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    Obeying His Ring 

    



   





 

      

    “This is not what you want.” 

      

    The woman behind the counter sniffed and pressed away my outstretched hand. The picture I'd been holding on to, a snapshot of my wife and I just after I'd proposed to her, slid between my fingers and came to rest on the jade counter top. It resembled my hopes: blowing in the wind and out of my control. 

      

    “You don't understand,” I said, trying to keep an edge of panic out of my voice. “I do need this – at least, the closest thing you've got to that ring. I don't care if its a real diamond or not, shit I don't give a damn if its made of plastic...” 

      

    “That is not what you want,” the woman repeated, as if she was speaking to a child. “It's not why you came here.” 

      

    I sighed. For most people, a seedy pawnshop on the edge of Chinatown was the last place they'd think to buy an engagement ring. And I hadn't – I'd shelled out the big bucks, bought a beautiful diamond engagement ring that had turned Felicia's eyes as big as saucers just before she said 'yes.' 

      

    But most people hadn't knocked that very same ring into the sink this morning, watching with despair as it tumbled down the drain – a more painful metaphor for my marriage than I would have liked to admit. Dammit, why did she have to keep the goddamn thing in a soap dish over the bathroom sink every night, anyway? She was just asking for trouble. 

      

    Of course, I had taken all the blame. And I'd been given an ultimatum – find the ring before I get home from work, hubby, or you won't be happy when I do. Three hours of trying and failing to take apart our plumbing later, I decided to try Plan B. 

      

    Hence, the pawnshop. 

      

    The woman shook her head, arching an eyebrow like she knew some secret I didn't. Hell, she probably knew all sorts of things I couldn't even imagine, with a body like that. I knew it was a stereotype that Asian women looked the same at forty-five that they did at twenty-five, but I honestly couldn't have told you how old the proprietress of this establishment was – only that she was hot as hell. That tight little robe showing off her cleavage must've done wonders for repeat business. 

      

    “I'm sure whatever joke you're trying to make is really funny,” I said, “but I'm having a really bad day. So if you could take another look at that photo...” 

      

    “You think your problem is this,” she said, tapping my wife's ring on the glossy photo. “But, really, its this.” 

      

    Her finger came down square on my wife's forehead. 

      

    I wasn't about to get into an argument with this woman. Sure, things hadn't been great between Felicia and me – sexually or socially – but what the hell did she know about it? 

      

    “Look, I need a replacement for this ring before five o'clock, or I'm a dead man. Do you have one or not?” 

      

    Slowly, her eyes traveled from the photograph to my face. Her brow arched again, and for a moment I couldn't tell if she was about to kiss me or slap me. 

      

    “Yes, yes,” she said, turning a hand palm-up. “Of course I have one just like it.” 

      

    “You do?” My heart jumped at the news. “Let me see it.” 

      

    “One moment.” She gave a mocking bow – one I couldn't help but noticed exposed even more of her ample bosom – and retreated into a back room. When she emerged, she was holding a small blue jewelry box. 

      

    “Have a look.” 

      

    The box opened and my heart jumped into my throat. Sitting there, cushioned by velvet, was the ring. The exact ring I had proposed to Felicia with. Jesus, if it was a forgery than it was the greatest fake the world had ever seen. 

      

    But as I stared into the jewel adorning the ring, a tingly feeling of dread crept up my spine. I had the feeling – strange but utterly unshakeable – that this was the ring I had proposed to Felicia with, that somehow it had floated through the system of pipes that connected the entire city until it washed up right here in this dingy pawnshop. 

      

    I shook my head, the feeling retreated somewhat but didn't go away. I swallowed hard, getting ready for bad news. “How much?” 

      

    She laughed, a low, melodious sound. “Not more than you can afford. Just tell me this – what is her name?” She tapped the picture of my wife one more time. 

      

    “Felicia,” I said, my mouth suddenly dry. “That's Felicia, my wife.” 

      

    “Mmh hmm. And tell me – what does she lack?” 

      

    “Lack?” The question took me aback. “Other than this ring, I can't think of anything...” 

      

    She laughed again. “Come now, sir. You are so unhappy, its obvious. Tell me what it is you lack that makes you this way, then we'll talk about your ring.” 

      

    Her eyes met mine and fixed them, until I was helpless to break away from her gaze. My eyes trailed down her neck, to the oh-so-temping valley of her cleavage… 

      

    No. Not that. 

      

    My eyes moved back up, to her lips. Suddenly my cock was stiffer than a board – I was harder than I could remember being in weeks. Those lips...I hadn't noticed anything special about them before, but they were so soft, and pillowy, and just slightly glossy in the dim light...all I could think about was how good it would feel to take this woman and slide my cock deep between those lips, filling her mouth and throat with my hard, throbbing cock… 

      

    Her lips twisted in a grin, as if confirming some long-held suspicion. It was like a spell being broken – my cock faded in my pants.  

      

    “So that's what it is,” she said. “Interesting.” 

      

    “What was...never mind.” My head swam. I wanted nothing more than to get this done and get out of there. “How much?” 

      

    She named a figure far lower than what I had expected – shockingly low, to tell the truth. I paid, took the ring, and headed for the door. 

      

    “Be sure to tell your friends,” she called behind me. I couldn't stop picturing her mouth entire walk back to the car. 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    So there I was, the big hero. 

      

    “Wow, you really did it,” Felicia said when I pulled the ring out of my jacket over dinner. “I'm shocked.” 

      

    “Hey, I have my ways,” I said. “Try it on – make sure it still fits.” 

      

    “You made sure to clean it off, right?” She set down her wine glass and looked the ring over carefully. “I don't want any pipe gunk on my nails...” 

      

    She looked it over and sniffed gently, then slid the ring onto her finger. For a moment, I panicked – her face scrunched up and she had to twist it to get it on, but finally it slid down her slender digit. 

      

    “Seems a little tighter than usual...” she said, her voice trailing off. 

      

    I sat there, eating my baked potato for a long moment. Her gaze grew vacant, as if she was looking at some far-off object only she could see. Her face grew flushed, sweat beaded on her forehead. 

      

    “Babe?” I put down my fork, swallowing the last of the potato. “Are you okay, Felicia?” 

      

    “Oh...” 

      

    Her eyes fluttered; only white showed behind the lids for a moment. I knew what sort of moan that was, though I hadn't heard it escape her lips in quite a while. She shifted under the table, rocking slightly. 

      

    My voice got a little louder. “Sweetheart?” 

      

    Felicia's eyes snapped open – they were back to being clear and blue. She looked around the room for an instant in confusion, then her vision sharpened. 

      

    “I'm fine, dear,” she said. “Just a little woozy.” 

      

    She lifted her glass of wine, gave it a slightly disgusted look, and set it back down. “I'm going to pour myself some water. Anything I can get you?” 

      

    “No, I'm good,” I said. That had been strange. It happened the instant she put on that ring. Had it…? No. Obviously just a coincidence. My wife was a little under the weather, perfectly normal this time of year. 

      

    I stared at her ass all the way to the sink. Felicia might have a tongue like a snake and been colder than Alaskan well water lately, but my wife was still a gorgeous bitch.  

      

    As she poured, she glanced over and caught me staring. I froze, expecting to get yelled at. Instead, to my shock, she laughed. 

      

    “Like what you see?” She asked, giving her ass a little wiggle. 

      

    “Definitely,” I said, my throat feeling suddenly dry. “Could you grab me a beer, babe?” 

      

    “Sure thing.” She turned back around and opened the fridge. 

      

    My eyes widened. Felicia hated it when I drank. I had said that as a joke, but she was bringing me a beer without complaint. 

      

    “It might be a little old; we haven't bought any in forever,” she said, putting the bottle down in front of me. “We should really get some more. You want some of my wine? We have plenty, and I seem to have lost my taste for it tonight.” 

      

    “No, I'm fine,” I said, sipping it. It was a little flat, but coming from my wife's hands, it was the best thing I'd tasted in months. “Thanks.” 

      

    “Sure. Wanna watch a movie?” 

      

    I saw no reason why not; I shrugged. “Sure.” 

      

    On the couch, things got even stranger. Our couch had three seats, and usually Felicia was as far away from me as she could possibly be when we sat together on it – she says she hates the way I breathe when she's trying to focus. Instead, she cuddled close to me, practically wrapped in my arms as the movie started. 

      

    “This is so nice, isn't it?” Felicia asked, snuggling into my shoulder.  

      

    “Yeah, it is,” 

      

    “It feels like its been forever since we did something like this. We should make time for it more often; I really like just hanging out with you.” 

      

    Yesterday, I would've told you words like these would never have come out of Felicia's mouth. The feel of her against me, the soft words and the gentle way she let me caress her around her waist...all of a sudden, I felt myself growing hard. 

      

    Oh no, I thought frantically. The last time something like this had happened, Felicia had mocked me mercilessly. Try to think of something else… 

      

    “Well now,” Felicia said, rolling over to face me. Her head rested gently on my chest. “Looks like I'm not the only one having a nice time.” 

      

    “I'm sorry,” I said automatically. “I...” 

      

    “Oh, whatever. We're both adults.” She bit her lip, and I could just swear her hips pressed against mine just a little bit. “Actually...I have kind of a weird request to make.” 

      

    Oh. Suddenly everything clicked into place. Felicia was being nice to me because she wanted something. Her behavior, the way she was letting things go...all of it made sense. 

      

    I suppressed a sigh and tried to smile. “Yeah?” 

      

    “Yeah, um...” Holy shit, I thought, she was blushing. “Okay, this is totally weird, and like a complete one-time thing, but...would you let me blow you?” 

      

    Blow me. That phrase carried all sorts of connotations for me, most of them bad. Blowjobs were my favorite sex act, and for most of our relationship Felicia had dispensed them semi-regularly, if not with anything approaching enthusiasm...until the night I'd tried to give her a little feedback. She blew up and swore I would never get head from her again – a promise she had, unfortunately, kept. 

      

    She knew all these thoughts were racing through my head. “Don't think I'm going back on my promise,” she said quickly, a little bit of the old acid in her tone. “You're still...” her hips met mine again, harder this time, “still in the doghouse. But I just keep thinking – you did a really nice thing getting this ring back for me today. I can't stop thinking about it. And maybe you deserve a little reward for that, hmm?” 

      

    “So what do you say?” she asked, her eyes meeting mine. “Would it be okay if we forget about that stupid fight just this once?” 

      

    Was it okay? Hell, it was better than okay! Any thought about how weird all this was fled out of my head as a rush of blood brought my cock to full-mast.  

      

    “Yeah, absolutely,” I said.  

      

    Grinning, she slid down my body, pulling my shirt up and leaving soft little kisses down the length of my flank. When she got to my belt, she undid it and pulled my jeans down until my hard, dripping cock stood erect. She stared at it like an unexpected present. 

      

    “You like back and relax,” she said, stroking me gently. “Watch the movie. Let me take care of you, since you took care of this.” 

      

    Her ring gleamed in the dim light, bobbing up and down as she stroked me – then it was gone and her mouth was there instead. 

      

    I let out a low moan and relaxed into the cushions, watching as she worked herself into a slow, pleasing rhythm. Watch the movie? Hell, this was better than any movie – and after a few seconds, it was obvious my wife didn't mind one bit that I was watching. If anything, it seemed to be turning her on – I'd mentioned that Felicia's head game was always a bit forced, but tonight it was like we were teenagers again, full of the excitement of pleasing each other for the first time. She was practically lapping at my cock, giving the fat purple head gentle licks before taking it deep down her throat, letting me fill her to the base. Woah, she's never done that before, I thought. 

      

    “Come in my mouth,” she whispered, popping off my shaft to stroke me with her slender fingers. “I want it.” 

      

    She placed me back in her throat and started back up with gusto, taking me deep. In no time at all I felt my body stiffen, my toes curl and my balls explode with jet after jet of hot, dripping seed. Usually this would have been the moment Felicia pulled off me, gagging and coughing, but instead I heard a soft cry of surprise escape her lips. When I looked down, she was sucking the come out of my shaft like a lollipop, eyes rolled back in her head. I was shocked – she was loving it. Wow. 

      

    After I was cleaned up, Felicia crawled back up the couch and snuggled into my arms. “Thank you, baby,” she whispered. 

      

    “Thank you,” I said, taking her by the chin and kissing her. The faint tang of my manliness was still on her tongue – I was still having a hard time believing she had just done that. “That was fantastic.” 

      

    “Well, don't expect it to become a habit. That was a one-time thing.” She yawned explosively, cuddling her tight little ass deep against my groin. “God, I'm sleepy. Feels good to just lie here in your arms...” 

      

    After another few minutes of watching the movie, Felicia began to snore. Oh well, I thought, getting up and turning everything off. I had been hoping we might transition to actual fucking tonight, but the pleasant shock of getting a blowjob was more than enough. 

      

    I carried her into the bedroom and tucked her under the covers. She smiled slightly and rolled over, out like a light. 

