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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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JEN EASTWOOD EROTICA TUMBLR
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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:

FROM EX, TO FERTILE PET

The whole shop reeked of dust and age. I wandered in to get out of the New Orleans heat, but every shelf had something interesting. Even the old man behind the register looked like he had a story or seven behind him.

That's when it caught my eye. The book had a cover as drab and anonymous as you could imagine, the title The Game of Sevens
 barely legible, but something about it called my name. Just opening it felt as comforting as the first trip home in a year.

Yellow paper rubbed against my fingers as I turned to the first page with something on it: This is the guidebook for a game with great risk, and even greater rewards. Do not take this challenge lightly.


Something made turning the next page feel like I was signing a blood contract, but I wanted to know more. The man behind the counter cleared his throat and then drawled out in thick Cajun, “Best respek' that book. Dey say it's cursed.”

I thought it was a fun idea, but all I knew was that I wanted it. “How much do you want for it?”

The smug grin on his face normally would have made me put the book down and walk out. “It chose you. Won't cost you nuffin.” He had a surprisingly perfect set of teeth. “At least, not in money.”

“It's a book, not a voodoo doll.”

He turned around and walked toward the back room. Before going through the doorway, he turned and said, “Go on now, it'll make a man a'ya, whether ya want it to or not.”

“Thanks, I guess.” I gripped the cover hard and left. My flight back home was leaving shortly anyway, and I still had a rental car to turn back in. Still, I simply thought he was being rude and generous at the same time, rather than the fair warning I'd later realize it was.


Halfway through the flight I remembered that I had the book in my carry-on. As soon as the spitting image of middle age next to me got up for the restroom, I pulled my bag out of the overhead compartment. Even touching the book felt right.

I sat back down and opened to the first page. It was a story about a young man who wanted nothing more than for his cheating fiance to be loyal to him. The further I went, the more I realized the person in the story very well could have been me, had it not been set in Victorian England and Abby and I weren't totally opposed to the idea of having kids. Even the narrator's voice in my head was different from what I usually had in my mind as I read.

By the time my neighbor had drifted back to sleep, the book started going into detail about how the man made his wife-to-be the perfect woman. Things like committing his will to hers
 and projecting his desires with honesty
. I thought it was just chauvinism, but the man later used that power to gain riches with his shop, bargaining his prices up and his costs down. And of course, providing the daughter they later had with the best life possible.

As I turned to the last page of the chapter, the story ended and the instructions began: Do as this fellow did, and your life will start to change, but be forewarned. Doing so commits you to reading the next chapter and following its instructions in exactly one week's time.


I wanted to go ahead and flip to the next page, but my arm refused to cooperate. No matter how hard I fought, it lied on my lap like it was tied down. When I finally decided to close the book, control came back.

I sat there the rest of the flight, listening to the snoring to my left, and thinking about the shop keeper's warning. But the idea of changing Abby, if only a little bit, was more than enough to get me excited about my return home.


Something about me had in fact changed before I got home. Walking through the terminal and making my way to the parking lot, people parted way as I walked through the crowds. Although my only physical souvenir was the book, the sudden change in how people reacted to my presence counted more than all the nick-knacks and tacky shirts on Bourbon Street.

Right before heading out of the main doors, I focused my thoughts on the people coming in. A pressure built in my head as I thought, Stop!
 As if by command, people halted in their tracks, just standing with their luggage.

I reemerged into the outside world feeling great. But then I looked back. Everyone was still there, waiting. Carry on.
 And just like that, they went about their business like nothing had happened.

It was only then that the urge to change Abby really hit me like an iron fist in an iron glove. I picked up my pace, almost jogging with my luggage rolling behind me. If getting dozens of complete strangers to follow my commands was that easy, I could only imagine what all of my focus on a single person could accomplish.


I pulled into the driveway right behind Abby's car. It was the same house we had lived in since college, but now that we were both employed and making decent money, we weren't sharing the place with a constantly changing set of roommates. It was was far bigger than we needed, but it had slowly changed from a student slum to a home over the past couple of years.

