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BILLIONAIRE'S BIMBO
Ella finished booking Mr. Dominic's last appointment for the week. She got ready to turn the computer off as she heard the door open behind her. Nolan Dominic himself walked around her desk and leaned forward.
“Plans for the night?”
She rolled her eyes and then looked up at him. “I'm going straight home, and that's about it.” It came off a bit more contemptuous than she intended.
“That's a shame.” Nolan shook his head and grinned as soon as he stopped.
Of all things, that perfectly white, bullshit smile was the trait that set Ella off the most. “I'm sorry, sir, I didn't mean to be rude about that.” Ella thought exactly what she wanted to say. Being filthy rich doesn't excuse you for being a prick.
But the company's largest clients always seemed in lock-step agreement with him, no matter how much of an ass he was. For the life of her, Ella still couldn't figure it out. “No problem, but do work on your demeanor.” Nolan leaned closer, wrapping his fingers around the reception desk's barrier. “I've got something I need you to do tonight.”
Shit. “Yes, sir?”
Nolan gave her a deep stare. Exactly the one he gave clients right before every meeting started. “You're coming over to my place tonight. Do you understand?”
Ella felt like the back of her head had gone hollow. She nodded as she felt herself unable to rebel. In the company of her boss was the last way she wanted to spend the evening, but her body had separated from her mind somehow.
“Good. Seven o'clock.” He started to turn away, and then stopped. “And try to dress like you want to impress me, for once.”
She knew exactly what he meant. Go fuck yourself. “Yes, sir.” Ella reeled at what she had just agreed to. Have I lost my mind? What is this?
Nolan walked out as Ella regained control of her body. She didn't know what to think of what happened, but she had no intention of dressing like Mr. Dominic's last kept-woman. As far as she was concerned, even his billions couldn't buy her off like that.



The second Ella walked into her apartment, her legs took on a mind of their own. She tried resisting the forward march to her bedroom. She couldn't even frown in protest.
Passing through the doorway and bee-lining it to the closet, she felt the growing arousal well up between her thighs. Why? Her fingers wrapped around a hanger. That slutty thing? I couldn't get myself to wear it even once.
The long, jet black dress had a split up both sides, almost up to her waist. The neckline didn't offer much more concealment than her bra. Elegant, but indeed slutty. 
Ella tossed the dress onto her bed and stripped. All she could do was watch inside her own head as her body did all the work. But for some reason, her thoughts against it began to fade.
When Ella finally inspected herself in the mirror, she liked what she saw. She ran the fingers of those gloves along her cleavage, smiling as she turned to see the garters reveal themselves all the way to the top of her thigh. Damn, I do look good, though.
But the inspection wasn't for her approval. Nolan's command pushed Ella to go after her keys. Before she knew it, Ella was driving her way to Nolan's as the heat between her legs spread to her core.



This wasn't the first time Ella had been to Nolan's estate. The size of the place had always made her feel tiny, but this wasn't a trip to some cocktail party like the last time. As she parked her car in front of the grand entrance, Ella realized how helpless she was against Nolan.
If I can't control myself, there's no telling what he'll make me do. Her heels clacked against the cobble pavers on the way to the door. With even her breathing on autopilot, Ella knew her mind was only a passenger along for the ride.
Her gloved finger pressed against the ornate button next to the door. She waited, expecting a maid to come running, but nothing happened. Ella's arms crossed as she felt the blush of her cleavage.
Finally, Nolan himself opened the door. “Right on time, and just like I wanted you.” He grinned and ushered Ella inside.
“If that's your command, then it's only natural I do it.” What the fuck? Why did I say that? Ella smiled and walked past Nolan.
Ella felt Nolan rub the back of his fingers against her cheek. “You're probably wondering why you're doing this, aren't you?” He finished walking around to get in front of her. Nolan gave that stare again and then said, “You can speak freely, for now.”
The sudden feeling of autonomy filled Ella's head. “I,” she paused, processing the sudden freedom, “I don't know why I'm even here.” But it felt good, even if the rest of her body was still out of her control. “What did you do to me?”
“Haven't you figured it out? I can get you to do anything I want, just by ordering it.” Nolan took each of her breasts in hand. “And look at you. Perfect, just like I knew you could be.”
“Would you keep your hands to yourself, please?” Ella knew she was smiling. How do I get out of this?
Nolan pulled his hands back. “You'll follow orders for now, but by the time I'm done, you'll be begging for this on your own.”
No way in hell. “Is this some kind of trance?”
“A trance is mental, not physical.” Nolan turned away from Ella and said, “Follow me. It's time for you to learn your new role.”
“What choice do I have?” Her body followed Nolan through the foyer like a second shadow. “And what happened to your toy? What was her name? Bridgette?”
“So you remember her.” Nolan kept going, past the double staircases and toward the back of the mansion. “She's still mine, but I'm a little tired of her.”
Did Nolan do this to her too? “So where is she?”
“Readjusting back to her old life.” He took a left down a hallway. “But I want you to be more–” Nolan stopped without warning at a door and turned back to Ella. “More permanent, if you will.”
“What do you mean, Nolan?” Although the words came out, Ella still couldn't control her expression. Her entire body flushed with heat as he opened the door. “I'm not marrying you.”
“I never said you were. I'm after something different.”
Long-term sex slave? Wonderful. “Eat shit and die.”
She followed Nolan into the room, seeing the massive study lined with bookshelves. “Don't worry, I'm not firing you for that one, because this is the last time you'll want to do anything but please me.”
“What would I have to do to get out of this?” Ella knew it wouldn't hurt to ask, even though she knew the answer already.
“You won't want to, very shortly.”
“Then what am I to you? What do you want from me?”
Nolan was already smiling as he took a seat on a sofa adorned with Corinthian leather. “Enjoy your free-thought while you've still got it, because that'll be gone in a few seconds.” Ella stood over him as his hands took a survey of her thighs. “What I really want from you is an heir.”
“You're joking.” Ella tried one more time to break free of the control, failing completely. “I don't even want you touching me like you are now.”
Nolan looked up and slid a finger inside Ella's bra. He pulled her down to his level and stared. At first, he remained silent.
Ella felt herself drifting away. As more screaming fragments of her mind quieted, the ones remaining tried to resist even further. I don't... What is... Why? At last, Ella felt herself at peace. I have to please him.
“Now you can have your body back.”
Like being untied, Ella's body returned to her control. She stood back up and held her palms in front of her, testing each finger just to be sure. She looked away from the gloves, then at Nolan and said, “Thank you, sir.”
“You're welcome. And the amount of freedom I give you has everything to do with how much you can please me.”
Maybe I don't want it. “I'm happy just being here for you, Nolan.” Ella took a seat next to him. “Do you really like what I'm wearing tonight?”
Nolan rested his hand back on Ella's thigh, sliding under the dress toward that roiling heat between her legs. “You can dress this well every night, from now on.”
“You mean...”
“That's right, you're staying here. You'll be done working as my secretary as soon as you start your final role.”
“And what's that?”
Nolan squeezed gently against her skin and said, “A mother to my child.”
Yes, that's what I want.
“But for now, let's give you the tour our house. I know you haven't seen it all after just a couple of visits.”



Nolan's estate was for more than just show. Ella had no idea the true scale and detail that had gone into the place. Everything from the Italian marble in every room, right down to the chef's pantry, to the private art gallery upstairs. It was all meant to emanate luxury. And now it was her home.
“The help will all be back tomorrow,” Nolan said as he stopped before the final room on the tour. “But tonight, I want you to show me how perfect you can be.”
Nolan opened the last door and ushered Ella inside. The intricate Arabesque design on the walls was far different from the inlaid paneling in most of the rest of the estate. In front of a bay window overlooking the city below, was an oversized day bed.
“This isn't our bedroom, but I did have it made for you.”
“Why? What am I supposed to do in here?”
Nolan pulled Ella's hand, bringing her to the foot of the day bed. “What you're supposed to do. Now show me what you've got.”
Ella's world had suddenly changed. She knew Nolan's kindness was tied directly to his happiness with her. Fortunately for Ella, her own happiness was now linked directly to his. In fact, she could feel the rising impatience with each second she hesitated.
“Go on,” he said. “I think you know what needs to happen if you're going to give me a successor.”
Nolan... Ella noticed the approving look at her body. Pushing Nolan into the bed, she made him sit on the edge and then pushed her breasts in his face. He seemed to relish in it, absorbing every bit of cleavage peeking out from her bra and dress.
The front of the dress came up as Nolan pulled Ella into his lap. The bulge in his slacks met the mound under her panties. She pushed his face even harder into her chest as her hair draped over his head.
Nolan finally came up for air and said, “You see? There wasn't any point in acting like you used to. I like this version of you much better.”
Ella's heart swelled and she got warm goosebumps. “This is all I need to do?”
“There's more to keeping me happy than crawling all over me, but it's a damn fine start.”
The smile on Ella's face grew as she slid down Nolan's body and onto the floor. She tugged at his zipper, bound and determined to blow his mind, among other things. Her fingers slid into his slacks, and then into his boxers.
She had found it without trouble, a bit more generous in size than Ella was expecting. Popping the button on Nolan's pants, she freed the beast, already knowing that this was her new object of worship. Ella paused to take a deep breath and then moved in to fulfill her purpose.
Her tongue danced from base to tip along the bottom. Nolan didn't seem to change. Pursing her lips around the head, Ella heard Nolan command, “Get yourself off while you're at it.”
Not every lover in her past had been so generous. Ella's free hand went down to her hips, snaking into her dress and under her panties. They had already been soaked, letting the cold of their lift chill Ella's sex like a winter breeze.
But her own pleasure took over, warming her body as much as Nolan's presence set her mind ablaze. She took his manhood deep, resting as close to the hilt as the back of her throat would allow. Nolan grunted with approval as he ran his hands through her hair.
Ella felt the vibrations from her whimpering driving Nolan even further. It only made her own pleasure intensify, ramping up like an exponential equation. Ella's thighs tightened as she got closer, knowing she wouldn't last much longer.
Nolan's fingers wrapped around her blonde hair, forcing her to take even more of him in. At the same time, Ella's body hit its limit. She gave out and sank as Nolan's cock pressed against the furthest reaches of her mouth. Unable to breathe, Ella kept trying to shriek. All it did was put more pleasure into Nolan, and she didn't dare try to resist.
Starved of oxygen and spent from the sudden and sustained climax, Ella finally had to abandon her oral duties. Her head fell into Nolan's lap as she tried to recover. But her master wasn't through.
“Did I give you permission to come?”
Ella's heart skipped a beat and her spine went cold. She still couldn't speak, but that didn't eliminate her ability to fear. I'm so sorry. Please! A tear slid down from her eye, making a dark spot on Nolan's pants.
“Get on the bed. You've got to earn that right.” Nolan stood, forcing Ella to try moving under her own power.
She barely managed to pull herself up on the edge. Lying on her face and stomach, Ella's strength trickled back. Then she felt the back of her dress lift, followed by the loud smack and pain as Nolan's hand bounced off her rear.
Another burning pop followed by yet another nearly broke her heart. “I'm sorry, sir!” But the cry wasn't enough. One more crash forced Ella onto her hands and knees.
Nolan walked around and crouched to eye-level. He pulled on her hair again to make her face his stare. “Any time you do that, I'm turning you back into your old self.”
No, Nolan, don't! She could still remember the anger and fear that stopped as soon as Nolan had gifted her with this new personality. “I promise I'll never do it again.”
“You shouldn't have done it in the first place.” His eyes pierced into her soul again. “Turn into that coldhearted bitch, now.”
The hatred she had held for Nolan came rushing back. I'd rather stick a knife between his ribs than blow him ever again. Ella believed the face staring back at her didn't deserve the air it hogged to itself, much less its fortune. “Fuck you, Nolan.”
His frown turned into a grin. “Still can't move unless I allow it, though.” He dropped to the floor and pulled a box out from under the bed.
What would have looked like a toybox of pleasures seconds earlier now looked like a complete set of sexual torture tools. Even though her body wanted to experience every one of them, her mind only wanted her master dead.
Nolan pulled out a roll of duct tape and a massive 'massage wand.' He chucked them onto the other side of the bed and said, “Get up.”
Ella's body defied her intent, doing exactly what Nolan ordered it to do. She rose to her feet and felt Nolan pull the dress from her shoulders. He jerked it the rest of the way down, leaving Ella exposed in nothing but heels, panties, and that minimal bra.
“I've gotten the other you to love me already. Now it's time to break this old you, to make you know that it's hell compared to your other side.”
Nolan took the wand and slid the tip into the sheer lace covering Ella's mound. He turned it on for a second, pleased with the way she jerked. Nolan went back for the tape, pulling at the end and wrapping it around her waist. After four loops, the wand wasn't going anywhere.
Ella tried to force her muscles to do something on her own, but it was like trying to push a skyscraper. Nolan reached for the wand's power knob and it buzzed to life. “You'll follow me and keep walking, no matter how hard it gets.” Nolan started moving toward the door as Ella followed, already feeling the overload build in her system. He stopped at the door, turned his head, and said, “Oh yes, no coming until I say you can.”



Fuck. Fuck! Fuck! Ella's body shook like a California faultline, barely letting her keep up. Nolan was making another circuit of the mansion, this time giving the most sadistic tour he could ponder. Barely two minutes in, Ella felt like she would collapse at any second.
Nolan looked at the dual staircases. Ella's forcibly open eyes saw them as well, knowing she'd never make it to the top without tumbling back down at some point. Nolan stared back at her and said, “Don't worry, even I'm not that twisted.”
Small consolation. They passed them by, headed straight for the main entry. Ella's teeth clenched as she waited for his next move.
“Fresh air would do us some good, don't you think?” Nolan tipped her chin back up. “Or are you ready to admit you've lost?”
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.



Ella opened her eyes and looked up. Nolan had disappeared. Did I pass out?
Sudden panic filled her again. The fear of Nolan abandoning her was even more powerful than the pure terror she felt before the punishment. Her heart raced as Ella pushed her shoulders off the bed. The emotions of her old self, while the new personality was aware of them, didn't register as her own. It was as if both Ellas were two different women who just happened to inhabit the same body.
“Nolan?” Ella knew he hadn't given her permission to black out like that. It's that other me's fault. I hate her.
Silence. Ella curled into a ball on her side, the stockings on her knees touching her chin. She noticed the her heels had come off while she was out.
I can't lose him. He's all that matters to me. Ella had never felt so strongly about anything in her life. Without Nolan, I'm incomplete.
Ella didn't know whether to smile because she had found a new purpose in life, or cry because she might have already lost it. What she couldn't figure out is why Nolan had chosen her. Out of all the women in the world, almost any of whom were easily in his reach, he had chosen her to provide his heir.
She heard the door open. Rolling onto her back and looking behind, she saw the upside down image of Nolan in a white bathrobe. If she had a tail, it'd have been wagging.
“You're finally awake.”
“How long was I out?” It was dark outside, but that didn't tell her anything. There was hardly any light left when she had arrived. “You're not mad at me for passing out like that, are you?”
He made his way over. “I did that to you. How could I blame you for it?”
The weight of the world fell off Ella's shoulders. He's so kind to me. “You look like you enjoyed your bath.”
“How did you know it was a bath?”
“You don't have a drop of water on your hair.”
“Perceptive. Just like my former secretary, but far more pleasant.”
Ella blushed and stared up as Nolan towered above her. He really does want to be nice to me. I just have to let him. It was the first time she had ever felt this beautiful and wanted.
“I think we left some unfinished business on the table.” Nolan set right to taking hold of Ella's breasts. “You know what I'm talking about.”
There was no question in Ella's mind. She didn't just want it. The idea of having such a chance to please Nolan so deeply gave her the warm fuzzies, and a sudden gush between her legs.
Ella let him play. Nolan slipped his hands inside the cups. He likes them so much. I'm glad.
“Make me feel good about my decision,” he said.
“Yes, sir.” Ella felt the void of his hands pulling away. It was her new mission in life to give him a son or daughter, and that meant part of her role in life was to bring him pleasure as he touched her.
Ella sat up and spun around. She buried her face in the terrycloth of his robe, feeling his abs beneath. If she got what she wanted out of the deal, it was that much more for the better.
Nolan undid the clasps on her bra, releasing her ample bounty at last. He eased her back, admiring what was now his. “You'll come when I do this time.”
Nothing could have filled Ella's heart with more warmth than the idea of Nolan sharing the pleasure with her. He does love me. “Gladly.”
He untied the belt on his robe, and saying what he had always said when he expected results. “Then get to it.” For the first time, Ella took it as a sign of faith in her.
Raising her hips from the mattress and pushing her panties down, Ella watched for any change in Nolan's face. Nothing. Does he see something he doesn't like?
Nolan let the robe fall off his shoulders to reveal the nudity underneath. Ella let him slip the panties down the rest of her legs and off her feet. She spread herself, inviting him to go ahead and use her as he pleased.
Ella waited, hoping Nolan would go ahead and ravish her without playing any more games. As he inched closer, Ella felt herself blush all over. She gave the sad puppy face and whispered, “Please?”
Nolan propped himself against her entrance and gave her clit a quick working over. Ella's body twisted in place. She knew she couldn't come until Nolan did, driving her mad with desire to have him buried deep inside her body.
It was too much to handle. Ella wrapped her legs around Nolan's torso, forcing his cock to penetrate. Her head jerked back as she moaned with relief.
Nolan let himself rest deep inside, filling Ella to capacity. He was bigger than she was used to, but the stretch didn't matter. Finally, Nolan reared back and then gave a hard thrust to return.
Ella's gasp filled the room. This is my purpose. I'm in Heaven. The silky flesh inside her relaxed as it adapted to Nolan's girth. The sharp pain faded into a dull ache, with pure bliss filling in the gap.
Even the rub of the comforter against her skin threatened to set Ella off. She felt the approaching orgasm threaten to drive her to the brink of insanity. She'd never had so much ease reaching her climax, but given Nolan's order, Ella knew that would be problematic.
Her arms wrapped around her waist, moving up to lift her breasts. Ella's head turned to the side as Nolan began pumping into her. Please come soon.
Ella felt guilty for even having the thought. She was Nolan's to use, after all. But the torture her old self experienced lingered in the back of her mind.
Nolan stopped for a moment and bent down to caress her cheek. “You need it that bad, don't you?” He gave a quick thrust. “God, you're perfect now.
She looked up at him, trying her best to beg without saying a word. Ella's bottom lip curled under her teeth as Nolan pushed himself deep again. His thumb rubbed against her pearl again, forcing her entire body to tense up.
“It's alright, I'll let you,” the flick on her bean sped up, “just this once.”
Ella's mind exploded into a symphony of pyrotechnics. She felt her walls pulse around Nolan as she dug the balls of her feet into his back. With her idol pleased and locked inside, Ella came without any reservation. Every part of her rocked with the spreading sensation, the heat from her womanhood consuming her in an instant.
Her hands grasped for Nolan's wrists. She grabbed them, pulling him down. Just before the peak, she belted out, “Thank you, sir!”
Nolan buried his face in her neck. Ella screamed as she felt his tongue against her skin. Even the rough stubble added to the total experience, breaking her old idea of what an orgasm could be.
As she wrapped herself tight around Nolan, Ella couldn't help feeling her devotion to him grow even more. Such an act of kindness surely couldn't have come from the same man her prior self hated. Ella had been taken, broken, and finally, reshaped into Nolan's ideal woman. And the rewards for giving in felt too blissful to handle.
Nolan pulled out as Ella's hysteria faded. He lied down beside her and said, “You've got to be careful. I only gave you that one because you tried resisting it.”
Ella rolled to face him. “I'm sorry, sir. It just felt too good.”
His smile threatened to burst her heart. “That's alright. I'm glad your new life is so satisfying. I knew you deserved better than what you had before.”
She wrapped a leg around his torso, already wanting Nolan back inside her. The touch of his shaft, even against her leg, felt better than rolling around in a room full of kittens. Ella was on the verge of crying, knowing how badly she wanted it, and that Nolan was more than willing to let her please him. 
Ella wrapped her fingers around Nolan's manhood as she positioned herself on top of him, wondering what her silk glove must have felt like against his member. Her slit pulsed in anticipation, beyond ready to take him on for another round. As his tip slid into her valley, Ella held her breath and hoped she would surpass his expectations.
With everything at stake in Ella's mind, she sank herself down to take in every inch. She ground her hips against Nolan, knocking his cock against every surface inside her. Every movement was exaggerated, forcing Nolan's eyes to roll back in his head.
She planted her hands on his chest, whimpering with every whip of her body front and back. By the time she had Nolan making noise himself, she felt the pooling wetness soaking onto his body. It was working, and Ella knew it.
That only drove her harder, rolling her hips in a circle, trying to squeeze every bit of pleasure out of herself to give to her new owner. When Nolan finally opened his eyes back up, Ella stopped and asked, “How much longer do you think you can take it?”
Nolan chuckled to himself and said, “No mistake, I made the right call in picking you.”
Ella grinned ear to ear and pulled herself forward, leaving a void in her pussy that felt lonely and wrong. “Then why don't you pick your own pace?” She kissed Nolan firmly on the lips and moved to the side. “I need you to finish me off.”
“You're giving orders now?” A pang of guilt struck Ella until he grinned and added, “Feisty.”
Nolan got up and stood at the edge of the bed. Ella dropped her shoulders and rose her ass to meet him. He grabbed the small of her back, giving himself a spit-polish and rushing back in. Ella craned her neck back and wailed, “Harder!”
Every time Nolan bent his knees or shifted to the side mid-thrust, it sent Ella into a fresh wave of screams and sensory bliss. The pop of their bodies coming together echoed in the giant room. Just the way Nolan grabbed hold of her, dominating her body with the deep pounding and aggression sent Ella into a hard tailspin toward another orgasm.
The creamy texture of precum announced Nolan's own end. His shaft got harder, the thrusts more pronounced. Even the tempo of his breathing made it plain as day.
Ella couldn't help herself, wrapping her arms around her head, pulling her own hair as Nolan put a foot on the mattress. The angle was perfect, driving him into her furthest reaches. “That's it!” She felt a quick swat on her ass. “Yes!”
Nolan moaned, slowing down, but never easing up on the pressure. The sound of his voice broke Ella's resistance to the inevitable, slamming her into the climax with bone-breaking force. Her entire body seized and tremored.
It only took seconds more until she felt the first gush of cum. Nolan had rested himself balls-deep, letting every drop soak her insides. Ella's pussy locked hard on him, milking him of every drop.
With Nolan's final burst, he gasped and loosened his grip. Ella felt him shrink as her finale drifted away. As he pulled out, it didn't leave her feeling empty. In fact, the new filling was even better than having Nolan rock hard and inside her again. She had gone full-cum-slut, and loved it.
Ella didn't dare move, knowing she'd lose some of the gift. “Nolan, there's so much in there.” The pure joy of making him happy was overwhelming. “Thank you.”
His fingers drifted along her rump. “Fucking beautiful.”
He's happy with me. The outright approval spoke volumes to Ella. Her prior self had been shuttered, defeated, and replaced with something more pure and perfect, and Ella knew it.



Ella walked past her old desk. The new receptionist already knew who she was. Ella paid her no mind, wanting to leave any trace of that former life behind her. The giant double doors to Nolan's office lurched open as slowly as they always had.
Inside Nolan sat with his back to the rest of the room. Ella had never seen him lost in thought like that until she became his personal pet. She didn't say a word as she made her way through the oversized office.
Nolan kept staring out the floor-to-ceiling window at the city below. Ella wrapped her arms around his neck from behind. “Your twelve-thirty appointment is here.”
And as usual for his mid-day 'consultation,' Nolan was already rock hard in anticipation.



BIMBO CODE 4:
RESCUED KEEPER
My sixth Prime Recipient of the week moaned as I pulled out. By this point, I had cleared more money in the bank than I had made in the past four years of working my old office job. Not bad for a month of being GeneFactor's test subject.
I had figured nailing a redhead would spice things up a bit, but it just felt pointless. Five grand heading to the bank. At least she looked satisfied.
“Something wrong?”
I shook my head and crashed next to her. Staring up at the ceiling, I put an arm around her and said, “It's fine.”
“You're acting like you didn't have fun.”
I went limp and huffed into the air. “Listen Trish, you need to get running.”
“I was that bad I guess.”
The hell with it. “You were great.” I looked at her face, cute as could be, and then focused. Leave, and forget this ever happened.
She was dressed and heading for the door within a minute. I rolled over and grabbed my phone. Three of the girls I'd kept in contact with wanted to come over that night, but I needed a break. I tapped out 'check with me later in the week, sorry' and sent it to all three.
It started to feel meaningless. Twenty-one women in the past thirty days, some more than once just for the fun of it. But now, it actually felt like a job.
I should have been having the time of my life. Living the kind of fantasy every straight guy dreamed of should have felt more special. At least, I expected to feel like it wasn't routine after years, much less a single month.



I had taken up a habit of trawling new places for perfect-tens. This time I'd gone away from downtown, heading for a place that would have made my wallet cry for mercy before all of this started. When hunting Prime Recipients, I followed the money, but I wanted to treat myself to some good food more than anything.
Portage Tavern was a known place for people who could drop the average car payment on a meal, and as soon as I pulled into the parking lot, I knew it was full of rich bastards and their arm candy. The low-end of the car line-up consisted of BMW, Mercedes, and Audi. The closer spaces for reservations was a lineup of fantasy cars. After all, the kind of man who drove a sparkling new Ferrari tended to have a Ferrari of a wife, and a mistress who was even more exotic.
My Mustang had more years on it than any car I could see. I had thought about paying for something more luxurious, but I still had a few hundred grand to go before I could match the average price of the parking lot. Either way, I thought about hitting up the decent eight of a greeter to head home with me if the mood struck, just to have a back-up plan. My body could handle it easily, but the mind and soul just weren't willing.
We passed by the back of the bar. Expensive bottles of liquor glowed from the color changing LED's beneath them, tempting anyone heading toward the dining area with a shot that cost more than an entire bottle of mid-shelf. Even the instrumental cover of the pop song of the week added to the pretentiousness of the place.
My potential target showed me to my table overlooking the lake, rimmed by mansions I still couldn't dream of putting a down-payment on. I noticed the table full of men in suits to my left. Balding, middle-aged, and talking about a Reverend Boyce. I flipped the menu and tried to ignore them. Holy rollers never were my thing, and I felt like the waiter would never show up after a few minutes of overhearing their jabber. At least the sunset was nice.



