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DEAR READER:

Since many of you have become loyal readers, I've taken some time over the past few weeks to give you folks a couple of bonuses. First, I've begun a newsletter, which goes beyond simply announcing when I have a new title out. I will also be sending out free advance copies of upcoming titles in Kindle format from time to time. It's just one of my ways of thanking the people who have made my erotica career possible.

I also know that many of you are Tumblr addicts like myself. It's a primary source of inspiration for my erotica, and it's a great way to connect with readers and other authors. Having said that, I've taken the plunge and have started my own 18+ Tumblr. If you want to get an idea of what's brewing in my head, simply follow me from the second link below.
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READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.


HAREM GAME 2:

SECOND SEED

I had spent the past week torn between panic and getting more sex than I could handle. Abby was insatiable, demanding I wear her out every few hours. Normally I wouldn't have dreamed of complaining, but whatever was taking control of my body wasn't making it the fantasy I wished for.

My work wasn't suffering, though. The same power that had turned Abby into an absolute sex addict had landed my boss several new contracts. In just one week's time, I had reined in more commissions than I had in the past two months. All by focusing my intent on closing the deal.

Now that I had the weekend to unwind, at least from work, the early bonus check I had been cut was burning a hole in my pocket. And given that Abby was willing to do whatever I suggested, I knew I could get away with doing something I had wanted to do ever since we met.

Right before leaving my office, something forced me to remember the next chapter I had to read in the book. The Game of Sevens
 had waited patiently in my briefcase all week, but now it was demanding my attention. The rational part of my brain didn't even want to touch it.

Control wasn't entirely mine, though. I stopped and got back into my seat, setting my briefcase on my desk and opening it. My hands went right for The Game of Sevens
.

Flipping to the second chapter, it was another story about the same young man as before. Exactly one week after the end of the last chapter, his perfect life had developed cracks. Even though he had gained his greatest desires, he still wanted more. Of course, the story went off the rails, ending with him wanting exactly what he had already gained, but in even greater quantities. This time, he had set himself up with a maid-turned-mistress alongside his wife, and had begun the process of turning his business into a small empire.

The last page had another set of instructions. I couldn't help feeling a lump the size of a car in my throat as I read them. Focus your will on doubling your current rewards, and it shall come to pass. Return again in one more week, and you will learn the true nature of these lessons.


My ideal had already turned out to be more than I had bargained for. I slammed the cover shut and backed away from the book. Something like a spark of electricity jolted my brain.


Carry on with your evening.
 The voice was back again, it's words clear and forceful. I tried to shun it to the back of my mind, but that was the one thing my “force of will” couldn't overcome.


It was well into the evening when I came through the front door. Abby was waiting, dressed in some new lingerie getup. My cock throbbed and my heart sank, knowing the romp that would have us with a kid in tow could happen at any time, if it hadn't already. But still, I had to try getting myself out of it.

Abby started my way, flipping the glasses off her face and beaming like my return had made her day. “Stop,” I ordered, “we're doing something else tonight.”

The way she twirled her hair with her fingers just made me want to give in. “Oh?”

“I think you'll like it.”

She closed the distance between us at the same pace, doing her best to tempt me into something I knew better than to do. I knew it was only a matter of time before my body responded on its own. “Get some clothes on, we're leaving in a few minutes.”

Abby leaned against my shoulder and nibbled at my earlobe. She whispered, “It can wait, can't it?”

“Maybe a few minutes.” My mind knew better, but my body didn't. I felt her fingers take hold of my zipper as she slid down my body. The second her tongue danced along my cock, I stopped trying to resist.


Abby was perfectly okay with my idea. In fact, she almost looked excited, like she might learn something that had eluded her for years. As we flashed the bouncer our IDs, he motioned his head toward the door.

“What gave you the idea to bring me to a strip club?” She was latched onto my arm like a burr on a sock, her breasts squeezing against me enough to throw me into gear again.

“It's something a little different. I didn't think you'd be so excited.”

The stage was empty, so I started toward the bar with her. “It's what you wanted, Kevin. You know I can't turn you down.”

I did know it better than anyone. “They close in just a few hours, but I'm driving. Go ahead and get a drink.”

