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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 3:

STRICTER RULES

I knew what Fridays meant by now. As the book called my name for the third time, I tried my damnedest to avoid thinking about it. But when everyone else left the office, I knew what I was about to do.

Just reaching for The Game of Sevens
 calmed down the tic in my arm. I slammed the covers against my desk and loosened my tie. Get it over with and get through the weekend with the least damage possible.
 The typesetting from a day before modern printing set my mind at ease before I got halfway through the first page.

This time the young man I could only imagine as myself was reflecting upon his life. All of the missed opportunities, the failures to act, and the idea of what could have been tortured him, despite how far he had come. What should have been a feel-good story of redemption only had me imagining how the lesson in the coming pages would have me upending my life even more.

By the end of the story, I couldn't help wondering how much of my life had been wasted making up for lost time. Even with how much I had gained in the past two weeks, and had set myself up to lose, I caught myself staring at the ceiling. If I hadn't fucked things up so many times, where would I be right now?


I tried to force it all out of my head. Even though I couldn't shake it off, the usual passage full of morals and key lessons demanded my attention.

I, The Puppeteer, have already tightened the strings. Surviving failure is not possible. Take these lessons to heart. Internalize my warning. Make them your own thoughts. Although the past has already happened, the last book of history is yet to be written.

Something about it deepened the conflicting urges to fight against the control with all I had, and to see this whole affair out to the end. While I couldn't deny how my life had changed for the better, I knew full-well that every further step made it all more likely to come crashing down on top of me. And the more I built upon my gains, the more wreckage I'd have coming down on my head.


I made it home that night without further incident. As I drifted off to sleep, images of dancing, nine-months-pregnant blondes and brunettes taunting me the whole time, I realized I had gotten off easy that night. My mind was still my own, at least for the moment.


The freedom of spending an entire morning without orders didn't seem real. As I drove myself to meet my next client at home, a moment of panic set in. If he orders me to fuck Mr. Druthers.... Hell no.
 The client might have been close to my age, but that would have been one bridge too many for me to cross for a construction contract. Even The Puppeteer would have had trouble getting me to swing that way.

I drove past my old high school. Abandoned, turned into a warehouse for the school district, and then abandoned again, the regrets of my past came flooding back. Hours spent snoozing through class, nights spent at home instead of out making memories. But most of all, my thoughts went straight to Chloe.

She had been my crush for years before I finally built up the nerve to ask her out. By then, it was too late. Last I had heard, she was married to the basketball team captain from the next town over. I didn't know she had been claimed when I embarrassed myself so many years ago, but she had always been my ideal woman.

Now that I had a fiance of my own, along with Teagan, I felt silly for thinking about that missed chance. Yesterday will never get any closer.
 I had a contract to get signed and more than enough to worry about at home.

I should have noticed it, but the memory of Chloe's face grew clearer the further I drove. I imagined her thighs wrapped around my face, my hands cupping her breasts, almost hearing Chloe scream my name.


Nothing takes your breath away like a giant house on top of a hill, especially when you know it's your stop. I almost felt embarrassed, puttering my Toyota up the driveway, even if it wasn't a rattletrap. Compared to the Jaguar and Porsche tucked in front of the place, my sensible econobox seemed like a beggar.

The voice almost made me shit myself. Confidence will win you everything. You know this.


I couldn't disagree with it. If anything had changed about my business life, it was how I knew I would win for the past few weeks. Exactly how much of that was swagger and how much of it was realized talent had yet to be proven, but I wasn't arguing.

“Get in, do your job, and that's it.” I put the car in park and reached for my briefcase. “Druthers has as much to gain as you do from this. Remember that.”

Talking to myself didn't calm the jitters at all. Don't worry, it's is only the biggest deal you've ever closed.
 Neither did thinking about it.

I felt my knees shake as I slid out of the driver's seat. The Puppeteer took up the slack, marching me toward the giant slabs of oak my client called doors. I mashed my finger against the bell and waited.

Nothing.


After my fourth try on the client's cell phone, I was ready to shove that full inbox up his ass. No response to my texts either. Even busy men make time for appointments, especially when they're signing away a small fortune.

Accepting the fact I had been stood-up, I turned for my car. No way he's backing out now, but a few hours is long enough for him to change his mind.
 Property developers are a fickle bunch, ready to drop a clean million on a shopping center one minute, and able to make Ebeneezer Scrooge seem downright generous the next.

I made it halfway back when the voice stopped me cold. The deal will happen, but you have even more to gain from your client.


