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From Punk Girl to Bimbo


“Holy shit,” the interviewer said. “I know this girl.”

The second interviewer, a tall wispy blonde, looked over her glasses at him with disbelief. “You're kidding, right? What, was she your ex-girlfriend or something?”


“No I mean I didn't
 know
 her, just...” the man thought for a moment. “I saw her, once. Before all this. Saw her perform, I mean – at some dive bar in Tampa.”


The woman sniffed. “What, was she? A stripper?”

“No, she was in a band. Punk rock, real loud and angry stuff. God, look at her now. I barely recognize her.”

“She must have made quite an impression on you, for you to recognize her at all. What was – is – her name?”

The man frowned. “Hell, I don't even remember the name of the band. They were good though. It's a shame.”

The woman made a note on her clipboard and turned back to the glass, watching the latest test subject twitch into consciousness. “Well, it looks as though the Sky Blue took alright. Maybe she'll be able to tell you herself.”

“Yeah.” The man seemed uncomfortable, as if a reminder of how the world used to be disturbed him. “Let's just get this done.”

The girl's eyes fluttered open, thick lashes flashing. She felt at her hair, pulled a strand into view, frowned at its platinum purity. When she spoke, her voice croaked as if it had been unused for years.

“Where the fuck am I?”

The woman pressed the intercom. Her voice was transmitted into the cell, along with a hint of static. “Welcome back. I apologize in advance for the confusion you're feeling – we don't have a lot of time to waste. I'm Researcher Roberts, and this man next to me is Sub-Director Pierce. Until recently, you were very sick, but now you are well.”


Thank God we strapped her down first,
 the man thought. The girl was lithe, full of energy and twitchy as hell – he could tell she was fighting panic.


“Sick? What the fuck are you talking about?”

The woman continued on, unperturbed. “You've been given a dose of a drug we've been testing called Sky Blue. It's purpose is to mitigate the symptoms and eliminate infections of the parasite known as the Pink. Do you remember the Pink?”

The girl's eyes flashed with recognition. “Oh yeah,” she whispered. “I remember that shit.”

“We need you to tell us everything you can,” the researcher said. “Anything from the circumstances of your infection to the progression of symptoms could be a clue that helps us in our research.”

The girl's brow furrowed in confusion. “You want me to tell you how I got infected?”

“I know this all seems sudden, but yes. Your testimony is being recorded. We're doing everything we can to help you – and all the girls like you. But we need your help in return.”

The girl seemed to come to a decision. “Okay. Where should I start?”

The woman nodded and let her finger off the intercom for a moment. “Looks like she'll be very responsive,” she said to the man.

Her finger pressed the intercom before he could respond. “Start with the basics: your name, where you live, what you do. I understand you may have been in a band?”

At those words, a faint smile appeared on the girl's face. “Yeah, I was,” she said. “We were pretty awesome...”

xXx

Broadly speaking, there are three different types of people who interview us: the ones who already love us, the ones who already hate us, and the ones who look at us like a kind of funny curiosity, like they've never heard of an all-girl punk band before. In my experience, the third group tend to ask the dumbest questions.

The interviewer who'd met us at the venue that day definitely fit into the third category. He was the oldest person in the building, but not by much. He wore a nice suit – more of a rarity in this industry than you'd think – and a pair of horn-rimmed glasses that set well on his angular face. We were two-thirds of the way through our first big tour and he was the first man I'd talked to in weeks who had neither facial hair nor tattoos.


But things went amicably enough, at first. We got through the standard awful probing questions (no, we're not lesbians. Yes, we really do believe everything we sing about radical feminism and anarchy, no, we don
’t feel the need to shave our legs) and I was happy that we didn't get hit with a pop quiz. Those were always totally unfair. If you were a guy, you could tell a music critic your album was based on
 Moby-Dick
 or
 Paradise Lost
 and never get asked a single question about it, but a girl claiming she's a feminist suddenly has to know the intimate details of everyone from Susan B. Anthony to Anita Sarkeesian. Anyway, I was mostly just happy to be there – to be playing, to be spreading the message, to be self-sufficient.


Then the interview turned to the thing I'd been dreading might be brought up the whole time. The Pink.

“So with the crisis that the country has been going through over the last weeks,” the interviewer said, taking a sip of his soda water, “there's definitely been a lot of musical acts that have suspended their tours due to health concerns. Are you girls concerned at all about catching the Pink?”

Before I could say anything, our drummer Emily Entropy snorted loudly. “Such bullshit,” she said.

The interviewer pursed his lips. “You mean the response of the Center for Disease Control in combating the disease?”

Emily rolled her eyes. I could already tell this was going to suck. “No man. I mean the whole fucking thing.”

There was a glint in the interviewer's eyes, like a shark that just realized a fat, juicy swimmer is heading its way. “I'm sorry: are you seriously implying that the Pink isn't real? I mean, just this weekend Katy Perry and Taylor Swift suspended their tours-”

“Katy Perry and Taylor Swift are fucking pussies,” Emily said. “Total fucking corporate stooges. And so are you...”

“Kevin,” the man said.

“Kevin. Whatever. Come on, really? A virus that makes you into a bimbo? It's bullshit – just another means of controlling the population.”

The interviewer was taken aback. “But there are so many cases of it. We've seen instances where overnight, young women will go from sheltered, innocent coquettes to insatiable carnal addicts...”


He thought the word
 coquette
 was so clever – I could tell.



“Yeah? They have a name for that,” Emily said. “It's called
 Girls Gone Wild
 and they sell it on DVD for $14.99. Those girls aren't sick with anything other than late-stage capitalism.”


“Well, that's certainly a...unique point of view,” the interviewer said. “Care to elaborate.”


“Yeah, yeah,” Emily said. It was all I could do not to physically stop her. “You want to know the real problem is? You've got these girls, and from the moment they step into the world they've got all this shit in their heads advertisers and Hollywood put in there: how to dress, what makeup to buy, to smile and be fucking nice and demure when boys treat you like a piece of meat. And they go around thinking that's not who they are, that they're so-called 'feminists' and they have free will – until one day they go out and buy something without even thinking about it, just subconsciously from all the awful influences they've picked up in the air. And they look at themselves like 'oh my god, why did I buy this awful pink minidress and lipstick? Oh no, I must have the Pink!'.” She put out her cigarette and leaned back. “That's what is is. They've got a virus alright, and its name is
 capitalism
 – and these girls brains aren't able to stomach what its doing to their bodies anymore.”


The interviewer was chuckling – no doubt thinking of the wonderfully negative article he'd be able to write about us now. Crazy people got the clicks, and with the Pink being front-page news everywhere, it was sure to be a hit. At our expense.

“Well, I think we're done here,” Kevin said. “Girls, thank you for speaking with me. Best of luck with your show tonight.”

I thanked him, feeling my stomach drop as he walked away. I turned to Emily as soon as he was out of earshot.

“What the fuck was that about?” I hadn't been able to let out my emotions earlier, and now they were going to explode all over my best friend. This was not good behavior right before a gig.

“Man, fuck that guy.” Emily made air quotes with her fingers. “'Kevin'. Whatever. Hey, at least that article should get us some good press, right?”

“It's going to make us look like a bunch of crazies,” I said.


She grinned. “Great! We're going to be front-page news tomorrow.
 Rolling Stone
'll be beating down our doors in no time. Now if you'll excuse me...”


She was already making her way to the bar. Fucking great. The last thing we needed was for Em to drink up our ticket sales before the show. I made my way over there, following close behind.

A petite, blonde bartender stood behind the bar, cleaning up and getting ready for the crowd. Her eyes widened when she saw us approach.

“Oh wow,” she said, pointing straight at me. “You're Manocide!”

She sounded so shocked, it momentarily broke my concentration away from Emily. “Uh, yeah – thanks. You can just call me Amanda. Em, you can't just go mouthing off like that...”

But the bartender wasn't finished. “I am such a huge fan of you guys! They said you were playing tonight, but I didn't really believe it until I saw you. You guys are my favorite band!”

“Why thank you,” Emily said. “How about a couple drinks for your favorite band?”

“No,” I said, holding up a finger. “Not right now.”

“Coming right up!” The bartender said cheerfully.

“Whatever,” I said, turning to Emily. “This fucking sucks. The gig hasn't even started and I feel like we screwed the pooch.”


“What, because of the
 writer
?” Emily asked, making air quotes with her fingers. “Fuck him.”


In a flash, there were two beers on the bar. “Drink up girls,” the bartender said. “It's on me!”

“Don't mind if I do,” Emily said, taking a swig. I sipped at my beer morosely, feeling like an idiot.

“You know,” I heard Emily say, “You don't really look like our usual fan.”


I looked at the bartender: I mean,
 really
 looked at her. At her pink lipstick, her pink dress, her long blonde hair...


“Oh, I know – I used to look a lot more like you guys!” The bartender continued on cheerfully. “I was into the whole piercings-and-leather thing pretty hardcore. But lately, I've just been wanting to explore my feminine side, you know?”

“Right on,” Emily said. “Using the tools of the patriarchy against it. Good on you.” She took another long swig of her beer.

I froze. Carefully, like I was handling a venomous snake, I set the beer down on the counter. I took Emily by the arm. “Come on,” I whispered. “We have to go.”

“What?” She shrugged me off. “What are you so freaked out about?”

“The bartender,” I whispered, trying not to attract her attention – she'd already moved down the counter, wiping it down with a rag. “She's one of them. She's got the Pink.”

“What?” Emily's snort was derisive. “I told you, that is bullshit-”

“We need to go wash our hands,” I whispered frantically. “We might be infected-”


“
You
 can go wash up, if you want,” Emily said, shaking her head. “Go be a paranoid little sheep. I, on the other hand, am going to finish my drink, and see if that little cutie down there will give me another one.”



I should have fought harder, but my mind already felt suffocated by panic – on the fight-or-flight axis, flight was winning big time. It was all I could do not to break into a run as I made my way through the venue, trying not to touch anything.
 Maybe I can wash it off,
 I thought.
 Or maybe I'm just being paranoid and Emily is right. Please let Emily be right...