“Hmm,” Abby let go of me, “that's no fun.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just have one. It's not like anything's going on right now.” The little smile lifted the corners of her mouth just enough to reveal her intent.

I had to act before Abby tried going to town on me again. “I gotta piss. My eyeballs are floating.”

She edged her glasses down and said, “Wimp.”

I beelined it to the men's room. Almost ramming myself against the swinging door, I knew this night would end the same as any other for the past week. And I wanted out.

As I drained myself into the urinal, the voice came back. She has already met your second.


Shaking loose the last few drops, I stared at the graffiti on the wall. Something about how love is a double-edged sword, but lust is a knife between the ribs. It wasn't exactly the encouragement I wanted.

A moment later I was drying my hands on my pants since the paper towels were empty. As I emerged, slapping my palms against my lap, I saw Abby had already made a friend. Shit
, I thought to myself, I know where this is going
.

I considered running, or at least taking a seat at the stage, but it wasn't a choice. As my legs pushed me forward, the blonde Abby was chatting up glanced at me. Even though she was dolled up like the entertainment, the fact she was pouring a drink told me she was the real moneymaker for the club.

Putting myself up on the stool next to Abby, I couldn't help admiring the combination of ruby red lipstick and the black corset on our bartender. “What's it gonna be?” she asked, putting the finishing hit of rum on Abby's usual Mai Tai.

“Black Russian.”

“Careful, I make a strong one.” She grinned and took the neck of a bottle. “Your girl here was just telling me how this is her first time. Mighty ballsy suggesting this place.”

The coffee liqueur splashed on the ice cubes. “I think she'll like it.” I looked over to see Abby slamming her drink back already. “She's come a long way recently.”

“Oh?” I watched her pour a heavy dose of vodka in my glass. “How so?”

My body went on autopilot again as I felt the heaviness in my forehead. “Come with us after you close, and you might find out.”

I expected a fist to the jaw and a drink in my face. Before I could cringe, our barely-dressed bartender said, “The bar closes in one hour. Come get me then.”

Taking it back was all I wanted to do, knowing by now that the stories from the book were to play out in real life. I wrapped my arm around Abby's waist and said, “Come on, I think the show's starting back up.”

The bartender handed my drink over. “My name's Teagan, if that's even relevant to you.”

I did my best to smile. “Kevin, and I'm sure we'll know each other very well by the end of the night.” Abby seemed fine with it, nursing her drink like nothing was out of the ordinary.

As we got up for the stage, Teagan made sure I knew her terms, “One hour, and somewhere public.”


Fuck me
. Abby still didn't show any reaction.


The last stripper of the hour had just left the stage. Abby was all over me the entire time, touching me just enough to avoid getting a bouncer on our case, and taking what had to be some thorough mental notes through the whole show. As soon as I looked back and saw the lights above the bar flicker off, my body kicked into motion.

At least Teagan looked happy to see us. “So where to?”

I wanted to cancel more than anything, but even Abby was forcing me forward. My mouth opened and the words, “Griffith Park,” slipped out.

Teagan leaned forward, her hands planted on the bar and her breasts threatening to pop out. “Good choice. I can't go home with two strangers, but,” she looked at Abby, “with her along, I feel safe being in a public place with you.”

“Looking forward to it.” Stop body, please.


I watched as Teagan pulled a leather jacket out from under the bar and emptied the contents of the tip jar into a pocket. “Ready when you are.”

Abby, half-drunk but still not slurring, whispered, “Why didn't you tell me you wanted someone else to join us?”

At least I had a moment of honesty, even if it wasn't the whole truth. “I didn't know it either.”

“You've just been full of surprises since you got back.” I felt her tongue lap at my ear. “I like it.”

Had I been able to control how every romp ended, I would have too. I looked at Teagan and tried to fight as I said, “Come on, my car's out front.”

As we left, the same bouncer who let us in grumbled, “Lucky asshole.”

Without breaking stride, I looked back and said, “I can't turn it down, you know.”

He laughed to himself and had to shout a bit because of how far we had already gotten from him. “You don't treat her right, then we've got problems.”


I pulled the car into the lot next to Griffith Park. It had to be pushing 2:30AM, so the place was totally empty. The lit path going further into the main courtyard almost called our names.

Teagan leaned between the front seats and said, “I never do stuff like this, just so you know.”

