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MAKING THE HOT BIMBO MINE COLLECTION: BOOKS 1-3

By Daisy Diamond

Included in this first collection are the following stories from the Her Mind His Control series:

	Making the Hot Bimbo Mine 
	Making the Hot Bimbo Completely Mine 
	Making the Hot Bimbo Obedient 


Henry is a man of the house on his way to a family dinner when he runs into attractive, seductive, but not so bright Candy who is anxious to learn the ways of the world by Henry's instruction.  This is an Age Gap Younger Woman Older Man Romance.  FOR ADULTS ONLY.


Chapter 1 – Making the Hot Bimbo Mine

Henry was on his way to his sister’s house for Thanksgiving dinner. He had been looking forward to spending some time with his family, especially his niece and nephew, who always made him laugh. He was driving his old pickup truck all the way to Dallas and hoped the vehicle would make the drive.  He hadn’t had time to get the oil change or check the tires as he usually did, but he kept his truck in good condition ever since. He loved his truck, even though it was not very fast or fancy.

As he was driving, he noticed a young woman standing by the side of the road, holding a cardboard sign that read “Need a ride to Dallas”. She was wearing a tight red dress and high heels, and had long blonde hair that cascaded over her shoulders. She was extremely attractive, but also looked very out of place in the rural area. Henry slowed down and rolled down his window.

“Hey, are you okay?” he asked.

The young woman smiled and walked towards his truck. “Hi, I’m Candy,” she said in a sweet voice. “I’m trying to get to Dallas to see my boyfriend. He’s a rapper, you know. He’s very famous. Maybe you’ve heard of him. His name is MK Blade.”

Henry raised his eyebrows. He had never heard of the rapper, of course, but he was pretty sure he was not a rapper anymore, and he was definitely not famous. He wondered if the young woman was confused or lying.

“Uh, yeah, sure, I’ve heard of him,” he said. “But why are you here? Where are you from?”

“I’m from LA,” she said. “I came here to do a photo shoot for a magazine. They said I was going to be a star. But then they didn’t pay me, and they took my luggage, and they left me here. Can you believe that?”

Henry shook his head. He couldn’t believe it. He felt sorry for the amazingly hot young woman, who seemed to be very naive and gullible. He wondered if she had been scammed or exploited by some unscrupulous people. He decided to help her out.

“Look, I’m going to Dallas too,” he said. “I can give you a ride, if you want. But you have to promise me something. You have to be careful, okay? There are a lot of bad people out there who might try to take advantage of you. You have to be smart and strong.”

Candy nodded eagerly. “Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you!” she said. “You’re so nice. You’re like an angel. What’s your name?”

“Henry,” he said.

“Henry,” she repeated. “That’s a nice name. Can I call you Hank?”

“Sure, why not?” he said.

He opened the door and let her in. She climbed into the passenger seat and buckled her seat belt. She looked around the truck and smiled.

Quickly Henry averted his eyes when he noticed how high her dress was around her knees.  He wanted to spread those knees and take a peek.

“I like your truck,” she said. “It’s very cozy. It reminds me of my grandpa’s truck. He used to take me fishing when I was a little girl. He was very nice too. He died last year. I miss him a lot.”

Henry felt a pang of sadness despite the fact his cock was rock hard. He wondered what had happened to her family, and why she was alone in the world. The boyfriend story didn’t seem stable either.  He started the engine and drove away.

They chatted along the way, and Henry learned more about Candy. She was 20 years old, and had dropped out of college to pursue a career in modeling and acting. She had moved to LA from a small town in Nebraska, where she had lived with her grandparents. Her parents had died in a car accident when she was a baby. She had no siblings or relatives, except for a distant cousin who lived in New York. She had never been very smart, and had no skills or hobbies, except for singing and dancing. She loved pop music, reality TV shows, and celebrity gossip. She was very friendly and cheerful, but also very naive and gullible. Candy believed everything she saw and heard, and had no sense of irony or sarcasm. She was easily impressed and flattered, and had no idea of the value of money or time. She had a lot of dreams, but no plans or goals.

Henry found her both amusing and annoying. He was amused by her innocence and ignorance, but also annoyed by her lack of common sense and logic. He tried to teach her some basic facts and skills, such as how to read a map, how to use a phone, and how to tell time. He also tried to warn her about the dangers and pitfalls of the world, such as scams, drugs, and violence. He hoped to make her more aware and prepared, but he soon realized that it was a hopeless task. She was too stubborn and optimistic, and refused to listen or learn. She was happy in her own bubble, and nothing could burst it.

Henry also felt a strong attraction to her. He couldn’t deny that she was very beautiful, and had a certain charm and charisma. She was always smiling and laughing, and had a positive outlook on life. She was also very affectionate and grateful, and constantly hugged and kissed him as they drove to Dallas. She called him “Hank”, “Honey”, and “Sweetie”, and told him that he was the best thing that ever happened to her. She made him feel young and alive, and he liked it.  He really liked it.

He knew it was wrong, of course. He was a lot older than her, but somehow he felt an amazing bond with her, one where he wanted to protect her.  After losing his wife to cancer, he too was alone. He was a project engineer, and she was a high school dropout. He was a realist, and she was a dreamer. They had nothing in common, and probably no future together. But as he drove the miles on the highway, he wondered about this moment in time.  Should he miss this opportunity?  He knew he should keep his distance, and treat her like a daughter or a sister. But he couldn’t help himself. He wanted her, and he wanted to protect her.

***

They arrived in Dallas around noon, and Henry drove to his sister’s house. He had called her earlier, and told her that he had picked up a hitchhiker, and asked if she could join them for dinner. His sister was surprised, but agreed. He knew she was curious to meet the young woman, and see what she was like.  He could hear the interest in his sister’s voice.

Henry parked his truck in front of the house, and got out. He opened the door for Candy, and helped her out. Like a gentleman, he took her hand, and led her to the door. He rang the bell, and waited.

The door opened, and his sister appeared. She was a tall and slender woman, with short brown hair and glasses. She was wearing a blue dress and an apron. She smiled and hugged Henry.

“Look at you stranger.  I’m so glad you’re here,” she said.

“Hi, sis, me too,” he said.

He turned to Candy and introduced her.

“Sis, this is Candy. Candy, this is my sister, Alice.”