I had finally ordered the pesto shrimp and a bottle of Stella, the cheapest beer Portage dared lower itself to carry. That's when I noticed the gaggle to my left turning in unison. I looked to my right and saw a young man, dressed in a suit that fit him like he was cut for the measurements instead of vice versa, stepped onto the deck. The fucker reeked of charisma.
“I can't wait to tell him about the mission drive.”
“Reverend Boyce won't be happy about the construction delay on the youth wing.”
“But he's getting married next month. I'm sure he'll be forgiving as The Lord Himself.”
I looked back down at the table and rolled my eyes. I guess that's him. You could hear the confidence in his stride as he passed me by.
The chatter of ass kissing flooded the muggy night air. It was the only thing I could hear until the soft beat of heels pulled me by the ear. I looked back for a short glimpse of the source. God in Heaven.
Her hands were clasped in front of her hips, head and shoulders as low as they could be. The posture screamed chastity, but everything else about the girl lit my fuse. It took a cock-hair of a second to figure out what was going on.
That's the future Mrs. Boyce. The blonde kept several feet behind the reverend, the posture of her criminally tight body revealing shame in his presence. But her ass was worthy of a ballad from Steel Panther.
Reverend Douche Incarnate didn't even acknowledge her presence. “Gentlemen, our financial report for this month is disappointing.” He paused as no sound came from my left. “Explain this.”
The bravest of the sycophants chimed in. “Brother Boyce, our congregation has only grown ten percent in the past six months. Are you sure this kind of expansion is wise?”
“If it's for His glory, all will pay off,” one of them rattled. I began to salivate, gradually moving my eyes up that golden yellow skirt. “Our congregation has grown at three times that rate for the past four years. This is only a hiccup.”
Alright, fuck this guy. I opened the left corner of my mouth, sneaking out a, “Tssst.” Nothing. “Hey...”
Jack and shit. As fed up with the lack of service as I was with the circle-worship next door, I poked the girl in the small of her back with a rigid finger.
Still nothing. She wouldn't even acknowledge my presence. Her entire world revolved around that table and the bullshit emanating from it.
Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. I leaned in her direction. “Hey, listen...”
She finally turned her head a bit, still keeping it at a respectable angle toward Reverend Wonderful. Her lips drew inward on the side of her face I could kinda see. They ring of idjits kept droning on.
I focused my irritation into clear intent. Act like you have to go to the restroom, but meet me at the main entrance. I'll be there a minute after you get there. Fuck her, nut myself in her pussy, get paid. All while hubby is none the wiser. It was a fucking drill by then.
The girl approached the reverend and leaned into his ear. She turned, her face red as she walked behind me again. I couldn't help sneaking another look, her magnificently tight ass bobbing with each step.
I gave it a moment and then decided I'd leave a hundred on the table. It was worth it just to get away from hearing the shit a table over. I can only handle so much of grown men dick riding another man like preteen girls screaming over a boy band.
The air of mild depression still loomed over the half-empty bar of Wednesday night drinkers. I nodded and smiled at the greeter from before on my way out. She was cute, but I wanted to get paid.
I left the air conditioning and stepped back into the humidity. My new target stood just to the side of the door, exactly as I commanded. I took one step toward her before I noticed she was trying her damnedest to ignore me.
“Brother Boyce is a little full of himself, don't you think?”
Her lips curled in a frown. “He's an amazing man, and I'm not supposed to talk to you.”
“Whoa,” I took a step back, “I get that you'd want to take up for the guy, but what's your problem with talking to strangers?”
“Strange men.” She looked away. “Loyalty starts with removing temptation before it happens.”
Weird chick. “Is that a church thing?”
“You're welcome to join us. Sunday service is at eight and ten.” She kinda looked in my direction, averting her eyes away from mine. “Have you heard of Unity Fellowship Baptist?”
You couldn't miss it from the highway passing through the city. The place looked like a shopping mall except for the giant cross facing the road. “I'm familiar.”
“Then we'd love to welcome you to our family,” she started inching toward the doors, “but please, I need to get back to Travis.”
She grabbed the brass handle.
“Wait.” Do what I say, and stop acting so damn creepy. “I think I can do you a favor.”
Her baby blues finally looked at me. “And that is?”
It'd be a shame to let her go to waste on a self-absorbed holy man. “I think you're not living up to your potential.”
“You don't even know me.”
I grabbed her hand, feeling her arm tense up in a failed attempt to jerk it away from me. “I know enough. Come on, you're going with me.”
“But,” her face had that fresh-from-the-tent-revival look, “that would be the start of sin.”
Ego sum alpha. “Drop the choir girl act and let's go.” Et genua parere.
I swear a spark of thought twinkled in her eyes as soon as I drove her will the way I wanted it.



Mansions turned into suburbs as I drove nowhere in particular. She had kept silent, looking straight ahead for the past three miles. I finally hit a red light and asked, “So what's your story?”
She didn't avert her gaze from the road ahead. “I'm getting married soon, and I'm happy to serve Travis as his wife. It's what I was raised to do.”
Holy Hell. “Say that again?”
“My parents raised me to be a good wife. Beauty pageants, cotillion, Bible study. It's taught me to be a good person.”
The weird vibes pulsed from this girl. “Pretty, polite, and submissive, you mean?”
“How else is a wife supposed to be?”
“With a mind of her own, for starters.” The irony wasn't lost on me, but this was downright creepy. “Why shouldn't you have a life of your own?”
“Ephesians 5:22,” I watched her mouth form a knowing grin, “Wives, submit to your own husbands, as to the Lord.”
I'd dealt with this sort before, but not in a Prime Recipient. “You really think that?”
She skipped a verse. “Ephesians 5:24. Now as the church submits to Christ, so also wives should submit in everything to their husbands.”
“But you're not even married to the guy yet.”
“You play like you practice.”
I was on the verge of driving right back to Portage Tavern and dumping her at the entrance. “The Bible also says it's a sin to cut a beard. Travis is pretty damn baby-faced.” I was too, but this girl seemed beyond reasoning with.
She looked at me like I had just farted. “Travis was chosen. Certain things have to be done to convert sinners.”
Alright, fuck this, I'm telling her to get out at the next light. I looked at her, knowing when to cut my losses. “It's been nice meeting you, but—” I watched her flinch in the seat, putting her arms in front of her face.
That's when I heard a sickening crunch and shot forward. I felt like I'd just been slugged in the jaw. My ears rang and I couldn't see anything. The only thing I knew for sure was that I smelled something like gunpowder.
“Hey,” something jarred my shoulder. “Hey!”
I opened my eyes and looked toward the voice. A veil of smoke made everything blurry, but I saw her face. Her plush bottom lip stuck out and then shifted to a relieved grin.
“We just hit another car.” A warm line traced over my forehead, gradually cooling off as it dropped to the side of my nose. “You're hurt.”
Fuck. The air cleared, but that smell you never forget remained. “Are you alright?”
“Yeah, I saw the other car.” Her eyes locked on mine and softened a bit. “They didn't give a turn signal.”
I was still trying to figure out why I'd gone from driving to feeling like I had just lost a fight. “Are you sure you're fine?” My face stung as it slid against the airbag. They're rougher and harder than you'd imagine, especially after slamming into one.
“I'm sure.” Her fingers caressed my forehead. “Where's your phone?”
Leaning back for the first look at the rest of situation, I dug through my pocket and pulled it out. “Let me guess, Travis keeps yours.”
I started flipping through for my insurance company's number as she answered, “How did you know?”
“Not hard to guess that one.” Insurance, police, and summoning a ride the rest of the way home. It was a load of stress I didn't plan on dealing with.



“Shouldn't I call Travis and let him know I'm alright? I'm sure he's worried sick.”
I led her into my apartment, going right for my couch and collapsing into the upholstery. I tossed her my phone. “Go for it.” The impact had made focusing my will a tad more painful than before. You're calling to tell him goodbye. I held it until I couldn't stand it anymore. It's for your own good.
She wandered to the floor to ceiling windows overlooking the city. “Travis, it's Elena.”
I heard screaming on the other end, even with all the distance between us. He's an asshole to boot. I wonder if this chick even has anywhere else to go.
Her voice cracked with sadness. “I know, I'm sorry.” She stood looking out the window as the angry voice from the speaker got louder. It finally subsided as she responded, “Listen, I won't be coming back.”
Travis's raving was almost intelligible now. I really am doing her a favor. Jesus. Elena's shoulders drooped further every second she took the verbal beating.
“I don't know what I'll do next, but I think it's for the best.” She walked back toward me with a devastated look on her face.
“Hang up on him.” She did, already taking my orders like they had come from above. “Sit down, I need to talk to you about something.”
“What do you mean?” Elena handed my phone back to me and sat on the other end of the couch. “I don't even know why I just did that.”
“Is there anywhere you can go now that you've ended it with Travis?”
She looked at the floor, her hands clasping in her lap. “No. My parents already said they would disown me if I messed up the marriage.”
“You're living with them until the wedding, I guess.”
“It's the Godly thing to do.” The weight of what I had done finally rested it's massive ass on her shoulders. Tears slid a track down both of her cheeks when she looked at me. “What do I do? What did I do?”
You break it, you buy it, I guess.
Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “Drop the crazy religious nuttery and stay here with me.”
She went from utter despair to confusion in an instant. “I don't...” I knew I had turned her entire world inside out, from her future to the principles that guided every action.
“You've got nowhere else to go, and I don't mind at all.” I couldn't think of any other kind of beauty I'd rather have trotting around the place.
“So you're fine with it?”
“It was my idea, so there's no reason to ask my permission.”
“But I don't even have a job. The wife of a reverend like Travis has to serve at home.”
I scooted to the center of the couch, right beside her. “You can do the same here. I make enough on my own.”
She didn't try backing away, leaning against my shoulder. “Thank you, but I'm not your wife.” She looked around, seeing all of two doors. “There's no second bedroom, is there?”
“I guess that means you're bunking with me.”
Now she tensed up. “But I don't even know your name. Are you seriously asking me to live and even sleep next to a complete stranger?”
I'll be buying a whole new wardrobe and paying bills for a complete stranger. “I'll tell you what. I take the couch tonight, you get the bed.” I still felt like I'd been tossed off the top of my building, but I didn't want to completely destroy this girl's psyche in one night.
“I suppose.” It's not like she had a choice to begin with. “Thank you.”
“Pick a shirt out of my closet to sleep in.” I rolled my neck around as Elena stood up. “The bedroom's the door on the right, bathroom on the left. I'll get us a ride first thing in the morning so we can get you something to wear.”
I kicked my shoes off and didn't even bother with the rest of my clothes. Crushing a throw pillow behind my head, I lied down and settled in for sleep that would murder my back.



Is that bacon? I opened my eyes and immediately shielded them with my arm. The light combined with the smell and sound of crackling pork. She's useful, I guess.
My body popped and ached as I rolled onto my side and then upright. I looked behind me to my right. Elena was slaving away over three pans on the stove. “You didn't have to go through the trouble,” I hollered.
She ignored me as I started her way. I cleared the kitchen island I had always used for fucking more than actual kitchen duties. Elena finally broke away from the pans of bacon, eggs, and hash browns. She tip-toed to reach the higher cabinet over the stove, letting a sliver of pink and white striped panties show beneath the blue business shirt she had slept in.
“Herbs and such are in the next cabinet to the left.” She looked over and smiled. I figured she would be more bashful with her body, but she did say she was in beauty pageants. Those are a human meat market if I've ever seen one.
“I didn't know if you like your eggs runny or well done, so I'm settling in the middle, if that's alright.”
Everything looked and smelled amazing. “How old are you?”
Elena did the reach again, pulling the flaked parsley and thyme down. “Nineteen.”
No way. “How did you learn to cook like that so young? I still fight to not burn things in the microwave.”
Her eyes watered just a little. “It's something I needed to know to be a good wife.” If I were in the market for marriage, what a find.
I patted her on the shoulder when she had the spatula back in her hand. “I don't expect you to be a maid or a wife.”
“But I have to earn my keep, don't I?” She doused each egg with the herbs and flipped all three of them. “If I laze around the house all day and do nothing, I'll go insane.”
Taking a step back, my neck popped loud enough for Elena to hear it. She looked back at me as I said, “It's alright, just stiff.”
“Sit down at the bar, it's almost ready.”
My stomach growled like a bear on steroids. Skipping supper the past night to take Elena away from that creepy preacher had caught up to me. “Looking forward to it, and thanks.”
Her cheeks blushed as she smiled. Elena turned back to the stove and said, “It's the least I can do.”



The food gave me the energy for that marathon of shopping we had just finished. Three trips out and back, racking up a hellacious fares on my ride sharing app. Six different drivers, every single one of them unable to take his eyes off of the rear-view mirror. As it turns out, I was the one people assumed was a sugar daddy now.
I was, having spent an entire payment from GeneFactor on this girl. She was just bright enough to hold a decent conversation, but incredibly sheltered. It made some of the shopping awkward at first.
That yellow skirt she had on for the second day wasn't modest, but Elena wanted to pick things that belonged on a church lady. I had to put my foot down. “Try this on instead,” I'd say, picking something that would leave my jaw in the apartment below on her. By the time we closed the day at the lingerie store, Elena was almost shameless.
She worked on putting away all the clothes in what used to be my nearly empty closet. I was getting out of the shower, noticing how the double-sink already had her claim staked the left side furthest from the door.
When she's got more stuff in your bathroom than you, it's official. I wiped the fog off of my side of the mirror and looked at myself. What the hell happened? I thought I wasn't keeping any of them.
But what else was I supposed to do with her? From how she talked, her entire social world revolved around her family and that church. It was take up with a guy like me or a night on the streets. I wondered if all I accomplished was to fuck her life beyond repair.
I lathered up a ball of shaving cream and spread it on my face. A knock on the door made me jump and cut myself with the first swipe. Fuck. “Yeah?”
“Are you decent?”
“I guess so.” The towel around my waist was cover enough for me. “Do I need to hurry up?” The blood turned the shaving cream on my right cheek pink.
“No, I just want to get a shower.”
“Come on in, I'll be done in a minute.”
Elena opened the door and stopped. “You're bleeding, and I wouldn't call that decent.”
“Just a nick, and this passes for decent around here.”
She pulled a tissue out of the holder between the two sinks. “Here,” she stepped to my right and dabbed the cut. “I'm sorry if I made you do that.”
“It's fine. You shave, you cut yourself every now and then.” I had finished up my right side, moving on to the left. Elena poked the tissue against my face again. “Go ahead and start the shower. It'll still be nice and warm from my shower if you don't let it cool off.”
“Okay.” She went right to it. The shower head hissed back to life as I peeled the cream and stubble from my chin.
“Towels are in that closet. I'm done here, so have at it.”
I winked at her and stepped out, closing the door behind me. A long, hot shower fixed me right up after getting slugged by an air bag and all that walking. I made my way into the bedroom and opened my underwear drawer before slinging my towel onto the bed.
The sudden realization that I'd forgotten my phone on the bench next to the shower hit me. Shit. I had planned on following up with my car insurance before their office closed. The alarm clock showed a quarter to five.
I could hear the change in the sound of the shower. Elena was in it, meaning I might be able to sneak in and out without her knowing. It's not like I'd be able to see anything through that frosted glass and a bunch of steam anyway.
Fuck it. I trooped right back to the bathroom door and opened it as slowly as I could. Elena's silhouette alone made me want to jump right in there with her. I crept closer, seeing my phone exactly where I thought I had left it.
I leaned over and grabbed it, just feet away from Elena. A hard splash of water hit the shower floor and then I heard the pop of a shampoo bottle opening. That's when my phone buzzed to life in my hand.
Freezing in place, I tried to silence it at first. Then she'll know you're in here, dumbass. It was the insurance adjuster, the one person I absolutely had to talk to.
That's when the shower door cracked open. Elena poked just her head out and locked eyes with me. She backed away just as suddenly, slamming the door. “Grant, what are you doing in here?”
“Sorry, phone.”
“You could have let me know. Don't do that again.”
I dashed out and left Elena in peace for the rest of her shower. Smooth Grant, you've already pissed her off. The thought of bending her mind to like that sort of thing occurred to me. Hell, I bet she's still a virgin too.
Either way, I had an insurance claim to see to. I called the number back, sitting down on the bed and wondering exactly what I'd do with Elena as I waited for an answer.



“Alright, sounds good. I'll swing by and pick up the check Monday.” Ten grand was way more than I expected for that car, but who was I to complain? I already had forty-five thousand still sitting in the bank, courtesy of GeneFactor, so I'd finally have enough for the Porsche Panamera I'd had my eyes on. The ruby red exterior and cognac colored leather on that thing made for a car I almost wanted to fuck.
I hung up as Elena let herself into the room, ashamed of herself in that towel. “I hoped you wouldn't be in here.”
I was still in my boxers, finally feeling dry. “We share an apartment. It's gonna happen.”
“Could you step out there while I get dressed, please?”
Kicking me out of my own bedroom? I gave it a moment of thought. “No, just do your thing and I'll check my email. We're grown-ups here.”
“Grant, I'm not joking.”
“I'm not either.”
She rifled through the drawer she had claimed for panties, drawing out a tiny, red flash of silk. I hoped like hell that towel would fall off. Elena pulled out the matching bra from the next drawer up and turned around. “I'm serious. Out.”
I stared back, my look just as serious. “Put those down and come over here.” My brain hurt a little as I put energy into my thoughts. “We need to talk.”
Elena hesitated, but she couldn't resist a direct order like that. “No man's ever seen me like this. I don't like it, especially since we barely know each other.”
“This is that weird thing where you don't mind being seen in a bikini at the pool, but covering yourself that much with a towel in front of me bothers you?” I patted an area on the bed to my left. “You're like a nervous kitten figuring out if it can trust someone.”
“I'm not exactly comfortable parading myself around like this.” Elena tried to hide her face with one hand, the other keeping that towel wrapped tight.
That shame is the only thing I can't stand about her. “Listen, stop complaining and come sit down next to me.”
She tried to fight against it to the very end, but she did exactly as told. Elena kept a little distance between us, fidgeting in place as soon as she was down to my left. I knew I had pushed her limits.
Turning to stare right at her, I cupped her chin in my right hand. She averted her eyes, pouting those plush lips. I grumbled my frustration and then said, “Look at me.”
“This is too much for me to handle, Grant.” I never let her chin turn, even as she tried to make it. Finally, she got the message and locked eyes with me.
Ego sum alpha. “Listen very carefully.” Et genua parere. “That modest church mouse stuff has got to go. There's no shame to have about your body.”
Elena relaxed, her eyes widening. “But I’ve always been taught that—”
“Drop it. There's a better way to live.” The brainwashing of fundamentalism was deep in her, but it was time to set her free from all that creepy garbage. “You've got a body worth worshiping, and you've got far more to offer than just being a damn housewife.” 
“Then what am I supposed to do,” she caught herself cracking a smile and forced it into a disapproving frown, “be some kind of harlot?”
That's a word I hadn't heard anyone use in a long while. I focused my intent and said, “You'll be my harlot, and mine alone.” Her eyebrows slacked and her neck ended all resistance. “You're more than just a broodmare for a husband or a church. You live for being admired now.”
“I do?”
“Why not? If you've got it, why waste it?” I watched her smile return and added, “Any straight man would climb mountains just to worship the ground you walk on.”
“So you think I'm that great, huh?”
What's with this damn insecurity about herself? She's rockin' and doesn't even know it. “Losing a beauty pageant killed your ego every time, didn't it?”
“I didn't lose many, but yeah, it hurt when I didn't win.” She was totally relaxed now. “Like I didn't measure up to what I should be.”
“That's a load of crap.” I let go of her chin and moved my hand down to her shoulder. “I don't know how to describe you other than the most stunning woman I've ever seen.”
Elena's blushed with her cheeks, shoulders, and what little of her breasts I could see. “I was always told to look out for guys like you.”
Flattering that towel right off of her was kinda the goal, so at least I knew she wasn't dense. “Caught me red handed.” I moved my hand down a little more, sliding a finger underneath where the towel held onto itself. “You're not complaining, though.”
“Travis never talked to me like this,” she didn't stop me as I tugged against the fold, “but I like it.”
The friction in the towel gave way and it fell to the mattress. Jesus tap-dancing Christ. “Why would you hide yourself?” I was already salivating. “Have you ever looked in the mirror?”
Elena started to reach for the towel. I leaned over and put my hands on top of hers. She looked at me, her eyes trying to waver away from mine, finally settling in a direct stare.
I fought to keep the gaze intact. Those perfect handfuls she called tits and what I thought might be a bald slit called my name. I won out somehow.
Her old self came hurtling back. “Please, let go.”
Leaning closer to her face, I felt the burn of an order building up in my forehead. “Not until you let go of your past.”
The poor girl wriggled her hands loose of my own. She hurtled back, lying down turning her face my way. I stood up, my erection clear as day behind my boxers.
She really was bald and smooth as a crystal ball down there. “Care to tell me why you shave? I thought you were saving yourself for next month.”
“I've always tried to stay clean.” Just talking about it turned Elena's face beet red.
“Let me guess, cleanliness is next to godliness.” The way it stayed smooth, all the way down to the discrete, narrow slit had me licking my chops. It was an argument for divine inspiration.
I got down on my knees. Elena spread her legs just a little. If being too flawless was possible, she'd have met the standard.
Pulling her feet from the floor and resting the backs of her knees on my shoulders, I finally got the full presentation. The dainty pink line peeped out from two pillows of porcelain. I grabbed for my phone to her left. Motherfucker, I need a picture of this before I wreck it.
The shutter sound from my phone almost echoed through the room. Elena didn't react like I thought, spreading thighs a little wider. She actually likes this.
My fingers danced from her belly button, creeping down to that wonderful mound that looked as virgin as deep rainforest. She jerked when I spread the lips, seeing the pale membrane. I started circling a fingertip closer to home, teasing her like I wish I had the last inexperienced girl I romped with almost fifteen years prior.
I felt the barrier to her entrance. An intact hymen is a thing I hadn't broken since high school. I wasn't ready to claim it just yet.
Crawling forward on my knees, my lips met with an inner thigh. Elena reached down, running her fingers through my hair as I teased away. I had her pulling me closer within seconds.
I pulled myself back and asked, “Do you really want me as your first?”
Her hips moved closer to me as I looked up. Her back was already arched, her head tilted back. I felt the tension on my hair as Elena forced me back against her. “Please.”
I explored with my tongue, finally reaching her valley. Running from bottom to top, I caught her clit hidden under the hood. Elena gasped with the first touch her clit probably ever had, even from her. It didn't take much to get her going, the whole experience as new to her as the day at dawn.
Brother Boyce probably would have shagged her, came, and then passed out as soon as he finished. That'd be a fucking waste. I took my time, rubbing my taste buds against her as lightly as I could. Her pussy felt like a treasure, ready to shatter if I didn't take the utmost care.
Elena writhed her body, breathing like she had just run a sprint. Her grip on my hair eased, letting me play with her as I wanted. Every second of it pushed her further into unknown territory, and I fucking loved the way she showed it.
Her body heaved as I picked up the pace. I reached up for her breasts, filling my palms and reaching my fingers out to grasp the whole package with each hand. Elena grabbed onto my wrists, whimpering as her grip started to hurt me.
I squeezed harder, pinning both nipples between knuckles. Her legs went into the air and then wrapped the back of my head. I slowed down, which only made Elena push with with her ankles, begging me to finish her off.
The way she moaned made my dick hard enough to scratch diamonds. I fought against the temptation of standing up and just fucking her raw. Elena knew what she wanted, but damn I tried to drag it out as long as I could. As soon as I felt her start to quiver, I backed off, fighting the push of her legs against my head like an arm wrestling match.
Elena shook against my face, her hips dipping down and back up. The way she begged without saying a word was kinda cute. I teased with a hard lash of my tongue. She stopped mid-heave, and then kept moving herself, trying her best to get what she wanted.
I kept my tongue going. The poor thing's never had an orgasm before. Time to give her one she'll never—
Her ankles pressed against my neck, forcing me against her slit. Elena cried out, the beat of her fists against the bed getting faster the moment she let go of my wrists. I squeezed her breasts, feeling the heat rising all over her body.
The way her voice went from one note to another kept me going. She was tossing around in fits, to the point I had to hold her waist down to keep it up. She fought against me, trying to break free as I punished her for living up to the most unnatural fetish of all: Chastity.
It might have been a moment of weakness, but I finally pulled my mouth away from her. As I broke free of her legs and rose up, she had the sheets balled in her fists, knuckles white and face red. A hard smirk spread across my face.
She rode it out like a champ. The quaking of her body subsided as I picked my phone up off the floor, hit the red button to start recording, and propped it upright against the lamp on my nightstand. I knew I'd want to relive this one.
I got back to Elena. She stared at the ceiling, still processing the overload she had just felt for the first time. I leaned over and asked, “You gonna make it, champ?”
“What was that?”
I gave her a crosswise look. “What was what?”
“I couldn't stop myself. It felt so good.”
“Wait, you don't even know what an orgasm is?”
She looked as confused as a puppy trying to piss outside for the first time. Elena kept looking at me, trying to figure it out on her own. Her shoulders finally shrugged, having given up on finding the answer in her mental notes from Bible school.
That's fucked up. “How?” I shook my head at her. “I mean, you've never heard of an orgasm at nineteen. I can't even imagine that.”
“Sex is a sin, unless it's for making babies.”
Wow, she's deep into this shit. “That wasn't exactly sex, in case you had the wrong idea.”
“I know, but why did it feel so good?”
I stared down at her, wondering why I was explaining basic sexual mechanics to anyone older than twelve. “Who the hell taught you about sex?”
“My Sunday school teacher.”
“How old were you?”
“Seventeen.”
What the fuck is wrong with these people? I felt like I was teaching her to run before she could even walk. “Are you alright with all this? I mean, do you know how this works?”
Elena put both hands over her face. “I'm sorry.”
“No, don't be ashamed of it.” Your parents should, but not you. “Do you even know what's next?”
Elena pushed herself up on her elbows. “I think so.”
I knew I'd prevented the most awkward wedding night ever, assuming Brother Boyce was just as clueless. Knowing that type, I highly doubt it, but son of a bitch if that wasn't fun to imagine.
“Well,” I stopped myself before I scared her too much. “I'm gonna lie down. What do you think happens after that?”
I tore my boxers down my legs as fast as I could. Elena's eyes grew as wide as saucers, seeing a cock for the first time. “Is that what I think it is?”
My head crashed into the mattress. “You tell me.” Does she even know which hole it goes into?
Elena stood up, her throat pulsing with a gulp. If it weren't so sad to see, it'd have been cute. “So that's a penis...”
I wiped my face with my hand, battling to keep from laughing my ass off at her. “Yeah, what's the next step?”
Elena stared at my soldier standing at full attention. You could almost see the gears turning in her head, I fucking swear. “That,” she pointed, “goes inside me?”
“It's not a coat rack,” I said, “so you're heading down the right path.”
I waited for her next move. A bead of sweat form on her chest, flowing right between her breasts. “That?”
“Where does it go?”
“You tell me. Bible school gave you all the answers you'll ever need, right?”
“Uhmm, I think so.” She sounded like an airhead for once. “That thing can fit in my monkey?”
Fuck these people. I cocked an eyebrow and asked, “Monkey?”
“You know, the place God holds most sacred of all on a woman.”
I looked at the wall behind me, rolling my eyes from the left, to the floor, and then to the right. I could tell she was breathing hard, not sure what to do. I guess it was a moment of mercy, but I'd had enough.
“Listen,” I propped myself up on my elbows, “sit in my lap.”
Elena had no problem with the order, but hell if her face didn't clue me into all that confusion going on between her ears. Her knees landed around my thighs, the heat from her cunt emanating against my shaft. I put my hands on her shoulders and hoped she'd know the drill.
Of course, she didn't. “Elena, honey, listen.” I pushed every strand of hair away from her face and rubbed the back of my hand against her cheek. “This,” I motioned down with my head, “goes between your legs.”
She lowered her hips closer to mine, the distance so short I could have thrust right inside if I wanted to. “Are you sure this isn't wrong?” 
“Does it feel wrong?”
“I don't know.”
Her slit pressed against my shaft. Fucking thrust into her already. I talked myself out of it. “Fair warning, it'll hurt at first.”
Elena took my cock between two of her fingers, directing it right toward home. My head pressed against her hymen, begging to be unleashed and tear through it. She bent her head down, our noses almost touching. “Grant, I'm scared.”
My hands gripped the top of her hip bones, guiding her down until I felt the final wall of her virginity press against me. “It's alright. Take your time.”
The pressure against my tip got stronger. I felt the snap as Elena's eyebrows shot upward. I fought against the instinct to rush all the way inside, knowing she wouldn't be able to handle it without going at her own pace.
I let Elena ease herself down the rest of the way. The feeling when our hips met left me in awe, like I had just explored uncharted territory. Her tight cunt felt like a boa constrictor, the walls trying to choke the life out of my cock. 
“Easy, it still kinda hurts.” She planted a hand between my pecs and leaned back. Her eyes closed, the first cock she'd ever had rocking against places even her fingers hadn't explored.
I couldn't take my eyes off her, watching the corners of her mouth drift upward. Her other hand landed on me as Elena bent forward. “Easy, don't hurt yourself.”
“But it feel so good.” She lunged forward even more, her lips meeting my left ear. I fought against making myself come at the first opportunity, her tight walls gripping me like a perfect mold of my shaft. “Am I being a bad girl?”
“Do you want to be?”
Elena stopped in place, the back wall of her cunt crushing the head of my cock. “But it's wrong.”
Heaven would be this, right now, for-fucking-ever.  I gave her a quick thrust, making Elena surge forward and scream into my neck. She pulled herself back, planting both palms against my abs, not sure of what to do next.
I wrapped my arms around Elena's back. She slid against me, pushing the walls of her incredibly tight pussy against me. For the first time, I believed I'd be happy raising kids.
I quieted the voice of biology, lowering myself and thrust back in. Elena hugged around my waist, tensing her thighs until her knees knocked together. The poor girl had come so far already, but I felt like the test drive hadn't even gotten to the road.
Her breath steamed against my ear. “Why does it feel so good?”
I stabbed another thrust into her. Elena collapsed against my chest, whimpering as her passage gripped me like an undersized rubber. I fought to pull it back, finally getting my length out against the pull of her cunt. “Roll over.”
She did. I gripped Elena's throat between my thumb and the rest of my fingers. She tried to say something, but it only came out as a ragged breath.
This is mine? I must have been a saint in a past life. Elena wrapped her hands around my forearm, forcing my palm harder against her neck. I never knew that kind of naïve mixed with wanting to be used so well.
I pushed back inside her, fighting against the traction of her walls. Elena closed her legs around me, the balls of her feet pushing against my back. I finally reached rock-bottom, her lips opening into a hard moan that put a lighter to my fuse.
“Put a baby in me,” Elena drew me in with everything she had. “Please!”
I felt the twitch under my cock. Fucking do it, she's begging you. I pulled back and watched her writhe her shaved, perfectly tight walls against every inch of me. Everything from the finger dipping between her lips, right down to the way she wrapped her feet around my neck told me to just let go with it.
I looked at my phone, knowing Boyce wouldn't be able to tear his eyes away. I focused back on Elena, giving her a hard plow right into the heartland. “Is that what you want?”
Her fingers wrapped around my arms as I plowed into her. Elena tried to speak, her voice warping around the force of what I'd just driven into her each time. She was too beautiful and innocent to even comprehend, no matter how hard I buried my cock in her.
Fuck, I want to come in this pussy so bad it hurts. I fought back the urge to just go insane, slowing myself down and wrapping my hands around Elena's waist. Damn it.
She didn't seem to mind. I drove in slow as her chin flew back, the sound of outright pleasure ringing out from between her lips. Elena had thrown my fantasy of fucking her in the garbage, replacing it with the kind of screw I couldn't have imagined, even if I tried.
Precome almost dribbled when I pulled out of her. She gripped at my ribs, trying to bring me back in. “Easy, champ.” I flipped Elena over to her side, putting her left leg up on my shoulder. It had spread her as wide open as she could get.
“Don't stop,” Elena put her fingers on her clit as if by instinct. “I want it back inside me.”
 “Why?” I spit in my palm and rubbed it down my length.
“I want your babies.” Elena pinched her clit and went to town on it. “That's all I want.” Her head rocked back.
My dick pulsed in my hand, begging to get back into the game. I stared at my phone and gave the lens a shrug. This'll fucking kill him.
Elena shot her leg up, crashing the back of her thigh against my neck. “Now, please.”
She kept rubbing her clit like an eraser against a mark that shouldn't have happened. I leaned forward, gripping her jaw and holding her head steady. “What do you want?”
“You know what I want!”
One hard thrust, my abs hitting the back of her thighs, drove the poor thing wild.
“God!”
“Tell me what you want.”
Elena went with the flow, her mouth staying open, every push forcing a scream out of her throat.
I slowed down and pushed her face into the bed as I tired impaling her entire body on my shaft. “Tell me.”
She whimpered into the sheets, burying her face in her hands and the mess of covers. Everything about her cunt begged for me to lose myself.
“If you won't tell me, tell him.” I pointed at my phone, knowing Elena had no idea what I was doing.
“Don't stop!” Elena yelped again, fighting against my arms to clamp her thighs tight. The rush from my sack welled up. Don't you fucking do it.
I wanted to leave it in and just let the come go. Elena curled herself inward and buried her face in her hands. It just drove me forward, threatening to set me off before I even knew what was happening. Fuck it, just knock her up already.
A thick rope shot across her body, making a line from her hips all the way up to just beneath Elena's tits. My fingers wrapped around my based, every part of me wishing I'd have just left it inside. I could tell she would have wanted that too, the look in Elena's face changing from pure happiness to sadness in an instant.
The last dribbles flowed out and I put my hand on her shoulder. Her fingers wrapped around the back of my hand. “Why did we do that if you weren't going to put a baby in me?”
Hell, I don't have an answer for that. I cocked my head. “Maybe you weren't ready for it.” She really wasn't, but the ache in my nuts from saying it almost killed me.
Elena rolled onto her back, her hair still wet and soaking the comforter. The perfection in that girl's body was almost enough to make me a believer. Whatever designed her certainly loved mankind.
I knew the video was still rolling. Elena looked me right in the eyes. “You owe me after that.”
“Owe you what, exactly.”
She smiled and rubbed her stomach. “Even if it's not for God, I still want a baby.”
That was the one part of her old self I let stick around. You haven't lived until you've had a girl begging to be bred, and it was a fucking fight not to come inside her, every damn time.



