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		Introduction

		

		Playing the Game is inspired by the stock market events surrounding the attempted short squeeze of GameStop stock by retail investors against overexposed hedge funds. The story itself does not include any of the specific events that occurred in real life, nor are any characters based on real people. Any similarities are purely coincidental.

		

	
		

		Playing the Game

		

		Playing the Squeeze

		

		“L ibby, we need to talk.”

		They were words Libby had never wanted to hear from her boyfriend. He stood in the doorway to the bedroom of the small apartment they shared. She sat on the bed, her head buried in a book.

		“What’s up, Archer?” Libby responded, trying to hide the fear she felt. The “we need to talk” talk usually meant one thing. Splitsville.

		Not that Libby had any reason to be worried. She had Archer had a strong relationship. They had even had preliminary discussions about what their future held and the prospect of making their bond more permanent. She saw marriage bells in her near future.

		However, Libby could not help but feel worried that maybe something had changed between them that she had not noticed. It would not be the first time that Libby had failed to read a social cue. Had Archer been pulling back? Had there been a rift in their relationship that she had not seen?

		Libby would have been devastated if their relationship came to a sudden end. She had invested all of her emotional capital into their relationship. Yes, she would survive, but it would take her a long time before she was ready for another relationship if Archer did what she feared he was about to do.

		Archer entered the bedroom and sat on the end of the bed. Libby closed her book and set it beside her. Archer would not be coming to her like this unless he wanted her full attention. And no matter what happened, she owed him enough to give him that attention. She loved him.

		“This is going to be awkward,” Archer started. He ran his hand through his hair, ruffling it. Libby had always liked how his hair stuck up whenever he did it. “Obviously I’ve been trading on the stock market for a while. It’s my major hobby.”

		Libby nodded her head. As little as Libby understood how the stock market worked, she trusted Archer not to do anything stupid. He had never gambled money he did not have. And from what she could tell, he was at least mildly good at it. From the descriptions he gave, he was up. How much, she could not be sure. But up was up, no matter how one looked at it.

		“Well, there’s this thing called a short squeeze that’s about to happen and if I get in on it, I can make a lot of money,” Archer continued. “And I’m talking a lot of money. But here’s the thing. I’ve been playing with hundreds of dollars. To make this work, I need a much bigger investment.”

		It felt to Libby that this conversation had gone in the complete opposite direction from where she had anticipated. Rather than talk about their relationship, which had always had a strong foundation and solid boundaries, they were talking about money. And Libby knew exactly what money Archer was talking about.

		Libby’s life had not exactly gone to plan thus far. She was in a happy relationship with a solid job, but there had long been issues in her family. Her father walked out on her and her mother when she was young. That had been problematic. Then, just as Libby was getting ready to start college, starting at a community college because she did not have the money to attend a four-year school, her mother died. It was hard enough to embark on her adult life, but she had to do it with the death of her mother hanging around her neck.

		Libby’s mother had died while at work. There had been an accident. The company had been found negligent and liable for her mother’s death. The law could not bring her mother back, but it could make Libby’s life a little easier. The wrongful death payout had been a big help. It had put Libby through college and supported her before she could fully support herself. Now, there was $50,000 left. The plan had been to put the money toward a downpayment on a house, once she and Archer were married. Now, it seemed he had other ideas.

		“You’re talking about my savings,” Libby said. It was not a question. It was a statement.

		“Um, well, yes,” Archer said, clearly uneasy about the whole situation.

		“I don’t know,” Libby said. She knew she would never understand what money making deal Archer had worked out. “We’ve talked about this before. I thought we were going to save the money for a downpayment after we got married. I mean, sure, that is probably years away still, but at least it’s making guaranteed money while sitting in the bank. I’m not sure we should be risking it.”

		It was the conservative approach, Libby knew. As much as she would love to be a risk taker, it was not in her makeup. She had suffered to much heartbreak over the years to take such big risks.

		“What if we signed a contract?” Archer asked. “It would officially be a loan to me and I would be obligated to pay it back, with interest, if this doesn’t workout. And, if it does, I’ll split the profits with you 50-50.”

		“But why would you be willing to do that?” Libby asked. “I mean, sure, you mitigate my risk, but that’s still a lot of money you’re putting on the table. It’s not like we can afford much. And if you were to pay me back, what would you be able to afford? $100 per month? It would take you a lifetime to pay me back.”