Alice looked at Candy, and her smile faded. She saw a young woman, who was wearing a tight red dress and high heels, and had long blonde hair and blue eyes. She saw a young woman, who was extremely attractive, but also looked very out of place and inappropriate. She saw a young woman, who was holding Henry’s hand, and looking at him with adoration. She saw a young woman, who was not very smart or saintly.

Alice felt a surge of anger and disbelief. She couldn’t believe that Henry had brought this floozy to her house, and to her family. She couldn’t believe that Henry had fallen for this woman, and was acting like a fool. She couldn’t believe that Henry had betrayed the memory of his dead wife. She couldn’t believe that Henry had done this to her, and to them.

She opened her mouth, and said the first thing that came to her mind.

“Who the hell are you?”

“Sis, that’s no way to talk on Thanksgiving.  Candy is a sweet gal.  I’m just driving her over to her boyfriend’s place after lunch.  Be nice.”

Candy nudged him and said, “I apologize for my appearance.  I was at a photo shoot.  This isn’t how I normally dress.”

Getting ahold of herself, Alice calmed down.  “I’m so sorry.  You’re right.  It’s a holiday.  I’ll shut my mouth.  Candy, please come on in.  Let me introduce you to everyone.

In the back of Henry’s mind, he thought about introducing Candy to his cock, but he corrected his sassy attitude.

As Henry walked with Candy through the long hallway, he felt her arm around his elbow.  She hugged him warmly. Alice quickly introduced Henry and Candy to her husband, Tom, and their three kids, who were playing video games in the living room. She then led him to the dining room, where the table was set with plates, glasses, and silverware. “We’re waiting for two more guests to arrive, and then we can start eating.  If you guys want to walk around the patio or anything, you can.  It’s through those doors.”

As Henry and Candy stepped out on the patio, Candy exclaimed with delight.  “Oh this is heavenly.  Isn’t it Hank?  I just love it.”

“Yes, it is nice,” Henry replied.

***

The patio was a serene oasis in the midst of the city. The white wicker furniture contrasted with the vibrant greenery that surrounded it. The chairs and sofa are cushioned with soft pillows that invited relaxation. A small side table was set with a colorful vase of flowers and a pitcher of lemonade. The plants were arranged in pots of various shapes and sizes, creating a sense of harmony and diversity. Some of the plants had fragrant blooms that filled the air with a pleasant aroma. “I can’t get over how wonderful this lavender smells.  Here Hank, smell it.”  Candy pushed the small pot filled with lavender at Henry.  “Isn’t it lovely?”

“Not as lovely as you are,” he replied before he realized what he was saying.

The patio was shaded by a large umbrella that protected many of the plants from the afternoon sun and created a cozy and very private atmosphere.

“Candy,” he said.  “I can’t control myself.  I know we aren’t the same age, but I want you like I’ve never wanted anyone before.”

She smiled back at him.

“Do you feel the same way,” Henry asked.

Candy didn’t speak, but without any hesitation, she let Henry know how she felt about him.  Smoothing her long blonde hair over her shoulders, she pulled up her dress and knelt down before him in the large comfy wicker chair.

Henry admired her school girl smile and how her big tits bounced and bulged out of the top of her dress.  He pulled on the zipper at the back of her neck to make her more comfortable. Henry knew he wanted to fuck her right there on his sister’s patio.  He knew how bad it sounded, but he wanted Candy like no other.

Frozen, Henry watched as she knelt before him, spreading his legs wide and unzipping his fly.  She pulled out his cock and started sucking on it like it was a precious dessert she had been waiting for her whole life.  It was incredible.  If only all women could be like this, Henry mused, but his wife hadn’t been good at giving head.  And my god, Candy’s sucking powers were amazing.  She pushed up against the chair with her tits as she took his cock fully into her mouth.  Henry raised his hips up to allow his jeans to move down his legs more, so she had more access.  Then she stroked his cock with her hand, tickling and licking the head of his cock the entire time.  And even without a word.  That’s what sealed Henry on the idea of making her his forever.  She knew how to take charge and take care of her man.  He wanted to be her man.

Candy returned to her task and didn’t utter a word.  She just sucked his cock.

“Be sure to fondle my balls too,” Henry encouraged her, hoping he hadn’t said that too loudly.  “I like that too.”

With no hesitation at all, she did as he requested, and with such delicacy.  In no time, Henry knew he would be getting off.  Hard too!  It would be a Thanksgiving he wouldn’t forget anytime soon.

“Oh my god yes,” Henry uttered as he came in her mouth.

Quickly Candy returned to sucking his cock again.

“Wait, hold on.”

“What?” she asked, looking up at his with her big beautiful eyes.

“What if we’re caught?  My sister’s family is right inside.”

She suddenly realized where she was, as the familiar surroundings came into focus. She was in between a man’s legs who she didn’t really know and she wanted to please him.  She felt a surge of embarrassment, wondering how she had ended up there. He noticed her expression change, and he smiled warmly. He found her innocence and confusion adorable. He laughed softly, amused by her lack of awareness.

“You’re right,” Candy said.  “I got caught up.  I’m sorry.”

“You’re so amazing, Candy.  I want you completely, but not here.  Not with my relatives only a few feet away.”

“But Hank, I want you to fuck me, really I do.  Please.”  Now sitting in his lap, she reached for his cock and gently held it in her hands.

Pressed up against him, he felt her heart beating, her breath on his check.  He wanted to plunge his cock inside her and fuck her on the patio while others looked on.  He didn’t care what they thought.

“I’ll be careful,” Candy whispered.  She slowly began moving her hand up and down on his cock, kissing and licking the top of the head as he held her in his arms.

“Ohhhh, yes,” he replied.  “Oh yes.”

Henry embraced her tightly, feeling the warmth and comfort of their bodies as Candy played rather well with his cock. They looked into each other's eyes, seeing the love and devotion that was budding between them. He felt their hearts beat in sync, as if they were one. The firmer Candy stroked his cock, the more Henry wanted this to go on forever.

She smiled into his eyes as she felt his cock growing harder and harder for him.  Oh how she wanted to please her man.  It was then that she realized she really wanted him to be her first, to pop her cherry and make her his.  She had waited so long for the perfect man to surrender to, to be obedient to, to love and cherish as she fucked him.  It didn’t matter that she was 20 and he was older than her.  He was an experienced man who could show her the ways of the world.  Candy visualized how it would feel to be riding his cock as she jacked Henry off.  Her long hair flowing over her shoulders as he pumped his rod into her.  Her breasts bouncing in time with his thrusts until she came all over him.  Her pussy was wet just thinking about it.  “Ohh, you’re so grand, Hank,” she purred.  “So hard for me.”