I leaned back and clicked the link for Unity Fellowship's live stream. The record of what I did to Elena was sent as soon as it wrapped up, but I was on pins and needles waiting for Boyce to get to his pulpit.
He sulked into view and planted his hands on the corners of the damn thing, gripping with all he had. “As you may already know, my dear Elena has left the congregation for a life of sin and debauchery.” The shit-eating grin on my face went wicked. “Pray for this lost soul, and beg The Lord for her deliverance from evil.”
I pulled the earbuds free of my head as Elena started on Sunday brunch. She cracked eggs into the skillet as I made my way over to her. She turned her head as I put my arms around her, my hands diving below for a feel. “You look happy this morning.”
That was an understatement. She had rocked my world several times already this weekend. I couldn't think of a single surface in the apartment I hadn't fucked her on by that point.
“Just happy to see you.” Bullshit. I was obsessed with her by this point. I snuggled close and drifted my fingers past her panties.
“Your little friend down there is too.”
“You think so?”
Elena reached her free hand behind her as she stirred the eggs for scrambling. Fingers wrapped around my shaft on the other side of my boxers. “I'm sure he is.”
Our bodies smashed together as she tried to keep cooking. I put my mouth against her ear and asked, “Kinda hot in this kitchen, don't you think?”
She nuzzled her cheek against mine. “It's perfect to me.”
Life is pretty fucking good right now. “Don't mind me.” I backed away and slid my cock out of my boxers. As I leaned back in, I pushed Elena's panties to the side and teased with the head. My perfect little fuck doll didn't mind a bit as I pushed inside her, now or whenever.



BOSS TO BIMBO
Another international flight, another paycheck that barely covered my bills. Not that my boss cared. She had it all from birth, being the heiress to a multinational chain of resorts. It also pissed me off that she was my age exactly, but had this kind of wealth simply because she won the lottery of being born to the right family.
Manuel, one of the workers I'd befriended on my last trip, changed everything for me. He claimed that he knew a secret way to get any woman to do as you please. I didn't believe him. At least, not until he proved it to me.
“Watch me,” he said, breaking away from me and heading toward a total MILF on the other side of the pool. I fully expected her to turn away any attempt by my Indonesian bartender friend to get into her bikini. The only thing out of place was when he put a bracelet on her wrist.
But I watched as they disappeared behind the pool house. They both emerged a few minutes later, breathless and sweaty. I couldn't believe it.
Manuel strutted back, his teeth shining from between his lips. “How in the hell did you–?”
He winked to cut me off. “The red stones on this island. Any woman who wears one you give her does whatever you say.”
“Bullshit.”
“Call me a liar if you want.” He smiled and pointed behind me. “The cove over there has them, just above the beach.”
“No fucking way.”
“We call them cuki stones. Pick up a few and try it.”
Manuel was bird dog ugly, surly little bastard. Why wouldn't I believe him at that point? “Why tell me this?”
He grinned like a devil and said, “We hate Ms. Montgomery too, palkon.”
I knew enough of the local slang. “Thanks, bangsat.”
Manuel patted me on the back. “Have fun yourself, asshole.”



I rushed back, the pocket of my trunks full of those red gems. They didn't look like anything special, but something about them almost spoke to me. I didn't want to believe it, even then, but I knew each time one fell out. I would stop, pick it up, and all would feel right again.
Every one of them looked like crystallized blood. They didn't shine at all, but somehow they didn't look dull either. The color was deep on a visual and visceral level, almost like it drew you in further the closer you looked at them.
But I had to make them wearable. Otherwise, I'd never get my boss to put one on. I hated to do it, but I knew I'd have to give some money to one of those hawkers on the beach.
Tara Montgomery would never wear one of those trinkets willingly, but I had a way to make her put one on. I let myself get raped of more than twenty U.S. dollars, and then ripped the shell fragment out of its setting. The cheap metal tongs wrapped around the clearest stone I found, and I had a necklace fit for making my boss my slave.



I knocked on Tara's door and waited fifteen seconds. Sliding my keycard into the lock, I knew it would be my last time giving her that stupid formality as I entered. She stood in front of the window, wrapped in a bathrobe, wearing sandals I knew had to cost more than a single one of my weekly checks.
“I didn't call for you.” Tara never bothered turning toward me. “What is it?”
“Ma'am, I have something for you.”
Still no turn. “Why should I care?”
I tried to think of something. “It's–,” my heart started racing, “a gift, from one of the locals. He said he wanted to thank you for giving his family jobs.”
Pulling the necklace out, I let the jewel dangle. Tara turned and her nose curled. “It's string and a rock. Why would I want that kind of trash?”
Her appraisal was accurate, but she didn't have to be such a bitch. “It's an insult to turn down a gift. You can throw it away as soon as we leave.”
“Go ahead and do it for me.” She flipped her hand out and turned back to her window. Something was wrong with her, even if she was as stuck-up as ever.
“Ma'am,” I hated having to call her that, “is something bothering you?”
Tara kept to herself, crossing her arms and tensing her shoulders. At times, I thought she was beautiful. In fact, she was stunning by any standard. But any sense of a crush I might have had on Tara never overcame the hate I felt for her.
“I'm the only person you know personally on this entire island. You might as well open up.”
“And what could you do about it?”
I stared at the back of her head. If she were a man, I'd have bashed it in months ago. “Probably nothing, but talking about it is a great start.”
“You wouldn't understand.”
“Tara,” it was always risky calling her by her first name, “I know you better than anyone at this point. I know we're not friends or anything like that, but I hate to see you like this.” A lie in the plainest sense, but what did I have to lose? She didn't trust me, just like any of her employees, but she would at least open up to me a little.
“The government here is demanding I help pay for a homeless shelter nearby. Otherwise, they'll shut down this entire resort.” She kicked at the plate glass window. “They're holding this place hostage, and they know it.”
Personally, I thought it would only be fair for her to help pay for one. This whole complex displaced a fishing village that had been here for hundreds of years. “Ma'am, have you tried showing some sympathy? You don't have to really mean it, but it might help.”
“Grease the wheels, you mean?”
The analogy made no sense to me, but Tara never was as smart as she assumed. Ruthless, maybe, but that was easy to mistake for intelligence in business. “Kill them with kindness, yes.” I knew what she intended to put across, at least.
“Any ideas?”
I gripped the cord in my hand. “This necklace might be a sign of support. The locals think wearing this stone signifies friendship and fairness.”
“Fine.” Tara ran her fingers through her hair and pulled it off her neck. “I'll wear the trash if it means I can end this stupid problem.”
I smiled to myself and undid the cheap clasp. Not knowing if Manuel was pissing on my leg or not, I draped the necklace over Tara's breasts. The clip broke off as I released it, part of it hitting the floor.
“Well, are you done?” Her temper was short, and I knew it.
Making a quick knot with the ends, I let the cord go. It settled on the back of her neck. “It's on, but I think it'll take more than a silly necklace to win the locals over.”
She turned, Tara's eyes looking innocent for the first time since I had met her. “What should I do, then?”
“Honestly?” Her head cocked, honestly hanging on what I was about to say. “Make things right with the people you displaced.” I fully expected her to turn back around, ignoring my advice, as usual.
“It might take more than a homeless shelter, Glen.”
Tara had never called me by my name before. “You probably won't go so far as to build them real homes, though.”
“Why wouldn't I? If you think it's the right thing to do, then I can't say no.”
My heart nearly stopped as I thought, “Manuel, you glorious son of a bitch!” Tara looked up at me, her forehead barely coming up to my chin as I said, “I think it's the least you could do.”
“Then I'll tell the governor I'll help these people, and ask what else I can do. I meet him tonight, and I'm sure he'll be happy to hear it.”
The Tara I knew would have fought tooth and manicured nail to fight that kind of suggestion. I didn't need anymore proof of what these stones were capable of. “I think there's a lot of good we could do, and not just here.”
“If that's what I should do, can you tell me how?”
I wasn't ready to end it with just turning Tara into a philanthropist. “When the time comes.” I put my hands on Tara's shoulders and added, “But there's something you can do for me until then.”
“Yes, sir?”
My eyebrows almost cleared my forehead. “What was that?”
Tara looked like she was struggling with a new facial expression. The softer, more servile look was absolutely a first for her. “I don't know what it is, but something makes me want to listen to you.” She took a step closer and added, “Like, if I follow your lead, everything will turn out alright.”
“Well, if you want to listen to me, I won't stop you.”
“But something bothers me.”
I took a risk and put my hand on her shoulder. Tara would have never let me get away with that before. “Tell me.”
She leaned her head, resting her cheek against the back of my hand. “I never really liked you until now.” I felt that skin blush as soon as Tara let the words slip.
But how much control did I have? If I could get my amoral bitch of a boss to be this honest and submissive, surely the power of that necklace had a limit. It was time to see how right Manuel was. “That's alright. Do you want to make it up to me?”
“How?” Tara pushed her cheek a little harder against my hand, trying to nuzzle out an apology.
“Let's fuck,” I tightened my grip on her shoulder, “hard.”
I waited, certain that I had pushed my power over my boss too far. Closing my eyes, I felt Tara shift her body. I expected a hard slap across the face.
When her fingers touched my face, I barely resisted cringing. Tara caressed my cheek. “It's alright, Glen. I'd love that.”
Now that I had her under my control, I didn't know what to do with Tara. “Well, shall we get started?” I wanted to punch myself, freezing up and going straight to being awkward like that.
Tara pulled away from me. I watched as she dropped that robe from her body and flipped off her sandals on the way to the bed. Finally, she looked back at me and asked, “Are you coming? It's a two-person job, you know.”
I didn't know how to react. “Ask for more money, maybe?” Too soon for that idea. The boss I had spent the last year hating was now open, and willing to let me have my way with her.
Tara pulled her bikini bottom down a few inches and kept looking back at me from the foot of the bed. I finally had to say something. “Take everything off,” I caught myself before it was too late, “except for that necklace I gave you.”
She didn't hesitate. Tara's hands went behind her back as she put her knees on the mattress. I watched the knot fly undone and then her top fell away. Her shoulders hit the bed and I watched her ass rise up, that bottom slipping down her thighs. If not knowing how to react was a problem before, now I felt like I had stood in quick-setting concrete for hours.
I watched everything, finally seeing what those weekly spa treatment marathons could do for a woman in her mid-twenties. Everything about Tara was perfectly proportioned and flawless. Even that sliver of pussy I caught sight of had a glow to it.
She was lying face down when she asked, “Do I have to yell at you again?” It was playful this time, like she was focused on fulfilling my order.
I couldn't leave her waiting like that. Stepping over, it was easy enough to see how wet she was. In all of my random hook-ups, Tara was the first to practically beg for it without saying as much. “Sit up.”
Like an obedient slave, my boss turned over and sat herself up. I threw myself down into the bed, lying on my back. Tara crawled over me. Those blue eyes matched the dull luster of that red stone hanging from her neck.
“You're the first man worth less than ten million I've fucked.”
My eye twitched. “Blow me.”
Tara smiled, taking it literally. She slid down my torso, jerking at my shorts. I pulled her ass my way.
I wasn't about to stop her. The cold rush of air hit my cock as soon as Tara broke it free. I let her take a seat on my face, that perfectly bald pussy riding a fraction of an inch above my mouth.
Her lips closed on the tip of my dick as my tongue explored her folds. I felt Tara's fingers wrap around the base. Her clit had swollen, practically begging for attention.
My boss whimpered into me, sucking on it like it held the essence of youth. I slipped a finger inside her, feeling the soft, wet heat. It felt like a shame to leave it waiting.
But it felt too good to break her concentration like that. Tara had been practicing. That tongue danced along my shaft, giving me pleasure for once instead of insults and orders.
Her lips sank further down, the hard suction giving me that slightly painful sensation that just felt too amazing to stop. Tara's hand broke away, both gripping around my thighs as she sank herself even further down.
Tara just went at it even harder. Her pussy dripped onto my tongue, ready and willing to be at my service. I'd finally had enough waiting.
I pulled her off of me and pushed Tara onto her back. I got on all fours, leaning above her. I saw the impatience in her eyes, eating away at Tara's mind.
“You want it that bad, don't you?”
Her fingers tore at the button on my pants. “Do I have to beg?”
I grinned to myself, staying silent as she forced my shorts down and got to work on my shirt. Tara worked her way up to my chest, ripping every attachment open like I was a wrapped present she had always wanted.
Tara forced my boxers down, the hem of my undershirt up. I felt the heat emanating from between her legs. It was too much to resist any longer.
I was ready to dive right in. Pushing my hands into the bed, I lowered myself as Tara kicked the pants and boxers down my legs. The tip of my cock almost burned as it got closer to her.
She took hold of my shaft and pulled me down. I felt myself part those lips between her thighs. Tara looked satisfied, like her life was nearly complete.
I hesitated for a split-second. It was too long for her. Those fingers curled hard around me, forcing me down, right at the edge of her entrance.
“You act like you're in a hurry,” I said, watching the pain fade away from Tara's face.
Those breasts heaved with each breath. “I fucking want it, now.”
From total bitch to complete slut. I liked this change. “Prove it.”
The silky texture enveloped my shaft as Tara slid herself down and forced me inside. I had to gasp like I had just come up from a dive. Those pouty lips curled upward. “Don't tell me you're not interested.” Tara pushed her hips up, rolling me around in there to hit every nook and cranny. “It was your idea.”
I gave her a short thrust and said, “So what if it was? You're the one who wants it so bad now.”
“Is that a problem?”
How could it be? I put a palm over her mouth, Tara's tongue playing along on my skin. “Just shut up and ride my dick.”
My boss and new fuck toy shut her eyes. Tara shifted herself and pulled me even deeper, all the way down to her deepest point. I never wanted to leave, knowing this might turn into a one-off event. I had no idea how long the effects of my gift would last.
What she did next shocked the hell out of me. I tried to brace myself as Tara moved to push me out, and then sank me back in all the way. I was helpless to stop it, the skin of my cock sliding back into her with the full force a hard fuck deserved.
Tara moaned as I hit her back wall. Her legs curled around my back, keeping me all the way in. But what she did next still makes me thank whatever higher power may or may not be up there.
“Is it too much, Glen?”
“Why would you ask that?”
“You're holding back on me.”
I drove in, whipping the fuck out of my whole body to the point of whiplash. “What makes you think that?”
“You said you wanted to fuck me hard. What's wrong?” She was innocent as a virgin, no matter how far I had my cock buried inside her.
At this point, she had pissed me off. I curled my arm around her, hard. The next thrust cracked her voice.
And then the next, and the one after, and every other one I had in me. Tara's legs were wrapped around me like a tight knot. She still wanted more, no matter how loud we clapped our bodies together.
Tara had me wrapped around her little finger, and the rest of her body. “Am I too much?”
“Not at all.”
“So why are you hesitating?”
Fuck. I didn't even know, truth be told. Tara was everything I could have ever wanted, even if I did hold a grudge against her tight, hot ass. So I went down, further, crashing my chest against her tits. Even against the world, I wanted to dive further into that pussy, no matter the consequences.
I had her moaning and gripping tight with everything she had. Tara's voice ripped through the suite every time I sank in. By the time I was out of breath, she could barely take enough herself.
Tara had me locked inside her body. I gasped out, “You still want fucking more, don't you?”
Her voice was just as anemic and ragged. “Something wrong with that?”
“Who knew you were such a slut?”
Tara smiled and planted her feet against the back of my legs, pushing me deep again. “I'm not. I just really fucking want you right now.”
I didn't know how much more of this woman I could take. She still wanted me to keep railing into her. But when it came to Tara, I had plenty of pent up aggression to pull from.
Bracing myself with moth arms, I planted my hands on each side of her head. “You'd better come.”
“What would you do if I didn't?”
I gave her a jarring thrust and said, “Then that's all you get.”
“You're mean.”
I let her finish and threw myself into it. Every point of contact between us felt electric. Each crash of my dick inside Tara drove her closer to the edge.
She was beyond ready, but I didn't let up. Tara shrieked as I put my whole weight into it, pulling completely out and plunging back to crash against her deepest hold. Her tunnel was more than open, swallowing me whole with a gush of her inner desire.
I steeled myself for that last push. My body ached, ready to give out and leave the job incomplete. But I wouldn't have dared let her beat me.
Tara split my ears as I ripped her hard. Her thighs shook and tightened up against me. The sting of her fingernails digging into my back almost set me off early.
My boss quivered under me. I let Tara ride it out, her entire body wrapping up like a stretched rubber band, and then releasing with a hard snap. Even her breath shook as it came out.
She acted like there wasn't much left in her, but I knew better than to think the rich whore was finished. The deep satisfaction in her face said what words couldn't. As she opened her eyes back up, I caught a glint of something I couldn't yet figure out.
But that's when Tara changed. “Glen, something feels weird.”
I pulled my cock out of her. “What?”
“I don't know.” The pure-strain bitch you always saw in her face had disappeared. “It's more about you than me.”
I grabbed the jewel around her neck. It pulsed in my hands, just enough that I could feel it, but not quite know for sure if it had moved or not. So long as Tara stayed under my control, I had no worries.
She didn't look anything but turned on as I brushed the curls out of her face. I leaned in close and asked, “So what do you feel about me right now?”
Her cheeks blushed. I saw another flash in her eyes, this time like the old personality everybody hated was trying to escape. It disappeared just as fast. Tara stared into me as she answered, “I feel,” she stopped for a moment, smiling a bit more like she felt good about it, “I guess, I feel attached to you now.” 
“Fuck, what if the size of the stone makes the effects greater?” I knew there was something Manuel didn't tell me. Whether it was that or not, I couldn't figure out. “So, you actually like me now?”
Tara gave me a playful slap on the cheek and slid out from under me. She got up on her knees as I rolled on my side. “I've always liked you, even if I didn't act like it.”
“Really?”
She giggled and pushed me onto my back. “Not that way, you dolt.” I felt her fingers grasp around my wrists. “I just can't let my employees think I'm their friend.”
“So you make us hate you?”
Tara had her face just an inch above mine. “You don't have to deal with that anymore.” Her breasts pushed against my chest. “Just think about it, Glen. You're not just my assistant now.”
“So what am I?”
I felt the heat of her pussy almost singe the tip of my cock again. “Someone I want to listen to, and maybe more.” That wetness hit me again as Tara eased herself past the tip. “What do you think we are?”
“Master and slave.” I wanted to punch myself for letting that one slip. “Maybe not that bad, but I still work for you?”
“Is it what you want?” Tara pushed herself all the way down my shaft, leaning back and giving me a quick jerk of her hips. “I'm glad I started doing what you say.”
Tara settled in, rocking back and forth with her hands pressed against my shoulders. “Wait, what are you willing to do for me?”
She rolled her hips a bit faster. “Like I just told you.” Tara whimpered a bit and added, “Anything you want me to do. Just say it.”
It finally sank in that I had total control over Tara. “But why?”
“When you gave me this necklace,” Tara started working her hips side to side, panting with every stroke, “I've felt like listening to you is the right thing to do.” Her hair whipped back as she slung her head, moving both hands down to my abs.
Tara picked it up, rocking my dick inside her like it just had to collide with everything. She was loving it, crying out every time she got me to hit a certain spot. I started moving on my own, helping her with hard jabs from below.
I let her cry and whimper all she liked. It only drove Tara on even furthers. I felt her slide over my cock from all sides, teasing a finish out of me at a breakneck pace.
But she wasn't quite ready for me to stop. I tried to push her back down and thrust back in at the same time. Tara was having none of it, sliding off and giving me the biggest shit-eating grin I'd ever seen.
She stared right into me and asked, “Do you know what really gets me going?”
I didn't care. I just wanted back inside. “What?”
She turned and got on all fours as I sat up. “Pull my hair. Make me get loud, and act like you hate me.”
Not a hard order to follow by any means. I scooted off the bed and stood as Tara presented herself. It looked like she was missing a piece, and it just happened to be in the exact shape of my cock.
I took hold of those curls draped over her back first. Twisting it between my fingers, I pulled back on her hair, making her stare at the ceiling. Tara moaned like she wanted more.
My hand cracked against her ass, bouncing off for another swing. I gave the second some follow through, grabbing hold and feeling the heat as the handprint turned beet red. I didn't even need a spit shine, ripping back inside like a bullet.
Tara shrieked as I pulled her hair for leverage. I looked down and saw the curl in her toes. The smack of our bodies echoed through the suite like applause.
My boss did her own cheering, mewling and crying out like I was pleasure in human form. That's when she screamed out the words that almost stopped me mid-stroke. “Fucking come with me!”
I hesitated for a second. Tara just pushed herself back, writhing herself in place. I damn near blew myself out. “Aren't you worried?”
She just pushed harder against me. “About what?” Tara reached back, wrapping her hand around my side and urging me even deeper.
“You know.” But I still wasn't stopping her.
“I don't care.” Tara's back arched as she got me all the way in. “It's up to you.”
But could I? My body wanted nothing more, but my rational mind shuddered at the idea of possibly knocking her up. Then the emotional side took hold.
“Fuck her. Why wouldn't I?” Tara was beyond filthy rich, one hell of a piece of arm candy, and wrapped around my little finger like a slave. I wanted this.
I gave my answer with a battering set of thrusts, pulling her hair with everything I had. Tara had to be waking guests at least two floors beneath us. I let her, knowing that she was mine to claim.
She was beyond any sense of sanity in that moment, pushing hard into me on her own, giving every slam of our bodies even more force. My dick still hurts when I think about it. I didn't care about the intense friction, giving Tara exactly what I knew she was begging for.
I let her keep going. My body struggled to keep from finishing off. Tara had me in her grips physically, but I held the reigns to her mind and her pleasure.
She erupted into a long scream and went still. I forced myself to push on, not giving her the break her overloaded body desperately needed. She had not way to stop it.
Tara began to blush on every inch of her body. Her legs tensed and her arms went limp. I still had her hair woven between my fingers, forcing her to stay up.
The buildup inside Tara threatened to boil over. Her pussy tightened and pulsed against my shaft. She just kept wailing as I never let up. My sack began to tingle as my dick swelled a bit more.
When her feet came up to meet her ass, I gave out. The entire room faded away as every part of me concentrated on the sudden rush. I let go of Tara's hair as she crashed down.
She quivered face-down as I felt the first gush come out of me, slick and warm inside her. Tara moaned in front of me. I could tell she wanted to take all of it in, as deep and plentiful as I could make it.
Every last drop burst out like it had an energy and a want of its own. I gasped for breath and lurched forward, feeling myself empty in one final act of complete ownership. My arms and shoulders got weak as my core shuddered. I felt alive, like I was openly claiming what was mine to take.
One final gush sapped me of everything. I stayed inside Tara as long as I could, finally groaning and letting myself collapse beside her. I looked over to my boss, smiling to myself as I realized she was as breathless as she was breathtaking.