Experience. Humility. Maybe even a story to tell my boss about my tenacity. But Druthers had already spent an hour of my time, and I knew he wasn't paying that back. I tried to take the next step, feeling my legs hold like they were set in concrete.

Second chances are made, not given.

I was as mad at the voice as I was at the client. “Another chance at what? Wasting my time?” The place was big enough that I didn't have to worry about anyone hearing me.

Not all paths to success lead through the front gate.

Tilting back, I felt my body give to the new direction. “Fuckin' riddles, like always.”

Yet you have solved every one so far.

“Blow me, whatever you are.”


I went where my body would let me go. Rounding the side of the miniature palace, which I'm sure the client would take as modesty on his part, I walked past the hedgerow and stopped in my track. Utter perfection really did have a form, and she was sunbathing on a lounger just across the pool.

Taking a few steps, I squinted my eyes. The glare off the water and the distance made it impossible to tell who it was. Either way, my client had a wife just as impressive as his home. I closed most of what was left of the distance and stopped. No fucking way.


I knew who she was, even though I couldn't admit it to myself. All of the fantasies came flashing back to me. I stood there, barely keeping myself from blushing out every bit of it. Chloe was exactly as I remembered her, not aged a day past high school, but having filled out even more where it counted.

My first instinct was to run, but she had already turned her head my way. Even behind those giant sunglasses, I knew her eyes had locked onto me. Propping herself up on her elbows, Chloe said, “It's no more or less than you've already seen, Kevin.”

No keeping that blush in anymore. My cheeks roasted like I had been in the sun all day. “Hi, it's been a while.”

“Stop acting so shy. God, you've always been like this.”

Not around everyone, but certainly around Chloe. Something about her just made me act like a doe jumping in front of traffic. I tried to look confident, but shuffling my feet didn't help the appearance any.

“Sit down and drop the briefcase.” I couldn't help admiring the graceful shape of her legs, how they met her hips, the whole package swooping inward and back out as I worked my way up to her breasts. “Staring won't make my bikini go away, you know.”


Actually...
 I tried to keep my attention on her face, covered in sunglasses and that red hair she had always kept in a sexy mess. I don't know who the hell you are, Mr. Puppeteer, but I hope you take requests.


“Kevin, it's nice seeing you and all, but why are you here? Talk.” Chloe had already cocked an eyebrow at me.

I wasn't paralyzed anymore, but I knew I'd fuck up somehow. “I thought an Andrew Druthers lived here.” I fumbled with the handle of my briefcase, knowing exactly how much I looked like an awkward schoolboy again. “Did I get the wrong place?”

“You're looking at Mrs. Druthers.” Chloe smiled and added, “Tough luck on him not being here.”


That's right, the douche she started dating in high school was some rich kid with a sad-sounding last name. Asshole.
 I probably didn't hide the change in my face, but the whole conversation was going nowhere. “I'm not in any kind of hurry.”

“He's gone until tomorrow, and the ass let his cell phone die.”

“It's still dead, as of a minute ago.” I wanted to walk away and act like the conversation never happened. I had gone there to make a load of money, not act a fool in front of the one woman who had ever had that effect on me.

“You can try calling him in a few hours. He knows I'll have his balls if he goes too long without calling.” I watched Chloe swing her legs over the side of the lounge chair. She paused for a second. “If I ask you something, do you promise not to blush anymore?”

My cheeks were ready to burst from the pressure. “I guess. What?”

She leaned forward and stood, asking, “Why didn't you ever make a move?”

“Excuse me?” I started to back away in my seat.

“It's alright. I knew you had a thing for me,” Chloe strutted herself closer, her breasts teasing a bounce with each step as she added, “the whole time.”

The Puppeteer finally returned. The greatest challenge is overcoming past failures. Find your true voice.


Something about Chloe changed as the voice faded away. “You know, Kevin, you don't always have to be this way.”

I cleared my throat and tried to build some willpower to throw her way, but this was fucking Chloe I'm talking about. The sounds coming out of my mouth strained with every syllable, my projection to her mind falling flat. “Then let me do what your husband can't.”

“What, because he's not here?” Chloe was already leaned over me, her breasts swaying gently like some kind of miracle material dreamed up by science. “He's plenty capable.”

“Well,” I tried to look confident, “so am I.”

Chloe's brows shot up. “Big talk,” she put her hand on my chest, easing me back, “especially when your heart feels like it's about to run away on you.”

“Lots of talk coming from your end, too.”