He smiled at her as she whispered sweet words of affection, making each other smile. They kissed softly, savoring the moment. They felt happy and complete, knowing they had found their soulmate.

As he came, she pushed against his cock so he splashed his load all over her chest.  Her full breasts heaved in her shirt and he watched as drops of his come rolled down the cleavage of her ample bosom.

He sighed heavily, quickly pulling her into his arms.  “My god, you’re magnificent.  Where did you learn that?”

“I don’t know.  I just like giving head and you have a wonderful cock, Hank.  I want you to fuck me!  Here!  Now!  I’m so wet for you, Hank1”

“Candy,” Henry replied as he lifted her out of his arms and secured his cock in his pants.  “Let’s behave ourselves.”

“But do you want me, Hank?”  Suddenly she had a sad and angry expression on her face, as if she had been wronged by the world. Her adorable lower lip was sticking out, forming a cute pout. Henry wanted to pick her up in his arms again and ease her down on his cock.  Her eyes were watery, ready to spill tears at any moment. Candy crossed over her chest, showing her defiance and frustration. “Hank, tell me.  Do you want me?”

“Very much so.  Not here though.  I want you all to myself so I can explore every bit of your body.”  He gathered her up in his arms, holding her close to his chest. He could feel her heart beating fast, showing her excitement and nervousness. She was so tiny and delicate, maybe 5 foot 4.  He towered over her.  It’s what he liked about her, her small frame and big tits that bounced a lot when she was excited.  He wanted to make her feel safe and loved, as he titty fucked her until he splashed her face with his come.  Henry longed for a more private place to entertain Candy, but he knew he had to return to being a respectable adult and have Thanksgiving dinner with his sister’s family until he could leave their home and invite Candy into his.

“Now let’s get back to the dinner,” he said as he sat her down.  “You’ll get your chance soon to have me, if you really want me.”

“Yes,” she whispered.  “I want you so bad.”  Lacing her hands over his chest, Candy quickly moved her fingers down to the bulge in Henry’s pants.  “I can see you want me too, Hank.  Don’t you?”

He groaned a reply of passion for her.

When they returned to the dining room for dinner, everyone could tell they were distracted.  Henry wondered if anyone could smell the sex he had spilled onto Candy’s chest.  He sighed with crazy desire for this sexy tease he had picked up.  She would drive him insane if he let her.

Henry and Candy ate the food, and enjoyed the conversation. They ignored the others, and only paid attention to each other. They felt a mutual attraction, and a growing desire for one another they couldn’t really explain. They thought they had found someone special, and that they had a chance at happiness.

They finished the dinner, and thanked Alice for the invitation. They said goodbye to the others, and left together, walking out of his sister’s house on cloud nine.  Henry felt like he had just been born with the gratification that had splashed all over Candy’s breasts.  He wanted to get to know her better.  All of her.

They walked hand in hand to his truck, parked under the starry night sky. He opened the door for her and pulled her close to his chest. Their lips met in a brief but passionate kiss, expressing their feelings without words.

“Listen, Candy, I have a proposition for you. How about you come with me to my place, and we have late Thanksgiving dinner together? We can take these leftovers, grab some wine, maybe a pie, and we can watch the football game on my TV. It’s better than spending the holiday on the road, don’t you think?” he said.

Candy looked surprised and flattered. She smiled and touched his arm.

“That’s very sweet of you, Hank. But are you sure? I don’t want to impose on you. And what about your family, or your friends? Don’t you have anyone to spend Thanksgiving with?” she asked.  “Besides I promised my boyfriend I’d be home soon.”

Henry shook his head.

“No, I don’t. I’m alone in this world, Candy, just like you. I have no one special in my life, and my friends and family are all busy with their own plans. I don’t mind, really. I like being alone. But I also like your company. And I think we have a lot in common. So, what do you say? Will you join me for Thanksgiving?” he said.  “Your boyfriend won’t appreciate you like I will.  That I can promise you.”

Candy hesitated. She didn’t know Henry, and she didn’t want to get involved in any trouble.  Her boyfriend was neglectful but he was jealous of her too.  But Henry was amazing.  His cock was certainly bigger than her boyfriend’s and Candy appreciated a fine cock.  She also felt so safe with Henry, and she was intrigued by his offer. He seemed like a nice and lonely man, who needed some company. And he was handsome, in a rugged and mature way with that cock that was devastatingly amazing so she jumped at this opportunity.

“Sure, I’ll join you for a late Thanksgiving dinner and maybe some dessert.”  She smiled back at him with a naughty wink in her gorgeous eyes. “Thank you, Henry. You’re very kind,” she said.

Henry smiled and squeezed her hand as they climbed into his truck. He felt a spark of excitement and anticipation. He drove to his house, humming along to the radio. He thought he had found a perfect companion for the holiday, and maybe for the foreseeable future.  And Candy thought the same thing too as she cuddled next to him on the middle seat of his truck, grabbing his bulge in his pants to remind him of what she had in mind for him once they got to his house.  “Hank,” she asked.  “Will you be gentle with me?”

“What do you mean?  When we, I mean when we make love?”

“Yes,” Candy replied.  “I’m a virgin.  I want you.  But I want to be careful.  Will you be gentle with me, Hank?”

Henry couldn’t believe his luck.  He bit his lip, trying not to jump out of his skin.  A virgin, he thought.  Oh the stars were shining down on his this evening as the sun started to set.  “Yes, my Candy dear, I will be ever so gentle with you.  You’ll have an amazing time with me.  Trust me.”

Candy giggled with an exquisite smile of excitement and wonderment as Henry turned his attention back to the road.


Chapter 2 – Making the Hot Bimbo Mine Completely

Candy’s eyes roamed over the interior of Henry’s truck. It was all leather and had every gadget available. It wasn't the typical vehicle you'd see in Texas. “Your truck is beautiful. It's much nicer than my jeep.”

"It is a GMC Sierra. I spare no expense when it comes to my rides.” Henry shrugged offhandedly.

He hummed as he drove along and tapped his fingers against the steering wheel. Candy used the time to study his profile in the darkness, the lines of his face harsh in the light from the dashboard. He would occasionally glance over at her and smile tightly, almost appearing to be nervous. She felt compelled to reach for his hand across the console, lacing her fingers with his. He released a deep sigh of relief and their contact filled the car with a quiet energy. They drove along in a comfortable silence and she lost herself in the quietness of his presence.