The luggage stayed in my trunk as I rushed to the front door. Twisting my key in the lock, I stopped and thought about how I'd test my new powers. I knew Abby would be happy to see me for the first time in a week, and that usually meant a loud reunion in the bedroom.

But when I walked in, she was sitting on the couch, one leg crossed over the other and her arms crossed. When her glasses sat on the tip of her nose like that, I knew I wasn't in for anything I'd want to hear.

“Don't get so excited to see me,” I said, closing the door behind me.

She barely smiled. Another bad sign. “Kevin, we need to talk.”

I knew what was coming. “Then spill it.”

“I'm leaving.”

“Why?” I already knew the answer in the back of my mind. I had taken her for granted for too long, focusing on work more than our relationship. Even our wedding date had been pushed back from later that year to the next because I was shooting for a raise.

“If you don't know it, that's even more reason for me to go.” Nothing about her expression changed. “Did you even think about me the whole time you were gone?”

I had called once, just to have her email a report I had forgotten to send to my work laptop. I hadn't even brought her anything back. “A bit, yes.” The urge to kick myself set in immediately.

Her breasts heaved in that tank top as she breathed, further pushed up by her arms. And to think I'd never hold them in my hands again. “When I get back tomorrow, I'm out of here.”

“Where the hell are you going?”

“To sign the lease on an apartment.”

I balled my fists, ready to send one of the through the drywall. “And just like that, it's over?”

“Yeah,” Abby pushed her glasses back up on her face, “exactly like that.”

A sudden wave of force built up behind my eyes, not to cry, but to scream. I fought it back and said as plainly as I could, “No.”

Instantly, the expression on Abby's face changed. “I'll call the building manager and tell him I'm not signing the lease, then.”

“What?”

“You forbid it, so I can't go.”

“It can't be that easy. Are you just fucking with me?”

She put her hands on the cushions and turned, showing me the stark line of her cleavage in full splendor. “No, you told me not to leave.” She leaned forward, giving me an even better view. “I'm here to stay.”

The memory of controlling an entire crowd hit me like a hammer to the jaw. If keeping Abby from leaving just took one word, I had to see how far I could push what I had learned. “Good,” I saw her face perk up, “now act like you're happy to see me.”

Abby stood up, walking like she usually did when she first saw me after such a long trip. Her hips swayed up and down in those tiny shorts as I wondered how soon I'd have her take them off. The smile on her face said it all. No further orders would be necessary to get what I expected.

But I wasn't willing to settle with just our usual romp after a business trip. “Why don't you do something special for me this time?”

She edged up close to me, pressing those mounds against my chest. “You got something in mind?”

I brushed her hair out of her face and then ordered, “Surprise me.”

The grin on her face broadened as she turned her head. “I've had something in mind, but I've been too ashamed to ask you to try it.”

In terms of our sex, I had always rated it as average, but I wanted better. As smart, but reserved as Abby had always been, I had to wonder what was stirring in that head of hers. “Then don't ask, just do it.”

I watched as Abby turned around and headed toward the back of the living room. At the door to our bedroom, she turned and asked, “Well, are you coming?”

My jeans tightened a little as I started following her. What she had wanted so badly, but didn't dare mention, had me searching for any clue in our past. The kinkiest she had ever gotten during sex was wanting me to hold her wrists down every now and then when I was on top.

When I got to the doorway, she was already digging deep in the closet. Abby pulled out a shoebox and opened it to pull out an even smaller one. I saw the blush in her cheeks as she held the package, still taped for shipping. I stepped closer and said, “Go on, open it.”

“You'll judge me for it.” Even though she wasn't sure of herself, Abby started tearing at the box.

“You won't know until you show me what it is.”

Right before pulling the top flaps open on the box, Abby paused and asked, “Promise not to make fun of me for it?”