		“Libby,” Archer said. “I will accept your no. I won’t hold it against you. I just want you to know that I have never been more certain of any stock market move I’ve ever made. If this goes where I think it’s going, we’re talking about turning your nest egg into millions. I’m talking, we could be looking at quitting money. We could get married, retire, start a family, travel the world, whatever. Anything would be possible. That’s what I’m pushing for. But I understand you don’t want to take the risk. I won’t mention it again.”

		Libby sat there, considering her boyfriend’s words. He seemed convinced that this deal of his was going to work. And as much as she feared the risk, she also felt torn, because she trusted Archer and if he believed something was going to happen, she was almost certainly it would. He was a smart guy. He was smarter than her in many things.

		“Wait,” Libby said as Archer started to stand up. He stopped and looked into Libby’s eyes. “I’ll let you invest the money. But the money is mine. The risk is mine.”

		Archer smiled. “You won’t regret it. I promise.”

		

		Double Your Money

		

		Libby had never paid more attention to the stock market news than she did after agreeing to let Archer invest her money. They had worked out the details. He would handle the details, but she retained all rights to the money. It also meant all the risk was hers.

		The trouble was, Libby did not understand exactly what Archer’s grand plan was. She knew they were causing a short squeeze, but she had no idea what that actually was. She did not even understand what shorting stock was. Archer had tried to explain it to her using monkeys, grapes, and bananas, but that had only made it more confusing. There was something about hats too, but that only made it worse.

		All Libby knew was whatever Archer was betting on, it had only just started and the news had not yet made the mass media. It was still a niche idea. That meant her only source of news on how well her investment was paying off was through Archer. But she trusted him. He would not lie about how it was going.

		It was a Thursday afternoon when Libby came home from work at the public library. She worked in the reference section, spending much of her time helping people find old newspaper articles on microfilm or helping school kids find sources to use in school reports. It was steady and rewarding work, but not something that Libby could see herself doing for the rest of her life. She wanted more in her life than to just be a librarian.

		“Great news,” Archer said as he greeted Libby on her return home. “You’ve doubled your money so far.”

		“What?” Libby said, somewhat shocked. It had only been a few days since they had transferred her money into an investment account. And it had already doubled in value. She could not believe the news.

		“You’ve doubled your money,” Archer confirmed. “I told you this thing was going to pay off.”

		“Does that mean we stop?”

		“I mean, we could if you want,” Archer answered. “It’s your money. But if you trust me, I say we keep going. The squeeze hasn’t even really started yet. We’re not at quitting money yet.”

		“Oh, okay,” Libby said. “I trust you. Let’s keep going.”

		“Great,” Archer said, smiling. “But I still think we should celebrate. Let’s go out to dinner tonight.”

		“Sure,” Libby said. “Let me go get changed.”

		Libby walked into the bedroom and dropped her purse on her vanity before she stepped toward her closet, looking for an appropriate outfit for a night out. It was a work night, so they would not be staying out late. It would probably just be a nice dinner. They could always snuggle up on the couch and watch a movie when they got home.

		However, as Libby went about her routine, she failed to notice several changes in her life. First and foremost, before that day, Libby had never owned a vanity before. She had never put enough stock in her appearance to have to worry about that. She worked at a public library. Makeup and fashion were not a part of her job description, unless someone needed help finding books about makeup and fashion.

		But it was more than just the bedroom furniture being different, although her makeup collection had moved from the bathroom to the drawers of her vanity. Her closet was filled with different clothes than what had been there when she left that morning for work. The sweaters, jeans, and long skirts had been replaced with fitted blouses, slacks, and pencil skirts. Her shoes, almost all of which had been sensible flats of various types, had become a small collection of high heels. Only two pairs of shoes had low heels, a pair of trainers for working out and a pair of flip flops for around the house. Everything else had a heel.

		What was more, even Libby’s date night styles had shifted. In the past, she would have worn a loose sweater and a skirt that went past her knees on a date with her boyfriend. If it was cold, she would have worn tights under the skirt with shoes that kept her toes warm. Now, she found herself wearing a low-cut fitted sweater and a short skirt that fell several inches above the knee. Her pushup bra gave her an enticing bit of cleavage and her four-inch heels made sure her butt looked good in the tight skirt.