Feeling the car slowing, she glanced out the windshield to see Henry making the turn into her driveway.  He drove slowly over the gravel and came to a stop next to her jeep.  He smoothly exited the car, closing the door behind him.  She was reaching for the door handle when she realized that Henry already had the car door open with his large hand extended to her.  Candy could only stare at him blankly for a moment, wondering how he managed to move around the car so fast.

Placing her hand in his, he gently escorted her from the car.  She led him up the steps to her home and pulled her hand away to unlock and open the door.  She walked in and turned to look at him as he stood in the open doorway.  He gave me a smile that sent her pulse racing and caused a wave of desire to course through her.  She motioned for him to come inside while attempting to get her raging hormones under control.

“Come in.  Can I get you something to drink?  Water, tea?”  Or me, she added silently.  Switching on a lamp, Candy watched as Henry made himself at home on her couch and stretched his long legs out in front of him.

“Nothing.  Thank you.”  He smiled slowly and his lips parted to display his dazzling display of straight, white teeth.  He stretched his long arms across the back of the couch, his blue eyes sparkling devilishly.  She couldn't help but pause to admire him, thinking to herself that he looked like he belonged there.

Shaking her head, she dropped her purse on the table by the door along with her keys.  Candy stood silently for a moment with her arms crossed under her chest, nervous and unsure what to do next.  How can I be doing this, she thought. She slowly let her guard down to see if she could get any reaction from him now that they were completely alone.  She closed her eyes and cringed as she waited for the onslaught of both to rush into her mind.  All Candy was greeted with was blackness, a gentle hum, and the quietness of the house.

What is he doing? She wondered.

When she opened her eyes, she noticed that Henry was silently observing her.  His handsome face darkened with intensity and she felt a gentle pressure push against her mind, as if he was trying to communicate with her.  Frowning slightly, he looked at her with uncertainty and the pressure disappeared.  She was as perplexing to him as he was to her.  “Henry, you know this is my first time and I’m nervous.  Will you be gentle with me?”

He nodded and then looked at her with a question on his face.  “How can you have a boyfriend and still be a virgin?”

“Because we’ve only been dating a few months, and I’m saving myself for someone special.”

“The boyfriend isn’t that ‘someone’?” Henry chuckled under his breath.

“No,” Candy whispered.  “Not like you.”

Oh so inviting, he thought. “How old are you, my sweet?”

“I’m twenty.  So what.  If you don’t want me, that’s okay.  I get it.”

He slowly rose to his feet and crossed the room to stand in front of her, his hands lightly running down the length of her arms.  She shivered involuntarily from the pleasure of his touch against her skin.  “I want you to be mine, Candy.  Do you want me?”

The touch of his hands and sound of his voice was causing her senses to spin and she was frustrated that she couldn't read him.  It left her feeling vulnerable, unsettled, and extremely turned on.

She blinked a few times, remembering that he'd asked her a question that required an answer.

“Yes, I desperately want you, but I’m feeling just a little...” She began hesitantly as she turned her head to look up into the blue ocean of his eyes.  She searched for the right words but his piercing stare was making it impossible for her to think clearly.

“Overwhelmed?” he answered for me, his breathing unsteady.  “I can see it in your eyes, my sweet.  I promise to be gentle if you will be mine completely. Will you?”

Candy nodded a Yes.  Then added, “You make me feel so alive, Henry.  I wanna please you so much.”

Henry ran the back of his fingers over her cheek and down the length of her neck, his eyes smoldering as they followed the path of his hand.  “You are not what I expected.  You are more.”

“More?” she repeated slowly.  Her hand moved on its own accord to trace the lines of his lips with her fingertips.  She wanted, no, she needed to touch him to see if this was just another dream.  She had to reassure herself that he was real.  His lips were soft she thought as she watched his mouth curve into a smile under her gentle touch.

All he needed to do was kiss me and her flimsy self-control would snap in relief from the pressure.

***

Without another word, his head lowered and his lips collided with her.  His hands pulled her tightly against him, molding them together.  His fingers sensuously moved up her back, finally stopping to lightly fist in her flowing long hair.  Her body melted in his arms and her hands became busy working their way underneath the back of his shirt, relishing in the cool hardness of his body. His tongue begged for entrance into her mouth.  Candy obeyed, parting her lips to him and letting their tongues meet.

His hands drifted down to impatiently tug on the tie to her dress.  Candy moaned into his mouth as it fell open.  His long fingers lingered against her skin as he pushed it over her shoulders.  His lips left hers for a moment, long enough for his hooded eyes to wander slowly and deliberately over her nearly naked body.

“Beautiful,” he murmured thickly, reclaiming her lips in a brief kiss.  “Where is your bedroom?”

“Down the hallway,” she breathed in response.

He swept her up into his arms and her legs instinctively wrapped around his narrow waist.  His hands cupped her ass as he quickly carried her into the bedroom, softly placing her in the middle of the bed.  Henry stood motionless above her as his eyes possessively raked over her body.  He was almost feline in nature, his posture predatory. “So I’m your first?” he asked.

“Yes,” she breathed.  “Take off your clothes. Please.” Her whisper was impatient, needy.  She couldn’t wait to see him naked since he was close to perfection fully clothed.

***

He leered at her for a moment and raised an eyebrow in response to her request.  He knew he had her exactly where he wanted her: nearly naked on the bed and writhing in need for him.

And he was totally in control.

“As you wish.”  His voice was deep as he pulled his shirt over his head swiftly and let it drop carelessly on the floor.  His hands unbuttoned his jeans and his fingers moved slowly as they lowered the zipper.  He pushed them over his hips and let the denim fall around his feet.  He stood gloriously naked in front of her and her eyes shamelessly moved over his broad chest and down the planes of his finely muscled stomach to finally linger on the impressive length of his long cock.  If Candy had any doubt of his arousal before, she certainly didn't now.  He was hard and his cock was almost begging for her to touch him.

“Do you like what you see, Candy?  Am I too old for you?”