Somehow, I figured it wasn't a stroke of luck I'd have without my powers. Abby put unfastened her seat belt and added, “Neither do we.”

I opened my door and looked back at them. “I guess we all do now.”

Teagan grinned and said, “Guess so.” She tapped Abby on the shoulder and added, “We don't want to keep him waiting, do we?”

She got out on my side. I watched those long, luxurious legs as she stood. From her tall heels to where those work-mandated garters met the top of her thighs, Teagan looked like the work of Greek sculptors. As Abby came around and stood beside her, I couldn't help notice the total contrast between my fiance's nervous innocence and our new friend's open libido.

As we got out of sight of the car, the voice came back. You will only have one tonight.
 It felt like a warning about something I'd do well to prepare myself for. As I got up to the last bench on the path, I heard it again. This is the place.


I stopped and turned to both of them. “Well, I guess this is as good a place as any.” A momentary twinge of fear hit my head, not knowing if the park had any cameras or not. As soon as the thought registered, I was taken over again. “Abby, I'm sorry, but you'll just have to watch for now.”

If I wasn't screaming at myself from the inside, I'd have thought the look on her face was priceless. “What do you mean? I can't just let you fuck a stranger and stand there while you do it.”

“Then sit down and watch.” Abby's face grew even more shocked as Teagan's grin got all the way to both ears.

Abby, of course, followed my orders. I took a seat right next to her as Teagan stepped in front of me. She leaned down, running her fingers through my hair. “You've trained her well.”

My arm moved on its own, brushing my hand against the hot mound between Teagan's legs. Every fold was as clear and plain under that nylon as if the fabric wasn't even there. My fingers pushed it aside, giving me the first waft of her pleasant scent.

I felt Abby shift. I knew she was crossing her arms, trying to look mad, but only pouting. It had been her default expression when she didn't get her way for the past week. And something about it made me want her even more.

Still, I had a more pressing issue at hand. I felt Teagan's clit, already swelling and ready for attention. She put her hands on my shoulders as I started the early work, her breathing going from silent to full-on gasps within seconds.

“Teagan,” I said, trying to stop myself the whole time, “I've got a favor to ask.” She looked down at me, her head cocked and mouth open with each pant. The wave of pressure built in the front of my brain as I let out, “I want you to serve me.”

Her voice strained as she answered, “Yes, sir.”

“Now and always.”

“How do you want me to please you?” The cockiness in her voice had been stripped, replaced completely by the same helpless servitude that had filled Abby's mind.

Make the wench know her place.

I slipped a finger deep inside her pussy, exploring every bit before pulling it out and letting her take a hard suck on her own juices. “You'll come so easily, you'll think it might kill you.”

She giggled around my index finger. I pulled it away from her and she answered, “I like the cut of your jib.”

I forced my hand back between her thighs as Teagan whimpered, already feeling the effect of my orders. “Then prove it.” She started to quiver with the slightest movement of my fingers.

With only a few strokes, I already had her trying to collapse in on herself. She gripped my shoulders hard enough to turn her knuckles white. When I put two inside her, it was all over.

I stood and forced Teagan onto the bench. She rested her head in Abby's lap, shaking and mewling like I had just fucked her straight into low-orbit. And this was only the start.

Abby looked like she was on the verge of breaking my command. As she tried forcing herself to respond, the desperation behind those glasses almost made me laugh. “I might feel generous later. Don't worry.”

I missed those handcuffs right about then. If Teagan really was mine to control, I knew I'd have to make Abby struggle to get free next time. Watching her grow more envious by the second, just stuck there by some invisible bonds, didn't seem nearly as fun.

Catching myself mid-thought, I couldn't help feeling bad for her. But with each second, that feeling drifted away. I stood over Teagan, working my zipper open and feeling how ready I was to make Abby's problem even worse.

Giving Teagan another tease with my fingers, it was hard not to laugh as both of them reacted. I could tell Abby was ready to crack and beg, while our new friend jumped like I had just dosed her with freebase orgasm, straight to the brain.

The only thing that kept me from just plunging right into Teagan was that nagging doubt. I didn't know if my control would keep hold of Abby if I pushed her much further. The thought of getting caught had faded into a non-issue, but even then, I still had my qualms about treating my fiance so badly.