I was so frantic that when I reached the restrooms, I barged right into the first one I saw – not realizing it was the men's. The stalls were unoccupied, but Kevin the writer stood there at the sink, washing his hands. He glanced up in the mirror and saw me, his face going all confused.

“What the hell are you doing here?” he asked as I barreled past him, subjecting my hands to a lengthy, scalding-hot blast of soap-and-water.

“Sorry, sorry, sorry,” I said, rinsing my hands over and over again. Finally, I decided it was enough – they weren't going to get any cleaner. I turned to see him staring at me, confused and a little offended. “Just had a little emergency.”

I was safe, right? I'd washed my hands immediately, hadn't had any direct contact with the bartender...sure, sure. I was fine. Besides, it was probably just a coincidence.

The writer shrugged. “I wouldn't have expected someone like you to be so fragile.” He turned to leave.

“Wait, wait!” I caught him by the shoulder. He turned, surprised.

“Yes?”


“Look, while I have you here, I just wanted to say...” Goddamn. When had he gotten so
 hot
? I hadn't noticed at all during the interview, but the way he filled out that suit, that debonair air he had, his expensive clothes...it was like he flipped a switch inside of me. God, when this tour was over, I needed to find a man like this.


He was staring at me, waiting. “Yes? What?”

I shook my head, clearing it. “I just, um, wanted to say that Emily...she's a really opinionated person. But she definitely doesn't speak for the entire band, especially when it comes to the Pink.”

He looked me up and down, sizing me up. God, it made me so hot. Suddenly I realized if I had come in a few seconds earlier, his cock would have been hanging out for me to see. I wondered if it was as sexy as the rest of him?

“A lot of bands confuse politics with presence,” he said. “Your bandmate is far from the first person I've interviewed who...”


His words turned to a startled gasp as I dropped to my knees. I couldn't take it anymore: I had to see that cock. Deep in my brain, I knew that what I was doing was so unlike me, that I should be horrified – but it felt so right!
 So...fun.



I want to have some fun
,
 I thought, pulling down his zipper.


I looked up at Kevin. It was obvious he was trying to figure out how far he wanted to let me go with this. It was so cute!

“Amanda,” he whispered, “you...”

“Call me Mandy,” I said. The name, like the feeling of being on my knees, just felt right. I reached into his tailored pants, feeling for the hardness within. It didn't disappoint: the writer was long, and thick, and already stiffening in my fingers. I pulled his girth from his pants and watched it rise up, letting my lips get achingly close to the head.

“Let's make a deal,” I said, looking up at him with all the innocence I could project. “I make you feel good, and you make sure our story makes us look good. Sound fair?”

Before he could even respond, I had his cock in my mouth. I couldn't help it. Even if he had told me no, if he had said instead that he'd publish every detail of this perverted bathroom blowjob in his magazine, I wouldn't have been able to stop myself.

He hesitated for a moment, then put his hands in my hair and pressed me against him, forcing his length down my throat. I was surprised at how easy it was – I was far from a blowjob expert, but I seemed to have no trouble deep-throating him all the way to the base. If his moans were any indication, I was doing a very good job.

“Oh, Christ, Mandy,” I heard him mutter, gripping me tight. “Fuck, I'm going to blow...”


He was as good as his word. Almost as soon as the words left his lips, I felt the first hot explosion of come in my mouth. He shot burst after burst inside me, almost too much for me to handle.
 He must've not had a nice girl to do this for him in a while
, I thought.
 He isn't even getting any on my face!


After a few seconds, he pulled away. I gave a little moan of displeasure at losing his cock. Compensating for the lack of a cum shot on my face, I got sloppy while he watched – I let him see his seed trickle out of my mouth, down my chin, dripping into my cleavage.

“God damn,” he said, watching me. “You are one filthy little slut.”


“Thank you,” I said prim
ly, cleaning up his load with my fingers. I swallowed it all down like a good girl as he watched in amazement.


His mouth dropped open as his eyes flashed in sudden realization. “You've got it, don't you? The Pink?”

I got to my feet. I felt like I could mount him right now and fuck him into the stratosphere, but his cock was already beginning to retreat back into his pants, completely drained. Consequence of being a good little cocksucker, I guess.


“I think I do,” I said. “And... I
 like
 it.”



Before he could say anything else, I walked past him, leaving him to refasten his pants. I had to find Emily – if I was infected even after washing up, she
 definitely
 had the Pink – and I wanted to share the good news with her!


It didn't take long. There was already a small crowd of venue personnel standing around, exchanging worried looks and sending text messages to persons unknown. All of them were looking pensively towards the backstage area, as if unsure of whether they wanted to go in there or not. I walked on past them, ignoring the couple of people who tried to catch my attention, and headed into the staging area for artists.

Almost immediately, the sound of moaning caught my ears. I followed it through the darkness until it led me to the venue's 'green room': a small space with couches and refreshments for artists just about to go on stage. There, splayed out on one of the plush couches, my bandmate Emily Entropy moaned in orgasmic bliss, a roadie's tongue deep in her pussy.

Her eyes widened when she caught sight of me. “Oh shit, Mandy!”

“Relax,” I said, pulling off my black t-shirt. I wasn't wearing a bra beneath and my tits came free with a bounce that filled me with relief. “I've got the Pink, too.”

A wicked grin split her face. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. I blew Kevin.”

Her mouth formed an 'o' of surprise. “Jealous! How was it?”

I rolled back my head on my shoulders and shuddered. “Awesome. But I didn't get to come.”

At these words, she sat up, gently pushing the man's mouth away. “You want to fuck me?” she asked. He nodded furiously.

“I bet you do,” she said, turning over. “Lay down here where I was, Mandy. I'm gonna make you feel real good. I want to taste that tight little pussy while Marco here rails me from behind.” She glanced over her shoulder. “Can you fuck me proper, Marco?”

“Oh yeah,” the man said. He spoke like a man who couldn't believe this was really happening.


I hopped up on the couch and lay back, sighing with relief. Emily undid my zipper and had my leather pants off in a flash: I wore nothing underneath and my pussy was recently shaved
 -- my naughty anti-feminist secret.


“Goddamn you look delicious,” she moaned. “I'm going to enjoy this-
 oh my god!
”


Marco had chosen that moment to bury himself in my bandmate to the hilt, filling her pussy with his shaft. She cried out as he stretched her, settling into a hard ebb and flow as he pounded her from behind like an animal.

It only stopped her for a moment. Next thing I knew, she was spreading my slit open with her fingers, searching for my clit. When she found it, she circled it with her tongue.

“Oh! Oh fuck that feels good!” I cried, arching my back at the contact.

“And I'm just getting started,” Emily assured me.

She was right. Our sex could have lasted hours or just a few minutes: time was a concept that lost all meaning with Emily between your legs. She licked and sucked my clit with expert grace, supplementing her tongue with teasing fingers in my sex, first exploring me then penetrating right to my g-spot with hard, phallic thrusts. I was riding high on Emily, on the sight of her being fucked, on the sound and smell of her between my legs, but most of all on the Pink. I was so happy: had this world really been right next to me all the time? I felt like a fool – I could have been living this way, feeling this pleasure all the time!

“Oh God, please don't fucking stop, Em,” I whispered, feeling myself approach climax. “I'm going to come!”

At hearing this, she went all-out on me, fingers and tongue working an intricate dance on my most sensitive areas. She pulled me right to the top of the mountain and pushed me off. I fell, down down down, clinging to her with my thighs, my wrists, my soft pink pussy. I cried out her name as I came.

When I came to myself, Marco had already left. Only a thick glaze of come on Emily's breasts stood as proof that he had been there – he must've been a fan of pulling out and seeing his handiwork.

“Fuck, that was awesome,” Emily said, handing me a towel. “Are you alright?”

I was unsure of what to say. “Yeah...I think so,” I finally said. “Fuck, I haven't felt this good in years.”

“I know,” she said, wiping her breasts. She caught me staring at them and laughed. “I think catching the Pink is the best thing that ever happened to me.”

I nodded, unable to speak. I already wanted her again.


“You know what we have to do, right?”
 she said, a teasing edge in her voice.


“No. What?”

She grinned. “We've got to put on a show tonight. Our audience is mostly girls, and they all came to see us play. They're going to want to get as up-close-and-personal with us as possible.” She nodded. “You get me?”

I was pretty sure I did. “We have the show,” I said slowly. “Then...a meet and greet?”

“Oh yeah,” she said. “We stay, sign autographs, give hugs...we don't leave until the last fan gets to meet us.”

“That sounds...” I shivered. All those horny boys and girls in my arms? Accepting the gift of the Pink? “Fucking awesome.”

“Right?” She took my hand, leading me to our dressing room. “But first, we need to work on the music. I've got some great ideas for a few changes to our lyrics – more suiting the way we feel, right?”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. “You always want to be in charge of everything.”

“That's right, I do.” She gave me an appraising glance. “Starting with that pussy. Come on, I'll eat you out again and then we'll work on what you'll be singing tonight.”

I went. Hell yes I went.


Hypnotized By The Billionaire


When I opened my mailbox to discover a sealed, gilded invitation from Malcolm Zhao -- printed on paper so rare it easily cost more than my business had made in the last month -- to accompany him to dinner, I had no idea what to think. In less than twelve hours, he'd have me bent over, abusing me while I begged his forgiveness, becoming a person I had no idea existed inside of me -- but for the moment, all I could think was: how did he find me? And why?

I mean sure, we'd gone to high school together and I’d always enjoyed people’s reactions when I dropped his name oh-so-casually, but he’d always been at the sad nerdy table while I sat with my much
 more popular friends.  There was one time when he’d ventured up to our table, right around prom, and I was SURE he was going to ask me.  I was so mortified by even the idea that before he got too close we all booed him away, shouting horrible things.

“Oh my god, major ew
!” I called at his retreating back.  “LOSER.”  You know how girls are.