      

    An hour or two later, I joined her. 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    I was having a wonderful dream. One of my favorite actresses was kneeling between my legs, gobbling down my cock like it was going out of style. She swept me all the way into her throat, teasing me to climax. 

      

    Somehow, impossibly, she was also speaking to me: “Come for me, baby. Come for me...” 

      

    My eyes opened. It was morning. The dream had stopped; the pleasure hadn't.  

      

    Something warm and wet was around my cock, and it felt like heaven. It worked my head with gentle suction, teasing and licking me. Somehow I knew this had been going on for a long time; I was right on the edge of coming and had been kept there as long as possible, but now I was going to blow. Whatever was on the other end realized this too: suddenly it was like I was being fucked by some invisible entity, the covers around the foot of the bed bobbing and groaning with pleasure… 

      

    I came hard, balls bursting with all the come I'd saved up overnight. The sound of my cries was accompanied by low, satisfied moans – and then, to my surprise, laughter. 

      

    “You finally woke up! I was wondering how long I could make that last...” 

      

    The covers rose up to meet me, and suddenly there was Felicia, wearing nothing but a pair of pajama pants, grinning like a cat with a whole bowl of cream.  

      

    She kissed my belly and worked her way up my chest until she was nuzzled beneath my chin. “Good morning, darling,” she said. 

      

    My brain took a moment to process all this. I hadn't been woken up with a blowjob since college. I had forgotten how wonderful it felt. 

      

    “Good morning,” I said, holding her close. She practically melted against me; her body was pulsing with heat. 

      

    “You know that was nearly a half-hour?” she said teasingly, running a finger down my chest. “I always said you sleep like a log, and there's the proof.” 

      

    “I guess so,” I said drowsily. “That was wonderful. I'm just...I'm shocked. You haven't been this forward in a long time.” 

      

    “Are you complaining?” she asked, smiling wide. “I wasn't planning on it, but I was in the shower and I just couldn't stop thinking about you lying next to me this morning. I could see your morning wood poking through the covers, and I kept thinking about how much fun last night was, and well...” she shrugged. “Encore!” 

      

    “Maybe we could make this like a 24-hour reward type of thing,” I said jokingly. 

      

    She froze, for an instant seeming not to stare at me so much as through me. “Yeah,” she whispered, her voice distant. “Yeah, we could do that. Anyway, you need to get up – you're going to be late unless you hustle.” 

      

    When I saw what time it was, I realized she was right. I had to go! The rest of the morning passed in such a rush I didn't have time to think about my wife's sudden oral fixation. That didn't come until later, when I'd headed out the door to work with her following close behind on the way to her job. Once I had time to think about it, I started to worry.  

      

    I couldn't forget about the odd circumstances in which I'd acquired my wife's ring. Did that woman have something to do with the change in Felicia's behavior? Or was it all a coincidence? 

      

    By the time my lunch break rolled around, I'd reached a conclusion – I didn't care. Felicia's relationship was better than it had been in a year, and frankly I didn't care if magic or chemicals or old-fashioned luck was responsible. I was going to enjoy it, dammit. 

      

    I decided to drive back home on my lunch break: I had an hour, and I wanted to pick up my good headphones so I could listen to music while I closed out tickets during the second half of my day. Everything was going fine until I pulled onto my street and saw Felicia's car sitting in the driveway. 

      

    My heart raced as I walked up the steps to our front door. Hadn't she been right behind me this morning on our way to work? Maybe she'd fallen, maybe there'd been an accident. Or perhaps she'd just come home early because she felt sick… 

      

    Opening the door dispelled any fears I had for her safety, but created a thousand questions. Because waiting just in the doorway, naked and on her knees, was Felicia. 

      

    “Welcome home, Master,” she said, her voice high-pitched and breathless. “Let me serve you.” 

      

    Before I could say a word, her hands were at my belt, unzipping my pants, pulling out my shocked but rapidly-stiffening cock.  

      

    Just before she moved to slide it between her soft, glossy lips, I put a hand on her forehead and pushed her back. 

      

    “Honey?” The sound of my own voice shocked me. “What are you doing? I thought you were supposed to be at work...” 

      

    She stared up at me, pressing gently against my hand like all she wanted was to blow me. Confusion, lust and a vague sense of horror lurked behind her eyes. 

      

    “I couldn't go to work today, baby,” she said, licking her lips. “I was almost out the door, and it was like something just came over me. I started thinking – how hot would it be if you came home and I was waiting right here for you, on my knees, ready to suck you off like your personal submissive little harem girl? As soon as I thought it, I couldn't do anything else – I just had to strip down and make myself ready for you.” 

      

    “So you called in sick to work?”  

      

    “I...” her eyes went unfocused at the sight of my cock then snapped back. “I quit.” 

      

    “You what?” I was so shocked, I withdrew my hand – and just like that she was on me. 

      

    My cry of surprise turned into a moan as she took me deep within her throat, sucking me off with an expert ability I had no idea lurked within her. 

      

    “I just had to, baby,” she gasped, pulling herself off me for an instant to stroke my shaft with both hands. “I don't want to go there any more – I want to stay here and serve you! All I can think about is being your good little slut!” 

      

    “Felicia, god damn...” I groaned, tangling my fingers in her hair. Fuck that felt good! “What happened to you?” 

      

    “I don't know,” she moaned, “and I don't care! I just want to be here waiting for you like this every day! Please say I can, baby, please?” 

      

    Fuck. My brain was struggling to think, but the feel of my wife's lips wrapped around my cock was just too good. 

      

    “And I'll do more than this,” she said, pulling out of me and stroking again. “I know how much you love blowjobs, but you can have me any way you want – my pussy, my titties, even my ass! You wanna fuck my ass, hubby?” 

      

    In response, I grabbed her by the back of the head and forced her back onto me, taking her to the hilt. Christ, I was going to blow! My balls were working on overdrive, ready to produce that thick creamy load. 

      

    “Please baby,” she moaned around my cock. “Tell me what I am.” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back any more. And really, I didn’t want to. “You’re a whore,” I growled, gripping her tighter as I filled her sweet, amazing little mouth with my cock. “You’re my whore, and I’m gonna make you swallow every drop of my come you filthy little slut...” 

      

    As the tingle that heralded climax rushed up my shaft, I gave a final thrust until my entire length lay buried in Felicia's throat. I'd never used a girl so thoroughly, so totally face-fucking before. I came like an explosion, shooting burst after burst of come like I was trying to fire it through the back of her throat. She sucked me greedily, her eyes rolling back and her body shaking with pleasure as my come triggered her own orgasm. 

      

    As my vision cleared, I heard a voice in the back of my head, clear as a bell: “tell me what you lack?”  

      

    The ring, I realized. It did this, somehow. I had to get it off her… 

      

    Felicia stared up at me, watching my cock slowly fade with a loving gaze that warmed me from balls to bones.  

    “That was wonderful, sweetheart,” my wife said, grinning. “Would you like to take me in the bedroom now? Oh, I hope you're not angry with me...” 

      

    Take it off her? Fuck that! 

      

    “Come on,” I said, taking her by the hand. “I've got an idea of what I'd like to do next...” 

      

    I gave her a swat on the ass as she headed towards the bedroom, making her squeal with delight. Yeah, there was no way in hell I was taking that ring off. I was going to everything I could to make sure it stayed on her finger the rest of our lives.



   





 

    Serving His Ring 

  

  


 

   
    “It’s nerve-wracking, isn’t it?” 

      

    I looked up from the glittering case filled with rings and into the eyes of the gorgeous salesgirl. She raised an eyebrow and flashed a brilliant, perfect smile, tapping the glass with a fingernail. 

      

    “Picking out a ring,” she said, brushing a loose strand of lustrous blonde hair out of her eyes. “Making a big purchase for someone you care a whole lot about. Popping a certain question...” She leaned forward and dropped her voice to a whisper. “You’ve been staring at that case for fifteen minutes.” 

      

    “I guess I’m obvious, huh?” I said, laughing a little bit too loud for the quiet room. Heads turned for a moment, and I felt even more out of place in such a fancy jewelry store. I was nervous as hell, praying that the ring I picked out would be jaw-droppingly, breath-catchingly beautiful enough for my girlfriend to say yes. 

      

    “Not at all,” the salesgirl assured me. Everything about her, from her expensive slip to the impeccable jewelry shining in her ears on her wrist spoke to luxury and professionalism. But the tight choker around her pale, slender neck and the ample cleavage she had on display was sure to have guys like me drooling and opening up our pocketbooks. She looked like the kind of model who should be tied up with a blindfold on in some billionaire’s penthouse suite, and if I wasn’t so nervous I’d definitely have been fantasizing about being that alpha male. 

      

    “I bet you get a lot of guys like me in here,” I said, blushing and turning my attention back to the rings. There were so many, in such detailed and varied configurations, that I had no idea how anyone could tell the difference between one or the other. “We’re all the same,” I said, not knowing whether I meant men or rings. 

      

    “Not at all,” she assured me. “Every ring is unique, just like the women who wear them. Why don’t you tell me a little about yours?” 

      

    “My ring?” I was confused. 

      

    “Your girl,” she said with an indulgent look. “What’s her name?” 

      

    “Uh, Heather.” I wasn’t sure why she wanted to know this, but she was the professional. 

      

    “Heather,” she repeated, rolling the word around on her tongue. “What a pretty name.” 

      

    Usually a stock phrase like ‘what a pretty name’ was the most insincere thing, but somehow in her mouth it sounded charming and thoughtful. “Yeah,” I said, thinking about the girl who’d be receiving this ring. “She’s pretty amazing.” 

      

    “Don’t look at the rings,” the salesgirl murmured. It was in such a strange new tone of voice that it completely caught my attention. “Look at me. At my eyes.” 

      

    I did. She really did have pretty eyes. God, she was such a babe. An image appeared in my mind as if it had been planted there: the two of them sitting on the end of my bed, the salesgirl and Heather, with her mouth nibbling down Heather’s neck and her hand snaking between her thighs… 

      

    “Good boy,” the salesgirl whispered as we made eye contact. “Can you show me a picture of Heather? Like, on your phone, so I can see what she looks like?” 

      

    I could do that. I could definitely do that. “Sure,” I said, “why not. One sec.” 

      

    I scrolled through my phone’s photos and found a good one – a picture of the two of us together at a theme park from a couple of weeks ago. We looked tired but happy, and very much a loving couple. 

      

    “Oh, she is hot,” the salesgirl groaned, licking her lips as I showed her the photo. “I bet she’s a lot of fun, huh?” 

      

    “Um...yeah?” I didn’t understand where this was going. In fact, I should have said something by now – why hadn’t I? 

      

    “Now, tell me – what does Heather do for you?” 

      

    Do for me? I frowned. This conversation was getting weird, but strangely I didn’t seem to mind. I liked the salesgirl – liked her a lot, actually. “What do you mean?” 

      

    She smiled slyly and raised her eyebrows. “You know exactly what I mean.” 

      

    I did? I did. “Oh. Uh, pretty much everything. We’ve got a pretty great, you know...sex life.” 

      

    I pitched my voice so low on the last two words that she laughed. “You don’t have to be embarrassed. And that was probably the wrong question to ask. What does Heather notdo for you?” 

      

    “Not?” I felt like I was dreaming. This conversation was way too personal to be happening in a jewelry store. “I don’t know what you mean. There’s really...” 

      

    ...the image appeared unbidden in my mind again. The salesgirl unhooking Heather’s bra, running her tongue over her swollen, sensitive nipples. Hiking up Heather’s skirt so that I could see her dripping, shaved slit, put on display the fact that she wasn’t wearing any panties and was primed and ready for my cock… 

      

    “...nothing,” I said, gasping. 

      

    “Mmm,” the salesgirl said, totally not believing me. “I think you’re lying. I think you know exactly what you wish your bride-to-be did for you.” A knowing smile crept across her face. “Is there another picture you want to show me, Tyler?” 

      

    I never told her my name, I thought. But at the same time, I was already scrolling through my phone. There was a picture – something I had been fantasizing about for months, something Heather had been adamant was a line she would never, ever cross… 

      

    “There we go,” the salesgirl said, taking the phone from my fingers as I put the photo on full screen. “Now we’re getting somewhere. Who is this little cutie with your girlfriend, Ty?” 

      

    My voice sounded like it was coming from a place other than my throat – like it just echoed around me. “Her stepsister,” I said, staring deep into the salesgirl’s eyes. 

      

    Heather’s stepsister Riley was two years younger than her – still working her way through college while Heather had recently graduated. She was a wild child, a party girl with a string of boyfriends and one-night stands she had no hesitation in talking about whenever the three of us got together. She knew I thought she was hot, and she knew I wanted a threesome with her and her sister – and there was nearly nothing ‘step’ about her appearance. Riley might have married into the family, but they looked every bit like sisters – so much so that guys were always trying to get the two of them in bed together. Which was part of why Heather had always refused to even entertain the idea, no matter how many times Riley joked about it. 

      

    “God, they are both so hot,” the salesgirl said, circling the picture with a fingertip. “Good family to be marrying into, huh?” 