We had just wrapped up the meeting. The local council and the province's governor came in expecting a fight, but they were leaving ecstatic. Tara had agreed to all of their demands, and had even sweetened the pot with some suggestions I had given her.
New housing for the displaced locals was going to be built, on par with a dignified living. Beyond that, Tara proposed an economic development program to help the local community beyond the resort. And all with the local environment in mind.
When she proposed my idea that the cove where I had found the gems become a nature preserve, a few of the listeners looked over at me. The head of the council winked and smiled my way. He knew exactly how this had come about. The cuki stones worked.
I was glad to see Tara making a positive impact for once. In fact, after all of this went down, everything changed. While she gave me the opportunity to run my own region, I had to decline.
She seemed happy about that, knowing I was staying by her side instead of taking her newfound generosity and just running with it.
After all, I had her under my total control. Why head up all of the Montgomery Resorts operations in the Caribbean when I essentially controlled the entire company from behind the scenes? And why give up having the owner, Tara Montgomery, as my own personal plaything?



CAPTIVE MIND
Elise spotted the black lace from across the store. It was Ryan’s favorite color. Getting compliments for going out of her way to please was her drive, and she desperately wanted to make their first time in bed memorable. Previous boyfriends were fun to sleep with, but Elise felt a certain spark she had never come across just after their second date.
The racks of lingerie blocking Elise’s path forced her to weave through the aisles. Halfway through, she noticed the confident looking Latina marching for the same destination. Elise picked up her pace. It was a prize she couldn’t stand to lose.
They met in front of the bra, each grabbing a strap. Elise felt the pull and tensed up. The woman grabbed the tag. Her voice held a tone of authority as she asked, “Is this your size too, dear?” 
Elise nodded but held her grip. It was the last one on the rack, and the hours spent searching for such a lovely pattern of lace was time she didn’t want to be in vain.
“It looks like we’ve got a conundrum on our hands, then.” The woman tugged back toward herself. “One of us is leaving disappointed.”
Elise’s fear of being perceived selfish was almost pathological. Dropping back into her submissive pattern, Elise let go as she said, “I’m sorry. You take it.”
Her plump lips smiled at Elise. “Keep talking like that, and you'll piss me off. I can tell you’re a sweet girl who wants this bra for someone special.”
Elise was shocked as the woman’s bronzed hands presented the bra. “I couldn’t. I’ll just find something else.”
“It’s yours. Take the damn thing.” Elise saw her stare in an understanding, yet forceful way. It put her conscious mind at ease, but alarms were going off in the back of Elise's head.
Elise had always shied away during a confrontation, and being given the bra in question made her brain skip like a jarred record. “You got it first. Please.”
The woman huffed a curl of hair out of her face. “No, we grabbed it at the same time.” She pushed the bra into Elise’s chest. “Take it.”
Elise glanced over and grabbed the same style of bra in red from the next rack. “I think I like this one better anyway.”
“Honey, you’re not even holding the same cup size.”
Penny looked down at her desperate choice to see that it was an A32. Not her size at all. “No, it’s the right one.”
The lock of hair fell back over the woman’s face as she cocked her head. “Fine. Go try it on.” Elise felt a pressure behind her eyes as the stranger gazed into them. “You'll listen and learn that I'm right.”



Elise looked in the mirror as she removed the bra she had put on in the morning. She heard the door of the next changing room over latch shut. Even looking at the red lace made her breasts hurt.
Slipping the straps over her shoulders, Elise noticed that the cups were horribly undersized. She was too embarrassed to go back out without trying it on, even if she was alone. No matter what, she was fitting into the first A cup she’d tried on since middle school.
She wrestled with the clasps, feeling the lace strain under the pressure. Closing her eyes, she endured the tightness until the first hook caught. Elise had too exhale to get the second clasped.
When her eyes opened, Elise was shocked to see her breasts trying to mound over the top of the cups. The sharp pain of the lace abrading her nipples caused her to whimper. Still, she turned to the side to appraise how it looked on her. She hated it.
A familiar voiced piped in from over the divider. “So, how’s the fit?”
Elise knew the lace was starting to leave its pattern on her skin. The sound of her pain had given away her lie. “You were right. It doesn’t fit at all.”
“I know. You’ve got to be pouring out of that thing.”
Elise struggled to unhook the clasps. She had to force the air out of her lungs again as she barely managed to undo the back. “Men like that look, don’t they?”
The woman laughed. “Of course they do, but you’re not doing yourself any favors if you can’t breathe.”
A deep blush came over Elise. Embarrassment was a near-constant for her, but humiliation in private was a new and unwelcomed feeling. She crossed her arms to cover her breasts, hoping to cover up at least some kind of shame. It wasn’t helping.
Elise jumped as she saw the black bra fly over the wall and hit the floor. A card fluttered after it. “Here, it didn’t look right on me.”
“Are you sure?” Elise bent over to pick up the card as she heard heels clattering against the next stall’s bench. “What’s this?”
She saw the luxurious mane of the other woman pop over the fiberglass wall, then two eyes as dark as the bra itself. Elise covered herself again as the woman said, “It’s an invitation.” Her irises darkened a shade as Elise's mind went on autopilot. “Do what it says.”
Elise kept her arms up as she flipped the card over. It read:
Have problems asserting yourself?
Come join the CMC!
142 Industrial Drive, Plainview
The woman added, “We can help you be less passive. You’re a sweetheart, but you let people walk all over you.”
“Oh no, I can't to intrude.”
Elise saw the woman purse her lips before she extended a hand down. “My name’s Nora, and I’m inviting you. Show up at seven tonight.”
“And mine’s Elise. But I don’t want to bother you.” Elise draped her left arm across both breasts and extended the right.
Nora refused to shake, softening her look in a way that blew every concern from Elise's mind. “A stubborn one, huh? You’re coming tonight, unless you want to be timid like that the rest of your life.”
The direct order was all it took to make Elise fall in line. “Alright, but what do you do there?”
Nora finally grabbed Elise’s hand, then gave a firm jolt. “That’s for you to find out. Just keep an open mind.”



It was dusk, and 142 was the only address clearly marked on the street. Elise pulled into the gravel parking lot at the front of the unassuming warehouse. The only thing that set it apart from the others in the long row was the green light bulb over the door.
What the CMC was exactly, she had no idea. A metal warehouse the size of a gymnasium seemed like an odd place for a social club or counseling group. It was the only question that kept Elise standing beside her car as she triple-checked the address.
The streetlights flickered on in unison, more than enough to spur a nervous, fearful person like Elise to the metal door. Everything about the placed looked manufactured by the lowest bidder. Even the gray paint on the door had peeled, showing the rusty patina underneath.
Elise twisted the knob and pulled the door open. The waiting room she entered was lit by the type of green bulb outside. Steel benches and cheap tables covered in magazines lined the walls. The pneumatic arm above the door eased it shut, and Elise immediately thought of the fucked up horror of an operating room she had seen in her one ill-fated trip through a haunted house as a teenager.
A deep need to leave drilled through her mind as she grabbed the knob. It refused to turn, which only made her try harder. A hard pull backward did nothing but instill a bit more panic. She continued to struggle until she heard the door on the other side of the room creak open.
The hairs on the back of Elise’s neck stood on end. It was only when she heard Nora’s voice that she calmed down, if only a little. “Glad you made it dear. I knew you'd show up.”
Elise turned around to see the familiar face in a completely different outfit. The only clothing on Nora was a red latex corset and the strappiest high heels Elise had ever seen. The domineering woman from that morning had transformed, looking like the dueling definitions of authority and skimpiness.
Staring with little ability to believe her eyes was the only reaction Elise could manage. Nora approached with a warm smile on her face. Even that gesture seemed threatening.
Nora opened up again. “It’s what I’m wearing, isn’t it?”
Elise nodded. She became conscious of her shocked expression and blushed. Even if Nora felt bashful about showing her body to a near-stranger, Elise would have felt mortified to even look in comparison. Her eyes slammed shut, trying her damndest not to look at the woman before her.
“It’s not what you were expecting, but that’s alright.” Elise felt Nora’s finger lift her chin. “You don’t wear clothes like this when you’re scared as a mouse.”
Elise opened her eyes. Nora’s expression bordered on motherly. The finger traveled up Elise’s jaw and across her cheek. She flinched as the sensation tickled across her nervous system and held her breath.
“Even though you might not think it right now, you’re in a safe place. Nobody here will judge you for being so shy and submissive.” Nora’s words from the dressing booth echoed in the statement.
Elise finally built up the nerve to speak. “What do you do here?”
Nora twitched the corners of her mouth upwards. “We teach the timid how to assert themselves, and we bring the domineering types down a peg or seven.”
“So why invite me, and how do you change people?”
“Can't you tell by what I’m wearing?” Elise glanced down at where the cherry red latex met Nora’s brown skin.
Fetish play was a new one to Elise. Intriguing as the idea might have been, it was also as intimidating to her as a nude speech about the importance of modesty for an audience of nuns. “I can’t! Do you have any idea what my mom or my boss would think?” The same face that instilled fear and respect towards forceful people drifted into her mind’s eye. “And what about my dad? He’d have a stroke if he found out I even thought about it.”
Nora laughed at the objections. All simply barriers in Elise’s mind ready to be torn down. “Do you see any of those people here, sweetheart? I think your parents made you scared of offending your own shadow.”
Elise instinctively darted her eyes around the room. She knew her father wasn’t even remotely close, but just thinking of her lifelong authority figure sent her over the edge of nervousness. “I just can’t have anything to do with this! He’d never look at me the same if I did.”
“Who says he needs to find out? You act like he’s watching every move you make, but he’s not even there.” Nora sighed and rested her hands on her hips. “You still refer to him as ‘sir,’ don’t you?”
Nora’s words stung like an accusation. “Why wouldn’t I?” Elise brushed Nora’s fingers from her face. “I want to leave.”
“You say you want to leave, but I know it’s a lie. You’re protecting that image you think daddy has of you.” Nora's stare locked Elise's eyes in place.
Elise knew it was the horrible truth, but it was the one constant weaving through her entire life. “If that’s what I’m doing, it’s my problem, not yours.”
Nora crossed her arms and leaned into Elise’s face. Her mind went fuzzy again as Nora spoke. “So you want to stop living in a tiny little box, but you can’t. Is that what you’re trying to say?”
Elise felt the heat of Nora’s face and the pierce of her eyes. The hard fact of her mental state had been exposed. “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying.” 
“So let us help you. You’ll be like this forever if you don’t stay.”
Elise tried to look down. The hard lock of her muscles made it impossible. “I’ve already had the decision made for me.”
The firm grip of Nora’s hand pulled Elise out of her self-pity party. “No, you’ve let it be made for you. It’s the pushover’s excuse.”
“A pushover. Is that what you I really think I am?” Nothing is as irritating as the honest truth.
Elise felt Nora’s hand move down her arm. It wrapped around a fist she held in a ball, ready to swing in a punch for the first time in her life, if she were capable of moving without Nora's permission. “Sweetie, you don’t have to be miserable like this. It’s what I’ve been trying to tell you all day.”
“So I try this, and you’ll quit badgering me about how weak I am?” She felt Nora let go of both her hand and mind.
“Yes, and congratulations on learning the first lesson.” She turned from Elise and began walking for the next room.
“What did I learn, exactly?”
At the door, Nora turned and smiled. “It’s not something new that you learned, but something you’ve been suppressing.” Nora opened the door, revealing a red glow that made the hallway look like it was made of dying embers. “You finally got mad.”
Elise’s cheeks matched the color of the next room. “I’m sorry, am I being rude?”
Nora rolled her eyes as she looked back at her new student. “No dear, that’s the point.” Elise stepped forward as Nora motioned her in. “I see we’ve got our work cut out for us tonight. Come on, and let’s change those clothes out.”



Elise wasn’t sure what to make of herself in the mirror. She felt vulnerable in her head, but only a hint of that feeling was present in her outfit. Jeans, t-shirt, and flats were replaced by  heels and the kind of black leotard she hadn’t worn since ballet lessons as a child. The only innocence left in her appearance was the overdone mascara job Nora had piled on. Even that slight disguise made her feel less self-conscious.
“It’s like you’re a new woman,” Nora said as she wrapped her arms around Elise from behind. “As long as you’re wearing this, you’re not shy, timid Elise anymore.” The mental connection snapped into place on command.
Elise gulped as she straightened her shoulders. The feeling of being a different person, if just for a while, had only started to chip away at her fears. “But I don’t know about all this. Are you sure it’ll help?”
Nora flashed her teeth as her lips parted. “You’ll quickly learn that you need to trust us. Everything seems painful and hard at first, but there’s always a reward at the end.” Elise flinched at the hand she felt running along her thigh. “Being afraid is part of any change.”
Elise pulled away from Nora. “Just don’t hurt me, okay?”
“I promise. No permanent damage.” Nora turned away, leaving Elise alone with her reflection.
She stared at herself for a moment, wondering how Ryan would react if he saw her like this. Elise believed she had only thought, “Black is his favorite color,” until she realized her mouth was moving.
“So that’s why you wanted that bra.” Elise’s face burned with shame. “Come on, everyone’s waiting.”
“But Nora, what am I supposed to do?”
Nora opened the dressing room door to let the hallway’s red light flood in. “Everything we say, and nothing else. Do that, and you’ll fit in just fine.” Not that she could resist to begin with.
Following orders is all Elise had ever known. Going through that door felt as natural as hearing her father demand that she jump and asking, “How high, sir?”



Elise expected the ‘Therapy Room,’ as Nora called it, to be right out of a psychologist’s office. As Nora opened the door at the end of the hallway, it looked more like an industrial cavern. The majority of the space was in darkness, with only spot lighting scattered throughout.
The true shock to Elise was the other members of the CMC. Leather, latex, and skin lined up to face the new student. The three cocks and four breasts that greeted her almost made her turn the other way. Backing behind Nora seemed like the only proper course of action.
Nora broke the uncomfortable silence for her with a booming voice dripping with authority. “Our new student actually showed up! She’s a shy little thing who needs to learn how to lose herself, so we’ll introduce ourselves first.” Nora stepped around Elise and grabbed her shoulders from the rear.
The first man stepped forward with a head as clean-shaven as Elise’s pussy. “I’m Nora’s husband, Will. I worship the ground our mistress walks upon.” He stepped back as Elise overhead Nora stifling a giggle.
The brunette crew cut of the second man reminded Elise of Ryan. “I’m Pup. I used to be scared and doubtful like you.”
The third and final man spoke. “I’m Rabbit, the token blonde of the group. They bring em’ and I rope em’.”
Elise was struck by the intense copper mane of the first woman as she leaned out. “Rain, and I’ve learned to share Pup with others.”
The final teacher broke from the line, walking over to Elise. The thick black collar and light chain in her hand made Elise breathe like she had just run a marathon. The short-haired woman didn’t speak until she was close enough for Elise to see the details of the tattoo on her shoulder. “I’m Diamond, and I picked out your first session.”
Diamond handed the collar to Nora. Elise found it impossible to open her eyes as she felt the leather slip around her neck. It was Diamond’s giggling that broke the spell of fear. “So is she ready, Nora?”
“As ready as she can be.” Elise felt Nora scrunching the back of her head. “Start this one off easy. She’s a special case that I just happened to run into this morning.”
Diamond smiled at Elise, but directed her words at Nora. “She’s the submissive type. I can tell by the way you've dressed her.”
“Very much so.”
Elise smiled out of politeness as Diamond kept sizing her up. “So, tell me about yourself. Why come here?”
The answer wasn’t clear to Elise either. “Nora asked me to. She was nice to me this morning, so I decided to see what she was talking about.”
Diamond tugged at the chain as she turned around, forcing Elise to follow. “And I bet you couldn’t imagine this is what you’d be doing.”
“No. I’m still a little scared.”
Elise noticed the circle of light she was being led to. A bar hung from the ceiling by a pulley system with a mat underneath, but the area was otherwise empty save for a post with a metal ring. “You shouldn’t be. You’ll turn into a different woman tonight. Trust me.”
They stopped at the edge of the blue mat. Elise heard the heavy footsteps behind her and the rip of what sounded like packaging tape. Diamond turned back around. Her pupils contracted as she gave the command. “Stay still, and let Pup and Rain do their work.” Elise felt the now-familiar sensation of a deer in headlights.
Elise felt the urge to run as she noticed Rain wrapping her left arm with plastic wrap, but couldn't act on it. As soon as she handed the roll to Pup, the impulse to run coming from Elise’s legs became as painful as resisting a twitch. He made slow laps around her as Rain held Elise’s wrists flat against the waist, and Elise felt the tightness increase with each layer.
The entire roll was spent, and Elise tried to strain against the pressure. It was useless, as she was bound past any movement. Elise felt Diamond’s hands running along her upper arms, and then a nibble on the ear as she whispered, “Have you ever been with another woman?”
“No.”
“Have you ever thought about it?”
Elise wasn’t sure how to answer. The idea of it went beyond a curiosity and bordered on desire at times, but she had never consciously admitted it to herself. “I don’t know.”
Diamond bit on the ear lobe again, harder. “Well, do you pleasure yourself with your fingers better than a man does?”
Elise couldn’t lie to herself on that point. She was better at it than any boyfriend she’d had. “Yes, much better.”
Diamond continued to whisper. “So how well do you think I can please you? Say it so everyone can hear it.”
Elise looked around. Nora and the others were gathered at the edge of the spotlight’s circle. Elise cleared her throat and said, “Better.”
All eyes were on Elise as Diamond repeated softly, “What can I do, and how can I do it?”
Elise felt mortified at the thought of saying such a thing in front of strangers. Nora approached, flexing a crop between her hands. “Did Diamond just ask you to be more specific?”
Elise nodded, only to feel the crop lash against her ass. The shock of the pain jolted her assessment of the situation. Instead of being a student here to learn a new way to behave, she was now just a girl dressed in a skimpy outfit, bound in plastic wrap, and getting punished for not behaving like she was told. The sensation of harsh discipline after not minding orders was oddly familiar.
Diamond asked again, “What can I do, and how do you think I can do it compared to a man?”
The fresh sting was enough to break Elise’s fear as she spoke loud enough for her voice to echo through the exposed rafters. “I think you’ll pleasure me,” Elise paused long enough to hear the crop whistle in preparation for another strike, “better than a man.”
Elise caught Nora lowering the crop out of the corner of her eye, but her host wasn’t through with her. Nora walked in front of Elise took the leash from Diamond. Elise felt the pull and followed to the center of the mat.
Nora stopped to turn around. The pressure behind Elise's eyes ramped up. “Get down on the floor.”
Elise hadn’t quite figured out the game, yet she moved without thinking. “Yes, ma'am.”
The punishment for her ignorance was swift and severe as Nora paced behind Elise, whipping her ass harder than the first time. “I said get down!”
Elise got on her knees and tried to ease herself down. Unable to use her arms, she crashed into the mat with her shoulders, leaving her backside in the air. Her buttocks clenched as Nora pulled the crop back again.
“On your back, now.” Another swat, this time drawing a tear to Elise’s right eye. As she rolled over, she saw Rabbit and Will approaching.
Elise watched in fear as Will reached up for the bar above his head. There was a large strap on each end, and Elise could only guess what its purpose was. The only things she was certain of were her newfound fear of Nora and the sting emanating from her rear.
Will forced the bar down to the floor. Elise watched nervously as Rabbit wrapped the first strap around her left ankle. Diamond grabbed her right, spreading Elise’s legs before finishing off the second strap.
Rabbit and Will walked toward the rope sitting beyond the edge of the mat. As they pulled, Elise felt herself being lifted feet-first. She watched as Diamond approached, holding her arm out at chin level.
Elise felt the lifting stop as her head became level with Diamond’s waist. Rabbit tied the rope to the post as Elise tried not to let the fear and embarrassment in her mind show on her face. 
Diamond stepped closer. The fabric between Elise’s thighs shifted to the side as Diamond’s fingers explored the contours around Elise’s pussy. Blood was rushing to Elise’s cheeks, which were already pink from being upside down. Her head felt heavy, and the rush of vertigo added to the sensitivity of her skin.
Between Diamond’s thighs, Elise saw Rain and Nora watching from the sidelines. Elise’s pussy lips spread as Diamond pulled them apart, finding the hooded monk that would be the target of the exercise. The room blurred with water as the first finger slipped past Elise’s entrance, and she knew the mascara and eye shadow Nora had caked on her face were streaking.
Elise almost jumped as Diamond’s voice suddenly rang out, “She puts a lot of effort into this pussy. There’s not a bump or spot of razor burn anywhere.” Diamond dropped to Elise’s level, asking, “How do you do it?”
Smiling at the compliment was her first impulse, but Elise's face burned hot. As Diamond’s expression became darker with each second, Elise decided to answer, even though sharing such a personal detail mortified her. “Depilatory cream.”
Diamond shot back up. Elise felt the flickering of a tongue against her clit. While not her first time being eaten out, it was the first time she received such pleasure from someone not wanting to put a dick inside her.
Every movement of Diamond’s tongue shivered Elise’s senses, sending her careening toward nirvana. Her lips began to part as her breathing became heavier. A hard suck on her pearl forced a gasp out of Elise’s throat.
Diamond ended her taste test with a long trip down Elise’s valley, stopping for a swirl around her opening, then retreating back to her clit. Elise couldn’t help but let her built up pleasure out with a faint moan.
Rain walked forward. Elise was only able to see her thighs and the bottom of an object she couldn’t identify. The only clues were the two metal poles at the end, separated by a crown of yellow plastic.
Elise jerked as the two pieces of metal met her thigh. The concussive pop sent her jerking and squealing, trying to escape the electric torture Rain had just subjected her to. Elise felt the moisture burst from her eyes as Rain screamed, “No noise!” 
Rain backed away. The confusion, pain, and fear caused a mental lapse as she thought she saw Rabbit’s legs walking on the ceiling as he came closer. He bent over, grabbing an extension cord and plugging in a metal wand.
More electricity wasn’t on Elise’s list of wishes. She fought back the urge to scream as she heard the buzz coming from the silver rod, interpreting it as electric current. Whatever it was, she was certain that begging for mercy would be met with an even worse tool
Rabbit handed the device to Diamond. Elise flinched harder as the buzz drew closer. The first shock of cold from the metal caused her to pitch violently, but the buzzing turned out to be a pleasant surprise. Rather than the galvanic shock she was expecting, Elise felt the vibrations humming through her clit with arresting pleasure.
Diamond pressed harder, letting Elise feel the full reverberations ripple through her pussy. She heard herself inhale, trying with every scrap of effort not to make a sound as the breath escaped. Each second was delivering her closer to release, mounding heavenly sensation on top of overstimulated nerves.
The pleasure was becoming too intense to hold in. Elise knew the consequences of letting herself express how she was feeling. Her jaw locked hard as her teeth ground together. The sound of another person approaching kept her within compliance for just a few seconds longer as she held her breath through sheer force of will.
A light tap from the crop broke Elise’s concentration, making her purge out an extended moan. The punishment came before Elise could shut her mouth, sending a clear signal through the sharp crack of Nora’s crop. Even with her eyes shut, the world felt like it was spinning, putting all its energy toward her pleasure until she dared to show it.
The rigging above jolted as Elise’s legs began to seize. Her neck ached from the strain of keeping her mouth shut, but the pleasure between her thighs was threatening to take her hurtling towards orgasm. Elise balled her fists to keep the tension inside her own body, using every reserve she had to keep her reaction hidden.
The game was drawing to a close as the buzzing intensified. Elise was boiling over with feeling, letting her mind go as the overload of pleasure kept inside bordered on pain. Her forced silence broke with a deep gasp for air. 
Pleasure met disappointment and relief as Nora yelled, “Hold!” Elise’s body tipped at the edge of climax until the sudden removal of the wand backed her away from the cliff. “Let Rabbit take over so she can have a safety net.”
Elise had no idea what she meant. Diamond crouched down, wiping a tear away before it dripped to the floor. “You can scream, but only if you’ve got Rabbit in your mouth. Got it?”
Rabbit took Diamond’s place. The wand reconnected with Elise’s pearl as his erect cock threatened to poke her in the face. She tried to avoid it, but she could only move enough to let it rest against her check.
The wand increased beyond any level Diamond had set it to. Rabbit was even pressing down harder, pushing her body past her experience. Elise was unable to hold down the hair-stiffening scream that escaped from her lips.
The gift of pleasure without complete fulfillment was driving Elise to the edge of madness. Her desire to climax overcame her fear of corporal punishment as she yelled out, “I want to come. Please!”
The crackling pain of the cattle prod met Elise’s thigh, but it wasn’t enough to quell her desire for release. Nora snapped out “Quiet! You’ll come when you prove you’re obedient.”
Elise opened her eyes to see Rabbit’s groin blocking her view. Elise’s throat burned as she belted out, “Please make me come!” The orgasm balling up inside her was the only thing she desired, and she was willing to defy any pain to get it.
Almost any pain, that is. Another jolt from Rain stifled Elise’s little uprising. The utter confusion between pain and pleasure threw a switch in her brain as everything outside of the spotlight’s glow ceased to exist in Elise’s mind. Climax was her only goal, and like an Olympian chasing a medal, she was determined to do anything to achieve her new dream.
Only one way out presented itself as Rabbit pressed the rod back down. Elise craned her head back, letting her lips rest against the tip of Rabbit’s dick. As he forced it harder onto her clit, she opened her mouth to let him slide in. Elise felt the skin move along her tongue, reveling in the strange sensation of licking his top side.
The vibrations crested again to what Elise hoped was the highest setting. She screamed into the throbbing pacifier, letting out every impulse with a sound that carried the tone and vibrato of a whistle. It was proving to be too much for her, even with the new outlet. She resisted the impulse to bite down, not daring to imagine the punishment she might face if she caused her current master pain.
Elise tasted the salt of Rabbit’s preliminary emission as he pulled out of her mouth without warning. She attempted to stop herself from reacting to the speedy buzz on her clit, but she was asking too much of her body. Elise tried to form her feeling into words of blasphemy. Her lips stretched as her jaw opened as she managed to garble out, “Gyaaawd!”
The buzzing stopped as Rabbit pulled the vibrating metal away from Elise’s engorged pussy. Elise’s mind went blank as the rush of pleasure struck like a comet, leaving every bit of her being open to feel the euphoria sweeping her away. 
The orgasm played out as Elise shuddered in the middle of spotlight. She vaguely felt that she was sinking as she regained the ability to form complete thoughts. Her head and shoulders hitting the mat brought her back down to earth emotionally as well. Elise realized that she was still bound and at the mercy of the people standing above her.
Straps gave way as Elise felt herself able to move her legs again. Spent from the incredible experience, it took all her strength to try curling into a ball. Feet hit the mat around her from all directions. The smile of someone just freed from cruel imprisonment streaked across her face. The fact that her arms were still bound told her enough: While she might be a physical captive, her mind had broken out of lifelong detention.
Nora’s voice sounded like the trumpet of freedom to Elise as she asked, “So what did you learn?”
Elise wanted to answer, but the words wouldn’t come out. Like an indoors cat sneaking out the front door for the first time, Elise didn’t know what to do with herself. It was too much to take in, and she had no prior experience to compare her state of mind to.
Reality came crashing back down with the slap of the crop. Elise’s face suddenly changed from a look of utter bliss to sheer agony. “What’s the key to getting what you want in time?”
The answer was obvious enough, even if the word was never mentioned. Elise knew she only had a short window of time to answer before the felt the burn of Nora’s discipline again. “Obedience! Doing what you’re told!” The image of her father flashed into Elise’s mind like a demon. Her voice lowered as she fought back more tears. “Being a good girl.”
Elise felt the release of her arms as Nora ran a box cutter under the plastic wrap. “That’s the best answer I’ve ever heard, dear.” Blood rushed from Elise’s shoulders to her hands as Nora took a seat beside her crumpled body. Fingertips drifted along Elise’s cheek as Nora leaned into her ear. “You were a very good girl. I’m so proud of you.”
The footsteps faded away as Elise rested. The only discomfort she felt was from the incredible wetness that began soaking her leotard between her thighs. Elise looked up at Nora with the love of a child for her mother. “Am I ready for the next lesson?”
Nora cradled Elise’s head with her palms and said, “Yes, you’re ready. Just remember what you just learned, and you’ll do fine.”
Elise watched as Pup emerged from the darkness. “Nora, everything’s ready.”
“You hear that? They’re waiting on us.” Nora gave Elise a boost, lifting her shoulders as she rose to her knees. Pup extended a hand, which Elise took to get up on her feet. Her legs were still shaking, but she was eager to start the next session.
Nora and Pup led Elise across the room, slowly drawing in on a square table with two arms spreading out from the center. Will and Diamond were already waiting at the end of each arm, holding the leather straps at the ends open. Elise looked at the table, not knowing how she was supposed to position herself.
Nora gave the orders. “Your hands will be free this time. Lie down and give Will and Diamond your feet. I’ll tell you the rest after you’re buckled down.”
Elise was getting the hang of submission, acting like the early prodigy as she smiled and answered, “Yes, ma’am.”
The fear of the last exercise was replaced by enthusiasm as Elise rested between the arms and scooted back. Her waist still hung over the edge by a few inches. She smiled broadly at Diamond as she presented her left foot, then noticed the arousal in Will as Nora whispered in his ear. As he fastened the strap around Elise’s ankle, he turned to his wife and asked, “You’re sure?”
Nora leaned into his shoulder. “Yes, but let’s make sure it’s safe first.” Elise didn’t know what the question was, nor did she care. Nora untied the lace from around her stomach that held the corset in position. Letting it fall to the floor, she asked Elise, “Be honest with me. Are you on birth control?”
“Yes, but why ask me that?” Reading between the lines never was Elise’s strong suit.
Nora grinned as she ran her hand between Elise’s legs. “You really are a good girl! How did you wind up so naïve and innocent?”
Elise looked down her torso to catch Nora exposing her pussy. “I don’t know.”
Nora’s black hair fell over Elise’s thigh as she turned to reply. “I think I might know, but you might not like the answer.” Elise felt her pussy lips being squeezed between Nora’s fingers. “Do you really want to know?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Alright then.” Elise gasped as Nora released her grip and slapped the lips. The mistress then walked around the arm holding Elise’s right leg, stopping at her side to lean against her hands on the platform. “I think that deep down, you’ve got a little slut just begging to be let out. Am I right?”
The idea of being called a slut, much less actually being one, ran against Elise’s very grain. “No ma’am. I’ve never been a slut. I told you I’ve always been a good girl.”
Nora leaned over, cupping Elise’s left breast from below. “I believe you, but you’re not being honest with yourself.” Elise felt Nora’s tongue race circles around her nipple, then the pull of her teeth. “I think you want to make everyone in this room come.”
Elise closed her eyes as Nora squeezed the right tit, watching it blush red before releasing it. “I wouldn’t mind it, if that’s what you’re asking.”
“Good. You’ll pull that off with the last trial.” Nora slid her legs onto the table, straddling Elise’s waist as she grabbed her wrists. Nora’s landing strip rubbed tickled Elise’s stomach, as she asked, “Do you know what this test will be?”
Elise heard the familiar buzz of the wand approach. “No, ma’am. Could you please tell me?”
Nora fell over and scooted down, letting her breasts rub against Elise’s. “Do you know how to please yourself?”
A slick trail from Nora’s tongue went down Elise’s jaw as she awaited her answer. Elise tried to free her hands, but her mistress wasn’t letting go. “Yes, I do, ma’am.”
Nora grinned like she was going in for the kill. “Do you think you could please me?”
The question brought Elise to a full stop. Would she be able to satisfy Nora, or even attempt it? Diamond and Rabbit had certainly done so for her, but it was in a way she couldn’t have comprehended before that night.
Elise remained still, unable to break Nora’s gaze as she repeated the question, “Well, do you think you can, sweetie?” 
Her inability to move, and likely to even refuse, forced the answer out of Elise. “Yes, ma’am. I know I can.”
She was making a promise she wasn’t sure she could deliver on, and Nora knew it. She looked up at Pup and nodded. As Elise felt her wrists changes hands to Pup, she didn’t dare to breath. Nora’s open hand swatted her in the cheek. “The one thing we don’t tolerate very well is a liar, and a poor one even less.”
Elise’s face stung as the pink shadow of Nora’s hand emerged. True fear, beyond her constant hum of neurosis and timidity, swept over Elise. She was caught and it was her own fault. “I’m sorry, ma’am.”
The dull buzz of the wand became louder as Rain handed it to Nora, who then increased its pitch as she twisted the dial. Anticipation of the incredible pleasure blended with reluctance, as Elise knew that the tool could easily stimulate her beyond the borders of pain.
“I said I’m sorry, ma’am. Please don’t,” Elise begged.
Nora ran the wand over Elise’s breasts, letting it whir in place on each nipple with each pass. “I know you’re sorry, but guilt doesn’t cut it here.”
Elise struggled against Pup’s grip and the ankle straps. “I’ll do anything.”
Nora crept the tip of the wand down Elise’s stomach. “I know you will.”
Nerve endings threatened to go haywire with every passing inch. Elise held her breath as the blood-fizzing sensation drifted below her belly button. Nora paused the wand on Elise’s mound.
“I was going to use this on both of us at the same time so you could get a head start, but now you’ve got to finish me off before I allow you to come.” fNora lifted the wand from Elise and stood up on the platform.
As Nora turned around, Elise looked up to see the silver piercing in her hood. The metallic bar stole her attention for a second, making her wonder how much stimulation Nora could handle if she was able to bear having a hole stuck clear through her labia. Imagining how it must have felt made Elise’s own pussy ache with imagined pain.
Nora dropped herself, hovering her own goods just above Elise’s mouth as she rested on her knees and elbows. The wand made contact with Elise’s bean for an instant, jerking her entire body with a pulse of bliss. “Jumpy, aren’t we?”
Elise remained silent, trying her best to hide the terror that made her feel like screaming. The toy hit again. Pup’s grip tightened further.
“Go ahead dear, cry out. I know you want to.” Another contact, this time lingering as Elise bit her lower lip to hold in the sensory overload. Nora applied more pressure.
It was too much to bear. Elise’s lungs felt ready to burst as her will gave out. She started with a whimper, rising quickly into a moan that only encouraged Nora to keep going. Elise’s feet strained against the straps. A pulse of heat rippled from between her legs, quickly engulfing her entire body.
As Elise’s hips began to twitch, Nora asked, “Do you want to come?”
Elise arched her back. She was beyond ready. “Yes.” Elise gulped air and then screamed as her tolerance for stimulation was left in the dust. “Please!”
Nora held the wand in place until the muscles in Elise’s thighs knotted up. She casually said, “Very well,” then showed her mercy.
Elise’s elbows bent, forcing Pup to lean into her wrists with all his weight. She grasped his forearms with her fingers, digging nails into his skin. The orgasm echoed through her entire body, seizing every joint in a hard lock.
The endorphin storm raging in Elise’s head was making the basic comprehension of English difficult, barely allowing her to understand Nora saying, “Very good, but you should be careful what you beg for.”
Elise was still coming hard when the device met with her clit again. Her sensitivity was still too high to make it bearable, feeling like the electric shock she had feared the metal would give her. Elise’s eyelids clamped shut, pressing down hard enough to make her see the wild colors and vague shapes she had only experienced just before deep sleep.
Nora didn’t relent, pushing the noisy steel under Elise’s clit and sliding it back to the top. Meanwhile, Elise felt something fleshy slapping her pussy at the entrance. She knew it was a dick, but she had no idea if it was Rabbit or Will’s.
Nora forced her snatch into Elise’s face as Pup released his grip. Elise pulled released her own hold, not knowing that her fingernails had left deep impressions in his skin. The freed hands wrapped around Nora’s waist.
The soft brown lips of Nora’s pussy met with Elise’s mouth, resting the piercing just below her lower lip. With no warning, the unknown cock plunged deep into her.
Elise enjoyed the titillation compared to Nora’s continuing sadism, but hated not knowing who was fucking her. Another climax was already inevitable. The dam holding the water back was Nora’s refusal to ease up and give her the release her body was so desperately crying out for.
Nora ran her pussy up and down Elise’s mouth as she stated, “You’re ready to come again. That was fast.” Elise was beyond response. “It’s too bad. You’ve still got to make me come.” Elise felt the wand circle her clit, and then Nora’s free hand parting the lips of her own pussy. Elise screamed as she unclenched her teeth, forcing her tongue to meet Nora’s pearl.
The dick worked its magic, forcing her walls apart and exiting fully with each thrust. Elise used her hands to pull Nora down, letting her mistress rest upon her own body. The fight to keep licking felt like it was forging progress as Nora moaned slightly. Each shout and moan blocked by the sopping wet cunt provided Elise’s own source of vibration.
Elise felt Nora’s thighs begin to squeeze her head as she bit at the body jewelry. Sounding pleased, she gasped out, “That’s it. Get-” She moaned out her deep pleasure. “-angry.”
Pins and needles prickled across Elise’s sex, or at least she imagined they had, as the relentless shaft rooted itself as deeply as her body would allow. She felt a vacuum forming in her mouth. If necessary, she intended to suck the piercing right out of Nora.
Her efforts were met with help from the others. Elise sensed that Nora was being held down, mashing the clit and ornament deeper into her mouth. The gravity of the mistress being made to submit wasn’t lost on her. It pushed Elise harder, wanting to do her part in taming the voice of authority.
Elise felt Nora’s slit with her chin as it started convulsing. Nora pulled the toy away, giving Elise the freedom to come as the dick inside her hardened to its fullest. Mistress and slave came in unison, which only encouraged the man drilling away at the bald, throbbing snatch.
The newfound heaviness in Elise’s limbs combined with the euphoric light-headedness. Every impulse built into a perfect storm of pleasures centering on her walls as the relentless cock parted its way further inside with each push. Her jaws locked firmly by the deliverance of the body, Elise attempted in vain to moan.
The orgasm begins to settle as Nora collapsed on top of her. Like a walk through a cold fire, her skin blushes and tingles. Elise sensed her mystery lover giving up control as the first burst of semen erupted inside her.
Nora shifted to the side as the straps were undone. Elise was finally able to see Will’s face tensing up with each burst of sperm. At once she felt warmth from the trust and respect shown by Nora in allowing her husband the pleasure.
With her legs freed, Elise wrapped them around Will’s back as he tried to withdraw. A black-is-white epiphany took hold as the arousing sensation of come filled her. For the young woman who had always been paranoid about pregnancy, the dual protection of condoms and birth control suddenly felt like wearing a winter coat during a massage.
Will collapsed on top of Elise, resting his shaved head on the black fabric between her breasts. The small crowd around them began jeering and clapping, letting Elise know that she had performed admirably. Whether the show was being graded or not, she was grateful for the parts of herself she had lost and the new freedom that took their place.
Elise felt Will lifting himself from her chest and unwrapped her legs. As the shaft, then the head left her, she felt the warm drip coming from inside her. Elise savored the thickness and quantity of Will’s gift. It was giving new meaning to sex, and she was ready to explore the new road she had been shown.



