbonation at the top of a soda, or the head on a beer. I hoped the barista hadn't made it incorrectly.

“Awesome,” the man said when I was done. I hadn't realized he was watching me. “Come back tomorrow and you'll have your first meeting with your trainer.”

I nodded, then without warning let out a huge, barking belch. My hand shot over my mouth as my face went red with embarrassment. “Oh my god, tee hee!” I couldn't keep from laughing. “I'm so sorry.”

“No worries,” the man said with a shrug, turning back behind the counter. “Happens to everyone the first time.”

“But wait,” I said, suddenly remembering something. “What time do I show up? I don't have an appointment-”

But the man was already gone.

That night, tossing and turning, I had the most bizarre dream. I was standing on a stage, surrounded by strangers. I looked over the audience, trying to discern their faces, but bright spotlights blinded me. As the scene coalesced, I felt sudden pressure all around me – I was shut in on all sides by stone, pressing against my body, blocking out the light. I felt like I was being buried alive, until I began to slide downward along the walls, falling faster and faster.

The rough stone tore my clothes to ribbons. They should have made mincemeat out of my skin, but for some reason I've never been seriously hurt in a dream before – just lucky that way, I guess. Instead, the friction of the walls felt amazing. I flailed against them, scrambling for purchase.

Slowly the fall began to slacken. Was the chamber getting smaller? No, I was getting bigger! I felt my body stretch as if being pulled by invisible hooks. My ass, my breasts, pushing from both sides, filling the chamber until I thought I would snap in half like a cheap piece of furniture...

~*~

The double doors of the gym slid open as I approached. Eyes widened, jaws dropped. A whole line of people sweating on treadmills craned their necks to watch me as I walked by. As I stepped up to the counter, I felt the shock rolling off the barista. Serves him right, I thought.

Debra and Kim were already deep into a workout and absorbed in a judge show on TV. I was nearly close enough to touch them when Debra turned around. Confusion turned to a little o
 of shock on her face.

“Wow, sug!” She said approvingly. “Look at you!”

I was something else. I had woken up this morning to discover a different person laying in my bed: the person I'd always wanted to be. Looking myself over in the mirror, I blushed with recognition. My ass was like two scoops of ice cream! I pinched it, as if testing to make sure it was real. I had a gorgeous bubble butt, round and curvy and perfect. Experimentally, I turned as if I were presenting myself and bent at the waist, giving the mirror a full-on pornographic view of my body.


God
,
 I thought, I look perfect!


But my ass wasn't the only thing that had changed. Overnight, my breasts had gone from small, perky b-cups to massive double-d honkers. Through some gravity-defying alchemy, they had lost none of their bounce – they might even have been higher than they were before! My lips, never my best feature, had puffed up into a full, pouty pucker that begged to be filled. My skin had gained a bronze sheen, my hair was so blonde as to be nearly white.

I looked like a model. No, I thought, a tingle of arousal shooting through me, a pornstar. Closer, but still not right. The perfect word eluded me. My body was made to entice, to seduce, to please and be pleased.

I held a hand over my breasts, squeezing. My other strayed below my waist, to my dripping bald snatch (I was so far beyond wondering where all that hair had gone). As I slipped the first finger into my moist core, it hit me.

“Bimbo,” I said. Yes. That was perfect.

Back in the present, Debra and Kim were staring at me like the newest, choicest cut of meat in the deli: just how I wanted it. I had modeled my workout clothes after theirs, so I knew they appreciated my threads. I wore a tight Lycra tank top and the most expensive pair of yoga pants money could buy – the fabric fit my new ass like a second skin. In the locker room, I had gone to put on panties, and a wave of revulsion swept over me. Not only was I not wearing any, I'd thrown those unnecessary undergarments in the trash. Now I looked over Debra with new eyes. Had I really thought they looked trashy? If anything, we all should have been showing more
 skin!

“You look amazing, Alanna,” Kim chimed in.

“Thanks, girls,” I said, pride surging inside me. “What'ch'all watchin'?”

“Divorce Court,” Debra said. “Hop on up!”

That sounded amazing. I switched the treadmill on: not too fast, of course, and lost myself in the show, along with Debra and Kim's gossip. God, it was all so interesting
! How had I ever thought such terrible things about them before?

After twenty minutes, I pulled away from the TV, a big smile on my face. “I like you girls a lot,” I said. “I think we're gonna be good friends!”

Before they could answer, I heard a voice behind me. “Alanna?”

Debra and Kim's faces sported identical, lascivious grins. I turned around – and gasped. Standing in front of me was the biggest, muscliest hunk I'd ever seen! He was so tall, and strong – my mind immediately went to thoughts of the positions he could force me into with those muscles. If I was wearing panties, they would've hit the floor.

“Hi Alanna,” the man said, extending a hand. “I'm Gibson, your personal trainer.”

“Ohmigod,” I said. “I completely forgot!”

“No worries,” he said, smirking. “Seems to be a common thing around here.”

“I don't know how I could forget a thing – a person – like you!” I could feel heat rolling off my body. God, any more and he'd be able to smell me! “Let's uh, let's go right now!”

I left Debra and Kim behind, whispering to each other in low tones. I wasn't even trying to hide my intentions. I clung to him like a little bimbo whore as the whole gym watched. I knew every pair of eyes were on us, imagining my body being used and abused by him – it made me so hot!

We turned the corner and entered a small private room. “So, Miss Alanna,” Gibson said, “which muscle group do you think you'd like to work first?”

As soon as I heard the click of the door, I was on my knees. “The cock,” I heard myself say.

Gibson's shorts came down with only the smallest resistance. Underneath, he sported nothing but a small strip of trimmed hair over his member: apparently other gym members had the same idea about underwear. His cock sprang free, thick as a tree branch. Imagining it inside me made me tremble. I looked up at him, pursing my lips. Pornstar
,
 I thought, then moved in.

I took his cock all the way to the back of my throat, relaxing every inch of him inside of me. With a grunt, he forced himself deeper, growing longer and harder with arousal.

“God you suck me so good,” Gibson said, taking control of my head to fuck my face. After a few controlled thrusts, he pulled himself from me. My eyes widened in shock. What? Did I do something wrong?


“That was good,” he said with pleasure. “Now it's time to work the muscles of the inner thigh.”

“Fuck yes,” I breathed, unable to form any more coherent thought.

I stretched myself out, facing away from him, presenting myself just like I'd done in the mirror when I'd first awoken to see my new body. I knew exactly how I looked, and I knew the sight of me would be too much for him to resist. I was right.

He grabbed the sides of my yoga pants and pulled them down to my knees in one rough motion. He gave a grunt of approval upon seeing my lack of panties. God, I wanted him. I wanted his big, muscled dick forcing its way into me, penetrating places nobody had ever hit before, filling me the way a -bimbo, god I'm such a dumb little bimbo
- deserved to be filled.

With a single thrust, he buried himself in me to the hilt. I groaned in release as his cock stretched my walls around it, wiping the last frail bits of resistance from my mind. He grabbed my hips and took control, pushing me into the carpet with pounding, jackhammer thrusts. I was being treated like a fuckdoll, a piece of meat for him to use for his own pleasure. I cried out with bliss at the thought of it, loud enough for the whole gym to hear.

His growls of passion reached a feverish pitch, until he was barking against my neck like an animal. I felt his cock pulsing with ecstasy, growing even harder than I'd thought possible. With a low groan I felt him let go, and sudden warmth flooded my core. Spurt after spurt of hot come filled me: my reward for being such a good little slut.

As the spurts slackened, I felt his fingers caress my throat. “Come for me, Alanna,” he commanded. “Come now.”

It was like he tripped a switch inside me. My body spasmed, my back arching like the underside of a bridge. Waves of passion crashed through my mind. I ground my clit against him until it was too sensitive for me to bear it anymore: I milked every last drop of pleasure out my orgasm, as any good bimbo should.

He left me lying on the ground, basking in the glow of my own pleasure. I could have laid there all day: I was higher than any drug could ever made me. I heard him adjusting his pants behind me.

“That was a very good workout, Alanna,” I heard him say. “You're definitely not an amateur.”

“Thank you, Gideon,” I said dazedly.

“We'll have to get you on a regular schedule,” he said. “By the time we're done with you, Alanna, I think you'll be the fittest girl in this entire gym.”


God, yes
, I thought, hearing the door close behind him. Slowly my fingers found my yoga pants and pulled them up. A huge stain was already beginning to spread cross the crotch – I was as full as full could be. I was sure I looked used, trashy, like a cheap whore – and I couldn't wait to share every juicy detail with my new best friends.

But first, I thought, I needed another Bubble Butt Shake.
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As soon as I walked in the door, I knew I wasn't going to get the part.

The casting agency was filled near to bursting, with all the available seating occupied and standing room only. Girls looked at their phones, cast sideways glances at each other, clutched resumes to chests enhanced by plastic surgeons. This was the meat grinder through which a few lucky girls became holders of that most coveted title: actress. And it was clear that it wasn't going to be me.

The casting call my agent had alerted me to explained that the company was looking for a “fresh new face as a supporting character and romantic interest in a long-running TV drama,” but it was obvious after stepping in the room what the producers were really
 looking for. You could feel it in the air; a certain look that some of the hopefuls had. The ones who knew they had 'it'. Two years ago, I would have been a shoe-in for this role. I could actually act, which was something that gave me a leg up on nearly every person here, and what Hollywood types called my “intangible assets” were all in order...well, almost. I had a nice face, with a certain resemblance to an actress on a medieval drama on HBO you can bet I leveraged to the hilt at every opportunity, and my breasts were fantastic, natural c-cups.

But what I was lacking...well, it was obvious from looking around. At the yoga pants, the skin-tight jeans, the mini-skirts. Asses, asses, everywhere,
 I thought, and all mine does is shrink.


This was the year of the ass, and nearly everyone there had dressed to accentuate this fact. There were round, perfect bubble butts staring at me from every corner of the room: ghetto booties attached to girls so tiny there was no way they were natural. The girls who had it working for them smiled confidently; those who hadn't, didn't. I was definitely in the latter category. I looked down at my jeans: flatter than a Kansas highway. Sigh.

I could see it in the eyes of the producers when my turn was finally called: I wasn't what they were looking for. Talented or not, with the right face or not, they knew what they were looking for to stoke viewer interest. I could picture the commercials the whole time: long, lingering shots of the character bent over, enticing the hero, or maybe caught unawares in the middle of something else. Regardless, nobody wanted to see my
 flat ass. Double sigh.

The producers even gave me their card, saying they were impressed with my “ability” and that they would keep in touch.

What now? The street was already cold as I exited the building, night already well on its way to falling while I'd been auditioning. I was tired, and frustrated. I thought for the billionth time about plastic surgery, but it was such a Catch-22: I couldn't afford it without landing a steady acting gig, and I couldn't get a steady acting gig with a pancake strapped to my behind.

But as I turned to start the long walk back to my car (undoubtedly it had a ticket by now), a hand grabbed my arm.

“Hey there.” I whirled around to see a man standing before me. I recognized him; he had been in the audition, although he wasn't anyone important – not a producer, in any case. More like an assistant, a gofer. What did this guy want with me?

“Yes...?” I asked.

“I saw you in there,” the man said, gesturing towards the building. “You were good.”

“Not good enough,” I said with a little more snark than I had intended. I shook my head. “Never mind. Thank you, really.”

“My name's Nolan,” the man said. He was red-haired, lanky, a little on the short side. He extended a hand.

“Christa,” I said, taking it. “So, Nolan, what did you want to discuss with me that you couldn't in there?”

He grimaced visibly. “Look, when I said you were good in there – I meant it. You were probably the most talented person we saw all day. If these things were really fair, you'd be our number one pick for the role, no question.”

“But it's not fair, is it?” I struggled to control my tone. “It doesn't matter how talented I am, because I don't have...what your bosses are looking for.”

He chuckled. “So you've got eyes,” he remarked. “You and I both know what kind of women these producers are looking for to fit these sorts of roles. What our viewers – men and women both – want to see.”

“Dumb blondes with big asses,” I spat.

He touched a finger to his nose as if to say: bingo.


“Look, if you wanted to discuss my inadequacies in detail, you could have just saved yourself the trouble,” I said, starting to walk away. “I already feel plenty shitty about myself as it is...”

“Woah woah woah, hold up. Just listen to me.” He held out his hands. “I didn't come out here to make you feel bad – I came out here to offer you another audition.”

My ears perked up. Another audition? Maybe if they cared enough about me to offer me another shot, then I really did
 have a chance. Hope bloomed in my chest; I struggled to keep a straight face. I had to play it cool.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, keeping my voice neutral. “What kind of audition?”

“We're looking to fill a niche timeslot,” Nolan said, his voice becoming businesslike. “The network thinks it could actually become competetive with a web-only series: after all, people are streaming premium content through dozens of different sites now, some even more popular than the big TV channels. They're looking for someone very special for this one, Christa. It could be a whole new paradigm in programming.”

I couldn't hold back my excitement any longer. “And you think I'm what they're looking for?”

“When you left the room, it was all they could talk about,” Nolan assured me. “We couldn't offer you the dramatic role, but we think you've got a real shot at this. The producers want you to come in tomorrow.”

Tomorrow? That was short notice, but it wasn't like I had anything else on my plate. “Sure,” I blurted.

“Perfect,” Nolan said, rubbing his hands together. “I'm so glad to hear you say that, Christa.”

“So I'll be back here tomorrow, then,” I said, turning to go.

“Wait,” he said, holding up a finger. I turned back, slowly, to see him barely concealing a grin. “There's a little bit more I have to tell you. You need to be prepared for this audition.”

I frowned. What did he mean. “I am prepared,” I said haughtily. “You yourself said that I was great in there-”

“That's not what I'm talking about,” Nolan said. “I mean your, well, 'intangible assets'.”

Oh. So there was a catch, after all. “I mean, look at me,” I said, doing a little twirl. “What you see is what you get.”

He grinned like a cat playing with a mouse and pulled something from a jacket pocket. “Take two of these,” he said, “and call me in the morning.”

My eyes narrowed. He held a tiny bottle of pills, the prescription label worn away. “I don't do drugs,” I said.

“These aren't drugs.” Nolan looked offended. “They're medicine. You need to be on your game for the audition, after all.”

I shook my head. This was unbelieveable. I was so stupid to trust anything this guy said. “I can't believe you chased me down out here just to give me some uppers,” I said.

Nolan laughed. “Uppers? These are so much more interesting than that. You want a nice round ass, don't you?”


Wow.
 I thought He really cuts to the heart of it
. “Yes,” I admitted.

“A gorgeous, bootylicious bubble butt?” He made no secret of how much he was enjoying this.

I rolled my eyes, on the point of leaving. “Yeah,” I said. “I want what those girls in there have.”

“Then,” he said with a flourish, “take two of these, and call me in the morning.”

I shook my head in disbelief. “You have got to be kidding me. Diet pills don't work that way. Human anatomy
 doesn't work that way.”

“No?” He grinned. “You don't think so?”

“What, that a pill can give me Nicki Minaj's ass overnight? If I believed that, I really would
 be one of those dumb bimbos you've got in there.” I shouldered past him.

I was three steps away when I heard his voice. “Do you want to know who these belonged to before I got them?”

“Not really.”

He told me. I froze. I knew the name – everyone
 knew the name. She was the hottest new thing in showbiz. And her ass...

“Bullshit,” I said without turning.

“And before that...” He named another name, then another. All huge stars. All huge butts
, I thought.

Slowly I turned around. He was grinning from ear to ear. “You're joking,” I said.

“Cross my heart,” he said, doing so, “hope to die. These are the real deal, Christa. Take two, and come to the audition tomorrow. I promise
 you you'll nail it.”

I stared at the cylinder in his hand for a long moment, caught, then snatched it away from him. “Fine,” I said, “I'll come. But I can't promise I won't flush these down the toilet as soon as I get home.”

“Oh, I don't think you'll do that,” he said with a laugh. “And if you're that dumb, you're definitely not who we're looking for. Remember what I said: take two
.”

He was right: I wasn't that dumb. Turns out, I was a whole lot dumber.

To start with: I took four
 of the damn things. What can I say? I swallowed the first two as soon as I got in the door of my apartment, and an hour later, I didn't feel a thing. No tug in my gluteal regions, no sudden expansion of bubbilicious booty. Obviously rap videos were not in my future.


I should have never gotten my hopes up,
 I thought, sulking. These were probably just sugar pills: some kind of prank a bored production assistant thought up to fuck with hopeful young starlets. I took the other three pills in the jar along with a half-glass of red wine, out of some weird urge to be rid of the things, then went to bed. I felt utterly dejected.

What happened next...well, let's just say I didn't sleep peacefully that night. A burning in my stomach pulled me to wakefulness in my bed. I twisted and turned, a cramp shooting through my belly: I was hungry
, hungrier than I could ever remember being. I didn't think anything of it at the moment: a dinner of mystery pills and wine is not apt to leave a girl satisfied, after all.

Opening the fridge, I found an array of foods waiting for me. My mouth dripped with saliva as I pondered the bounty before me, standing half-asleep in the cool air the compressor pushed out. I could feel my nipples growing hard against the fabric of my t-shirt.

“Food,” I whispered. God, I was so hungry!

I popped open the cheese drawer and pulled out a tasting wedge of cheddar, devouring it in two bites. Behind it was a packet of imitation crab I'd been saving to make California rolls for sushi night, but that didn't even entire my mind as I ripped the packaging open.

I was still chewing as I reached in again. Flailing in all directions, grabbing lunch meats, mayo, a small bag of sweet peppers, yogurt, a small plastic container of hummus. I was sampling one thing, then another, going back and forth between everything like a connoisseur doing a tasting.

Slowly, the rumble in my stomach began to abate, and none too soon: through half-lidded eyes, I could see the fridge looking sparse and ransacked. Holy crap, how much did I just eat?
 I wondered dimly. I'm going to be so bloated in the morning
.
 I staggered back into the bedroom, just barely remembering to swing the refridgerator doors closed behind me. Satiated, I dropped into bed and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.

~*~

Beep. Beep. Beep.

I rose from oblivion slowly, like someone who'd been brought back from the dead. With a slap I silenced the alarm clock and snugged deeper into the covers, so warm and comfortable from my body heat. Something sticky was stuck to my pillow – reaching up, I found it covered with crumbs.

The events of the previous night came back to me in a rush. Oh no...


I sprang from the bed – and nearly fell flat on my face. Everything felt different; my center of gravity was all wrong. For an instant, there was a horrible wrenching sensation, as if I was wearing someone else's skin over top of mine, then it faded. I turned to look in the mirror over my vanity, full of excitement and dread as to what I might see.


Oh. My. God.
 My mouth dropped open. I was perfect!

The woman staring back at me shared little resemblance to the one who had gone to bed the previous night. My short, dirty blonde hair had lengthened overnight and gone pale, nearly white. My t-shirt and pajama pants barely fit me anymore: the logo on the shirt stretched across my breasts, which had gone from sizable to enormous, and my ass...

I turned to look at it in profile. My ass stuck out a good five or six inches from my waist, high and round like I had stuffed two balloons down my pants. It strained against the confining fabric; it felt so good to slide them off and stare at my naked, perfect ass. The shirt came off a second later.

I couldn't believe it – it had worked! Those pills that N...N...what was his name?

Suddenly, my pupils dilated. The room lost its flatness and began to spin. Oh no
, I thought, no no no


A spasm shot through my body, making me arch my back in what I thought for a moment was pain, but turned out to be the most exquisite pleasure I had ever felt. Oh yeah,
 I thought, seeing my body bent in the mirror, that looks totally hot!


Something was very wrong. I had to get back into bed, get on the phone and call somebody...


Flash
. Another spasm gripped me. My brain was on fire. I saw facts and figures floating in front of my eyes, fading away to nothing. What were they?


I'm losing my mind,
 I thought. Literally losing it.


Another warm, sweet pulse shot through my body, leaving me on tiptoes and clutching my chest. God, my boobs were huge. My fingers slid around to my ass cheeks to cup them. Oh, yes. I giggled with delight.

Flash

I spread them with the tips of my fingers and slid my middle finger around the hole, sighing with pleasure. Leaving the cheek to settle, my other hand found my clit and began stroking in short, hard circles, moving along with the-

Flash

-es of pleasure that even now were picking up speed, forcing more and more knowledge out of my head. Memories, experiences, facts – everything I no longer needed was jettisoned. I couldn't remember my piano lessons, but all my sexual experiences stood out in my mind like beacons. I couldn't multiply two numbers together, but I could suck cock like a porn star.

I was moaning in time with the flashes, losing myself in them. As I played with myself, my finger found its way into my forbidden asshole and began exploring, thrusting inside me like I knew a cock would. God, that felt amazing – why had I never done it before?

Before I knew what was happening I was on the floor, panting and moaning in climax, violating both of my holes at once. I watched myself, losing my mind, sobbing with a despair I no longer understood – and it was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. My ass was perfect. Boys would love my ass, love touching it squeezing it licking it filling it up with their thick cocks and coming inside with big creamy loads...

When I finally came, it was like nothing I'd ever felt before. Honestly, it was hard to tell which hole felt better – it was like I was having an orgasm in my ass and my pussy simultaneously. My whole body clenched before slowly, deliciously relaxing.

I lay on the floor for god only knows how long, basking. I felt stoned. I felt stupid
. Thoughts about my situation no longer came easily. Thoughts, however, about my audition flowed into my brain with more ease than before: thoughts about all those hot, horny producers looking for a perfect ass. All those fat-assed whores waiting around outside to see which of them would get chosen. Oh yeah, I could think about that
 just fine.

The red-haired boy (I still couldn't remember his name – I'm so silly!) was waiting for me outside the audition. His face lit up when he saw me walking his way: I could tell he was impressed with my new look. After looking over my clothes, I knew there wasn't anything that would fit me, so I'd gone shopping: I had on a skintight minidress so short it didn't fully cover my ass. The bottoms of my gorgeous cheeks stuck out below the hem – I knew if I bent over I'd give the producers an absolutely mouth-watering view of my ass and shaved pussy.

“So you did take them,” the man said with a smirk. I noted with pleasure his cock was already beginning to stiffen in his pants.

“Ohmigod, thank you sooooo much!” I cried, pulling him into a big hug. His face was lost for a moment between my mammoth tits. “I love
 it! Don't I just look perfect now?”

“Oh yeah,” he said, pulling away – but not far. I could feel his erection pressing against my thigh. It filled my head with all kinds of naughty images.

“Well, come on,” he said, leading me by the hand. “It's just in here.”

He led me into a large, barren room. A table and chairs were against the far wall, but the room was dim and they were unoccupied. It looked like there was nobody there.

“Where are the producers?” I asked.

Behind me, I heard the unmistakable sound of the man loosening his belt. “Who said anything about them?” I could hear his smirk. “Time for your audition, Christa. Get on your knees.”

I shouldn't have done it. I was furious – it was so wrong to trick me like that! How was I supposed to know they didn't auditions on the weekends? But, even as I opened my mouth to protest, I felt a wave of heat spreading between my thighs.

“This is what you're made for,” the man told me, and something inside me agreed with him. “Get to it. You want the role, don't you?”

I wasn't sure there was a role anymore, but I still dropped to my knees. His cock hung in front of me, a fat droplet of pre-cum leaking from the head. He must be really turned on,
 I realized – the thought sent another shudder of heat through me. Why wouldn't he be? My body is perfect – everyone wants it. Everyone wants this perfect bubble butt!



But first
... I took his cock in my hand and slid the head into my mouth, working around it with my tongue. He groaned and pressed a hand against the back of my head, coaxing the shaft between my waiting lips.

“God, you're a good little cocksucker,” he said. I moaned in agreement, bobbing my head on his dick like a good little bimbo. “Alright,” he said, pulling my head away from him, “time for the real test.”

What? His cock had tasted so good – I didn't wanna stop! “What do you mean...?”

“Turn around,” he commanded, “and get on all fours. I want to see that perfect, pretty ass. That's what you wanted from all this, right?”

“Yes...” I whispered. Oh God, he called it perfect!
 I could just die!

I turned around and pulled up my dress – it didn't have to go far before my exquisite, sculpted ass lay bare before him. I spread my cheeks with both hands, giving him a million-dollar view of my most sensitive regions.

“That is perfect,” he said approvingly. “Those pills really do good work.”

I beamed.

“Now,” he said, with a wicked grin, “what do you want me to do to you?”

What? Was this some kind of a test? I was no good at tests, at least not anymore. I tried to think – it was so hard over the throbbing need of my ass and pussy. “I...I want...”

“Yes?”

I watched his cock twitch with arousal. Suddenly it was crystal clear. “I want you to fuck me in the ass.”

He smirked and pressed his cock between my ass cheeks. I could feel the head of his hard dick, gently forcing its way into my pucker. “Is this what you want?”

It felt electric. It felt like heaven. “Yes!” I cried. “Fuck my perfect ass!”

He pushed his way inside of me with a grunt. His cock, already slick with my juices, slid inside of me easily. He groaned with pleasure as the walls of my ass engulfed him and squeezed.

“You're snugger than a virgin's twat back here,” he said, forcing his way deeper into me. “Have you never done this before?”

“No,” I breathed, panting with exertion.

His smile was cruel. “Maybe I should stop...”

“No! No please, don't stop, it feels so good...”

“Well, if you insist...”

He grabbed my hair in one hand and my hip in the other and pressed
, burying himself in me to the hilt. His cock felt like a molten rod of steel inside me – impossibly hard and white-hot. Every inch of it set me aflame with pleasure. I had never known it could feel like this!