      

    “Yeah,” I said with a chuckle. The world was slowly starting to feel normal again. That weird echo effect on my voice faded out, and all of a sudden I found myself able to blink and look away from the salesgirl’s piercing gaze, if only for a second. 

      

    She was back to her perfect self again, handing back the phone and smiling like the two of us were old friends. “I have exactly what you need,” she said excitedly. “Wait right here.” 

      

    I did, standing there trying to get a grip on myself as she sashayed into the backroom. Had that really just happened? It felt unreal somehow; like something I’d just thought of while the two of us were having a normal conversation. I hadn’t really confessed my desire to have a three-way with my girlfriend’s sister to a random salesgirl, had I? 

      

    No, I told myself. You’re just freaking out, Ty. That felt wrong, somehow, but it was easy to accept. My brain wanted to smooth over the weird interaction, and by the time the girl was back with a tiny jewelry box in her hand and a million-dollar smile, I had almost convinced myself it had just been all in my head. 

      

    “This is the one,” she said triumphantly, presenting the box like a courtier before their king. “Have a look.” 

      

    I opened the box, and inside was the most gorgeous ring I’d ever seen in my life. I didn’t know anything about cuts or carats, but I knew that a rock like this belonged on the finger of a princess. It took my breath away with its flawless perfection. 

      

    “Wow,” I said, totally in awe. 

      

    The salesgirl bit her lip and giggled. “Told you I could take care of things. Not so scary now, is it?” 

      

    “Until I hear the price tag,” I replied with a gulp. I wasn’t exactly a rich guy, and even I could tell a ring like that was way out of my price range. 

      

    But she seemed to have anticipated this. Her smile grew a touch wider, and she named a figure that was low – shockingly so. It fit into my budget so well I couldn’t believe she hadn’t somehow figured out how much I had to spend. 

      

    “You’re kidding,” I said, my gaze returning to the ring. She shook her head, as if to say it’s your lucky day. 

      

    “I’ll go ahead and bag it up,” she said with pride. She tapped the choker at her neck as she turned away, as if to remind me of its presence. For a brief moment that feeling of unreality returned, but I clamped it back down. 

      

    “Hey, wait,” I said, shaking my head. “Don’t you need to size it first?” 

      

    “Oh, it’ll fit – don’t worry.” She had everything packed up into a little bag, like all my hopes and dreams were inside. Like she knew what I needed – really needed – from the moment I walked in the door. “Debit or credit?” 

      

    The sun hitting me as I left the jewelers made me feel like I was exiting a long movie, or a short nap. That was weird, I told myself as I fumbled with the lock to my car. But hey, it all worked out. And Heather is going to love this thing. 

      

    I had no idea just how much Heather was going to love it – and the person who gave it to her… 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    Just as the salesgirl had predicted, the proposal went off without a hitch. Heather said yes, of course, and the look in her eyes when she saw the ring made every penny I’d spent on it a hundred times worth the cost. By the time I’d actually presented it to her, I’d completely forgotten all about the strange circumstances surrounding its purchase. I’d tucked the odd, too-forward salesgirl into the back of my mind and there she’d faded until the only thing I remembered about her was a flash of a dark choker around a pale, slender neck. 

      

    The real shock came about a week later. It was a Friday, but Heather was exhausted from working overtime shifts at her paralegal firm, so we’d ordered in Chinese and were watching a movie on the couch. I didn’t think anything odd when the door rang – even less so when Heather went to open it and I saw who it was. 

      

    “Hey, Ty.” Riley walked into the room and sat down on the far end of the couch, stretching against the plush back. “Having a good night?” 

      

    “Yeah, I guess.” I took another sip of my beer and looked her over. She was dressed like she was ready for a night out on the town: a tight bandage dress with a low-cut neckline and a hem that ended just beneath her panty line. Riley knew exactly how to bar hop in the city without ever paying for a drink, and dressing up like a slutty bimbo was a way to get tons of male attention. I was giving her plenty of it myself – I could barely turn away from the ample, luscious expanse of cleavage she’d put on display. “Just chilling,” I added with a cough. 

      

    “Riley dropped by to see if I wanted to go out with her tonight,” Heather said, sinking back into my arms. “But I’m totally not feeling it.” 

      

    “You’re no fun,” Riley said with a pout. “Do you want to come with me, Ty?” 

      

    “I don’t know,” I replied, deliberately keeping my tone cool and casual. “You might get me into some kind of trouble.” 

      

    “Trouble? Like what?” She leaned forward, tilting her shoulders until her tits were practically spilling out of her top. She had to know I was looking – she obviously wanted me to look – but Heather was right there… 

      

    Oh, shit. I felt myself starting to harden. My cock stiffened in my pants, pressing against Heather’s ass. I was in trouble now. But incredibly, my fiance didn’t seem to mind – instead, she writhed in my lap a little bit, grinding her firm rear against my hardness as it started to throb. 

      

    “Oh my,” Heather said, biting her lip. “I’m starting to think you want to get in trouble, Tyler.” 

      

    “What?” Panic shot up my spine, but the moment just wasn’t coming. Neither my fiancee or her sister seemed the slightest bit upset. I tried to scoot backwards, but it just left me dry-humping my fiancee’s ass as her sister thrust her tits in my face. “What trouble…?” 

      

    Heather rolled over, her face inches away from mine. She was in my arms now, lithe and gorgeous, and the way she smiled up at me made my heart flutter. 

      

    “You’re staring at my sister’s tits like you want to latch on to them,” Heather whispered, running a finger down my chest. “It makes me so wet the way you look at her...” 

      

    Woah. I had never heard words like these come out of her mouth before. Was this really happening? 

      

    “Babe?” My panic was starting to crumble – fading out like the memory of that salesgirl. Tell me what she doesn’t do for you… 

      

    “I’m not mad,” Heather said with a giggle. “Riley’s got nice tits.” She gripped my shoulders and lifted herself until her lips were against my ear. “I like them too,” she whispered. 

      

    Jesus. I couldn’t be hearing this. I looked past my fiancee to see Riley leaning over her end of the couch, grinning at the two of us like this was some kind of awesome practical joke. 

      

    “He is so cute when he’s flustered,” Riley cooed, crawling onto the couch. Now I had two gorgeous ladies in my arms, ladies who looked enough like each other that the term ‘step’ sister was little more than an illusion. 

      

    “I know,” Heather giggled. “You shouldn’t be, Ty. Isn’t this what you’ve always wanted?” 

      

    An image flashed in my head – a glittering smile alongside a ring, a finger placed against a tight choker… 

      

    “God knows how many times you’ve tried to make this happen,” Riley chimed in. “You’re like a horny teenage boy.” 

      

    “What...” I felt my mouth go dry. It had to be a coincidence,had to be. A ring didn’t have any special powers, not matter how much it cost… 

      

    “Yes?” 

      

    “What changed?” I asked. “You’ve always said Riley was off limits.” 

      

    My beautiful fiancee laughed, tossing back her neck and holding up a hand. “Honestly? It’s this ring.” 

      

    My heart skipped a beat. 

      

    “I was so nervous to try anything like this with you,” she continued, glancing at Riley for support. “I’ve always been...well, sort of jealous when it comes to you, if you don’t mind me admitting it. But once you put this ring on my finger...” 

      

    “You locked her down,” Riley said with a smirk. 

      

    “It’s not that,” Heather replied, rolling her eyes. “That makes it sound so patriarchal – like I’m property. It’s just...it’s like it’s real now. You want to spend your entire life with me. There’s stability, and commitment. So all of a sudden, I’m not so nervous about playing around with other girls.” She flashed a slightly-anxious smile, as if looking to me for approval. 

      

    “Not even her sister,” Riley added with a grin. 

      

    Part of me still couldn’t believe any of this was real. But another part of me – the part that was throbbing inside of my slacks and begging for release – was going to seize on this and enjoy it to the hilt, no matter what had caused it. 

      

    “Well,” I said, bringing back that cool tone, “I can’t fault your choice of partner.” My gaze returned to Riley, and this time I made no secret of the way I leered over her body. “You weren’t really planning on clubbing tonight, were you?” 

      

    “If this fell through,” she said with a laugh. “But I didn’t think it would.” She closed her mouth and blushed – the flush to her cheeks made her the cutest thing I’d ever seen. 

      

    “I’m not wearing any panties,” she admitted, flashing me a naughty look. “Want to see?” 

      

    My gaze automatically went to Heather for approval. She saw it and laughed, the sound filling me with relief. 

      

    “Go ahead,” my fiancee said. “I’m totally cool with this. I want us both to have fun – and I want you to enjoy this. This is your fantasy, after all.” 

      

    I felt high. My hands trembled ever so slightly as I took the hem of Riley’s dress and slit it up her smooth thighs. Up and up, over her hips, until… 

      

    I gasped. Riley’s sex was tanned and trimmed, perfectly smooth and dripping with wetness. She must have put some kind of sticker on herself when she tanned, because just over her clit was a pale patch shaped like a Playboy bunny – right where most girls would have a thin strip of pubic hair. 

      

    Riley bit her lip. “What do you think? Like what you see?” 

      

    At the sight of her, at the making real of my fantasy, I lost control. I had to have her – had to possess her, to taste her, to control her. 

      

    I grabbed Riley by the hips and gently shoved her down on the couch. Her tits bobbed as she laid lengthwise, one foot going to the floor and the other spreading wide over the back. In a flash I was between her thighs, my mouth searching out her most secret places. She sprayed herself with perfume down here, I realized, the intoxicating scent mingling with her natural, primal smell into something that made me want to bury my face in her. So I did. 

      

    Riley let out a gasp as my tongue found her clit, my face pressed deep into her folds. She grabbed hold of my hair and arched her back, pressing her hips against me hard. 

      

    “Fuck!” She ground against me as I ate her cunt, savoring every moment of it. “No wonder you’re marrying him, sis – god damn he eats pussy like a champ...” 

      

    I slid my tongue down her slit, teasing her sensitive flesh, sliding a finger inside of her to test her walls as I lapped at her sweetness. Riley lost the power of speech – all she could do was grunt and moan as she rode my face. I was in heaven, then suddenly I felt something tugging at my belt. It was Heather, getting in on the action. 

      

    I felt my pants being lowered, my boxers moved to the side as I worked between Riley’s thighs. Then something hot and wet caressed the tip of my cock, and moved down and down and down… 

      

    Oh, fuck! My fiancee had never deepthroated me before; not like this. Heather’s warm, wet mouth enveloped me, sucking me off while I ate out her sister. I didn’t lift my head from Riley’s cunt, but I lost my rhythm as Heather bobbed between my legs, taking me deep down her throat. 

      

    Finally, I could take no more. “Baby,” I gasped, pulling my face from Riley’s warmth. “If you don’t stop that, I’m gonna come!” 

      

    “You’re gonna come?” Riley looked incredulous at being denied her pleasure. “God, I was so close!” 

      

    “Not yet,” I said with a grin. “I want to be inside of you.” 

      

    “Yes!” That was Heather, who’d pulled herself off my cock with a wet pop and was now at my side, looking over her sister’s cunt. “I want to watch you fuck her, Tyler. I want to see the look in your eyes as you shoot that thick, hot load deep my sister’s cunt...” 

      

    With a quick glance at the couch, I came up with a plan. “Here,” I said, pointing. “Go over there, babe.” 

      

    Heather moved to the other side of the couch, spreading her thighs over her own sister’s face. Riley reached up and grabbed her hips, placing her sopping wet slit over her own mouth and lapping at it. The effect was that my fiancee and I were both facing each other at either end of Riley’s body, able to watch the other get off as we used her cunt and face. 

      

    “Oh my Godddddd,” Heather groaned, working her hips like her sister’s tongue was a thick, meaty cock. “I can’t believe I never sat on your face before, Riley. You’re such a good little slut...” 

      

    The sight of my fiancee writhing on top of her sister was everything I’d ever wanted. Well, I thought, spreading Riley’s thighs, almost everything. 

      

    Riley eagerly spread for me, thrusting her pussy in the air for my pleasure. I could see every little muscle in her folds twitched as she pleasured her sister, her walls primed and ready to be stretched. 

      

    Grinning, I sank into her with a single stroke. She reacted like she’d been struck by lightning – her back arched, a scream of pleasure tore its way from her throat. Her breathing went hard and ragged as I filled her, wrapped her walls around my shaft as I thrust further, all the way to the walls of her cervix. 

      

    “You like that?” Heather was teasing her now, grinding harder as my shaft worked against her clit. “He’s bigger than any of that frat douches, that’s for sure!” 

      

    Riley sounded like she was completely gone. She moved solely on instinct, an animal focused on nothing but pleasure as we took her. Her cunt was warm as an oven and as tight as a glove around my cock, younger and firmer than her sister. I loved the way she stretched around me as I took her hips and hammered hard, again and again and again. 