Elise waited with Diamond in the front lounge. Her day clothes suddenly felt alien and confining, like donning a burqa after a vacation at the nude beach. The only compensation she could get for herself after changing out of the uniform was the omission of panties.
The door to the hall opened and Nora stepped through, dressed as she had been earlier that morning. Elise felt Diamond’s palm fall on top of her hand as she awaited the mistress’s grade.
Nora stepped closer and folded her arms. “I can tell by that smile you enjoyed yourself. Am I right?”
Elise innocently answered, “Yes, ma’am.”
Nora’s eyes softened. Elise felt the mental control release, setting her free to do as she wished with the new outlook on life and her sexuality. “Oh, don’t you ma’am me. You had control at the end and didn’t even know it.” Diamond wrapped an arm around Elise’s shoulder, bracing her up for the ringing endorsement. “You made more progress tonight than I could have dreamed.”
A pit of sadness developed in Elise’s stomach. “So does that mean I’m done, then?”
“Lord, no!” Nora took a seat on the bench next to Elise. “I want to see you back here on Saturday with that new boy toy of yours.”
Elise’s eyes lit up. “I’ll ask him tomorrow night,” her brain tingled with boldness, “after I fuck him senseless, of course.”
Diamond piped up and leaned closer. “Just one thing – Do you think he’d enjoy what we do? You don’t know him that well yet.”
Elise smiled as she thought about the possibility that it might scare Ryan off. “If he’s not willing to dominate me or let me dominate him, he’s not worth keeping around.”
Nora’s hand rapped Elise’s back. “You’re awfully confident now. I’m glad we could help.”
As Elise stood to take her leave, she turned back for one final question. “Nora, what does CMC even mean?”
Nora looked up and smiled. “It stands for ‘Cruel Mercy Club,’ and now you know that it’s exactly what we give people.”



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.”



HAREM RING 4:
ELLIE'S SURPRISE
Angela's tongue danced up my shaft as I watched the fun across the room. Jenna still had a dominant streak in her, Kelsey being the usual target. Every time it happened Kelsey would come running to me, whimpering about the abuse and how it turned her on even more. The orgasms I could pull out of her afterward were insane.
Jenna was giving Kelsey the muff dive of her life, making her struggle against the cotton rope restraining her hands above her head. Spending a few bucks and putting those steel screw eyes on some of the open rafters had already given me hours of entertainment like this.
I realized Angela was missing it. I whispered, “You gotta watch this shit. Kelsey's gonna blow her lid in a second. Hard.”
The skin on my cock felt like ice as soon as it was free of her mouth. We weren't always making one another have orgasm after orgasm, but somewhere in the teens was an average count for a day. I usually had three good ones in me after work, but Sundays were my day to go all-out with everyone home.
Angela cuddled up along side me and ran her hand over my chest. She giggled and ducked her head onto my shoulder. “What are we gonna do with those two?”
“Get ourselves off in a few minutes. What else?”
I looked at Angela and saw the warm smile on her face. Her bare foot ran up my shin as her hand drifted back down between my legs. “We should go do something later.” She fished my dick out of my boxers. “All of us. It'll be fun.”
“Like what?” I wasn't against it.
“There's a new restaurant in town. That's a good start.”
“And we figure out what everyone wants to do after that?”
“Whatever works.”
I tucked her closer as Kelsey shook in Jenna's mouth. I never felt any need to control the three of them in any way now that we were all here. Hell, Jenna had even dropped her antidepressants and seemed happier than all of us.
Everything felt perfect, including the handjob Angela was so gently giving. I didn't see us changing a thing. At least, not until that night.



It felt like a war over seating every time we all ate somewhere. Kelsey had won this round, beating Jenna and Angela to the other half of the booth I sat in. I wasn't complaining. She usually didn't win out much between the other two, being the least aggressive. We had room for three on each side, but as close as she had tucked herself to me, we could have fit in a single chair.
I was more than happy to feel her up through her miniskirt. It was about that time of day for her third orgasm anyway. Trying to finish her off without causing a scene in public was always a fun game.
Kelsey was barely holding her voice back when Angela noticed something across the aisle. I saw her look over and point for Jenna. She looked at me and asked, “Adam, you think that girl is crying?”
It stopped me in my tracks. I'd been dead to the world, focused on the wet pussy I was knuckle deep inside with three fingers. “Say that again?”
“The girl at the table over there, she looked at her phone and dropped her head. I want to talk to her and see what's wrong.” Angela had really changed since she took Kelsey under her emotional wing.
I was proud of how much nicer of a girl she'd become, but I wasn't at the point of helping random strangers out without my own motives yet. “Are you sure? She might just be tired.” I was determined to finish off Kelsey before the food got there. It's hard to finger a pussy and cut a steak at the same time, you see.
Angela got up and disappeared behind me. Jenna watched on as Kelsey and I resumed our course of impromptu fingerbanging. She was so wet and so close.
That's when Jenna's face changed. I saw her eyebrow shoot up and the corner of her mouth drop as she looked to my right. She didn't bother looking my way before saying, “Oh no,” and darting out from the table.
Kelsey was ready to pop at any second, but I couldn't ignore what had to be a scene going on behind me. “God dammit.” I pulled my wet fingers back to myself and looked back. I saw Kelsey's look of utter disappointment as looked past her to check everything out.
Angela was already seated next to another blonde who was sobbing into her shoulder. Jenna sat across the table from them and took the girl's hand between her own. Kelsey finally stopped her pouting to see what I was staring at.
I was about to tell Kelsey to get up so we could head over there ourselves. Jenna pointed at our booth and stood. That's when Angela got up with her new friend in tow.
Kelsey looked back toward me. “Are they doing what I think they're doing?”
“Maybe. Is that a problem?”
She turned and watched them coming our way. “No,” she whipped her head back to me, “but you owe me later.” I had no complaints. There were worse problems than a bald-pussied, pout-lipped brunette hounding you because she's owed a good fuck.
Angela and Jenna tucked their new friend between them in the booth. She was still in tears and staring at that phone. Angela asked, “And when was the wedding date?”
I knew that word 'was' had some meaning. The new girl didn't bother looking up. “Two months from now.” She absolutely broke down, with Jenna and Angela practically squeezing her to death in consolation.
Kelsey looked at me with understanding written all over her. It wasn't that different from her own situation before we met. She looked at the blonde and asked, “Why don't you eat here with us? Our treat.”
I figured I was paying for everyone, but under the circumstances, I couldn't bring myself to object. I was already feeling sorry for the girl myself. There was only one other way I could help. “What's your name?”
That damn ring heated up. What are you doing? Think about this.
She looked up at me, an emotional disaster in the flesh. Cute as can be and pulling on everyone's heartstrings. “Ellie.” She barely finished before breaking into a fresh round of tears.
“Ellie, look at me.” No response other than a sobbing fit. I ignored the ring's complaints in my head and gave my voice some force. “Hey, up here.”
Angela and Jenna looked at me like I had just stood up and shat on the table. Kelsey stuck an elbow in my ribs as I caught her giving me the most what-the-hell-is-wrong-with-you possible out of the corner of my eye. But I couldn't just leave Ellie bawling.
She looked up through bloodshot, watery eyes. I had to fake a smile with the ring roasting my finger. “Forget about everything and have a good time with us. Let it go.”
Ellie's face changed instantly. I unfolded the napkin around my silverware and passed it to her. Wiping the river of mascara off her cheeks, she bucked up and said, “Thank you.”
Angela cocked her head and stared at me. I panicked at the thought of her figuring out how I got her in the first place. Playing it cool, I stared back and asked, “What?”
She shook her head. I couldn't tell if it was relief or disbelief. She turned her attention to Ellie and said, “I'll tell the waitress you're with us when she comes by.”
Ellie was almost back to normal. Kelsey put her hand on my thigh and looked across the table at everyone else. Her hand ran higher up my leg as she said, “So tell us about yourself. We're all friends here.”
I felt the ring pulse with new energy. Somehow I felt worry coming from it. There's no lesson she can teach you. If you're too generous, you'll give away everything in time.
But did it really matter? I never knew my uncle as a selfish man. Sometimes, you just have to take your own path. I knew he'd have done the same.



We were all back at the house, including Ellie. She'd had enough drinks with us that I couldn't have let her drive herself home. I honestly had no intention of bringing her into our little family, but the idea had crossed my mind.
Angela, however, had her own ideas. As I was drying off from my shower that night she stopped me on my way to the dresser. “Ellie's had a rough time with that shitty fiance of hers. How did you put her in such a good mood that fast?”
Tread carefully. The only answer in my head was the honest one. Letting that slip would bring the whole life I'd built for all of us crashing down.
“Well?”
I opened the drawer for my boxers, not willing to look Angela in the face. “I think having people to listen was all she needed. She said it was rocky for a while, so Ellie might have seen this coming.”
“But she was hysterical.”
The towel fell from around my waist and I put my underwear on. “Did leaving Stuart like you did bother you? Sometimes a change is exactly what a person wants, even if they don't realize it.”
I looked at Angela and saw her smile a bit. “Do you think she'd be happy here with us?”
“How many people do you think we can fit in this house? We already don't have a bedroom for everyone.”
“What's your point?” Angela stood behind me as I pulled a shirt out. Her fingers rested on my back, her cheek resting against the nape of my neck. “One of us sleeps with you every night, and the other two share one bed. You know that.”
“You really think it's a good idea, don't you?” I was starting to feel like a cat hoarder. Except, you know, it was that other kind of pussy.
Angela pulled away and said, “Let's all meet in the living room and talk about it. Kelsey and Jenna were the ones who came up with the idea.”
That was the problem with being able to control people and having a sense of ethics at the same time. Democracy overrules what you want. I pulled the shirt on and gave in. “Fine. Round everyone up. We'll leave it up to Ellie.”