Of course, that’s not the story I tell at cocktail parties.  I just let it slip now and then that Malcolm Zhao might
 have asked me to the prom.  It’s a white lie, and barely even that -- I leave people to fill in the blanks for themselves, and if they decide he asked me, then that’s their own fault!  With the sad state of affairs that was my business, I had to take what little spikes of pleasure I could find.  In this case, the lightning thrill that ran up my spine with the stretched truth made the nights better, and provided a small distraction from my shitty accounting books. 

Things were grim at the Chic Boutique, the small consignment store I ran on a threadbare budget.  Things were so tight I was one step away from packing everything up and moving back home with -- shudder -- my parents.  And meanwhile, there was Malcolm Zhao, king of the world.  If only he’d gotten past my taunts to ask me to prom.  If only I hadn’t been such a bitch.  Things might have been different. 

All of this is to show you just how shocked I was when I checked my mail that Monday morning to find that letter from Malcolm in my mailbox. 

“There’s no way
 it’s really him,” I thought immediately.

I gently tore the letter open, trying not to mar the perfectly waxed seal that held it shut. 

Dear Cassie,

I hear you’ve run into a bit of business trouble, and I thought I might help you out.  After all, what else are old friends for?  Let’s do dinner this Friday at 6.  I’ll send a driver.

Malcolm

I wasn’t sure what to make of it.  “Old friends”?  Well, if anyone had the money to help me, it was Malcolm.  Still, something about the short letter felt so odd.  An involuntary tingle ran through my body and I could feel my body clenching as though something had excited it in a whole new way.  I read the letter again.  It almost sounded like a driver would be there at my house at 6 on Friday...whether I agreed to meet Malcolm or not! 

xXx

When the driver finally arrived, I had been pacing around my apartment like a maniac for about three hours.  I’d spent way too much money I didn’t have on the perfect dress, the perfect shoes, the perfect makeup.  I’d even gone and had my hair done professionally, in addition to my nails.  Of course, I asked them to make it look all effortless -- I didn’t want to let Malcolm catch on that maybe he was a few social rungs higher than I was these days.

My fear was that he already knew.  After all, he had the back door keys to all the most powerful social network platforms.  He had to have looked me up just to message me!  He’d probably already gleaned everything there was to know about me and my boutique salon. 

It was fun and all, finding cute on-trend fashions all day and getting paid for it...but it wasn’t like I was running the world from my desk!  And I certainly wasn’t getting the kind of paycheck Malcolm Zhao was pulling in.  I owned a small business; he owned a small empire.

I was nervous as I let the driver open the door to the back seat of the car for me.  Then my heart caught in my throat.

“Malcolm!” I exclaimed.  I hadn’t expected him to be in the car!  For some reason I’d imagined the driver taking me to the mansion Malcolm was rumored to own high up on a hill overlooking the valley, where we’d feast on pheasant or endangered sea turtle eggs and gold-dipped chocolates and perfectly aged wine.  I had no idea he was going to be in the car when I was picked up.  As the door shut behind me, I shifted shyly, brushing a tendril of hair away from my eyes. 

“Cassie, it’s so good to have you here, finally.  It’s been so long,” Malcolm said smoothly.  His voice was like smooth chocolate, or a rich port.  His voice was a silky baritone of wealth.  It was practically dripping with money. 

He reached out a hand and let it rest comfortably on my leg as I settled back into my seat, as though his hand belonged there.  The car floated down the highway like it rolled on clouds rather than road.  The car alone must have cost a fortune -- I couldn’t wait to see where it was taking us.

“You’re looking lovely this evening,” Malcolm said with an approving nod. 

I smiled demurely.  “Thanks.  It’s good to see you, too.  Gosh, it’s been forever hasn’t it?”  I let out a nervous giggle.  “I’d ask what you’ve been up to all these years, but...well, I guess everyone knows, right?”

Malcolm chuckled.  “I guess my history’s pretty obvious.  Wild, huh?  To be that poor geek and now here I am -- the king of the world, or close to it.”

I nodded like I understood the feeling though truthfully, I could barely manage my list of friends and my email contacts list, let alone the inner webs of everyone’s accounts.  I was feeling smaller and smaller by the second, even as Malcolm seemed to be relaxing. 

“So what do you do for fun these days?” I asked, trying to find something to talk about that wasn’t his excessive success.  It was making me feel worse and worse about my own floundering business, and that wasn’t exactly the topic I wanted to dwell on.

“I really want to hear about you
, Cassie.  Tell me what you’ve
 been up to.”

“Well, I own my own business,” I said, not sure I wanted to let on just how badly it was doing. 

“The Chic Boutique, yes?”

Shit.  He’d looked into me.  Of course he had.  He owned all the tech spy tools out there. 

“Yes,” I answered cheerily, pretending everything about my business was rainbows.  “It’s nothing big really -- just a side project I enjoy.  You know how it is -- you find something you love to do and it’s important to follow it, right?”

“Oh yes.  Just how like when I was in high school you thought it was noble of me to follow my computer coding dreams, to pursue something I really loved.”

I blinked.

“Right.  Yes.  Of course.”

“Oh come on Cassie, let’s cut the bullshit
 -- you and I both know you didn’t exactly think I was a stellar catch in high school.”

His words stung but I let him go on, biting my lip the whole time.

“You called me a dweeb.  A nerd.  You said ‘ew’ just looking at me.  And Cassie -- you were right.  I was a loser dweeb.  It’s just that now, the world respects nerds.  It pays us nerds mountains of cash.  Literal mountains, Cassie.”

I swallowed, not sure where he was going.

“And now you need help,” he said calmly.  “Of all the people who could save you, it’s the loser dweeb.”

I swallowed involuntarily and could feel my palms becoming a little sweaty with nerves.

“I might not need--” I started to say, but Malcolm shook his head.

“I know your business, you need help.  The question is, what are you prepared to give me for my help in return?”

I blinked, not sure what he was asking.

“There’s only one thing I’ve ever wanted, Cassie.  And now, I have something you need.  It seems we’re in a good position to make a deal.”

“What do you want?” I whispered. 

“You.”

xXx

When we rolled up to his estate, I couldn't help but feel a new rush of excitement flood my body.  This was more than I had imagined he could possibly own!  There was a huge house that looked like a larger version of Monticello.  Fat white columns stood at the entrance, and a cobblestone driveway snaked around it and towards the back where I could catch a glimpse of a shining, emerald pool, and beyond that, rolling vineyards and a field dotted with Arabian horses. 

Malcolm’s driver came around to my side of the car first and opened the passenger door for me, bowing stiffly as I got out.  I loved the way my heels clicked on the cobblestones as Malcolm led me up towards the front of the house. 

Inside, it was even more incredible -- a chandelier dripping with diamonds, stained glass everywhere, a stuffed -- what was that?
 -- a stuffed tiger with wings and a rhino whose horns had been replaced with what appeared to be opals, a statue of Malcolm that I’m pretty sure was made out of real gold. 

But even more incredible was the winding staircase he led me up.  It looked like something straight out of a fairy tale!  My heart was beating out of my chest as we made our way up to his bedroom.

As soon as the door closed with a click, his hands were in my hair again, stroking it as he pulled my body close against his.  I could feel him growing hard as he held me against his lean body.  His lips were on my neck, and I giggled at the way his stubble tickled my cheek, and then he moved steadily down, and I could feel my whole body beginning to tingle as he worked his way down, touching my curves with his light fingertips, trailing those fingers down my body in waves. 

“You have no idea how long I’ve waited to make you mine,” Malcolm whispered to me, taking a tendril of my perfect hair and twirling it between his thumb and forefinger.  “And you will be mine, you know.  I’m going to make you my wife, and you’re going to be mine.  Mine to show off, my prize after all these years.  Mine.
”

The way he said it made my knees feel weak. 

“I know you want me too, Cassie,” Malcolm whispered huskily in my ear.  “How does it feel to want the dork you despised?”

A shiver ran down my spine.  “Ohhh,” I let out with a small moan as Malcolm bit down gently on the sensitive, smooth nape of my neck.  Then, “Oh!” as he bit down harder.

“How does it feel, Cassie?” he asked again, a little more demanding.

“It feels -- mmm -- it feels so good,” I purred as he worked his mouth on my skin.  I could feel his hands tangling in my hair, taking hold of my head, pushing me down.  My pussy was growing wet with desire, I could feel myself wanting him so bad between my legs.  I sank to my knees, letting him guide me towards his hard, waiting member.  I struggled with the button to his pants for a second, but then I had them undone.

“Tell me how sorry you are for the way you treated me,” Malcolm coaxed, giving my head a firm pat.

“I’m so
 sorry.  I’ve been such a dreadful girl -- ohhh,” I breathed in slight shock as I saw the size of his cock as I pulled it out to examine.  It was huge and pulsing, and on the tip glistened a perfect drop of precum.  Hungrily, I extended my tongue and licked it off, smiling up at him as I swallowed it.  Then I slid his cock into my mouth and began to suck. 

Malcolm gave a little shudder as his cock entered my warm, wet mouth.

I’d sucked my fair share of cocks before, but this was something new -- this was Malcolm Zhao’s
 cock, and I was going to be his dutiful little trophy wife, and this was, I realized, part of my job
 now.  And I’d read just like everyone else had about the way Malcolm ran his businesses as a boss.  He made sure you did your job, and you did your job right.  I definitely didn’t want to disappoint him with my performance, especially not on my first night on the job!

I sucked and slipped and flicking my tongue around his shaft, taking him as deep as I could, then stretching my throat even wider than I thought was possible in order to take him even more.  I could feel his body stiffening and I squirmed involuntarily as he tugged on my hair. 

“MMmm!” I moaned as he pulled me closer onto his cock, until my lips were nearly around the base itself.

Malcolm could tell how much I liked that.  His hands tangled around fistfulls of my hair and then he was bobbing me on his cock, pumping into my mouth and down my throat hard and fast.  Up and down he pulled me, moving my head so that I took his cock at just the right pace and angle, positioning me so that I could give him the perfect blowjob.  I never thought I’d like being controlled that way, but it sent rapidly hotter and hotter tingles through my body as he moved me on his dick. 