She didn't answer him.  Instead, she crawled across the bed and raised up on her knees to rest her trembling hands against his chest.  Her palms were flat as they slid down his lean torso and wrapped around his hardened shaft.  Leaning down to kiss his chest, she rushed her tongue from his nipple to his collarbone and savored the spicy taste of his skin.  She slowly ran her nose against his neck and stopped to run her tongue over the shell of his ear.  His hands grasped her face and dragged her tender lips back to his, capturing her mouth in a kiss that was all consuming.  Her hands increased their speed in response to him, gently stroking the entire length of his cock from base to tip.

When he wrenched his mouth away, she didn't resist as his hands roughly pushed her back down again. He slowly inched his way onto the bed, his mouth and hands trailing up her tight stomach to caress the curve of her full breast.  He pressed against her at the same time his wet mouth circled one of her nipples.  He sucked hard and lifted his hips away when she tried to grind against him.  His teeth nibbled across her shoulder and against her throat until his lips met hers, his mouth demanding and greedy.

Henry’s fingers drifted over the front of Candy’s panties, her hips bucking against his hand as they moved across the hot wetness that had soaked through the fabric.  Her head arched back against the bed as his mouth lowered to nip at her exposed neck.

“So impatient.”  He continued to brush his mouth over her throat and neck, alternating between kissing and licking her skin.  One of her hands moved between them to stroke the length of his cock again.  She moaned loudly when she felt the satiny hardness jerk in response to her touch.

A low growl escaped his chest as his large hand grasped her face.  His thumb gently stroked across her cheekbone before he kissed her with more force than he had before.  He pulled her tongue deeper into his mouth as his other hand inched down her stomach to roughly grip her hip.  His fingers wrapped around the side of her white panties and he impatiently ripped the fabric away with a quick snap of his wrist, his hands stroking the outside of her wet pussy.  Her breathing was coming in ragged pants, growing louder each time his fingers grazed against her swollen clit.

He lifted his lips from hers to kiss his way back down to her sensitive breasts, rolling his tongue around each nipple until they hardened into tight peaks.

“You have no idea how desirable you are.  I can’t believe you’re still a virgin,” Henry whispered.  His mouth resumed its path down her body at a remarkably slow pace.  His lips drifted down her stomach and continued their descent until he made his way down to her hips.  His hands grasped the inside of her thighs, pressing them open as wide as possible.  His tongue darted out to lick across his lower lip when he saw her wet pussy completely open and ready for him.  He expertly maneuvered his broad shoulders between her legs.

“Fucking beautiful,” he whispered, placing an open-mouthed kiss against her clit.  His lips moved to kiss the inside of each thigh all the way to the crease on the side of her folds, tracing his tongue along the same path.  He took one long lick from her entrance to return to her clit, swirling his tongue hungrily around it.

“Candy,” he murmured against me softly.  “Be mine.”

Her eyes flickered to focus on him and his blue eyes were watching her, hooded and dark.  She arched against him, moaning from the combination of his eyes watching her and the feeling of his talented mouth against her.  Candy’s hands frantically grasped at the covers and her head thrashed against the pillow.  “Oh my god, yes,” she cried out.

He had unlocked a part inside of her that was ravenous and starving to simply feel.

As he pleasured her,  he let her writhe under his ministrations.  Her hips bucked against his face, pulling him in closer as his tongue dove into her without any mercy.  He used both of his thumbs to hold her open and to press against her clit.  He replaced his tongue with two of his long fingers, slowly sliding them inside of her pussy.

“I do not know if I can stop,” he moaned against her, his fingers rhythmically curling up against her slick walls.  Instinctively she clenched around them, encouraging him to continue.

“Don't stop,” she replied brokenly.  “Ever.  Please.  Fuck me, Henry.  Fuck me.  Please!”

He hesitated for a moment and she couldn't help but notice a brief glimmer of emotion flicker across his face.  His movements were sensual as he pressed his body against her, slipping one of his hands between them to guide his hard cock into her at an almost agonizingly slow pace, giving her time to adjust to his size.

When he was fully sheathed inside of her, he stopped for a moment.  He pulled back and plunged back in, his thrusts shallow.

“Oh yes,” she moaned.  “Oh yes, fuck me, Henry.” She clutched desperately at his arms, feeling the desire to unleash her passion and to please her man completely.  Her hips bucked uncontrollably against him, willing him to move faster and deeper.

He watched in amazement as she slowly lost control before his eyes.  Her innocent brown eyes dilated until they were almost black and he moved at almost inhuman speed to shackle her wrists in his hands.  He withdrew his cock completely, only to slam back inside of her as he growled with desperation.  He repeated the motion until Candy unashamedly begged him for more.  “Oh yes, oh yes,” she screamed over and over.  “Fuck me like that!”

She moved her legs back and slightly tilted her hips, pulling him in deeper to meet each of his hard thrusts.  She groaned as he slowed his pace down, fully burying himself completely inside of her hot pussy.

“Oh my sweet virgin,” he mumbled against her neck as he maintained his slow, powerful strokes inside of her.  Candy could feel herself slowly coming apart at the seams, one thread at a time as he pleasured her.

“Henry,” she purred.  “I need to come,” she begged.  The voice coming out of her mouth didn't sound like her own.  It sounded raw, brazen, demanding, completely willing.

He released her wrists and her hands instinctively reached up to grab his hair, dragging his face down to reclaim his lips with her own, her tongue pushing forcefully inside of his mouth.  The speed and intensity of his thrusts increased, his cool skin sliding against the slickness of her flushed body.  She cried out against his mouth and begged for release.  Her back rose off the bed as Candy began to slowly clench around his cock, waves of ecstasy flowing through her.

“Come for me,” he murmured against her lips.  His hand moved between us to circle her clit as she tumbled over the edge, her inner walls contracting around him as she shuddered underneath him.

His cock twitched and he released deep inside of her, a guttural cry escaping his lips as he pumped his come into her. “My sweet Candy!”  His head fell back against his shoulders as his orgasm overtook him.

He raised his head slowly and lowered his trembling mouth to her, his lips gentle.  “Your first time?  How was it?”

She rolled to her side and rested her head lightly against his shoulder.  Her body curved around his, their breathing ragged.  Slowly he regained his senses and turned slightly to stare into her eyes, his fingers absently stroking her silky hair.  She smiled up at him lazily, her innocent face relaxed and euphoric.  She giggled and replied, “If I knew older guys were this hot, I’d let go of my virginity years ago.”

“Good,” Henry said.  “Because I plan to fuck you a lot more from now on since we popped your cherry.  How does that sound?”