I'd pulled the loveseat from across the room. I sat next to Ellie, the other three facing us on the couch across the coffee table. I felt like the two of us were on the spot, not exactly on board with what Angela, Kelsey, and Jenna all wanted. I was just glad I'd bothered putting on pants for the meeting.
Kelsey opened up first. “Ellie, do you live with Todd right now?”
I knew she was nervous. Hell, I was uneasy. It felt like a damn board meeting. “We were supposed to move in together in a few weeks. My landlord already found someone else to rent my apartment, so I don't really have a place to go after that.”
Jenna's eyes got that dominant sparkle. “Then it's settled. You'll move in with us. There's a free bedroom.” I really should have ordered her not to use that influence anymore.
I watched Ellie's posture lift up. You're not in control right now. This is dangerous. She grinned at Jenna and tucked her hands between her thighs.
Our bossy redhead wasn't finished yet. “Sleep here tonight, and we'll all help you move your stuff tomorrow. Adam can do most of the work for us.” I'd figured out how to avoid getting under her control with concentration, but I couldn't back out when I was pigeonholed like that.
Ellie looked at me and said, “If it's alright with everyone. I don't want to intrude.”
Angela clapped her hands together and said, “Intrude hell. There's room enough and all of us get along with you.”
While I liked the idea of another hottie prancing about the place, I wasn't sold on having five of us under the same roof. But even when you're in control, sometimes diplomacy can't be avoided. I cleared my throat and got all eyes on me. “We'll let her decide on her own. It's not up to us.”
Jenna pouted. I knew exactly what she was about to do. “Ellie, we do things a bit differently here.” She got up and walked around the table. It was that same sexy walk she made when she was about to make a demand. “Relax. We're gonna make you the center of attention tonight.”
Stop her. I didn't want to. Hell, it wouldn't have felt right to step in. And I had my own reason for being okay with Ellie joining us.
Jenna straddled Ellie's thighs as she took a seat in her lap. Her ass hung out in those tight jeans, the whale-tail of her thong sticking out from under that tank top. I wanted to grab at it, but I kept to myself. I wanted to see her in action.
“Just relax, and welcome to the family.” Jenna eased her lips into Ellie's. I felt my dick swell against my pants immediately.
Ellie closed her eyes as Jenna darted hers toward me. She gave me that come-hither finger and closed her lids. I glanced at Angela and Kelsey, already rubbing on each others' thighs and leaning closer together.
I wasn't staying out of the action. I got up and walked to the other side of the loveseat. Reaching down for the hem of Ellie's shirt, I lifted it up as Jenna broke away for the removal. She tore away her own top and leaned back in, the black bra and red smashing together into a four leaf clover of cleavage. Lucky me.
Jenna got to work on Ellie's jeans, popping the button and working the zipper down like it was an emergency. She undid her own panty restraints and stood up. The denim slid down her legs in a fluid motion before she grabbed Ellie's feet.
The flats went in opposite directions as Jenna grabbed the cuff of her pants. One hard tug had them around Ellie's knees. The next sent them flying onto the coffee table. I pulled the straps of her bra off of her shoulders as Ellie looked up at me.
“You'd be the first guy I've been with other than Todd.” I wondered if that meant she lacked much experience. Either way, we'd teach her well.
Kelsey and Angela were all over each other. I was more than happy to leave them be for the time, focusing instead of getting our new friend acquainted with the way things worked in this house. Jenna took her seat on top of Ellie's thighs again.
“Adam, should I pull out all the stops for her?”
Claim her as yours before Jenna can. I weighed my options. Inspiration has a funny way of popping up when you give yourself a second to think.
“Let's all focus our attention on her tonight. Give her a welcoming party.”
Angela and Kelsey got up. Jenna necked Ellie a bit and then joined them on her feet. She pulled our new friend up with her. It was like a damn Victoria's Secret catalog come to life in my living room.
I went back around the loveseat. Jenna grabbed Ellie's hands and pulled her up to join us. She had curves meant for a black diamond ski slope, just like Angela. That bit of shyness made her that much more of a prize.
Jenna coaxed Ellie onto the table and forced her shoulders back. The bra straps hanging around her upper arms tempted Kelsey as she pulled them down further and reached around our guest's back. Angela freed her breast by lifting the cups and pulling the whole thing away. They were nothing short of breathtaking nipples atop hills of porcelain.
Kelsey moved in first, crouching and rubbing her hands all over those wonderful tits. I wondered who'd end up having the largest pair. No matter who won, I loved all four pairs. Even Jenna's perks went beyond just perkiness.
Angela joined me in getting down between Ellie's legs. Jenna put her head above Ellie's from behind, getting back to that sexy mouth massage. Angela and I both grabbed one side of her waistband and pulled. The skin just above Ellie's pussy was flawless, as if hair didn't even grow there.
Just a little farther and the grand prize was in view. One perfect fold of pink between her thighs greeted us like a message from on high. We chucked the panties away and I stood mesmerized. Ellie was an absolute looker in her own right, just like the other three.
When a man has a blonde, a brunette, and a redhead all at his beck and call, he can't complain. When two blondes are in the mix, who the fuck is he to argue against good fortune? The ring had no problems doing that, however.
Don't get in over your head. You've been warned.
I wasn't about to let Buzzkill the Fashion Accessory get in my way. I grabbed hold of Ellie's ankles and looked at Angela. “You should get first dibs, Angel.” Ellie was her pet more than Jenna's. Kelsey had already let herself get on the redhead's leash. And I really wanted to see two blondes go at each other outside of the internet.
Angela eased her head between Ellie's thighs. It was like watching Barbie have her way with a China doll. Not to mention Barbie's friends joining in for the fun.
I snuck away and made a run for the camera I had bought. If this arrangement wasn't going to last forever, I at least wanted proof that all of this had happened. I had every intention of showing everything to and son or grandson I might have in the future, especially whichever one would inherit this ring. You know, to give the kid something to shoot for in life.
Hitting record and setting it on the end table, I turned the foursome back into a five-way. Ellie was already moaning as I made a round undoing Kelsey and Angela's bras. I made another pass, dropping all three remaining pairs of panties and dropped my own clothing. Making a thumbs up at the camera, I turned my attention back on Ellie.
I took a seat on the couch behind Kelsey. Her pussy was already shining with expectation. I drove in a middle finger and took a cheek in hand. She groaned into Ellie's breasts as I added another finger and pushed them in to the knuckles.
She lowered herself closer. I knew exactly what she wanted, and I was in no position to refuse. I pulled my hand away and guided her down. My shaft slipped right between her walls.
Jenna stood up and crouched her pussy right over Ellie's face. I could tell she was new to the oral game with another woman. Jenna didn't care, grinding herself harder against Ellie's mouth and pushing her head harder into it from behind.
Angela was taking care of her own pleasure with one hand going down between her legs. Within seconds, not a single one of us was silent. The pure chaos of five voices expressing their satisfaction at once had a certain magic to it. Like a letter to Penthouse come to life.
Ellie's whimperings soon turned to all-out gasps against Jenna's slit. I was more than a little jealous, loving the taste of that pussy like I loved a good beer. Angela was giving her the best kind of hell.
The pitch of everyone else's moans kicked up a notch. Kelsey was close to her habitually easy climax when I felt her fingertips against my shaft. I knew she had that hood pinched between them and it was only a matter of seconds rather than minutes.
Everyone seemed to feed off one another's blissful reaction. Kelsey would moan harder, driving Angela harder against herself and Ellie. Jenna picked up on it as well, grooving herself over her new friend's lips as she split her hands between Ellie and Kelsey's tits.
It all erupted into a chorus of groans and giggles. Kelsey rode my cock even harder, steadying her free hand on my leg for more force. I planted my hands on each side of her ass to give her that extra little bit of motion.
That's when it all went to wonderful hell. Jenna broke first, screaming, “God!” and jerking her head forward. Her entire body shuddered at once as Ellie kept going. Jenna was holding on for dear life, our guest not understanding the concept of easing up when your partner starts to come.
Kelsey's interior squeezed around me as her tension let go as well. She crashed back, my face buried in her hair as she arched herself. I moved my hips the best I could, feeling myself slide up and down inside her as she rode out her usual set of mighty tremors.
Next came Angela, screaming into Ellie's snatch. Ellie herself lit off like a string of firecrackers. Jenna continued to whimper and shake against' Ellie's face. Angela's knees trembled beneath her as she kept forcing both Ellie's climax and her own even higher.
Kelsey twitched on top of me. I pulled out and slid from beneath her. She crashed into the couch, still rubbing her clit and doing her best to look like she was having a seizure.
I stepped behind Angela and ran a finger along her throbbing pussy. She pulled her mouth away from Ellie and screamed as my finger dipped inside. I smacked her fine ass and said, “I haven't got to play with her yet.”
My dick was still dripping wet when Angela moved aside. I bent my knees and pulled the back of Ellie's onto my shoulders. Her calves slid down my chest as I lowered her to the right position. Jenna had collapsed sideways into the couch alongside Kelsey.
It was my turn. Ellie looked at me, her blue eyes nervous like she was a virgin prom date in the backseat of a Ford. She took her breath as I passed my cock along her folds.
Angela got down on her knees beside Ellie. “It's alright. Paul makes us all happy.”
I took it as a point of pride, and I was willing to share a bit of myself with one more by that point. In fact, I wanted to give her my all, if only for the night. I teased her entrance with my tip, parting those pink petals and feeling that wetness coming from inside.
Ellie gripped the sides of the table. Angela started kissing her. Gradually, her fingers loosened and drifted up around Angela's neck. I took my time, watching Kelsey and Jenna snuggling with with each other's hand between their legs.
I gave myself a quick spit polish and wrapped my arms around Ellie's thighs. Her entrance didn't want to give way. I pushed with a little more pressure and burst through. I could tell Todd had been neglecting her. His loss.
Ellie gasped as I pushed further inside. I hadn't felt a pussy like that since high school ten years earlier. Every fraction of an inch felt tighter and tighter until I was halfway in.
I pulled out a bit and gave her a moment. Angela kept her distracted from anything that might resemble pain. Moving myself back in, I felt her walls relax, inviting me all the way until I had planted myself to the hilt.
Her legs dropped around me as I let go of them. I propped myself with my hands to her sides. That's when Jenna and Kelsey got up, grabbing Ellie's legs and holding them up for me.
Angela broke her mouth away and pulled Ellie's arms back. If she had wanted me to stop, it would have been far too late for her to do anything about it. I sank in harder than before. Ellie moaned with acceptance, loving the attention of four people seeing to her pleasure again.
When I felt like she was ready, I gave Ellie the kind of hell saved for makeup sex. Her flesh strained at the constant stretch, her voice filling the gigantic room like a wall of speakers. My only regret was not having her call Todd like when Angela and I tortured Stuart. But I knew I could always send him the video I was recording.
Her hands grasped around the back of my ribcage. As her nails sank in, I knew she was arriving to Kingdom Come once more. Jenna and Kelsey spread her legs wide. When she had mentioned gymnastics practice from earlier in life, I knew Ellie had potential.
Pushing myself to the limits of endurance, I kept going at it until her entire body tightened up. When my lungs weren't able to keep up anymore, I pulled out and half collapsed and half lowered my face between her thighs.
The dance of my tongue was enough to have Ellie squealing like Kelsey always did. I backed away as soon as her entire body shivered. The other three let go of her limbs at once, leaving Ellie a rumbling knot of a woman.
I regathered my strength as Ellie finished her shaking fit. Asking Jenna to throw a little domination into the mix crossed my mind, but it seemed a little much. Ellie turned out to be such an innocent little thing, and it wasn't the time to completely strip it away.
It was time to put Jenna in her place anyway. I watched her run to the bedroom where she kept all of those fun toys she had. “Kelsey, Angel, when she comes back, I want you two to give Jenna a taste of her own kind of fun.”
Kelsey looked at me funny. “We don't know how to knot someone up like that.”
“There's two of you and one of her.” They both had several inches on Jenna, who barely reached five feet in heels.
Angela grinned and nodded her head. She never said a word as she turned and walked toward the room Jenna had disappeared into. Kelsey was right behind her.
Ellie had regained her senses. “Adam, what's that all about?”
“Jenna likes to get too big for her tiny britches. It's good to keep her in check every now and then.”
She was sorely confused as she sat up. “What do you mean by that?”
“Just come over her with me and watch.” I lied down on the couch and pulled Ellie on top of me. To my surprise, she grabbed my shaft and stuffed it back inside as she came down.
I heard the commotion not long after. Ellie's eyes grew as I heard Jenna scream. She kept riding me like a champ as she asked, “Is she gonna be alright?”
Jenna cussed and yelled as the sound of the struggle drew closer. “She was about to do the same thing to you.”
Ellie took a slow draw down my length and put a finger on my lip. “You didn't let that happen.” She smiled and cradled my head, her face inches from my own. “Todd never looked after me like that.”
“He's a damn idiot.” I groaned as Ellie showed me what she was hiding. The swish of her hips was the perfect marriage of grace and force.
“There's something I was going to let him do for the first time tonight.”
“What's that?”
Ellie smiled and pecked me on the lips. She drew back and gave me another amazing drop. “It's something he begged for.”
I was thinking anal. Not my thing, but I was up for it if that's what she wanted. “I'm listening.”
God the way she moved herself as she giggled. Ellie bit her lower lip and said, “I was going to let him come inside me.”
I said be careful. The upcoming marriage set alarm bells off in my head. Ellie didn't seem crazy enough to pull something like that out of revenge, but I didn't want to take chances. Dumbfounded, I couldn't say a word.
“And you know what's worse than that?”
I still couldn't respond. Ellie bent down even more, putting those poem-worthy breasts against my chest. I struggled to keep from busting my nut then and there, wanting to, but scared shitless of what the consequences might be. I looked to see if Angela and Kelsey had done with Jenna. Apparently, they had squirreled her off to some other room.
Ellie stared down at me and asked, “Aren't you glad you get to be first?” She planted her lips against mine and slipped her tongue past my teeth. I reciprocated and pulled her tight.
Find out, you fool. For the first time that night, I felt like the ring might have had a point. As close as Ellie was to my ideal woman to have a child with, I wasn't anywhere near ready for that kind of commitment.
Her pussy had its own say, lulling me out of worry with a feeling that would make the dead come. I struggled against my body's desire to just let go. I gathered my senses enough to ask, “Is it safe?”
Ellie turned out to be not quite as naive and pure as I thought. “So what if it's not? You know you want to anyway.”
She rocked herself back and forth, leaning back and planting her hands against my chest. Even with all that control I had over people, it felt like Ellie had a way of making my will melt like ice in a fire. She moved her hands back to my stomach and wiggled herself, tossing her hair back as that fine little pussy showed my cock the wonders of pink, ready womanhood.
I felt my eyes start rolling back in my head. I knew better, but I wasn't able to fight my own body. It wanted it more than common sense could argue against. The smooth wetness inside Ellie coaxed every breath out of me like electric silk on my skin.
My better sense gave in to what I truly wanted. I put my hands on Ellie's waist, encouraging to go even harder. I felt her one hand drop on my chest, the other on my thigh as she twerked herself harder than Miley Cyrus against me.
Ellie started screaming as I felt the home stretch drawing close. I felt her toes curl against my leg as I opened my eyes. Those cherry lips were wide open, the sound of her voice bouncing from the open ceiling and piercing the air like a set of bad brakes.
Sanity was slipping away and I knew it. But god it was too good to let go. Every tiny detail of her pussy's interior stroked against my cock. Ellie was just what I wanted in that moment, and I knew that fear in the back of my head was her exact desire.
She squealed and dropped forward. The little beast of a woman was riding me hard, knocking the breath out of me with every flush of her hips. The rhythmic dance she was pulling off on top of me would have put belly dancers to shame, writhing and undulating like she was more fluid than solid.
It was impossible. I struggled to hold on, but Ellie's orgasm ripped her entire body into a twitching mess. Her pussy latched onto my shaft, almost feeling like it was pulling me deeper. I lost all control and shot my load, wrenching the couch cushions between my fingers until I heard threads pop
Ellie roared out her built up frustration, climaxing against my spewing cock like she had just found herself in unbelievable ecstasy. I felt her hair slide against my skin, her hot breath on my neck, those little whimpering noises against my ear.
The sticky mess inside her pussy grew as her hips kept me locked deep. I let my voice out, unable to hold it in any longer. My sack felt empty, like it had just done something it was always meant to do.
I gasped for breath under Ellie's spent body. Her breasts heaved against me as she tried to recover her own sense of the world. I opened my eyes and saw nothing but a wall of blonde hair.
Idiot.
The thought of this chick being batshit insane returned. As did the idea of life changing dramatically because of what we had done. I needed an answer. Now.
“Please tell me I didn't just knock you up.” Jenna, Kelsey, and Angela were all safe for the creaming, but Ellie toying with the big question put the fear of a higher power into me.
She had an evil little grin. “Do you think I'm an idiot? No, I'm on birth control.”
Compared to the metric tons of pressure on me before that moment, Ellie's tight body felt like a feather. “Fucking hell, don't scare the shit out of me like that.”
“You're the one who went ahead and came inside me without knowing.”
Please learn something from this.
I tilted my head back as much as I could and sighed. “That's about the hottest way to scare someone I've ever seen.” I was damn glad the camera wasn't recording a conception. If I wanted a video to show the ring's benefits, using that one would be sadistic.
We heard a scream that sounded more animal than human. Ellie looked at me and asked, “What was that?”
I knew just from the direction from where it came. “Jenna's being taught a lesson.” I could already imagine Kelsey smiling ear-to-ear. Jenna had a cruel habit of denying her those orgasms she needed all the time.
“Is this an every night kind of thing here?”
I wondered if it should be. “Not really, but everyone gets along well enough.”
Ellie rested her head on my shoulder. “You know what?”
“Shoot.”
“You people are insane. I like that.”
I heard Jenna yelp one more time. “You get your own bedroom if you stay here.”
Ellie slipped her hand around my jaw and nibbled at my neck. I felt the copious amounts of cum flow around my dick. She took a hard, playful bite and whispered, “If I have a room all to myself, you can come in anytime.”



HYPNOGRAM
The private message seemed innocent enough. Kari opened it on her phone as she entered her dorm room and waited for it to load. As soon as the video started playing, the optical illusion focused her attention.
As every though left her head, Kari couldn't help speaking along with the video.
I need to relax.
10... Clear all thoughts from my head..
9... Imagine complete nothingness...
8... Give up control... I'm in good hands...
7... Listen carefully...
6... Focus deeper...
5... Breath deep and slow...
4... I feel weightless...
3... I feel great, like pure energy...
2... I'll follow my directions...
1... Without question...
The video faded to black. As Kari kept staring into the empty screen, the background gradually brightened to pure white. A handwritten note traced itself out at a natural writing pace.
There is a cabin outside of Whitebrook. Go to 3912 Mallard Cove Rd. Write this address down, now.
Kari dutifully thumbed through her purse. A pen and an old receipt had to suffice. She jotted it down and stared back into the screen.
Dress like you would on a first date... Continue to relax and breath deeply... When you arrive, you'll meet your three hosts. You will be their private entertainment for the afternoon... Breathe deeply... You will fulfill their every wish. Arrive at 5:00PM today.
The video ended. Kari looked up, wondering why her eyelids felt heavy. It was only noon.
“How did I forget I had to go the that cabin later? I need a fucking nap.” She knew the drive wouldn't take more than an hour. The entire appointment felt like it had been agreed to weeks ago. Of course, she had only friended Clark, the sender, on FaceList that morning.



Kari eyed the door nervously. The drive out to the cabin had its clear purpose, and she knew that her desire for what was in store was real. Three men and her insatiable self was the dream she had been turning over in her head since she laid down for her nap. Exhaling the fresh air from her lungs, she placed her fingers on the carved handle and pushed the door open.
The trio of men were gathered around the pool table in the main room. Glasses on the fireplace mantle holding some kind of dark, mixed drink reflected the amber light of the antler chandelier above. Each man took a survey of Kari, trading attention between her bare thighs and beautiful face. None of them looked displeased.
Clark. Kari only recognized tall and muscular Clark from his profile photo. The names of the two strangers weren't important. Kari stepped forward and grinned, happy to have followed the orders so far to the letter.
“Glad you found the place. Stan got lost on the way out here,” Clark said as he propped himself against a pool cue. Clark pointed to the shorter blonde man. “This is Andrew.” He looked at the athletic redhead. “This is Stan. He got lost on the way over.”
Kari pushed the door shut behind her, walking toward a personal fantasy that had simply been implanted. “It wasn’t too bad. GPS helps.” She giggled toward Stan, noticing the hint of a frown developing on his face.
Andrew cracked the white ball across the table, sending two stripes into their pockets. Satisfied with his minor victory, he sat his cue down and turned toward Kari. “I would say you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, but you’ve heard that from me already.” He had never said such a thing to Kari. His warm smile emanated through the room. “Have a drink. Relax. Nobody’s in a rush here.”
Stan, the youngest of the three, walked over to Kari. His firm jaw set her hormones to a boil. She felt herself draw into him as he stood in front of her. Pressing his lips into Kari’s, the greeting worked its way down to her more basic desire.
Pulling back, Kari wasted no time in getting to the point. “I’m sorry to cut your game short.” Making her way to the pool table and sweeping the balls into the nearest pockets, she cleared the felt surface and dropped the tiny pair of shorts from around her waist.
The men descended upon the table like a pack of dogs after a rabbit. Kari leaned her buttocks against the ledge as Clark wrapped his hands around her hips. His breath against her neck sent shockwaves down Kari’s spine as Andrew and Stan took position on both of her sides.
Clark gently placed an index finger in Kari’s mouth as Andrew and Stan licked and kissed her neck. She suckled on the digit, breathing heavily with each caress of the two tongues. Hands moved down Kari’s body, one pair exploring the meeting point of her left thigh and hip, the other running up her shirt to attack the unwanted bra from the front and rear. The clasp was handled with expertise, hinting to her that Andrew indeed had the history to back up his claims of sexual prowess.
Stan pulled at the silk panties, curling his fingers around the waistband. Clark and Andrew tugged in unison as Kari saw the pink fabric of the tank top rise above her head. It fluttered to the hardwood floor, leaving her with only heels and panties for cover.
Kari blushed with a sudden feeling of modesty, bringing her arms up to cover her exposed breasts. The hungry look on all three faces told her that she was more than adequate for their needs. Kari decided to make them work harder for their goal. “What, no foreplay?” The orders only forced her to fulfill their wishes. Kari never was passive when it came to sex.
Clark boldly pulled her arms down, crashing his face between her breasts. Andrew and Stan resumed their exploration of her neck. Kari’s readiness was making itself known in hard sighs as she felt her pussy readying itself with increased wetness.
Stan broke away from her shoulder, placing his hand down the front of her panties. He played with the racing stripe that Kari had carefully trimmed before leaving the dormitory that afternoon. Feeling the warmth emanating from her sweet honey hole, he pressed downward, getting the first feel of the silky heat direct from the source.
Clark’s tongue bore down on a nipple as Andrew cupped the other breast in his hand. The scent of female lust filtered through the air as each man increased his efforts at Kari’s pleasure. For a moment, it seemed that climax wasn’t her goal. If she could have been stuck in that moment forever, having three men to see to her physical desires, she would have gladly seized the opportunity for eternal delight.
Bliss in perpetuity was denied by the three men hoisting Kari’s body onto the green velveteen. Clark’s fingers fluttered down her torso to rest just above her panties. Andrew occupied himself with solid licks and gentle caresses of her breasts as Stan leaned over to pay more attention to her neck and shoulders. Kari felt a tug at the white cotton that hid her ready pussy. She lifted her waist to allow easy removal.
The cold rush of air on her wetness stole Kari’s breath. She felt the scruff of Clark’s five o’clock shadow against her inner thighs. Her body started burning as the first lick produced a wave of pleasure that coursed through her veins. The follow-up that slid down her pussy lips and careened around her opening combined with the attention from Andrew and Stan, leaving her gasping and flushing with sensuous agitation.
Kari felt the tingle between her legs that signaled an incoming climax. Clark’s exact movements over her clit were a mystery that she didn’t care to solve, so long as he finished what he had started. Kari screamed impulsively, unable to contain the biting desire for an orgasm. Stan and Andrew stood back as Clark worked his oral magic, admiring the masterful work he was making of Kari’s silky anatomy.
What is he doing? It’s like he’s spelling out the alphabet on my clit. Kari moaned as she felt the distinct ending of X,Y, and Z. Clark paused, then resumed with increased vigor. Oh shit, now he’s doing the cursive letters. She felt like she recognized the handwriting from earlier, but couldn't pinpoint it.
The fluid movements of his tongue were the breaking point for Kari. She came with the force of a tidal wave, writhing without restraint over the green felt of the pool table. Through the sensations and fitful twitches, she could hear Stan and Andrew whistling with approval at Clark's result. Trying to bring herself under control, Kari braced her elbows and looked up at the three men. Each of them held a salacious grin, ready to see that they experienced pleasure as well.
Stan stepped forward and removed what was left of his clothes. "I enjoyed that almost as much as you did. Care to show us what you can do?"
Kari flushed red, not wanting to admit that she had just had the orgasm of a lifetime. "I could, but what's the rush? I can cum all night if I have to. Men aren't so lucky."
Andrew and Clark assisted Stan in pulling Kari's weakened and trembling body from the pool table. Setting her down on her feet, they cleared the way for Kari to walk to the lounge chair against the wall.
Smiling like a devil, Kari looked back at Stan. "Sit down and I'll show you what I can do."
Stan obliged, almost running to the overstuffed chair. Plopped down between the arms, Kari noticed the erect, seven inch cock reaching for the open ceiling.
Kari took one step forward to be directly above him. "What to do with this one? Should I suck on it for a while, or keep my pussy going so I can come again?"
Not in any position to complain, Stan looked up at her to see the strawberry blond hair falling over her shoulders. "Anything you want, and I mean anything."
The room heated up with anticipation as Andrew and Clark stared on, wondering how the next orgasm was going to come about. Kari halted the speculation by straddling Stan's legs, gently lowering herself into his lap. Gripping the erection from below, Kari guided it between her lower lips. She dropped slowly, gradually working her way down to the base of Stan's dick.
Resting at balls-deep, Kari noticed that Stan's expression went from excitement to complete relaxation. The extra circulation within Stan's cock swirled warmth through Kari's pussy, and likewise from Kari to Stan.
Kari could see his eyes were closed, contentedly enjoying the full-contact of her silky interior. She leaned in, burying her face in his neck as she felt another surge of pleasure. Kari started bobbing herself up and down the shaft, feeling the excessive wetness that she was leaving behind on the shaft with each thrust.
Her thighs tingled as Stand ran his fingers from her waist down to the knees. Kari slid her forehead onto his, biting down on his bottom lip. She pulled as his flesh stretched, then released the pressure to let it rebound back into position. Nuzzling his cheek, she began moving her hips back and forth to the rhythm of her own desires.
Stan’s pleasure was also being fulfilled by the movements. As Kari began panting and moaning on his length, it was becoming apparent that her first fuck of the night wouldn’t last much longer. She leaned in, whispering, “Save that for later. I’ll give you first dibs to come in whatever hole you want.”
Kari ceased her movement as Stan replied, “It’s a deal. I’ll take your mouth.”
She rested her hands on his abs. “Just be patient. I’ve got two other guys waiting.” Smirking with evil delight, Kari suddenly rotated her hips in an orbit around his dick, bringing him to the brink of orgasm. As quickly as she started, Kari stopped and rose up.
Stan gripped the upholstery of the chair, trying to hide his laughter. “That was so wrong in the best way possible.”
Kari pranced back to the pool table where Clark and Andrew were waiting, naked as the cloudless sky. She pried herself between them, letting them enjoy the momentary contact of their dicks with her thighs. 
Without warning, Andrew took Kari in his arms. Resting his hands below her ass, he pulled up and lifted her above his own waiting phallus. Already open and invitingly wet from the brief collision with Stan, Kari’s pussy yawned over the new intruder as she dropped onto it. The shorter length and increased girth filled her completely.
Andrew’s short, intense thrusts were amplified by the pull of his arms, causing her to scream out in a chorus of pleasure. The rapid movement against her pussy walls was quickly driving her to nirvana. Through the quick-fire moaning she managed to belt out, “Fuck me harder!”
The pounding continued as Kari sensed Clark standing directly behind her. She felt the tip of his dick prod against her tight ring, noticing the chill of lubricant. Andrew denied her wish for more intensity by stopping his movement.
Andrew leaned his head back and said, “I can’t do this any faster, but I’m sure Clark can help out.”
Kari grinned to hide her apprehensions. Her anal cherry had been popped for years, but double penetration was a first for her. “And you’re sure I’ll like it?”
Clark’s hands gripped her shoulders from behind, slowly pushing her down onto his cock. The first half-inch of penetration shocked Kari into clenching her ring. She fought the urge, relaxing to allow Clark full entry. The copious lubrication translated into easy access and little pain as his length plowed into her.
Sandwiched between the two men and impaled on both poles, Kari allowed herself to sink down to the root of both dicks. Enjoying the feeling of being filled to the brim, she asked, “And you’re both gonna fuck me as hard as you can, right?”
Clark laughed from behind, saying, “Of course we are, sweetheart. Just relax and enjoy the ride.”
Andrew and Clark wrapped her in their arms and lifted in unison. Sliding back down to their bases, Kari moaned in dizzying pleasure. The feeling of three bodies connected, with her as the focus of pleasure, caused a dopamine storm in her brain that rivaled the perfect MDMA trip.
Kari whimpered at each movement, drawing inevitably closer to orgasm as the rate of thrusts approached machine-gun frequency. Her fingernails dug into Andrew’s back, prodding him on to grander feats of endurance. One particularly hard thrust broke the spell of wailing as Kari screamed out, “Oh my... Fucking god! Don’t... Stop!”
Clark leaned his shoulders back for more leverage and a bit more depth as Andrew received her commentary with renewed vigor. Both of Kari’s holes began to spasm around the shafts. A sudden deluge of wetness releasing itself around Andrew’s cock gave him the signal to release what reserves of energy he had left.
Stan drew close as Kari’s wailing entered the ear-splitting territory of primal, instinctive growls. Snaking his hand down to her clit, he began massaging the pearl as Clark and Andrew fired away. Kari’s vision became hazy as the orgasm rushed over her, sustaining itself in wave upon wave of increasing intensity. Stan mercifully allowed the climax to break as the sensation bordered on pain.
Kari shuddered between Clark and Andrew. She felt the pair of hands supporting her from behind withdraw as the cock slid from her ass. Still penetrating and gripping her from the front, Andrew placed her on the ledge of the pool table, driving himself deep within her as he leaned in for a nibble on her shoulder.
The throbbing dick eased out of Kari. She felt hollow as Andrew lifted himself onto the felt surface, lying down on his back. Kari crawled over his thighs, wrapping her mouth over the swollen head. The taste of herself left her wanting even more.
Clark obliged by entering two fingers into her waiting pussy. His thumb careened over the swollen clit as if it was the flint of an upside-down lighter. Kari moaned into Andrew, letting her tongue massage the entirety of the bottom of his cock.
Clark interrupted as Kari became dangerously close to coming again. “Well I’ll be damn, she’s ready for another round.”
Andrew pulled on Kari’s arms, drawing her up to face level. She settled down on the iron rod between her legs, easing it back into her burning heat. As Andrew collided with the roof of her pussy, she began gyrating on top of him. It took every ounce of self-control within her not to finish him off prematurely.
Kari felt and heard Clark’s scrambling to join them on top of the table. Squatting down, he nudged the two joined lovers to the edge. “That’s enough, you two. Stan’s been waiting to get back in the game.”
Ready and willing, Stan took his place at the edge. Placing his dick on the lip of the table, he placed his hand on the back of Kari’s head to draw her into it. She all but consumed it as she leaned down and to the side.
The ice of a fresh coat of lubricant puckered Kari’s ring. Clark was knocking for reentry, which she granted him with another relaxation of her muscles.
Kari’s new fantasy had been granted. Three cocks at the same time. It feels even better than I thought.

As all three men surged forward toward Kari’s center, Andrew propped his head up to take oral advantage of the handful of breast hanging above him. She squealed in delight at the feeling of his front teeth, gently holding the nipple in place as the rest of her remained in motion.
Stan forced himself further into her mouth with each moan. She continued grinding on Andrew as Clark pummeled away through her backdoor. Her torso lit up with heat as her skin flushed pink. With Stan knocking against the back of her throat, Kari entered the blissful paradise of her third orgasm.
Clark’s body responded in kind, unleashing his load into Kari’s asshole. The ring gripped his dick harder with each of their synchronous quivers. Finally given out from the sensation, he withdrew with a hard pull that fed her final shudder.
The two younger men were resisting their urges to finish at the same time. Kari felt the beads of precum in both her mouth and pussy. Andrew gripped her sides to stop the motion as Stan pulled himself out of her throat. She felt Andrew turn over to the side, letting her know that it was her turn on the bottom.
Facing the timber rafters above, Kari cocked her head back over the side to deliver on the promise to Stan. Andrew moved over her, pulling her ankles onto his shoulders. He delved back in with abandon as Kari noticed the slight increase in tightness that came with closing her legs.
Andrew lifted her buttocks, crashing his tip hard with the g-spot. Kari yelped at the divine sensation as Stan took the opening of her mouth as his invitation. Kari gripped the base of his shaft as he moved past her lips.
All three made a final push as Kari acted as the signal bearer, groaning louder into Stan’s loaded dick as her final countdown started. The taste of more precum and Andrew’s heavier breathing combined with her own pleasure. Kari opened her eyes momentarily to see Clark propped against the stone fireplace, still bare as an ape and enjoying the show his younger guests were still putting on.
Andrew suddenly leaned in against Kari’s thighs, almost bending her in half. The full extent of his cock slammed deep as Kari’s fingernails dug into his back, leaving bright red streaks in his skin that became progressively darker as her muscles began to contract involuntarily. He pressed on despite the pain, marveling in the quivering, squealing beauty he was buried inside of.
Through her own trip to heaven, Kari felt the twin explosions in her mouth and pussy. The earthy flavor and warm, slippery feeling deep inside forced one more shudder as the dicks began shrinking inside her body. 
The final withdrawals did not leave her feeling empty this time. The three payloads in each hole left a sensation of fulfillment and deep, personal satisfaction at accomplishing a wish that had been building for three years.
Raising herself up and placing her heels on the hardwood floor, Kari swallowed Stan’s souvenir and let Andrew’s drip between her bare legs. Clark let out a modest round of claps from the fireplace. “I haven’t seen a show like that since the 80’s, and that one took loads of cocaine. Bravo!”
Kari smiled at her admirer. Were the 80’s that damn wild? I wasn’t even born until ’93. Penny leaned back against the edge of the table, gripping her fingers around the lip of a corner pocket. All three men admired the goddess incarnate that they had all just came inside.
Stan walked over and wrapped his arms around Kari’s hips. He asked, “So, does anyone else think we should do this again?”
Clark responded, “I don’t see why the hell not. I’m up for it if everyone else is.”
Andrew lifted his trousers from the floor. Flapping them hard through the air to get out the wrinkles, he added, “I’m game.”
Kari blushed as she considered the possibility. She was no longer under the spell, but she couldn't deny her own desires. “I just had the time of my life, but can I make a request?”
Stan and Clark nodded in consent. Andrew shuffled his bare feet as he asked, “And what’s that?”
The messed hair around Kari’s face parted with the wave of her fingers. “We could keep doing this, but add another partner or two each time. We’ll see how far we can take it.”
Clark nestled his chin between his index finger and thumb. “How could I refuse? I paid good money for this cabin, and fuck me if I’m not willing to put it to good use.”
Kari leaned into Stan, running her finger down his jawline. The smile of mutual understanding crept over her face. “As soon as I get back to school, I’ll put feelers out. Do we want another guy, another girl, or both?”