Now that he was all the way in, he bucked and thrashed inside of me. He locked into a harsh, staccato rythym that I could tell was about to bring him off. My ass is doing this to him
, I thought. My perfect, bimbo bubble butt
. I could feel my own orgasm fast approaching, filling my rear with shuddering passion.

“Fuck, I'm gonna come,” he announced. “I'm gonna fill your tight little ass up with come, how do you like that?”

“Yes, please, I love it!” I ground against him, milking every ounce of pleasure out of his cock. “Come in me, come in me!”

With a groan, I felt him let go. He shook with orgasm as his cock shot burst after burst of hot, sticky come inside of my waiting asshole. The feel of it, like honey spreading inside me, set off my own orgasm, and I came with a great gasp and a shudder, clinging to him for dear life. If I remembered his name, I would've been screaming it.

After what felt like an eternity of pleasure, I felt his cock withdraw from my tight hole, leaving the ghost of it behind in my stretched-out walls. A thin stream of come oozed from my ass, feeling absolutely sinful as it trickled down my leg.

“You're perfect, Christa,” he said, buttoning up his pants and adjusting his hair.

I broke from my reverie, blinking my eyes. “I am? I am!”

“Oh yes,” he said with a big smile, “you've most definitely got the part.”

“Ohmigawd, thank you so much!” I staggered to my feet, my legs suddenly unwilling to carry me. “I...this is like a dream come true!”

“Wonderful,” he said. “Now, I said it was a little unconventional. The role is on the racier side, you're comfortable with that, right?”

“Um..sure, of course I am!” I would've agreed to anything. “What do you mean?”

“Well, it's a web-only series that caters to a specialized clientele,” he said. “Because of that, we're able to go a little bit further than even the pay cable networks like HBO are able to go.”

The realization dawned on me. “You're talking about porn!”

The man laughed and held up his hands. “Not exactly. I'd call it erotica
 before anything else. Dramatic Erotica, maybe – that has a ring to it.”

“But I'd be fucking?”

He gave me a sideways glance as if unsure of my tone. “Yes. You, um...”

But I was already lost in thought. Me, on camera, being filmed fucking total strangers? Sure there might be some plot between scenes or something, but that wouldn't be the reason people would be tuning in. They'd be watching to see me
, Christa, naked and stuffed in all my holes by horny boys and girls.

They'd be staring at me. And my perfect fucking booty. I smiled.

“I'm in!” I took his hands excitedly, jumping up and down. His eyes watched my breasts, but I knew it was my ass that captivated him, that had gotten me the part. The ass I was going be getting split wide open for millions of people. “When do we start?”
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“What's a 'Bubble Butt Shot?'” Veronica asked.

The bartender grinned, putting a finger over his lips. “Oh, that's our house special. It makes your butt bigger.”

I watched her face light up, my heart already thumping with anxiety. V was already way too many drinks in this evening, even for someone having a bachelorette party. I could already tell by the look on her face she was going to order a round of them. We were going to be carrying her out of here.

“Oh, that is bullshit!” She said. “Give me one. No, two!”

I sighed and went to find Jennifer. I don't know how I got roped into babysitting duty – I don't even like
 Veronica. She's Jen's friend, not mine; I'm just the sister who got roped into this because they needed another bridesmaid. I don't even know why they're friends: she's always seemed like the most vapid, shallow person on the planet to me, and three hours of bar-hopping had done nothing to change my opinion of her. I wished her husband the best of luck.

Looking around the bar, I didn't see anyone I knew. Of course Veronica just had to have a big Sunday church wedding, so we'd spent the night fighting for space with the usual weekend crowd. Down on the dance floor, bodies writhed against each other to the beat of a rotating Top 40 playlist. I did not see Jennifer down there, but I did see the fourth member of our little group, dancing with a Latino boy about ten years her junior. I'd recognize that perfectly coiffed bob of blonde hair and that white dress as tight as a second skin in any club.

“Caroline!” I cupped my hands and yelled over the music. “Get your ass up here!”

Her eyes fluttered and rose to mine, then narrowed as she recognized me. She waved a hand in my general direction, the message clear: get lost, I'm trying to score.


Christ. With friends like these, it was no wonder Veronica was alone, drinking way more than a bride-to-be should. Glancing back at the bar I saw her down another shot, her bridal veil and tiara unmistakable. Where was my sister? I went to call her name, but the people nearest me cringed so I skulked off back to the bride.

Veronica turned and saw me, a feverish look in her eyes. I didn't like that look one bit. “Megan! Hey! You've gotta try these!”

There were about a half-dozen empty shot glasses on the bar in front of her. My eyes widened at the sight. “Did you drink all of these?”

“Oh...” Veronica looked over the bar as if seeing it for the first time. “I guess I did! Oops!” She giggled, something I'd never expect to hear from her. “You've gotta try one. They're soooo
 yummy!”

The bartender, who had been watching all of this with amusement, turned to me. “Would you like another round?”

“No,” I said, just as Veronica said yes.
 “I think that's enough for you for right now.”

“Oh, come on!” Veronica made a pshaw gesture with her hand that just about sent her backwards off her chair. “I'm a bride-to-be. It's my bachelorette party, and I can drink as much as I damn well please. I bet your sister will drink one.”


I bet she would
, I thought.

“Where is Jen, anyway?” Veronica looked around the room. “And Caroline. All you bitches are abandoning me! At least the bartender is taking care of me!”

“Yes ma'am,” the bartender said, placing another shot on the bar.

“Hey, we didn't ask for that-”

“On the house,” he said with a wicked grin. “For the beautiful soon-to-be-wedded bride.”

“Thaaaank you!” Veronica said with another giggle. “You are so...awesome! Megan, these are seriously the best thing I've ever drank. You've gotta try one!”

“No, we've gotta find Jen,” I said, scanning the room. “Caroline's downstairs, we'll grab her on the way-”

“-to the strip club!” Veronica tossed her hands in the air with a whoop. I had been about to say home
, but whatever. “To see some hot naked boys! Or girls,” she said with a wink to the bartender. “I'm drunk enough not to care.”

Before I could stop her, Veronica tossed the shot back and downed it. Her eyes unfocused as she slammed the empty shot glass on the bar. She swayed gently, a little 'o' of pleasure on her lips. “Oh my gawwwd,” she said, tossing her head back, “that is better than sex!”

“What is in those things?” I asked the bartender. “I've never seen her like this.”

“It's our house special,” the bartender replied. “The 'Bubble Butt Shot'. Ingredients are a closely held secret around here.”

“It makes your ass bigger!” Veronica slapped the counter, a huge grin on her face. “Total ghetto booty – look, is it working for me yet? Am I busting out of my dress?”

She scooted over, thrusting her ass over the side of the bar stool. Actually, her butt did
 look a little bit bigger, but it could have been the light.

“Right, and I'm sure a Slippery Nipple coats my tits in butter,” I said, shaking my head. “Come on, let's find my sister-”

“Oh, it works,” the bartender interrupted.

I shot a harsh glance his way. “What? Whatever – I'm sure they tell you to say that. Let's go, Vi.”

“It does
,” the bartender insisted, a little bemused. “It gives you a fuller, rounder, more luscious ass. And,” he said, pointing a finger, “I can prove it.”

I rolled my eyes. “We don't have time for this.”

“I wanna see!” Victoria was practically bouncing up and down on her seat. Come to think of it, was she sitting a little higher than before? “Show us the proof, hehehe!”

“This is insane. I've got to find my sister, and pour this girl into a cab before she drinks herself stupid.”

“That,” the bartender said, his face lit up like a Christmas tree, “is a very good choice of words.”

He cocked his head towards a set of stairs in the back wall. “Jenny! Get your sweet ass down here and serve some customers!”

The door swung open. A woman stepped out, looking like absolutely nothing I had ever seen. I felt the atmosphere in the bar change instantly – all eyes went to her, taking in her breasts, her legs, her lips. She was dressed in a school girl top whose buttons strained to contain her, and a miniskirt so short that absolutely nothing was hidden as she made her way down to the bar. Her ass, a perfect sphere of hot, supple flesh, hung below the hem, giving everyone in the room a bird's eye view of her pucker and bare pussy. No panties
, I thought, just before recognition shot a bolt of panic through me. Her fuck-me-heels hit the floor, followed shortly by my jaw.

“Jennifer?” My voice was a hoarse whisper. “Holy shit...”

“You know this girl?” The bartender leaned back, as happy as a cat with a new mouse to play with. “Jenny here is our newest employee. Just joined us tonight. How many 'Bubble Butt Shots' have you had today, darlin'?”

When she spoke, her voice was smoky heat. Just the sound of it made my knees weak. I could feel every cock in the room stiffen.

“Ohmigawd, I have no idea!” She gave a coquettish giggle behind her fingers. “You just kept feeding them to me and feeding them to me! But they definitely worked, didn't they?”

She wiggled her ass at me. It was hypnotic; it felt like it should have come with its own gravitational pull. It it was so nice it made me
 want to bend her over and fuck her.

My gaze traveled up her body and met hers; what I saw made me want to run screaming from the room. She barely looked like the girl who I'd known as my sister a few hours ago. Her lips had swollen like they were stung by bees, her face had enough makeup on it to rival a pornstar's. Most shocking was her hair – Jen had always been so proud of her deep brown curls, now they were gone. In their place was a perfectly straight, platinum-blonde hairdo that made me think of Barbie dolls and Swedish twins.

“Jen, what the fuck!?” My voice was louder than I expected. “What...what's happened to you?”

She smiled – somewhere along the line her teeth had become blindingly white and perfectly even. “What do you mean, Meg? Everything's fine, like, a-ok! Want a drink?”

Before I could say anything, she was making a king-size shot, her hands a blur as she mixed squirts of alcohol.

“Yeah,” I said, “sure.” I could definitely use one. My mind was still reeling. “This is a joke, right?”

Finished, she gave the shot a once-over, nodded, then slid it across the bar. “What do you mean?”

“Haha, funny prank to play on your sister at your friend's bachelorette party...” Without thinking, I downed the shot. It was several times larger than normal, but the sight of my sister's transformation definitely made me want to drink until I forgot seeing it. The liquid poured down my throat like molten honey. Leaving a spreading trail of warmth behind.

Both Jen and the bartender were grinning at me. “I'll leave you two alone,” he said, taking Victoria by the hand. She offered no resistance, giggling as he led her into some back room.

“Where is he taking her?” I asked. “And what is
 this stuff? That's the best damn shot I've ever had.”

Jen smiled. “Want another?” She was already moving to pour it.

I put my hand over hers. “Sis. What are you doing, really?”

She shook her head, giggling gently. “I work
 here, silly. What, I don't look hot enough?” She latched both thumbs under the hem of her skirt and thrust out her hips. Anyone with eyes could see she was bare and shaved beneath.

“Work here?” I was dumbfounded. “Like, for tonight?”

“Well I hope not!” She shook out her blonde locks, parting her lips like she was posing for a photoshoot. “I think I'm doing a pretty good job.”

“You have
 a job,” I protested. “A good paying job you went to school for. Christ, you make more money than I do!” This was insane. We could discuss this later – obviously my sister had gone insane.

“Oh, don't worry about that,” she said, putting a finger to her lips. “I'm going to be making lots
 of money! You won't believe how many tips I've gotten from hot boys – and once they start shooting video in here, I'm gonna be able to buy all the clothes and makeup I want!”

Clothes? Makeup? “You...my sister doesn't care about those things,” I said, struggling to not slur. The alcohol must've hit me harder than I realized. “At least, not like some shallow little bimbo.”

She wasn't hearing it. “Look, all I know is: ever since I set foot in this place, I'm happier then I've ever been my whole life! I feel like, I dunno, I don't have to think
 so much about everything! I can just relax and have fun, and serve my sister delicious shots!”

Before I could react, she was thrusting another gargantuan shot in my face. I made to move away, but my lips opened eagerly. She poured the mixture down my throat.

It hit me like a bomb; I grabbed the bar with both hands. The room felt like it was about to start spinning. I raised a hand to my face and was only mildly surprised to see my fingernails had gone a bright shade of pink.

“I...hee hee hee...I've got new nails!” I giggled.

“That's not all you've got,” Jen said appraisingly.

At her words, a wave of nausea rolled over me. I felt like I was about to topple off of my stool. The world was sinking beneath me, growing smaller...wait a second, it wasn't – I was rising!

I felt a stretching sensation as my ass began to ripple around the bar stool. It puffed up, slowly, like inflating a balloon by mouth. The experience wasn't painful; actually it felt amazing.

“What the hell?” I slapped a hand to my mouth in shock – my voice had leapt up half an octave. Jen looked at me with pleasure.

“He told you,” she said, jerking a thumb in the direction of the back room (where god only knew what was happening to Veronica). “It makes your butt bigger!”

She was right! The twin globes of my ass were straining, stretching, pulling the fabric of my panties taut as they struggled to contain them. Even half-finished, it looked gorgeous.

“You weren't kidding...” I whispered. For some reason, none of this caused me the slightest anxiety. In fact, I felt light, as if my head were about to slide up off my body and go floating around the room. Looking down, I saw the skin showing above my low-cut top had gone a deep bronze, like I'd spent hours in a tanning bed.

No one around us looked the slightest bit surprised to see me changing in such a short period of time. They went on chatting and drinking as if such things were normal, part of the everyday clubbing experience. Maybe they were right.

“Now
 are you starting to get it?” Jen asked.

“I...” It was hard to think. Unseen by anyone, another balloon had started inflating inside of me – this one was right behind my eyes. I felt it puffing up, filling my brain, pushing all my thoughts aside. My worries, my fears. My education and my intelligence. A tiny voice inside of my screamed as it was brushed aside effortlessly. Inside of the balloon, there was nothing – perfect, seamless blankness.

“I think I need another one of those Bubble Butt shots!” I finished.

“Hell yeah!” Jen looked as pleased as could be. “I think this one should be a body shot – what do you think?”

“Oh, wow!” Just the thought of it made my pussy clench with heat. All these strangers watching me do a shot off my sister's smoking hot body? I'd do that anytime! “Bring it on!”

Without the slightest bit of hesitation, Jen pulled down her shirt, exposing her high, firm breasts. Her nipples looked almost painfully erect as she quickly mixed another drink, this time nestling the shot in between her ample tits. She supported them with one hand and leaned forward.

Behind me, a number of guests had taken notice and were starting to chant. “Chug! Chug! Chug!”

I mounted the bar, arching my back until my body was bent like a bow, completely on display for anyone who wanted to see. I took the shot upside down, my nose and mouth buried in Jen's mounds of titflesh. The liquid slid down my throat like water in the desert.

The crowd cheered.

“Oh my God!” A voice broke through. Dimly, I saw a figure muscle through the crowd, coming towards us fast. It was Caroline.

“What the everloving fuck
 are the two of you doing?” She cried. “What happened to you?”

“Excuse me?” I stuck a finger in her face. It felt good – no, it felt amazing. Any worries I had had about this night had left my brain entirely. “What are you
 doing, slut?”

Her mouth dropped. “What did you just call me?”

“You're ruining the fucking show,” Jen said, making no move to put away her tits. “We were just about to get to the making out part, too!”

“Ohmigawd yes
,” I said, feeling my nipples go stiff at the thought. “That would be soooo hot!”

Caroline looked like she didn't know what she wanted to do first: take a swing at me or pull the both of us out of there. But before she could make up her mind, the door behind the bar swung open.

It was the bartender. “What's going on out here? Are you causing trouble, Jenny?”

In a flash, Jenny's entire demeanor changed. “Nooo, sir!” She said, dropping into an almost comically-submissive pose. She pointed a finger at Caroline. “It's this bitch!”

Caroline looked aghast. “I have...never
 seen shit like this before. Come on, we're getting out of here-”

She froze, staring at me, and at the drink in my hand. The drink I'd just thrown in her face. It was a Bubble Butt shot – double strength. I didn't even know how I'd made it, my fingers had just known what to do.

She turned red with rage. “You...fucking...”

Her tongue, as if of its own volition, shot out and licked her lips clean of the liquid. “You...you...”

Her eyes went heavy, the lids pulling them nearly closed. I knew the drink was doing its work. Before anyone could react, the bartender moved.

“Let's get you cleaned up, shall we?” He took Caroline by the shoulder and led her behind the bar. “Jenny, you take care of her – give her a couple shots on the house for her trouble – and I'll take our new recruit, here.” He held out a hand. At me!

Should I take it? A tiny part of me still screamed to run, to get out of the bar even if it meant abandoning Jen. But a much larger, hornier part of me wanted this. Wanted to be seen by hot men, to make out with tanned sluts on a bar-top and fix shots for stuck-up girls who didn't know what they were getting into. It was a deep, dark urge – and I wanted to give into it so bad.

I took his hand. “Let's go,” I whispered.

He led me through the door and down a hallway that was apparently used for storage – boxes of liquor bottles and kegs of beer lined the walls. At the end of the hall were two doors, facing each other: one that said OFFICE in big block letters, the other said DRESSING ROOM.

He opened the office door. Almost at the same moment, a girl came bounding out, wearing nothing but a smile. Everything about her body from top to bottom had been bimbofied, but I could see in her face that it was Victoria. She dashed past us and went into the dressing room.

“She's getting married tomorrow,” the little part of my brain that resisted said.

“Her husband is going to be one lucky fella,” the bartender said with a grin. “Get inside.”

The room was dark and moist. It felt like a den and smelled like musk. He shut the door behind us.

I heard the sound of unzipping. “Get on your knees,” he said roughly.

That was when everything clicked. Have you ever forgotten something really elemental, like the name of an acquaintance or of that movie you saw last week, and spent hours picking at it in your brain, circling it until all of a sudden it just pops into your head? There's this wonderful feeling of relief when it happens, like your whole body just says “finally...”

That was what it was like when he commanded me to my knees. I knew what was going to happen, what he was going to do to me. And I knew that it would just be the beginning. That after he was done with me, I'd go into the dressing room, just like Victoria, and that I'd get in my new 'uniform' and perform for horny men. They'd film us, and sell it, and millions of men would jerk their cocks to the sight of my fat, juicy ass getting pounded.

I also knew that it was everything I ever wanted.

It was like a bubble burst in my brain. It was an epiphany! This was it; this was what I was made for. This was true, undiluted happiness. I was ecstatic.

All these revelations cascaded through me as I slid the bartender's cock into my mouth. He grabbed the back of my head and guided himself deeper into me, using me like a little fuckdoll. I didn't mind. My pussy gushed with fluid; I found my clit and began stroking it with two fingers in time with his thrusts.

As he fucked my face, he whispered to me: he told me everything I needed to know. He used words like bimbo
 and whore
 and slut
, words that made oh so deliciously wet. He told me I was a bimbo, a choice piece of meat made to please men, and that my reward was all the cute, pink clothes and jewelry I could imagine. As he pulled out of my mouth and pulled my panties to the side, ripping them off my hips, he told me about the cameras they'd be installing in the bar soon. He entered me, burying himself in me all the way to his balls as he told me I'd be the star.

I barely heard him; I was riding high on a tide of ecstasy, but his words slid directly into my subconscious and started fucking my brain, just as he fucked my tight, wet pussy. I felt his balls tighten against me; his words became a torrent of swears and commands as his orgasm approached.

He came in me with a roar. I felt his balls drain into me and milked him out of every drop, clutching him and working his shaft with my pussy. As his spurts began to slow, he grabbed me by my now platinum-blonde hair and pulled me to him, his lips and tongue hot against my ear.

“Come for me,” he commanded, and I melted.

When I came back to myself, every inch of my body tingled with afterglow. He withdrew from me slowly, dragging the tip of his cock against me, letting a spurt of come stain my inner thigh.

“Good girl,” he said hoarsely. “You're such a good little bimbo, Megan. You're going to do so well.”

“I know,” I whispered. “Thank you so much for making me whole.”

He stood up and refastened his pants. “Get out of those clothes,” he said. “You've got new ones waiting for you.”

I couldn't wait! I tore the ill-fitting garments off my body, not caring if they got torn. My pants and blouse ended up on the floor in shreds; I knew I would never wear such unappealing clothes again. Nor would I ever allow panties to touch my perfect, trimmed pussy.

“Well?” He asked after I had stood there a minute. “What are you waiting for, you dumb bitch? Get in there!”

I smiled and strode out of the hall, the words dumb bitch
 already causing another wave of pleasure and arousal to radiate from my core. I couldn't wait to see what amazing, skimpy clothes this bar had for its girls to wear.


Or,
 I thought with a grin, imagining the cameras tracing their way up my nubile flesh, not wear.


I opened the door and stepped into my new life.


Taught a Harsh Lesson: The Cheating Actress


Neil Bimbeau



Jewel lay back on the bed and toyed with the tie of her bathrobe, glancing at the clock as she did so. Five minutes until ten. Perfect. She smiled and reached out for the glass of whiskey she'd left on the nightstand, downing it in a single gulp. She closed her eyes and blew out her cheeks, sighing contentedly. Her hair, still wet from the Jacuzzi, lay around her like a dirty blonde halo.

Several floors beneath her, the convention continued into the night in full swing. The sounds of people cheering and talking and partying traveled through the ceilings to become a faint roar up here, at her sixth-floor suite. It was a small price to pay for the luxury - Jewel had been at dozens of conventions in the last decade, but they almost never shelled out for such awesome accommodations for the attendees.

If Jewel was being honest with herself, she'd admit she knew exactly why the convention was willing to put her up in such a nice room. Her popularity had gone through the roof in the last three months with the news of her high-profile divorce from her ex-husband Paul. The proceedings had been especially nasty: the various twists and turns had been splayed across the covers of gossip magazines for weeks. At the time Jewel had thought her career was over, but somehow she'd come through it more popular and better known than she had before, even scoring the role of a sexy, dominating villain on a TV show that was currently burning up the Nielsen ratings.

 Guess there really is no such thing as bad publicity,
 she thought as she sat up.

 Of course, her profile wasn't the only thing the news of her divorce raised. Between her newly single status and her sexy television role (the skintight outfits, the filthy-hot psychological torture she inflicted on the hero), she was suddenly on every single guy's radar. Jewel had always had something of a "wild child" reputation before her marriage, and now she was doing everything she could to reinforce it - boozing and fucking and doing kinky things that twenty year-old her would never even have heard of
, much less done with men. Several men, actually.

 Normally at one of these shindigs Jewel would still be downstairs schmoozing and accepting free drinks from her fans, but she'd called the evening early when he
 showed up. Dark hair, dark eyes, strong but lean: he was exactly her type and he seemed to know it, too. One look at him and she knew exactly who was going to be rocking her world tonight. They'd flirted, shared a drink, and then Jewel slipped him her spare room key and told him to be upstairs in exactly thirty minutes. Just enough time for a bath, a drink, and just a little bit of anticipation.

 Idly, Jewel wondered about this man she was about to spend the night fucking: she didn't even know his name. He'd looked experienced, though - like he'd know how to please. Her husband Paul certainly hadn't known how to please her. He managed to win me over
, she thought, but he had no idea what I really wanted. He had no clue how to keep me satisfied.


She'd cheated on him almost immediately. It was so easy - she'd be away shooting this or that TV show, and he'd be hundreds of miles away back home managing his portfolios. It was almost too easy. She'd only felt the slightest twinge of guilt during the off-season, when she'd come back home and have to depend on him financially after blowing through her salary buying liquor and clothes. It was a mutually beneficial arrangement: he got to be married to a famous starlet, she got to live a life of ease. And if there were some...dalliances along the way, well, that was the price of being married to a wild girl, wasn't it?

 Alright, she had used him. She could admit it now: It was true. She'd been a very bad girl. And when it came out that she was screwing not one but two of her fellow actors behind the others' backs, it turned out Paul wasn't okay with that at all. But
, she thought, he knew I was a "bad girl" when he met me
. She thought of her handsome stranger, who even now must be riding the elevator up to her floor. And tonight, I'm going to be a very, VERY bad girl.


As if in response to her thought, there was a gentle knocking on the door of her suite. If her brain hadn’t been fuzzed by lust and alcohol, she’d kick herself for not suspecting something was wrong when the young man didn't use the key she had given him. Instead, she sashayed across the room, grabbed her half-full bottle of whiskey, unbolted the lock, and pulled the door halfway open. The handsome stranger, twice as smoldering hot as she remembered from the convention floor, stood in the doorway with a lopsided smile.

"Well hello, room service," Jewel said, letting the front of her bathrobe slide open a bit to reveal a generous expanse of cleavage.

"Hi Jewel. I hope you don't mind that I brought some friends.”

An unseen force slammed the door completely open., smacking Jewel's forehead. It didn't really hurt - she was more surprised than anything - but in her state, balance wasn't her strong suit. She tumbled backwards and fell on her ass, the whiskey bottle clattering to the floor and spilling its contents on the carpet.

It pooled at the handsome man's shoes. "Ooh, that's a hell of a waste."

Jewel staggered to her knees, hand against the side of her head. Christ that hurt! "What are you…?”

She forgot whatever she had been about to say. As the door swung open, she saw two men in suits flanking the handsome young man. Forgetting her fear for an instant, her first thought was that the three of them would look like the Three Stooges trying to enter the suite - the two men were broad-shouldered slabs of muscle, like bouncers or NFL linebackers. One was white, the other black, and both were bald as eggs. They towered over the handsome man as he stepped into the suite.

"Get the door," he said. The two men entered the room - separately, as she had thought - and the white man gently pulled the door closed behind him and snapped the lock.

Jewel's pulse raced. She was wearing nothing but a bathrobe - no pockets, so no pepper spray or the tiny knife she always carried on her person. The thick walls of the suite itself - so nice only a minute ago - ensured no one would hear her screams over the sound of the convention. And her three intruders were between her and the phone, blocking her only means of escape. She was far from inexperienced when it came to self-defense, but either of the two giant men looked as if they could snap her in half without breaking a sweat. For a terrible, heart wrenching moment, Jewel realized she was completely helpless. These men could hurt or kill her and there was absolutely nothing she could do about it. She was at their whim.