She felt her pussy quiver in delight, a pulse of wanting desire for his cock claiming her again.  “I’m completely yours, Henry.  Fuck me however you want.  I want you so much!”

***

Later that evening…

As he grew tired, Henry retreated to the bedroom window and gazed out on the lawn.

“What’s wrong,” Candy asked.

“You and I have much to discuss.  I’m a lot older than you and you may want me now but that will probably change.”  His face heavy with concern, he looked out the window, refusing to look at her.

“I want you, Henry.  I don't care how old you are.  I just want you,” she said aloud before she could stop the words from falling from her mouth.  “You, Henry.  Only you.  Don’t shut me out now.”

His eyes quickly darted to hers in surprise and he turned to her.  Wanting to prove her point, she boldly untied her robe and let it pool around her feet.  She took small, tentative steps towards him, her gaze never faltering.  She stood inches from him, moving her hands over his long arms and across his chest.   He closed his eyes, dropping his head against his back and he groaned loudly in approval.

Grasping his biceps, she pushed him backwards until his legs touched the bed.  She gave him a gentle shove and he fell back against the mattress, his broad torso spread across the middle of the bed.  Before Candy lost her nerve, she straddled his hips and her hands traced down the muscles of his chest, brushing through the fine blond hair around his nipples.  She leaned down to let her lips lightly caress the curve of his jaw and let her breasts press against him.

“I desire you more than anything, Henry.  You must believe me,” she murmured, her voice melodic.

His hands drifted across her lower back to encircle her in his arms, pulling her tightly against him until their faces were so close that she could feel his cool breath wash across her face.

“I want to believe you, Candy.  But I know how fickle women are.  I’ve been around.  Anyone that I've let get close to me has left me or lied to me.  And all of this is almost too much to believe. Why would you want me?”

“Then I will have to prove otherwise.  I will make it my mission to show you how much I want to be completely yours.” Sliding down the length of his body, she took his cock in her mouth and moaned.  “So big,” she mumbled as she began to tickle the head of his shaft with her tongue.

“Candy,” he groaned.  “That’s it.”  He assured her, gently stroking her back.

Instantly Candy relaxed against him, giving herself over to the delicious feeling of his smooth skin against hers.  She spread her legs so he could find her pussy.  As he pushed his hand against her thigh, he felt her wetness and eased his fingers into her, pulsing his fingers back and forth as she bobbed up and down on his cock, opening up wide to his will.  He sighed with determination.  He’d make sure she was completely his for as long as he wanted.


Chapter 3 – Making the Hot Bimbo Obedient

Candy felt the cool fingers trailing up her legs, and it stirred her from her sleep. She opened her eyes to see Henry, naked and stretched out beside her on the bed, his eyes and hands focused on her exposed legs. His touch was gentle, yet demanding, as if he wanted something from her.

Candy lay still, knowing that if she moved, or made a sound, it could break the spell. She felt her heart quicken as she looked into Henry’s eyes and saw the desire there. He was telling her with his body language what he wanted, and Candy knew what he wanted.  Her.

But for now, she wanted to savor the moment, to feel the anticipation and the pleasure of knowing that something so beautiful, so fleeting, was happening in that moment. She felt her whole being light up with the knowledge that she had the power to decide, and that whatever decision she made, would be the right one.

“Someone is awake.” Henry's voice jerked her from her thoughts.  He lifted his head and smiled slyly at her.  Candy sleepily smiled back, stretching like a cat.

“Hey. You're back already,” she murmured, her head still thick with sleep.  Running her fingers over the skin on his arm, she lightly scratched him with her fingernails and watched as his eyes flickered from the sensation.

“I could not stay away for long.  You have made me an addict and I can only think of you,” he replied, lowering his head to brush his lips against the skin on her legs. “You have on too many clothes.”

Her body jolted, going from groggy to wide-awake in a matter of seconds.  Desire slowly spread over her body and wetness began to cream between her legs.  “Hank, I want you.”  He noticed her arousal and he blurred into action, grabbing her and crushing up against her.  “You’re amazing, Candy.”

He yanked the sheet away from the rest of her body, eying her tank top and boy cut shorts with displeasure.  He pulled the shorts off of her with one swift tug and his hands moved up her body to slowly roll the tank top over her breasts and head, tossing it across the room.  He reclined on his side next to her, his muscles flexing as his fingers drifted around the circle of her breast, sliding down her stomach to the swell of her hips.  His head leaned down to pull her nipple into his mouth, rolling his tongue around it until it pebbled tautly.  A delightful shiver of wanting ran through her as his mouth moved to the other, repeating the sensual dance.

“What should I do with you? There are so many choices.” Henry looked her over seductively and a tiny moan escaped from her lips.  He spread her legs open wide, his fingers rubbing against her clit and spreading the wetness over her folds.  “I want you, Candy.  Completely.  Do you understand?”

“Oh yes,” she murmured.

“I want you to be obedient to me, and only me.  Can you do that?”

Quickly, she nodded.

“I want you like this.” Two long fingers disappeared inside of her wet pussy, slowly slipping in and out, his darkened eyes fixed on her face as he watched her writhe from his touch.  Candy let out a sharp gasp as he slowly continued his ministrations, his movements deliberate and determined.

“Oh god.  Don’t stop,” she whimpered, clutching his muscular arms with her hands.  “I’ll be what you want me to be.  Yes, oh yes!”  She heard his ragged sigh of satisfaction from her response.  He lowered his mouth to her neck and his lips moved down her throat, his tongue cool and wet against her heated skin.

“You want me?” Henry asked, his voice low.  Her hips frantically rocked against his hand, his fingers stroking and curling inside of her while his thumb rubbed tight circles around her clit.  Her pussy clenched around them and she boldly cried out in pleasure, begging for his cock.  “I want you completely, Hank!  Oh yes, like no other!”

Even though he was the one that had mentioned addiction, Candy’s need for him was like a drug running through her veins.  She didn't care about anything right now except wanting more of him.

“You never begged for my cock, but I want to hear you now beg,” Henry murmured, his voice deep and raspy.  He moved between her thighs and her leg wrapped around him, guiding him in.  With one quick thrust he buried himself inside of her, his hips thrusting slowly as he lowered his body against hers, her aching nipples pressing against the hardness of his chest.

He sucked her lower lip into his mouth, nipped it with his teeth, then closed his mouth hard over hers.  Her other leg moved to wrap around his hips and a growl rumbled in his chest, rumbling as his cock slipped deeper inside of her, their bodies moving together in a frantic rhythm.