I was tired of waiting. “I won't.” Building up another wave of pressure in my mind, I straightened my face and said, “Open it.”

Abby didn't hold back any longer. She opened the package and showed me her supposedly shameful secret. “We don't have to use them.”

I stared at the pair of white, fluffy handcuffs in awe. The fact that Abby had always wanted me to dominate was an open secret between us, but I never knew she wanted me to just have my way with her as she lied there, helpless. I pulled my pocketknife out and held out my hand. “Hand them here.”

She did, letting me cut at the plastic packaging. I couldn't get it open fast enough, her face already begging for me to do whatever I wanted with her. The redness of her face was undeniable, already showing me exactly how much she had thought about letting me use the cuffs on her.

“If you'd have told me about this when you got them, we'd have worn these out already.”

Abby's eyes got wide. “You mean, you want to use them?”

I freed the cuffs from their clear prison and dangled them in front of her. “Lie down.”

She got to the bed and sat. Easing back, I could only imagine the wetness building inside those shorts. That little bit of embarrassment holding over from earlier, those glasses, and that girl-next-door getup she had on made her seem like the most innocent girl in the world.

But what would I do with her? Abby had momentarily broken my heart by trying to leave, and now she wanted me to hold her down, beyond how I had removed her freedom to do what she wanted. I knew she was putty in my hands.

And I decided to take full advantage. Stepping as far as the pillows at the top of the bed, I told her, “Scoot back.” Clinking a cuff around her wrist, I wrapped the chain around one of the metal posts of the headboard. The other slammed shut around her other hand.

The helpless look on her face was practically begging me to just fuck her and get it over with. I held back, wanting to test out my new hold over her, both physically and mentally.

I started tugging at her shorts as the button flew loose in my fingers. Bringing her panties down with them, I watched the nervous look in her eyes through those glasses. Her bottom lip disappeared under her teeth as she bit, asking me to go forward without making a sound.

I wanted those breasts. The only obstacle in my way was that white tank top, impossible to remove unless I uncuffed Abby. But I wasn't so easy to stop.

Still towering above her, I pulled the pocketknife out again and flipped the small blade open. The momentary rise in her eyebrows eased when she realized I was only cutting the fabric hiding one of her best assets. I took my time, watching Abby want it even more with every inch of cotton that split right down the middle of her body.

Closing the knife and tossing it aside, I admired the view of her breasts, the split top hanging from her shoulders and splayed out like an angel's wings. But admiration only goes so far when a woman needs to be reigned in. “You tried to leave. How are you gonna make that up to me?”

“I'll do anything.”

I slid two fingers along her bald slit, feeling the heat and growing wetness already seeping out. “If I give you what you want right now, you won't learn anything, will you?”

“I will, Kevin. Just make me come.” My fingers slipped inside, hooking up until I found her favorite spot. Abby gasped and begged for more attention.

Making her climax, hard, was exactly what I wanted. But that just wouldn't have been fun now, would it? “You've got to do something for me first.”

“I don't care what it is, just say it.” Her voice had gotten more urgent, like my two fingertips prodding and rubbing against her g-spot threatened to overload her entire body. I added my thumb to the mix, massaging her clit as well until her body arched.

“I know when you're about to come, and when to stop. I could keep this up for hours.”

Abby turned her head with force. She tried struggling against the restraint, desperately wanting to finish herself off. I had never seen her get close to finishing off so quickly, but that's the power of a denied fantasy finally coming to life.

Her thighs tightened just enough to tip me off. I pulled my fingers away, leaving her on the verge of eruption. “Not yet.”

The wild look of pleading in her face made me smile. She tried to fight against the chain wrapped around the post, only making noise in the process. “Please, Kevin. I'll never do it again.”

“I know you won't, but making you come won't change it.”

“What do I have to do? Just tell me.”

I looked around for the key, stepping back to reach down for the packaging. I saw the indentation for it in the plastic, but the key itself was nowhere in sight. I laughed to myself and then said, “Look's like you're in even more trouble. The key's gone.”