"I have money in the safe," she whispered, hating how pleading she sounded. Her hand shook as she pointed behind her. "It's r-r-right over there. The combination is-"

"I'm not interested in your money, Miss Saunders," the handsome man said.

“Saunders?” Jewel was confused. "That was my married name," she said. "I...I don't…“

“Ah yes," the man said, his voice mocking, "You are recently divorced, of course. My pardon. Your ex-husband sends his regards, by the way. He regrets that he was not able to be here in person, but he assures you he is with us in spirit. His name is Paul, I believe?"

The name sent a spike of ice into her guts. Jewel looked past the handsome man: the two men in suits stood behind him in calm attention. Neither had moved a muscle since the first man closed the door. If her ex-husband was involved, things could be about to get very, very bad. How angry with her was he?

She struggled to keep the panic out of her voice. "What do you want?"

The man continued as if he hadn't heard her. "Furthermore, your husband – ex-husband, sorry - would wish that I now explain to you the reason for our visit this evening. You see, Jewel, you've greatly hurt his reputation. Destroyed it, in fact, right guys?" He gestured to the two men behind him. Neither responded.

"I don't...so?" Jewel asked, her voice getting a little stronger. "He sits behind a desk and trades commodities all day. It's not like he had much of a reputation to ruin to begin with."

The handsome man eyes widened. "Oh, my. Is that really
 what you thought he did for a living?" He puffed out his cheeks as if he couldn't believe what he was hearing

"I...I have no idea what you're talking about," Jewel said. She struggled to think, to reconcile the man she had known with the man who apparently sent thugs to his ex-wife's hotel room to scare her half to death. "He was an investment banker.”

"Oh no," the handsome man said, shaking his head. "Well, it doesn't matter. I was not given permission to go into it, but obviously he works in a field where his, ah, reputation
 is more important that you might realize. And you branded him a cuckold." The man scanned the room's bar, his eyes alighting on each bottle of liquor as if choosing a prize. "And your husband believes such an action should not go unanswered. He's a big believer in the Golden Rule: 'an eye for an eye' and all that.”

"That's not actually the Golden Rule," Jewel said, "it's-“

The handsome man made a gesture and one of the men behind him stepped forward and socked Jewel in the stomach, sending her tumbling backwards. She gasped for breath, clutching her midriff in sudden pain.

"Don't ever correct me.”

Any thought that this might have a happy ending left Jewel as she lay on the carpet, struggling to breathe. Getting punched by the thug was like hitting a brick wall. It felt as if she had a cinderblock lying on her stomach. Her vision fogged over as she gasped like a fish. She'd had the wind knocked out of her before, but even in the best of circumstances animal panic overrode the knowledge that it was temporary.

The handsome man calmly poured himself a drink as Jewel slowly managed to crawl to her hands and knees, her breath still a painful-sounding wheeze. "Let me tell you how the rest of this is going to go," he began.

"First, these two gentlemen are going to tear your clothes off.”

A low moan escaped Jewel's lips - her limbs trembled with horror.

"Then, they're going to toss you over this bed and have their way with you. Several times, if necessary.”

"No..." she whispered. "Please…”

"And while they're doing that," he said, moving towards the bar, "I'm going to be over here with this." He pulled a small black object from his jacket pocket. Jewel flinched, thinking it was a gun - but it turned out to be a digital camcorder. "Getting everything down for posterity."

Jewel whimpered in response. Tears welled in her eyes and left warm, pale streaks in her makeup. She looked an absolute mess. "Why are you doing this?”

Again the man acted as if he hadn't heard her. "You're going to like it," he said. "These two were chosen for something other than their conversation skills. They're packing, Mrs. Saunders, and they can't wait to show you what they've got.”

To Jewel's mind came unbidden the image of the two men's thick, meaty cocks, springing from their pants like tree branches to impale her unwilling body. Her mind screamed horror, but her pussy, already warmed by drink and full of unfulfilled lust, clenched at the thought. The feel of her body's betrayal sickened her.

"Then after we leave," the man continued, "we give you a nice interval - say, thirty minutes or so - to clean yourself up. Then this tape-" he tapped the camera, "-goes online. All those gossip websites whose name you've been topping lately will get a hot tip and a download link, and then it's everywhere.”

Jewel struggled to comprehend. "Please let me go," she begged. "I have money, I don't know what Paul paid you but I'll give you anything-“

A slap from one of the thugs, the white one this time, sent her sprawling onto the carpet. Her face stung. She hadn't even seen the handsome man's signal this time.

"Like I said," the man said sardonically, "this isn't about money. It's about reputation. Now, you're probably thinking - why film it at all? Wouldn't that just be more press, more sympathy? Nod if you understand me.”

Jewel nodded, too afraid to do anything else.

"Thank you. And you're right; you will get a big outpouring of sympathy, cards from your fans, nicey nicey whatever. Only, sexy young single men aren't going to chase after damaged goods. And no producer is going to give the role of a dominating, feisty villain to the actress who's known as 'that girl who got raped in a hotel room on the internet.' In fact, they don't tend to give any
 roles to that girl at all. Your reputation, your persona, your whole career? It'll all be over after the first viewing.”

Jewel backed up against the bed, shaking. It didn't make sense...then, horribly, it did.
 She knew what he was saying was true. Moving unsteadily, she managed to regain her footing. When she spoke, her voice was utterly hopeless. "Why are you telling me all this?”

The handsome man grinned. "To see that look on your face. After all," he said with a wink, "watching you is the only pleasure I get this evening. Boys?”

With that, the two men sprang from the wall and started towards her. Jewel realized what was happening and tried to flee but she wasn't quick enough. The men grabbed her kicking and screaming from the ground. She punched, kicked, writhed - it was no use. It was like trying to fight off a bear. With a savage grin the men ripped her bathrobe off, tearing it down the back in the process, and tossed it to the floor. Beneath the robe she wore only a lacy black pair of panties and her ample breasts swayed freely as she squirmed. One man had her by the shoulders, the other by the legs, and both stopped what they were doing momentarily to admire her firm, high tits.

"Damn you look good," one man said. As he moved his hands up her thighs to the thin fabric covering her pussy, the other man began to grope her breasts, pulling and caressing her dark nipples. Horribly, embarrassingly, they grew stiff almost immediately. The horror of what was about to happen engulfed Jewel; yet her body seemed willing, almost eager for the men's advances. She felt her pussy soaking her panties and wondered if the man at her legs could smell her.

"And we're rolling," the handsome man said. Jewel looked up to see him holding out the camera, it's tiny flashbulb lit ghost-white. She was being recorded. The men carried her to the bed and tossed her over the foot of it. Her ass and the warm mound of her cunt hung invitingly over one end, her head tossed backwards over the other as she stared at the ceiling. It was about to start, but it felt inevitable; already over. They would take her, and then she would be ruined.

Unless…

It was horrible. The thought was odious, nearly unthinkable. The fact that she entertained it at all might be sign that she was already cracked, on the road to total insanity. But there was one way to keep Paul from winning. He might be able to break her body, to have total strangers abuse her in her own hotel room, but there was a way to have the final victory: to protect her career and sexpot reputation.

This tape could be People's Exhibit A...or her sex tape.

She tried, in that instant before the men reached the bed, to see it the way an outsider might; without context. If she acted like she was enjoying it, the video would just become a leak of her being double teamed by two studs at a convention: the fantasy of nerdy fans everywhere. Hell, it would probably make her even more
 popular. The question was: could she do it? Could she stand to let these men have their way with her, all the while pretending it was what she wanted? Could she live with herself?

As she wrestled with the question, one of the men reached roughly between her legs and slid his fingers into her soaking cunt. She melted against him. She couldn't deny it: her body, drunk and keyed up for an evening of rough sex, wanted this. It needed her to be used, to be forced, to be fucked like the little cheating whore she was. As far as her pussy was concerned, she wasn't going to be acting when she enjoyed the hell out of this: she was going to have to act afterward like she didn't.

Jewel looked straight at the camera as the man continued to finger her. The other thug stepped behind her head where she couldn't see - but she had heard the sound of a zipper being unzipped enough to know his cock was coming out. She was an actress, time to act.

"Uh, oh, ohmigod yes," Jewel cooed, bucking into the black man's fingers. "Show me what you want to do to my pussy!”

If the thugs or the man giving the orders were shocked by her sudden change in behavior, they gave no sign. The black thug laughed as he pulled his fingers from her dripping snatch and unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, thick and veined and so large that Jewel gasped at the sight of it. She'd been with many well-hung men before, but what this guy was packing was so massive she was suddenly worried it would fit inside her. Without thinking, she blurted: "Goddamn you have a big fucking cock!”

“All the better to rape you with, bitch," he snarled.

She laughed, hoping her voice didn't sound strained. "Fuck yeah, rape me with that big cock, stud!" She reached out and encircled his cock with her fingers, stroking it from base to head. Hot precum dribbled from the tip to pool on her fingers and she pulled her hand back to lick it up.

"Damn bitch, you're nastier than we thought," the other thug said. "You really do want this, don't you?”

With shock so sudden she nearly dropped the act, Jewel realized she really did
 need it. Everything the thugs were doing to her felt wonderful – she wanted nothing more than to ride their big cocks into the stratosphere. Dimly, she knew she would hate herself for it in the morning, but right now she felt like turning the tables a little bit in her favor.

"I need it," Jewel panted, "I'm a dirty little whore. I need both of your cocks in me, and on me." She pulled the black thug forward, moving her panties aside for his shaft. "I need your thick, hot come inside of me," she whispered.

"Aww yeah," the man said, "take that cock!”

Jewel's slit was dripping with juice and warmer than a summer day; the black man's cock slid into her all the way to the hilt without resistance. She groaned as she felt him stretching the tight walls of her cunt around him. The thug pounded her with hurricane force.

"Oh yeah," Jewel cried as he fucked her. "Bring it allll the way back out when you fuck me, then run the head over my clit just like that ohmygod
 that's what I want, yes!"

Behind her, she felt the second thug getting restless. "You little slut," he said. He sounded oddly disappointed.

Jewel flexed her neck so that her head was upside-down on the edge of the bed. What she saw startled her: the second thug had his cock out inches from her face and was stroking it with reckless abandon as he watched the fucking. His dick was just as thick and nearly as long as his associate’s, and the sight of it made Jewel's mouth water. Without hesitation, she grabbed it by the base and slid it between her lips, working her tongue around the head. The thug moaned with pleasure as she worked him in and out of her mouth, sucking gently on his head and working his precum into a lather that dripped from her swollen lips.

"You little slut," he repeated. "I'm going to show you what cheating little sluts get.”

Without warning, the second thug grabbed the sides of her head and began force-fucking her mouth. His thick cock made Jewel gag as gasp for breath as he stretched the muscles of her throat. The sensation combined with the feeling of the first thug's cock taut inside of her drove her wild. She bucked against both men as much as she could, willing their cocks to go even deeper inside of her. To the handsome man recording the whole thing, she looked like an animal on a spit, being used and abused by two massive bucks. And it looked like she loved every minute of it.


This video is going to be everywhere
, Jewel thought, feeling the first stirrings of orgasm being to rise within her core. All of my fans are going to see it, and jerk off over and over again watching my body get violated. They're going to see me get fucked good and proper and they're going to love it
! She moaned louder and louder against the cocks inside of her, right on the edge of coming. Whenever a fan sees me, they're going to be imagining me on this bed, thinking of themselves right here making...me...COME
!

Her orgasm built to a crescendo and exploded, forcing all thought out of Jewel's head. She came in shuddering gasps, bucking against the two men and milking them for every drop of pleasure she could get. She felt the black thug's pounding get suddenly harder, faster, then the man bellowed in ecstasy as he came inside of her. Spurt after spurt of white-hot come filled her waiting pussy - the feel of it was almost enough to bring Jewel off a second time. The second man pulled his cock from her mouth just in time for him to come as well, shooting thick ropey veins of semen all over her face and breasts. Jewel opened her mouth greedily, trying to claim every unasked for drop of the man's come. Sweat poured from her body, mixing with the come. Now for the final touch
, she thought, slowly bringing herself to a sitting position. She felt lethargic and satisfied from the sex. With two fingers, she scooped up a streak of the second man's come and licked it slowly from her fingers, looking directly at the camera

When she was done, she gave a broad, innocent smile, then winked straight at the audience. "Rode hard, put away wet," she said.

"Goddamn," the handsome man said, "that was one hell of a performance." Jewel noted with some pleasure that he was sporting a hard-on, and that it was straining against the fabric of his slacks. She looked at it long enough for the man to notice she was looking, and then raised an eyebrow.

"Are you hoping for an encore?" she asked.

It was the first thing she'd said that knocked the handsome man off-balance. He sputtered for a long, satisfying moment, during which Jewel had to suppress the urge to giggle. She had to remember these men could still do some very unpleasant things to her. They didn't look it, though - the two thugs had already gotten dressed and were moving back to their positions behind the handsome man, only the smiles on their faces proof of the last fifteen minutes.

"No, I don't think so," he said - then, to Jewel's surprise, pulled a cell phone from his pocket.  He held it to his ear. "Yes? Alright, of course." To Jewel, he said: "You have a phone call.”

Jewel took the phone and held it to her ear, a knowing smile on her face. "Yes?”

"Hello, my pet. You did well.”

Jewel instantly came again. The orgasm she felt at hearing that praise made the savaging she'd received at the hands of the thugs seem like a distant memory. "Thank you, Master."

"The video will be up online tomorrow. You'll have interviews about it all next week. I've already sent the schedule to your phone.”

"Yes, master. And then?" She dared to hope...

“And then, two weeks of R&R with me," the man said.

A look of pure rapture came over Jewel's face. "Thank you, thank you SO much, Master. I can't wait to see you again.”

Past her, the three men were pulling the doors closed. The thugs would go home and think of nothing later except how great it had felt to fuck a celebrity, but the question of what exactly had happened that night would confound the handsome man for some time. He had no idea the game that was being played: the wedding-night hypnosis, the deliberate divorce, the moves perfectly calculated to increase Jewel's popularity, the filthy sex tape released at the best possible moment. Even the lies his employers had been given about the actress' willingness were part of the plan. He wondered about it for a long time, but he never figured it out.

After all, he didn't know what Jewel's husband really did for a living, either.

But back in the hotel room, none of that had happened yet. There was just a gracious slave and her magnanimous master.

I love you, master," Jewel said.

"I love you too," said Paul.


The Bimbo's Magic Milk


Neil Bimbeau



Dr. Alvard stared at the numbers on the screen, unable to believe what the data was telling him. The conclusions were inescapable. After long weeks of work, the project was a success. He had done it. They
 had done it.

“My god,” he said. “It works!”

Fingers trembling, he picked up the phone and made two brief calls. Then he went to the small kitchen area off the side of the laboratory, poured himself a drink of bourbon, and sat back at his desk, thinking.

It was over. Finally. The plague was so new that it didn't have a name, but that hadn't stopped it: every news outlet in the world was reporting the spread of the deadly parasite through Earth's largest cities. Even as he sipped at his drink, he knew world governments convened in secret, making plans for their survival at the point civilization broke down into total chaos. And now the crisis would be averted. They had a cure.

But would it be accepted, he wondered? Henrik and I's research went to some unorthodox places
, he thought gloomily. Even with the specter of disaster looming, they might be laughed at and disbelieved if they went public. In his mind, the only way to ensure success was clear: the first batch of the cure had to be made and tested, before
 they announced their findings to the world.

He gritted his teeth. He knew what that meant.

A knock at the door pulled him from his reverie. Opening it, he found a familiar face: Henrik Alvard, his partner and research assistant. The young man had heavy bags beneath his eyes and looked as if he'd dressed in a hurry.

“Henrik,” Dr. Lund said, motioning for the young man to enter. “Come in, come in.”

“What's going on, Cornelius?” Henrik said with some irritation. “You told me to go home and get some sleep, then you call me two hours later and tell me I must come. Did something happen?”

“Look here,” Dr. Lund said, pointing at the display.

He watched Henrik look the results over for a moment. The man furrowed his brow, then his mouth dropped open.

“Cornelius...?” Henrik's voice was a whisper. “You did it!”

“We
 did it, friend,” Dr. Lund said.

The man seemed to realize something all at once; he clapped a hand over his mouth. “But, this means...?”

“I know,” Dr. Lund said. “We must be careful.”

“Why must we be careful?” Both of the men turned in shock. Neither of them had heard the door open. Mina, their lab assistant, stood in the doorway, wearing a thick raincoat and bearing a small parasol. She was a slender, tiny girl; but her contributions had been vital to their success: in all his years, Cornelius had never had a more able or hard-working assistant. More, he'd come to think of the girl almost as his daughter.

Without having to turn his head, he knew that Henrik looked upon her with a rather less wholesome intent in his eyes.

“Mina! Come and see!” Henrik's voice was strained with delight. “Cornelius' latest test results – they work!” He lead her to the console, taking her heavy coat from her. “Look – a 100% reduction in the parasite!”

Mina looked at the results as if beholding a great and holy relic. “Why...this is wonderful! Henrik, Dr. Lund...you two are heroes! We must call the Chancellor at once and inform him...”

She trailed off, seeing the look on the two men's faces. “What? What's wrong?”

Dr. Lund shook his head sadly. “If only it were as simple as that, little Mina. The solution to the problem of the parasite is...well, in a word, radical
. It contains a fusion of my methodologies with the more out-there research methods of Dr. Alvard here.” He gestured towards Henrik. “The serum we've created will, I am sure, destroy the parasite in 100% of cases – but there is only one known substance in which it can be delivered without the essential cure decaying within seconds.” He fought the urge to wring his hands.

Mina furrowed her brow, co0nfusion evident on her face. “So? What substance?”

Fortunately, Henrik took the burden from him. “Human breast milk,” Dr. Alvard said.

Mina looked confused for a moment, as if the words were foreign to her, then stiffened. A blush blossomed across her cheeks. “Oh.” She said blankly.

“Mina, we wouldn't ask you this if it wasn't absolutely essential,” Dr. Lund said, taking the girl's tiny hands in his. “We must
 have a working cure to present to the Chancellor. It may be humanity's only hope.”

“What would you do to me?” Mina's face was an ashen mask.

“Inject you with the serum,” Dr. Alvard said. “Just one dose. You would produce enough of the cure in your breast to save a hundred men. With such results, the world would easily accept what must be done.”

“A hundred men...” Mina mused. She looked down at her chest. “But these are not so large, are they?”

“The serum will see to that,” Dr. Alvard said. “All temporary, of course,” he added, seeing the look on Mina's face. “There may be some side effects: the result of overclocking your system to produce the milk in such a short time span, but we would give you a sedative as well to cover the worst of the transformation.”

“I...” Mina looked terrified. “I don't know what to say.”

“Think, darling,” Dr. Lund said, beseeching her. “You would be the savior of humanity! As important as Henrik and I are to the creation of this cure, it would be nothing without you, Mina – nothing
.”

Upon hearing this, her expression hardened into one of firm resolve. It made her look brave. “Very well,” she said. “I will do this, for you. And for you, Dr. Alvard,” she added, giving the young man an altogether unprofessional look. “When do we begin?”

“Right now,” said Dr. Lund.

~*~

“Holy God, man!,” Henrik cried. “Just look at her!”

Dr. Lund stared down at the cot, a look of horror on his face. Six hours ago, he'd given Mina a series of shots: the paired injections that started her body producing the necessary serum, and a mild sedative to help her sleep through the process. Now, the young woman barely looked like the same person. Her chestnut locks had faded, almost without fail, to the blonde of summer corn. Her body was growing curves around her hips and chest as they watched – the serum had kicked her body into overdrive. Most shocking of all, her bra lay in a torn heap around her midriff – she had burst right out of it at some point. Over a single watch, her breasts had gone from small, dainty nubs (he refused to think the word perky) to a massive pair of mammaries that dwarfed the largest ones he'd seen. The skin looked almost stretched over them, like milk throbbed just beneath the surface.

Cornelius knew Henrik's interest was far more than scientific. He fought to control his emotions. “Get her coat,” he said.

“What?” Henrik's eyes were glued to Mina's half-naked form.

“Her raincoat, man – it's the only thing that will fit her.”

Henrik sprinted off to get the item of clothing. As he wrapped it around the sleeping girl, she stirred and fluttered her eyes. “Henrik?”

“It's me, Mina,” Henrik said, leaning in close. “How are you feeling?”

“I...” her eyes unfocused. “It's wonderful
. Henrik, Dr. Lund...this is amazing!”

She sat up, her breasts bouncing. As she pulled herself up, a thin stream shot from one and landed across her belly.

“Uhh...” Mina tossed her head back, experiencing obvious pleasure. “This feels so good! Henrik, you can't even imagine – how full
 I feel!” Her fingers strayed to her breasts.

Dr. Lund hastily stepped forward and took Mina's wrists. “Stop, Mina. Your breasts are not toys – they are filled with humanity's cure!”

The girl pouted – pouted! - at him, then her face went slack. “Yes...” she whispered, a new tone Cornelius did not like in her voice. The girl turned to Henrik. “Milk me! Please, milk me!”

Henrik stared at the girl with naked lust. The atmosphere in the room was becoming increasingly uncomfortable. Dr. Lund shook his head and gestured towards the chair he and Henrik had spent most of the six hours setting up. “Over here, Mina.”

The girl got to her feet unsteadily, as if not sure how to move in her new body. Dr. Lund wished she'd tied her coat closed – it hung from her frame, doing nothing to hide her extravagant bosom. She was wearing a pair of panties below the waist, but the expansion of her hips had caused them to now be far too small: they left nothing to the imagination.

“Right here, my dear,” Henrik said. The chair had been borrowed from a local dentist's office and refitted to their purposes. To the side of it, a matching set of tubes connected to a box holding a series of sterile vials, ready to receive Mina's milk. A pair of clamps protruded from each tube.

“There's nothing to be afraid of,” Henrik said soothingly. “We'll hook these clamps to your breasts, but they won't hurt a bit. Look, see these wires coming off them? They lead to this little box here.” He pulled the black box from his coat and showed Mina the dial atop it. “This controls the speed of the milking, as we're not sure how much we can reasonably expect to get from those...wonderful creations.”

“Oh,” Mina said, blushing. “Thank you, Dr. Alvard. I love what you've done to me!”

Cornelius was agast. “Is...is that true, Mina?”

“Oh yes,” the girl continued, breathless with excitement. “I always hated my body, you know. But now...” she looked down at herself. “God, I'm so beautiful! And everything feels so...oh!
 Wonderful!”

Henrik had fastened the first clamp to Nina's breast. “Why are you so concerned about the girl's mental state, Cornelius? She's consented to all of this, after all.”

“Well,” Cornelius said, frowning, “the effects should be temporary, in any case.”

“Oh, noooo...” Nina said, again pouting. “I don't wanna go back - ohhh my god!
” She arched her back, groaning as the second clamp bore down on her breast.

“Ready to cure humanity?” Henrik's grin looked anything but noble.

“Yes, let's get on with it,” Dr. Lund said. Temporary
, he reminded himself.

Henrik turned the dial to 2. The clamps sprung to life, contracting and relaxing on Mina's breasts. A small vacuum engine attached to the specimen box provided suction.

Almost immediately, milk began to erupt from Mina's breasts in creamy white spurts. The girl tossed her head back, letting loose a low groan that sounded as if it came from the throat of some animal.

“Oh! Oh gawwwd!” Mina's voice was loud enough to make them wince. “Oh Henrik, that feels so wonderful!”

Milk dripped through the tubes, beginning to fill the first of the vials. The cure was materializing before Dr. Lund's eyes, yet he couldn't have felt more uneasy.

“More! More!” Mina's hand shot out and closed around Henrik's wrist. “Please, milk me harder!”

“If you insist,” Henrik said with a smile. As Dr. Lund watched in horror, he turned the dial to seven and left it there. The clamps were now pressing on Mina's breasts like hungry infants, squeezing the overfilled mammaries with a grip that seemed painful but caused nothing but pleasure in Mina.

The girl let out a glass-breaking cry. “My God, Henrik, you have no idea how good this feels!” Her fingers sought the hem of her undergarments; dove below them to stroke her most intimate parts with her fingers. Henrik was plainly aroused by this display.

“Do you like it?” Henrik asked, having to raise his voice to be heard over the sound of the milker.

“Yes! Oh, I feel so fertile, Henrik...so womanly! So feminine!” Henrik had to restrain the girl from adding her own hand to the milker's movements. “It's better than sex!”

“Huh, that's really something,” Henrik said. “Describe the sensations, if you would. How does it compare to, say, the feeling of being ravished by an attractive young man?”

“Dr. Alvard!” Cornelius' voice filled with fury. “This is most unscientific behavior!”

“I disagree, Doctor,” Henrik replied cooly, not taking his eyes away from Mina's rapture. “We seem to have discovered a way to make women experience indescribable pleasures – is that not an important scientific find as well?”

“No!” Cornelius protested. “We are noble men, Henrik, trying to save humanity...”

His words were interrupted by another one of Mina's cries. The girl was lost in a hysteric frenzy. “Shut the fuck up, old man!” Mina suddenly yelled. “Milk me, Henrik, harder, harder!”

Before either man could do anything, Mina snatched the device away from Henrik and turned it as high as it would go.

What transpired before Dr. Lund's eyes shocked him to his core: it looked more like an industrial process than something lustful. Mina's breasts, which he'd thought would have been taxed beyond the breaking point by now, continued their uninterrupted flow as the clamps squeezed them like an accordion. As he watched, her nipples began to expand and contract along with the vacuum's pull, filling the tube – milk began to spurt around the edges, coming out into the open air, landing all over Mina's reposing form. The vials were nearly full.