Every so often, he would slow down, as though trying to pace himself -- and me -- and in those moments I thought for sure I would begin to gag as his cock stalled in my throat.  But each time, I would give my own little shudder and think about the way it would feel to let his cock explode inside me, and the thought of that seemed to drown out my gag reflex entirely.

“I’m going to come in your mouth,” Malcolm said, as though he were passing on some instructions for a project that I, his employee, was expected to complete.  “When I do, you’re going to swallow, right Cassie?”

I nodded as vigorously as I could with his bulbous cock stuffed down my throat. 

Whatever Malcolm Zhao wanted, Malcolm Zhao got.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice tight and controlled.  “Suck the cum out of my cock like a good little wife.”

I could feel my panties growing wet and I couldn’t help the way my pussy twitched when the naughty words came out of his mouth like that.  I sucked at him savagely, moaning as I grabbed his ass cheeks and squeezed, pulling him into me myself.  I wanted him to empty himself into me -- I wanted to swallow that delicious cum, I wanted to feel his cock explode inside of me like a cannon. 

I squirmed, still on my knees, and squeezed his ass again, harder this time, to elicit a little groan of desire from him.  If he’d always wanted me, then I was going to give him every bit of me.  And then some. 

“You’re gonna make me come hard, aren’t you, Cassie?” he groaned into my hair, muffling the sound of his voice.  “You’re gonna do your job right, aren’t you, you sorry little slut?”

That was all it took.  My pussy throbbed and it was all I could do to keep myself from coming right there as he pulled me in onto his cock in one final, hard motion, and then his cock was erupting inside my mouth, shooting his load into my wet, waiting mouth and down my throat. 

Greedily I sucked him down, grabbing his ass still and holding on tight as I swallowed, then swallowed again, milking his cock like he was my own personal cow.  I welcomed his hot sticky cum into my belly like warm milk, all wet and sweet. 

Malcolm pumped into my mouth, then pumped a little slower, then finally, he was spent.  I waited a moment to suck out the final last drop that I could squeeze from him with my lips, swallowing the last drops down into my greedy little belly with satisfaction.  As he slipped his spent cock from my mouth, he let out a soft groan of relief. 

“You don’t know how long I’ve waited for that,” he said, that same lopsided grin appearing on his face again, like it had in the car when we’d first gotten together earlier that night.  God, that seemed like a lifetime ago.  That was before we were married!

“You’re a good little cocksucker,” Malcolm said with approval.  “But,” he added, raising an eyebrow.  “How good is that ass of yours?”

I could feel my bottom tighten at the mere mention of further exploration that night -- and my ass!  I’d never done anything so dirty!  It sent waves of anticipation through my body.  I looked over at the large, fluffy bed.  Suddenly, I envisioned myself, bottom up, tits down, with Malcolm’s large, throbbing cock impaling my tender, innocent bottom.  While this should have filled me with horror, it instead seemed to soak my panties all the way through.

“My ass,” I replied with a purr, “is ready for whatever you want to do to it.  However you want to punish me.”

I could see his cock harden at my reply.  Good.  He wasn’t going to make me cum with a limp dick, that was for sure.

“Get on the bed,” he instructed.  There was that Tech Boss Voice again, all business.

I obeyed like the good little wife I was learning to be.  I had to hoist myself up, as it was one of those extra-tall beds that you always find in luxury hotels.  Once up there, I crawled to the head and bent so I was on all fours with my ass pointed up in the air. 

And then, I waited.  I could feel my pussy clench of its own accord, excited as I was for what was going to come next.  I curled my fists around the sheets reflexively.  I could hear his footsteps padding towards me.  The bed shifted with his added weight.

Slowly, agonizingly, I waited for his touch. 

Then -- there was a hand on my right ankle.  he moved my leg, widening the gap between my legs, moving them apart so that he could reach his hand down to feel the underside of my panties, which were thoroughly soaked with my desire. 

“You certainly are ready,” he agreed.  “Sorry little slut wants it bad, doesn’t she?”

I wiggled a little but kept my position.

Slowly, he began to rub his hands on my ass, then reached up my dress and bunched the fabric around my waist.  My panties clung to me wetly, and he made quick work of pulling them down around my bent knees, exposing my smooth ass for his pleasure.  He trailed one hand over the skin lightly, then took both hands and began working the skin, rubbing closer and closer to my waiting rose bud asshole. 

Slap!

The spank arrived without warning and with a loud crack that, had the room not been so full of fluffy pillows and furry throws, might have echoed. 

“Oh!” I yelped, surprised at the sudden burst of pain that bloomed from my ass cheeks to the rest of me in a wave.  My pussy tightened at the sudden crest of pain and pleasure.

“That’s for treating me like a piece of shit in high school,” Malcolm said, his voice even and calm, as though he were disciplining a dog -- like I was his bitch.  “Do you understand why you need to be punished?”

I nodded my head.  “Yes, Malcolm.”

Crack!

The second spank arrived with more force, and I couldn’t help but give a little bleet of pain as my bottom caught on fire from the sudden shooting pain.  I braced my body for a third spank, but instead, I could feel the weight of his body leaning against my bottom, and then his fingers were in my pussy, exploring, probing my folds with precision. 

“Ahhh!” I moaned, letting a sigh escape my lips.  I was so wet down there, anything, even a finger, was enough to start setting me off!

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you, my little slut trophy wife?” Malcolm asked, pushing his fingers deeper inside me.  I wiggled against him, desperate
 as I was for release.  But he denied me, wiggling his fingers, then pulling them out, then plunging them back in again, making me squirm and writhe against him as he did so.  He pulled them out again just as I was biting back a gasp of pleasure, and I felt like I was on the crest of a wave, riding the edge, desperate to find a way to float away on that pleasure that was being dangled to me like a carrot.

“What do you want more than anything?” Malcolm asked, withholding his fingers from my pussy and instead moving ever so agonizingly
 slowly to my asshole, transferring the slick wet juice from my slit to my hole.  The thought of what I must look like, bent and letting him do this to me, filled me with a blooming flower of dirty delight.

“I want you to fuck my ass, oh god,” I moaned, begging him to give me release.  “Pleee-ase, Malcolm!”

That was all it took.  His finger slid into my asshole smoothly, opening me up like I’d never been opened before.  Then a second digit followed, working me wider, stretching my hole as he pumping and probed.  I couldn’t help the groan that escaped my lips.

“Ohhhhhh,” I moaned, my hips bucking on their own, pushing against the fingers exploring my asshole.

“You want my cock in your ass
 don’t you, Cassie?  Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted?”

I could feel my body begin to shake as I was desperate for his cock.  “I want your cock in my ass, Malcolm, oh my god!” I cried, screaming now for him to fuck me the way I wanted to be fucked.  The way I deserved to be fucked. 

“Fuck me like you’ve always wanted, fuck me like the sorry slutty bitch I am!”
 I screamed. 

I loved the way my voice echoed in this big room, and the way nobody came to save me.  I realized suddenly, nobody ever would.  This house -- this castle -- was the sole domain of Malcolm.  Here, he was king.  He could do whatever he wanted, and even if I screamed, it wouldn’t ever matter.  It made me want his cock more than anything.

His cock plunged into my waiting asshole like he’d been waiting to do it his whole life.  First the head entered me, then he pushed, working the rest of his shaft in deeper until it too was buried in my perfect little asshole, though it was certainly stretched a little wider now! 

“Oh god!” I squealed as he began to pump his cock in my ass.  Then, louder, “Oh god!  I’m sorry!  I’m soo-rr-y!  Oh my god!  Ohmygod!” as he worked up to a faster pace.  In and out he stroked, grunting as he worked me over. 

I could feel the orgasm about to break.  I was going to cream myself everywhere, I was going to explode like a pinata full of candy, except the candy would be my pussy juice exploding out of me. 

Malcolm seemed to sense my imminent coming too, because he grabbed my hips, pulling me into his cock like he was harpooning me.  His hands on my hips were tight and he held my body against him as he pumped into my perfect asshole, and then suddenly I was exploding. 

“Ohhhhhmygod!” I screamed, louder than ever before, and suddenly I could feel the hot sticky cum shooting from his dick.  It was like my asshole was sucking the cum right out of his cock, the way my body seemed to take him in as he shot his come inside me.  Everything in my field of vision seemed to become hazy as I breathed hard, waves of pleasure rolling over me one after the other, making my whole body shudder. 

Finally, Malcolm pulled his cock from my pussy and chuckled with admiration.  “You really did cream yourself sweetheart.”

I twisted around to look back at where he was positioned behind me, cock out and I could see it was covered with my own sticky juices, dripping off of his cock like it had been dipped in a bucket of my pussy juice. 

“I’ll cream myself for you forever...my new husband,” I said, scooting myself up on the bed and turning to look at him.

“You bet you will,” Malcolm agreed, although the way he said it made it sound more like an order than an agreement.  “There are a lot
 of things you’re going to be doing for me, my little repentant trophy.  Now bring that ass over here.”


One Fertile Girl, Two Mind Controllers


The room smelled of sex, heat and desire.  Suddenly I felt warm breath on my ear. 

“Open your legs wider for him, you little slut,” Marco breathed.

Instantly my body obeyed and my legs parted wider, letting Jaxon’s cock bury itself deeper.

It wasn’t how I planned to get pregnant.  But it was way better than I could have ever planned.  After all, how many girls do you know who plan
 to get kidnapped and ferociously pregnant with two alpha males warring for her womb at the same time?  Not many, I bet.  But that’s exactly what happened.

xXx

Earlier that night...

The moon told me that tonight would be the night.  I’d been desperate to become pregnant by my lover Jaxon, and tonight I was certain he would fill me up so full with his seed that I’d be swollen in no time.  Everything was perfect -- Jaxon would come home to find me waiting for him in our bedroom, my legs spread wide, my pussy wet and wanting.  I would be his for the taking, ripened to my fullest.