      

    Riley groaned with pleasure on every thrust, burying her head in her sister’s box like she was trying to escape the waves of ecstasy tearing through her. But there was no escape – just more. I pinned her down, leaning over her breasts and yanking them out of her tight top. My mouth found her diamond-hard nipples and sucked, drawing an even higher cry from her throat. I licked and sucked, pulling the sensitive flesh away as I drove deep inside of her, pumping her cunt with primal fury. 

      

    I could feel the orgasm building inside of me. My cock swelled, throbbing with the need for release as I pointed the head directly at Riley’s womb. But then, something unexpected happened. 

      

    Heather pulled away, lifting one leg and moving off of Riley’s face. My fiancee’s sister was a sloppy mess, covered in juices, her cheeks beet red with lust and exertion. Despite all that, she looked like she’d never had this much fun in her entire life. 

      

    “What are you doing?” She asked, turning her attention from me to Heather. I didn’t stop fucking her, but I did try to hold myself back – I wanted to see whatever it was she was about to do, first. 

      

    Heather tugged at her finger. “Here,” she said, her voice feverish with lust. “Put this on!” 

      

    It was her ring. The ring I’d given her, the ring that maybe had caused all this. I couldn’t believe it. 

      

    Riley looked confused as well. “What are you doing?” she asked. 

      

    “I want you to wear it when he comes in you,” she said, pushing the jewel into Riley’s hand. “Then I want you to run that finger inside of you and get it just coated in your juices and his. Then I want you to make me lick it off.” 

      

    Heather looked like she was about to come just describing it. She was practically buzzing with lust, intensely eager to see her sister wear the ring. 

      

    It’s going to do it to Riley too, I realized, pumping away.Whatever it did to Heather. 

      

    The rational part of my mind knew it was true, but the rational part of my mind didn’t hold much sway seeing as I was balls deep inside my fiancee’s sister. And if there really was something to this ring...yeah, I wanted that in Riley, too. I wanted this to be a regular thing. 

      

    “Put it on,” I commanded – and both girls’ gazes snapped right to me, as if hypnotized. Oh, I LIKE that, I thought. 

      

    “Yes,” Riley whispered, sliding the ring onto her finger. Instantly she closed her eyes and puffed out her cheeks, shaking with pleasure. Her eyes opened again, but now they were glazed, her conscious self retreating as the ring did its work… 

      

    “Come for him,” Heather whispered, her hand parting her folds and stroking her clit. “Make everything hot and tight and ready for my man’s come, sis. Do it now…!” 

      

    Riley tossed back her head and screamed as pleasure infiltrated her body, rising through her like a wave. Her ass lifted off the couch as she ground against my cock, every muscle of her inner walls drawing so snug around my shaft I could just barely slide deep into her. She reached behind her and grabbed her sister’s hands, her nails digging into her skin as she came – then came again, harder and louder. 

      

    I couldn’t hold back any more. The sight was too fucking erotic. I fixed the image of my two- 

    (slaves) 

    -sisters holding hands, preparing each other for their master’s seed, and thrust as hard as I could. Sparks flew up the length of my cock as I ground against her inner walls, then my cock twitched and spasmed as I reached the cliff and tumbled over. 

      

    “That’s right baby I love you so much come for me my Man come for me my Master...” 

      

    Pleasure washed over me and I felt myself let go. My cock throbbed again and again, each spasm sending a bolt of pleasure through me and a thick rope of come directly into Riley’s womb. I shot again and again, groaning with relief as I poured my seed into her tight, freshly-fucked cunt. I drained my balls inside her, marking her walls with my essence, all while she and her sister whimpered and sobbed and begged for more. 

      

    Finally I came down from my peak and pulled out, exhausted. I leaned back against the armrest of the couch, watching through heavy-lidded eyes as Heather sank to her knees and slipped my cock into her mouth. She sucked me greedily, lapping the mixture of our juices and milking the last few drops of come from my balls. 

      

    Finally she pulled off me, planting a quick kiss on the head of my cock. I wanted to say something, but she turned away almost immediately. “Give it to me,” she begged. 

      

    I saw what she meant. Riley was working her ring finger into her soft folds, bathing it in my spunk. When she slid her hand away, the brilliant ring was coated in thick gobs of semen. Riley extended her hand like a queen waiting for her subject to kiss the ring – but Heather did more than kiss. 

      

    “Holy fuck,” I groaned, feeling my cock twitch. “That is...dirty.” Heather ran her tongue along the ring, cleaning every inch of it from my seed. After a moment Riley joined in, the jewelry held between their lips as they made out, sharing my seed. 

      

    When it was all over, the two girls got on their knees next to each other, presenting themselves to me like servants. 

      

    “Thank you, Sir,” Heather whispered, her cheeks still flushed with passion. “Thank you so much. I’m so happy...” 

      

    “Me too,” Riley whispered, nodding vigorously. “I loved feeling you inside me. I can feel your seed working its way into my womb – I hope I get big and swollen with your heirs...” 

      

    I looked down at my two new servants – the gorgeous woman I’d fallen in love with and her dirty, slutty sister. Both of them stared up at me with perfect love and devotion, utterly in love with me, willing to do anything I asked. 

      

    I told that salesgirl Heather did anything for me, I remembered. Now that really is true. 

      

    “How can we please you now, Sir?” Heather asked, biting her lip as she awaited my command. 

      

    “Well...if I just got your sister pregnant, I’d better get started on you, yeah? It would look pretty stupid if she’s got a big belly when we walk down the aisle and you don’t...” 

      

    Her face lit up like I’d given voice to her heart’s greatest desire. “Yes, sir! Oh, I would love that so much...” 

      

    I patted the couch, allowing Heather and Riley to change places and present themselves to me. This was a whole new world – one where what I said went, and my darkest desires could be mine with a single word. I had no idea if the ring’s power would keep working, or if tomorrow both girls would wake up with a hangover and vague memories of fooling around – and I didn’t care. I was going to enjoy it while it lasted, however long that was. 

      

    And maybe, I thought, spreading my wife-to-be’s legs, I’ll go pay that cute salesgirl a visit tomorrow…



   





 

    Worshiping His Ring



   





 

    I guess this must be the place, Cole thought. Jesus, this looks like more than I can afford. 

      

    The jewelry boutique was absolutely stuffed to the gills with scintillating rings glittering in the light from several ornate chandeliers.  Knowing Rachel’s taste for sparkle, Cole knew he was in the right place – but it looked like the sort of store where “three-month’s salary” was a much bigger chunk of change than Cole was used to taking home in his paychecks.  

      

    “Hello there, son. May I help you?” 

      

    Cole looked up from the glass case he was bent over, taking in the woman who stood behind the counter. Woah, he thought, his eyes going a little bit wider. He wasn’t sure what kind of salesperson a ritzy place like this might keep on its payroll: a pretty young girl, maybe, or some guy in a suit with an encyclopedic knowledge of every piece of jewelry that had ever existed. Whatever he’d been expecting, it certainly wasn’t the woman standing before him. There was no PC way to put it...she was a MILF. A capital-M, make-all-the-boys-in-the-neighborhood’s-wet-dreams middle-aged cougar. Her long, raven-black hair fell down her shoulders in ringlets, like twin trails leading to the immaculate expanse of titflesh just barely constrained by her tight top. Her dress was skintight, black, and let Cole know exactly what this lady would look like naked. He tried to keep his eyes from locking onto her breasts and failed – but from the knowing little chuckle that left her slender throat, she didn’t seem to mind one bit. 

      

    “Uh, yes,” Cole replied tersely as he bent over the case. With an effort, he tore his gaze away from the luscious older woman and stared at the rings. “I’m looking for an engagement ring for my girlfriend. We’re going to get engaged, I mean, that’s if she says yes...” 

      

    “You seem nervous,” the woman said with a chuckle. There was a hint of an accent in her voice – something vaguely Middle Eastern. Somewhere not from around here, in any case. Come to think of it, the name on the front of the building was definitely foreign – maybe this was the owner’s wife? 

      

    “Yeah,” Cole admitted. “Aren’t all guys at a time like this?” 

      

    “There’s no reason to be,” she whispered, leaning forward. Those breasts entered his field of view, so firm and heavy and just fucking begging for him to slid his face between them. He wondered how any guy managed to think straight with a saleswoman like this. No wonder they can get away with charging so much… 

      

    “You don’t need to be.” She extended a hand, and he took it. A ring that looked like it cost a million bucks sparkled on her ring finger. “Porochista will take care of you, son. I will make sure you have the ring you desire...for the woman you desire.” 

      

    Something about the way she called him son made his cock throb in his slacks. He’d never been into the whole Mommy thing, but looking at Porochista he certainly wouldn’t mind crying out the M-word a few times while she took him between those heavenly tits.  

      

    He shook his head. He was supposed to be thinking about Rachel; not fantasizing about cheating on her with a woman he’d just met. 

      

    “So. You are ready to take the big leap,” Porochista said.  She leaned across the counter closer to Cole.  “And you have satisfied yourself that she...will fulfill all of your desires?” 

      

    Cole’s look of shock must have amused her, because she let out a short bark of laughter. 

      

    “Don’t be ashamed, son. Where I am from, these things are routine – they must be discussed before the marriage is settled. You do want a marriage that lasts, yes, son?” 

      

    Fuck, he could feel his cock twitching every time she said son. Precum filled his boxers; only the base of the glass case kept her from seeing his cock. Yet, somehow, he knew that she knew exactly what she was doing to him. It was like falling under a spell; every time she called him that word he felt his thoughts grow a little bit slower, everything fading away except his cock... 

      

    “Erm -- she’s not...Rachel’s not like that,” Cole stuttered.   

      

    The  woman narrowed her eyes.  “Not like what?  Like a real woman?  You can’t be seriously thinking of marrying this girl without making sure she can suck your cock properly, or that she won’t present you with her ass when you desire it?” 

      

    Cole shifted uncomfortably.  How did this stranger know what kind of girl Rachel was?  And how did she know that Cole had secretly yearned to press his cock between her firm twin cheeks and had been denied no matter how much he begged her for the pleasure? In fact, why was he letting her talk like this at all? Foreign or not, this was not a conversation he needed to be having. He had to regain control of the situation. 

      

    He pointed to a random ring. “Could I...see that ring, the gold one? Wait, is that a vintage Harry Winston?” 

      

    “You don’t want that ring,” the saleswoman said, slapping his hand away. His resolve vanished; he stood there and watched as she reached into the case and fingered a thick, silver ring with a princess-cut diamond, adorned intricate art-deco vines cut into the band, and a cluster of rubies surrounding the diamond in a sparkling cluster.  It was beautiful, almost mesmerizing, the way the stones sparkled and caught the light. 

      

    “You want this one,” she said, placing it firmly in Cole’s hand.  The second the ring touched his skin, Cole felt his whole body go warm.  Instantly, the silver band seemed to jolt him awake, pumping blood into his veins hard and hot and fast.  Unbidden, the image appeared in his mind of Rachel kneeling on the bed, favorite lacy panties around her ankles, pretty plump ass displayed for him.  He imagined plunging his cock into her little rosebud asshole, deflowering her bottom the way she’d always denied him, doing it with pleasure, making her cream herself and squeal with delight during each greedy thrust... 

      

    “Holy fuck,” Cole said softly, setting the ring on the glass counter top, letting out a short breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding as he fingered the ring.  As soon as the ring was no longer in his grasp, the image in his mind of Rachel and her proffered ass dissolved into a fading memory.   

      

    “Fuck indeed,” the salesgirl said with a nod of approval.  “Yes, this one is perfect. You’re lucky: it’s rare that I get it right in one try. You might have experienced a fantasy that was...a bit less pleasant.” Her smile grew a touch wider, until she looked like a wolf bearing its fangs. “If you aren’t sure she’ll give you what you want, this ring will...encourage her to think about it, shall we say?  Now, will that be cash or charge...son?” 

      

    Cole couldn’t suppress the groan that left his lips as his cock squirted another jet of precum into his boxers. Porochista just laughed as she boxed up the ring, placing it delicately into a small blue box. She put it on the counter and took his card. 

      

    “How….” he struggled to think of the words to say. 

      

    “How do I do it?” She glanced up at him, her cleavage bared to him as she spoke. 

      

    He nodded, throat suddenly dry. 

      

    She shrugged, chuckling. “You don’t spend thirty years married to a Sufi mystic without learning a few tricks. Now, if you have the slightest trouble with this ring, you bring it right back to Porochista and we’ll work things out. But I have a feeling that won’t be necessary, no?” 

      

    Slipping the delicate blue box into his jacket pocket, Cole left the jeweler feeling lighter than he’d ever felt before.  He thought about what dirty desires Rachel might find herself flooded with when he slid it onto her finger.  Neither of them knew it yet, but this ring was going to change way more than their marital status. 

      

    xXx 

      

    That night, Cole couldn’t help but gaze longingly at Rachel -- pretty, sweet, innocent Rachel -- as she snuggled up beside him in bed.  Her sweet naivete is what had attracted him to her in the first place, the way she would smile sweetly and slightly confused when he made so much as an off-color joke, nevermind the way she shook her head with a prim look when he tried to get her to do anything dirty in bed.   