“Yes, yes yes!” Mina shuddered in ecstasy, gripping the dial so tightly no one could take it from her. “Take it from me, take it all! I...I...I'm going to come!”

Dr. Lund chivalrously averted his eyes, but Henrik had no such compunctions. He feasted his gaze on the lovely Mina as her arms and legs shook with pleasure, her cheeks red with exertion, her breasts overflowing with creamy, body-warmed milk. She came loudly, tears running down her face. Henrik couldn't imagine a more beautiful sight.

With agonizing slowness, Mina relaxed until Henrik could snatch back the control mechanism from her. He turned the dial down to zero; the clamps slowed and stopped. For a long moment, no one in the room said a word.

Finally, Henrik spoke up. “Dr. Lund,” he said without turning to face Cornelius. “I believe the samples are ready...?”

He was right. The vials were full: if anything, they were overfilled. Drops of breast milk ran down the overfilled containers, leaving trails along the floor.

“Yes,” Cornelius said, his voice hoarse. “So they are.”

“Don't you think you should package them up and take them to the Chancellor?”

Cornelius glanced at the man's back, then at Mina. Even through a haze of afterglow, the girl stared languidly at him with a gaze that was clear: go. Go away and leave us.


Cornelius shook his head. What was he to do? “I thought we would go together...”

“The samples were your idea,” Henrik said. “You should get the joy of seeing the look on the Chancellor's face. Mina and I will be fine here, cleaning up.”

“Yes,” the girl added, sighing with contentment. “We'll be fine without you, Cornelius.”

He opened his mouth as if to retort, then closed it slowly. He sucked in a great sigh of breath through his nose, and adjusted his collar. “Well, then I will.” He wrapped the vials in a protective packaging and put them under his arm.

At the door, he turned around. He shot Mina a look, begging her to reconsider. “I'm going now,” he said awkwardly.

“Good,” Henrik replied.

Dr. Lund slid out the door, but he didn't go far. Something, some urge deep inside of him, compelled him to turn back. A snowbank to the side of the lab provided a convenient place to store the sample and keep it fresh; with it out of his hands he crept back to the door of the lab and peered through the crack.

“Henrik,” Mina said, lazing in her chair. “I need help.”

From the right, Henrik appeared, carrying a box filled with beakers. He wasn't lying about cleaning, at least,
 Cornelius realized.

“What's wrong, darling?”

“I...” Mina blushed. “I need to be milked again.”

Henrik set the box down and stared at her. Cornelius noted with some discomfort that the young man's obvious erection made a tent of his pants. “You're still producing the milk?”

“Yes,” Mina said, her voice filled with need. “My breasts, they're so sensitive, so full...they feel like they're about to burst, Henrik!”

“Well, we certainly can't have that,” Henrik replied. “But I'm afraid the milker isn't working. It seems to have shorted out following the harvesting process.”

“Oh...” she said, her fingers straying to her breasts. “Then...would you use your mouth, Henrik?”

“My mouth?” Henrik looked as if he wanted nothing more in the world. “Are you sure, little Mina?”

“Yes, oh yes Henrik,” the girl said in a rush, her words tripping over each other. “Please, I want to feel a warm, wet mouth on my nipples – just as nature intended! I can't even imagine how good it must feel! Please help relieve me, Henrik!”

The man pretended to deliberate. As he watched, a drop of milk began to ooze from Mina's breast, teased out by the gentle pressure of her fingers. “Well, if you insist...”

As Cornelius watched in horror, Henrik brought his mouth to Mina's breast and slurped at it with great, greedy sucks. A low moan issued from Mina's throat and she cupped the man's head against her breast, caressing his hair as he drained burst after burst of creamy milk from her swollen bosom.

“Oh Henrik,” she said, her voice low. “I thought the clamps felt good – they were nothing compared with this.”

The man pulled away from her breast and towards the other. “I want you,” he gasped.

Mina smiled. “Of course,” she said, spreading her legs and laying back in the chair. “I'm all yours, Henrik. Just keep sucking me!”

In a flash, Henrik's pants were down, his long, rod-like member springing free from the confining fabric. He mounted Mina, his lips never leaving contact from her breasts, and placed his cock at the head of her womanhood. Just before he entered her, he reared back and grabbed her breasts with both hands, squeezing them viciously. Jets of cloud-white milk sprayed from them, landing in wet arcs along Mina's breasts, tumbling down her belly, dribbling down to where the two scientists became one.

Henrik entered her with a cry, burying himself deep within.

Mina's eyes rolled back in her head as the combined pleasure became too much for her weary mind to process. Between her legs, her pussy was a firestorm of harsh fucking, and each of her nipples felt like warm honey as fluid gushed from them. The milk went everywhere, staining her and the lab alike, covering Henrik's bare chest and filling his mouth. At one point, Henrik angled the woman's breasts upwards so that jets of milk covered her face and entered her own mouth, allowing her to suck like an infant at her own essence. Cornelius wanted to be sickened, but the erection throbbing in his pants wouldn't let him.

In the end, Henrik pulled out, but it was like adding a teaspoonful to an ocean. His cock spurted come on Mina's face and breasts, but it was a far cry from the milky goodness that covered her from head to pussy. Cornelius had no idea how many orgasms the girl had had while being milked and fucked at once; or even if the same terms applied. Maybe Henrik was right, maybe they had
 made some discovery that made the curing of this plague look small by comparison...

He could take no more. Watching the two lovers entwined, Henrik's head resting on Mina's breast only to begin gently sucking at the nipple yet again, Cornelius fled, his stiff cock chafing against his pants. He carried the samples, the life-giving samples under his arm, and he tried to focus on this fact as he made his way through the snow. He'd saved humanity today. Millions of people around the globe would be alive thanks to what was going on between Mina and Henrik in his lab, right now. He should be grateful for that.

He just wondered how many more Minas they would need to create to do it.


Taught a Harsh Lesson: Blackmailed By My Boss


Neil Bimbeau



    What a horrible night that was
, I thought, rolling another napkin around a set of cheap metal utensils. The evening shift at the restaurant was a total bitch; even on the best night I wound up running around like a chicken with my head cut off, too busy trying to keep the food hot and the tables clean to build any rapport with the customers. Which was why I was sitting here at the end of a Saturday night, wrapping silverware and counting up way fewer tips then I should have made.

     It definitely wasn't my looks
, I thought, putting the finishing touch on another knife and fork combo. My boss Greg was a sexist asshole, but there was one advantage to working for him: the employee dress code went right out the window whenever something sexy presented itself. My black pencil skirt lived up to the name - it was pencil-thin, giving customers a flash of my lace panties and the tribal tattoo on my lower back whenever I bent over to take an order or to pick something up. Which was often
, I thought ruefully. Forgoing the polo shirt I had been provided with the company's logo - who the fuck wore a polo shirt in a sports bar
? - I had spent this shift dressed in a tight white dress shirt with the top two buttons undone, the ends tied in a knot under my breasts. A just barely visible push-up bra completed the ensemble. I rarely wore such a slutty outfit, as families tended to complain (the wives did, anyway), but tonight was game night - a packed house full of horny twenty-somethings drooling all over me. I should've been swimming in cash. I should've had guys stuffing twenties in my skirt and between my tits like a stripper at an all-boys' school. Fuck, we were even short-staffed tonight - I worked through adversity like a fucking pro. I needed better than this. I deserved better.

“Peace out, Katie," Cheryl said, stepping past me and throwing a quick peace sign. Cheryl was the other waitress on staff tonight, and she had a similar idea about our dress code. She'd thrown a jacket on over her outfit. "Hell of a night, huh?"

"You're telling me," I said, holding up my meager stack of bills. "Look at this shit - I barely made enough money to fill up my gas tank."

     Halfway to the door, she stopped. A strange look came over her face, like she had just been pulled over by a cop and asked to open her trunk. "What do you mean? I can't remember
the last time I made so many tips in one night - those guys were all over us." She ran a hand through her short, red hair then reached into her purse. She dug around for a moment and pulled out a fat white envelope. "See?"

“That doesn't look at all like the envelope I got from Greg," I said icily.

"Maybe he shortchanged you," Cheryl said. "Or maybe the boys just didn't like you as much."

I rolled my eyes and smiled the most saccharine smile I could muster. "Thanks for the advice," I said.

"Katie?" called a voice from the back. "Could you come back here please?"

Cheryl's cheeks reddened. "Oh shit," she whispered, "do you think he heard us?”

"Probably," I said. "Great - another fucking thing I need to deal with tonight."

"Well," she said hurriedly, "now you can ask him about the tips yourself. Good night!" A cold blast of air accompanied Cheryl out the door.

"Katie?"

"Coming, boss," I said, tossing the remaining silverware back on the table.

Inside the boss' office, Greg sat in a plush leather chair - the only one that existed in the restaurant for an employee and not the customers. As I entered, he glanced up and looked me over up and down. Greg wasn't a bad looking guy - a little bit older than I liked, but working in the restaurant hadn't diminished him a bit. Unlike most guys I worked for, he wasn't lazy. He unloaded boxes of food with the rest of the crew and moved our large industrial cooking equipment around whenever it was needed, and the slight bulge of muscle under his tight tee was testament to that. I wasn't in any mood to flirt, though.

"What is it?" I asked flippantly.

He stood up, stepping around behind me and closing the door. "Sit down."

I dropped uneasily into the chair, my head roughly at stomach-level. There wasn't a lot of room in the tiny office. Suddenly, I felt like a naughty school kid called into the principal's office for causing trouble. "What's going on," I asked, trying to sound tougher then I was, "and where are my tips? Cheryl got an envelope stuffed with bills and I didn't get shit. What gives?"

He studied me, his cold ice-blue eyes boring into mine. I felt about ten inches tall. I felt like confessing to something, but I hadn't done anything! "I docked you," he said, a smile slowly spreading across his face, "for the tips you stole."

     I gaped, unable to believe what he was saying. "Excuse me?
" I shouted. "I must have not heard you clearly, because there's no way
 I just heard you say I stole tips."

"You don't need to shout," he said, calm as could be, "there isn't anyone out there. We're the only ones left in the building. We can talk, like adults."

I wasn't feeling like an adult. I felt like an angry teenager. I suddenly wanted to kick his ass. "You piece of shit," I spat.

"Language like that is against the employee rules," he said. His eyes took in my short skirt, tight top. "For you, though, I could make an exception for...certain phrases."

"You fucking pig," I said, heat filling my face, "you think I dress like this to get your hard? As if." I turned to storm out of the office, only to find the door handle locked in place. Now I was starting to get worried. "What the fuck?"

"You're not leaving until we settle the matter of the stolen tips," my boss continued.

"I already told you," I said, "I didn't-"

"Save it," he said blandly. He gestured across the desk, indicating a small black VCR half-buried in cables and file folders. "Everything that happens in this office is recorded. Mostly because the home office doesn't trust me to keep my hands out of the till. Nothing personal, just sound business practice. As a bonus, sometimes it films slutty little waitresses sneaking in here on their smoke break and ripping a couple of hundreds out of the cash safe."

It felt like someone had dumped an entire Big Gulp of ice down my shirt. Everything below the neck went ice cold with fright. "You...have it on tape?"

"Yep. I'm curious," Greg said, indicating the keypad on the safe, "how you knew the combination."

     I rolled my eyes. No point in being coy now. "Seriously? It's the same as the store number. It's like the most obvious password ever. It's like you wanted
me to steal from you."

Again that piercing gaze, making me feel completely naked before him. Despite the fear and the very likely possibility that I was going to be arrested, I felt a warmth slowly radiating from my core. The beginnings of a plan bubbled in the back of my mind.

     "Maybe I did
 you to steal," Greg said, his eyes still on me as he rummaged in a desk drawer. "Maybe I wanted to catch you red-handed, locked in my office." He seemed to be speaking to himself as much as to me. "Perhaps I'm a little bit to blame. Ah, here we go," he said, lifting his hand from the drawer.

He was holding a pair of handcuffs.

"I'm going to call the police now," he said, his breath getting heavier with every word. "You understand - I have to make sure you don't run." He dangled the handcuffs from a long, slender finger.

I knew then. He wasn't going to be calling any cops. I turned it over in my mind for a long second. I could put on the handcuffs - or I could scream, break down the door and run the hell away. For a moment, it seemed like the only right choice. Then I imagined myself in a different pair of handcuffs, being led away by armed policemen. I'd lose my job, probably my college enrollment, my freedom... Tears filled my eyelids.

"Yeah," I finally said, "I get that. I understand."

"Good," he said, his eyes flashing. He stood up, his muscular frame filling the cramped office. "Sit down."

     I plopped down in the chair, my skirt rising up to give Greg a clear view of my lacy panties. He stepped around the back of the chair and grabbed my arms roughly, yanking them behind me. "That hurt," I breathed. I kinda liked it. No, I don't like anything about this,
I thought, trying to cross my legs. I liked being restrained during sex - in bed with a consenting partner - but this was unlike anything I had experienced. The handcuffs clicked around my wrist, locking me to the arm of the chair. I fought to keep a wet spot from forming on my panties.

"There we go," Greg breathed, resting his hand on my shoulder. "There we go."

I strained against the handcuffs, feeling no give against the heavy desk. "Aren't...aren't you going to call the police?" I asked. "Put me under arrest? Give them the tape?"

Greg's fingers traveled down my collarbone, sliding under the fabric of my top. His breath was hot in my ear. "There isn't a tape," he whispered.

I couldn't believe my ears. He had tricked me! Any thoughts I'd had of being aroused flew out the window - for the moment, at least. It took seconds to find my voice. "You...you-"

“The tapes get changed every night," he continued. "I don't have any proof." His hand reached into my bra, finding my nipple. Despite myself, it instantly stiffened at his touch. "You let yourself get into this situation. I didn't have a tape...but I do now. Remember when I said everything in this office is recorded?"

I looked up into the corner of the room, dreading what I knew I would see: a tiny camera, partially concealed by a shelf. "You son of a bitch," I whispered, my face white, the emotion drained from my voice.

"Oh yeah," he said, his other hand coming around to cup my ass under my tight skirt. "Don't worry, though - you treat me right, and nobody ever needs to see that tape."

     Embarrassment flushed my features, followed a wave of heat as his fingers moved my panties aside to clutch the wetness within. No way to hide it now
, I thought guiltily. My thoughts were racing - my mind wanted me to scream as loudly as I could and hope someone was nearby, but as his hands pinched my nipples and found their way into the sublime tightness of my cunt, my body began to betray me. A thin sheen of sweat broke out on my face.

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" Greg asked, a bemused tone in his voice. His hand left my breast and grabbed my hair, forcing me to arch my back in pain.  "You bad little slut," he laughed.

     No, I'm not a slut!
 I wanted to cry out, but just then his fingers found my clit and began to rub in short, hard strokes. Thought left me, replaced with animal hunger. With need
. In response, I let out an involuntary groan of pleasure.

Greg laughed as if unable to believe his luck. "Yeah, you are a little slut," he said, increasing his fingers' pace. His other hand reached to the knot of shirt beneath my breasts and untied it in one deft motion. My bosom popped out, barely restrained by my tight black push-up bra. "Look at you," he said appreciatively, "you're loving this."

     I wanted to cry out, to deny it, to scream for help, but those fingers sent shots of ecstasy up and down my spine, behind my eyes and through my legs, which trembled uncontrollably. I could feel my thighs getting wet. I was becoming acutely aware of Greg's erection straining against my upper thigh as he fingered me, throbbing gently in time with his thrusts. If I had a hand free, I'd unzip him and pull him inside m
, I thought, shame fighting with lust in my brain. I opened my mouth to protest, to beg him to fuck me, to do what
, I didn't know, but only a high keening wail of pure need escaped my lips.

     Suddenly his fingers withdrew. I groaned in frustration, my head starting to clear. Had I really just been about to beg him to fuck me?
The thought alarmed me. It seemed crazy now that I had a moment to think about it. "Let...let me go," I stammered.

"I don't think so," he said cruelly. "You want my cock in you, don't you?"

     No
, I almost said - instead, I whimpered. Whimpered! Stupid!

"Thought so," he said with a smirk. "But I don't think you deserve to get fucked yet. You're a filthy little thief who steals from her coworkers, and you need to get punished first."

     I only had an instant to wonder, Punished?
, Greg pulled the chair out from under my ass. I collapsed to the floor in an undignified heap, my arms yanked back by the drop. Without thinking, I pulled against the desk in an attempt to regain my footing and found myself whipped around, facing the desk on my knees with my hands over my head. My pert ass stuck in the air, practically presenting myself to my boss. Oh no...


From somewhere I couldn't see, Greg produced a slender riding crop, topped with a wicked-leather head. Panic coursed through my veins. "You keep a riding crop in your desk?" I asked, eyes wide.

His gaze was cruel, yet caused a new wave of warmth between my legs. "For special occasions," he said.

     Any retort I might have made was silenced as he yanked my skirt down, falling into a bunch at my knees. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of my panties and slid them down my thighs, exposing my pale, curvy ass. I'd checked my ass out in the mirror hundreds of times and thought it was my best feature - guys were always staring at it. No one had ever stared at my ass the way Greg did in that moment. Looking back, he looked like a lion sizing up his prey, like Cortez seeing the New World for the first time and thinking I will conquer all of this
. Suddenly I was very, very nervous.

I whispered, unsure if I was asking him to stop or continue, "Please..."

Greg brought the crop down on my ass cheek gently, the sudden sting making my eyes water. "You're a thief," he whispered roughly. The crop swung again, harder this time, striking my other ass cheek. "And a bad little slut. Apologize."

"I...Ahh!" My response was cut off by another smack from the riding crop, this one coming down hard on a the spot he had hit the first time. The sharp spikes of pain were becoming almost too intense to bear, yet unbelievably each strike made my cunt clench in anticipation.

"Say it," he commanded.

"Yes! Alright!" I managed between blows. "I stole your money! I'm sorry!"

"You're a thieving little whore and you deserve to be punished," he whispered. The hand not holding the riding crop slid between my thighs and found my clit.

     "Oh yes, oh gawd’!" I cried. All resistance was gone, beaten out of me. I had forgotten the restaurant, the money, the fear, everything. All I wanted, all I could think about
was letting this man use me, having him force me against my will to get off. "I'm a thieving little whore! I deserve to be punished, I love being punished!”

Without warning, the blows stopped. I felt both of Greg's hands gripping my waist. He leaned in close, I could feel the heat of his body, his stiff cock like a bolt of granite gently demanding entrance to my dripping cunt.

     “Now
 you deserve to get fucked," he whispered.

     Without waiting for a response, he thrust his entire length into me with one powerful stroke. My cunt welcomed him, gripping him snugly. Every ridge of me rubbed against his girth as began thrusting into me again and again. Conscious thought faded away, I couldn't think of anything more complicated than fuck cock come
and NOW
. My pussy was on fire, every thrust sending shudders of pleasure coursing through my body, my breasts heaving with each impact.

     And I had thought his fingers
felt good!

     "You love this, don't you?" Greg asked, grabbing me by the hair and pulling as hard as he could. The pain made me arch my back, which gave him even deeper access to my throbbing pussy. I gave a cry of bliss that I hoped he'd interpret as a yes
. All my pretensions dropped away, I loved
being used by this man, loved him lording his complete control over me. Even if I tried to get away, I couldn't
, I realized, the thought bringing me oh so close to the edge. He'd just keep fucking me and fucking me until he was done with me!


Greg's breath came out in great gasps, his thrusting locked into a harsh, quick rhythm that let me know he was close to coming. As if coaxing himself over the edge, he started speaking to me, words that set me on fire.

"Take that cock like a good girl," he commanded, his cock sliding in and out of me with wet thuds. "You love getting fucked on the floor like a little whore, legs spread, pussy dripping, handcuffs cutting into your wrists as you press against me, trying to milk every inch of pleasure out of this cock. I don't think you'd stop even if I let you go!"

     I was in no position to reply. The head of his cock rubbing against my clit with every thrust had sent me into a mad frenzy. I felt the orgasm approaching like an oncoming train. "No, no, no," I cried, "I'm not going to come, you bastard, you're not going to make me come, oh god oh god oh GAWWWD
!"

     For amazing, endless seconds the world was nothing but a ball of exploding bliss between my legs, behind my eyes, across my entire body. My cunt throbbed, and as if on cue I felt Greg's orgasm, his grip on my hair becoming white-knuckle tight, shooting thick bursts of come that coated my walls. I breathed deep and puffed out my cheeks, feeling the last few spasms of his thick cock within me. Everything was warm and wet. Goddamn that's a lot of come,
I mused, all my worries temporarily forgotten. I had no idea a guy could come that much
.

A few minutes later, Greg reached over and undid my handcuffs. "That was amazing," he said

     I glanced up at the camera eye buried in the corner, feeling a tug of shame through my post-coital bliss. My boss now had a tape of me being handcuffed, spanked and fucked while admitting I had stolen money. I bit my lip. Why did that thought turn me on so much
? I put it out of my head and sighed contentedly. "Fuck yes it was. I would've never thought you could fuck so well. I haven't come like that since...damn, probably never!" Despite myself, a smile broke out on my face.

Greg punched the store code into the safe and pulled out an envelope, fat with bills. "Here's the actual tips you earned tonight," he said. He furrowed his brow in thought for a moment, then slipped two hundreds from the top of one of the cash piles and tucked them between my breasts. "And this is for being such a good sport," he said with a grin.

For a moment I was speechless. Gratitude warred with anger for a moment, then I remembered the camera, still recording away. "Thanks, boss," I said.

"Don't mention it."

"So that tape," I said, motioning to the VCR. "I assume it's going in your personal spank collection, and I won't be hearing any more accusations about me stealing tips?"

     "That'd be fair," Greg said. He sat in the chair, buttoned his pants and lay back, content as a man could be. Well
, I thought, I can probably take him at his word. I could get him in just as much trouble if he tried anything. Maybe.
 I bit my lip, giving a small shudder as I relived the events of the last half hour. And it wasn't all that bad, anyway...

     "Hell," Greg said after a moment, "You can keep
 stealing tips for all I care. That Cheryl's a bitch. But hey...if you want, I've got a way you could get that money without anyone catching you.”

"How so?" I asked, my ears perking up.

     "Let's just say I've got some...discretion when it comes to how the safe total comes out each night," he said. "If you stay with me after shift tomorrow night and help me... count it
, let's say? I could see another couple bills ending up in your pocket."

     I considered it. Tonight I had fucked my boss, but it had been at least a bit against my will - it was either that or jail. If I did it again, if I started doing it for fun and money, I wouldn't be able to say that again. It would be crossing a line. I wouldn't be an employee, or even a girlfriend, I'd just be a....whore.

 

     Mmh, whore
. Suddenly, I liked that word. "Sounds like a plan, boss," I said with a smile.

Hell, I probably would've done it for free.


From Billionaire to Bimbo

Neil Bimbeau


“We transform ordinary women into brainless bimbos.”

I took a sip of coffee to conceal my surprise. Had I just heard that correctly? Certainly no sales pitch would open with such a brazen, inflammatory statement. “I'm sorry, you'll have to repeat that, please. I don't think I heard you...”

“No, you heard me correctly,” he said, smiling ruefully. “We transform ordinary women into brainless bimbos. It's what we do.”

I considered pressing the call button and having security escort the man out. Normally I wouldn't have scheduled this meeting to begin with – my time was far too valuable – but this man had been bothering my secretary for a month, claiming his small company had developed something that would “change the world as we knew it.” Only after repeated harassment had she looked the man up to discover he truly did
 head a successful, though small, firm that did experimental research. I had decided to give him a short appointment at my suite, high on the fifty-first floor of my company's corporate offices, as an opportunity to pitch his product. I was already regretting it.

I made a show of slowly taking my glasses off and rubbing the spot where my nose meets my forehead. It was a gesture of displeasure that usually intimidated, but the man sitting before me didn't seem fazed. “I'm sorry,” I said. “We seem to have gotten off on the wrong foot, Mr...?”

“Pierce,” he said, a little too quickly. “Frank Pierce. My company...”

I held up a hand to keep him from going further. “Right. And you're telling me you transform
 women? This is your company's claim to fame?”

“Well, not initially,” he said with a smile. He wasn't a bad looking man, for all that he was insane. He'd make a nice, friendly face for a better organization. “We started off in cognitive research, but quickly discovered that our finds had some...well, lucrative
 applications.”

“And this isn't some sort of self-help thing?” I asked, rotating my wrist. “You're telling me you physically change people?”

“Women,” he clarified, holding up a finger. “Into bimbos.”

“Through surgery?”

“Through drugs. It's a cocktail of chemicals...”

“Save it.” I shook my head, incredulous. “And why on Earth would you think I
 would be interested in that? Even if
 it worked, which I seriously doubt.”

His smile grew wide. He leaned forward in his chair, obviously getting into his pitch. “I'm so glad you asked that. In fact, Miss Wilcox, we chose your company specifically to be the initial distributor of what we're calling 'the Treatment'.”

“That,” I said, shaking my head, “is a terrible name.”

He shrugged. “It's a work in progress. Obviously, once final trials have been completed, your company's marketing department will take a crack at it-”

“Yes, yes,” I said irritably. “Get to the point, Mr. Pierce. I don't have all day.”

“Yes ma'am,” he said. “Actually I'm very pleased you haven't thrown me out of your office – I half-expected it.”

My tone was cold. “I considered it, but you would probably just go right back to pestering me.”