		Libby noticed none of these changes as she sat at her vanity applying makeup. However, the face she saw when she finished, the face with the eyeshadow and lipstick, looked completely natural to her. This was how she was supposed to look. This was how she always wanted to look. Libby knew that her image was important. It was a large part of how she moved up in the world. Dress for the job you want and all of that. She knew women were judged on their looks. It was important to look good to get ahead in the world.

		“You look beautiful,” Archer said as he greeted Libby at the door to head to dinner.

		Libby smiled at the compliment. Even though Archer always said that, she loved to hear it. It was confirmation of all her hard work. “Thank you.” She kissed him on the cheek and let him guide her out of the apartment.

		“Where are we eating?” Libby asked as they climbed into Archer’s car. An hour earlier he had been driving a 15-year-old car. Now it was only 10 years old, a signal of their change in status.

		“I mean, we could just go get pizza, but I was thinking there’s that new Italian restaurant we could try. It’s supposed to be pretty nice.”

		Archer mentioning pizza was meant to be a joke. They were not people who celebrated by going out for pizza. However, that had not always been true. Archer and Libby often went out for pizza to celebrate events and special occasions. But that had been before everything else had changed. Their standards were higher now.

		Dinner had been wonderful, as was the bottle of wine they ordered. Since Archer was doing the driving, it was Libby who did the majority of the drinking. But that was fine with her. After all, they were celebrating the doubling of her money. It had not reached quitting levels, but it would definitely go a long way toward paying for a house.

		Returning from dinner, Libby laughed as Archer made jokes. They were not particularly good jokes, but Libby laughed anyway. She was a bit drunk. However, the drive was not the same one they made on their way to the restaurant. Rather than live in a small apartment, they now owned a condo together. Again, it was a step up, but something neither of them noticed. Reality had altered and they were none the wiser.

		But it was not just their home and their tastes that had changed. As the pair settled in to watch a movie together, with Libby curled up on the couch next to her boyfriend, she was already thinking about the next day and what her work schedule would look like. She was no longer a librarian, or at least not in the traditional sense. She was an archivist with a major corporation. It might not have sounded like a big role, but it was necessary for the functioning of the company and it paid a great deal more than Libby had made at the public library.

		Libby and Archer were moving up in the world, even if they did not know it.

		

		Big Money

		

		“Holy shit,” Archer called out as he checked the latest balance in Libby’s investment account. He had created a new one for her to keep their money separated. Even though they both had a similar investment profile with both of them adding to the short squeeze, Archer respected Libby’s addition and wanted to keep everything simpler. They could combine forces when they finally tied the knot, whenever that would be. Archer would have to propose first.

		“What is it?” Libby asked. She had opted to take part of the day off for personal reasons. The truth was, she had needed a break. The weekends were not always enough. Luckily, she was well compensated in her job.

		“Your investment is up over 1,000 percent,” Archer said. “That’s fantastic.”

		“That’s great, sweetie,” Libby said before kissing her boyfriend on the cheek as he continued to look at the screens. Not that she understood what that percent increase meant for the overall balance of her account. “You’re so good at this.”

		“Thanks,” Archer said, still a little stunned that his plan was working. He had always believed it would. He never would have asked Libby to place a $50,000 bet otherwise, but at the same time, he had never imagined seeing such a large sum in either of their accounts.

		“I’m gonna head off to the salon to get my roots touched up,” Libby said. “Then I’m off to the clinic for another round of filler.”

		Archer nodded his head as if this was a normal occurrence, as if Libby routinely dyed her hair and received lip injections. The truth was, however, until a few minutes ago, Libby had never had blonde hair. She had always been a brunette. And her lips had been fine, if a bit thin. Not that Archer was going to complain. But now he had far fewer reasons to complain about his girlfriend. Yes, she spent money on looking good. It was a lot of money too. But the results were too good to complain about the cost.

		As Libby made her way down to the parking garage beneath their condo building, she took a moment to adjust her stockings. She wanted the seams to be perfectly straight. Then she tugged down her miniskirt a little. This one had a tendency to ride up on her hips and show off more leg than she meant to. Not that Libby had any hesitation with showing off a little more leg, but she was simply headed to the salon in the middle of the day. She was not headed out to a nightclub or party.