I wanted my breasts to become engorged with milk for his offspring, I wanted him to fill me with his seed so that I was near to bursting some months later.  I wanted to bear his child the way a fruit tree bears juicy succulent fruit.  I would become heavy and full for him.

At least, that was the plan.  But then, I heard his footsteps -- or what I thought were his footsteps -- up the walk, and from the bedroom I could hear him padding towards me, closer and closer.  My pussy clenched with anticipation, I curled my fingers around the bed sheets...

And then everything went dark.

I woke up with a start and looked around the room.  Carefully, I padded to the door and tested the knob.  It was locked tight, and so I quickly stole back to the bed, hoping I wasn’t being spied on.  I was trapped here, and I gave a small shiver of fright mixed with something else I couldn’t quite put my finger on. 

I was dressed in a simple creamy silk shift, the same clothing I’d put on earlier for Jaxon knowing how it would drive him wild with my breasts clinging to the sheer fabric, my tender nipples like small pebbles against the silk, but now the room was much colder and I gave an involuntary shiver.  The cool room was familiar -- I’d been here before, a long time ago.  I knew this place.  I knew this bed.  I was in the room -- in the very bed, event! -- where I’d fallen in love with Marco, swooning under his powerful alpha spell.

The other feeling I couldn’t quite place -- now I knew it.  It was lust.

Marco.

The name was one I had tried to forget, ever since Jaxon had claimed me as his own.  Jaxon -- he was the one I belonged to now; I was his pet, and I had been instructed never to think about Marco again, because to do so would mean I wasn’t fully committed to Jaxon.  It would be a betrayal, a forbidden act, if I were to ever utter Marco’s name again. 

Remembering the way my mate Jaxon had punished me the last time I said Marco’s name made my knees feel weak.  He’d thrust his cock deep down my throat, reminding me that only Jaxon -- his name, his cock -- was allowed anywhere near my lips. 

My heart began to race.  It was becoming very difficult not to think of Marco now that I was here in the very room we once shared!

“Gwen.”

My heart seemed to stop for a moment as I heard my name from the door as it opened to reveal Marco, my former alpha lover, standing there.  He was tall and his chest was wide and muscled, and his dark brown hair fell to his shoulders in silky waves.  He was just as I remembered him, only somehow even hotter than before.  A shiver ran up my spine -- he had me here now, and he could do whatever he wanted to me.  My body was his.  Whatever he had in store for me, I was completely under his control.

“How...how did I get here with you?” I asked, my eyes wide as he strode towards the bed.

“I took back what is rightfully mine,” replied Marco, reaching my side and touching my cheek with one finger, almost gently but just enough to feel like I was being caressed as one might stroke a newly-won filly.  I was his prize, I realized.  “You’re mine again, back where you belong.”

He looked me over with a critical eye, as though searching for imperfections. 

“You’ve not carried his child yet, I see,” he said with a sneer.  He didn’t even deign to say Jaxon’s name -- it was beneath him, a word not even worthy of passing his lips.

I shook my head, shy and embarrassed suddenly.  It had to be my fault that I hadn’t gotten pregnant with Jaxon’s child yet.  He had tried so many times before to fill me with his seed, but each time my cycle would arrive in a bloody tide of red, indicating the emptiness of my womb. 

“He never should have tried to take you from me -- did he think I would just let you go as easily like that?” Marco asked.  He looked at me almost tenderly.  “You’re as beautiful as ever -- I can almost forgive the man for wanting you as his own.”

I nodded, remembering how Jaxon had fought to take me as his bride.  He had finally stolen me nearly a year before, on a night much like this night -- the moon full and milky, and Marco away from our home for the night.  It had been a rare chance, and Jaxon had taken it to steal me away.  I, being but a slip of a thing, had no choice but to accept the move and treat him as my new lover, my rightful husband, until Marco either forgot about me, or came back to get me.

And now, here he was.

Marco moved his finger down my cheek again, his voice lowering.  “I was biding my time until the moon told me it was time to strike and take you back home.”

A shiver ran down my spine.  The moon told me things too.  I could feel myself growing wet between my legs thinking about what the moon might be telling us both.  It was the right time of the month for my womb to be implanted with Jaxon’s seed...but now here I was, with Marco instead!

“What are you going to do with me?” I asked, feeling my body tense with anticipation at the thought of what he might be thinking.  Was he thinking of plunging his full cock inside me, filling me with his sticky cum, making me scream his name -- or was he thinking of keeping me here, torturing me and making me beg for him until he was satisfied I wanted him more than Jaxon?

Some men might have asked me what I wanted them to do to me, but never Marco.  Marco was an alpha male, and an alpha male never lets his woman lead the game.  Women cannot be the masters.  No, I knew that wasn’t in the cards.  If I wanted to have him fill me with his seed, I was going to have to make sure he thought it was his idea.

Marco chuckled and sat down on the bed next to me.  I could feel the weight of him shift the bed and it sent a tingle through my body.  He was so heavy, and I remembered the last time I was in this bed with him, how he made me moan, how his huge, pulsing cock filled me and drilled me.

“I think you know what I’m going to do with you now that you’re mine again,” Marco said, leaning close to me so I could feel the stubble on his chin graze my cheek.  His was scratchy and hard, and his touch set my body on fire.  Everything in me wanted him. 

“I shouldn’t tell you,” I began, then stopped myself, biting my lip and looking at him with lowered eyes, looking the part of the bashful girl I knew would make him hard and lustful. 

“Tell me,” Marco demanded, cupping my chin in his hand and lifting my face to meet his.  It wasn’t a suggestion, but a command. 

“It was just -- the moon told me tonight I was...most fertile tonight for Jaxon,” I explained, reaching hand to trace a light line down the side of Marco’s face, tender and sweet, just the way I knew he liked it.  Marco liked his women delicate and timid, all innocence and bashful eyes.  “It’s why I wore this tonight, for him
,” I said, knowing it was exactly the right thing to say to drive him wild with lust.  How dare Jaxon have the woman who was rightfully Marco’s bride dress to awaken his animal desires. 

I could see Marco’s cock go stiff in his pants at the mention of my fertile womb and the simple chemise I wore for my former mate.  He didn’t know how hard I’d tried to get Jaxon to fill me with child, how I was certain there was something wrong with me that only two men could truly fix together with the combined power of their seed.  It was a dirty idea, one I would lead him down that path towards; I would make him think it was his dirty, forbidden idea. 

I could imagine Jaxon discovering my absence back at home now, knowing that I had been stolen by Marco, and quickly following us in hot pursuit.  He would be here soon, I knew, if I could only prime Marco just right until Jaxon arrived...

A low growl of lust came from Marco’s throat at the mention of Jaxon.  “You’re mine
 now,” Marco said, letting his teeth take a sharp bite to my bare neck.  His fingers played with the silk straps of my gown, twisting the supple fabric between his thumb and forefinger.  “I’ll fill you with my seed instead.  I’m going to fill you so full of my cock you’ll be pregnant before you leave this bed.  You’ll be so pregnant, you won’t be able to walk straight.” 

“Mmmmmm,” I moaned into his warm skin, liking the way his fingers played with my chemise, the way I could feel his body heat against my frame.  It had been so long since I had smelt his musk, since I had felt his hands on my bare skin, since I had felt such need rising inside me like a frantic bird, wings beating wildly. 

But I needed his seed and Jaxon’s together, I was certain, in order to be filled properly.  I was a woman whose womb needed to be filled beyond all capacity, if I was going to bear a child.  And true, the idea also filled me with a dirty little lust all my own, a lust that sent shivers of anticipation and pleasure through my body.

Still, if Jaxon wasn’t here yet to take me back, that was no reason to sit around like statues, was it?

I breathed into Marco’s neck, taking in the heady scent of him, his feral musk filling me with new levels of desire.  My body was ready.  I was damp between my legs, I could feel it -- the moon dictated that tonight was the night, and I would have to pray that Jaxon showed up to finish the deed...but if he didn’t, I had to be filled tonight by someone. 

Suddenly, there was Marco’s hand, pawing at my crotch, pushing aside my lacy panties to feel my folds beneath.  I could feel his body stiffen as he discovered how wet I was; my hunger for him was evident. 

“You’re wet,” Marco said with approval. 

“I’m so wet for you,” I said, letting my warm mouth touch the nape of his neck as his fingers dug deeper inside me.  “Oh god!” I breathed as he explored inside of me, discovering the wet, sticky nature of my pussy that night.  I was ready to be filled, my womb was at its ripest time, and I was sure Marco could tell all of this by the way he pushed his fingers deep inside me, causing me to squirm with delight against him. 

“You’re sure you’re not wet for him?” Marco asked, pausing the way he moved his fingers inside me and raising an eyebrow.  The way he refused to say Jaxon’s name made the ‘him’ sound like he was spitting a fiery word from his lips.  For a second my pussy shuddered and clenched against him.  I didn’t want him to stop!  Why did he have to stop?!  I couldn’t help but let a little whine of unquenched thirst escape my lips. 

“Oh god no, I’m wet for you
 Marco!” I exclaimed.

“Are you certain?” he pressed. 

His fingers found the lacy fabric of my panties and pulled so that the fabric dug into my tender skin.  “Oh!” I yelped, unable to help myself.  I could feel my pussy tightening around the taut fabric digging into my sensitive folds.  I writhed against it, my body struggling and delighting in the sudden sharp pain in simultaneous waves of pain and pleasure.

Suddenly there was a thumping on the locked door to the bedroom.  My eyes grew wide. 

“Marco!  I know you’ve got Gwen in there, I know you stole her from me.  I’m here to take back what is mine!”

I heard Jaxon’s stony voice coming from outside the door, and imagined him standing there in his heavy boots, hand on his holster, defiant and angry.  The thought of him standing there demanding to have me back -- his property, his woman -- filled me with a new flood of feelings, all of them delightfully, lustfully horny.  God, I wanted that thick, commanding cock inside me. 

“She’s mine now!” Marco called back, plunging his fingers deep into my pussy so suddenly I couldn’t help the shocked gasp that burst from my throat.