He smiled was pained. “Of course. You asked why something this would be of interest to you.” He reached down, unsnapped his briefcase, and removed a manila file folder, letting it rest on his lap. “Two reasons. One, because you're going to make an obscene amount of money doing it, and I know you of all people didn't become one of the most powerful businesswomen in the world by not caring about profit. Secondly...”

He leaned back, grinning like he was about to impart a very deep secret. “'*The sanctity of the family*'.”

I frowned. “Is that phrase supposed to mean something to me?”

“Oh yes,” Frank said with relish. “I'm not surprised it doesn't ring a bell with you, but it was the pillar of Senator Clark's campaign, wasn't it?”

I froze. This was dangerous ground. “Senator Clark-”

He held up a hand. “Please, don't insult the both of us by claiming you aren't close personal friends with the Senator. Your company was her top campaign contributor – you even procured several rather large off-the-book donations for her, didn't you? Now she represents one of the most solidly-red states in the country, and people are already whispering about a Presidential run. Yes, I'd say you and Sarah Clark are as thick as thieves,” he said, making a steeple of his fingers.

“I don't know who you think you are,” I said, “but if you think you can come in here and blackmail me-”

“Oh, goodness no!” He practically stood up from his seat. “You misunderstand me, Miss Wilcox. I don't have a problem with your relationship with the Senator – far from it. It's why we chose your company.”

“Then what's all this about family sanctity?”

He sighed, evidently frustrated with the way our conversation had gone. I wasn't used to being spoken to this way: I didn't like it one bit. No one normally dared speak to me in that tone, like they were educating a child.

“Do you know what the divorce rate is like in this state?”

The question was so far from our previous conversation, it took me a moment to process. “I can't say that I do...?”

“Nationally, half of all marriages end in divorce. A little over half. In this state, where both you and Senator Clark have their power base, the numbers are much worse. Two-thirds of marriages among her constituents will dissolve within ten years. I think you'll agree those numbers present a serious problem.”

I shook my head. This was getting to be too much. “I don't see what this has to do with anything.”

“Were you aware,” he said, like someone delivering a finishing blow, “that eighty percent of divorces are initiated by the female partner?”

I did not know that. However, I thought I could glimpse a little of what this Frank Pierce character was building up to. A pattern was beginning to emerge, and I'm nothing if not wary about interpreting them.

“No,” I said, my tone even. “I did not.”

“There's even an old saying about it,” he continued with a chuckle. “'Men propose, women file.' Women in your state are divorcing their husbands in droves. A far cry from the perfect 1950's world Senator Clark rhapsodizes in her speeches, yes?”

“Uh huh.” I arched my eyebrows. “I suppose you're going to tell me your brilliant theory as to why this is happening?”

He shrugged. “Your friend the Senator would blame the usual suspects: feminism, women's lib, the general decay of society. Her opponent would probably point to the stagnation of wages that have made that sort of single-income, housewife lifestyle impossible. Personally, I think they're both right in their own way, but the causes don't interest me: the solutions do.”

“And your solution,” I said, the pieces beginning to come together, “is to...treat
 women?”

“Is it really all that radical? Women have spent the last few decades turning to all sorts of treatments for their problems: pills, therapy, bogus self-help regimens. More people are having cosmetic surgery than ever – literally changing their appearance in order to be happy. Our method is far less invasive then that, cheaper, and will reverse the trend Senator Clark has been railing against.”

He stretched his arms out, his voice raising to a crescendo. “Imagine: a whole state where no one
 got divorced. Where every marriage was happy, healthy, and economically profitable. Where the 1950's ideal of life is right in your own backyard. Where the 'sanctity of marriage' isn't just a buzzword you throw around, but the bedrock of Clark's presidential campaign.” He leaned back in his chair, satisfied. “I think she'd win in a goddamn landslide.”

I took another sip of coffee and tapped my chin with a finger. Already, my mind was whirling into action, thinking of ways this 'treatment' could be marketed, sold to women, made nonthreatening and even normal
 to our customers. After a moment's thought, I realized Frank Pierce was right about one thing: I could make an obscene amount of money off this. If
 it worked the way he said.

With a start I realized his eyes were following my every movement, gauging my interest. He was nodding. “I can see you're taking this seriously,” he said happily.

“Even if this technology actually exists,” I said, “and I could overcome the staggeringly
 horrific moral implications of what you were offering, how can you be so sure that the 'treated' will behave they way you say they will? They could just as easily decide to leave their husbands and march naked through the streets.” I grimaced, imagining one particularly irritating 'feminist' protest that had nearly derailed one of Senator Clark's campaign events.

He stood up and gently placed the folder on the table. “The proof is in the pudding, Miss Wilcox. Meet Tina.”

'Tina' turned out to be a small, angry-looking punk girl, dressed in a leather jacket for some band I'd never heard of, a pair of leggings and not much else. A frightening shock of jet-black hair stood up in a mohawk from her otherwise shaved head. She was in the middle of shooting the photographer a disgusted look as she held something in one hand: yesterday's copy of the New York Times
.

“Tina is our most recent test subject,” Mr. Pierce said. “As you can see, this picture was taken yesterday morning – and Tina was not
 happy to be at the lab so early.” He chuckled with mirth at his own joke.

The implication was clear: everything that they'd done to Tina was a result of the 'Treatment.' Even if they'd dyed her hair and handed her over to the best cosmetic surgeon in the world, she'd still be in recovery.

I held the glossy photo up for Frank to see. “I see the 'before' picture. Where's the 'after'?”

He smiled. “She's in your waiting room.”


Well now
,
 I thought. That was interesting. I thumbed the intercom. “Bethany? Did Mr. Pierce bring anyone else with him today?”

The speaker crackled to life. “Yes, ma'am,” Bethany replied, her tone a little wary. “I said she could go in, but Mr. Pierce told her to wait. She's a little...”

“Bring her in,” I said, closing the circuit. “Let's see how well your product works, Mr. Pierce.”

The door swung open and Bethany entered, trailed by a young woman who, if I hadn't seen her picture moments before, I would never believe had been in the same room as Tina. She came bounding in, practically bouncing as she walked, with a thousand-watt smile and a glazed expression. She wore a pair of daisy dukes with the zipper half unfastened, revealing to anyone who cared to look that her pussy was completely bare. A tight crop top left more of her breasts exposed then covered. The entire dimensions of her body had changed – a glance at the 'before' photograph confirmed it. The 'new' Tina sported breasts as big as the 'old' Tina's head, an ass to make any pop star jealous, and nearly waist-length hair so blonde it looked white.

My face must have betrayed my shock; I could hear Frank chuckling. “Quite the transformation, yes?”

“How did you do this?” I whispered. Awe and horror mingled in my voice: I had no idea which was stronger.

He stepped to Tina's side and took the girl in with an expansive gesture, like a salesman showing off a product. “The Treatment is a three-pronged process. Three different cocktails of drugs are introduced into the subject's system simultaneously. The first drug is a mixture of growth hormones, similar to the ones that are produced in a woman transitioning to adulthood. As you can see, they promote rapid growth of the hips, breasts, and, ah, gluteal region.” He brought a hand up to cup Tina's ass; the girl practically squealed with delight.

“The second chemical is...well, let me show you.” As I watched, fascinated, his hand snaked around Tina's body to caress her breasts. The fact that he did this quite openly shocked me, but had a decidedly different effect on the girl. Almost instantly, she was panting, groaning with barely repressed lust. Her nipples grew hard through the thin fabric; I watched as she ground her sex against Frank's leg, practically begging him to take her.

“The second drug is a compound we developed from our experiments with feline DNA,” Frank said. “As I'm sure you're aware, every female cat from the mighty lion all the way down to the everyday tomcat signals its readiness to mate by going into 'heat', a temporary state where tissues become super-aroused and the urge to copulate overcomes most thought processes.”

He smiled, watching Tina groan against him. “We decided to make it permanent. Everything sets it off: the slightest touch, a few filthy words...”

I thought I already knew the answer, but I had to ask. “And the third?”

“Decreases intelligence,” he said, tapping Tina atop her head. “Not all equally, of course – we focused on decreasing the higher reasoning functions, logic, inhibitions. On the other side of the coin, the things that matter most to base survival are all heightened: cooking, cleaning, and especially
 sexual intercourse.” He ran a finger down Tina's body suggestively. “This one's already proven herself more than capable in that area. Care for a demonstration?”

I couldn't believe it. But the proof was right in front of me: there was no way this was an act, or some kind of quick-change scam. That was the girl in the photograph. And yet, she'd changed overnight into someone completely different. Through the shock, one thought blazed like a beacon: we were going to make an unbelievable amount of money off this.

“Go on,” Frank said, swatting Tina on the ass. “Tell Miss Wilcox how you'd like to please her.”

The girl stepped forward, her head dipped in a submissive pose as she approached me. “I...I want to eat your pussy, Miss Wilcox,” she whispered coquettishly.

I could practically feel the heat roiling off her body. “I want to make you come,” she said, pulling her top over her breasts. The sight of them was...intoxicating, to say the least. “I want to feel you come all over my fingers and my tongue. Please let me show you what a good little slut I am, mistress.”

She walked around my desk and came to a stop before me. She took my hand and slid it down the wide slit in her pants. Her cunt was warm and wet. I could tell Frank was loving every second of this.

I went to pull my hand free. “No, I'm not going to do this-”

I felt a sharp, stabbing pain in my collarbone. Tina was holding something that gleamed in her other hand – where she'd managed to stash it, I had no idea. Before I could react, she drew back and struck again, this time hitting me full in the neck. I felt a stab and a sudden rush of warmth, spreading from where I'd been hit.

“What did you...? Are you crazy!?” I shoved Tina away. A sick smile spread across her face. She held up the object in her hand for me to see: it was a hypodermic needle, the tip covered in blood. My
 blood.

“No...” Panic overtook me. I pointed a quavering finger at Frank Pierce. “What did you do?”

He spread his arms, grinning like a fox. “I asked if you wanted a demonstration,” he said. “You didn't say no...”

The warmth was beginning to spread through my body. The whole room felt hot. Beads of sweat were already erupting on my forehead. I thumbed the intercom, praying I had enough time to call for help before whatever poison I'd been injected with took hold. “Sarah, get security in here right now!”

Silence on the other end. Then, I heard giggling. What?

My eyes widened with the realization. “No! You didn't!”

“Oh!” Frank snapped his fingers as if just remembering something important. “I forgot; there's one other reason we chose you specifically to distribute the Treatment. I think you know what it is.”

“You bastard! I won't let you get away with this!” I had to get out of there. My brain was on a cycle of denial: it won't happen. It can't happen to
 me!


“When you have a chemical capable of turning a woman into a submissive slave, who better to act as spokeswoman than one of the most powerful businesswomen in the world – who's become your willing bimbo slut?”

I felt a spike of ice shoot through my spine. My body felt strange, like it no longer belonged to me. My clothes grew tight; looking down, I watched with horror as my breasts began to expand like balloons under my shirt. I felt my vision rise several inches as my ass underwent a similar growth.

“Ah, that'd be the first chemical doing its job,” Frank said. “Tina, get over here and pleasure me while I watch Miss Wilcox, would you?”

As I watched, struggling to comprehend what was happening to me, Tina went down on her knees in front of Frank and freed his cock from his pants. She turned him to the side before sliding his shaft into her mouth, ensuring I got a perfect view of it parting her moist, pouty lips.


God
, I thought, that looks so hot...
 Suddenly, I was overcome with the urge to touch myself. Everything about my new body excited me! I couldn't wait to try on some clothes that showcased my assets. The sight of Tina gobbling down Frank's member had me wetter than I could ever remember being. It was all I could do not to crawl over and help her out.

“Look at her,” Frank said, glancing at me with contempt. “Eyes dilated, skin flushed...she's practically trembling. That'd be the second chemical, Miss Wilcox, putting you in heat.”

Oh yes. Heat
 was a good way to describe it. Everything felt warm and tingly: the slightest movement against my overripe breasts sent shocks of pleasure through me.

“Tell me, Miss Wilcox,” Frank said, his voice husky with lust, “what is ten times ten?”


I can't let this happen! I've got to keep my mind clear
.
 “You idiot,” I panted, trying to sound confident. “It isn't working. Ten times ten is...”

Mentally, I added the numbers together, only to watch the answer slip away. For an instant I had it, it was on the tip of my tongue...then I lost it.

“Well?” Frank asked smugly.

“It's...it's...” I felt like I was standing on a stage just as it collapsed beneath me. Everything faded out: my memories, my intellect, my ability to solve math problems. At the same time, my sexual experiences stood out as clear as day. I couldn't tell you ten times ten to save my life, but god damn
 I knew I could suck a cock...

Speaking of which...

I stood up, the fabric of my dress and top ripping in a half-dozen places. Frank laughed with triumph, knowing he had won.

“Come over here, Miss Wilcox,” he commanded. “Come do the only thing you're good for.”


The only thing I'm good for...
 Just the words sent my cunt aflame. Thinking was impossible. I couldn't reflect, ponder, wonder: I merely acted
, living completely in the moment. I got on my knees next to Tina and awaited Frank's cock.

It didn't take long: he slid it from her mouth with a grunt of pleasure. In an instant, it was waving in front of my face, the fat purple head swollen with precum and resting gently against my lips.

“Take it,” he said, gripping me by the back of my head. Strands of hair fell in front of my eyes: the fact that they were platinum blonde didn't even register.

His cock spread my lips; I opened wide to admit him. He wasn't satisfied, however: with a groan he forced me down on him. His cock was thick enough to force my tongue around it and long enough to hit the back of my throat. The feel of it sent me insane with passion. All my nerve endings were on edge, constantly telling me more, more!


As he fucked my face, Tina crawled between my legs to help out. First my panties were torn away, then I felt the girl's tongue part the lips of my pussy and encircle my clit. In an instant, I was coming – more
 than coming. I had never felt pleasure like this, couldn't even imagine it existed.

I rode her face while Frank fucked my throat, taking his pleasure from me with force for what felt like a wonderful eternity. Finally, he withdrew from me with a grunt. As if this was some secret signal, Tina's wet mouth also pulled away and the girl crawled beside me, on her knees.

Frank gave his cock a series of short, hard jerks. “Take it,” he said, his voice on the edge of an orgasm. “Take my come.”

Almost as soon as the last words cleared his lips, his cock exploded with thick, ropey bursts of come. He aimed first at me, then at Tina, but he had more than enough for us both. I felt hot gobs of his seed cover my cheeks, the hollow of my neck, dripping down into my breasts. Looking over, I could see Tina was the same: her face was ecstatic with pleasure, her eyes heavy-lidded. Frank was draining his balls over both of us, reminding us of our place as little more than his fuckdolls, his cumrags – and we absolutely loved it.

It was too much for my brain to handle; my thoughts went blank as my body exploded with pleasure.

As I regained my surroundings, Tina leaned forward and began to lick the come from my face, slurping it up greedily. I looked at Frank for confirmation: yes, he was watching us, clearly entertained. We put on a show, scooping up his seed with our fingers and sliding them into each others' mouths. When we were done, we took turns cleaning his cock until it hardened, at which point we traded blowing duties until he held it in my mouth and came – this time, I got all of it inside of me.

Afterwards, he and Tina got dressed. They left me on the floor, dried streaks of come still staining my face and breasts, waiting mutely for more commands.

“Alright,” Frank finally said, “get up.” I complied.

He looked me over up and down. When he spoke, he pretended to be disgusted, but there was nothing but mirth in his tone. “You obviously are no longer fit to be the head of this organization,” he said. “Nod to show me you understand.”

I nodded, as empty as a bobblehead.

“Obviously the solution is clear: you're going to buy our company, and install our board of directors as your
 board of directors. Nod again.”

I did.

“Tina will guide you through filling out the paperwork,” he said with a smile. “It's a simple process. And then you won't have to worry about this big, complicated company anymore, will you?”

“Thank you master,” I said, my voice up a full octave. “I don't want anything to come between me and serving you.”

“Very good,” he said. “And when we're done with that, I want you to call Senator Clark and get her down here. Her presidential campaign is about to get very
 interesting.”

“Yes, master,” I said.

“Fantastic. But first...” He made a gun with his thumb and finger and mimed going 'bang', then chuckled. “You can come now.”

I dropped to the floor, twitching and sobbing, as the strongest orgasm I had ever felt overcame me. I lost control of my body and fell, fell, down through the floor, into a world where nothing had any meaning, where there was nothing for me to do but fuck, and suck, and serve the powerful men who would call themselves my master. I was complete.


Hypnorotica: Maid to Serve


Neil Bimbeau



The boys had obviously had another party.

The place was filthy. The floor was covered in bits of confetti, chips, and what looked like the remains of condom wrappers. On the kitchen table I counted nearly three dozen bottles of top-shelf beer in various degrees of emptiness, along with enough dixie cups to handle a family reunion. Someone had knocked over a lamp; the sink was full of dishes.

I sighed. I should have known there was no way they'd keep the place clean for an entire weekend. Oh well, I thought. That's what they paid me for.

The place was one of those fancy townhouses in the fashionable district of town, a short walking distance from campus. The renters were three college kids, a couple years older than me. I knew of
 them, but I didn't really know them personally: they were in the Engineering program, and being an English major I had never even set foot in the Engineering building. I thought of them (with affection) as the Nerds: a group of awkward but mostly-nice guys who were more interested in building weird gadgets then keeping their place clean. So, they hired a cute co-ed – me, of course – to keep the place spotless for them while they were in class. In return, they paid me enough money that I was able to rent an apartment of my own on campus instead of living in the dorms. You might think cleaning up after my fellow students would be demeaning, but the Nerds were nice about it: plus it paid better than flipping burgers or working a cash register. A lot better, actually – I had no idea where they got all their money from. Rich parents, I guess.

Something red stuck out from underneath the kitchen table – I bent down and snatched it up before I realized it was a pair of lace panties. Well. Maybe they weren't quite so awkward after all.

“Somebody had fun this weekend,” I said to myself, tossing the panties in the garbage. I had my work cut out for me. By the time they got back from class, I was going to have this place looking like they'd just moved in.

I did some basic arm and leg stretches as I walked back to the front door, where I'd left my bucket of cleaning supplies and my iPod. I hooked the latter into the stereo system in the living room – which was really, really nice – and set it to shuffle. Indie rock flooded the room.

I looked around the room and shrugged. “Time to get to work, I guess!”

I started at the front door and worked my way through the house methodically, cleaning as I went. Bottles, cans and general trash went into garbage bags; floors were scrubbed or vacuumed accordingly. Slowly. Song by song, the place started to look like a livable house again. The kitchen was the worst part – I'd always hated doing dishes most of all – but for once the dishwasher was actually empty, so I was able to load everything into it and more or less forget it.

The better part of three hours flew by as I transformed the first floor from after-party to open-house. Everything was clean beneath the second floor, with the exception of the house's basement. One of the only rules I'd been given was to never go down there: when I'd asked why, I'd been given some vague explanation about “sensitive instruments” down there. I'd never thought about it until now, but with the wild parties and mysterious amounts of money being thrown around the place, could they have a meth lab or something down there? I shook my head; that was silly. Them?
 I thought. No way. They probably just don't want me to see all the anime in their nerd cave.
 Either way, it was one less room I had to clean: perfectly alright with me.

I smiled, glancing over my handiwork. With everything clean, the niceness of the place really shined – it looked like a music video could break out at any moment. I trudged off to my car, put the cleaning bucket in the backseat and grabbed my backpack. Then I went back inside to do the second floor.

The party hadn't touched it nearly as much as the downstairs; other than some clothes on the floor and a bed pushed into the middle of a guest room, there was hardly any sign people had been up here. I tossed all the clothes (male and female – more signs they'd had a very
 good party this weekend) into a hamper and got the laundry running. They could fold and organize it later. After that, cleaning the rest was a simple matter of vacuuming the floors and making the beds. It took a fraction of the time.

I checked my phone – I still had a couple of hours before I had to be in class. “Time to relax,” I said out loud. This was my favorite 'fringe benefit' of cleaning the Nerd House: they let me use their upstairs guest bathroom as my own personal locker room. I know that sounds strange, but you haven't seen the place: it looks like something a billionaire CEO would use in a movie. White granite tiles, high-pressure fixtures – and just the room itself was nearly the size of my apartment. One of my favorite vices was a long, luxurious shower, and this house delivered in spades.

I got my makeup bag and a change of clothes out of my backpack and placed them on the vanity. Then I shimmied out of my bleach-stained clothes and folded them up in a heap on the floor. I looked myself over in the mirror approvingly: I looked great. Cleaning houses was practically as good exercise as a gym. I always felt a little thrill of wrongness, looking at myself here: I was naked in a stranger's bathroom, after all. It was kind of naughty, even if it was allowed. I wondered for a second if there might be hidden cameras set up somewhere, then dismissed the thought as foolish. The Nerds were a little awkward, but they weren't assholes. Besides,
 I thought, my mind replaying my discovery of panties under the kitchen table and on the second floor, they're apparently seeing plenty of naked girls anyway.


The shower was heavenly – same as always. I took my time, luxuriating in water hot enough to turn my skin pink, moisturizing my body and hair several times. I could easily have spent all day in there (I'd never once felt the water pressure dip or the temperature get cold, no matter how long I was in there) but eventually I had to stop. I wrapped my body in a thick terry-cloth towel and went into a guest bedroom, bringing my clothes with me.

As I toweled off my hair, I noticed something I hadn't before: a corner of the guest bed had its comforter peeled back a bit, as if it had been stretched over the mattress in haste and left that way.

Underneath, I found something that made my eyes widen and my mouth turn up in a smirk. Stuck in between the sheets were an assortment of items I had overlooked, and whoever had left them there had been very naughty this weekend indeed. There was a pair of handcuffs, a blindfold, a vibrator (I made sure to give it a wide berth), and...

And something. Something in a ziplock bag.

I held it up and poked at it through the bag with a fingernail. It was powder, so white it almost looked like it glowed faintly in the dim room. I was no detective, but comparing the amount left in the bag to the residue caked around the rim, it looked like most of it was gone. Snorted? Smoked?

“Just what are you?” I asked aloud, popping the bag open. Part of me said to just leave it alone, to put the bag back and re-make the comforter – let whoever used this bed next discover the surprise. But another part of me, by far the stronger, wanted to have a little fun. Again, I was no detective, but I'd done a few lines in my time – mostly at frat parties. I knew coke when I saw it. There were so many fringe benefits to cleaning the Nerd house: what was one more?

I gave the interior of the bag a dainty little sniff. The powder had no smell whatsoever. A small puff of the drug emerged from the bag, nearly making me sneeze. Woah
, I thought. That felt good!
 I dipped my pinkie finger into the mix and let the grit cover my finger. It came up covered in a faint sheen of the drug.


What are you doing
,
 a little voice inside me said. Was I really going to do this right here, like some trashy little bimbo? Snorting coke, wrapped in nothing but a bath towel? When I put it that way, it almost sounded glamorous.

“Sure,” I said to the room, and stuck the finger into my nasal cavity. I covered my other nostril and gave the powder a sniff. It burned going in – that clean, sharp feeling that lets you know you've got the good stuff.

“Oh wow,” I said, rocking gently on the balls of my feet. It was like a strong wind rolled up and swept me backwards. “This is good shit.”

It was good. In fact, it was too
 good – it was hitting me way harder than a tiny little pinky bump should. My vision was starting to blur, and the high was showing no sign of cresting. In a second, though, I didn't care – because something was happening to me that no cocaine had ever done before.

“Mmmh,” I said, my head rolling back on my shoulders. “Ohh...”

I let out a gasp as pleasure coursed through my body. A steady warmth radiated from my core, like my whole being was generating a smoldering inner light. Deep down a little part of me was panicking (what did I take OH SHIT what did I just snort
) but I was too stoned to care.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “That was better than sex!” My pussy was soaked with moisture. Everything felt good
 – I lay down on the bed, stretched out, felt the softness of the fabric against my skin, and the agonizing ache of the mattress' firmness against my pussy.


Holy shit
, came the thought, cutting through my mind, if a little bump feels this good...


Before I could reason my way out of it, I stuck my whole hand in the bag, coating my fingers in the delicious powder. One by one, each finger went up my nose, another special delivery right to my brain's pleasure center. By the time I was done, my legs were shaking with ecstasy. I licked my palm clean, and was gleeful to discover my mouth seemed just as powerful a place to ingest the powder as my nose.

A wicked thought occurred to me. Oh my God, yes...


I stretched out on the bed, laying on my back. I undid the towel and exposed my naked body to the warm air of the apartment. Every nerve ending was on fire with pleasure, but I knew just how I could take things higher. I dipped two fingers in the powder – much more of it stuck to them now that they were wet – and slid them down to my aching, waiting pussy.

“Ahhhh!” The touch of them was electric – like pop rocks and soda for the brain. I cried out at the contact, my clit almost too sensitive for me to rub – almost.

The world burst with color as I fingered myself, my whole body on display for anyone who wanted to see. Every stroke of my engorged clit sent my heart-rate higher, caused the spread of warmth from the drugs to radiate faster from my cunt. Pretty soon I was riding a tidal wave of bliss, my pleasure already way, way past where I usually came.

But I was building up – to something
. What, I didn't know, but there was no way I was going to stop. Nothing could have kept me from this pleasure: not the police, not a pack of wild dogs, not even a camera crew. If the house caught fire in that moment, I'd have died in the blaze, mindlessly frigging my cunt.

Finally I passed a threshold. I felt a low pop, like a faraway car with its bass turned way up, shudder through my body. My fingers fell away from my pussy – I didn't need to pleasure myself anymore. The bed dropped away beneath me and I was floating, floating through a kaleidoscope of colors traveling at light speed, burning through my brain.