		The trip to the salon went exactly as expected. Libby greeted her stylist, just as she did every month. That was the maximum amount of time she could go before her dark roots began to show too much. A little was fine, but even letting the gap stretch to five weeks left Libby feeling awkward and unattractive. And Libby hated to feel like she was not presenting her best image. Her appearance was everything to her.

		On the drive, Libby considered the fact her boss had given her the afternoon off while he attended to family matters. That made trips to the salon and clinic easier. But her boss approved of that as well. He loved seeing her around the office, with her blonde hair and plump lips, dressed in short skirts and tight blouses. After all, he had hired her as his personal assistant for her looks, not her intelligence or skills. It was her appearance that got her the job and it was her responsibility to maintain her appearance. Not that Libby could imagine looking any different. There was no way she would ever let herself go back to her brown hair or let her lips return to their former thinness.

		The salon appointment was over before she knew it. Libby almost considered browsing a local clothing boutique to waste time before her appointment at the clinic. However, she knew better than to start clothes shopping when she had an appointment to keep. She had a tendency to go a little overboard when it came to shopping. There were just so many cute and enticing outfits to try on. If she was not paying attention to the clock, she would miss her appointment entirely.

		“Oh, hi, Libby,” the receptionist at the clinic said. “I see you’re early for your appointment. Let me see if they’re ready for you anyway.”

		Libby did not even need to say anything. She was a known quantity at the clinic, making regular appointments for filler and other non-surgical procedures. The doctors kept asking if she wanted to do anything more, often referring to her breasts, but not exclusively so. Libby had considered all of this, of course, but she was not sure she wanted to make such a jump. It was one thing to take advantage of temporary procedures, but something like a breast augmentation was pushing the envelope more than she was ready for. Even though she had no problem with cosmetic enhancements, she feared getting implants would label her as plastic. That still felt like an insult to her, even if plastic surgery was becoming more and more accepted in society.

		It turned out the clinic staff were ready for Libby and after signing her consent form, she was ushered into the back to receive her injections.

		There was pain. Getting stabbed multiple times by a hypodermic needle would do that. There was blood too, but this had all come to be expected. This was not Libby’s first trip to the clinic and it would not be her last.

		When Libby left the clinic, her lips had a fullness they had not had before. It felt new and different, but good all the same. And more importantly, they looked fantastic. She kept checking them out in the rear view mirror while she was stopped at stop lights. Seeing them made her think of only one thing.

		As soon as Libby returned home, she went in search of Archer. They had made a habit of it ever since she started getting the lip filler on a regular basis. Thus it was no surprise that he was already in their bedroom, sitting on the bed with his back up against the headboard, his cock already free. He was hard, waiting for her.

		“You’re all ready for me,” Libby said as she stood in the doorway and posed. The blonde hair and plump lips looked fantastic and that was made more evident by Archer’s throbbing cock.

		Libby stepped toward the bed, swaying her hips to an exaggerated effect. The high heels she wore regularly helped in that matter as well. She licked her lips as she started to crawl up onto the bed, getting closer to her target.

		“I’ve been thinking about this the whole way home,” Libby said. “I want to suck your cock.”

		Archer needed to say nothing before Libby bent her head and gave the underside of his cock a lick, going from the base to the tip. Had he not already been at maximum hardness, that fluffer would have gotten him there.

		“Oh, yes, those lips of yours are perfect,” Archer groaned as Libby wrapped her new lips around his cock and sucked him deeper into her mouth. She was an experienced cocksucker, even if before tonight, her old reality had her save blowjobs for special occasions. Now, however, Libby was much more willing to go down on her boyfriend. Sometimes all he had to do was say a word or two and she would drop her head into his lap and pull out his cock.

		It did not take long for Archer to reach his point of no return. Libby was just that good. But she also knew how to prolong his pleasure. It was only after Archer grew desperate to cum that he ran his fingers through Libby’s blonde mane and took charge, fucking her mouth so that he could finally cum.

		“Here it comes,” Archer called out just as his cock started to surge with his hot white seed. Libby swallowed his cum as quickly as she could, sucking every drop out of him that she could manage. But with her new lips, with the way they were bigger and not completely familiar, a small rivulet of cum escaped the corner of her lips, running down her chin.

		“Your cum is always so yummy,” Libby said with a satisfied smile. He sat back on her haunches and licked her lips again.