Abby squirmed where she lied, trying to get herself up to her knees. She barely managed it, the chain stopping at the top of the bar where it met the top of the headboard, just high enough for her to sit up. “We'll find it later,” the tone of her voice was even more urgent, “just use me, please.”

I was happy to oblige, but it wasn't her pleasure I was after. Kneeling on the side of the mattress, I pulled my shoes and socks off, and then took the knife out once more before sliding my jeans down. Pulling my shirt off from behind my back, I asked, “Do you know what I've always wanted you to do to me?”

She looked up with those gray, pleading eyes. “What's that?”

I cut the shoulders from her top and slung it aside. She didn't need to hear the answer.

Taking a handful of hair and standing right before her, I forced her head against my hips. The heat of her breath on the side of my cock felt almost as good as driving it home between her legs.

“Kevin, I told you I don't like to do that.”

Too bad. I pulled her head back, watching her growing look of defeat. The feeling of a command building up had already become familiar. “You do now.”

Abby went along with enthusiasm as I forced my tip into her mouth, driving as far as the back of her throat would let it go. I held her there, waiting for it to be too much for her to handle. She had only blown me once, and terribly. But that wasn't the case for much longer.

I felt her throat sputter and heard the rattle of the chain. Abby tried backing off, her lips trembling against the hilt of my dick. She tried squealing, only letting out a pathetic whimper.

As she tried to speak, the feeling of her tongue flashing against my skin made it that much better. She had to know her new place. The more she fought, the harder I forced her to stay there.

I backed her face away from my, giving her a brief second of mercy. Abby gasped and panted as she looked down. “See how much you like it?”

My fiance-turned-pet looked up and grinned. “Yes, sir.”

“Good.” I forced myself between her lips again, bobbing her head back and forth. All the way back, and almost all the way out. The harder and faster I made her go, the more I knew that my word had become law.

I wanted to paint the back of her throat white and make her swallow so badly, it felt like a shame when I forced myself to stop. Letting her lips rest against my base, I caressed her cheek. “Now do you want your reward?”

Abby tried to nod, barely managing it on account of the hard shaft deep inside her mouth. The vibration of her trying to go, “Mmm-hmm,” around me sent a shiver down my entire body. I couldn't see it, but I could swear that she was smiling around my cock.

Pushing her back by the forehead, I pulled myself out and made her look up at me. “That's how you stay out of trouble.”

“Just do it to me,” she was adorably helpless with that string of spittle going down her chin, “please?”

I wiped the streamer with a finger and commanded, “Turn around.”

The chain was long enough, but Abby had to grip onto the top of the headboard to keep her balance. Still on her knees, I used her spit to give myself a lube job. Kneeling down, I saw exactly how ready her pussy was.

I pressed my tip against the throbbing mound, feeling it give me all the wet, burning-hot welcome I needed. I made sure Abby had braced herself, those fingernails almost making claw marks in the wood already. And then I plowed in, deep.

Abby's cry echoed against the wall right in front of her face. Letting myself rest in her deepest recesses, I gave her a quick swat on the ass. “Enjoy it more.” It was an order.

Pulling back, she moaned with each inch that slid out. I drove deep again, getting her to scream even louder. I gave her an even hard spank.

“Even more than that.”

By this point, Abby was on the edge of hysterics. The volume and bliss of her voice bordered on climax. As her thighs shook again, I had an evil idea.

“Stay just like that until I tell you to come.”

With another rough jolt into her body, Abby cried, “God yes, sir!”

I took full advantage of her helpless body, ripping myself in and out like I was angry with her. In fact, I was, but this wasn't all about punishment. The hell of too much pleasure seemed far more fitting than outright cruelty.

When her voice got higher than I'd ever heard it, I surged forth as hard as I could. Pulling Abby's body into mine with all of my strength, I rooted around in her cunt, hitting every surface inside her. Her strength gave out, even without orgasm.