      

    But now -- fuck, he wanted to do all that nasty stuff with her if she was going to be his wife forever.  She should want to be dirty with him -- she could be sweet and innocent but he wanted more out of her in bed.  She was going to be his.  She should do what he wanted.  Using a ring to unlock her secret fantasies wasn’t wrong, Cole rationalized -- he was doing their future marriage a favor.  She was going to love having her pretty little ass pounded if she would only give it a chance! 

      

    Rachel’s dark nut-brown hair fell over the pillow in waves.  God he wanted to fuck her hard -- he wanted to spank her, to make her mouth turn into a perfect red O of pain and pleasure, he wanted to make her cum in whole new ways.  He couldn’t wait.  He needed her like this now. 

      

    He hadn’t planned on proposing to her like this.  But to hell with it.  Stealthily, he reached over to the nightstand where he’d dropped his jacket in a puddle of cloth, and searched for the feel of that smooth blue jewelry box.  Carefully, he opened the lid and felt for the cool, slim band, then felt for Rachel’s slender hand.   

      

    “Ooh,” she murmured sleepily as he took her hand.  His breath was warm on her neck as he moved close to her, pressing his lips to her ear.   

      

    “Will you?” Cole breathed huskily, letting his stubble graze her smooth cheek. 

      

    Her eyes popped open as the cold silver touched her skin.  “Oh!” she exclaimed, and looked back up to Cole in order to meet his expectant gaze.  “Yes,” she breathed, then Rachel scooted up in bed, looking at the ring on her finger with a look of wonder and awe and surprise all mingled together.   

      

    That’s when the first unexpected impulse hit.  Her mouth formed a dark O in the soft light, and she gave a sharp intake of breath.  It was like every impulse she’d ever had flooded her body in a crashing tidal wave of want as soon as the ring slid onto her slim finger.  Suddenly, all she wanted was to sink down in the bedcovers and suck Cole’s big fat cock.   

      

    God, he’d just proposed to her, why was she thinking such dirty thoughts at a time like this, when she should be dreaming about silk and lacy gowns and what a good wife she was going to be, and whether she was going to take Cole’s last name, and instead all she could think about suddenly was the way she wanted Cole’s dick in her mouth, and maybe other places too.   

      

    Rachel felt wet between her legs, as though her body had suddenly been turned on and pumped full of wet hot need.  It was as though someone had stepped inside her brain and turned on a horny switch.  She’d never felt this way before!  It was like every dirty thought she’d ever suppressed, every naughty thing she’d ever thought about before telling herself sternly that’s not what good girls did...every one of those thoughts came flooding back in a giant wave of wet desires. 

      

    She squirmed in bed, liking the way the sheets twisted around her smooth midsection, twisting the silk of her night-time chemise around her body.  It sent tingles of pleasure up her spine as she realized she liked the way the bedsheets held her fast in a cocoon, close to Cole’s warm throbbing body and that hard cock she could feel against her body in bed. 

      

    Rachel wiggled closer to him, letting him pet her skin.  His hands moved up her leg to her thigh, then up further still to push aside her silk chemise.  She smiled, breathing warm against his skin, and giggled as he teased the chemise all the way off of her supple body.  His hands wandered down her soft flesh, finding her lacy panties and stretching them down her body until they lay forgotten in the bottom of the bed sheets near the foot of the bed.   

      

      

    Naked but for the glittering ruby and diamond ring on her finger, he let out a small breath of want.  He wanted to fuck her so hard.  He was going to fuck her harder than anyone had ever been fucked wearing their new engagement ring before.  Then he was cupping her ass cheeks with a firm, warm grip.   

      

    Cole’s hands squeezed her ass, then gripped her harder, and in her mind Rachel suddenly imagined him flipping her over roughly so she was on her tummy, pressed against the bed as he massaged her buttocks, squeezing her pale flesh hard -- fuck, she wanted him to fuck her hard.  Rachel’s pussy was wet and soaking and she more she tried not to think of him thrusting his cock deep into her pure innocent bottom, the more the idea bloomed in her mind like a perverse flower. 

      

    “Fuck me,” she breathed.   

      

    “Oh, I’m going to,” Cole said in her ear, taking a quick bite of her flesh, eliciting a sharp squeal from her in response. 

      

    “Ooh!” 

      

    His hands squeezed her ass -- hard!   

      

    “You’re gonna be my slutty little wife soon, aren’t you?” Cole breathed into Rachel’s neck, licking her skin, tasting the sweetness of her sweat on his tongue.  Fuck, she tasted good -- all juicy like a fresh peach, warm and succulent.   

      

    He wanted to take a bite out of her, he wanted to plunge his cock into her ass so hard, he wanted to ravish her pussy so hard she screamed loud enough for the upstairs neighbors to hear.  Maybe the neighbors down the hall too.  Hell, he wanted to make the whole neighborhood -- the whole goddamned city -- hear her come. 

      

    Rachel’s mind was meanwhile full of the same thing -- the burning, intense desire to have Cole’s cock inside her perfect little asshole for the first time. 

      

    “Please,” she begged, letting the words tumble from her lips like drops of rain.  Slutty, sexy whorish drops of rain.  “Fuck my ass, Cole -- I need to be fucked, I want it so baa-ad.”  She gave a little moan of want, arching her back at the thought of his cock in her untested bottom, his hands squeezing her cheeks.   

      

    Then his hands were on her middle, flipping her over with a quick expert turn.  Her breasts pressed into the mattress, and the pressure made her nipples go instantly hard, like two round pebbles.  Rachel wiggled as Cole straddled her body on the bed, pressing all his weight on her, coaxing another groan of pleasure from her prone body as he did so.   

      

    “Tell me what a dirty little whore wife you’re gonna be to me,” Cole prodded, taking her ass cheeks in his hands and squeezing, rolling her flesh between his fingers as though he were inspecting her.   

      

    “I’m your little whore wife,” Rachel moaned, her back arching in pleasure as Cole began to knead her flesh like sweet dough.  Slowly, he worked his way towards her hole, closer and closer, loving the way Rachel’s moans grew more intense as he grew closer to the dirty destination.   

      

    Finally, he was close enough to her hole that any closer and he’d be inside her.  Quickly, he moved one finger to her pussy.   

      

    “We need to get you wet in there,” Cole explained, his voice husky with want. 

      

    She was soaking wet between her legs, and quickly his finger was covered in her sweet juices.  A squeal escaped her lips as he thrust his digit in her deeper, playing with her slippery folds, moving expertly until his finger was utterly coated in her greedy whore wetness.   

      

    Then his finger pulled out abruptly and he was running it around the rim of her asshole.  A shudder of pleasure ran through Rachel’s body as the new sensation lit all of her nerve endings on fire.   

      

    “Oh my god!” she squealed, hips bucking as Cole’s finger swirled around her hole slowly, and then she was taking in a sharp bite of breath as finally -- fuck, yes -- his finger was penetrating her perfect asshole in a slow dive inside.   

      

    She squirmed, she couldn’t help it -- then she was moaning into the smooth pillow, plastering her face into the soft fabric as Cole’s finger pushed further inside her.   

      

    “Deeper, harder, oh my god, ohmygod!” she moaned into the pillow, hoping he couldn’t hear and think she was a dirty little slut, and at the very same time hoping he fucked her harder, fucker her so hard she came screaming.  Who was she?!  This wasn’t what she was like at all!   

      

    For a second, Cole’s finger slipped out, and then she felt the fat tip of his cock pressing against her asshole -- fuck, he was going to do it, he was going to ram his dick into her bottom and she was going to like it, fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck, what was happening?! 

      

    Pop!   

      

    The head of Cole’s cock burst into her asshole, and she seemed to expand as he thrust harder, pushing himself into her wet, pussy-juice lubricated bottom with surprising pleasure.  He’d always begged her to let him take her this way, but even though she’d always said no like a good girl should, now Rachel couldn’t believe she’d ever refused this kind of luscious dirty fucking.   

      

    His cock filled her asshole to the hilt like a giant sword, and Rachel’s lithe body shook as she struggled to allow herself to take him so deeply.  This was her first time after all, and she’d never been stretched like this before!  She thought briefly of those things she’d seen briefly in movies, butt plugs, was that what they were called?  Maybe if she took a butt plug she could take Cole even deeper next time... 

      

    “Oh my god,” Rachel moaned into the pillow as his cock thrust inside her deeper and deeper, causing her whole body to tingle.  She knew that feeling -- but she wasn’t ready, not yet!  And yet her body was telling her otherwise, it was going to happen soon, she could feel it.  Ready or not, her body wanted to come, and hard. 

      

    “I’m gonna come,” she squealed, bucking her hips again as Cole plunged inside her rhythmically.   

      

    “Oh god Cole, fuck -- fuck my ass, fuck me hard, harder dammit, harder!” she cried, pumping her pretty round ass against his cock wildly as she could feel her orgasm building.   

      

    “Shh,” breathed Cole, and then his cock was pumping harder, and Rachel knew he was getting ready to explode.  The thought popped into her mind unbidden, but suddenly all she wanted in the world was to have his cock erupt inside her asshole -- the thing she wanted most in all the world was to feel his hot, sticky cum dripping from between her cheeks onto the bed, maybe sticking to her skin all warm and gooey. 

      

    “Ohhhhhmygod!” Rachel screamed as her pussy began to clench and throb in a violent, raging, greedy orgasm.  Her asshole seemed to hum with pleasure as Cole’s cock pumped inside her steadily.  It was as if every thought was wiped from her brain and all Rachel could experience was wild, bucking pleasure in wave after wave as his cock dove inside her tender asshole. 

      

    “Fuck!” shuddered Cole as his cock erupted like a fire hose, bursting with his creamy cum inside her asshole, and then Rachel’s body was shuddering and bucking against his dick.  It was like every part of her body wanted his cum inside her, and she was helpless to stop her body was accepting him as he exploded inside her. 

      

    Rachel could feel her bottom throbbing as it shuddered in the wake of her orgasm.  Gently, Cole grabbed her hips and turned her back over so she was resting on her back in the bed.  Looking up at him with wide eyes, and smiled. 

      

    “I don’t know why I never let you do that to me before!” she exclaimed in a hushed voice, as though she were afraid of saying it too loudly, lest the neighbors hear.  Cole chuckled, thinking this so cute since just moments before she’d been screaming as he fucked her in the ass, and she sure hadn’t minded too much about the noise then! 

      

    He looked at his future wife, splayed out on the bed with her chemise long forgotten, the only thing on her body the glittering diamond and ruby ring -- at least, that’s what Cole expected to see on her finger... 

      

    But as Rachel turned over and silvery moonlight spilled in through the window to her hand, he realized with a stab of alarm that the ruby and diamond ring had changed.  Somehow, during their naughty ecstasy, it had transformed into the sparkly vintage piece Cole had briefly looked at in the store before being given the magic, naughty ring in its place. 

      

    “Mmmm,” Rachel moaned into his neck as she wiggled up next to him, curling her warm body against his and snuggling close.  “I do love this ring,” she said, wiggling the transformed ring in the moonlight.  “I can’t wait to see it in the light tomorrow!” she said.  “I’ll bet the diamond catches the sunlight even prettier than the moonlight.” 

      

    Cole nodded agreeably, noting that Rachel hadn’t seem to notice the change at all.  Had the ring always looked this way to her?   

      

    “Anything else you can’t wait to do?” he asked, running his hand down her leg and liking the way it made his girlfriend -- his fiance, he corrected himself -- shiver. 

      

    “Oh, you know,” she said cuddling up.  “Maybe playing with my bottom a little more, dirty boy.  I was thinking,” she added with a cute little yawn.  “Maybe we could try one of those -- what do you call them? -- butt plugs?  To see if we can stretch me a little?” 

      

    Cole could hardly contain his excitement. 

      

    “I think we can do that, honey.  I definitely think we can.” 

      

    As he drifted off to sleep, Cole wondered briefly what happened to the magic ring he’d come home with.  Would it end up in the hands of some other poor groom-to-be, getting ready to tie the knot with a repressed girlfriend?  He felt Rachel’s warm skin against his.  Whoever ended up with it, he was certain if they had even half the luck he’d had with it, they were going to be very, very happily married.



   





 

    Fertile For His Ring



   





 

    “I am so turned on right now,” my wife said, tearing her eyes away from the shining piece of jewelry on her finger. She bit her lip and snuggled closer to me, draping her leg over my thigh. 

      

    “Oh yeah?” I put my hand on her lower back, pulling her to me. “And all it took was shelling out for a little bling.” 

      

    She gave me a playful punch on the shoulder. “Shut up.” Her eyes slid back to the ring, the sparkle reflecting in her clear, blue eyes. “It’s so pretty. I feel like a fucking princess, Luke.” 

      

    I smiled, proud to see the look on her face. My wife Alison and I had married young – so young that I’d been very close to flat broke when I originally proposed. The ring she’d originally worn on our wedding day had been little more than a thin band of silver, studded with jewels so tiny as to be insignificant: better than nothing, but still nothing close to what she deserved. 