		“You missed a spot,” Archer said, pointing toward Libby’s mouth.

		“Oopsie,” Libby said with a giggle as she brought a finger up to her chin and wiped herself clean. She paused to suck on her finger, getting the last of Archer’s cum. “New lips, new me.”

		It was indeed a new Libby.

		

		Rocket to the Moon

		

		Libby had just returned from the office where she had been assisting her boss get ready for an important presentation in the morning when she happened to find Archer working in his home office. His computer screen was covered in various stock charts. Even in the best of times, Libby would have been unable to make heads or tails of the information. She had long ago learned that math was not her strong suit. Her talents were interpersonal in nature.

		“Hey, Libs, you’re home,” Archer said as he glanced over his shoulder at his sexy girlfriend. “I’ve got great news.”

		“Yeah, baby,” Libby said, walking up behind her boyfriend and draping her arms over his shoulder and down his chest. She nibbled on his ear with her lips.

		“Fuck, that feels good,” Archer said, unable to stop himself. As much as he wanted to remain focused on the charts in front of him, Libby could always prove to be very distracting. He always considered himself lucky to have a woman like her as his girlfriend. She definitely pushed him to be better, more confident and to care about his appearance. Although there was no way he could care about how he looked nearly as much as Libby cared about her appearance. She seemed to have it all down to a science. And whatever that science was called, it was very sexy.

		“What’s your good news?” Libby asked, keeping her boyfriend focused while her hands continued to rub his shoulder and chest.

		“It’s your good news, actually,” Archer finally said. “You’re officially a millionaire. The investments I made for you took off like a rocket to the moon.”

		“O-M-G,” Libby squealed as she stepped back and started to jump around in celebration. Her blonde hair flew around her head, her short skirt swished and flipped up around her hips, showing off the thong she wore underneath. Her tits bounced and bounded in her tight top. “That’s so great. I’m rich.”

		“Yeah you are,” Archer said as he swiveled his chair around to get a better view of his girlfriend. After all, ever since she went under the knife for her breast augmentation, she was always fun to look at.

		“But you did it,” Libby said, grabbing Archer’s hands and pulling him out of his chair.

		A moment later, Archer had his arms wrapped tightly around Libby, her tits pressing into his chest, her head stringing upward as he kissed her hard on the lips. She melted into his embrace, returning his kiss with all her might. This was a great moment, for both of them. Not that Libby’s money was fully realized yet. It was all theoretical until Archer sold her investments. But the short squeeze was still ongoing. There was still room to run.

		“I love kissing you so much,” Archer said.

		Libby giggled. “Is it because of my lips? I was thinking they should be bigger. What do you think?”

		Archer laughed. “I suppose you can go as big as you want. It’s not like you have a job to worry about.”

		“Huh uh,” Libby agreed. “I’m just a happy little stay-at-home girlfriend for you.”

		“That’s right. Instead of spending all that money from the settlement on college or anything like that, you spent it on the important things.”

		“Like my boobies,” Libby said, using her little girl voice. She used it more and more. She did not have to talk that way, but she found it more fun. It kept people from trying to talk to her about complex topics or current events. Without Archer, she never would have been able to live off the money she had received and invest it to the point where she had become a millionaire.

		“Yes, like your boobies.”

		Archer reached up and grabbed her tits, one in each hand, and squeezed.

		“Archer,” Libby moaned. “You’re gonna make me all wet and horny.”

		“Is that so bad?” Archer asked deviously. “Maybe I like it when you’re too horny to be anything other than a quivering mess.”

		“But I gotta cook dinner,” Libby said, pushing back. She had never been the cook in the relationship before, but that had been when she had a job. Now that reality had shifted so that she did not work, she took on more of the domestic responsibilities. That included cooking dinner every night and keeping their shared condo clean.

		“Not tonight, you don’t,” Archer said. “We’re going out to eat at the finest restaurant in town. And after that, I think we should go dancing. I’m sure we can find a club to go to.”

		“Ooh, I love it,” Libby said, once again jumping up and down and making her tits bounce. The fact she was wearing high heels throughout all this had not mattered in the slightest. Even Libby’s trainers and slippers had heels on them now. “Let me go start getting ready.”

		“Don’t take too long,” Archer prodded. “I’ll call the restaurant.”

		“I won’t. I promise.”