I stayed in that half-aware state, blissed out of my mind, for a beautiful little eternity. Gradually, something drew me back to the real world with agonizing slowness. There were voices around me – and it sounded like they were upset.

“Oh shit, oh shit!
” A voice said, right on the verge of panic. I knew that voice – it was Mark, one of the guys who lived here. One of the Nerds. God,
 I thought, had I ever really used that word to think of them? How cruel of me. They were so wonderful: everything was wonderful...


“Calm down,” came another voice, this one deeper, used to commanding. That would have been William, the leader of the group. The alpha,
 I thought, my pussy tingling.

“Calm down?” Mark said disbelievingly. “Are you fucking kidding me? The bag is empty
, man – she took all of it!”

“Relax,” William said. Yes,
 I thought, yearning to tell Mark everything was okay – I was fine, really! Just calm down and chill with me...


“Do we need to call an ambulance?” Mark's voice sounded calmer already. “I mean, no one's taken that much of the stuff at once. The girl I had up here during the party did one
 line and she was blissed out all fucking night.”

“She'll be fine,” William said. Yeah, I'm fine...


“Steve is going to be pissed when he finds out the maid did the whole batch,” Mark said. “It took him nearly a week just to whip up the precursors-”

“Steve'll be fine,” William said. I got the impression he wasn't really listening. He sounded closer with each statement, like he was coming right up beside me.

“Well, she looks like she was having fun, at least.” I felt Mark's eyes travel up and down my body. “Jesus, look at her. I thought she looked good in yoga pants, but damn.
 I had no idea we had such a fucking babe working for us.”

“Yes, she's gorgeous,” William said. The praise went right to my head; the world swam. I wanted more of it. I wanted these boys – these men, I corrected – to think I was hot. To want me.

I felt a rustle directly to my right, then the warmth of a hand on my breast. My nipple sprang upright as my back arched with delight at the contact. My eyes fluttered open.

It was William, stroking me gently, like a possession. “Hello there, maid.”

“Dude, what are you doing?” Mark stood in the doorway of the room, looking confused.

“Shut up,” William said without turning from me. “How are you feeling, maid?”

“She has a name,” Mark said, but I didn't hear.

“Wonderful,” I said breathily, leaning in to the contact. His hand traced the outline of my nipple, made its way down my body with agonizing slowness. “I feel so good.”

“Yes, you certainly do,” he said, his hand coming to rest on my thigh. “You look very horny, maid.”

“I...I am horny,” I realized. I saw the world differently now, in ways the old me couldn't possibly have comprehended. Things were much simpler. I ached to have him stroke me – his hand was so close. “I think I'm always
 going to be horny.”

He smiled. “You're a good little maid,” he said, and parted the lips of my pussy. I gasped, my eyes rolling back in my head as he stroked my clit.

“This is what you live for now,” he said after letting me feel the power he had over me. “Say it.”

“I live for pleasure,” I said eagerly.

“You're our maid,” he continued, massaging my aching pussy expertly. “You live to cook, clean, and fuck us. That gives you pleasure. Say it.”

“I am your maid!” I gasped between breaths. “I live to fuck and suck and clean and oh god I'm so wet please don't stop...
”

“Well, that's close enough, I suppose,” William said with a smirk.

“Dude, what are you doing?” Mark was incredulous. “What is she going to say when she comes down off that shit?”

“I know more about Steve's little science project then you,” William said, his fingers not slowing for an instant. “He thinks that with a high enough dose of the chemical, the effects will become permanent. Overwrite the brain, like an old computer hard drive. Perfect opportunity to test the theory, don't you think?”

“Yeah...” Mark said, his voice throaty with lust. I could feel his eyes watching me writhe, could almost taste the fantasies that were burning through his brain. “I guess...”

“Come on,” William said. “You want to fuck her, right?”

“I mean, yeah,” Mark replied. “She's a fucking babe. I've wanted to hit that since the first day she came in here.”

“Then quit bitching and let me finish this,” William said brusquely.

“Alright,” Mark said, and fell silent.

“Thank you. Now,” William said, pulling his fingers from my sopping cunt, “what is your name?”

I groaned with frustration as his fingers left me. “I...I don't know!” I admitted. I needed him, I needed him right now.

“That's right, you don't have a name,” William said, his fingers tracing their way back up my thigh. “You're the maid, got it?”

“Yes!” I cried, eager to agree to anything that would bring back that agonizing pleasure.

“And are you ready to perform your maidly duties?”

It took me an instant to realize what he wanted – when I did, all the moisture left my mouth and went straight to my snatch. “Yes. God yes.”

“Call me master,” William said, undoing his belt.

“Yes, master,” I said, a bubble of resistance popping behind my eyes. “How may I please you?”

His cock sprang free of his pants as they hit the floor. “Suck me,” he said.

I went to work eagerly, stimulating him with my fingers, my tongue, my throat. He was long and thick, just about the biggest cock I had ever taken, and the knowledge that I was meant to serve him made every movement all the sweeter. At no moment did my mind go blank, did I focus on something else – I was attentive every moment of the blowjob, thinking of nothing but how to maximize William's pleasure. I could tell from the way he thrust inside my throat, as if he couldn't stop himself, that I was doing a good job.

“Ahh, fuck that's good,” William said. “This was the best decision I ever made. Now get down on all fours and face the wall.”

I pulled his cock from my mouth and turned around, my hands placed just over the headboard of the bed. The towel, left and forgotten, gave me friction to spread my legs extra-wide, giving William an enviable view of my tight, freshly-shaved slit.

He came up behind me, the fat head of his cock pressing gently against my entrance. Something was in his hand – the blindfold I'd seen earlier. With a grin, he dropped it beneath my chin and yanked on both ends, forcing my head back.

He buried himself into me, thrusting hard and fast. His grip tightened on the blindfold and I felt it dig into my neck, forcing me back onto him, letting him fuck me deeper. It choked me – I started to see stars. It only added to wonderful floaty feeling of lust the drug had given me.

“Jesus,” Mark cried from the doorway, “you're going to kill her!”

William's grin was feral. “Oh no,” he said, “I think our maid is tougher than you think. Isn't that right, maid?”

He slackened his grip on the blindfold a tiny fraction. “Yes!” I cried, my voice a hoarse whisper. “Choke me harder, master!”

William laughed. “You see? She lives to serve!” His grip tightened even further until I was struggling for breath. My wheezes turned him on even more; in seconds I felt his rhythm change, locking into short, fast strokes that made his balls slap against my ass with each thrust.

It was a race: either he was going to come first, or I was going to pass out. Either way, I was thrilled – I was pleasing master! My pleasure was rising, past one or even multiple orgasms. I never knew this kind of feeling was possible – I gladly would have died for another moment of it.

Just before blackness consumed my vision, William let out a yell and dropped the blindfold from my neck. His fingers gripped my ass so hard I knew they would leave bruises. I felt one hot spurt of come fire inside of me, just before he pulled his cock from my slit and drained his balls all over my ass and back. Burst after burst coated me in a thick glaze – just the warmth of it set another wave of pleasure coursing through my veins.

Finally the torrent stopped, and William stepped back to admire his handiwork. I collapsed, my face in the pillows and my ass hanging in the air – a study in submission. Dimly, I wondered if Mark would fuck me now.

“Damn, that was good,” William said, searching around the bed for his pants. “You want a turn, Mark?”

I looked up. Doubt flickered across Mark's face for an instant, before the sight of me covered in come made his decision for him. I saw his cock already tenting his pants. “Yeah,” he said. “I mean...I can, right?”

“Of course,” William said. “She's 'our' maid, dude – all three of us. Believe me, she'll definitely be woman enough for the whole house. Whew!”

I saw Mark eye my slit hungrily. “You think Steve will go for it?”

“Steve will be thrilled his newest gadget works the way he thought it would,” William said. “Beyond that – I'm sure our maid can turn him around. Right, honey?”

“Yes,” I said, my pussy already on fire again. “I'll do whatever he wants.”

“Ha! See?” William clapped Mark on the back. “We'll work out a schedule. This is going to be the best goddamn semester of our lives.” He was almost out of the door when he froze as if remembering something and turned around. “Oh, and maid?”

I looked over from where Mark was disrobing, my attention dislodging from the best ways to please him with difficulty. “Yes, master?”

“Don't let Steve forget: he needs to start whipping up another batch of that drug. You're going to be handing it out at our next party.”

I beamed with pleasure. “Yes, master!” I couldn't wait.


The Perfect Cheer


“Go ahead,” Dr. Frewer said, his voice reassuring. “Everything we say in here is completely confidential.”

Tiffany sighed and smoothed down the pleats of her skirt. She wondered if it had been the right idea to come to this therapy session straight from cheerleading practice – she hadn't had time to change out of her uniform. She didn't want to give Dr. Frewer the wrong idea. But her problem was so urgent, she hadn't had a choice.

“Um, okay.” She fidgeted, wiggling around in the plush leather seat in order to get more comfortable. “I have a problem.”

When she didn't say anything else, Dr. Frewer looked up from the legal pad he used to take notes. “Go on, Tiffany.”

“It's really embarrassing,” she said. Heat blossomed in her cheeks.

Dr. Frewer smiled. “Tiffany, lots of people come to me with embarrassing problems. They smoke and they're hiding it from their family, they overeat and can't stop themselves. That's what I'm here for: embarrassing problems. Trust me, I've heard it all before.”

“Well...” she hesitated. “It's about, like, sex stuff.”

He nodded sagely. “I'm sure there's lots of pressure on you in that area of your life, isn't there? You're the captain of the cheerleading squad, right?”

She nodded, grateful to not be speaking.

“That's a position that attracts a lot of male attention. I'm sure there's a lot of boys coming after you, trying to get you to do things you might not be comfortable with.”

“I don't have any problems with boys.”

“Is it an older man? One of your teachers, perhaps?”

She shook her head.

He folded his hands. “Then why are you here today, Tiffany?”

Tiffany looked supremely uncomfortable. “It's...God, how do I even say this? I have these urges, okay? And they keep getting stronger and stronger.”

“Okay,” Dr. Frewer said, “now we're getting to it. Where are you when you have these...urges?”

“At practice,” she said, her face turning a bright shade of red. “I...I have them about the other members of my squad.”

Dr. Frewer sat back in his chair. He tapped the tip of his pen against the hollow beneath his lip, just above his beard. “Ah. I see.”

“I don't think you do,” Tiffany said, the words coming out in a rush, “We do all of these exercises: tossing each other and standing on top of each other's shoulders. My hands are all over them, for hours every day.” A shudder passed through her. It was obvious that just describing it excited the girl. “There's this one trick we've been doing where we form a human pyramid, and I'm right underneath
 of Becky Armstrong with my hand under her ass, and there's two girls holding me up and their fingers are just digging into me, and I know they can just smell how wet I am because all I can think about is how I'd like to tear Becky's panties off with my teeth and-”

She stopped, clapping a hand over her mouth. Tiny beads of sweat stood out on her forehead.

“Okay,” Dr. Frewer said. “A couple of things. One; as I said before, you're a young girl. You're still figuring out your sexuality in a lot of ways. And like I said, you're a cheerleader – that means you might be exposed to some grown up stuff earlier than usual. Under the circumstances, I think it's perfectly natural to think of your fellow cheerleaders in a sexual way.”

“But I don't want to,” Tiffany said plaintively. “I'm a good girl, Dr. Frewer. I don't...I'm not supposed to think this way.”

His eyes narrowed very slightly. “You're a teenage girl, Tiffany. Your emotions are still developing – they can easily get the better of you. Your hormones are leading you around by the nose.”

“But Doc,” Tiffany said, “it's ruining my life. I can't practice – I can't think half the time. I'm so keyed up that the first thing I do when I get home from practice is run upstairs, lock my door behind me and...well, you know!”

“Masturbate?”

“Touch myself, yeah. Sometimes three or four times. You have to help me – I mean, you can hypnotize me, right?”

Dr. Frewer coughed, then held up a hand. “Tiffany. I think you have some misconceptions about what I can and cannot do...”

“But you're a hypnotist, right? I mean, that's why I came to you.”

“Yes, but I think you're getting confused. Hypnosis is a time-consuming, challenging process – I can't just push a button and make your urges go away. And I wouldn't, even if I could. I would never hypnotise someone who was attracted to people of the same gender to be attracted to the opposite gender instead: it wouldn't work, anyway. I can't brainwash you straight.”

Tiffany put her hands together in a gesture of supplication. A slender blonde lock slid from her impeccable hairdo to rest between her eyes. “I'm not asking for that. Just – can you make them go away when I'm not at practice? I can figure the rest of it out on my own. We're never going to get to nationals if I go into heat whenever one of my teammates puts their hands on me. They have talent scouts there, Dr. Frewer. I'm good enough that I could put myself through college with this – maybe even make it onto an NFL squad. But I can't do it like this.”

“Hmm.” Dr. Frewer paused for a long moment, so long that it was a struggle for Tiffany not to interrupt. Finally he scribbled a few notes on his legal pad, read them over, and set the whole thing aside. “Okay. I think we can do that.”

Relief flooded Tiffany's features. “Oh, thank you Dr. Frewer, thank you...”

“Now, don't get your hopes up, This isn't a silver bullet – it's highly likely our first session doesn't produce much in the way of results. Like I said, it's a process.”

Tiffany looked as if she'd been drowning and someone had just tossed her a lifeline. “Yes, Doctor. Absolutely.”

“Alright.”

In a few minutes, the small office had been converted into a venue for Dr. Frewer's hypnosis therapy. The lights were dimmed, Tiffany took her place on a wide, comfy couch, and speakers hidden throughout the office had begun to play a soothing, quiet melody.

Turning from his desk, Dr. Frewer looked over Tiffany's reclining form. The girl was spread out on his couch, arms knotted at her side. Her chest heaved with anxious breaths, causing her breasts to strain against her uniform. He thought her quite lovely.

“Are you ready, Tiffany?” He asked quietly.

“Ready as I'll ever be,” she said, struggling to keep her voice steady. The idea of being hypnotized made her nervous, but not as much as the thought of another practice lusting after Becky Armstrong's perfect, heart-shaped ass.

“Are you going to use a pocket watch, or...?”

Without ceremony, Dr. Frewer slid a long, slender tube from his jacket, about the length of a pair of chopsticks. He pointed it at her left eye.

“Just try to relax,” he said.

The tube lit up, shining a red light into Tiffany's left eye. With a slight twist of his wrist, Dr. Frewer aimed the tube at Tiffany's right eye, where the light switched to a pale green color. After a few seconds of this, he thumbed a button on his machine and it cut off.

Tiffany stared straight ahead, a glazed expression on her face. Perfect. Later on, she'd remember this as a long, slow process, involving countdowns and soothing commands and 'your eyes are getting heavy' sorts of statements. That was how Dr. Frewer wanted it: he'd given up those sorts of things ages ago, but it wouldn't do for people to know just how quick the process of hypnosis could be. How a few simple commands beamed into the eye could be delivered via the optic nerve as a shutdown command to the brain, turning off the higher functions of consciousness while leaving an eager, pliable mind behind. That would scare people, and Dr. Frewer wanted above all for his patients to be comfortable with what he was doing to them.

“Tiffany, can you hear me?” He asked.

“Yes, doctor,” she said, her voice blank of expression. Her eyes neither moved nor blinked.

“Good,” he said, getting himself more comfortable. “I want you to tell me about these urges you've been having. When was the last time you felt them?”

“It was a few hours ago,” she said. “I was at cheerleading practice, just before I came to see you.”

“Describe it to me,” he commanded. “What was happening right before the urges hit?”

With his patient under hypnosis, there was none of the hemming or hawing Tiffany had shown previously. There was no shame in her eyes or her tone of voice; just concise answers and the truth. Sometimes Dr. Frewer wished he could just hypnotize all his patients right out of the gate as a matter of course: it would make his job so much easier.

“There's a very difficult move we've been spending the second half of practice focusing on,” she explained. “It involves making a three-tiered human pyramid, then tossing the person on top off. They do a double-backflip and someone standing in front of the pyramid catches them. I'm the center of the second level, the girl above me is-”

“Becky Armstrong,” Dr. Frewer interrupted. A thrill shudder shot through Tiffany's body. “I belive you mentioned that before. The feelings come when you're holding on to this girl?”

“She's so beautiful,” Tiffany whispered. “All of us are – I mean, we're cheerleaders, right? But Becky is something special. I think she likes it when I put my hands up there,” she said.

“Up her skirt?” Dr. Frewer allowed an edge of playfulness to come into his voice, something he'd never do without hypnosis. “You said you have to hold her up.”

“I can feel it,” she said, her voice husky with lust. “Her panties when my fingers are on them – it's not sweat, it's wetness. I'm arousing her, and she's arousing me.”

“Uh huh.” Dr. Frewer made a note in his legal pad. “And what sorts of things are you thinking about when these urges hit you? In fact, I command you to feel one now so you can describe it to me.”

“Oh God...” Tiffany whispered. As he watched, the girl's legs crossed, her slender thighs pressing together. She bit a lip and arched her back slightly. “It's so good. It's like I'm thirsty, but sort of full at the same time. It's hard to describe.”

“I think I have a pretty good idea,” Dr. Frewer quipped. “What sorts of things are you thinking about doing right now?”

“It's like a whirlwind,” she said. “We're all collapsing in a heap, and Becky lands right on top of me and our lips meet, and then Naomi and Mackenzie – those are the girls who hold me up – are taking us out of our uniforms...”

“Fast forward a little bit.”

“Her mouth is on me! Oh, it feels incredible. My tongue is between Mackenzie's legs and her slit...I've never tasted a girl before, but it's the best thing in the world!”

“Alright, I think I've heard enough,” Dr. Frewer said. He slid the legal pad to the side, no longer bothering to hide the impressive bulge Tiffany's fantasies had coaxed in his pants. “These are good thoughts for you to he having, Tiffany.”

The girl looked stunned – as possible as it was for her to look like anything
 while under hypnosis. “They are?”

“Yes, and I want you to continue thinking them. I don't want you to stop pleasuring yourself while picturing those little sluts tonguing your clit – but you can't keep thinking about them during practice. I want you to think of something else instead.”

“Yes, Doctor,” she said, her voice perfectly submissive. “What should I think about?”

Dr. Frewer stood up, unbuckling his belt. “Well, as I told you, being a cheerleader puts all sorts of pressure on a young girl. I'm sure you've gotten lots of attention from boys, haven't you?”

“Yes,” she said.

“What have you done with boys?”

“Only a little,” she replied. She was incapable of lying to him. “I went out with Scott Stephens for a while, and he touched me in the backseat of his truck but I didn't come – I was too scared we'd get caught. I pretended to. Then he asked me to put his cock in my mouth and I did. He
 definitely came.”

Dr. Frewer seemed uninterested in this. “And what about older men? Teachers, administrators, your dad's friends?”

“I can always feel their eyes on me,” she said. “Like I'm a piece of meat. I don't like it.”

“Ah, there's your problem,” Dr. Frewer said. “Tiffany, I suggest that you do
 like it.”

“I do? I...I do
,” she whispered.

“You love it when older men stare at you,” Dr. Frewer said, pulling his pants down. His cock sprang free of his boxers, large and thick. If Tiffany weren't hypnotized she'd have to admit it was the largest she'd ever seen. “You love it more than when boys stare at you, or even your own teammates. Say it.”

“I love it when older men look at my body,” Tiffany said.

“You love it so much, you want to be fucked by older men,” Dr. Frewer said. Tiffany shuddered and he knew his command had just become fact. “In fact, I suggest that that
 is what you think about when you're at your practice. At night, at home alone with yourself, you can fantasize about Becky Armstrong all you want. But at practice, all you can think about is all the older men who'll be watching you.”

“Watching me...”

“Staring at your perfect body as you put it through its paces. Getting hard at the thought of penetrating your tight, youthful pussy.” Dr. Frewer mounted Tiffany, sliding her panties aside.

“Oh God, yes...I want them to watch me!”

“You want me
 to watch you, don't you?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“That's what you'll think about,” Dr. Frewer commanded. “How you can't wait for practice to be over so you can see Dr. Frewer, so you can show him your uniform, so you can please him on your knees the way you fantasize about.”

“Yes, Dr. Frewer. I hear and obey!”

“Now Tiffany,” he said, his cock throbbing at the entrance to her tight, waiting cunt, “I want you to go back to that fantasy you described for me. I want you to feel those urges. But instead of your teammates, I want to you fantasize about me. Fucking me, in the grass, in front of all of your teammates. In front of the whole school.”

In a flash, Tiffany's entire body went rigid. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her pussy gushed with fluid as her whole being was given to up to the erotic fantasy Dr. Frewer had crafted for her. He smiled.

His cock slid into her, slick with her juices. For an instant it met resistance and Tiffany's body arched with sudden pain, then something within her gave and he was buried in her to the hilt. Her walls gripped him, her arms encircled his waist and pulled him deeper, grabbing him greedily.

He knew that in her mind, they weren't in his office, on his couch; they were outside at cheerleading practice, surrounded by lithe young bodies. He could almost smell the soft tang of the grass, the sweet perfume smell of perfume as they fucked under the eyes of the entire school. Tiffany rolled her head back, panting and gasping as she imagined her fellow cheerleaders stripping, licking, helping her along. For her, it was paradise.

And it wasn't much different for Dr. Frewer. The feel of Tiffany's virgin cunt drove him wild. He thrust deep inside her, stretching her walls around his stiff prick, enjoying every sigh and gasp the girl made as her agonized fantasies came true.

Under the circumstances, it didn't take long for the girl to come. Almost without warning, her back suddenly arched in a 'u' of pleasure, just as a scream of passion tore loose from her throat. Her nails dug into his back, mixing pain and pleasure as she clung to him. He didn't even mind that the name that came babbling from her lips was a girl's: he could only imagine what filthy acts her girlfriends were performing on her in her fevered mind. He made a mental note to ask her about it during their next session.

With the lips of her cunt gripping him like a vice, it was only seconds before he felt his own orgasm approaching. He grunted and fucked her deeper as he felt his balls drain inside of her, filling her virgin womb with spurt after spurt of hot, dripping come.

He pulled himself from her and slid her panties back, smirking at the sight of his jizz already oozing from her cunt, making the panties wet and sticky. He loved leaving girls marked: he'd have to explore her oral fixation sometime. If she didn't have one, she would soon.

“Tiffany, in a moment I'm going to command you to awaken. You will retain no memories of what's happened after you went into trance; however, all the suggestions I gave you will become part of your subconscious. Now, wake up.”

Tiffany's eyes fluttered open. She stretched and yawned, suddenly feeling more relaxed and refreshed than she had in years. Part of it was the trance; but she had no idea her body was relaxed because it had just had an enthusiastic fucking and a spine-bending orgasm.

“Oh wow,” Tiffany whispered, sitting up, “I feel great!”

“That's fantastic,” Dr. Frewer said, stepping back behind his desk. “Now, I want to remind you: you might not see an immediate change. I want to get you in for another session next week – this could take some time.”

“Sure,” Tiffany said with a smile. “But Dr. Frewer, I just want to let you know – I feel so much better already! Thank you so much!”

“You're very welcome,” he said with a grin. “Oh, by the way, that girl you mentioned...Becky, I think her name was?”

Tiffany froze, the ghost of a guilty look on her face. “Yes?”

“I think it would be good if she came in and saw me, as well. Perhaps you could persuade her to accompany you to our next session?”

“I...um...” Tiffany looked troubled. “Do you think that's wise?”

“Absolutely. I think it'll really help the two of you bond. Trust me – it's a very common practice.”

She paused, then shrugged. “Okay, I'm sure I can convince her to stop on by. But her mom is super strict about curfew: she might not be able to stay for more than a few minutes.”

“That's absolutely fine,” Dr. Frewer said, his mind already straying to the device now secreted back in his desk. “A few minutes is all I need.”


One Fertile Little Brat


Neil Bimbeau



​“Alright, I see his car pulling in,” my Mom said, smiling. “Get ready. Just follow my lead, and let me do most of the talking, at least at first. Are you ready for this, honey?”

​“I think I am,” I said. “I'm nervous.” Butterflies filled my stomach, but just knowing that Dad was walking up the driveway and would be here any second made my knees shake with anticipation. I could feel the heat growing between my legs. “Are you sure this is going to work, Mom?”

​“Don't worry, honey,” my Mom said, making a last minute adjustment to her cleavage, “Just remember what we talked about, and he'll be fine. No matter what happens, you won't get in any trouble, I promise.” Her gaze traveled up and down my body. “You look amazing
, by the way.”

​I glanced over at the mirror in the hallway and admired my figure, arching my back to admire my perky breasts. I smiled – I did
 good. I was wearing practically nothing – a tight white dress shirt left unbuttoned to show a lacy black bra that just barely kept my tits restrained, a plaid pencil skirt, and a pair of black high heels with stockings to match. My long blonde hair cascaded down my back, coming to rest just above my ass, which was showing every so slightly under the obscenely short skirt. Underneath I wore a pair of hot pink panties – Mom had wanted me to go without them, but I preferred to slide them off at just the right moment. We needed all the persuasion we could get if we were going to pull this off.

​I heard the rustle of keys in the lock. “Here we go,” my mom whispered. A thrill of arousal shot through me.

​The door swung open. I saw my dad step through the doorway, his three-piece suit open at the neck, his tie a loose knot around his collar. Just the sight of him brought a smile to my face. Dad wore his years well, his body still sleek and toned from his gym habit, just a slight sexy tinge of gray in his hair. His eyes swept into the living room, just missing us. I loved his eyes – there was something about the way he looked at you that just made you feel like you were the only thing in the world, the only person he was paying any attention to. Lately, those eyes had been giving me feelings I'd been agonizingly guilty over, but no more. Now I was going to work those feelings out.