I pulled out and told her, “Roll back over, now.”

She was barely able to, flopping down with her head against the pillows. Her glasses had miraculously stayed on through the entire pounding. Abby barely squeaked out, “Can I come now?”

“The more you ask, the longer it'll take.”

Her lips pouted and begged as I slid two fingers inside once more. I used my other hand to assault her clit again, rubbing hard and fast like I was sanding it down.

Abby twisted against her cuffs, trying to push herself against me for even more pleasure. Desperate, pushed beyond her limit, still captive to my whims. She had no control, and she knew it.

The swishing noise coming out of her pushed me even harder. Abby was lost to the feeling, barely making a sound as her mouth stayed wide open. Her shoulders lifted off the bed and her breasts rose, the shaking in her chest giving me the most beautiful sight I had ever beheld.

Just giving her permission to climax would have set off a hair trigger. I knew she was in for a world-rocking orgasm. Whether to give it to her or not, I still hadn't decided.

That's when I saw the red flush all over her body. Abby felt like she was on fire, shining with sweat and ready to crack down the middle. I kept forcing her even higher.

Suddenly, I felt compelled to do something. I knew it wasn't of my own will, but I didn't know why or how the command took hold of my mind. I took my hands away from her, letting Abby down into the covers.

I knew I had to get myself back inside her. Crawling over top of my reclaimed toy, I sank myself back inside her ready and willing pussy. As Abby's legs wrapped around me, I knew she had me just as trapped as I had her.

That strange narrator's voice from the story urged me on. You are both captives.
 I began thrusting myself into Abby, driven on by a force I couldn't understand.

There was nothing I could do to resist, even as I tried to stop myself. Abby squalled into the air behind my head as I nuzzled against her neck. Going on this way just felt right, like it was the most natural response to every noise and movement she made.

Gripping her waist and using the bounce of the mattress for momentum, I ripped myself against her body. The heat of friction combined with the inferno already roaring inside Abby. But I still wanted to go further, to leave all I had on the playing field.

Abby's heels dug into my back, pushing me deeper. The slick wetness inside her flowed around me, slipping me in and out of her without resistance. Her pussy leaked onto the sheets, soaking the area under us like someone had turned on a faucet.

I glided against her inner walls, driving her more and more insane with each pass. Within seconds on coming myself, the horror of what I was about to do hit me. We were a condom couple, and I had totally forgotten to put one on.

That's when the narrator's voice came back in. It is irresistible. Give in.


I fought to stop myself. My body wanted nothing more than to keep going, to shoot my load deep inside Abby. The thought of filling her as she lied there, helpless and fertile, threatened to send me fizzing over at any second.

It was my own secret fantasy, the one that I couldn't share. Something compelled me to gasp out, “I've got a wish too.”

Abby moaned as I managed to stop myself, and then she whispered in my ear, “What is it?”

I didn't dare move, knowing what would happen. My cock throbbed inside her, threatening to go off like a loaded pistol. “I can't do it.”

The narrator interjected again. It is too late.


I knew I was trapped on the verge of orgasm, just like Abby. I took a deep breathe and grunted, trying to keep myself under a control I didn't even have anymore. “I have to come inside you.”

Abby turned her head, her eyes big and bright as lightbulbs, full of fear and inches from my face. “Kevin, you know you can't.”


But you will.
 Another twitch of my shaft, precum beading on the head, mixing with Abby's own wetness. The smooth, slippery feeling made me grit my teeth.

“If I move,” I panted, “it's gonna happen.”

Abby didn't dare move, herself. “Pull out.” The pleading tone just made it that much harder for me.

Do it.

Sweat dripped onto my forehead, running down and stinging my eyes. Every breath fought to stay in me, prolonging the feeling of the second before coming into what felt like an eternity. Pushed my face into Abby's neck and said, “I'm sorry.”

Make her want it.