		Of course, the new Libby always needed time to get ready for a night out. First she had to decide on an outfit. Then she had to do her hair and makeup. The latter she was quite efficient at now. It had become second nature. But choosing the right outfit could take time. Libby had so many outfits to choose from.

		Eventually she managed to find what she wanted to wear. The dress by itself was a simple black tube dress. It hugged her curves tightly, preventing her from even wearing a thong, for any waistband would show through the thin material of the stretchy dress. Libby liked it because it was short enough to show off her legs, but long enough to remain classy. Likewise, it was low cut enough to show off her tits, but not so low cut that she would need to spend the whole time making sure it did not slip down and flash her tits to everyone at the restaurant or nightclub.

		However, this dress came with an additional accessory that Libby felt increased the classiness of the dress even more. It came with sleeves. These were not sleeves that attached to the dress, although she did have to pull it on like a top. The difference came in the fact that the top never fell below the level of her armpits, leaving a wide belt of bare flesh around her chest and keeping her cleavage well displayed.

		The shoes Libby chose to go with the dress were black stilettos with a short platform under the toe and a sizable heel. They were not easy to walk or dance in, but she was, by now, an experienced heel wearer. The only time her heels ever carried her weight anymore was when she was wearing high heels. And even then, her heels were high enough that it forced more of her weight forward. There was no standing flat footed in Libby’s life now.

		With her dress finalized, it only took a few minutes to get her makeup and hair looking as she wanted it to. One advantage of placing so much emphasis on her appearance was her look for everyday occasions was not that far off her look for a night out. Adding in some sparkly earrings that dangled down and almost touched her shoulders, as well as a few rings on her fingers, Libby’s appearance was perfect.

		“You look stunning, my dear,” Archer said as Libby appeared from the bedroom all dressed up. He leaned forward and kissed her on the head. He knew better than to risk ruining her makeup before leaving home. Later, such things would not matter, but Libby always wanted to make a proper appearance. She could quiet a room the moment she stepped inside.

		And that was exactly what happened when Libby and Archer stepped into the restaurant. The normal din of conversations and silverware clinking against plates suddenly went silent the moment they walked in. Heads turned on a swivel to get a good look at Libby. Then the murmurs started, people whispering to each other, trying to figure out if Libby was someone famous that they should know. Not that she was someone they should know. But she at least looked the part.

		It was similar at the nightclub after dinner. Not that such matters could be heard over the loud bass of the music. Heads turned, but it was less noticeable between the generally dark interior and the flashing lights that shot across the room at various intervals. Of course, Libby’s appearance had been a big help in getting herself and Archer admitted to the club without waiting in line. One look at Libby and the bouncer pulled aside the velvet rope and allowed them in. His eyes never left her tits.

		“Let’s dance,” Libby said as soon as they were inside. She pulled Archer onto the dance floor and started gyrating her hips to the beat of the music.

		Libby had never been someone interested in clubbing before. But that was a different Libby. That Libby no longer existed anymore. This Libby was free of such inhibitions. Her goals were simple. She wanted to look as fashionable and sexy as possible and she wanted to keep a good home for her boyfriend. After all, it was through his work that she had become the millionaire that she now was.

		By the time Libby and Archer returned home that night, Libby was all over Archer. She could not keep her hands off him, whether it was running her hands across his muscles chest or it was gently fondling the bulge in his pants. Libby was horny and there was only one solution to that. She needed Archer to fuck her.

		As Archer drove up the driveway and parked in the attached garage, neither of them noticed that they now lived in a house in the hills instead of in a condo. Their lives together and continued to change, but all for the better.

		As soon as the car was parked and the engine turned off, Libby jumped out of the car and dragged Archer inside. She had no patience to wait. She was horny and she needed relief. She needed his cock.

		Libby navigated the house as if she knew it like the back of her hand. In her mind, they had lived there for a long time, even if they had technically never set foot inside before in their lives. Archer could only smile at his girlfriend’s actions. What man could dislike having a hot girlfriend who not only liked sex this much, but needed it like Libby did? And he was only too happy to give her exactly what she needed.

		The moment they reached the bedroom, Archer took charge. He grabbed Libby by the shoulders and pulled her toward him. His lips locked onto hers in a passionate embrace. Their tongues intertwined as they stood there, her neck straining upward, kissing each other with every ounce of passion they could muster. This was not just a moment of lust, for which they both felt toward each other, but also a result of the deep seated love they had for each other. Had theirs only been a physical relationship, there would have been no pause before jumping into bed. Yet despite Libby’s sexual needs, she was still willing to give herself fully to Archer with a kiss.