There was a banging at the door, then silence.  What followed next was the sudden burst of a door being kicked in from a pair of heavy, hard boots.  It took only two strokes, hard and deliberate, and then there was Jaxon, breaking apart the remaining pieces of wood as though they were twigs. 

“She’s mine, Marco,” Jaxon said, striding over to the bed and peering down at me with Marco’s fingers in my pussy.

My supple body laid bare before the two men filled me with a shuddering tingle and I felt my fingers grasp at the sheets as Marco pulled his fingers from me to face Jaxon.  I thought of the way my horny, fertile scent covered his digits, wet and sticky and warm with the heat of my lust.  Jaxon would know that scent -- it would drive him wild, I was certain.

“She’s mine now,” Marco growled, pushing Jaxon’s advance away with a savage burst of energy.

For a second, it was as though time slowed down.  Then Marco’s tongue was on my neck, his teeth were on my skin, and he was taking me straddling me hard and fast and pushing me down to the bed as I let out a soft moan of hunger.  His hands encircled my wrists and pinned me down and I groaned.  This is what I wanted, his body heavy against my body, pushing me down flat against the mattress.  I could feel his cock hard as I began to grind against him, my body taking control, my most base animal instincts kicking into gear.  I wanted him inside me now and couldn’t help the moan that escaped my lips.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and arched my back as he worked my panties down, except that was when I realized that Marco’s hands were still holding onto my wrists, holding me down and the hands working at my slinky lacy panties belonged to Jaxon. 

A surge of wet hot want shot through my like a bolt of lightning.  My pussy was soaked and I squirmed.  Marco adjusted his position and obediently I kept my arms above my head as he let go to work his cock out of his pants.  He was huge, bigger than I remembered, and in the pale light of the moon I could see his quivering member ready to thrust inside me. 

I could see, too, Jaxon’s rock-hard cock as he waited by my pussy, his own fingers snaking up my leg and pushing into me before Marco’s length.  Then Marco was pushing him away and pumping his cock inside me.  He was large and thick -- the sheer girth of Marco’s cock was something I hadn’t fully remembered, but now that he was inside me, I could remember why I had loved fucking him.  He was fun to ride -- a real stallion, all fury and ferocious hunger, he was insatiable.

Marco was hard and rhythmic and he pumped into me furiously with a sort of reckless abandon of an animal.  Marco wasn’t just fucking me the way any man might take his prize, he was feral and ferocious.  His teeth bit my skin, his hands held my wrists, the full weight of him pressed down against me and made my body hum with pleasure with each stroke and I couldn’t help but arch my back in delight as he worked on me, thrusting deeper and deeper each time.

“Harder -- please,” I begged.  I could feel my pussy quivering as it was filled with his cock, and I wanted him to fill me up with his seed.  I wanted to be full of his child, I wanted to become swollen and huge for him. 

Marco gave a shuddering breath, the signal that meant he was getting ready to explode, and I tensed, waiting for his hot cum to erupt inside of me.  His body went rigid, and then he was pumping hot and fast and I could feel my pussy fill with his creamy seed.  Instantly the insides of my thighs were covered with his cum as it dripped out of my pulsing pussy.  I was breathing hard, the room seemed almost to spin on its axis. 

“Now
 you can fuck her
,” I heard Marco say, a satisfied sound in the tone of his voice, like a master giving permission to a servant to take care of a spent horse after a hard ride, and then there was Jaxon’s body filling my hole where Marco had been. 

My pussy was soaking wet in my own juices and in Marco’s cum, and Jaxon slid inside me easily with a slick squelching sound that filled me with delight and a new hunger.  I was going to become heavy and pregnant soon, I could feel it in my body, in the way Jaxon’s cock filled me to the hilt.

Jaxon’s cock was the cock I knew best, including the way he liked my hips to buck and my body to grind against his as he fucked me. 

His hands were in my hair, tangling in my waves.  Right, he liked that too.  It took me a moment to adjust to the different man inside me, and I had to work to make sure I wasn’t mixing up the things each man liked best.  I was a good girl, and I knew how to please them both the best.

Jaxon was a man who was less like the stallion Marco was and more like a bear.  A furry, beast of a man -- that was Jaxon.  His cock was a beast that filled me up.  I gave a soft moan into his neck as he buried his face in my tresses, his cock plunging inside me, wet and slippery in the wake of Marco’s work.

The room smelled of sex and heat and desire, and then I felt warm breath on my ear. 

“Open your legs wider for him, you little slut,” Marco breathed.

Instantly my body obeyed and my legs widened, letting Jaxon’s cock bury itself deeper.

“Good girl,” Marco mouthed next to my skin, sending tingles up and down my body in waves.  Of fuck, I was going to cum.  I was going to cum so fucking hard if Marco’s mouth got anywhere near my skin while Jaxon was thrusting his thick cock inside me. 

“Oh fuck,” I began to babble, feeling my body tense up as though it were being wound up tight like elastic.  I was going to get so fucking pregnant. 

“Ohmygod, I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum real hard, Jaxon -- oh god, Jaxon, I’m gonna cum right now, make me your pregnant bitch,” I moaned into the warm nape of his neck as his cock buried itself in my wet, slick pussy again.  His hands were in my hair and I squirmed against him, loving the feeling of pain that came with each sharp movement of my body. 

“Ohgodohgodohgodohgod!
” I squealed, and suddenly my hips were bucking hard, and I could feel my whole body quiver and shake and my pussy was clenching around Jaxon’s cock, greedily gobbling up his cock like it was hungry for him, hungry for his seed, hungry for a baby.  Jaxon exploded in me -- I wanted him to fill me up and he was bursting inside me like a fire hose, and then my body was humming, and my head shot backwards as the force of my orgasm hit me in wave after wave. 

It was like a huge ocean wave crashed over me in slow motion, the power of not one but two alpha males filling me with their milky seed in one night was finally overpowering me.  For a moment, or maybe a lifetime, I floated on a sea of bliss -- everything in the room seemed to spin before my eyes; Jaxon with his cock still inside me, and Marco standing over me approvingly, the moon full and swollen and creamy white outside the window.  Everything was a blur. 

I breathed in deep, taking in air in a sudden ragged gasp as though until now I had forgotten to breathe entirely.  I floated back down to earth, back down to the bed where I lay sprawled out, legs wide apart, my pussy leaking Marco and Jaxon’s mixed cum out onto the bedspread in a steady leak of cream. 

Fluttering my eyes, I looked at my two alphas in a state of full, pussy-brimming bliss.  I was pregnant, I just knew it.  I knew it the same way I knew Marco was going to keep me as his own.  I was his prized filly now, his token stolen from Jaxon.  Jaxon knew it too, of course -- he’d known it the second he found that I had been kidnapped, no doubt.  I shivered, letting my whole body shake a little with delight, loving the way all that cum felt between my legs.  I’d never felt so full before!  It was like a whole bucket of cum had been dumped into my pussy. 

Whether I was carrying Marco’s or Jaxon’s child made little different to me.  It would make little difference to either of my alphas, too, since I belonged to Marco now.  Whatever child I bore from my body would be for Marco to call his offspring.  The child would be a symbol of Marco’s power -- that it could have been from Jaxon’s loins made no difference in our world. 

I grinned a little to myself, liking the way my inner thighs were coated with their thick cream.  Maybe next time, I’d try it with three.  I couldn’t begin to imagine how full my pussy could be if three alphas filled me up!


Humiliating The Bratty Coworker


Dwayne never expected to find himself with Crystal’s lips sealed around his cock, sucking him off with greedy little slurps.  After all, she was the office bitch, not the office bimbo!  Crystal was relentless with her snide comments about his dumpy attire, the way he pushed his glasses up his nose, and even the way that nose looked (“fat and unrefined” were the words that still echoed in his brain long after they’d passed her lips). 

He could never understand her snotty behavior.  Why did Crystal act like such a mean girl all the time to him?  Dwayne felt singled out, like skinny Crystal’s fat chosen prey in the jungle of the office.  With nowhere to run in their land of tightly-packed cubicles, Dwayne was forced to suffer.

“That disgusting fat pig!” he heard Crystal say in the kitchen one day, leaning over to the secretary with a cruel snicker.  “Can you imagine sleeping with him?  He’s so huge, he’d probably crush you to death!” On her way out of the kitchen, Crystal rammed him with her hip.  “ExCUSE you, Megatron,” she sneered as she clicking down the hall. And that was a good day!

She was a viper, full of venom, a skinny bitch with her sights set on destroying him just for the fun of it.  Which is why two days after the kitchen incident, Crystal’s tongue working hungrily around the tip of Dwayne’s thick shaft was particularly surprising. 

It was a late evening after everyone else had gone home when he heard the familiar click-click-click
 of her heels coming down the hallway towards his cubicle.  Instantly Dwayne felt his body go rigid with anticipation about whatever barbed comment she was going to fling his way.  Her heels clicked closer, then stopped at his cubicle.  He cringed, ready for whatever verbal assault she planned to unleash. 

“Finally, I’ve got you alone,” she said, peering around the cubicle to look at him.  Hungrily, she ran her tongue over her lips, as though laying her eyes on a sumptuous feast.  “Now let me taste that fat cock of yours.”

Dwayne looked around, then back to Crystal, confused.  A bubble of panic rose in Dwayne’s stomach.  She had to be fucking with him.  Was she secretly filming this to show everyone the next day?  There must be a reason why she was suddenly acting like a dirty slut straight out of a porno instead of the straight-laced bitch he’d suffered under for so long.

Dwayne felt his body growing hot -- he’d never noticed before how plump Crystal’s lips were, how short she wore those business skirts, or how tight her ass was.  Before he could react Crystal’s hands were working at his hard cock through his pants, massaging his shaft and undoing the zipper with a greedy flourish of her perfectly manicured fingers to pull him out.  His cock stood rigid at attention.  Crystal’s eyes grew wide surveying the girth of his cock. 

“Oh my god, Dwayne,” she breathed.  “I thought you’d be big, but nothing like this!  You really are huge!”