But that's when Teagan spread her legs wide, one propped over the back of the bench, the other nudging me closer. Never one to turn down such luck, I gave in. Bending down to give her pussy one more tease, her voice was already shaky.

The sheer wetness inside her invited me like a warm embrace. The deeper I slid my finger through her passage, the more heat and readiness I felt. I had to get my dick in her.

It was just too bad for Abby. She watched as I readied my cock, getting it only inches from Teagan's burning folds. I wanted to give in and plunge deep, but I was having too much fun to just go for it like that.

Sliding my tip between those pussy lips, I imagined what my shaft was about to encounter. It was a masterpiece of femininity, even under the dim path lighting. My newest pet whimpered and moaned with every push toward her entrance, begging for it.

Abby looked so jealous of Teagan. Having to watch me give out pleasure that should have been hers was driving my fiance mad. But the feel of my first strange pussy in years drove me to the point I couldn't stop.

“You want attention too,” I cupped Abby's chin with my free hand and made her look at me, “don't you?”

She wouldn't speak. Teagan whimpered as I slid inside her. Abby pouted right in front of me, watching exactly as I had ordered her to.

Teagan's cunt held me in as she came again, the subdued, helpless orgasms already taking their toll on her body. I pulled back out and pinned her clit between my fingers, giving her a final world-shaker that couldn't have happened without my powers.

“She'll get what you want tonight,” I gave my fiance the wolf's grin, “and every night from now on if you don't behave.”

I almost felt guilty after seeing the way her expression deepened. Still, I knew what I was doing, even if it wasn't my will. My body was doing the deed, even as my head looked around one last time to make sure nobody was watching us.

If you had asked me just a few hours before, I would have never told you that we'd have gone to a strip club together. Much less picked up the bartender. And even further, I would have never taken her to the nearby park to reverse-cuck Abby.

It was happening anyway. I knew how the night would end. All I could do was wish it was just Abby my puppet master wanted me to fill up.

As I sat down, Teagan crawled on top of me, ready for more of what she had coming. Her pussy took me in, forcing her to quake again. One thing was for sure, the girl loved to come. And what's more, I think she enjoyed the fact that Abby couldn't do anything but watch, most of all.

I let Teagan have her way with my cock, every crash of our bodies getting her closer to squealing out. Her hands wrapped around my neck and shoulders, giving her even more leverage. She could only go a dozen or so rounds before each climax sent her pussy into pulsing fits.

Barely holding on myself, I rolled my head back and smiled at my good fortune, if only for the moment. I knew how this would end. But not all bad luck feels that way during the lead-up.

The clamp of Teagan's thighs got tighter. I knew she was on the border of getting too much of what she wanted. As her cunt took hold, I watched in awe as her face went almost catatonic. Her eyes flew open as her mouth went agape.

Quivering and spasming in my lap, I let her ride out the blissful overload. I still had more in me, but I knew Teagan was spent. As I thought about just laying waste to her until I came, the voice cut in.

You have another.

I looked at Abby, who looked like a nervous, jealous wreck. With my cock still buried to the trunk inside Teagan, I asked, “What would you do to take her place?”

She didn't answer, but the extra pout in her lips said it all. I let Teagan finish before shifting to my left, away from Abby. My fiance didn't look as broken as I would have thought.

Take what is yours.

I stood up and jerked Abby onto her feet. Just as quickly, I forced her shoulders against the back of the bench. Forcing her jeans down, I let her knees rest on the seat, her legs trapped in halfway-stripped denim.

Did she even want it? I didn't know whether she was still herself inside that head of hers, just as confused and helpless as I was to defy orders. But when I said, “Be thankful,” and felt how wet the whole experience had made her, I knew Abby wasn't in any position to complain. And I don't just say that because I had her pinned to the bench, bare ass and pussy ready for invasion.

I didn't show her any mercy, even if I was giving her exactly what she wanted. The silky wetness from Teagan's pussy slid me right inside Abby's. I parted her deep, slamming my hips against her ass and forcing her to whimper like she had just been scolded.

Letting myself settle in her farthest recesses, I waited for Abby to do something. As she tilted her head back, I took a handful of her hair and pulled it even further. Her moan as I slowly pulled back and sank back in drove me insane.