HYPNOSIS RESOURCES DEPARTMENT
Kristina ruled her department with an iron fist complete with spiked knuckles. She had never let her beauty or youth get in the way of making every employee deathly afraid. With just the flick of her wrist, the record of any office drone in the HR department became a termination file. And given her department, it applied to every other facet of the company as well.
This punishment was due for Ben Chandler. Kristina saw his rise through the ranks as a threat. Exactly how he convinced the other people in the department, even his superiors, to do his bidding was a mystery. She couldn't let him snag the newly created position directly beneath her. Letting it happen might make her a stepping stone on his way up.
Kristina's eyebrows dropped when she heard the knock on the door to her luxurious office. “Who is it, and what do you want?” Kristina didn't believe others had needs, only wants.
The voice from behind the wood slab answered with confidence that drove Kristina mad. “It's Ben Chandler. You called for me.”
“Come in. This has to be quick.”
Ben stepped inside and walked past the couch beside door, holding his blonde head high. “I hope you're keeping my application for Assistant HR Director in mind.”
Kristina smirked as Ben took his seat. “Oh, I've seen your qualifications and track record. Very impressive.”
The young suit, still fresh out of business school, leaned forward. “I know the candidate pool is slimming down.”
Arrogant little prick. “We're down to just three applicants.” Kristina crossed her legs and dangled a shoe. It was time for the kill.
Ben's eyes lit up. “I know you'll come to the right choice.” He laid his posture back, propping an ankle onto his knee. “So what are we discussing?”
Kristina's smile turned sincere. “You're being terminated.”
The ghostly white in Ben's face said enough on his behalf. Kristina gave him his moment of silence for his short stint as HR Counselor II, employee #15928 of Benefield Metals.
“You also need to vacate the premises within the hour.”
Ben's face went dark. “I'd like to appeal that decision and ask why.”
You're damn good at your job. Too good. I don't take kindly to threats beneath me. “How, Mr. Chandler? The final decision is mine.”
“I'm entitled to an appeal. It's in the handbook.”
Kristina couldn't hold back her amusement. “I wrote that fucking handbook!” She let out an evil little laugh. “Carry on, but you're wasting my time and your own.”
Ben leaned forward, relaxing his shoulders in a way that threw Kristina for a loop. “Can you look me in the eyes and tell me that with a straight face?”
What's the harm? You're still shitcanned. “Alright.” Kristina focused on Ben's pupils.
“Listen to me,” Kristina felt a vague pressure behind her forehead, “and don't look away.”
Kristina's eyelids felt like they were tied to the ceiling. What's this moron doing?
“You're losing control, and that's alright. Do you understand?”
No. Kristina's head nodded on its own. What the fuck is wrong with me?
Ben stood and walked around to her side of the desk. Kristina held up her end of the mutual stare. He looked down and said, “Find my file, cancel the termination order, and then look back at me.”
Kristina's body fought against her mind in a one-sided battle. Why can't I control myself? Is this how he got Don in accounting to stop drinking all of a sudden? She pulled Ben's personnel records up on the computer. With the click of a mouse, he was reinstated as HR Counselor II.
“I'm glad my appeal went well.” Kristina swiveled her chair and looked back up. “Now, can we discuss promotions and salaries?”
Why do I think this might be a good idea? With a quick nod, Kristina asked, “Are you still wanting the Assistant Human Resources Director position?”
Ben reached down to tip Kristina’s chin up with an index finger. “No.”
His confidence and control swayed Kristina’s body into relaxing. “Then what position are you after, Ben?”
His hand moved onto her shoulder as he walked around the office chair. “Yours.”
Do you have any idea how hard I had to work, how many people I had to destroy, just to get here?  Her body took control, forcing her to say, “Just ask and I’ll do it.”
“First, I want that dress off your shoulders.”
Kristina leaned forward, undoing the clasp on the back of her neck. Why can't I say no? The straps fell.
“Now, take off the rest of it.” Ben stepped away as Kristina stood up. He locked the door and returned, staring straight into the core of her being as she let the blue fabric slide down her thighs.
A flush of warmth in Kristina’s face turned to outright blushing. Her helplessness as she stood in only panties and heels flipped switches Kristina never knew she had. “I’m sorry Ben,” she uttered as he started to loosen his tie.
“About what?”
“For firing you. It's obvious you can handle this position better than I can.” What the fuck? No. No!
Ben grabbed her wrists, pulling them behind her back. Kristina felt the cool silk of his tie bind her hands. “You’re going to make that little stunt up to me. Understand?”
“Yes, but how?” Fear and powerlessness had always driven Kristina to succeed in life, especially at the expense of others. Now, Ben had her deepest strings in hand, pulling them according to his will.
A firm shove sent her ass first onto the edge of the desk. Kristina felt the gravity of the situation. She had never felt so helpless, knowing Ben wielded the same power she had over him moments ago. And then some.
She noticed a glint of knowledge in his eyes. The erect, blushing nipples were the sign he was enjoying. The pointed sensation from the twist of her right nipple shuddered through Kristina. She squealed involuntarily with the feeling, cringing with painful delight. Ben repeated with the left breast. Ben stepped between her thighs, cupping both of the fleshy grapefruits in his hands. He parted his legs, forcing Kristina’s to do the same. “Let’s check down below, shall we?”
For a brief second, Kristina's deep resistance manifested through Ben's control. “You can't do this to someone like me.”
Ben’s voice was surprisingly calm and collected. “Why not? Would you rather I go straight to punishment instead of letting you make up for what you did? You can be honest now.”
At that point, the fog in Kristina's mind had already obscured what her original offense even was. Still, she knew arguing the point wouldn't end in her favor. Her tone was flavored with defeat as she asked, “What do you plan on doing to me?”
Ben refused to answer as he disappeared from Kristina’s view, lowering himself down between her legs. She felt him fumbling with the straps on her shoes and the usual relief of their removal. Ben’s rose back up. He gripped Kristina’s jaw, pulling her cheeks forward. “Stand, you helpless slut.” She obeyed.
Ben grabbed Kristina's silver letter opener from the caddy on the desk, cutting the waistband of the panties without ceremony. She felt the soft fabric drifting down her legs, coming to rest at her feet. Ben stepped back and took a good look. He’s eying me like I’m a new toy. Property.
Ben spotted the tinge of hatred Kristina had developed on her face. “Humiliating, right?” She noticed the signature smile that came from humiliating another person for your own amusement. A smile she had mastered herself. “Don’t feel bad, the real shame is keeping your gifts to yourself. They should be shared with the most deserving.”
Gifts my ass. I clawed my way up the ladder, and I made this body busting my ass in the gym. Go fuck yourself. Kristina could feel the moisture escaping the interior of her folds. The cold air she preferred for her office made her shiver, but the surface of her outer labia felt ready to burst into flames. Ben approached and began gripping and prodding the surfaces of her body. Self-consciousness came over her, knowing that she was being studied for texture, tenderness, and flaws like steak in a grocery store.
Ben took a step forward, letting his fingers glide over Kristina's nude body. “Working in Human Resources is about trust. Did you know that?”
“Right now, I don’t trust you.”
“But you’ll know you can trust me after we’re done here.”
Kristina had no way of denying the fact that, by default, she had to trust Ben. It felt as unnatural as a nun cursing divinity. “You could just force me to resign and be done with it. Why aren’t you doing that right now?”
The smile full of bravado from earlier came back. “Because that was never my intent.”
“So what do you want?”
Ben locked his gaze on Kristina's eyes. “I don't want to destroy you. It's how I know I'm better suited for your position. Be glad I'm letting you have another chance to be a decent person.”
“Behave. That’s all I have to do?”
“That’s it, but you’ve done a terrible job of it until now.”
Kristina tried to hold herself steady as Ben wrapped his arms around her waist, grabbing her already bound hands and squeezing to accentuate the point of her helplessness. “You'll regret this.”
His tone took on a darker shade. “No. You'll obey.”
Kristina gasped as the shock of being dragged by a nipple to the couch at the rear wall. She collided with the overstuffed leather, her skin bristling at the coolness of the surface. Kristina propped herself up to see her surroundings, knees and shoulders supporting her body. Ben stood before her with his cock protruding through the zipper of his trousers.
Ben's organ throbbed in the open air. Kristina felt the tentative prodding as he pulled her ass to him, readying her position. She turned her head to look back, smiling broadly at Ben. “Is this the punishment your were talking about?” It had been three months since she'd fucked a higher-up at a conference.
She moaned as he pinned her head down and granted her wish. Ben dove in to the limit of her anatomy, the fleshy wall of her cervix blocking any further movement. Kristina felt the excess lubrication from her own arousal, her pussy crying it out and down her stomach. Ben grabbed the silk binding Kristina’s hands, pulling it to gather extra force with each thrust. She felt shame in being satisfied by the rubbing of his cock against her walls, but the rough, nerve-sparking movement allowed her body’s desires to override the mind’s better judgment.
Breaking away, Ben said, “You see? This is how you fuck people out of their jobs.” He jabbed back inside, giving Kristina the full benefit of his hips' motion.
Kristina could only shriek in false agreement. Every pump sent waves over her body, each crashing down harder than the last. She had experienced rough sex in the past and reveled in it. This, however, was sex with malice. New territory for the woman who had always been on the giving end of it. She felt shame for enjoying every second of it.
Ben slowed down as Kristina could feel the build-up of an orgasm overloading her body’s circuitry. She could feel the rhythmic tensing of her channel and the increased wetness that was leaving his cock soaked as it withdrew.
Kristina’s internal tension snapped like a rubber band as she tensed up, which only made Ben clash himself even harder into the quivering, squalling mess of pleasure. As her body spasmed and her knees buckled under, Kristina felt her pussy trying to expel Ben’s member. She could hear the groans coming from behind as her passage shuddered, squeezing the swollen rod like a stress ball.
She felt her pussy lips relax as the pulsating dick exited, then found herself being pushed aside. Ben took an exhausted seat on the center cushion, not minding Kristina’s excess juices that had caused the leather to shine. He stretched his arms over the back of the couch, laughing to himself as he said, “This is a give and take sort of job. I’m done giving for now.”
Kristina was still unsteady from her climax, shaking as she mounted Ben’s lap. She felt the tip enter as she lowered herself, circling her hips as the trunk buried itself inside her. She could see his eyes were closed, the man enjoying the full-contact of Kristina’s silky interior as it massaged nerve endings. Kristina leaned in, burying her face in his neck as she felt the tie binding her wrists becoming saturated with sweat. “I never thought I'd fuck someone beneath me”
The skin on the soles of her feet tingled as Ben slid his fingers from heel to toe. “Who said I'm beneath you now?” Ben held her head steady by the jaw and gazed deep. “You'll put in for the position I was up for, and recommend that I take your current one. I knew this day was coming for months.”
Motherfucker. Kristina slid her forehead onto his, biting down on his bottom lip. She pulled as his flesh stretched, then released the pressure to let it rebound back into position. Nuzzling his cheek, she began moving her hips back and forth. The added lubrication of precum told Kristina that Ben wouldn’t hold out for much longer. “I think you’re enjoying this. Care to tell me how it feels to have my warm, moist pussy riding that dick?” I still fucking hate you.
Ben leaned his head back, barely getting out his words. “Amazing. Absolutely amazing.”
She ground harder and faster, whimpering with each stroke of her hips. The staff impaling her pussy suddenly became even harder as Ben began to arch his back. Kristina wasn’t through. Stopping all movement, she leaned into his ear and began teasing, “Nuh-uh-uh… you can’t come in my pussy.” You don't deserve to.
Ben opened his eyes, pushing Kristina off of his chest. “Too bad. How do you plan on stopping me?”
Kristina was staying still. Her voice was filled with urgency, but her face betrayed her true intent. “I said no.”
Kristina knew that she had reached the limit of Ben’s patience when she felt him withdraw his penis. He stood, then grabbed her by the hair, dragging Kristina to her own desk. He released the grip on her brunette locks, then wiped the clutter from the cherry surface. Pens, knick-knacks, and notepads crashed to the floor. Kristina then felt herself being lifted onto the lip of the lacquered wood, her bound hands resting between rounded buttocks.
Looming above her, the fierce look on Ben’s face announced his intentions: His seed was going to be released inside of Kristina, and there was no stopping his most primal drive. “I’m not listening to this shit. Spread those legs, now.”
Kristina raised her voice to the top of her lungs for the recording she hoped was still going on, keeping her knees locked together. “I said no!”
“I don’t care what you say.” Ben slid his fingers between her thighs, forcing them apart against little resistance. “I think you've figured out that it's impossible to disobey.”
She knew it was true. “But how?”
Ben grinned and stroked her clit. “Barnaby Chandler was my great grandfather, and he was a great hypnotist. How he did it has been a family secret for four generations.” Kristina recognized the name of his ancestor, but never believed he could do anything beyond parlor tricks.
It’s official, I hate him. Kristina spread her legs even wider than Ben had forced, biting her own lower lip. He placed the tip just within her entrance, using his hand to rub the clit and folds that were swelling before his eyes. Kristina reacted to each stroke with a gasp that heaved her breasts upward. Ben’s digits felt the increasing wetness that his now former boss released.
Kristina could feel herself opening and closing, reacting to each movement of Ben’s fingers. She felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Ben plunged as far as Kristina’s body would allow. Her cervix was already beginning to pulsate, knowing that it too was about to serve its purpose by lapping up his payload.
She wrapped her legs around his torso, reducing the length of his exit. Stuck at balls-deep, he began shifting up and down. Kristina screamed as the bean of her G-spot met a head brimming with more precum. She felt the flicker of her clitoris. The young woman’s body hit its limit as she began to hear sighing and panting, the cock growing harder inside of her. Her mouth opened, trying to speak. She lacked the control to form words.
Kristina could barely make out the sounds coming from Ben, a mixture of ecstatic groaning and the sucking of air to fuel his earnest thrusts. Her mind had lost control of her body, unable to resist the arching of her back, the vibration of every muscle, and the primal moan that reverberated through the room. The stimulation was becoming unbearable to the point that the muscles between her legs clamped down on on him. With a hard drive to rock-bottom, his body stopped moving.
Deep inside, the warm, forceful dabbing of semen forced her to smile as she slowly regained control of her limbs. Kristina felt a wet face nuzzling the soles of her bare feet. Ben managed a few short, weakened thrusts with the last few spurts. Kristina looked up to see his face wrapped by her feet, completely satisfied with the pleasures of her body. She shifted one leg aside, resting her ankle on a tired shoulder. “Happy now?”
His words only came out in short gasps. Abandoning the feet to rub the inside of her thighs, he regained his composure. “I haven’t fucked like that since undergrad.” He smiled warmly, the lack of aggression in his face shocking Kristina to the core. “Don't worry, if I'm forcing my way to the top of this company, I'm bringing you with me.” He withdrew his shrinking dick, taking time to admire his pearly handiwork at the brim of her opening.
 Kristina felt the warm stream of semen easing its way out of her and onto the desk. He dabbed a finger into it, bringing it to her mouth for a taste. Earthy and warm. She cracked a smile at the obvious pleasure Ben was getting from the sampling, despite her own hatred of the taste. “So now what?”
Ben took his time zipping his trousers back up. “Do exactly as I said. Do whatever it takes to get me in your position with you as my direct assistant.”
“And then?”
“We work our way up from there. Think of this as a temporary stop before climbing the rest of the mountain.”
“And when the fuck are you untying me? My arms are falling asleep.” Kristina’s situation hadn’t escaped Ben. She felt him reach one arm behind her knees, lifting her off the ground and cradling her shoulders with the other. She stared at his face, no more than a foot away, as he placed her in the swivel chair. The icy leather and brass studs stung as they contacted her skin. 
Her body began to shiver, as much from the conflict in her mind. I want to say no, but I can't. I just fucking can't. Ben put his business shirt back on as he said, “But you'll have a job to do. In fact, it's critical.”
“Be my brutal self while you take all the glory, right?”
Ben’s eyes conveyed enough of the knowledge he was holding back. “Have you ever blackmailed a superior?”
“A few times. Why?” In fact, it had gotten her to the top of the HR department.
“When the time comes, you'll be fucking whatever old bastard stands in our way.”
Kristina nodded her head, ready to act agreeable if it meant being untied. The last bit of Ben's mind control started to wear off. “I like the way you think.” And I think you might take me further than I could have gotten on my own.
Ben placed himself behind the chair containing Kristina, rubbing her shoulders. “So we have an agreement?”
Yes, fuck! I just want my flipping clothes on before I freeze to death! “Not until we shake on it.”
Ben finally reached for the silver letter opener he had previously used to shear off her panties. Kristina felt the immediate release of tightness as the blade sliced through the band of silk. She nursed the redness of her forearms and wrists, watching the pink complexion return to her fingers. Ben leaned in, burying his face in the hollow of her collar bones as he laid the discarded dress in her lap. He looked her in the eyes, sending Kristina into a fog once again. “And by the way, I want to be sitting in that chair by the end of next week.”
Kristina got up and leaned down for her heels. She eyed the panties, grabbed them, and took her time sopping up the mixture around and inside her pussy of Ben’s juices with her own. She then placed the sticky lace on the corner of the desk. “We don’t have a formal contract, but this’ll do for a signature, won’t it?”
Ben looked pleased at the gesture as he took the gift, putting it inside an empty manilla folder. “I’ll take a whiff any time I have doubts about you. We'll both run this fucking company by the end of the year.”
Kristina began dressing herself. “I like the sound of that.”
She felt Ben’s eyes lock on again “And Kristina, I’ve got a request in the meantime.”
“What’s that?”
“We'll keep meeting this way. I'm glad I finally got to figure out what every man in the department had been wondering.” He reached under her dress to rub the silky outer labia. Kristina suddenly felt revulsion at the fingers exploring every detail, slowly moving their way toward her clit. “I'm the only one who knows for a fact you fuck like a fox.”
She backed away, knowing that letting Ben get worked up again would mean another round. Her body had already given its all through two orgasms in the space of minutes, and she wasn’t as willing to be at his mercy again. “We will. Just keep your hands off until our positions change. You don’t own me.”
She was shocked at his response as she took a seat what would soon be his chair, reclining and placing her legs on the desk. “No, I don’t. But I do think this is the start of a wonderful partnership.” He sighed as Kristina began strapping the heels back onto her feet. “I'm heading back to my desk. I'll be expecting great news in the next few days.”
Kristina finished with the straps before Ben reached the door. “Can I ask you one thing, Ben?”
He turned around, looking out of place without his tie. “What's that?”
“Could you teach me how to control people like that after all of this is done?”
“Do I look that stupid? Never.” Ben closed the door behind him.
It was worth a shot. Kristina groaned and put both hands on her forehead. The whole ordeal had left her uncertain about her future, but she knew she couldn't disobey.



HYPNO STUD 2:
STEALING DAWN
It took a little getting used to, but my control of Bridgette had kept me entertained at night for just over a month. I ordered her to learn a few new tricks while I was at it. During the whole ordeal, I far preferred to fuck her with the glasses on. But like all good lays, you eventually get tired of a nightly routine.
As soon as Bridgette's gimmick lost its magic, I went hunting. I decided to keep her under my control in case the urge hit for some fun with the nerdy library assistant. However, I had a college campus full of candidates. Why limit myself to one good fuck when there were potentially thousands walking about?
I continued my experiments with the mind control trick at the same time. My grades shot up, but not from studying harder. I even managed to snag a few cases of beer for the low, low price of free. But complimentary booze and a better GPA weren't my endgame. 
My last class of the day had let out a few minutes early that afternoon. I was walking back to my house near campus when I noticed a nice ass trotting along in yoga pants. Her back was turned to me and she moved quickly. I jogged to catch up.
I came up from behind and asked, “Can you tell me what time it is?”
A vision of sweetness turned and pulled her phone out. “Five o’clock.”
Jogging backwards, I put myself directly in her path and stopped her with my hands on her shoulders. I stared her in the eyes as she recoiled. I leaned forward and whistled the C note before she could turn away.
Do as I will it be, for it is service I call you to. The girl's eyes went dull as she asked, “Is there anything else you need?”
I put myself back in a normal posture and let her shoulders go. “Your name, first of all.”
“Dawn Sommers.”
“Could we go somewhere more private?”
Her eyes took on a normal shine again. “That's up to you.”
“Follow me.”
We made our way to the closest building, the fine arts center for the campus. We ducked into a side hallway with no lights on. Dawn obediently stopped when I did and faced me.
“Dawn, could you do something for me tonight?” I tore the corner off of my notes from class and began scribbling my address.
“Anything. Just name it.”
I had to call Bridgette and get her away from my place. I knew I had control, but jealousy between pets was a boundary I wasn't ready to test. I finished the note and passed it to Dawn. “Knock on the front door of this house in about an hour.”
“And then what?”
It was hard not to start fucking her in the hallway, but I had to refrain. “I'll tell you when you get there.”



Bridgette was gone by the time I made it home. The first night at her place in more than a month might have done her some good. I grabbed a quick bite to eat and watched the clock tick down to five after six, exactly one hour after giving Dawn the instructions.
I went out on the porch a minute early and tried to greet Dawn. She acted as if I didn't exist, walking straight past me and giving the door a knock. The mindlessness of those under my control wasn't new to me at that point, but I didn't know it was so powerful until then.
Dawn turned to me and asked, “So what should I do now?”
“Step inside, and my name's Trent.”
Once in the living room, I placed a hand on Dawn's back and guided her to the bathroom. I turned the shower on and waited for the steam to begin rising from behind the curtain. She tapped on my shoulder. “Should I step out now?”
“No. It's for both of us. Take your clothes off and get in.”
We stripped on the spot. Everything about Dawn checked out in spades, except for her pubic hair. I had always been partial to a full shave, or at least a neat trim. Dawn, however, had a bird's nest.
I grabbed my razor, clippers, and shaving cream as she stepped in. When I followed, Dawn had already started wetting her hair. I let her lather it up and rinse it out before saying, “Stop and let me help.”
She stood before me, her luxurious breasts staring at me through the mist. I took hold of the girly-scented body wash I had gotten for Bridgette. The generous amount I squeezed out dripped off of the loofah.
“Let's switch sides.” Dawn let her entire full-frontal nudity slide against my body as she made her way to the back of the tub. I gently pressed her shoulders against the wall. The first streams of lather trickled down her body.
I took the opportunity to do a full exploration of my new territory. Before I conquered it, I had to know the terrain, at least. The only obstacle left to full domination was the removal of that jungle.
Dawn's body tried to slip away from me as I pressed into her, guiding her lips into mine with a finger on her chin. She knew what I wanted already, taking hold of my shaft. But first, we had a bit of landscaping to do.
I stepped back, reached down, and buzzed the clippers to life. Lush clumps of bush fell to the bottom of the tub. I knew better than to try shaving it at full length. Even I wasn't that cruel and demeaning, whether the girl was my mind slave or not.
“Spread 'em,” I ordered. Dawn propped one foot on the edge of the tub, giving me free access as I knelt down and peeled away the first strip down the center of her mound. The rest of her triangle slid away in just a few more strokes.
The hair around her pussy itself proved a bit more tricky. I got a damn good view of every feature as I trimmed my way through, taking care to get every single hair. Within minutes, I had her muff bare as the desert and slicker than a glass marble.
I had already done my sexy shower session with Bridgette that morning, but I was up for another fun scrubbing. I rinsed the loofah and put a modest amount of my body wash on it. I handed it to Dawn and said, “Now it's your turn. Do me.”
Dawn pressed her breasts into my back, running both hands on a full circuit of the front of my body. She didn't take extra time between my legs, having not been ordered to. When she made her way to my back, she turned me around, letting my cock slip in the small, open triangle between her thighs and pussy.
I let her motions slip her skin against my dick, feeling almost as good as sex itself. When Dawn finished, I pressed her against the wall once more. “You look like you need a good fucking.”
Her blue eyes relaxed as she draped her arms over my shoulders. “You're right. I do.”
“And you need a hard one at that.”
Dawn tried to position herself so I could enter. “You'd do that for me?”
I propped my tip against her entrance. Dawn smiled as soon as she felt it. I pulled back, only to be met with a pout.
“Let's get out and dry off,” I said, trying my hardest not to start fucking her anyway.
Dawn's lack of formality compared to Bridgette clued me in to the role of the subject's personality in her response. She exited without saying a word, wrapping a towel around herself and bundling her hair in another. She glanced over at me as I wrapped my own body. “That was mean, Trent.”
I liked the change in attitude the new pet brought with her. “If I wanted to be mean, I wouldn't have sex with you at all tonight.”
“But I thought that's what you wanted to do.” Dawn stepped closer and looked up at my face. “Why else would you shave my pussy?”
I caressed her on the arm and said, “I guess that's for you to figure out.”
As I walked past, I heard her slam the door behind me and shout, “Meanie!”