		However, no kiss can last forever and this one certainly did not, especially when under the great strain of Libby’s overactive libido. But unlike before, when Libby showed all the initiative, Archer took charge, guiding his girlfriend toward the bed. He pulled off her sleeves. They would not be needed for the rest of the night. Then he slowly tugged down on the top of Libby’s dress. Her tits popped free, her nipples immediately hardening in the cool air. But that did not stop Archer. He continued to pull on her dress, slowly sliding it down her body.

		Archer paused for a moment when the dress skimmed the tops of her hips. He let go and gently ran a finger up her flank and then across her breast, lightly teasing her nipple. Libby moaned in response, unable to stop herself. She was past the point where she was in full control. Her body was taking over, leaving her mind to tag along for the ride.

		“I think someone likes this,” Archer said as Libby’s body shuddered under his light touch. She moaned again, unable to formulate how much her body was screaming for release into words.

		As Archer resumed pulling down her dress, he enjoyed watching how her smooth torso and hips gave way to her legs. Libby always kept herself bare, obsessively removing any and all body hair. Between waxing, shaving, and laser hair removal, she had done it all.

		Finally her dress no longer needed to stretch around her body, dropping to the floor around Libby’s ankles. She stepped out of the dress, leaving her heels on. The truth was, she found heels more comfortable than walking barefoot and the heels always left her feeling classier, even if they severely impacted how she moved, including how fast she could walk.

		Archer gently guided Libby back onto the bed. He put her on her back, wanting to keep her tits in view. Before the implants, they had preferred doggy style, but that had changed with the addition of silicone under her skin. But it all felt much the same to her as long as he pushed her legs back until her heels were by her head. She was impressively flexible.

		“Please, fuck me,” Libby begged as she laid there, her hands between her legs as she looked up and watched Archer disrobe. They were well practiced words, ones she had used many times before and no longer even needed to think about saying. They just tumbled out of her mouth automatically.

		As her body had changed, so too had Archer’s, although not nearly as dramatically. Rather than the nerd he once looked like, not he was a nerd in mind only, having learned how to workout and lift weight to give him the strong physique that Libby now craved.

		Archer climbed up to join his girlfriend on the bed. His cock stuck, already hard. Libby could only watch as he raised her legs up, positioning her body as if she was just a doll. The idea of that, being his doll, was too hot for her to even fully consider. But it felt good. It felt good to let herself be turned into a sex object, even if only for a little bit. Her value was in her body, not her mind. That much was clear in moments such as these and she would not have it any other way.

		“Fuck,” Libby moaned as Archer plunged his rock hard shaft into her wet and waiting pussy. He pushed in hard, filling her quickly to the hilt.

		And that was a speed that she had come to expect from him. Libby had long decided she liked it best when Archer fucked her fast and hard. She came harder that way. It was more animalistic, but there was so much more pleasure involved. She just let herself get used, fucked however Archer wanted and in exchange, she was always rewarded with massive orgasms.

		It only took a few minutes before Libby experienced her first orgasm. Her body spasmed as every nerve in her body fired with orgasmic energy. But all the while, Archer kept fucking her, continuing his brutal pace as he pistoned in and out of her. This was how she liked it. She did not want him to stop. When she came, she wanted him to keep fucking her. She wanted to be treated like the sex object that was only there for his pleasure. Because when he treated her like that, her second orgasm was always better and she almost always came with him as he finally fired his load into her.

		And that was exactly what happened. Pushing through her first orgasm, Archer kept fucking Libby, driving her even more wild with lust as he treated her like the doll she liked to pretend to be. And her second orgasm was always stronger than the first. As Archer buried himself in her pussy for the last time, his cock already surging with his hot white seed, her vision turned white as her whole world came crashing down around her in a torrent of pleasure. The endorphins flooding her brain were almost too much to handle. She nearly passed out. Instead, a dopey smile formed on her face. She was too well and truly fucked to respond in any other way.

		

		Beating the Game

		

		“Here’s your lunch, babe,” Libby said as she brought her boyfriend a sandwich as he sat at his computer in the home office.