Chloe had me fully-reclined when she said, “Relax.”

My body instantly calmed down. It wasn't right. I focused my will a bit better this time, commanding her, “Stop.”

No dice. Chloe teased at my zipper, brushing the hardening outline of my cock and giggling about it. “Someone's getting his hopes up.”


What the fuck? Puppet guy!
 He was as hard to get hold of as Chloe's husband, apparently.

My mind raced as my body took it all in stride. Chloe slipped her hand in my slacks, snaking her way through the front of my boxers, handling my dick like a priceless artifact.

“Bigger than I thought.” If that didn't boost my ego, nothing would. “Does he kiss?”

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

“Well?” she asked, tilting her head.

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

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

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

Her tongue slid against the bottom of my cock. Expecting to wake from a dream or coma any second, I wanted to get control back, if only to make sure it wasn't some cruel joke.

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

I ran my hands through the locks of copper on Chloe's head, guiding her all the way to my hilt. Suddenly, I felt control of my mouth come back.

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

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

“Sorry, you lose.”

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

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

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

She tried lowering her head, settling for averting her eyes. On her knees and helpless, Chloe answered, “Yes sir.”

“Good,” I took my finger away from her chin and asked, “So what about your husband? I'm sure you're happy here. You can stay if you like.” As much as I wanted to steal Chloe, I wasn't quite to the point where I would wreck a marriage.

“I'm not happy,” she looked up at me on her own, “rich, pretty men who can't find the time to come home don't make for happy wives.”

“What if I told you I had a way out for you, tonight.”

“I'd take it in a heartbeat.”

“And your husband?”

“Don't worry about Andrew. He's geting divorce papers sometime next week.” She stood and kept staring me down, smiling, “It's been in the works for months, but he doesn't know it yet.”

By then, I'd have his name on the contract. Throwing Chloe into the pot almost made me want to thank him for his generosity. That is, if I wasn't out to claim what should have been mine to begin with.

Take her, and do not apologize. There is no shame in claiming what you desire.

The Puppeteer didn't need to tell me what I already knew. “Chloe, you've got some stiff competition at my place.”

“Oh? I'm sure your wife wouldn't like this.”

“I'm not married, but I do have a fiance and a tight, little blonde living with me.”

Chloe leaned against me, “And they're not enough? I could change that.”

“Prove it.”

Chloe did so in the only way she knew how. “That's on you. Waiting for me to come to you didn't work in the past, now did it?”


Little whore.
 I grabbed Chloe's wrist, marching her with me to the side of the poolhouse. She didn't complain, following the leader like it had always been this way.

Stopping where the landscaping ended for the door, I turned her around. Lifting Chloe's leg up and forcing her shoulders against the wall, I pushed her bikini bottom out of the way. She had already done the work of getting me hard and unzipping my pants.

Rubbing a quick dose of spit against my dick, I felt Chloe give in. Angling myself, I felt the plush, hot folds with my tip. Why didn't I do this years ago?


She didn't have a chance to back out. I buried myself deep in her slit. The sudden rush of a wish granted filled me with the energy to start banging out my frustrations.

I wanted her to do more than just feel it. She had to know it. Every thrust pushed Chloe's voice higher, finally peaking at an all-out scream.

Her leg went even higher, resting Chloe's knee against the door frame. It shifted her pussy enough for a new angle, one she probably wanted to get the same treatment. I gave it to her, if only because I like to reward such willingness to please me.

Do not make her think this is good enough.

But it was. If I had wrangled Chloe to begin with, all of the compensation and settling in my life wouldn't have taken place. This is all I wanted.


The Puppeteer wasn't one for excuses, or calling it a day with “good enough.” You are only on three of seven. The rewards and risks have yet more room to grow.


I knew I couldn't back out, either. Pushing myself deep into Chloe, I tried using her body to prove the point. She pulled a hand down between her legs, taking her clit for a wild ride, as if The Puppeteer was taunting me through her.

You already know the consequence for failure. Abandon the very thought of fighting back.

I couldn't argue, considering how much this control-freak had put in my lap already. My fingers wrapped around the back strap of Chloe's top, giving me a good point from which to force her body against mine. She was already crying out with each push and pull, filling the entire place with an unmistakable racket.

Chloe reared her head back, screaming into their air as I planted myself to the hilt. I wanted more of her silky wetness, but I was already pushing her into submission. After such a long, failed chase, I wasn't ready to have her give in like that. But first, I had to show her exactly how much business I meant.