“But why--?” Dwayne began to ask, confused, still worried this was all a joke.  He resisted the urge to peer around the cubicle for a hidden camera.  She had to be fucking with him.  This was Crystal after all -- her favorite activity was tormenting him about his size, and now here she was, eyes wide as she surveyed his massive dick with the ravenous look of someone starving.

“Shh,” Crystal said, raising a finger to her lip.  “Don’t you know I’ve been wanting you like this for ages?”

No, Dwayne didn’t know.  ‘Do you show all the guys you want them by humiliating them every day?
’ he wanted to ask, but then her mouth was warm and wet as she slid his cock between her lips and fuck it, even if she was playing a trick on him, at least he was getting his cock sucked in the process. 

As if reading his mind, Crystal smiled up at him, moving his cock from her mouth to say, “Oh, I still think you’re a disgusting pig
, Dwayne.  I mean, look at yourself.  You deserve
 to be humiliated.  Look at what a slob you are.  You’re a fucking whale, you probably hadn’t had your cock sucked in ages.  Only a dirty, nasty girl would blow you, Dwayne.”

Greedily she worked her tongue around his shaft, flicking the tip of his cock with her tongue, expertly working up and down as Dwayne let out of groan of pleasure. 

“Lucky for you, I am that dirty, nasty girl.  It’s your lucky day, Dwayne!”

She gave a little slurp of delight, like a slutty exclamation point.

He knew he should be angry that he was being used like this.  He was being made to be her dirty joke yet again, but Crystal’s mouth was so wet, her ass was so tight as he ran his fingers over her smooth cheeks, and fuck, those delighted little grunts coming from her mouth were making his cock pound with desire.

Emboldened by her loud, greedy slurps of pleasure as she licked and sucked, Dwayne tangled his hands in her hair and pulled her towards him, thrusting his cock down her throat deeper. 

“Mmmmph!” she moaned, her mouth full to bursting with his fat member, and Dwayne began to bob her head on his dick, jerking himself off with her wet mouth.  Crystal’s hands grabbed his knees, then reached around to his ass where it spilled over the side of his swivel chair and squeezed.  His flesh was soft and pliable in her hands as she held onto him, squeezing and pulled him into her harder as he pumped, the two of them becoming a single pushing, pulling, sucking being. 

Dwayne watched as the fat head of his cock would emerge from her mouth, then disappear again with each thrust.  He knew he was going to come soon.  He could feel his body tensing with each new thrust down her throat.  Her hands on his flabby flesh squeezed again and he groaned as her hot wet mouth worked at his aching cock. 

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, bobbing her head on his cock with a long, hard thrust.  He couldn’t control himself any longer and began to explode, filling that perfect bitchy mouth with his wet, sticky load.  “Fuck-fuck-fuck
,” he panted. 

Crystal’s large blue eyes widened for a moment as his cum struck the back of her throat, then sucked and swallowed, then swallowed again.  Fuck she was good -- Crystal never missed a beat as she swallowed every last drop of his come into her belly.  She sucked at him like she was milking him, drinking him up and draining him of every ounce he had stored up.

Slowly, Dwayne untangled his fingers from her hair and looked down to see a drop of his cum dribbling prettily from the corner of her mouth.   Sensing it, she moved her tongue to lick it up.

“It’s too bad nobody is ever going to hear about what a delicious stud
 you are, Dwayne,” she said primly after savoring the last drop of his cum on her tongue.

“What do you mean?” he asked, never taking his eyes off her tongue, that perfect pink tongue that had just licked all around his cock, driving him wild with lust.

“Well you see,” Crystal explained, twirling a stray piece of her hair around one finger.  “It would be such a shame to have everyone think I was the kind of loser who would actually suck your cock like that.”

She giggled, unable to control herself.  “I mean, look at you -- and look at me.  Nobody would believe it, but we don’t want to give them any reason to wonder, do we?  No,” she said with a firm nod of her pretty blonde head.  “No, I think it’s much better that everyone still sees me at the dominant one in our little relationship, don’t you agree?  I can’t have everyone thinking I’m a slutty little cocksucker, can I?”

“I could just tell
 everyone myself that you sucked my cock,” Dwayne pointed out. 

“Oh but you won’t, Dwayne.”  Crystal moved to place a finger delicately on his lips.  “You won’t, because that footage is mine to control, sweetie.”

“Footage?”

“Oh, gosh, silly me!  I nearly forgot!” she giggled, and reached for the utility cabinet that hung over his desk.  Fiddling with the lock for a moment, she then let out a satisfied sound as she found what she was looking for strapped to the other side of the keyhole.  A tiny device, no bigger than a flash drive, was taped there, and now she pulled it off with a flourish.

“What we have here is all the evidence I needed of you, that monster dick of yours pumping away in my mouth but -- ahem
 -- if you’ll look a little closer you’ll notice one lovely feature is missing.”  She giggled again.  “Me.”

Dwayne moved closer to peer at the device, and blanched when he saw that she had indeed captured their tryst on camera...or rather, his.  Because Dwayne was the only one in the frame.  Silently, he watched as his face twisted into grotesque contortions as he fucked Crystal’s pretty little mouth -- or rather, fucked something.  From the angle of the camera, it could have been anyone...he could have been jerking himself off, and the way the camera only caught his face, nobody would be the wise that Crystal had been letting him thrust his cock down her throat after-hours.

“You little bitch!” Dwayne exclaimed, panic rising in his voice.  He couldn’t let this footage get out.  He’d be fired immediately. 

Crystal only pouted her lip, batting her eyes at him, the picture of innocence.  “Why Dwayne sweetie, what else did you think this was?”

She paused, then let out that infuriating giggle again.  “Oh sweetie, you thought I actually wanted so suck your fat cock, didn’t you?”

Something welled up in Dwayne then -- something he’d never felt before. 

Rage.

It wasn’t a hot, blinding rage the way you see in movies.  No, this was a cold, furious rage -- a rage built up over months and months of slow torture, of endless days full of taunts and jabs.  She thought she could suck his cock and then make him suffer for it.  Well, Crystal had another thing coming if that’s what her game was. 

“Fuck you,” Dwayne growled.

“Ohh!” squealed Crystal, batting her eyes.  “Big beasty man Dwayne is angry!”  She pouted her lip again and spoke in an exaggerated baby voice.  “Poor loser nerd is sad Crystal didn’t really want him to fuck her.”

“If I fucked you, you wouldn’t be able to take my cock, you bitch,” he spat.  “Your ass is too tight to take it.”

If he had been in a movie, he might have clapped his hand over his mouth immediately after the words slipped out.

But while he thought she’d be angry, Crystal’s face was stony.

“My ass isn’t too tight,” she said primly.  “My ass is fucking perfect.”

“Show me,” said Dwayne, still angry.  “Show me your perfect ass or get the fuck out of my cubicle, you goddamned little cocksucking tight-assed bitch.”

Dwayne was never exactly sure whether Crystal had been goading him on, or whether she had a secret turn-on from getting guys worked up and pissed off at her.  All he knew was that Crystal was slowly drawing her pencil skirt’s gold zipper down until he could see the red lace of her panties hugging her hip.  The skirt fell to the floor, revealing her rounded, tight ass barely covered with a triangle of the lacy fabric. 

“Mmm,” she said.  “I’ll bet you want to plunge that tasty cock in my pussy now, don’t you?”

Dwayne did want that, very much, and instantly he felt his cock respond. 

“I’ll bet you’ve always wanted to fuck me like this, hadn’t you?  You’re a dirty man, aren’t you Dwayne?” Crystal asked, shimmying her ass to stand with her bottom facing where he still sat on his swivel chair.  Delicately, she leaned over, her ass pointed out at him as she gripped the sides of his desk. 

“Come on, Dwayne,” she purred.  “Don’t you want to fuck my pussy with that huge fat cock of yours?  We don’t have all night here.”  She paused a beat, then a smile flickered on her face.  “Ohhhh, or is it my ass
 you want?”

She wiggled her ass, and Dwayne could feel his cock rising to the occasion.  He wanted Crystal’s ass very, very much and sensing she’d hit the right cord, her tone shifted.

“Stand up,” she said, the all-business tone creeping into her voice. 

Dwayne obeyed, his cock standing to attention as he moved towards her almost-bare ass.  She was so smooth and taut and he couldn’t help the shuddering groan of delight that passed his lips as he began to massage her smooth cheeks with his thick beefy hands.  Her body was so tight and slim in comparison to his, but her bottom was round and fleshy between his fingers, and she let out a sigh of delight as he kneaded her ass, working it in small tight circled, loving the way her whole body shuddered and clenched as he worked.

Slowly and deliberately his hands moved to her hips, then tugged at the thin fabric of her panties, pulling them down so they fell around her ankles. 

For a moment, Dwayne surveyed the sight laid out for him -- Crystal, naked from the waist down, her ass pointed up at him from where she bent over his desk.  Her hair was tangled and fell in a mess knot over one shoulder, and she looked back at him with a wicked smile. 

“Are you going to fuck me with that fat cock, or are you just going to stand there?”

That was all Dwayne needed to grind his cock against her ass, but he knew she wasn’t ready yet.  Carefully, he ran a finger around the rim of her asshole, exploring the way she reacted.  At first she gave a jump of surprise when his digit worked its way in a little deeper. 

Then she was groaning, pushing her lithe body back against his finger as he patiently wiggled it in slow, firm circles.  Bit by bit, he worked her open, widening her hole and taking enormous pleasure in the way she squirmed against his ministrations. 

“You want my fat cock in your ass don’t you?” Dwayne asked, unable to stop himself from gloating just a little.  “You want my fat pig cock
 in that tight asshole
 of yours and you’re wetting yourself just thinking about it.”

Crystal squirmed and Dwayne pressed his finger further inside her, liking the way she wiggled her own ass onto him, pushing herself onto him.  He could smell her sex -- it was filling the whole office with its pungent scent of musky, animal need.  He wanted to fuck her then, he wanted to fuck her hard enough to make her squeal and scream and come hard and fast on his cock.  And he knew she wanted it too.