​“Honey, what are you two doing over there?” Dad's eyes widened as he saw Mom and I standing in the hall, his eyes taking in his wife and then me. His gaze bored into me; I could feel his eyes moving over every part of my body. I was half-clothed, but I felt completely naked under those eyes. I could hear his breathing get short and hard, and the heat between my legs ignited in response to what I was sure was his arousal at seeing his little girl half-naked in front of him.

​“Pumpkin,” he asked, his throat suddenly dry, “what are you doing dressed like that?”

​Mom put her hand tenderly over my wrist, the gesture of a mother defending her daughter. “I asked her to,” she said. “I wanted you to see her the way she is. She's a grown woman now; she turned eighteen two months ago.”

​“I...” Dad stammered, unable to take his eyes off of me. “Brenda, why? Why would you dress our daughter up like...like a little slut?”

​Oh my god,
 thought, my knees quivering. He thinks i'm a little slut!


​Mom put on her best smile, and stepped closer to Dad. “Ben, do you remember why we adopted Bailey, all those years ago?”

​His gaze finally shifted from me to Mom. His eyes cleared a little; I could see him fighting the lust that rose up inside him. “              Because you can't have kids,” he said, an edge of sadness in his voice.

​“That's right, baby, that's why we adopted.” She looked back at me, and her eyes shown with pride. “And I have never regretted it for a minute. Bailey is the greatest thing that's ever happened to us. And...” here she paused, “she's grown into an amazing young woman. And, I know that you have been looking at her. And that she has been looking at you, and not in the way a daughter looks at her father.”

​“That is ridiculous,” my father said, anger hardening his voice. “She is my daughter, Brenda, I would never-”

​“You don't have to deny it,” my Mom said. “I don't care. In fact, I'm happy about it, Ben.”

​“What?” Dad said. “How could you-”

​“Shh,” Mom said, bringing a finger to Dad's lips. She brought her lips close to Dad's ear, her head nuzzling his neck.

​“I want a baby, Ben,” she whispered.

​Dad stepped back, pressing Mom away with an almost violent force. His jaw dropped; his eyes searched my Mom's face for a second and then moved over to me. Me, in my naughtiest outfit. His eyes widened and I knew he understood.

​“Brenda, no,” he said. “You're crazy, I can't do that with our daughter-
”

​“Ben, I want a baby,” my Mom repeated. “Bailey is about to start her life; she's going to go to college and meet boys and enter the real world and live
. She's going to leave the nest. I want another baby, one we can raise together. But I can't have one, and even if I could it would be too dangerous at my age. But Bailey,” she said, her hand taking me in with an expansive gesture, “is 18.
 's young, a virgin-”

​I blushed, sudden heat burning my cheeks. I wasn't
 virgin, but if it helped Daddy make his decision, I wouldn't say anything.

​“-and she is fertile
, Ben. Bailey and I have been checking her cycle the last two weeks, and she is ovulating right now
. She's ready, and she wants this as much as I do. Please, Ben, please give this to me. Please give me a baby.”

​I could tell Dad was overwhelmed. He looked around the room as if searching for an exit, trying to process what Mom had told him and the sight of my sexy, willing body.

​“This is crazy,” he said. “This is – oh god, you look so good, pumpkin –
this is too much. I need to think-”

​Mom wasn't giving him any time to think. “Ben, I want this,” she said, closing the distance between them again. She wrapped her arms around his neck. “But the baby's not the only reason I want this. I see the way you two look at each other.” A wicked smile lit up her face. “I want to watch you fuck her,” she purred, rubbing her leg between my Dad's thighs. “I want to sit here and touch myself while you give our little girl the ride of her life and fill her with our baby.” Her tongue shot out to tease Dad's earlobe; a shudder of pleasure shot through his body. “What do you say?”

​Dad swallowed heavily. I could see lust and propriety battling in his piercing eyes. “I can't,” he whispered, to himself more than to either of us. “I can't do this, Brenda, i'm sorry...”

​Now was my moment
, I thought. I stepped forward from the wall. “Daddy,” I said, using my smokiest, sexiest voice.

​“Pumpkin,” Dad said, backing up a step, his eyes working their way up and down my body, “I-”

​“Daddy, please,” I said, slowly walking across the room. “I want this. I've seen the way you look at me; when I'm coming out of the shower, when I'm prancing around in my PJ's, when I'm tanning out in the yard. I've been looking at you too.”

​I reached between my thighs, finding the soaking edge of my wet panties. I slid them down my legs, enjoying my Dad's gasp and the look in his eyes as I did so. “I want you.” I slid the panties over my heels and tossed them carelessly across the room. “I want you to be my first, daddy. I want you to make me scream the way I hear you make Mom scream every night.”

​I could see his cock straining against his pants; the sight made me wet with anticipation. “I can give you both this gift. For always being there for me, for you and Mom loving me the way no one else ever has. Please, daddy,” I said, now less than a step away from him, “make me pregnant.”

​A moan of frustration escaped my father's lips, his eyes shown with naked lust. There were inches between us; I pressed my body to his, grinding my heat of my sex against him. I looked up into his face and gazed straight into his eyes. “Please,” I repeated, almost pleading. “I need you.”

​He couldn't take it anymore.

​Dad wrapped his fingers into my hair and brought me close, pulling me towards him in his rough embrace. My lips met his and parted, our tongues sliding together as my body melted against his. Everything felt wet and hot. I could feel his manhood straining against my thighs like an iron rod. The kiss felt like it lasted an eternity, it felt perfect. I heard my mother drop into Dad's plush leather recliner, ready to watch the show.

​My father broke off the kiss and pressed his face into my hair, letting out a moan of frustration and lust. His hands traveled down my neck, aching for my heaving breasts. “Pumpkin,” he whispered, his fingers finding the swell of my bra and slipping inside to cup my tit, “do you have any idea what you're doing to me?”

​I ground my hips against his erection, feeling the tip of his shaft press against my panties and poke gently into my slick folds. “Oh yes, daddy,” I replied, my voice thick with lust, “I have a very good idea.”

​Without warning, I felt his other hand come around my ass and grab me from behind. With a strength that shocked and delighted me, he lifted me off the ground like I was a ragdoll, or a much younger girl. One hand slid up to my back while the other came around my legs, supporting me while getting a stocking-covered handful of my upper thigh. I saw Mom stop fumbling with the waistband of her jeans long enough for her eyes to widen in surprise. The gesture made me feel young all of a sudden, and safe. Dad carried me across the room like a bride across the threshold, placing me gently on the plush couch opposite Mom. I felt the warm leather envelope my body. Before he could pull away, I grabbed his neck and pulled him close, giving him a kiss that was maybe a little bit more daughterly then I had intended. I shouldn't have been worried – as my lips met his I felt the hand around my leg slide up and around my thigh, seeking my warm core.

​Dad's fingers parted my slick folds and found my clit, encircling it with hard, short strokes. I let out a whimper as he skillfully rubbed me – he must've had a lot of practice doing this with Mom. He hadn't even had to break the kiss. I spread my legs wide, giving him a better angle and causing my skimpy dress to ride even further up my knees, exposing my bare twat to the room. I heard a sharp intake of breath and knew it was Mom. Her jeans lay in a heap on the floor next to the couch, her legs were spread wide and she was matching the beat of her own fingers to my Dad's inside me. It was clear that the sight of my bare pussy being fingered by my father – her husband of twenty plus years – turned her on immensely, and I wiggled my ass a little bit to give her a good view.

​“You look like you're having a good time over there,” she said, although whether it was to me or my Dad I didn't know. Maybe both.

​Dad pulled away, standing up and removing his suit jacket. He tossed the garment into a nearby chair. His eyes shown with excitement – his earlier resistance had been broken by the feel of his adopted daughter's quivering pussy under his fingers. “I haven't even started,” he said under his breath.

​Looking at Dad standing there, I didn't want to waste another second. I sat up and pulled myself to the edge of the couch, legs spread and trembling with anticipation. Dad was so busy unknotting his half-undone tie that he barely noticed me until I unzipped his slacks and freed his aching cock from its prison. The sight of it made my pussy gush and my mouth water. It was both longer and thicker than any cock I'd ever seen – way bigger then the tools of any of the boys in school I had fooled around with. I imagined that big shaft inside my pussy and all of a sudden it was like I was standing under a hot shower; all warm and tingly. Without thinking, I leaned forward and slid the head of my father's cock into my mouth.

​He groaned and wrapped his fingers into my hair, gently pressing himself deeper and deeper into my mouth with every thrust. I could taste his precum, all salt and musk on my tongue. It made me thirsty; thirsty for his hot come, thirsty to feel the length and girth of him inside me. As if she could read my mind, Mom called out from the couch:

​“Don't blow him too long, Bailey – we want every drop of his seed inside of you.”

​Dad let out a small cry of surprise, as if the feel of my mouth on his cock had made him forget the reason why Mom and I were doing this. Well,
I thought wickedly, running my tongue along his shaft, one of the reasons, anyway
. My mouth slipped off of his cock with a wet schlick
 sound. I gently kissed the head – it was so stiff it was throbbing slightly. “I'm sorry, Daddy,” I said, laying back on the couch and spreading my legs, “I hope I didn't get you too close to coming. I want to feel you pound me for a good long while before you make me pregnant.”

​“Oh god, pumpkin,” Dad replied, his voice disbelieving, “I had no idea you were so...dirty
. All this time you've had these filthy thoughts about your father. You've been so very bad.”

​“Yes I have, Daddy,” I said, spreading the folds of my pussy with two fingers. My other hand popped one of my breasts free of the confining top, exposing one bare, chestnut nipple to the air. “You wouldn't believe how many times I've touched myself just like this thinking about you, or stood at the doorway while you fucked Mom and frigged myself silly. It makes me so hot thinking about you building up that big, thick load for me, spraying my walls down with your seed and making my belly swell up for you.”

​Behind him, I could hear Mom's groans of passion getting louder and sharper. Her fingers traced hard, quick circles around her clit in a steady but building rhythm. Intrigued (and, I thought, more than a little aroused) by the sound, Dad turned around to regard Mom with a lustful gaze.

​“This is so – oh
– this is so hot,” she gasped. “You both look so fucking good. Fuck her, Ben! Stretch your daughter's tight little twat the way you do mine, fill her up with your come! I want to come watching my little girl get pounded like a whore!” She tossed her head back against the couch, her face racked with ecstasy.

​“She's pretty close,” I said, lifting my breast to my mouth. I took the nipple between my lips and began to suck it gently, running my tongue around the dark aureole. “You'd better do what she says.”

​Wordlessly, Dad grabbed my legs and held them apart, positioning his cock at my entrance. The tip of him nestled in my folds, pressing ever so gently against my clit. My lips were swollen and slick with moisture. I looked up and into his eyes. “Fuck me,” I whispered.

​His cock slid across my folds and into me with ease. Using the carpet as leverage, he thrust himself hilt-deep into my waiting cunt. I cried out, arching my back and pressing against him as hard as I could, eager to feel him as far inside of me as he could go. The feeling of his cock inside me was incredible – I felt my walls stretching around him, fitting snugly around his dick. I moaned and gasped shamelessly as he plunged into me again and again, sliding all the way out of my hole, then back inside, giving my clit the feel of his head rubbing against it on each thrust. I was wild with passion. It felt like I had been made for his cock, made for this and for him, raised and grown for this day, this moment. Maybe it was the feel of my orgasm quickly approaching, but it felt like destiny.

​“Oh God, that feels so good, Daddy!” I cried, my nails digging into the couch. “I love feeling your big – oh fuck
– hard cock inside my soft wet pussy! Give it to me harder, harder!”

​He increased his pace, his breath coming in hard gasps. I felt his eyes traveling the length of my body, taking in my heaving breasts and sopping pussy as he fucked me even harder. I could hear his balls slap against my ass with the intensity. He watched his cock slide in and out of my pussy for a few more thrusts, then met my gaze. “I never thought I'd see you like this, pumpkin! You like feeling your Daddy's hard cock inside you? You like being a little slut for your own family?”

​“Oh fuck yes, I love it!” I screamed.

​“You like being Daddy's little bitch?” He asked, his eyes taking on a faraway cast, his thrusting becoming faster, locking into a staccato rhythm. “You like being Daddy's breeding bitch, a little slut in heat to get used until you get knocked up?”

​“Yes Daddy, yes!” I cried, feeling the tingle in my pussy spread over my legs, up my tummy and behind my eyes. “Make your bitch come, Daddy! Make me...ohhhhhh!
” I thrashed and moaned, grinding my clit against the head of my Dad's cock as I came. A wave of pleasure so strong I could barely stand it shot through my body like a thunderbolt – I swore it sounded like breaking glass in both of my ears. Dimly, I heard a series of sharp cries and knew that my Mom was coming too.

​Daddy gave me a good minute of waiting while I rode out my orgasm, rubbing the head of his cock along my clit and burying it in my slick folds. When I opened my eyes, my Mom was standing behind him, nibbling at his ear and rubbing her bare breasts against his back.

​“Do it,” she whispered heavily into his ear.“You made our little girl a woman; now make her a mommy.”

​Dad thrust inside me harder then I believed possible – this time I could tell he wasn't concerned with my pleasure, or with Mom behind him. He wanted to come, and come as hard as he possibly could inside my tight, freshly-fucked pussy. Smiling lasciviously, I brought my legs together and crossed them at the ankles, making my throbbing post-come pussy even tighter. It fit around his cock like a glove, stretching with every thrust. I could tell by the way his moans changed pitch that he loved this position, and with my head a little clearer from the orgasm I was going to coax every last drop of come from his balls.

​“Come on, Daddy,” I whispered, clenching my pussy even tighter. “Your little girl is ready for your come.”

​Mom was helping out, too. “Give it to her, baby,” she groaned against his ear, her hand reaching between his legs to gently squeeze and pull his balls. “I know you've got all that sweet, hot come saved up inside of these – I want you to fill our daughter up with every last drop!”

​His cries became loud and hoarse, his cock stiffening even more inside of me – I knew his orgasm was fast approaching. The thought of all that come inside me made me wet all over again, and the intense fucking was making me feel higher than a kite. I felt a tingle shoot through my body - I was going to come again!

​“Oh God, I'm coming again, Daddy!” I yelled, pulling his cock deep within me. “You're so good at fucking me, I'm having another one! I want to come while you fill me up with your seed! Breed your little bitch, Daddy, give me all that come, I...I...oh god, YES!
”

​I threw my head back and howled
 pleasure, savoring the feel of my Dad's cock thrusting within me and my Mom's lustful groans. Suddenly, Dad's thrusts hit a fever pitch. “I'm coming, pumpkin – aaaaah – here it comes!”

​Still enraptured by my second orgasm, I felt Dad let go inside of me. He let loose a throaty cry of ecstasy as burst after burst of hot come sprayed from his cock. He kept firing longer then I thought was even possible – I had no idea how my tight little cunt was able to keep it all in. Warm wetness coated my walls. I felt full, and warm, and complete
, somehow. He had filled me up with his seed. He had bred me! I closed my eyes and lay my head against the back of the couch, my brow soaked with sweat. The smell of the leather mixed with the heady aroma of my sex and the salt tang of his come to create a musk that I inhaled with pleasure, savoring. God, I hope I get to do this again soon
, I thought.

​When I opened my eyes, I saw him standing over me, his eyes shining with lust – and love.

​“I've never seen you look so beautiful, angel,” he said.

​I beamed. “Thank you, Daddy,” I said. He pulled away and I sighed contentedly, letting my body melt against the couch.

​“No, thank you
,” Mom said, smiling at me. “Thank you so much, Bailey. I'm so thankful to have a wonderful, sexy daughter like you.” She wrapped her arms around Dad's waist and brought his face to hers, kissing him deeply. “And the best husband a wife could ask for,” she said, nuzzling Dad's neck.

​“I hope it worked,” I said. “Do you think I'm pregnant now?” To myself, I thought: I hope I don't get pregnant quickly. This is too much fun!


​“Oh sweetheart, we won't know that for weeks,” Mom said. She laughed, seeing the hopeful look that sprang up on my face. “In the meantime,” she said with a knowing look, “it can't hurt to keep trying. Do you think you're up for doing this again soon, Bailey?”

​She already knew the answer. “Absolutely,” I said. I thought of all the ways I could get Daddy to fuck me in the next few days. And there was the image of my Mom, her face flushed with lust as she rubbed her pussy stuck in my head...it made me feel something I wanted to feel again. Suddenly, inspiration struck.

​“Hey,” I said sweetly, “Do you think tonight, I could sleep with you guys in your bed?”

​Mom and Dad looked at each other, a naughty smile spreading on Mom's face. She'd obviously had the same idea. “Like when you were little, sweetheart?” she asked.

​“Well,” I said, “not exactly
 that.”

​Mom and Dad exchanged a look. “I think that would be just fine, pumpkin,” Dad finally said.

​I grinned, thinking we'd have to go to bed early tonight. Oh sweetheart, we won't know for weeks,
my Mom had said. They were going to be fun weeks!


Bimbo in the Call Center


Neil Bimbeau



OMG!!! Way to go, Team! Ur #1!!!

The e-mail was pink. Bright pink, with glitter text and tiny hearts on each side of the text. I had never seen such a ridiculous thing in my life. This
 was the kind of message our supervisor sent to her team? I'd worked in some strange places before, but this call center was working on topping them all – and I'd only been here a month. I didn't know much about corporate America, but I had always assumed company e-mails would be a little bit more...well, professional. Especially when congratulating your team for having the best customer service scores in the entire department.  No thanks to her,
 I thought.

Glancing around, I saw my supervisor, Whitney, already deep in a trashy romance novel. Every day here only deepened my disbelief that this woman was considered my superior. Today she'd apparently decided her gym outfit would be appropriate corporate attire, so she was dressed in a tight black athletic top and a pair of black yoga pants that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. To make things even more absurd, she'd swapped out her desk chair for one of those over-sized balls some managers who want to seem 'with it' use, and every so often she'd forget herself and start bouncing up and down on it. Her breasts, already straining in the top, nearly fell out when she did it. Even now, she had more tit out in the open than in her shirt. I was almost certain every guy on the team was jerking themselves off in the bathroom on their smoke breaks, imagining themselves shooting hot come all over those tits.

The motion must've caught her eye, because she swiveled on her ball and glanced in my direction.

“Oh hey
, Cara!” She tossed a hand in the air in greeting. “Hey, you're doing great over there! Keep it up!”

I struggled to keep my face neutral: she'd started bouncing as she talked and every male eye on the floor was on her breasts, praying that they'd free themselves.

“Uh, thanks,” I said, sliding back beneath the wall of my cubicle.

She had to be fucking someone important. That was the only explanation that made sense. Otherwise, I couldn't believe this company would put someone so dumb and trashy in a leadership position. I mean, she was a total bimbo.

Any other thoughts I might have had about my boss were interrupted by a familiar sound: the beep of an incoming call. I took a sip of coffee before launching into my usual spiel.

“Thank you for calling Blue Star Credit, this is Cara speaking, I'll be your personal account manager today. Can I get your account number?”

It's wordy, but I've said that phrase so much this month I could do it in my sleep.

The voice on the other end of the line was masculine, probably just shy of middle-aged, with a note of command in it. Probably somebody important,
 I thought, bracing myself to be extra perky and helpful.

“Hello, Cara,” he said, calm and friendly. “My account number is...”

He rattled off a series of numbers, which I typed into computer as he spoke. The account loaded, and almost immediately my mouth dropped open – there were more zeroes on this card's credit line than I had ever seen. Way more. Who was this guy?

At the top of the account was a note: EXECUTIVE EXPENSE ACCOUNT – USE EXCELLENT CUSTOMER SERVICE.


Oh, wow. I had forgotten that our department handled executive expense accounts – I'd never had a call about it until now. On my second monitor, I got the company's org chart pulled up – this guy was only a note or two down from the CEO. Definitely
 someone important. My veins throbbed with ice water. I'd never spoken with such a high-risk customer before – unlike a normal cardholder, this guy could have me fired with a single phone call.

“Thank you so much,” I said, my mouth dry. “And could I get your first and last name?”

There was a small sound on the other end of the line – a snicker? - then the voice spoke again. “Damien Klein.”

I risked another glance at the org chart. Yep, there he was right there: Damien Klein, just a couple of heartbeats away from the big chair. Now I was scared. I briefly considered getting Whitney over here to help before realizing how stupid that sounded: the last
 thing I wanted to do was to get that bimbo on the phone.


Stop freaking out, Cara. He's just another customer.
 But all those zeroes....

“Thank you so much, Mr. Klein,” I said, keeping an edge of smoothness in my voice. “What can we do for you this evening?”

“I'm having a little problem with my account, Cara.” Christ, his voice was like silk. “I was hoping you could help me get it straightened out.”

“Absolutely, I'll be happy to assist,” I said, already scanning his account. With most customers, it was easy to see what their problem was going to be before they explained it to you – the account was past due, or there was some huge charge from another country that had come in just a few minutes ago. But there were no red flags on Mr. Klein's account. Nothing out of the ordinary that I could see.

“I have a charge on my expense account that I need to dispute,” he said. “I didn't authorize it.”

I let out a sigh of relief. Finally, I felt like I was on firmer ground. Disputes were easy – well, easy for me. All I had to do was get the basic information: which charge, when it happened, and the reason for the dispute, then I could pass it along to the Disputes department. I'd be more than glad to hand over a customer this intimidating to someone else.

“I'd be more than happy to assist you with that today, Mr. Klein,” I said. “I can certainly understand not wanting to have to pay for a charge you didn't authorize. When did the transaction post to your account?”

“May 14th
,” he said, with a note of amusement in his voice.

I navigated to the May statement for his account. There was only one transaction that day; nestled in a field of expensive restaurant meals and hotel stays, there was one strange charge:

5/14 - $19.99 – YOU ARE A BIMBO

What the fuck? “Alright,” I said, trying to keep my voice even. “That definitely looks like its outside of your normal spending pattern. What I'll go ahead and do is-”

“Actually, now that I'm looking over my account I see another charge. There's one on April 11th
 I didn't authorize.”

“Sure,” I said, flipping to April's statement. “Let me get that pulled up...” Again, the charge stood out like a sore thumb:

4/11 - $29.98 – GOOD LITTLE SLUT

Oh, man. This was getting embarrassing. Either someone had stolen one of our top executive's expense cards, or Damien Klein was a total pervert who got off on domination. I didn't know which outcome was worse, but I certainly didn't envy the disputes rep who was going to get this call.

“I've noted that charge as well,” I said. “Are there any others that you can see?”

“No,” he said. This time, I was sure
 he was trying not to laugh.

“Alright,” I said, my cursor already hovering over the transfer call
 button. “What I'll go ahead and do for you now is get a representative from the Disputes department on the line. I'll get them up to speed with your account information and the charge so that they can file-”

“You're not transferring me anywhere,” he said.

Without thinking, I moved the mouse away from the button. I took my hands from the keyboard and shook my head. What the hell was that? He says jump, I say how high?

“I'm sorry sir, but I don't have the tools at my disposal to file a dispute. I'd have to get another representative...”

“It's Cara, yes? Which call center are you working at?” Normally a question like this would mean the cardholder is going ballistic, but Mr. Klein seemed as amicable as if we were old friends having a conversation.

Before I could think better about it, I blurted: “Grant II.”

“What a coincidence! I'm right next-door over in Grant I, just across the walkway. I'm in the conference room getting some work done and I noticed these charges on my account. What a small world. Is your supervisor Whitney Reed, perchance?”

“Yes,” I said, a little surprised, “she is. How did you know that?”

“Oh,” Mr. Klein said with merriment, “she and I are very good friends. She started in the same position you're in now, and for a long time she was my personal account manager.”

“Ah! I see.” The service he must've gotten,
 I thought.

“Yes, she's really something else,” he said with a laugh. “Does she still have that giant ball she sits on?”

Now it was my turn to laugh. “Yes. In fact, she's sitting on it right now.”

His voice was as smooth as butter. “Tell me what she's wearing.”

“A black top and a pair of black yoga pants,” I said without thinking. I blinked, catching myself. This was twice now I'd done what Mr. Klien had said on command. There was submission to your superiors, but this was starting to get a bit much.

“Mmh,” he said. “She always did love the curves. Do me a favor.” His tone gave me the impression that he wasn't asking. “Tell her, 'Master Klein misses your sweet ass.'”

What? I am not doing that...

Before I knew what was what, I was on my feet. “Hey, Whitney!”

She looked up from her novel, a stupid grin on her face.

I couldn't believe I was doing this. “Master Klein said he misses your sweet ass.”

Her mouth formed a little 'o' of surprise, which quickly turned to delight. “Ohmigawd! You're talking to Damien? Tell him I said kisses!”

She turned back to her book. I plopped down in my seat. “She says...” This was insane. I was going to hang up the phone. “...kisses?”

He laughed, loud and long. “She's a cool girl, that one. I've fucked her up and down that building. Nice tits, tight little pussy...she works out, you know. And she became very... enthusiastic
, once I gave her the right suggestions.”

“S...suggestions?” I didn't want to know, couldn't not know.

“You don't think we hired
 her looking that way, do you?” I heard him guffaw on the other end of the line. “No, she was very boring when she started working for us. Competent, but mousy. She turned out to be very pliable, however. Loads of fun.”

“I....” I had to say something. Was he really saying these things? “This call is being recorded, you know.”

“Oh, of course,” he replied. “I don't care about that. Who do you think monitors these calls, anyway?”

“Mr. Klein, you're scaring me,” I said.

“Really? I don't think I'm doing anything like that at all,” he said jovially. “In fact, I think I'm doing something very different to you...”