      

    It would be eight years ago next weekend that we’d tied the knot, and I’d surprised her with this ring: a gorgeous, expensive piece of jewelry that really did look like it belonged on the hand of some fairy tale princess. She finally had something on her hand that matched her beauty and grace, and the effect of it on my wife was electrifying. 

      

    “It’s so beautiful,” she said with a giggle, staring deep into its depths. When she turned back to me, there was a glazed, almost childlike look of awe in her eyes. It was the kind of look I hadn’t seen since our honeymoon, and it sent a thrill down my spine. 

      

    “Not as beautiful as you,” I countered. 

      

    She blushed – actually blushed – and her hand slunk under the covers. “Uh huh,” she said, feigning sarcasm. “You’re really on fire tonight, Luke...and oh my, it seems like you’re just as turned on as me...” 

      

    Her fingers had found my cock and were petting my bulge through my boxers. “Of course I am,” I said, my breath catching in my throat at the contact. “I have a gorgeous babe in my arms.” 

      

    She blushed deeper, then hooked her leg further over my thigh. Her fingers found the waist of my boxers and pulled them down, letting my fat cock slide out from the fabric. 

      

    “You...want to fool around?” She looked up at me hopefully, even a little shyly. I hadn’t heard Alison actually ask for sex in years. 

      

    “I think,” I said with a groan, “we’re pretty much fooling around already.” 

      

    She chuckled, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. She gripped it tight and started to stroke, pumping up and down as she squeezed me oh so tight. 

      

    “Why don’t we get this out of the way,” she said, tossing back the covers. Underneath, we were naked besides my boxers and Alison’s boy shorts, and we could see a fat bead of precum dribbling from the tip of my cock and down her fingers. 

      

    I let out a little hiss of pleasure as Alison started stroking me again, this time in earnest. She pressed her soft curves against my side, snuggling in as she worked her hand up and down my throbbing shaft. 

      

    “Wow, look at that,” she said, licking her lips. Her hand was a blur on my cock – her motions were starting to make my balls bounce from side to side as she stroked me off. “Jesus, you look like you’re really enjoying this.” 

      

    “I am,” I said. “I don’t think I’ve seen you this horny in years.” 

      

    “Want to do more? I want to do more.” Before I could say anything, she crawled between my legs, putting her elbows on either side of my hips. She let go of my cock and placed her other hand on it, squeezing me gently as she stared down at her new ring. 

      

    “Look at that shine,” I whispered, arching my back a bit. 

      

    “I bet you’d like to see your cum all over this ring, wouldn’t you?” Alison asked it quickly, and when I didn’t say anything, her mouth dropped open in surprise. “You really would, wouldn’t you?” 

      

    “Mmh, anything that involves me coming sounds pretty good right now.” 

      

    “You’re sick.” She lowered her head slowly, until her mouth was close enough to the tip of my cock that I could feel her breath on it. “I can’t believe I married such a perv husband.” 

      

    “Put it in your mouth,” I commanded roughly, gripping the back of her head. “I know you want to.” 

      

    She laughed and pulled back, stroking me with both hands. “Mmh, I don’t think so. You think I’m going to take your cock all the way down my tight little throat just because you bought me a shiny new rock?” 

      

    “No,” I grunted. “I think you’re going to do it because you like it.” 

      

    “Bad boy,” she whimpered, staring down at my cock. At her fingers gripping my cock, and the sparkling ring on them. “God, this ring does look so good wrapped around your dick, doesn’t it?” 

      

    I felt a smirk stretch my face. “Yeah it does,” I told her. “Look how it sparkles as it goes up and down with the motion of your fingers. Up and down, up and down. It’s like a tiny little star, isn’t it Alison? A sparkly, shiny star.” 

      

    “It is,” she groaned. Her rhythm had slowed down to a deep, mechanical motion as she pumped my cock, but I didn’t mind. She stared at the ring, eyes going glassy as her mouth slowly lolled open. I could tell it was filling her mind’s eye, expanding into her whole world. 

      

    “A bright, shining star,” I repeated, shifting onto my elbows. “You love looking up at stars in the night sky, don’t you, Alison? The sky is so dark, it makes the stars look even brighter. When you’re looking at them, the rest of the world is so dark. So dark...” 

      

    “So...dark...” my wife whispered. A thin trail of drool dribbled from the corner of her mouth to hit my shaft, making her fingers even slicker. 

      

    “Put it in your mouth now,” I said gently. “Do it now. You want it so bad.” 

      

    Without another word, she leaned forward and inhaled my stiff, throbbing cock, taking it all the way down her throat like she’d never even heard of the words “gag reflex.” Her lips wrapped around my shaft, forming a tight seal as she bobbed up and down in my lap. My fingers found her long, dark curls and tangled them up, holding them back so I could watch her go. 

      

    “That’s right,” I muttered, thrusting gently between her lips as she sucked me. “Keep looking at the ring while you suck me, Alison. Be a good wife – a sparkly, shiny wife, with a sparkly, shiny ring. It’s like there’s nothing in the world except that perfect, exquisite diamond...” 

      

    Her eyes opened. She stared deeply into the gem as she sucked me, going hands-free and deep throating me like a practiced whore. I could feel myself getting ready to explode, but knew I would be ready to go again almost instantly: what my ring was doing to Alison had me just as aroused as possessing the thing had to her. 

      

    “Oh, shit,” I groaned, lying back and putting my hands behind my head as I approached climax. My hips moved of their own accord, thrusting between her plump lips as she took me deep. I fucked her face, unable to stop myself as pleasure washed over me. 

      

    “Fuck, babe, I’m gonna come…!” 

      

    I felt myself let go; the rush like the afterimage of a raging river behind my eyes. A torrent of thick, salty come drained from my balls, spurting down my wife’s throat in hot ropes. Alison never slowed for a second; she took my seed inside her like a precious treasure, her reward for being such a good, naughty wife. 

      

    My hips bucked until every last drop of seed was drained from my balls. Alison slowed; sensing my long come had ended, and sucked my shaft clean with slow, loving strokes of her tongue. 

      

    “God damn, Alison,” I groaned as she swirled her tongue around the head of my cock. “That’s fucking amazing.” 

      

    She glanced up at me, her eyes clear once more. “God, I haven’t been that dirty in forever,” she confessed, milking the last few drops of seed from my cock. “I don’t know what came over me...” 

      

    “I want you,” I growled, sitting up and taking her around the waist. She fell backwards onto the bed, laughing. 

      

    “Didn’t you just have me? God, you’re already ready for round two?” 

      

    “Always. You look so fucking good, baby, you know there’s no way I can only be satisfied with one helping of that sweet little body.” 

      

    For a moment, she looked concerned. “I did do a good job, right?” 

      

    I smiled, and her worry melted. “The best. You’re the best I’ve ever had, babe.” 

      

    “You’re the best I’ve ever had, too,” she said, blushing. 

      

    I grabbed her by the hips and spread her legs, pulling her towards me. “Come here,” I said, savoring the way she squealed as I took control. “I want to warm you up.” 

      

    “I’m plenty fucking warm,” she panted, rocking back onto her elbows. “I’m...oh fuck!” 

      

    I was between her thighs, my mouth latched onto her soft, sensitive slit, and I’d just brought my tongue into contact with her clit. I flicked it back and forth, burying my face in her sweetness, and was rewarded with loud, enthusiastic moans. Alison arched her back, her pert ass raising off the bed to grind against my face. God, she tasted so amazing. Instantly my cock swelled to full hardness, pressing against the softness of the bed. I wanted to make her come. 

      

    “Oh Jesus, that’s so good, baby.” Alison’s nails dug into the back of my head as I ate her out, her hips bucking against my face. Her clit swelled and twitched as I teased it with my tongue, her folds honey-warm beneath me. 

      

    In response, I put my lips over her clit and hummed. Instantly she cried out, arching her back and screaming with pleasure. 

      

    “Right there!” Her hand held me tight, unwilling to break the delicious contact for even a second. “That’s the spot baby, keep going right there...don’t stop...don’t fucking staaaaaahp...” 

      

    Alison tossed back her head and howled, her hips losing all rhythm as she came undone. Pleasure infiltrated her body, washing over her as she rode out the throes of her passion. She came she’d been struck by lightning, every inch of her inner sweetness suddenly flush with her sweet juice. 

      

    I lapped at her as she came down from her peak, slowly trailing the tip of my tongue up and down her slit. I tried to tease her clit, but every time I did it was too much; she shuddered and backed her ass to keep me from overstimulating her. 

      

    When it was over, I kissed my way up her taut little belly and pulled one of her nipples into my mouth. She held me there, sighing with contentment. 

      

    “That was amazing,” she panted, her cheeks still radiating warmth from her long, loud come. “You really know how to treat a girl, Luke.” 

      

    “Mmh hmm,” I growled around her hard little nub. Then, pulling off, “Ready for round two?” 

      

    She bit her bottom lip and nodded. “Hell yeah.” 

      

    I parted her knees with my leg, shifting my weight until I was on top of her, mounting her. “I can feel how warm you are from here,” I grunted into her ear. “You’re going to be a perfect soft, wet sheathe for my cock...” 

      

    “Um.” The word was so unexpected that I glanced up from her tits, staring into her eyes. She looked at me with a mixture of lust and concern, then her gaze slid to the nightstand. “Condom?” 

      

    I groaned and rolled my eyes. “Really? Come on, my tongue just got the full red carpet treatment – I know exactly how wet and tight you are right now...” 

      

    It was like I’d thrown a bucket of water on the whole thing. Alison put her hands on my chest and pushed me back, chuckling nervously. 

      

    “Um, no sir,” she said, looking at the nightstand. “Mr. Happy is not getting inside me without protection. It’s not safe.” 

      

    “Mr. Happy?” I felt my cock shrivel up just a bit. “Really?” 

      

    “Really.” She nodded in the direction of the nightstand. “Just put one on, okay?” 

      

    I pulled a face. “I think that’s the least sexy thing you’ve ever said.” 

      

    Alison sighed, brushing a strand of hair out of her face. “Baby, I’m serious. Even if I wanted to risk it, today is not a safe day to do it.” 

      

    “This isn’t your safe time?” I had a pretty good idea of what time it was, but I wanted to hear it from her lips. 

      

    She shook her head. “I’m probably ovulating right now,” she said, raising her eyebrows for emphasis. “This is probably the worst possible time for you to be inside me without a condom. And we both know we’re not ready for kids.” 

      

    You’re the one who’s not ready for kids, I thought. But all that was about to change. I hadn’t dared to believe it might be true – but the ring had really proved its worth. Tonight was the first time in years Alison had given me a blowjob: and she’d never done it like this before, without a single complaint or demand that I buy her something later, just inhaling my cock like it brought her nothing but joy. It was a miracle; and I was about to push that miracle even further. 

      

    “Come on,” I growled, trying to hit that “alpha male caveman” tone that she loved. “Don’t you want to risk it? Just knowing how dangerous it is makes it kinda hot, don’t you think?” 

      

    Her cheeks flushed with warmth, but her eyes didn’t change. “It’s not happening, Luke,” she said, putting a nail against my chest. “Just grab a rubber before we lose the mood.” 

      

    “Okay, okay, we’ll do it your way.” Grinning to myself, I leaned over and opened the nightstand’s sole drawer. Inside were all the accessories of our sex life: a bottle of lube, Alison’s vibrator, a pair of black handcuffs with matching blindfold...and a half-empty twelve-pack of condoms. I slipped one out of the cardboard container, closing the drawer with a hollow thud. 

      

    “Good.” Alison’s body had relaxed the instant I agreed to her wishes, and now she was looking at me like she wanted to smooth over the momentary rough patch. “You uh, need me to put it on you?” she asked with a lopsided grin. 

      

    “No, I got it,” I grunted, grabbing it by the corner. I fiddled with it, turning it back and forth without any real progress. 

      

    “Huh, that’s weird. Honey, can you help me with this?” 

      

    “Sure,” she said with a grin. “I thought you want me to take care of it...” 

      

    She took it from me, holding it in front of her with her fingers...and putting that gorgeous ring front and center in her vision. 

      

    “Those things are so hard to open,” I said, stressing the last four words in an even, measured tone. “Don’t you think?” 

      

    “Yeah, they really make these things a pain,” she said breezily, tearing at the condom in its plastic wrapper. After a moment, a look of confusion filled her face. “I can’t seem to get it open...” 

      

    I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. All the strength had gone out of Alison’s fingers: she was trying with all her might to open it, but was barely wiggling the thing. My commands were working, becoming even stronger in her mind, becoming her world. 

      

    “Man, it looks good though,” I said. “It’s shining just like your ring. Look at them, right next to each other, sparkling like that.” 

      

    “Yeah,” she said dreamily, her struggles to open the wrapper slowing. “Yeah, I really love that ring...” 

      

    “It makes you feel so safe,” I assured her. “So open. So loved and warm. Like you could do anything – and the weird thing is, the more you feel this way the more you want to feel this way even more...” 