As the night wore on, I found myself with a subject in need of discipline. Unlike Bridgette's subservient attitude, Dawn took her own interpretation of my orders. By the time her hair had dried completely and I had ordered her to put her underwear back on, my hand was raw from the fun rounds of spankings for her slight signs of rebellion.
It started off with her taking a seat on the floor when I commanded her to sit. She proceeded to take my first spanking, which she followed up by asking for another. By the time her inability to follow anything but detailed orders started to wear on me, my palms and her ass cheeks were red.
“Dawn, you've got to think about what I want when I give you an order.”
“But you told me to do that.” I tried to be easy as I pushed her off of me. I had to wonder if I was dealing with a ditz, or if Dawn was actually trying to resist.
“When I said sit a little closer, I didn't mean sit in my lap.”
She smiled as her ass hit the cushions. “You should have been more specific.”
Another spanking seemed too painful for myself at that point. “From now on, follow any orders I give you like a normal person. Don't assume I mean 'do that, right there' or take things too literally. Got it?” I expected any order for her to play with my dick to involve dolls or sock puppets.
Dawn got down on all fours, leaning her face into my shoulder. “Are you that disappointed with me, Trent? I'm trying to do what you tell me.”
“Then prove it.”
She couldn't have looked more confused if she tried. “How?”
“Do you have a boyfriend?”
I caught a small glimmer of regret in Dawn's eyes for a brief moment. “Yeah. Clay's always been happy with me.”
It wasn't my intention to steal another guy's girl, but it did have its appeal. “Then show me a better time than you've ever shown him.”
“You mean by having sex, right?”
I nodded. The question of whether she wanted to defy me or if she was just an airhead still hovered in the air.
Dawn inched forward, letting a hand rest between my legs. She rolled over and asked, “Do you want to get right down to it, or fool around first?”
A little foreplay had its merits, but stealing Dawn from some douche named Clay had me rearing up and ready to go. I grabbed her by the hand and ordered, “Follow me.”
We rushed to the tiny bed. I couldn’t tell if she was wanting it that badly or just in a hurry, but I didn’t care one way or the other. I lost my breath as Dawn flung me by the arm into the comforter, and then gasped in amazement as she straddled my crotch.
Her fingers immediately went to work on my boxers, tearing the button open and ripping them down with enough force to give me a friction burn. I snatched the straps of her bra and sat up, pulling them off her shoulders. I flipped the three clasps behind her back and pushed Dawn’s arms, sending her into mattress on the other end of the bed.
I had her pinned, and I couldn’t help but stare at the bounty underneath me. I fought to get a verbal idea across, finally saying. “I didn't think you'd be so eager.”
Dawn tilted her head and cupped a breast. I loosened my hold on her and as a silky hand grabbed onto my staff. “Am I still messing up?”
I couldn't lie to the poor girl. Dawn was meeting every expectation then. I leaned down to mouth her neck, stopping long enough to say, “No, just keep doing what you're doing.”
Her fingers tightened around my dick, pulling it closer to the ultimate goal. I could feel Dawn move her other hand and lift her ass up to push the panties down her thighs. I slipped my own underwear down, kicking them free to land who knows where.
I caught my breath and took a second look at the newly-shaved pussy that seemed ready to go. Just the heat of it sparked a reaction in my head. As I moved in for the kill, Dawn forced me back into the bed once more.
She looked down with an ear-to-ear smile, caressed my dick and gave it a lingering stroke. I felt the soft cushion of her lips as they wrapped around the head. She eased herself back to lie on her stomach and took my entire length in one fluid motion.
I was near Elysium, savoring the feeling of Dawn’s tongue. It massaged the entire plane of my cock on her way down. She had taken more than she could manage to hold in. I felt her fight a gag reflex, following her orders to go above and beyond with gusto.
Dawn pulled her head up, curling her fingers around my shaft. “You’re longer than my boyfriend. Doing that to him was never a problem.”
My hands sifted through her hair in approval. I lowered her head ever so slightly, trying to encourage another round of that wonderful madness. “There's not a man on earth who wouldn't feel good hearing that.”
“Really?” She grinned and took my member back in another oral embrace, shifting her shoulders and neck with each new blow. I rubbed the back of her neck with a couple of fingers, trying to slow Dawn's efforts before she could finish me off too early.
Dawn pulled herself up, letting her hands run up my torso until they rested on my shoulders. “Do you want to see what else I do for Clay?” She pulled her hands down to cup her breasts and push them into me. “I promise he likes it.”
“What happens if I appreciate it more?”
She turned her body around and fell into the mattress. It was all I could do not to faint when I saw that perfect ass arch up as she bounced. Her hands snaked down her sides as she asked, “Are you fucking me, or should I go back to him?”
I stood on the floor and grabbed her thighs, pulling her pussy just beyond the edge of the mattress. The wetness of it was beyond capacity already. I spat on my palm, mixing my spit with hers in a final preparation.
Dawn latched on to the bed when I used my tip to knock on the door to Heaven. The way her back arched sent the blood surging for that extra little bit of hardness. Not wanting to keep my new conquest waiting, I leaned in, sliding myself into her supple passage.
Dawn wrapped her legs and planted her feet into my back. It urged me deeper inside as she whimpered in the utmost delight. I pressed a hand on her back for a bit of extra control.
I pulled myself out a bit, but Dawn tightened her calves. The soles of her feet pushed hard against the middle of my back, drawing me back in. Her eyes closed and she said, “I think you like me after all.” I overpowered her attempt to hold me captive inside her pussy, then pushed back in like the fist of an angry god. “Oh fuck, yes! Keep going.”
My dick threatened to go off already. The urge to just let go and come already gnawed at my head, but I wasn't ready to give in yet.. I grabbed Dawn's thigh, turning her on her side for clear access to the swelling nub between her lower lips.
Rooted deep within Dawn’s throbbing walls, I gave myself a break to work her magic button. I couldn't tell if she was trying to finish me off as soon as possible, but she was doing a damn fine job of it.
Dawn’s body quivered with each tap of her clit. She curled her torso, grabbing my waist to pull me even deeper. I gave her pearl the full effort, feeling her pussy tremble around my length.
Her voice cracked out. “I’m gonna come, fuck!”
I gave her clit a light slap as she tensed up in preparation. Dawn's entire body contracted, her screams trying to escape through clenched teeth. I kept going as her voice grew higher.
Dawn's orgasm crashed through her entire body. She writhed as I pulled myself out, her throat whimpering with each shock. I fell into the bed beside her and lightly gripped her throat.
She hadn't quite come to her senses yet when I asked, “Does your boyfriend do that for you?”
Dawn’s lips curled in a smile after a few seconds. She opened her eyes and caught her breath before kissing me. Pulling her mouth away and snuggling up, she said, “He used to, but it's been a while.”
“Maybe I could convince you to do this again. I have that effect on people.” I wrapped an arm around her back and straddled myself between her legs, tightening the vice on her throat. Her pussy was already begging for another spin. 
I pushed back in, gripping her neck a slight bit harder as I felt her vocal cords vibrate. Dawn forced me deeper with a shift of her hips. I rolled over on top of her and said, “You have to come in a minute, otherwise, you won't get to a second time.”
The order took hold as I felt a hand running down between her legs. “How hard do you want me to come?”
“Fucking hard.” My cock drove into her slit repeatedly. Dawn's screaming picked up the pace as the wetness made her pussy lose all resistance.
She tensed up again. Her pussy's wetness spilled out as I plundered what belonged to another man. She arched up and bit my ear, then between groans managed to whisper, “Will you come with me next time?” I pushed in again, trying my hardest to split her like firewood. “Please?”
I didn't bother responding, battering her with my engorged shaft. Dawn tried to say something else, never getting it out. With a hard drive deep into her territory, I forced her over the edge again, causing her to part the clouds with a blast of screams.
Dawn came hard, giving me the chance to slip away and lie down on my back. She shook as she tried to crawl on top of me. I pulled her up by the shoulder, the look on her face all smiles.
She paused as soon as I felt her hole swallow my tip. She stared down at me, smirking like a jackal as she wiggled her hips, slowly riding her way down my length. “Did I do what you asked?”
I saw her hand reaching back down, her fingers working away at the hood over her clit. I grinned and took a firm hold of the legs to each side of my own. “Can you make me come that hard?”
She answered by pushing her weight back, crashing my dick into her G-spot. Dawn seemed to notice the bead of precum leaking out of me, dancing herself even harder as I tried to maintain control. “Do you want me to come with you?” A rhetorical question if I'd ever heard one.
Dawn's fingers ground hard into herself, and I knew she was racing to catch up. I was powerless to control when I would blow my top. The end-result was inevitable, and it was only a question of how intense my new toy could make the experience.
Dawn switched her movements, grinding herself from front to back into my hips. She tossed herself around like a salt shaker, ripping out a moan that filled the house. Her valiant effort at coming again pulled even more desire out of me.
She stopped drawing the climax out of herself, grabbing my wrists and forcing them next to my head. The look on her face bordered between madness and bliss. She lifted herself up a bit, forcing even more of her pink softness against the head of my cock as it pistoned in and out.
Dawn had my full attention again. Pressing her weight down, she took as much of my cock into her as our anatomies would allow. My head crashed against her cervix, making her let loose with raspy moans.
Between outbursts, Dawn got out, “How good does it feel?”
“In-fucking-credible.”
She ground herself harder into my dick. She bent down further, pressing her cheek against mine. I locked my lips around Dawn’s. Her moaning continued through the Frenching.
I struggled to hold back the orgasm that was announcing its approach from my sack. Just hearing the scene would have been enough to drive a man wild. I relaxed every muscle, buying myself a few more seconds.
Dawn whimpered as I circled the rim of climax, both of us still connected at the tongue. I definitely wanted her to come right along with me, and she seemed to be well on the way.
I acted on impulse, breaking the kiss and wrapping my left arm around her back. I hammered away from underneath her. I could barely make it out over the crash of our bodies when she screamed, “Right there, right fucking there!” Every bump and ridge inside of her electric shock as it rushed by on my skin.
Dawn’s legs shivered as she cried out, “Yes, yes, yes!” Her voice ignited a storm in my loins as I felt the rush of semen well up inside. The full blow of her involuntary contractions took hold as her face buried itself in my neck.
Her orgasm carried me through, giving me enough drive and energy to keep pounding away at her throbbing pussy. Dawn's walls clamped down tight on my entire length. I couldn't move anymore, but it no longer mattered.
My entire body felt like it had turned to mush as I felt my first jet of semen coat the inside of her flower. Time, responsibility, and life outside of her no longer existed. The screaming and shivering goddess collapsed into my chest, shoving those plush breasts into me.
Her pussy's grip continued to tighten around my cock as her body tried to milk every last drop. I worked to force out one last spurt of come as Dawn relaxed. Her passage continued to shudder as I felt the warmth of my juices mixing with her own. I closed my eyes as I went flaccid inside of her.
Dawn crumpled down onto the mattress beside me, draping an arm over my shoulders and neck. I waited until her breathing calmed down, burying my face in her hair as I said, “That was fucking amazing.”
I mustered the energy to sit up after a few minutes, seeing exactly how much of a gusher I had unleashed. Semen dripped out from between her pussy lips, a thick run making its way down. I knew I'd be changing the sheets on the bed in short order.
Dawn reopened her eyes and looked up. “Running away already?”
I extended a hand to her. She accepted and pulled herself up with my help. “You can stay as long as you want, and I'm not going anywhere tonight without you.”
The warmth in her smile took my by surprise. “Clay doesn't stick around after sex these days.”
I honestly felt a bit sorry for her. The boyfriend I'd snatched her from was seeming more and more like a grade-A asshole. “You shouldn't have to sleep alone when you've got someone in your life.”
Dawn pushed herself into me and pecked me on the cheek. “You're sweet, Trent. Have I told you that yet?”
I hugged her tight, enjoying the feel of her naked body against mine. “Let's get cleaned up.”
She giggled and followed me back to the shower. She was finally wrapped tight around my little finger, just as I had planned it all along.



HYPNOTIZED HITCHHIKER
Steam billowed out of the engine compartment. Bethany pulled her face back in time and stepped away. The hood slammed shut. That fucking hose. Again.
She reached into the pocket of her blue jean shorts for her phone. She only saw her eyebrows lower in the black reflection of the screen when she tried powering it on. Dead.
Bethany knew she'd be hitchhiking if she wanted to make it to the nearest town. Her choice of shorts, flip flops, and a button-up blouse that showed her tits to the world seemed like an even better idea. The idea was to dress for the heat, but she knew it would be the best advertising she could get for a ride.
Ten miles to Springdale, almost a hundred to home. A weekend away from the sorority at her parents' house seemed like a good idea. At least, until that point. The view in every direction was the same: Corn fields, tree lines, and cow fields streaked with electric lines.
Either way, Bethany knew she'd have to suck it up and bum a ride. She pulled the pink backpack from the rear seat of the unreliable Kia she had grown to hate. The early-afternoon sun baked the pavement as she slammed the door shut.
Backpack over her shoulder and thumb out, Bethany cursed under her breath as cars flew past. Every car, truck, and van on the rural highway cast out an imaginary middle finger as it disappeared from view. Even with her assets, the long odds of getting a ride before the sun baked her brain dawned on Bethany.
But did she really want a ride? The horror stories of what could happen raced through her mind. If I feel the least bit nervous, I'll pass. The idea of being the missing college student on the evening news didn't seem too appealing.
With each car and truck that ignored her in the space of an hour, Bethany came to realize she'd need to do more than stick out a thumb. The hem of her shorts already showed more thigh than a bucket of drumsticks. Here I am, whoring myself out for a ride in the middle of bum-fuck nowhere.
As she undid the button below her bra, a green Land Rover started braking. Bethany felt relieved that it wasn't a jacked-up truck with a gun rack in the back window. As the SUV pulled into the shoulder, she started to feel the first sting of a sunburn developing.
The two men who got out seemed older. Respectable even. Pressed slacks, business shirts, and clean-shaven faces. Fucking thank you.
Bethany took her first steps forward. The soles of her flip-flops tried to stick to the hot tarmac of the road. By the time she was within twenty paces, Bethany called out, “Thanks for stopping. I never thought anyone would help.”
The taller of the two waved. He kept walking as he said, “I'm Glen, and this is Ted.”
Bethany stood in front of Glen and pulled her sunglasses down. “Are you guys headed toward Springdale?” At the very least, they were traveling the same direction she had been.
“It's on our way.” Bethany felt an odd pressure in her forehead as Glen leaned closer. His eyes weren't threatening, but piercing. “Get in. We'll give you a ride there.”
Glen and Ted turned to walk back. Bethany's legs seemed to move of their own accord, following both of the men to the idling vehicle.
Glen opened the back door on the passenger's side. “Have a seat.” He offered Bethany a hand. She couldn't refuse the gesture, giggling at the mock chivalry of it all. The two were, after all, her knights in shining armor for the moment.
Bethany tossed her backpack into the seat next to her. Ted took the driver's seat this time. The cool breeze of air conditioning felt like a gift from above on her sun baked skin as the SUV pulled back onto the road.
As her car disappeared into the distance behind, Bethany saw Glen turn around to look her in the eyes. His stare gave her the same buzz behind her eyes as before. Did I get a heat stroke or something?
Glen pulled the corners of his lips back toward his ears. “You look like you're burning up. Take off your shirt.” He held the stare, almost casting the directions again without saying them. It felt like the message was echoing inside Bethany's head.
Bethany didn't want to, but her body moved on its own. Each button came undone until she got to the last. Why am I going along with this? Bethany pulled her arms out of the sleeves and let the blouse lie on top of her backpack.
“Good. Now your shorts.”
No! Her conscience wasn't winning the battle. The black silk of her panties peeked from underneath the denim waist. Bethany kicked off her flip flops and lifted her rear from the seat. The blue cotton slid down her thighs, coming to rest in the floorboard.
Glen's hand came back and rested midway up Bethany's thigh. “We're taking a detour.”
Ted pulled the Rover off of the main road and down what was little more than a glorified gravel path. Bethany felt her breasts jiggle with each bump. Even through the sunglasses, she could tell Glen knew her eyes were locked on his own.
Bethany finally built up the mental force of will to look out the window. No houses, just a field surrounded by trees on all sides. The gravel gave way to dirt as the Rover jerked and hopped even more. 
Glen finally turned to his driver and took his hand off of Bethany's thigh. “Right here's good, Ted.” 
Bethany wanted to run as Glen and Ted got out and opened the doors on each side of her. Her legs felt like they were bolted to the seat. Every impulse to get away only resulted in a quivering of her body. What the fuck are they gonna do to me?
Glen lowered his head through the door. “Out. Now.”
Bethany tried to fight the actions of her body. One foot followed the other out the door as her ass slid off of the seat. The full heat of the afternoon came back in force as the coarse texture of the mowed field hit the soles of her bare feet.
“She's all yours.” Glen stepped away as his friend came around the back.
Ted grabbed her by the arm and hauled her to the front. He pressed her breasts into the hood. The fiberglass was just hot enough to match the sunburn's dull pain on her legs and face.
Bethany felt fingers fumbling with the clasps on her bra. All three popped open under the effort. The hood lit up her nipples as the cups slid away. Bethany sucked air between her teeth as her body stole the excess heat away.
The same fingers traced down her back, finally stopping at the waist of her panties. The digits slipped beneath the elastic. Why can't I run away? Bethany felt the sun's warmth on her ass as the fabric eased down.
When the panties dropped to the ground, Bethany lifted her feet to step out of them. Why the fuck am I playing along with this? I can't control a fucking thing! The buckle of Ted's belt jangled behind her.
Bethany braced herself as she heard Ted's zipper whined out. His hands pulled her ass back as his pants hit the ground. Bethany heard his underwear drop onto the dry grass.
Without so much as a warning, Ted's cock plunged inside. The walls of her pussy conformed to the shaft like a custom glove. It felt like the perfect size for her small body to handle, in exactly the wrong situation.
Glen stared from the other side of the hood. “Rub your clit while he's fucking you, and like it. You can't expect him to enjoy it if you're not having a good time.” Ted pulled back and dove back in for more.
Bethany's arm trembled as she took her pearl between her fingers. I want to run as far away as I can, but why does it feel so good? The crack of Ted's thighs against her cheeks sounded out through the empty field.
The sunglasses flew off with a particularly hard thrust. Bethany whimpered into the open air, pushing herself back to accentuate every drive toward her core. She couldn't help wondering exactly how much of a fucking she was in for.
Despite it all, Bethany started to feel the pleasure in the moment. As her clit swelled and her pussy saturated, she could feel Ted's enthusiasm. Bethany cast her free arm out and grabbed a windshield wiper to steady herself against the relentless pounding.
Bethany cried out as Ted's dick struck just the right spot. She saw Glen stroking himself as he watched from the other side of the hood. Her blonde hair fell onto the paint as she buried a cheek into the hood.
Bethany's clit swelled even more between her fingers, turning into a sensitive button capable of launching her into low orbit. She felt her wetness give Ted's shaft the texture of fine silk.
Her whimpering picked up, pulling more effort out of the man buried to the hilt inside her. Bethany couldn't stop herself from screaming, “Fucking harder!” Ted granted her wish, driving out another burst of intensity that had Bethany rushing toward the promised land.
As her moans echoed through the field, Bethany felt the rising pressure between her legs. Her fingers wavered harder and faster as the steam built up. Bethany felt like her entire body had burst into flames the exact instant her climax erupted.
The force of her orgasm carried her through a rapid set of convulsions. Ted kept going, overloading every nerve ending in Bethany's frame as her legs went rigid. Her head ripped back as she made eye contact with Glen.
Bethany held the stare. “God yes!” Her voice devolved into hoots and hollers as Ted gave it his all. The two fingers pinning and working her clit kept shifting with a will of their own.
Bethany's pussy ejected Ted's dick as her fingers gave out. Spent beyond any ability to come harder, her body trembled against the hood and fender. She finally broke her gaze away from Glen's eyes when he nodded, granting her permission to finish her own business.
Shaking out the last of the climax, Bethany gasped as her cheek rested against the hood. I actually enjoyed that. The rough strands of grass prodded the sensitive skin on the bottoms of her feet as she put both heels back on the ground. 
Glen walked around the front of the Land Rover. He held his stare directly into Bethany's eyes as she rested against the fender. “Do you want to know what else we'll be doing out here?”
He turned as he passed the closest headlight to Bethany. Glen's cock stood ready, longer and thicker than Ted's felt. Certainly larger than any she had seen before.
Bethany tried to force out an objection.  I don't want something that big inside me. Jesus. When her mouth opened, she only managed to ask, “How do I get that inside me?”
Glen grabbed her by the hair, pulling her over to the open door to the back seat. “Like this.” Bethany's legs moved to match Glen's pace. They stopped at the rear driver's side door.
Ted climbed into the backseat from the other side. Bethany saw the spark in Glen's eyes at that very moment. I can't say no, even if I want to.
Glen pushed Bethany ass first into the seat. Bethany sprawled out, letting her ass and pussy hang over the edge of the seat. The scald from the hot leather passed within seconds, but Bethany knew to prepare herself for true pain to come.
Ted took his position, forcing his dick into her mouth. Bethany's hand wrapped around the base of his shaft on instinct. All the while, she felt Glen's hands take a firm hold of her waist and jerk her down for the perfect position.
The thick shaft parted the walls of her pussy, forcing Bethany to moan into Ted's cock. Her womanhood stretched with each slow increment. The pain of losing her virginity just a few years ago flowed back into her mind.
Finally planted balls-deep, Glen ripped his way back and inside again. Bethany yelped around Ted's cock, which only drove him to tickle the back of her throat with the tip. 
Bethany felt the stretch of her pussy, filled beyond any point it had seen before. Aching with agony, the walls strained to hold it all in. Glen pulled out. Bethany felt the gaping void he had left in her.
The massive shaft pierced its way back in seconds later, getting a bit more lubrication on top from Glen spitting down on his own dick. Bethany tried to scream. All it accomplished was the back of her throat buzzing against Ted's beige helmet.
Ted's voiced interrupted the agony in Bethany's head. “Fuck her hard!”
Just please, stop.
Glen's manhood hammered away inside Bethany as if her uterus had done something wrong. Ted's hands wrapped behind Bethany's head, urging her into harder and faster repetitions of the movements of her tongue. The sting retreated into a dull ache.
Ted stared on, occasionally moving a hand to stroke Bethany's cheek when the motions of her tongue pleased him. Please don't come in my mouth. Bethany was helpless to push for her wishes. Even the thought of defiance sent a sharp pain through her forehead.
As her walls relaxed, she started to feel the innate pleasure of stretching her limits. Cock-muffled screams of shock and agony turned to moans of bliss. Glen seemed to feel the difference. Mercifully, he eased the momentum and speed of his thrusts.
Ted's dick went rigid inside her mouth as she turned more of her attention to it. The earthy taste of precum coated her tongue. Bethany pulled out her personal trick of dancing her taste buds along the sensitive ridge of skin underneath, then moving to vacuum the head with her lips in repetition.
Glen's organ continued filling her to the brim. He picked up the pace once more. Bethany squealed and took a breast in one hand, her clit with the other.
Ted's grip on Bethany's hair tightened. He thrust himself back to the point of gagging her. “Split the little whore in half!”
Glen took to the catcall. Bethany's entire body rocked with each bone-jarring thrust. This time, the incredible assault against her interior sent waves of pleasure through Bethany's entire body.
Ted's breathing picked up as Bethany moaned harder. The soft bulb of her clit burned hot between two fingers. With each flicker and pile-driving thrust, Bethany picked up momentum.
The oncoming orgasm felt like a runaway train. Every joint ached to lock tight. Her feet crossed behind Glen's back as her legs tightened.
The swelling head in her mouth jerked. Ted's load exploded into Bethany's mouth as she tipped over the edge. As she opened her eyes to roll them back in their sockets, the world went fluorescent.
Seized in a buzzing frenzy, Bethany's entire body exhausted itself in an explosion of endorphins and various other feel-good-hormones. She broke her mouth away from Ted's dick, feeling his delivery slide to the back of her mouth. Glen's organ struggled to keep moving, getting clamped between the closing walls.
Bethany almost didn't understand Ted shouting, “Swallow it!”
As his semen slid down her throat, Ted backed off and climbed out of the opposite door. Bethany's arm locked as the peak of her climax sent tremors through her entire body.
Glen pulled out, leaving a void in Bethany's pussy once again. She quivered on the edge of the seat, her legs no longer supported by the torso of a man rooted deep inside. Bethany slid down and off the seat, feeling her ass rest on the rocker panel.
“Stand up.”
Bethany complied and followed Glen to the back hatch. He opened the top and bottom hinges as Ted put the rear seat down.
Glen slid into the back of the Land Rover and lied down on his back. The overgrown manhood seemed ever more impressive, standing vertical at full attention. Bethany now wanted it between her thighs more than anything.
“Make me come inside you.” The promise of more fucking piqued her interest, but it was a line too far for her mind to handle.
Bethany complied. But I'm not on birth control, you sick bastard! She hated the smile on her face, trying desperately to replace it with any other expression.
Glen propped his head up with his hands. “I'm waiting.” The look he cast toward her was full of command, like a rattlesnake forcing the rabbit to stand still before a strike.
Bethany's knees slid her along the carpet. As her pussy got closer to the enormous staff, her body stiffened in a flash of hesitation. Am I fighting back? I can't even tell.
Glen's eyes filled with heat and superiority. “Ride my cock! Now.” His voice seethed and took hold.
In that instant, Bethany knew she had to give in. The pink lips between her thighs slid along the shaft, moving further up until the tip prodded into her entrance.
Glen's cock parted her walls again. Bethany knew as she slid down the shaft that it wouldn't be out of her until he was done. An involuntary smile crept across her face.
Despite her inner refusal, Bethany couldn't help enjoying the experience. Each separation of her silky passage coursed pleasure through her veins. Within seconds, she was gasping again, taking the initiative with a rhythmic dance of her hips. Glen's eyes closed for a moment, not hiding his enjoyment of her nubile sex barely handling his girth.
Bethany's mind tried to eke out a last-ditch fight against her body as she took in every inch. If he comes inside me, I might end up getting— A quick thrust jarred the trailing thought right out of her head.
Her hands planted on Glen's chest. The implications were just too much to ignore for more than a second. Every nerve in her body screamed as she struggled to get out, “What if I get pregnant?”
Glen smiled and asked, “So what if you do?”
“I can't right now. I'm still in college.”
The sting of Glen's hand against her ass shocked the fight out of her. One more shot of intent in his face sealed the battle. “Make me come deep in that pussy.”
Why are you doing this to me? Bethany's womanhood took on a mind of its own. It knew by instinct what was going to happen.
Bethany's pleasure took over, teaming up with Glen's orders to force her hips forward and back. Every heartbeat felt like a tremor. Bethany whimpered as she slid back, pulling up to ride his cock like a greased pole.
The rushing tide of orgasm echoed in the distance as Glen's tip hit her G-spot on the way down. Bethany dropped her body in the same spot, giving herself more of the incomprehensible feeling. By the time her voice picked up into screams, the bean just inside the roof of her pussy felt like an electrical contact, jolting her very being with each ride down.
Glen planted his hands on Bethany's hips. The firm grip pulled his cock into her deepest confines. She could feel her walls contract in pace with her pulse, doing their ultimate job of milking the gift out.
Bethany's cry filled the countryside. The full glory of a vaginal climax took the wheel, pushing her to pop her waist even faster.
Glen moaned as he tilted his head back. The oversized staff hardened even further inside Bethany. The amazing and beautiful experience of mutual orgasm took hold, pushing both to join their voices in a chorus of joined humanity.
With a final burst, Bethany put her orgasm into overdrive. Glen's seed issued forth in the first burst. The hot, sticky fluid coated her deepest parts.
Bethany collapsed with a whimper. The tight fit of his cock loosened with each load of seed. Bethany felt every possible surface inside her coat with semen. The feeling was blissful, foreign, and beyond her wildest expectations.
Bethany's control of her body came back as the afterglow of her climax set in. She slid off of Glen and felt his load threaten to spill out. The first hint of panic started to settle in.
“Sit on the bumper. I wanna see it.”
The tight grip on her actions loosened. Bethany still felt compelled to do it, but the red shame in her face overwhelmed the minor sunburn. If he's knocked me up...
Bethany put a finger inside herself. The first streamer crept out as she said, “I can feel it, all over in my pussy.” Glen's face beamed with satisfaction. Ted stood close by to observe the conquest in congratulations, ever the beta male.



Bethany didn't speak a word until Glen pulled the Land Rover into the auto shop's parking lot. She couldn't even look at him, afraid of losing control again with the first invitation of eye contact. I need a fucking morning after pill.
Stepping out of the driver's side rear, she felt Glen's hand take hold of her upper arm. Bethany tried to jerk away. The grip was too strong.
He pulled her around to face him. His eyes burned bright once again. “Get a tow truck,” Glen said, handing her a hundred dollar bill. “And forget this even happened.”
Suddenly, Bethany wondered how she had gotten from the side of the road, all the way to Springdale. Who was this strange man letting go of her arm and giving her money? Most of puzzling of all, why did her pussy feel like it had been through the wringer?
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