As her voice shifted to relief, I started to let her have it. The collision of our bodies made an unmistakable sound that had to be resonating for some distance. I cracked my hand against her ass, causing an echo not that far from a gunshot.

Keeping Abby at just the right spot, I felt her try to come. She tried sneaking her fingers onto her clit, which I allowed. I thought the little act of defiance was cute.

But I wasn't willing to reward her for it. I had a better idea. Teagan was already back on her feet, running her hands along my chest from behind.

As I pulled out of Abby, I knew it had to be the worst punishment for her. Making my fiance lie down on the bench, I stepped back and pulled Teagan in front of me with one fluid move of my arm. Staring down at Abby's begging face, I said, “Whether you come or not is up to her.”

Teagan giggled to herself and bent over in front of me. Abby already knew her role, pushing her jeans down even further. As she propped her legs on Teagan's shoulders, I went ahead and reentered our new friend.

Judging by the panting and gasping in front of me, I knew Teagan was already working Abby's clit with her tongue. I pushed the fabric on her ass even further aside, using it like a handle. If she was willing to let Abby come after all, I wanted to make her work for the act of kindness.

It only took seconds to get Teagan worked up again, screaming into Abby's pussy instead of licking. The satisfied moaning and begging cries merged into a chorus. I went with it, timing every thrust based on how hard and deep I could push myself in.

As I heard Abby get even closer, the silky, wet walls around my cock seized. Teagan held me in deep as her legs shook. She broke her face away from between Abby's thighs, belting out a moan that had to be more animal than human.

Show her mercy. It will only make your hold over them that much stronger.

I couldn't deny what the voice wanted. Pulling the jeans completely off Abby, I pulled her hips up to meet me, only her shoulders resting against the wooden slats. I was already back in without aiming, her hole willing to be filled and used.

Teagan stepped beside me, still panting like she had run a mile in those heels. I felt the tip of her fingernails brush against my cock as she worked Abby closer. Backing off a little, she made sure I didn't end up with a hard scratch along my shaft.

We worked together, my pounding and her rubbing forcing Abby to hug under her breasts and shake her head in fits. As Abby's thighs tightened around me, I let her enjoy what little she had earned. As her glasses came off her face, I watched in awe as she cried out a long and lingering, “Gawwwwd!”

Abby's cunt squeezed tight, almost daring me to come inside her. I wanted to, knowing that what a load in Abby could mean, and knowing even more what one in Teagan could result in. I wasn't willing to worry about both.

Not yet.

The sudden rise in my sac fell as if it had an on/off switch. What it probably meant wasn't a mystery, but I tried pushing the thought to the back of my head.

The other one. Now.

My new order was clear and impossible to defy. My mind's weak attempt at regaining control of myself failed completely. I pulled out of Abby again, knowing full-well what I was about to do. She scooted herself back up on the bench, sitting sideways with her bare legs crossed.

Guiding Teagan's shoulders into Abby's lap, I made sure my fiance had direct eye contact with me as I slid back into my bartender-slave. I propped one knee on the bench and planted a foot on the pavement. Teagan's foot dangled behind my head, bobbing hard with every rush back into her body.

Gripping hard on those nylon stockings, I have Teagan the full force of my momentum. Her pussy was already leaking onto the bench, sliding me against the shellacked wood with every thrust. I had her mewling against Abby's thigh, trying her best not to crack under the pressure.

Precum announced itself with a cold shiver up my body, followed by a warm rush. I knew it would happen, but for the moment, I didn't care at all. The feeling of Abby's eyes on us, watching as a stranger got her greatest desire instead, had my nuts threatening to burst.

I didn't want to waste any of it. Feeling the heat and wetness against my skin, the hard tingle of my tip slipping against Teagan's flesh. Even the burning in my lungs felt amazing.

But nothing so perfect can last forever. I barely stopped myself before popping off. Whether it was a gift from whatever had control over me or not, I didn't know yet.

As I stopped, I felt my body shift forward. I pressed my lips against Abby's. Her tongue entered my mouth, revisiting very familiar territory. I didn't know what to make of it.

Her desires are the same as yours. Give them to her.

I think 'desire' was the voice being a little generous with what my body was forced to do. As good as Teagan felt, my rational brain knew better. But I couldn't resist, knowing my body would take over and fulfill its wishes, whether I wanted it to or not.