But I couldn't. Whatever power I had used on her didn't quite have the same hold on me. Even though my body rebelled, my mind was still my own. Barely.

I had to do something. Abby couldn't, but I wasn't cuffed to the bed. Still, her legs refused to give, pinning me inside her like a railroad spike. Right as I was about to tell her to let me go, my head went fuzzy.

I heard myself tell her, “Keep me inside of you.”

My mind reeled at the command. I didn't know why I was doing this, nor did I know if Abby was having the same problem. Was she still herself, trapped inside her own head, not wanting any of this in the first place?

Fighting against the resistance of something I couldn't identify, I struggled to hold still. I felt a tug on my limbs, imagining myself as part of a filthy marionette show. Something was definitely pulling the strings, but it was no longer myself.

My lips parted as I gave a last-ditch effort to fight it. The words, “You want me to come inside of you,” came out of my mouth. I wanted to scream, pull out, and blow my load anywhere but inside Abby's cunt.

The weight of my body shifted to my hands as my body lifted. I felt myself move inside her, giving teasing little thrusts. I tried sucking against my tongue to keep from saying anything else.

Finally, I said, “Come for me.”

Abby's face had already relaxed and went tense again. Her entire body tried to contort, the cuffs rattling against the post and her wrists. “Thank you, sir!”

I could only watch and feel the rush of bliss in absolute terror. Abby's walls contracted against me as my body started thrusting in earnest again. Defying me does no good
.

“Fuck,” Abbey shouted as her eyes clenched shut behind her glasses, “fill me full of cum!”

Every muscle wanted to give out all at once. I groaned and felt the sudden rush from my sack. My toes curled as the first jet streamed out of me, spattering against the inside of Abby's pussy.

“That's it,” her feet pressed against my ass, “give me all of it.” Then her eyes reopened as her head shook up and down, her breath stuttering.

I shot my second load of what had been saved up for the entire week's trip. She was already filled to capacity of what I knew had to be industrial-grade sperm.

As the third started to erupt, I regained myself. Struggling against the full wave of the climax, I broke free of her legs and pulled out. Rushing myself forward, the rest of my cum over her stomach, then her breasts. Finally, as I felt myself drain, her glasses got painted with the last of the pearly white.

Abby stared up at me through the semen on her lenses. It was a beautiful sight. Her hands still cuffed above her head, used and came upon, thankful as I'd ever seen her.

But I knew to panic. We had agreed we didn't want children long ago. And here we were, possibly staring down the barrel of that gun.


After I finally found the key just under the side of the bed, I waited to release her. Coming back with a towel from the bathroom, I asked, “Why do you look so happy? Aren't you worried sick?”

The smile on her face lit up my world a little. “But I wanted you to.”

“No, you didn't.”

She twisted a little as she giggled. Pulling herself up to sit cross-legged, I saw the bead of cum taunting me from the entrance of her slit. “We can do this again in a few hours, right?”

“That's not what you want. You want to leave.”

“I'm staying, and you won't get rid of me.” I didn't know if it was the real Abby, or just a puppet saying that. “I'll do whatever you want, so long as you give me what I want.”

“And that is?”

She looked down between her legs. “I think you know by now.”

I bent over to wipe the cum from her breasts, taking her glasses from her face. I'd forgotten how much of a different kind of hottie she was without them. “Enlighten me.”

“I want a baby, Kevin.”

My entire body stopped at once. “No, you don't.”

Whether it was Abby or the unexplainable force talking, I didn't know. Then she gave the worst answer I could imagine, “I do, and whether you know it or not, you do too.”
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COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM HAREM GAME'S NEXT ISSUE:

SECOND SEED

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 back inside her. Abby pouted on her side of the bench, watching exactly as I had ordered her to.

Teagan's cunt held me in as she came again, the subdued, helpless orgasms finally 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 bad after seeing the way her face changed. 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 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 cuck Abby.

It was happening anyway. I knew how the night would end. All I could do was wish it was just Abby the puppeteer 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.
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