Grabbing her breasts from behind, I gave each nipple a twist as she started to jerk. The squeal told me exactly how sensitive every part of her body had become. One more hard smash of our bodies pushed her to the very precipice, ready to set off a firestorm between Chloe's legs.

I let it happen, feeling her fingers rub faster against her clit. I took a handful of hair and forced her head back even further. Years of frustration came out in one drive of my hips against her ass.

The speed and force of our collisions popped the air around us, echoing out like I wanted the whole rich, stuffy neighborhood to hear it. In fact, a part of me wanted exactly that to happen. Chloe didn't seem to mind either, crowing out as she came, not even trying to keep it in any longer.

I pulled out after letting her shake against the wall. I had proven a point to her, even if it wasn't the one I had hoped to. She knew I wasn't the nervous, scared-shitless kid from high school anymore.

Chloe turned and put her back against the wall. “I didn't know you had it in you.”

Do not give yourself so easily.

I wanted to, more than anything, but I knew there was a lesson hidden in the instruction. “That's all you get. I'll try calling Andrew later.”

“That's not fair.”

The Puppeteer had to be taunting me through her. As much control as I had regained, it was like I was always a dozen steps behind. “I won't.” But I desperately wanted to.

Chloe eased herself into me, guiding my hand down between those satiny thighs. “I know you've thought about it.” She leaned closer, almost whispering, “And not just today. You've wanted this for years.”

I tried to look away, failing miserably. Her lips, pillows made for blowjobs and asking for what she wanted, pouted just enough to fry my common sense. My finger slipped just inside her entrance, Chloe trying to lure it even deeper.

“I promise I'll make you pull out.” She gasped a little as I got two knuckles all with way in. “Don't you trust me?”

Holding out was damn near unbearable. My cock was aching, ready to spread her walls apart and get its own satisfaction. Your willpower is the only judge of what happens.


And I knew it would be useless if Chloe had her way with me. Watching my high school crush invite me back inside her, begging for what I couldn't give her. As she rubbed her finger up her slit, the perfect symmetry of it held me captive.


Damn it!
 I held my resolve, lying down and putting my hands against her waist. The sweet, heady aroma was the perfect blend, like a pheromone shot tailored just for my chemistry. I spread her hood with my tongue, exploring to find her clit.

The slightest touch curled her shoulders. I ran my taste buds over her pearl, gently making her moans longer with every pass. Chloe spread her thighs wider, and then pushed against the back of my head.

“You always wondered what I tasted like, didn't you?”

I answered with a fast round, cracking her voice into a high whimper. It just made Chloe force me against her even harder. As I teased her clit between my lips, I started to feel her legs get warmer.

“That's it, make me come!”

Giving her every opportunity to do so, I lashed my tongue against her pearl as hard and fast as I could. The back of her hand forced my head against her muff. Everything pointed to her climax breaking at any point.

Chloe broke away at the last second. I knew what she had in mind, and honestly, I didn't have it in me to fight back. She lured me into taking her place, lying on my back in that deck chair, waiting for whatever she had planned.

“Do you trust me, Kevin?” Chloe was already crawling on her knees, slowly working her way over me.

“Not one bit.”

“Good,” she smiled, her face directly above mine, “but you know it's gonna happen.”

“I said I can't. Don't make—” I felt her finger against my lips. As I tried to speak again, the warmth of her pussy took my cock. I let her sink all the way down, watching the pleasure in her face deepen the further inside I got.

Chloe put her hands against my chest and gave her hips a quick shake. “You see? It's not that bad. Just give me what I want, and I'll stop.”

Torture by the pussy of your dreams. It was a hell of a way to force the issue. I took hold of her thighs, running my hands against her skin. Flawless.

“See? I told you,” Chloe stopped to push herself against me, “you'd enjoy it.”

I couldn't say a word, completely absorbed in the feeling of her wet folds. My entire world centered around that miracle of nature between Chloe's thighs. The same miracle utterly devoted to pleasing me to the point of regret.

“And it's all yours, if you just do one thing for me.” She dropped down, her lips hovering fractions of an inch from my own. “You know what is is.”

The constant teasing and begging had worn me down. I was more than happy to let Chloe have her way with me, but The Puppeteer always had a way of never letting me get comfortable.


She is winning
.

I couldn't care any longer. As Chloe started bouncing herself in my lap, I knew it wouldn't take her long to finish me off. My neck tensed and my hands gripped the sides of the chair.