He raised his mouth from her and gazed into her eyes.  “Candy.”  His soft lips descended down her neck, his tongue swirling over the pulsing hollow at the base of her throat.

A broken sob escaped her lips as he continued to plunge into her, filling her with full, heavy strokes.  He lowered his mouth to her breast, his tongue circling her nipple and his teeth scraping lightly against her skin.

“Fuck me harder please...bite me, oh yes,” she wailed hoarsely.  The speed of his thrusts slowed for a moment as he raised his hooded eyes search her.  “Do it!”

His eyes locked with her as his lips closed over her right nipple.  She cried out when his teeth sank into her breast, the sting painfully exquisite and delicious.  She came in a pool of orgasmic delight into a million pieces around him as he tickled her nipple, continuing to delicately play with her breasts nipping at her flesh until her climax triggered his own.  He shuddered as he emptied his load inside of her, his hips thrusting erratically as he rode out his orgasm, heaving his come in her and praying it would be enough to secure his claim on her.  She clung to him desperately until he stilled against her.

He fell to her side and pulled her with him so they were facing each other.  His lips hovered over hers, his breath cool against her face.  “I want you to have my baby.  I want you completely, obediently forever, Candy.”

She smiled back at him with joy in her heart.  She kissed his lips, his chin, and down his neck lazily.  He hugged her tightly, nudging her head against his chest, holding her in his strong arms.

They were lying in a tangled heap of arms and legs on the bed.  Her hands were absently stroking patterns on his muscular back, smiling as she felt the muscles ripple underneath the movement of her fingers.  Closing her eyes, she snuggled against him and marveled at how he felt against her skin, cool and like velvet-covered steel.  Was she fertile enough to have his baby, she wondered.

His voice was quiet and distant when he finally spoke. “I broke my promise.  I said we would not do this again until we talked, but I can’t stop thinking about you.  And I’ve decided I need you.”

“I’ve always wanted to be a mom.  I think I’d be good at it.  Will you provide for us, Hank?  Will you be there for me, and the baby?” She asked, running her nose against the soft skin of his neck.

Henry smiled against her temple, leaving a light kiss in its place.  She closed her eyes and tightened her arms around him, mentally willing him to stay hers forever.  She wanted a child, and if he wanted to pump his come in her for the next few months, she wanted that too.  Maybe he’d even fuck her while she was pregnant, she mused.

“Candy, I do not want this to end,” Henry whispered against her face.  He pressed light kisses along her cheekbone and sighed with contentment.

Shocked that his words had mirrored her inner thoughts, she turned her head to look at him and felt her face soften into a smile when she saw the honesty shining in his eyes.  Her pussy spoke to her too, wanting to feel his cock deep inside of her again.  She moved a shaky hand up to stroke his face, the slight stubble scratching the tips of her fingers.

“I don't either, Hank.  So it’s time for you to tell me everything.  Even the things I don't want to know.” Candy leaned in to place a kiss on his lips.  He closed his eyes and brought his hands behind her head to bury them in her hair.  She hadn't meant for the kiss to deepen, but she was powerless against him as he hungrily explored her mouth with his tongue.  He slowly broke away from her, a satisfied smile on his lips.  He probably knew the power he had over her already.

Sneaky bastard, she giggled.

“I will tell you everything I know and answer any question you have, Candy.  But first you need to tell me why you want to be with me.  Why do you want my baby?” Henry asked, tightening his grip against her arms.  He already knew her well enough to know that her first instinct would be to run.

Candy’s eyes widened, her panicked mind a jumble of questions and emotions. How much did he know about her past?  And more importantly, how had he figured it out?  She decided to be honest for once in her life.  “I’m not a virgin.  I haven’t been for a long time, but I want your baby.  I want you to fuck me over and over, pumping your come in me until I have your child inside me.  That’s what I want.  And if that is obedience to you, then I want to be obedient… Only for you, Hank.”

***

The next evening after coming home from the bar, Candy had had too much to drink.  “Here's the thing Hank, I'm not good at this.  I've never wanted to take the time to be in a relationship with anyone and now I'm in this complicated one with a wonderful man who is absolutely gorgeous.  You tell me these things I thought weren't true and couldn't happen, and now here I am about to be a mom.  Did I mention to you how much you drive me crazy in a good sort of way?”  Her hands slipped under his shirt to rub his chest and stomach and his muscles tightened under the movement of her hands.  “So could you please come inside of me again and get me pregnant like now?  I need you.”

“You have had too much to drink,” Henry muttered, his lips set in a hard line.  “I do not want for you to regret anything.”

A small laugh escaped from her lips. “And exactly whose fault would that be?  I know exactly what I'm doing, Henry.  I said I need you.  I want your cock.  The only thing I'll regret is if you leave right now.”

Seconds passed by and Candy could see Henry's reluctance begin to waver.  She put all the emotion she could behind her thought. “Do it.  Just kiss me already.”

Henry head snapped to look at her, his blue eyes glowing as if they were on fire.  His hands were rough as he grabbed her face with both of his hands, his lips hard and searching against hers.  His tongue flicked out to meet her own and he lifted her effortlessly in his arms.  Her legs locked around his waist and he wrapped his arms around her.  He carried her into the house and kicked the front door closed behind them.  “You’re such a tease,” he growled.  “I’ll fuck that right out of you too.”

She giggled and she curled around him, enjoying the sensation of his shirt against her breasts.  “Oh, I’ve been bad, daddy.  I’m such a bad girl.”

The kiss intensified as they made the short trip to the couch.  He sat down and she tucked her legs to straddle him, feeling his large erection press against the heat between her legs.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and let her fingers snake up into his silky, golden hair.  She tugged it gently with her hands and he moaned into her mouth, pulling her closer.

Moving her lips from his, Candy pressed kisses along his jaw, stopping just below his lips.  His tongue flicked out in anticipation, grazing slowly along his lower lip.  When he flicked his tongue out again, she touched her tongue to his.  One of his hands went to her long hair, turning her head so he could deepen the kiss.  His other hand rubbed underneath her form fitting dress to caress her lower back.

She lifted her mouth away from his to grab the zipper of her dress and she pulled it down letting it fall around her waist, her hair tumbling around her shoulders in a sea of waves.  Standing slowly, she wiggled out of her dress.  Henry leaned forward and he pushed it over her feet so she could step out of it.  He ran his tongue sensuously over his lip again as his eyes roamed over her nearly naked body.  “Beautiful,” he whispered.