And that's when I realized Abby was going through the exact same thing. The only difference between us was how we heard the orders. The source was the same for both of us, but I knew the voice of the narrator would only speak to her through me.

Teagan's sudden jolt pulled me out of my own head. She wasn't done, on the verge of her climax breaking out into another fit. My hands gripped around her waist, rushing our bodies together in a constant fight. I gritted my teeth and felt the sweat running down my neck.

With a blonde screaming and shivering on the end of my cock, my brunette and incredibly turned-on fiance watching, the first rush of cum almost made me collapse. Teagan gripped onto my forearms, holding me deep inside her as I felt her fill with the last thing I wanted to give her. But I can't lie, coming inside a stranger's pussy has its physical perks.

Every shot brought me closer to giving out. The smiles on both of their faces as I let the last of it out had me wondering about my own grin. I wanted to ask if this is what either of them truly wanted, but I was just as powerless. The only salvation was how close this was to a late-night fantasy, even if the implications might end up straight out of a nightmare.

Abby was one issue, but the addition of Teagan to the whole mix pushed me into instant panic. What the fuck have I done?
 But the two of them still looked happy as could be as I pulled out.

The drip onto the bench taunted me. If Teagan was going to be my side-girl just like had happened in the second chapter, I knew this wasn't just a one-night-stand with a bartender. They almost looked like a team, Abby looking down at her new friend in congratulations. But even then, I knew there had to be jealousy bouncing around in her head somewhere.


My alarm struck me right out of sleep the following Monday morning. What the week had in store at work couldn't have been better, but I would have traded it all to have my freedom back. The huge commission I was all but guaranteed wasn't worth what it had cost me to get it.

I tried smacking the clock, suddenly realizing why it was so much harder than before. Teagan was curled up against my arm, bare and soft as Abby on my other side. She turned and hit the snooze button for me.

Abby's fingers danced along the waist of my boxers. I felt Teagan run her thigh up mine. Although I set my alarm an hour early just to give myself the time to get woken up, I knew that wasn't where the morning was going.
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COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM HAREM GAME'S NEXT ISSUE:

STRICTER RULES

It wasn't just my control that had Chloe's hand wrapped around my shaft. I didn't know how she had gained the upper-hand, but I couldn't refuse her order.

“Well?” she asked, tilting her head.

I tried holding back, but my hands got to work unbuttoning my shirt. I knew the last chapter was odd, but I didn't see this being the way it would all go. As my mind reeled at the thought of losing my will even more, The Puppeteer had his say.

This is a game, not a gift. Retake control.

But I didn't know how. Chloe pressed her lips against my tip, smiling like a demon as I felt her breathe on my skin. I couldn't overpower my orders from inside my own head, much less every demand Chloe had made so far.

Her tongue slid against the bottom of my cock. I wanted to panic. To run.

Brute force is not the answer. Your way out is right before your eyes.

I ran my hands through the locks of copper on Chloe's head, guiding her all the way to my hilt. Suddenly, I felt control of my mouth come back. This time, she couldn't say, “No.”

Holding her face against my waist, I knew exactly what I was expected to do. “I want you to stop giving orders. You're mine, now.”

Chloe pushed her hands against my thighs, trying to back out and refuse. I forced her to stay, pushing her head back so that she could look at me. The vibrations of her trying to refuse felt even better than anything her tongue could do.

“Sorry, you lose.”

The defiance in her eyes faded slowly, the wild and frantic look to her face turning into obedient satisfaction. But now that I had taken her will away, the girl who had spurned me all through high school just didn't feel like fair game. I wanted to let her go, if only to be fair about it. She was just as much a marionette on a string as I was.

I pulled her away from me and opened my mouth to release her. You can not break the rules.
 I tried to speak, but I couldn't even move the air from my lungs.

Finally, my body gave in to the control. I lifted Chloe's chin with one finger, hearing myself tell her, “You'll be my favorite toy, so long as you do what I say.”


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM MY OTHER CURRENT SERIES:

BIMBO BY COMMAND:

BILLIONAIRE'S BIMBO

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

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

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

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

“Nolan!”

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

“Yes! Fuck!”

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

I hate him so much.

* * *

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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