      

    A low, guttural groan left her lips. Whether it was from lust or frustration I couldn’t tell, but either way she was starting to get heated. Her fingers worked at the wrapper, trying desperately to get it open so I could be inside of her. 

      

    “All that hot come draining inside of you.” My voice dropped to a whisper, my lips grazing her ear. “Filling up, making you feel so warm and safe and perfect...” 

      

    Finally Alison let out a groan of frustration. “Fuck it!” She tossed the condom wrapper across the room like she was having a temper tantrum, paying no attention to wherever it landed. 

      

    Then she crushed her mouth over mine, clinging to me tightly as our tongues met, and I knew she’d given in. 

      

    “Fine,” she whimpered, breaking the kiss. “Just fuck me already, Luke. But, pull out for me, okay? You can come on my tits or whatever – just let me know when you’re getting close so we don’t make a mistake...” 

      

    I had no intention of coming anywhere other than deep inside her womb – but by the time I was ready, she was going to be begging me to do anything but pull out. 

      

    “Sure.” 

      

    Taking the base of my cock in my fist, I ran the head across her slit, moving it in a tight little circle over her clit. She cried out, nails digging into my back. 

      

    “You like that?” I was teasing her now, but I didn’t care. I wanted her to want this exactly as much as I did. “You want some more?” 

      

    “Please,” she begged, her voice ragged with lust. “Please give it to me...Daddy.” 

      

    The word sent a spike of pleasure right through me. Daddy was a name Alison only used for me when she was drunk, so horny she couldn’t stop herself, or both. Her Daddy issues were buried in the deepest, most primal part of her psyche, and hearing them as I prepared to enter her with my unprotected cock drove me wild. 

      

    With a groan I buried myself inside of her, doing just what she wanted. I slid inside so easily, her walls gripping me tight like a long-lost lover as I stretched them. She was wrapped around me, her womb primed and ready for me, everything wet and tight and perfect. It was so good it took my breath away, made me dizzy. Of all the girls I’d ever fucked, none of them held a candle to Alison: some of them might have dressed sluttier, or done more things in bed, but none of them had a body like hers. 

      

    “Oh my God that’s so tight, Daddy,” Alison whimpered as I bottomed out inside of her. “You like putting that big cock all the way inside me? You like feeling every inch of that hard, aching dick caressed by my soft, wet little kitty?” 

      

    “Yes, angel. Daddy loves your tight little kitty.” The words were calculated to drive her nuts, to drive a spike of primal pleasure right in the animal part of her brain. And they did: instantly Alison lost her rhythm, her hips bucking against me like crazy as I fucked her deep. 

      

    I was pounding my wife like we were teenagers again, fucking with an enthusiasm she hadn’t had since our honeymoon. But it wasn’t enough: I wanted more. It was time to seize total control; to make myself the only thing she cared about. It was time to become her Master. 

      

    “Look at the ring, angel,” I growled, taking her by the wrist and putting her jewelry front and center before her eyes. She was so blissed out she didn’t even fight it; her gaze went glazed as she stared into its sparkling depths. 

      

    “It’s so pretty, Daddy,” she gasped, crying out with every inch of my fat cock inside of her. “It makes me feel like your princess!” 

      

    “That’s right, Alison – it’s a very special ring.” Even if she wanted to look away now, she couldn’t. Not that she wanted to – the ring was amplifying her pleasure, turning the outside world colorless and boring compared to the party going on behind her eyes. 

      

    “Remember how you told me you didn’t want one of those awful diamonds they pull out of mines in some third-world country?” I asked with a smirk. “You were so adamant about it – always caring about others.” 

      

    “Yes,” she groaned, her gaze locked on the ring. My hips locked into an even harder rhythm, turned on by the way she slipped into trance so easily. 

      

    “I did just what you asked,” I told her. “This diamond is very, very special. It came from a lab – one that does custom work for guys like me.” 

      

    “Oh,” she said flatly. Her face was slack, the only animation her eyes moving back and forth as they followed the ring as I fucked her. “That’s so wonderful...” 

      

    “That’s right. These rings make wives feel special, just like the rings. You want to feel special, right babe?” 

      

    She smiled, drool dribbling from the corner of her mouth. “So special,” she whispered. 

      

    “That’s right,” I told her. “And what could be more special than having a life inside of you?” 

      

    She blinked rapidly; trying to fight. Her eyebrows drew together. “Huh? No...we’re not ready...” 

      

    “You’re so ready, babe,” I growled, going balls-deep inside her cunt. “You’re so wet and tight and ready for my seed. The idea of being bred by my seed – of being owned by me, marked as mine forever – it’s the most natural thing in the world. And it’s the hottest thing in the world. Isn’t it?” 

      

    Her cheeks exploded with color. Her breathing went ragged, like she was so turned on she couldn’t stop herself. “Yeah,” she groaned. “Yes yes oh fuck...” 

      

    Her eyes rolled back in her head and she came. Waves of pleasure buffeted her body as she locked her ankles behind my ass, begging for me to go deeper. Her nails dug into my back as she worked her body, trying to milk me of my virile seed. Her walls gripped me tight, spasming around my dick as they made her womb ready for my seed. 

      

    Fuck. I was about to come! 

      

    “Baby, I think I’m close,” I grunted, going as hard and fast as I could. “Did you want me to pull out, or…?” 

      

    “No!” Her answer came hot and fast. She stared up at me, eyes filled with determination. “Don’t you fucking dare pull out of my pussy, Daddy! I want every drop of that sweet, hot come!” 

      

    That was exactly what I wanted to hear. “That’s my girl,” I said, gripping her hair for leverage. “That’s my good girl, my perfect little slut...” 

      

    “Come for me, Daddy,” Alison begged, every inch of her body focused on bringing me to climax. “I want you to breed me! I want you to blow so deep and hard inside my soft, wet little cunt! I want you to feel all those hot little ridges milking you so that you feel so good, just like a real man, make you feel like my perfect fucking Daddy PLEASE…!” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back any more. With a final series of hard, primal thrusts, I buried myself as deep inside my wife as I could and let go. Alison cried out in triumph as the first jets of my hot, sticky seed fired between her walls, the head of my cock like a cannon aimed directly at her fertile vault. I burst again and again, the knowledge that I was breeding her powering me, making me shoot more than I thought possible. 

      

    “Oh wow,” Alison groaned, her tight walls gripping me like a vise. “Fuck, Daddy, that’s so much...” 

      

    It was a flood, going straight from my balls to her womb. My cock was like a piston, pumping hot oil deep inside of her, everything slick and lubricated with juice. It was heaven. 

      

    Finally I could take no more; I stopped thrusting and collapsed on top of her, exhausted. Alison held my head between her breasts and rocked her hips gently, the muscles of her cunt throbbing around me. “Thank you,” she whispered, taking the last bits of my load. “Thank you so much, baby. You’re the best husband ever...” 

      

    As I opened my eyes, I saw the ring on her finger, still shining. Best purchase ever, I thought tiredly, pulling one of Alison’s nipples into my mouth. I was going to get so much use out of that thing. 

      

    After all, even though it was her fertile day, there was no guarantee she’d get knocked up right off the bat. I was going to need lots of practice... 
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    Lily couldn’t help the thrill that ran down her spine as she snuggled down into bed, gazing at the shiny new engagement ring on her slender finger.  She couldn’t believe Nick had finally proposed!  She’d been waiting so long, and now here she was, ready to become Mrs. Nick Ambrose.  The thought of it made her heart flutter, and she couldn’t help the little jump her tummy gave as she looked down at her bejeweled hand in wonderment. 

      

    The ring shone with a scintillating glimmer in the light from the nightstand lamp, and Lily smiled.  It was exactly what she wanted -- how could Nick have known it was exactly what she’d always wanted in a ring?  It was a princess cut, with sparkling diamonds surrounded by smaller, square-cut rubies the color of blood, and a white gold band that had delicate vines and flowers etched there.  It was perfect, what she’d always dreamed of.   

      

    Meanwhile, Nick looked over at his fiance snuggled cozily up to him in bed and smiled a knowing grin of his own.  But Nick Ambrose smiled for a different reason.  Oh, to be sure, Nick was happy Lily said yes to marrying him.  But looking at the diamond-and-ruby ring on his sweet fiance’s finger, he smiled because he knew something she didn’t know.  Nick knew what was about to enter Lily’s gentle, innocent mind, and he couldn’t fucking wait.   

      

    Because although Lily didn’t know it yet, she was about to become the dirty girl of Nick’s dreams...and it was all thanks to the diamond ring on her finger.  She might be all wide-eyed innocence now, but if the ring’s charms worked the way they were supposed to, any minute now Lily would be begging to have Nick thrust his cock into her mouth while another man fucked her pussy from behind!  Soon she was going to be on all fours, wanting nothing more than to be turned into a living fucktoy, filled from both ends with pumping cocks. 

      

    That is, if the ring worked the way it had been promised to Nick.  If it did, his private fantasy was about to become a reality...and Lily would be begging for it, too! 

      

    xXx 

      

    Two days before... 

      

    “Anything I can help you find, young man?” 

      

    Nick looked up from the glass case he’d been peering into in the jewelry shop, a little hole-in-the-wall place he’d somehow never noticed until that morning, even though he passed it every day on the way to his office in midtown.   

      

    But then, things were always changing in the city.  Nick figured it was new, though when he entered the shop the packrat-style of decor made him rethink that theory.  The shop seemed like it had been around for centuries, and it was stuffed to the gills with all manner of jewelry, gold and silver glimmering from the ornate, low-hanging chandeliers.   

      

    “Um, no, I think I’m all right,” Nick replied. 

      

    “Looking for an engagement ring?” the man pressed.  This time Nick looked up and took in the salesman who stood behind the counter, looking him up and down.  The man looked less like a luxury ring salesman and more like a wizard, and Nick couldn’t help but think that he wouldn’t be a bit surprised if he saw the man grab the broomstick that leaned against the STAFF ONLY door in the corner and go flying right out of the place.   

      

    He looked wild and untame, and Nick was certain there was a story lurking in the guy’s past.  Nick made a mental note to come back and talk to the guy sometime.  Talking to people was what Nick did, after all, being a reporter for the Times.  Maybe the guy would make a nice feel-good piece about the sort of wacky characters one could always find lurking the city if you looked hard enough. 

      

    The man cleared his throat and Nick jumped out of his reverie. 

      

    “What?  Sorry, I think I’m fine really, just looking today.” 

      

    “Special lady in your life?” 

      

    The man wasn’t going to give up.  Well, that was salesmen for you, Nick though. 

      

    “Lily, yes.  My girlfriend.” 

      

    “Ready to pop the question, eh?  She let you do everything you want, right?  She a good little ” 

      

    Nick’s eyes widened a little in shock at the words that came from the man’s mouth, but his shock only seemed to spur the man on. 

      

    “Make sure that pussy is ready and wet for you every night if that’s what you want.  Don’t go letting her spew that feminist bullshit about her needs and shit.  When she’s your wife, she’s there for you, and whatever you want to do with her.”  He paused, flint-grey eyes snapping as though he was reading Nick’s mind.  “Even if you want to share her, she’s yours to use and share if that’s what you want.  And Nick -- that is what you want, isn’t it?  A threesome with your tame little girlfriend who’d never dream of such a dirty thing?” 

      

    Nick’s mouth felt dry and he could only nod mutely.  Because it was true, all of it.  Deep down, Nick wanted nothing more than to watch his pretty little wife-to-be get stuffed full of cock from both sides at once.  It made his dick go hard just thinking about it. 

      

    The salesman licked his lips, then added, “You make her say, ‘Fuck my pussy hard tonight, daddy, let me suck you off while he plunges his cock into me,’” when you come home every night, like it’s her job to be your toy to use and pass around as you like.   

      

    Nick dug his hands into his pockets nervously, and felt a warm rush of heat as he realized his cock was stiff as a board.  The thought of Lily’s pussy being passed between him and another man made him instantly aroused, particularly since his sweet girlfriend would never even use such language.  The day Lily uttered the word pussy would be the day Nick died of shock!  Nevermind having her agree to more than one cock in her at a time! 

      

    Shifting nervously from one foot to the other, Nick was tempted to leave the shop.  But then, the salesman pulled out the ring.  It shone brightly in the cool light of the shop, and Nick couldn’t believe how it glimmered and threw dazzling sparkles out in every direction at once.  Tiny rubies encircled the larger diamond in the center.   

      

    “Your girl like rubies?” the man asked, and Nick nodded. 

      

    “This is the ring for her then.  Let me guess,” he said, giving Nick an appraising look.  “Just slip it on her finger.  You’ll see.  She’ll be begging you to call up a third in no time.  Promise.” 

      

    For a moment, Nick was certain the right thing to do was to walk away and forget the shop and the ring and the salesman’s promise ever existed.  It wasn’t right to buy a toy that could change his girlfriend’s mind and fantasies, not without consulting her first about the matter.   

      

    But Nick wasn’t always a guy to do the right thing. 

      

    The image appeared in his mind of Lily, her lips wrapped around his best friend’s cock while he plunged into her from behind.   