All of a sudden, heat blossomed between my thighs. The sound of his voice...it stoked my passion, leaving me sopping wet. I had to stop myself from drooling.

“What are you doing to me?” It came out as a breathy moan. Tingles of pleasure ran up and down my spine.

“Nothing you won't like,” he assured me. “You know, I've been looking at your profile on the company intranet, Cara. You're very good-looking. Quite beautiful, in fact. Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Mr. Klein,” I whispered. “I love that you're looking at my body.” As soon as the words left my lips my expression changed to one of horror. I hadn't meant to say that.

“Yes, with a little cosmetic surgery, puff you up in the chest region, maybe give you some blonde hair like your supervisor, you could be a top-tier stunner. The kind of girl powerful men lavish gifts over. You'd like that, wouldn't you?”

“Oh...” Pleasure shot through me. It was so wrong to feel this way at work, sitting at my desk. I shouldn't be at a desk
 – the thought came pushing into my brain. I should be in the boardroom on my knees, in an atrium at the top of a building being fucked against the glass by a man who has the world on a string.


I wanted it so bad. I could taste it.

“Yes...” I whispered. “I do want that.”

“Capital! In that case, I'd like to offer you a promotion: how would you like to have Whitney's position once she's replaced?”

I blinked, momentarily dumbfounded. “Replaced?”

“Yes! Well, I mean you can only have a woman in all of her holes so many times before the entire thing starts to get a bit stale, to be honest. I'm feeling the need to switch up my personal contact
 for when I'm in this area. Would you be interested in that position?”

Yes, I would. Oh God, yes.

He took my silence as waffling. “If you need a little convincing, consider the fringe benefits. You've seen the car Whitney drives. The clothes she wears, the expensive jewelry and perfumes.”

“Looking that trashy isn't cheap,” I managed to say.

“Ha! Indeed,” he said, taking the conversation back over as if it was already his. “Do you really think she can afford all those things on her salary? Of course not – they're things I've given her, bonuses if you will. In appreciation of her service.”

“You know what kind of service I'm talking about, don't you?”

Oh, I knew. My pussy clenched at the thought. “I fuck you,” I whispered. “Whenever you're in Grant, however and wherever you want.”

“My, you do
 learn fast,” he said approvingly. “So, is that a yes? Are you ready for a promotion?”

I sensed whatever power that Klein had over my mind had pulled back a bit. I got the impression he wanted me to make this decision at least partially on my own. I looked over the top of my cubicle at Whitney – twirling a lollipop in her mouth while bouncing up and down, only paying cursory attention to her trashy novel. If I accepted his offer, I'd end up like that. Part of my mind rebelled at the thought, screamed at me to hang up the phone. But a larger part wondered: would that be so bad? Whitney certainly seemed to have everything figured out: she did hardly any work, she made good money, and she seemed to enjoy what she did – or who
 she did, in any case. And a promotion was a promotion. In a way, I was probably getting a better deal than I deserved.

I leaned back in my chair and smiled. “Yes,” I said, feeling a weight lift off my shoulders. “I accept.”

“Very good. Now, watch the screen and relax.”

Before I could say or do anything, the screen melted. It was like watching the whole thing, ticketing program and all, collapse down a drain. Behind the screen was inky blackness. As I watched, it started to turn, red lines appearing in a spiral pattern the scene coalesced.

The lines were words: the same ones I had seen on Klein's statement. YOUAREABIMBOGOODLITTLESLUTYOUAREABIMBOGOODLITTLESLUTYOUAREABIMBOGOODLITTLESLUTYOUAREABIMBO GOODLITTLESLUT


Klein's voice was still audible in my headphones. “Touch yourself, Clara.”

My fingers found my clit and began to rub. No session I'd ever had with myself or another person compared to this. My touch was electric, my body aflame with lust.

“Very good,” he said. “Keep watching the spiral. Not long now.”

With a flash, the words changed. Dumb bitch dumb little bimbo whore dumb bitch dumb little bimbo whore


My mind went blank. Years of college, all my education, flew right out of the window. At the same time, every sexual experience I'd had sharpened and filled my mind. Images flew through me, spurring me to finger myself even harder. I was panting and moaning, but at this point I was sure no one near me cared. This sort of thing happened all the time.

Flash. Always Submissive Always Horny Always On Your Knees For Master Always Submissive Always Horny Always On Your Knees For Master


On my knees. For master. Oh God, I wanted a master. Would Klein do that for me...?

“Come for me now,” Klein commanded, and my world exploded.

I'm pretty sure the whole floor, willfully deaf or not, could hear what happened to me then. I bucked and thrashed against the desk, clinging on to it for dear life as wave after wave of pleasure bent my body like a boomerang, twisting me and wringing me out. All resistance, all lingering doubts were obliterated in that instant.

As I came down, one single thought entered the blank space of my mind: I was a bimbo.
 God, I was so ready to be his bimbo.

On the screen, the spiral had been replaced with a single line of red text: Programming Complete.


There was a moment of silence. “Are you still there?”

“Yes, Mr. Klein,” I said, as cool as if I were answering a new call. “May...may I call you Master?”

I could feel him smile through the phone. “Of course, Cara. Now, come to me. I'm right across the way. Third floor, conference room B.”

Whitney gave me a smile and a nod as I stood up from my cubicle and strode out. I didn't need it anymore. I felt lighter than air the whole walk there, as if I could have floated up to the third-story window and slipped inside.

The conference room was dim, lit only by a single desk lamp sitting next to a laptop. Damien Klein sat next to it, reclined in his lavish chair and smoking a cigar. It didn't occur to me to mention there was no smoking in the building – nothing just 'occurred' to me now. I was a perfect, blank canvas.

He grinned at seeing me. “You look even better than your picture,” he said. “Come here.”

I stepped closer, wishing I had been wearing something more flattering.

“Oh yes,” he said, looking me up and down like a choice cut of meat. “We are going to do such wonderful things with you, Cara. Now, disrobe.”

My clothes were off so fast, the words had hardly left his mouth when they hit the floor.

“Very nice,” he said, looking me over approvingly. “Now, get on the table.”

I glanced at the table – it was sturdy oak, perfect for such things – then shot him a questioning glance. “How would you like me to, Master?”

“That's right, I forgot – brain drain,” he said with a smile. “On all fours, please, facing the wall. I want to see that pretty little pussy spread out in front of me.”

I complied eagerly, climbing up onto the high wood body of the table. My knees pressed against the grain as I spread my legs, giving him a spellbinding view of my tight, shaved slit. Excitement coursed through me.

Suddenly I felt something utterly wonderful. Klein's mouth enveloped my snatch, the sides of his short beard rubbing against my pussy as he ate me out greedily. I moaned in surprise and arched my back, my sex dripping with moisture.

“Oh, Master!” I cried between gasps. “That feels so good!” His mouth is on me! Master's mouth is on me!
 The feeling was indescribable.

In far too short a time, he pulled away, leaving me squirming with need. “Just getting you warmed up, slut,” he said roughly. His hand came down on my ass cheek, hard, making me yelp with mingled pain and pleasure.

I felt his knee come up to the side of the table, and then suddenly he was inside me, his hard cock throbbing with pleasure as he penetrated me like no other man had done before. I panted, I sighed, I whispered naughty words into his ear as he took me in his boardroom like a little whore – the only thing that mattered to me was his pleasure.

I spent a good fifteen minutes coaxing him: teasing him with my pussy, mouthing the words of submission I could already tell made him harder than anything, fucking him with the enthusiasm of pure love. Finally I felt him go even more rigid within me, his cock splitting me open like a steel girder. He grabbed my hair and pulled me back to him, fucking me even deeper, and that was when I knew he was going to come.

And so was I. You are a bimbo,
 I thought. Good little slut. Good little whore...


“I'm going to come in you,” he said, his voice guttural with animal lust. “Going to fill your little pussy up with my come!”

My cry of passion was wordless and pure. I felt him give way; his rhythm breaking as orgasm overcame him. Spurt after spurt of hot come soaked my cunt – the feel of it sent me over the edge, and soon I was writing in time with him, the world shrunk to a single, burning point of pleasure.

A stinging slap broke me from my reverie. I looked at Klein, seeing a cruel grin grow on his face. He liked to hurt me? Very well. I loved to be hurt – I lived to please.

I thought he was going to slap me again, but his hand instead cupped my chin, caressing me. This was, however, the only kindness he showed me: he turned away and made a show of replacing his garments, paying no more attention to me than if I was a piece of furniture.

Only as he reached the conference room door did he turn around, glance over my naked body, and say:

“You've got the job. Get Whitney to give you the a referral to the plastic surgeon she used: I want you to look the part next time I fuck you.”

With that, he was gone. I lay on the conference room table, completely spent. Used. His come oozed out of my cunt, staining the surface of the table and leaving a wet spot between my thighs. I stung in a dozen places; where he'd slapped me, but also all the places he'd bitten, scratched and squeezed as he had his way with me. I could tell I was going to be bruised.

This was my last chance, I realized. I could leave here, get in my car, drive away and never look back. I could even go to the police. Or, I could go to Whitney and give her the good news. After tonight, I would be his, body and mind. My breasts, hips and hair would be remade to suit him, my whole existence would be upended...just so I could be a convenient fuck doll for him to leave bruises and streaks of come on whenever he stopped by.

My fingers strayed to my pussy, come-stained and used...and started pleasuring myself. I couldn't help it. The thought of what I was about to become made me unbearably horny.

As I fingered myself to the first of what would be several orgasms fantasizing about my future as a bimbo slut, I knew I'd already made my choice.


Bimbo in the Call Center: Best Practices


Neil Bimbeau



I stared at the screen in disbelief. Panic thundered through my veins. I couldn't be seeing what I was seeing, but there it was, taunting me at the top of the e-mail I'd just received in bold red letters:

“CALL FAILED”

I swore under my breath and closed the e-mail, then signed out of the phone system. My fourth failed call in two weeks: this was really, really bad. I could have scanned the e-mail to find out exactly where my last scored call went wrong, but it didn't matter. It was arbitrary anyway. There's more ways to fail a call at this place than there are minutes in the day
, I thought ruefully.

I wanted to talk to somebody who could commiserate with me a little, but as it was Friday afternoon there was hardly anyone else on the floor. The only person within earshot was a girl three cubes down in my row named Traci, and she was the last person I wanted to talk to. As far as I was concerned, one of the great unfairnesses in life was that I couldn't seem to pass a single call while she sailed on through with one of the best call scores in the company.

Today Traci had apparently decided it was Pajama Day – she'd worn a pair of pinstriped black and white pajama pants and a short black tank top. This wouldn't be so scandalous if they'd fit her properly, but they appeared to be at least two sizes two small: and anyone who looked at her could tell she wasn't wearing a bra or
 panties underneath. She was, in other words, a total bimbo. Every time I looked over at her cube she was enamored with some new trashy reality TV show she was streaming between calls: how did she do so much better than me?

My reverie was broken by a small, bright ding: the sound that let me know I had a new message. It was from my manager. I sighed explosively and opened the window.

“Did you get the e-mail I just sent you?” The message read.


Great
. “Yes,” I replied.

After a few seconds, another message appeared. “You know what that means.”

Oh, I knew – all too well. I'd seen enough people get walked out of the building carrying a tiny box with their belongings in it to know the deal: five failed calls and you were out. I had no buffer, no safety net. One more screw-up and I'd be just like them.

Before I could type a response, another message appeared: “Meet me in the office by the elevators. I have an opportunity I think you'll be interested in.”

Huh? That sounded almost...hopeful. And if nothing else, it would give me an excuse to be off the phone for a few minutes. I signed off the phone, noting the time so I could put in an exception later, and made my way across the building.

The elevators were near the center, with a suite of small offices around them intended for impromptu meetings or work spaces for visiting executives. One of the doors was open, and the sound of classic rock streaming out into the lobby let me know it was my supervisor, Fred.

He was staring down at his laptop as I came in, his headset unplugged. Glancing up, he gestured to the chair on the other side of the desk. “Have a seat,” he said, “but get the door first?”

I shut the door and plopped down in the chair, trying to force a smile. He finished typing whatever it is he was working on and looked up at me.

“Rough day, huh?” He asked.

“Yeah,” I said, running a hand through my hair. “I'm fucked.” With the door closed, the normal company rules against profanity on the floor were relaxed. That was one of the many things that sucked about this – Fred was actually a pretty cool guy, and a good manager. It wasn't his fault I was screwing up.

“Yeah,” he said, chuckling a bit. “Is there something I should know, Tiffany? Four calls in two weeks...”

He left the silence open, ready for my to insert an excuse. Only problem was, I didn't have any. “I don't know,” I said finally. “I don't get it. There's obviously something
 I'm doing wrong. I just don't know what.”

“Well, you've got some problems with your technique, that much is clear,” Fred said. “Look, its obvious we've got to do something about this. You're smart, and personally I don't want to lose you from my team. I considered having you do some side-by-side work with Traci...”

My mouth was open before I could stop myself. “Oh, Christ
 no!”

He laughed. “I figured you'd say that. So, I pulled some strings.” Glancing up from his laptop, his eyes narrowed. “Don't say I never gave you anything.”

He turned the screen around so I could see the title of his latest e-mail. I frowned. “'Best Practices Workshop'...?”

“It's this weekend,” Fred said. “The company's put it together as a refresher for some of our associates who are, let's say, not providing the world-class customer service we're famous for.”

“Okay.” That didn't sound too bad, actually. “And if I go to this workshop, then what happens?”

“Everyone who completes the workshop,” he said, “and I do mean complete
 it, assessment and all – everyone with a passing score gets a 90-day hold on their call scoring, to see how well the training took.”

I didn't quite understand, but at least one thing was clear. “I won't get fired?”

He smirked. “You pass, you get three months without having to worry about failing calls. I can give you that long to get it together, if nothing else. Otherwise you'd be out of here on your ass in a week. No offense.”

“None taken.”

“And who knows?” He rubbed his temple. “Maybe this workshop will actually work. So, you're going to be there?”

I nodded. A corporate workshop sounded like a particularly hokey way to spend a Saturday afternoon, but three months without the fear of losing my job hanging over my head would be well worth it. “Absolutely.”

“Cool,” Fred said. “I'll e-mail you the time and place. Good luck, Tiff.”

~*~

It was amazing how different the place looked on the weekend.

There were only a few cars in the parking lot as I pulled up to the building – I'd never been able to park so close before. As I crossed the asphalt, I noticed a few other people either getting out of their cars or sitting inside them on their phones; almost to a person they had the bored, depressed manner that let you know they had “in trouble” flashing over their heads.

I counted a dozen walking in; it was only as the revolving door swept me inside that I realized we were all women.

It wasn't hard to find the conference room where the workshop was being held: a makeshift sign had been scrawled on an easel in the main lobby, and only one room had its door open and its lights on.

Inside, a woman with a clipboard sat at a desk. Behind her were rows of makeshift cubicles not unlike the ones where I worked, except that these had doors.

The woman looked up as I entered. “Name?”

“Tiffany Banks,” I said, a little nervous.

She checked off a box on her clipboard and showed me to a cubicle, all the way in the back of the room. “The training consists of a module, followed by an assessment,” she said. “Don't think that just because the door is closed you can slack off. The course is timed and monitored.”

“I thought this was a workshop,” I said. I had imagined sitting around a big table, listening to power point presentations – not whatever this was.

“It is,” she assured me. “You'll see.”

She opened the door and ushered me in. Inside the cubicle it was nearly pitch black. Only the faint light coming over the top of the walls let me make my way to my desk, where a headset and a computer waited. Oh great,
 I thought. This is going to be just another day at the office.


Once I was sitting down, the woman retreated. “Have fun,” she said just before shutting the door behind me.

As soon as the door clicked shut, the computer burst to life. I squinted, the sudden light hurting my eyes before I got used to it. After a few boot-up messages, I was greeted with the company's logo and the words 'Best Practices Workshop Tool V1.1
'.

The screen changed.

I don't know what I expected – a slideshow presentation, maybe, or a video. Instead, I was watching what looked like a live feed of a call center. The furnishings and equipment were just similar enough to the ones at my job to give me the impression I was watching a different company call center.

Slowly, the view moved across the floor, stopping occasionally to 'watch' a cubicle. Every one of them was occupied by a gorgeous young woman, in the middle of what my manager Fred would've called a 'million-dollar call'. As I watched, a young blonde tossed back her head and laughed.

“Absolutely, Mr. Pierce! I'm so glad you're happy with the credit limit increase we provided you!”


These have to be staged
, I thought. I hadn't seen the company give a customer get a credit limit increase in years
.

Finally the camera panned up and over a cubicle wall, coming to rest at a workstation. A young woman sat at it, a bright white smile plastered on her face. My eyes widened – I knew
 that woman! I sat next to her every goddamn day!

Her lips started moving – abruptly, I realized I had forgotten to put the headset on. I slid it over my ears.

“-Please put on the headset before we continue...there we go,” the woman said in a perky voice. “Hi! My name is TRACI – that stands for Telephone Reception and Customer Interaction!” The words appeared beneath her as she said them, then faded out.


No it doesn't,
 I thought. It stands for goddamned Traci. What are you doing here?


“Can you tell me your name? Speak your name into the headset microphone, please.”


Is this for real?
 Traci already knew my name. And if this was a program, there was no way it could respond to anything I said. “Tiffany.”

Traci gave another one of those model-perfect smiles. “Tiffany. Thank you – it's so nice to meet you!”

I gave a long, low whistle. Whatever this thing was, it was advanced.

“Welcome, Tiffany, to the Best Practices Workshop Software. You are here because you've chosen, or been chosen, to take part in the next generation of world-class customer service training. Your responses and feedback will help shape the company's vision as we prepare to make this training standard for our new hire classes.”

“Well alright,” I said.

“Before we begin, you'll be given a short assessment to determine which customer service track you are best suited for. Please say 'I'm ready!' when you're ready for the quiz.”

Wow. This was actually kind of cool. “Yeah, I'm ready.”

“Question One: Please recite your standard phone greeting.”


That's easy,
 I thought. “Thank you for calling Mnemosyne Credit Services. My name is Tiffany, may I get your full account number?”

I'd thought it was the easiest question in the world, but Traci shook her head, frowning. “Oh dear,” she said. “That's far from optimal.”


What?
 “That's the standard greeting...”

“Question Two: What task would you use to change an address for an executive outside of the continental US?”

Crap. I knew this, but I didn't know the name of it. If I'd had the ticketing system in front of me, it'd be a cinch, but... “I..uh...Change Executive Address?”

Traci shook her head again. “I'm sorry, that's incorrect.”

Great. I was failing again
. Well, I thought, the worst they could do is put me on the remedial track. Going over the basics again might not be so bad...

“Image processing complete. You're a very lovely lady, Tiffany,” Traci said.

“Uh, what? I...thanks, I guess?”

“Question Three: Have you ever had anal sex?”

My mouth dropped open. “Excuse me!? No...I mean, I'm not answering that question!”

Traci's brow furrowed. “Really? I'm surprised. Our indicators put the probability of you enjoying anal intercourse very high. You should try it sometime: I think you'd like it.”

What. The. Fuck? This couldn't be real. This was some kind of prank.

“Question Four: Have you ever fantasized about being tied up and fucked by a powerful man?”

“I'm not answering any more questions,” I said. “In fact, I think I'm going to sue the shit out of this company...”

“Question Five: Sit the fuck down!
” Traci's expression turned dark. I froze, half out of my seat. Something was wrong – I was telling my legs to move, but they wouldn't. It was like trying to kick through quicksand. Horrified, I felt my body plop back down into the chair.

“Thank you,” Traci said, all smiles again. “I think we've seen enough. Tabulating results!”

As I watched, a progress bar appeared at the bottom of the screen. It ticked slowly upward, while a cartoon thought bubble appeared over Traci's head. It showed a series of images: Traci taking a call, the phone cord wrapped around her finger; Traci getting an award at some kind of banquet; then, disturbingly, Traci being taken from behind on a bed in an expensive hotel suite by a man in a business suit.


This is insane,
 I thought. I'm going to get up and walk out that door any second now.


The progress bar reached the top and disappeared. Traci's thought bubble burst and a placid smile spread over her face. “Congratulations! Your assessment and previous service record indicate you are a perfect fit for our Personal Executive Service track! You lucky girl, you!”

“Wait, what?” The conversation had changed tack so quickly it took my brain a second to catch up. But that was good, right?  'Executive Service' definitely sounded better than 'out on the street' in any case.

“That's right,” Traci replied, beaming. “As an Executive Service associate, you'll provide personal care to some of our top-performing executives! Starting training now.”

The screen flashed. Pink. Bright pink. It flickered like an igniting flame, bathing my eyes in its eye-searing hue. At the same time, a pulsing beat sounded in my headphones. They thumped much deeper than I thought cheap a cheap headset could go – every beat felt like a velvet hammer demanding entry into my brain.

Images filled the screen, backlit by the vast field of pink. They were fragments; a few words, some fractals and wireframes, but each one was a spark inside my head. Have you ever heard a lyric or a couple seconds of a song while flipping stations on the radio, and the song gets stuck in your head the entire day? It was like that. Concepts and images were being forced into my head, and the process was surprisingly pleasurable. Like spreading my legs,
 I thought.

With a flicker and a pop, Traci appeared, sitting in a high-backed, armless office chair. Sometime between her disappearance and now she'd traded in her corporate attire for a gauzy pink dress that did nothing to hide her mammoth breasts and swollen ass. Even through the screen she oozed sex. The words,
 I thought helplessly. They're doing something to me. I would never think these things!


“This,” Traci said, running a hand down her side, “is your company uniform. Do you like it?”

I made to scream – and felt my jaw sliding open. “Yes,” I said blankly. Panic filled my veins. I didn't say that!

“It's wonderful,” Traci said. As she spoke, her eyes rolled back in her head and she licked her lips in obvious pleasure. “You'll love looking like this. The dress gives your client easy access – see the zipper here? - and allows you to keep your body at his beck and call whenever he wants it. You can have it on – or off – in seconds.

Now that she mentioned it, I did notice that sneaky little zipper between her tits. I could just imagine some rich, powerful executive sliding it down, feasting on her body with his eyes as the wonders within were exposed only for him...

Traci smiled. “I see you're getting horny. It's nothing to be ashamed of,” she said, holding up a hand, “it's perfectly natural: it means the training is working. You have total privacy here. Go ahead and touch yourself; I know you want to.”

“Oh fuck yes,” I breathed, sliding a hand down into my pants. My sex was sopping wet and warm as an oven. I found my clit and went to town, artfully massaging myself until my body quivered with anticipation.

“Every bit of pleasure will help reinforce the programming,” Traci said. The background behind her began to pulse with red and violet flashes. I let out a groan as they forced their way inside of me.

Traci gave me a warning glance. “You may masturbate, but you are not allowed to come until the end of this training.”

I felt a wall slide into my brain, severing me cleanly from any hope of an orgasm. Without it, my passion rose higher and higher into frustration until I was writhing in my chair, practically begging for release.

“We have determined you are now in the proper frame of mind to receive instruction,” Traci chimed. “Transmitting training...now.”

The room exploded with light. My mind unhinged itself from my brain and floated into an airless space, filled with pleasure. Information cascaded through my brain, overwriting neurons, disconnecting associations, destroying whatever was inimical to the program. In a very real sense the Tiffany who I had been died in that moment, changed utterly by a lifetime's worth of training delivered in a single instant. My body shuddered at the contact as I felt my entire consciousness shift into a whole new mode of being. The worst thing wasn't that I could feel it, that I had to live every awful second of my old self decaying like a vestigial limb and disintegrating into nothingness.

The awful part was that I loved
 it.

Finally the lights dimmed back and Traci reappeared on the screen. “The information transfer is complete, student! Please recite the key phrases to acknowledge successful data transfer.”

There wasn't much left in my head, but what was there knew exactly what I needed to say.

“I am a bimbo slave,” I whispered, my voice thick with frustration at being denied release. “I will fuck and suck whoever the company tells me to please. I will agree, with enthusiasm, to any changes in my physical appearance, dress or demeanor my client or the company itself wants of me. I will have no limits. I will always be horny and wet for my client, and will do anything for him, anywhere he wants, at any time.”

Traci cocked an eyebrow. “And?”

“And,” I added, “I will collect data on my clients at all times and report it to the company, so that my client can be replaced if the need arises.”

“Will you kill your client,” Traci asked, bemusement in her voice, “if the company commands it?”

“Yes,” I cried, my voice reaching a crescendo. If I didn't come now I thought my body might honestly combust. “I will!”

“Good,” Traci said simply. “You may experience an orgasm now.”

A cry of relief broke from my lips. My body, well past the point of climax, quaked with release as I came in shuddering bursts, soaking the chair I sat in. Tears of pure joy rolled down my face as the clearest, purest pleasure I've ever felt roared through my body, burning away every last ounce of resistance. I felt like a new woman – and in a very true sense I was
 one.

With agonizing slowness, my body came down from the exquisite high the programming had put me on. Normally after an orgasm like that I felt like I could sleep for a week – but this time, I was fully alert and ready for action, the company's programming humming inside me. I was ready for my orders.

As the fog cleared, I could hear cries of passion echoing from some of the other cubicles in the auditorium – obviously I wasn't the only recipient of the special Executive track today.

Traci was all smiles. “Congratulations, Tiffany! Your training is complete. Instructions for your first round of cosmetic surgery have been sent to your personal e-mail and your details have been sent to a number of prospective executive clients. Once one of them selects you, you will be contacted. Welcome to your new life!”

She gave me a mock two-finger salute, winked, and disappeared. The screen went dark, leaving only me – a tool for the company's use. A sex-obsessed plaything. A total bimbo slut.

I was so happy.
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