Are you the master?
 The slick friction of her walls sent a hot wave of energy up my torso. Or are you the slave?


I knew the stakes, but all of my concerns were on a straight losing streak against her. Chloe's whimpers morphed into cries. I knew I was losing myself, but nothing could have been more worth it.

Win, or you die.

Idle threats weren't The Puppeteer's way. At the edge of coming, my mind cried out for me to do something. Anything.

She can not get what she wants.

But it was going to happen. Desperate for any way out, I channeled the energy behind my forehead and opened my eyes. Chloe's rapturous expression changed as I uttered the words, “You don't want it. Not this time.”

Chloe's body went into a full stop. I knew that she would have to get exactly what she didn't want, if I was to live. I gave her my first thrust from below as total panic took her over.

I wrapped my arms around her back, pinning Chloe down on my body. Smacking our hips together with as much fury as I could pull out of myself, I sent her right into screaming.

She tried pushing away, trying to beg me to pull out. Chloe knew I was punishing her, taking a dose of her own medicine without dignity. The surge in my loins was already beyond the point of stopping it.

Savor the victory. Few come so far.

I pulled Chloe's face next to mine, making sure she heard my breath. Still trying to talk, indecipherable noises coming from her mouth, her nails dug into my skin. I wasn't just going to win. I was there to claim her as if she was mine to begin with.

My last gasp came out as a ragged, “Come for me.” As her body took the order, the squeeze of her pussy sent me careening over the edge. That empty feeling in my chest took hold.

Chloe's reluctant orgasm peaked with my own. Plastering her on the inside, I gushed forth without reservation for once. Every blast sent a wave of energy through my limbs, pulling her tighter and further down my shaft with every jet.

Covered in the mix of our juices, my dick twitched as I tried to force every last cell of punishment into Chloe. She regained enough sense to ask, “Why didn't you pull out?”

I let her ease back a little, just far enough to look me in the eyes. I said, “Because you told me not to.”

She knew exactly what had happened and why. Humiliation and defeat was all I could see and hear as she said, “God, Kevin, you can't do that!”

“You don't like to feel it?” I caressed her cheek, smiling to let her know she was being fucked with. “This might be what making our first child feels like.”

Her eyebrows dropped. “Ass.”

I congratulate you on your victory. Claim your prize.

Catching my breath for a moment, I held Chloe still as she tried to get off of me. With more focus in my will than air in my lungs, I issued her command. “You'll always want me to do this to you.”

Chloe relaxed, sinking her breasts onto my chest. “It does feel good, though.” I felt her nuzzle against my collarbone, whispering, “I want more.”


Andrew Druthers had promised to come into the office on Monday to sign the contract. He was late, worried sick about where his wife had run off to. “She didn't leave a note or anything. Most of her stuff is gone, like she's vanished.”

I tried not to laugh in his face, knowing exactly how long the revenge had been in coming. “It's probably not a big deal. My fiance tried to leave no more than a few weeks ago.”

The pale look in his face got a little rosier. “And she's back now?”

“Yep, happy as can be, still home.” I had to bite my tongue. Waiting for me to get home, same place as your wife, and she's just as cum-hungry.


“Good. We haven't even been married for a year.”

And the following Wednesday, he was served with the papers. If it weren't a matter of claiming what should have been mind in the first place, I might have actually felt bad when I deposited the commission I'd made off of him.
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COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM HAREM GAME'S NEXT ISSUE:

PERFECT WOMAN? MAKE HER BETTER

Something about the way Farrah looked at me made me want it even more. “I can do better,” she said, barely tearing herself away from my grasp.

Do not let her win.

I didn't plan on it. “Cocky, aren't you?”

“I could say the same for you.”

A bluff. Nothing more.

I wrapped my arm around her tiny waist. “It's all about what you want, isn't it?”

“Is there anything wrong with that?”


Yes.
 The Puppeteer's voice came through, clear and louder than ever. She does not know what she wants.


I forced a smile, despite how much I wanted to hold Farrah down and have my way with her, even before the control took hold. “That's cute.” I built a wave of pressure behind my eyes, then said, “Show me how inadequate I am.”

Brave of you.

Farrah knelt down, ripping my trunks from my hips. The soft tips of her fingers embraced my cock like ten hills of felt. I couldn't help looking down and asking, “Well?”

She looked up and shocked me with the way her face lit up. “I can't settle with size alone.”


Dirty girl.
 Farrah slipped down my waist, stopping and aiming her moutn straight at my cock.

“But it's a start.”


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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