She raised a single eyebrow in defiance, turning on her heel and began to walk towards her bedroom.  “You can’t fuck me here, Hank.  Not like this.  On the couch?  No way!”  She had only made it halfway down the hall when his large presence pushed her small frame against the wall, his breath cool against the skin of her neck.  One of his hands wound in her hair to slightly pull her head back, exposing her neck to the caress of his lips.

“Going somewhere, Candy?” Henry whispered possessively, his lilting voice crashing over her like a tidal wave.  Her hands fumbled with the buttons on his jeans and his cock sprang free after she struggled to release the final one. She wrapped her hands around him, stroking him gently.  He let out a low growl and she released him long enough to push the jeans down around his feet.  He absently kicked them away as she quickly sank to her knees to take his cock into her mouth.  She ran her tongue down his entire cock, feeling it twitch when she placed her wet mouth over the head, twirling her tongue around him.  “I love your cock, Hank.  It’s so amazing.”

His hands moved to her hair and she looked up through her eyelashes to see his eyes fixated on her mouth.  She greedily pulled him deeper into her mouth and throat, hollowing her cheeks around him.  “Suck it, my sweet.  Suck it all up for your daddy,” he groaned as he pushed his hips against her.  She continued to lick and suck him, the moans and groans he uttered only spurred her need to go faster and to make him moan louder.  She wanted him to splash his load all over her face.  She let her fingers slowly drift to brush against his balls as she continued to steadily suck him.  A shudder that shook his whole body reverberated in her mouth, making her moan from the sensation as he fucked her face.

“Your mouth, Candy.  It is too much.  I cannot do this right now,” Henry snarled as he pulled out of her mouth and picked her up to carry her into the bedroom.  He roughly dropped her on the bed, his eyes filled with need as he gazed at her.  He grabbed the neck of his t-shirt, ripped it down the middle with one hand, and let the pieces drop to the floor.

She brazenly let her eyes sweep over the length of his lean body, feeling a delicious shiver of want run throughout her pussy as he stood naked before her.  He was a blur as he slid between her legs effectively pinning her against the bed.  His long fingers smoothed over the sides of her panties, using both fingers to snap apart the sides.  A sly smile was on his lips as he lowered his head between her breasts, biting the bra apart with his teeth.  His large hands brushed the lacy material away and he softly palmed her breasts for a moment, his fingers slowly pinching her hardened nipples.  “For such a small girl, your breasts are such a lovely size.”

“Too big?” she asked with hesitation.

“Just perfect.”

He sat back on his knees and made no attempt to hide the fact that he was watching her with eyes that were almost black with need.  Delicious excitement consumed her under the weight of his stare, his hooded eyes focusing on the slick heat of her wet sex.  The smoldering hotness she was feeling between her legs was magnified by the calculating expression on his chiseled face.

“Do you want me to fuck you or eat your pussy, Candy?”  Henry asked; his voice uneven and deep. “Tell me what you want.”

She let out a deep moan, my head dropping back against the bed. “Henry, fuck me please.  Pump a baby in me!  I want it all.”

Henry ran his fingers over the wetness of her pussy, watching as her hips bucked wildly with desperation.  His mouth lowered to devour her swollen clit, her hands violently clutching the sheets in response to the sensation of his mouth on her.  He slid a long finger inside of her, joined by a second, teasing as they stroked and curled within her moistened depths.  Her back arched and she tightened around him, his fingers slipping in the slick wetness.

His tongue strayed to lave over her inner thigh and he nipped her with a tender bite with his mouth.  She cried out in pleasure from the combination from his bite and his fingers rubbing inside of me, coaxing me to climax.  She shuddered around his fingers, his tongue flickering over his fingers as he continued to explore her pussy.

Then he settled in between her thighs and plunged his cock inside of her without any warning.  Her hips rose to meet his first thrust as his body molded to hers, their hips moving in a frenzied tempo.

“Henry!” she cried out as her fingernails clawed against the muscles of his arms.  She felt the skin loosen under her fingertips, causing his blood to run slowly down his arms.  As if in a daze, her head moved to lick the blood that had escaped from the slowly healing scratches, groaning at the bittersweet taste of him.  He howled in desire, flipping her over so her ass was exposed to him.  He slammed back inside of her, the only sounds in the room was his animalistic grunting, her loud moans, and their skin smacking together as he forcefully pounded into her.

“Oh god...harder!” she screamed breathlessly, tears running from her eyes from the pleasure of being owned by him.  He pulled her hips back against him faster and spread her legs wider so his cock slid deeper inside of her fully.  Hery breasts pressed against the bed and she felt her inner walls begin to tighten around him, clenching his cock tightly as she came.  Candy cried out incoherently in ecstasy when she felt his hands grip her hips tighter and he pumped his load inside her with a bellowing yell.

***

“You’re mine, baby!” His spent body slumped over hers, pulling her back against his chest.  He had burrowed his nose into the crook of her neck when he smelled the salt from her tears.

“You are crying? Why?  Did I hurt you?  Henry asked, alarmed.  He rolled them over and his eyes darted over her body, looking for injuries.  Unable to form a coherent answer, Candy simply shook her head, which caused an arrogant grin to break over his face.  He stroked one of his large hands lovingly over the outside of her thigh. “Then they are happy tears. I can live with that.  I want the mother of my child to be happy when I fuck her, not sad.”

“I am completely.” she muttered softly.  He rolled onto his back and rubbed his hand over his face in exasperation.  She turned to face him, draping herself across his chest. “I love...I....”

As much as she wanted to tell him I loved him, she couldn't say the words.  She felt a tear escape from the corner of her eye as she buried her face against the coolness of his chest, unable to look at him.  She couldn’t say it.  She loved him and was too scared to say the words.

His hand lifted her chin to search her red-rimmed eyes.  His smile was gentle as he lowered his lips to capture hers in a soft, loving kiss.

“You do not have to say it now, Candy,” Henry murmured softly against my lips. “You will say the words when you are ready.  Always know that I will love you like this and you are mine.”

He wrapped her in the strong embrace of his arms and rocked her gently as she sobbed against his chest.

“Hank, will you fuck me again please?  I wanna feel your cock inside of me.”

“Of course, my sweet girl.  Come here.  Let Daddy make it better.”
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