      

    He did deserve a wife who wanted to have fun with him.  Real fun, not the silly blowjob fun they’d been having.  Nick wanted a wife who would be excited to have the kind of fun he really wanted to have in bed.  He wanted her to experience the throbbing pleasure such an experience could bring.  He only wanted what was best for her, and experiencing that kind of orgasm from both ends being stuffed full of dick...well, he was pretty sure she’d never gotten that before!   

      

    Walking home with the ring snug in his pocket, Nick smiled.  Lily was going to love the ring, and if he had his way, so would he. 

      

    xXx 

      

    Beside Nick in bed, Lily’s body was warm as her skin touched his. 

      

    “Do you like your ring?” Nick prompted, wondering if it would really turn his bride-to-be into the dirty slut of his threesome fantasies, or if the salesman had been full of shit. 

      

    “I love my ring,” Lily purred, snuggling next to him so her legs intertwined with his. 

      

    “it’s just...” she said, trailing off for a moment and touching his chest. 

      

    “Yes?” 

      

    “I really wish we could celebrate with another person too.  You know, make this a night to remember.” 

      

    Nick blinked.  He had to be dreaming.  There was no way this was really happening. 

      

    “Someone else?” he asked. 

      

    “Oh you kno-ow,” Lily said, trailing one slender finger down his chest until the tip rested just above his pubic bone, tantalizingly close to his cock.  “I’ve been dying to do it with you and Xander forever, and I was thinking...why not tonight?” 

      

    Xander.  Nick’s best friend, the one who was always pushing Lily to have just one more shot, the one who Lily always looked a little too longingly at.  Had she always been this turned on by him and had never said anything before now?  For a moment, a stab of jealousy flared in Nick’s ribcage, but before he could say anything, Lily grabbed Nick’s phone and began texting furiously, fingers flying over the screen at a rapid pace.   

      

    “There.” 

      

    Lily set the phone down and ran her hand down Nick’s leg again under the covers. 

      

    “What’d you text him?” he asked, desperately curious and hard and trying not to show how much he wanted this to happen.  Nick could already imagine what it would feel like to plunge his cock into Lily while her mouth was full of Xander’s cock, licking and sucking him, and then he thought of the way she would squeal and squirm as Xander filled her up, and fuck, he better get there soon or he was going to explode before they even got started! 

      

    “I just told him we were gonna have a really fun time tonight and he better come over.”  Lily smiled a devilish grin.  “Figured I’ll surprise him when he gets here.” 

      

    “Surprise him with...?” Nick asked, raising an eyebrow. 

      

    “With this,” she said, slipping off her silk chemise in one fluid motion, revealing her twin perky breasts with their rock-hard, aroused nipples.   

      

    Nick gave a small groan of pleasure as he reached out to cup each breast in his hands, warming her flesh and loving the way she arched her back at the initial touch of his chilly skin. 

      

    “Oh!” she cried as his cold hands massaged her breasts.  “Ohhh,” Lily added as he began to knead her breasts in small, tight circles.  Nick rolled her right nipple between his thumb and forefinger, which elicited a sharp squeak of pain from her lips.   

      

    Nick’s cock was hard and throbbing, and as he worked at Lily’s breasts, she leaned down and let her fingers find him and pull his member out so she could begin stroking his dick with quick, attentive hands. Then with one move she straddled him and began to grind her pussy against his cock with only the thin layer of her panties between his cock and her slit.   

      

    Fuck, if she kept doing this, they were both going to come before Xander arrived!  Already Nick could feel himself growing harder and more tense with each rock of her hips against his body, and the fact that he was here squeezing her tender breasts and eliciting sharp little gasps from her didn’t help matters! 

      

    As if on cue, there came a small gasp, and there was Xander, standing in the doorway to their bedroom, mouth slightly agape and brown eyes wide in shock. 

      

    “Jesus,” he breathed. 

      

    “Xander!” squealed Lily, twisting her body around but still straddling Nick.  “No, don’t leave!” she added as Xander turned his back, clearly embarrassed to have walked in on such a scene.  “Stay.” 

      

    For a moment, Lily and Xander locked eyes and Nick saw the gears turning in Xander’s mind.   

      

    Slowly, he set his things down and walked towards the bed, shedding his leather jacket as he did so.  The bed shifted slightly as he added his weight.  Suddenly, he was all business as he reached out a hand to touch Lily’s bare shoulder. 

      

    “You little slut,” Xander said in a husky whisper, full of hunger.  “Are you sure you want this?” 

      

    Lily twisted her body around and Nick watched as his vanilla little wife -- who just days before thought giving a simple blowjob to her boyfriend was naughty -- reached out and began working her tongue into Xander’s mouth for her reply.   

      

    Nick grunted as he felt Lily’s body move on his cock, grinding against him as she peeled off Xander’s shirt with greedy fingers.  This was all he’d ever wanted, and now it was happening.  Lily’s body quivered as she rode him, grinding herself against him as she sucked on Xander’s tongue.  For his part, Xander ran his hands up and down her smooth torso, causing Lily to shiver and writhe. 

      

    Nick knew if he didn’t change her position on him soon, he’d come right then and there, so quickly, he lifted Lily off of his cock and deposited her next to him on the bed.  She giggled ever so slightly nervously.  After all, they’d never done this before, and she wasn’t sure what the two men had in store for her next! 

      

    Set down at the head of the bed, Lily now faced the newcomer, and he looked at her, still gripping her hips. 

      

    “I think it’s time you tasted my cock,” he said firmly, with a nod from Nick.   

      

    Lily’s eyes widened and for a moment Nick wondered if they’d gone too far.  Had she just been flirting with the idea of a threesome, or was she ready to truly go all the way?  The diamond and ruby ring glinted on her finger and Nick could only hope it was doing its job to the fullest.  Lily licked her lips and then he was straddling her, pushing her down against the bed, hard. 

      

    “Oh!” Lily gasped, caught off-guard by the forceful move, and Nick could see a wild look in her eye for a moment.  Then Xander’s cock was out and pressed up against her chin, and she was opening that sweet innocent mouth, and Xander was filling her with his dick.   

      

    “Mmmmph!” she groaned as his thick cock filled her wet, waiting mouth.   

      

    Nick felt his own cock growing harder as he watched his pretty little fiance get mouth-fucked by his best friend.  Her legs quivered and he liked the way she gripped the bedsheets in her fists, curling and uncurling with each thrust of Xander’s cock into her mouth.  Her eyes were wide and wild and little grunts of pleasure escaped her lips with each plunge of that dick inside her.   

      

    Nick ran a hand up her smooth leg, all the way up to her thigh, then up further still to the slit between her legs.  She was damp -- no, she was dripping wet.  Her pussy was soaked, and quickly Nick pushed her thighs wider apart.  As his tongue met her folds, he could feel her give a surprised jolt.  With Xander straddling her, Nick realized she hadn’t seen what he was about to do!   

      

    Nick imagined her flicking her tongue over Xander’s cock the same way he flicked his over her wet pussy folds, lapping at her and exploring deeper and deeper with each push of his tongue inside her.  She was quivering and moaning and her pussy was throbbing as he tasted her warm juices.  Xander pumped hard and Nick could tell Lily was struggling to take his full length.  That was okay -- he was ready to have a turn with her mouth now, anyway.   

      

    Seeming to understand it was time for a chance of pace, Xander pulled out of Lily’s wide mouth before he could finish, and Lily sputtered for a moment before regaining her composure.  She licked a glistening drop of precum from the side of her mouth and then gave an expectant look to Nick. 

      

    “I think it’s time we fill you from both ends,” Nick suggested.  Lily’s eyes widened as she realized what he meant, and that was all he needed to grab her hips and flip her over so she knelt on all fours in the middle of the bed.  

      

    “Oh!” Lily cried, again surprised by the sudden move and action taken with her body.  She gave a little shiver and moaned, and Nick could tell she was wet and aroused and ready for a cock in her pussy.  Nick moved around in front of her, liking that he could watch Xander pump his cock into her cunt from behind this way, all while having his own dick sucked.   

      

    “Suck,” he ordered, liking the way the words fell sternly from his lips.  Lily seemed to like it too, judging from the way her lips parted obediently. 

      

    Kneeling in front of her, his thrust his own cock into her waiting, open mouth, grabbing her hair and pulling her onto his dick hard, harder than he ever had before.  There was that same wide-eyed surprised look in her eyes and fuck, if she did it again he was going to cum right there in her mouth without warning. 

      

    “She’s so tight Nick,” Xander said with an approving grunt as he thrust his cock into her pussy as he knelt behind her.  From Nick’s vantage point, he could see Lily’s big eyes widen as Xander’s long cock pushed inside her tight entrance.  

      

    The two men moved formed a fluid pumping machine that thrust into Lily from both ends, and with each plunge into her throat and pussy, Lily gave a muffled grunt of pleasure.  Nick tangled his hands in her hair, pulling her onto his cock as he bobbed relentlessly, moving her head in time with his dick’s rhythmic pounding.   

      

    Her tongue greedily slurped at his cock, deliciously savoring him in ways she never had before.  Something about sucking off Xander first must have flipped a switch in her brain, Nick realized -- the threesome seemed to have unlocked her inner cocksucking slut!   

      

    “I’m going to let him cum inside you, and I’m going to fill your mouth, understand?” Nick said to Lily, meeting her gaze as she sucked.  There was that wild look in her eyes, but then she moaned with excitement and anticipation, though around the cock stuffing her mouth it came out as only a muffled emphatic gurgle. 

      

    “Mmmmph!”  

      

    Xander continued to pound her pussy from behind, faster and faster, and then Nick saw he was gripping Lily’s hips, pulling her back on his cock as he pumped.  With his hands in her hair, the two men pulled and pushed her back and forth like a doll, one cock plunging down her throat and then easing up so the other cock could enter her dripping hole on the other end.  They were a fucking machine of flesh and sweat, of lust and need, of mouths and cocks and tongues all licking and pumping together, animalistic, feral. 

      

    Nick couldn’t help it.  He could feel his cock tightening and his whole body was building to his orgasm quickly now.  Lily’s mouth sucked and licked his member, and as he buried himself deep in her throat, all the way to the base of his shaft, he felt his dick explode inside her.  It happened fast, and then he was grunting as he came down her throat. 

      

    “Mmgnnacmmmmm!” Lily babbled, her words muffled around the cock erupting in her mouth, but it was clear from her wide eyes that she was about to come herself, and her body was taking control, her pussy’s contractions were clearly overwhelming her in waves.  Her hips began to rock wildly against Xander’s cock that was stuffed inside her. 

      

    “Fuck!” Xander said as Lily bucked her hips uncontrollably, sputtering around Nick’s draining cock as Xander pounded his cock into her pussy fast and furiously, filling her slippery pussy up with his creamy load.  From each end, Lily found herself full of hot, sticky cum that dribbled down the side of her mouth and out of her full pussy to cling wetly to the inside of her thighs.   

      

    Nick slid his empty cock out from her mouth, still pulsing with the aftershocks of pleasure, and with his hands still tangled in her hair, lifted her face to look up at him.  Cum slid from the side of her mouth and with a little shy smile she reached out her tongue to lick it off.   

      

    From behind her, Xander pulled out, and Nick could see his friend’s cum dripping from between Lily’s legs onto the bed in a small puddle.  She was dripping from both ends, and Nick couldn’t help the shiver of pleasure that rippled through his body at the sight.   

      

    Lily gave a small giggle as she wiggled her bottom and then sat down properly on the bed.  “Well!” she exclaimed.  “How was that for some engagement night fun?” 

      

    Nick grinned.  “Pretty good.”  He looked over to Xander, who was pulling on his t-shirt.   

      

    “You two got engaged tonight?” he asked, popping his head out of the shirt. 

      

    Nick nodded.  “Yeah -- about that, actually.  I was thinking...would you be my best man?” 

      

    Xander gave a short bark of laughter.  All three looked at each other with amusement at the whole situation.  “I guess so, but this definitely has to be the strangest way to ask a guy!”  He paused, letting his eyes travel down Lily’s naked body, her pert nipples two small points in the cool room.   

      

    “I’ll bet,” Lily said, a mischievous look in her eye, “that the wedding night will be pretty wild too, if you stick around for that party.”  

      

    Xander nodded.  “I wouldn’t miss it.” 
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    Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses 

    When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 


Return of The Magic Glasses 

    When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses 

    With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses 

    Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!  

    



   





 

    Cheat Code 

      

    Cheat Code: Volume One 

      

    Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning?  

      

    



   





 

    Roommate Control 

      

    Roommate Control: A Novel 

      

    For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night!  

      

      

    



   





 

    Roommate Corruption 

      

    Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 

      

    Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 


Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series.  

      

    



   





 

    The Demon Prince 

      

    Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 

      

    Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail?  

      

      

    



   





 

    Free Use Bimbos 

      

    Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 

      

    The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes! 



   





 

    The Corrupter 

      

    The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 

      

    Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!  



   





 

    About the Author 

    
Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page. 
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