		Archer frequently worked from home now, which was all the better, because it allowed him more time with his girlfriend. She had no qualms about climbing underneath his desk and giving him a blowjob as he worked. She had even done it while he was on video calls. Those had always been fun for her, trying to give him pleasure, but at the same time not go too far and risk the other people on the call figuring it out.

		There had been the one time when her blonde hair might have shown up at the bottom of the camera, but that was not her fault. Archer had been repositioning the camera while she was busy bobbing up and down on his cock. They had both laughed about it afterward. No one on the call had mentioned anything untoward, so they assumed they had gotten away with it.

		“I’m closing out our positions on the squeeze,” Archer announced. “We did it. We beat the shorters. We beat the game.”

		“Um, that’s good, right?” Libby said as bent over at the waist and rubbed her big tits into the back of Archer’s head. She had loved doing that ever since she went bigger. It was the best decision she could have made. Other than agreeing to become Archer’s bimbo, that is.

		“It’s very good,” Archer said as he swiveled his chair to get a close up view of Libby’s tits. She wore a cropped white lace top that barely managed to keep her decent. Her tits were just too big for the top, but that never stopped her.

		“Do you like my outfit?” Libby asked as she stood up straight and pushed her ass and tits out.

		Archer took a moment to give her a complete look up and down. He wanted to be thorough and answer truthfully. Then again, he had never seen Libby wear anything that he disapproved of, even if it was not the kind of outfit she could go out in public wearing. Libby did not always know the difference of what was socially, or legally, acceptable.

		What Archer was greeted with actually surprised him. The white top was something he was used to seeing Libby wear, but her skirt actually looked far more demure than her usual fair. Libby often went by the motto of “the shorter the better” when it came to skirts. However, this skirt fell to below her knees. That is until he caught sight of the side panels. The skirt was white to match the top, but the side panels were made from a wide lace that made it clear she was not wearing any underwear. Then again, Libby rarely wore panties, unless it was in the form of a thong bikini. The number of bras she owned was an equally small number. Then again, with tits as big as hers, the way they were bolted onto her frame, she did not exactly need a bra. And if her breasts ever started to sag, that would just mean it was time to return to the plastic surgeon.

		The faux white fur stole around Libby’s shoulders provided a great touch to the outfit. It gave her an added sense of class that she otherwise would not have given the nature of the rest of her outfit. Not that Archer would change anything about what Libby wore. The white theme, with her blonde hair, gave her an almost virginal appearance, even if she was anything but a virgin. But the outfit was also overtly sexy, leaving her midriff bare, including the gold barbell in her belly-button, and keeping her best assets, her tits and ass, on full display, either through showing plenty of cleavage or wearing an insanely tight skirt that included see through panels on the sides. Paired with tall platform high heels, there was no way anyone could look at Libby and not think about sex, both men and women.

		As he sat there, Archer could not believe his luck in catching Libby’s eye. Given her background, her wealthy parents, she could have had any man she wanted. She had chosen Archer. Of course, Libby was mostly useless in most activities that did not revolve, in some way, around sex. Sure, she could deliver a sandwich to him in his office, but he knew the cook had actually made it.

		None of this life had been possible before the pair met. However, it was clear to anyone with half a brain that Libby could not be expected to fully look after herself. Once she chose Archer, her father started paying an allowance of sorts. It was money that Archer could use however he saw fit, whether that was to invest, pay for living expenses, or shower Libby with gifts. He had found it best to use it for a mixture of the three. But he always acted with the long term interest of making them financially independent of Libby’s father. And he had just succeeded. That meant no more work. It meant no more accepting money from Libby’s father. It meant he was finally in a position where he could pop the question.

		“Can I, like, give you a blowjob?” Libby asked, breaking Archer’s train of thought. He looked up from his seated position. He saw Libby’s plump pouting lips. His cock got hard just looking at them.

		“Sure thing, baby,” Archer said as he unzipped his pants. He could propose to her later. The truth was, if she was asking about blowing him, she was too horny to trouble her with a marriage proposal. He’d have to wait until later.

		“Oh goodie,” Libby said excitedly. She gracefully dropped down to her knees and went to work. It was the only kind of work she was suitable for, but Archer would not have it any other way. He loved Libby and she loved him. That was all that really mattered. Everything else was just a bonus.
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