“You’re a mean little slut, aren’t you Crystal?”

Crystal gave a small squeal as Dwayne spread her cheeks wider and pushed a second finger into her stretched anus. 

“You’re a little slut who likes fat cock,” he said with his mouth close to her ear, pressing his body against hers. 

Crystal nodded, letting out a small moan.  “Ye-es.”

He pushed the two fingers further, and he could hear the gasp that came from her mouth.  Good, she was nearly ready.

“You’re going to take my big cock in your ass
 like the slutty bitch you are, aren’t you?”

Dwayne slid his fingers quickly out of her hole, liking the way she bucked her hips at the sudden change from being full to being empty.  She looked over her shoulder at him for a second, eyes wide as she realized he meant it, he really was going to fuck her in the ass.  Seeing that look, he realized suddenly she’d probably never had anything as thick as his cock shoved into her ass before.  His girth -- the thing she tormented him about most -- was now going to open her up in whole new ways.

His fingers had loosened her up perfectly, and now her whole body quivered with intense pleasure as he slid his cock between her two perfect cheeks, squeezing tight into her hole.  She clenched around him immediately and her hips bucked as the head of his cock disappeared.

“Shhh, don’t fight it, you wanted this fat cock
, remember? Dwayne said, stroking her smooth ass cheek with one hand while he gripped her hip with the other, holding her in place as he pushed the tip of his cock further inside her tight asshole.

“Ohhhh god,” Crystal cried, thrusting her head back and closing her eyes.  “Yes, oh god, harder, Dwayne, fuck me harder, fuck me with your big fat pig cock, harder harder harder,
” she groaned, her voice rising in desperate, frantic need and he could feel her whole body beginning to spasm. 

Her ass was tight around his cock and he had to grit his teeth not to explode a second time inside her.  Instead he began moving the head of his dick out then back in again, methodically pushing deeper and deeper into her ass.  He was nearly balls-deep now and her whole body was shuddering and writhing against him, wet and slick. 

A whimper escaped her lips as Dwayne pumped, grinding into her with precise strokes, and then he sped up.  Soon she was squealing in short, sharp bursts as he rode her ass, thrusting inside her and stretching her tight bottom in ways she’d never been stretched before.  Her mouth gaped open in breathless bliss.  It was all he could do to keep from smacking her ass just for the hell of it, just to ratchet her body’s stimulation up a notch, but he knew if he did it he’d come on the spot upon impact.

He was going to come again soon, he knew that as he felt his cock fill her ass, and he thought about the way he wanted to do it.  Did he want to fill her pretty little rosebud asshole with his cum, or did he want to shove his cock in her pussy and unload himself there?  Or he could paint her pretty, smooth little ass cheeks with his sticky white load.  There were so many options! 

“Do you want me to fill your slutty pussy or your slutty ass?” Dwayne asked, pressing his lips to her ear, loving the way she wriggled against his sudden hot breath tickling her skin. 

“Fill my slutty ass!” Crystal squeaked as his cock bulged inside her tight ass again. 

He could feel his balls tingling, and then he was erupting inside her like a volcano, filling her ass with his white sticky cum.  “Ohhh!” he heard her cry as he pumped his cock hard and fast until her asshole overflowed with his cum.  It dribbled down from her asshole to her pussy, dripping onto the floor in a slow, sticky line.

Finally drained, Dwayne pulled his cock out from her ass and surveyed his handiwork.  He never would have guessed that his late night would devolve into such a delicious diversion.  Crystal stood panting with her legs spread apart still, her ass dripping with his load. 

“Guess I’m not such a disgusting fat pig after all,” Dwayne said, then smiled as though the thought just occurred to him.  “Or maybe you’re just a more disgusting little slut,” he added. 

For a second, he wasn’t sure whether she was going to slap him or not.  But then a smirk appeared on her lips.

“Maybe not more disgusting,” she said primly.  “But I’m definitely a little slut.”

“So about that film,” he started to say, and grinning, Crystal tucked it into her slim pocket.

“I don’t think we’ll do anything with all of that footage,” she said.  “Provided we can come to some sort of...arrangement.”

Dwayne nodded, listening.

“You work late every Friday, yes?”

He nodded again.

“Then I will too.  You give me a happy ending to the week, and I won’t share any of this...well, this very incriminating footage.  I’d hate for you to get fired for fucking a coworker in the ass on company time, Dwayne.  So I’ll see you after six next Friday?”

She grinned that Cheshire cat smile of hers once more, patting her pocket where the tiny camera -- her power -- lived. 

For a second, Dwayne thought about telling her to go fuck herself, that he’d deal with the fallout of the footage if she dared to release it to their boss.  But then he thought about that tight ass, the way she squirmed and writhed against his fingers as he pushed them inside her, the way she wriggled on his cock as he pumped. 

It wasn’t such a bad thing, to be someone’s shameful pleasure.  Not when it involved an ass like Crystal’s. 

“Okay,” he answered.

“Good boy,” Crystal replied, reaching out a hand to touch his cheek, an act that -- had she been a lover instead of a tormentor -- might have been affectionate.  Dwayne was fast -- faster than she thought he could be, given his girth.  His hand whipped to her pocket where he pulled out the tiny camera.  Quickly and efficiently, he crunched it between his fingers.

“I’ll see you then,” he said, tossing it on the ground while she stared open-mouthed at the bits and pieces of trash he’d turned her power into.  “Don’t be late.”


Bridezilla To Bimbo


“Told you I’m a naughty girl,” Bianca said with a sly grin before her mouth closed around Stephon’s erect cock.  She squirmed involuntarily with delight.  It really was dreadfully naughty, to be busy blowing the succulent cock of the exclusive bridal shop owner, Stephon DeMille...especially when Bianca should have been busy purchasing a gown for her wedding to Damien!  But a bride had to do what a bride had to do...

xXx

Fifteen minutes earlier

Bianca’s eyes grew wide as she looked around the glimmering bridal boutique.  Two weeks ago, she never would have set foot in a ostentatiously lush place like this -- now, she wasn’t sure why not.  Damien could afford it, and she deserved it!  Racks of luxurious Valentino, creamy Givenchy, and frothy Baracci dresses rolled in one after the other shepherded by a willowy assistant in dark skinny jeans and black t-shirt, simple in comparison to the exquisite pieces being displayed for her client.

That’s when Bianca noticed there were no Alexander McQueen dresses. 

“Stella,” Bianca demanded, waving the slender assistant over with a scintillating jab of her hand, her egg-sized diamond engagement ring glittering in the light of the chandeliers. 

“Where are the McQueens?”

“I’m sorry, I don’t think we have any.”

“No McQueens
?”

“They’re on order--” Stella began, but Bianca cut her off.

“What kind of boutique is this, with no McQueens.  What are you going to offer next, an original David’s Bridal?”  She said it like David was a mouthful of spoiled milk.  “You’re pathetic
.”

Stella shot a glance to her boss Stephon, giving him a practiced jerk of her head he immediately recognized as a cry for help with a bratty client. 

He glided over, a ballet dancer in smart Hermès pants.  “Bianca darling, we have next-season
 McQueens that are being shipped to us straight from the Rue Saint-Honoré location.  In fact I might
 have some in the back that just arrived and Stella didn’t know about,” he tutted. 

“I want to look like a princess
,” Bianca pouted.

“You will, darling!” Stephon exclaimed.  “Look at that ring -- it must’ve cost a king’s ransom!”

Bianca smiled.  “More like two.”

Stephon gave a grin he knew made women melt, even ones with bottomless-wallet husbands.  Especially
 those.  “Of course.  You must have been a very good girl.”

“Oh, I’m not a good girl,” Bianca said with a smirk.  “I’m a very naughty
 girl, Stephon.  I have him drinking his own cum from my pussy and liking it.  Damien knew he had to tie me down if he wanted me to keep letting him!”  She narrowed her eyes and brushed his arm.  “I could show you how naughty I am...if
 you think you really do have those McQueens hiding somewhere.”

Bianca’s fingers trailed down Stephon’s pants where she gave a firm pat to his cock.  She could tell he was thick and hard hiding underneath those tight pants.

Stephon touched her arm.  “Right this way, princess.”

xXx

Two weeks earlier

“You don’t understand, Andrew,” Damien groaned with his head in his hands.  Andrew pushed him another glass of whiskey on the rocks but didn’t say anything, opting instead to let poor Damien moan on about his Fiancée.  Bianca had just finished her PhD at NYU and now she had been hinting that if he didn’t propose soon, she was going to take a permanent position in Greece, and who knew what would happen then. 

If Bianca went to Greece by herself, she was bound to fall in love with the place and never come back...nevermind Damien’s fear that she would fall in love with more than the cuisine and the history.  There were better men out there for smart, accomplished women like Bianca, and he knew he was lucky to have her...and he would do anything to keep her.  He had money, of course, but she was smart enough to know other men had more.

But marriage!  Sure, Damien moaned, he wanted to marry Bianca, but his business was doing so well and he knew if they stayed in the city, she’d end up feeling like a kept woman with few opportunities.  Damien could afford a penthouse for them both, and there was no need for her to work, and he’d told her this again and again.  He didn’t want her to work.  It always looked bad when someone of his stature had a working wife.  It made it look like he couldn’t provide.  Like he was hard-up.

But Bianca would not be a kept woman.  “I have a brain and I’d like to keep it as toned and fit as the rest of my body, thank you very much,” she said crisply each time he brought up the idea of her not interviewing in Greece, or Milan, or even elsewhere in New York. 

And now she was getting ready to leave for Greece.  If she dazzled the interview panel the way she always did, it was all over.  Just walking into the room in her heels and understated, chic Vera Wang blouses usually made jaws drop when academics like her were all too often the opposite, all geeky tweeds and flat loafers on fat feet...and then there was her exquisitely sharp mind! 

Damien sipped his whiskey and let out a low groan again.  It was hopeless.  He had to propose, but if she said yes, she’d be unhappy being his kept woman.  And if he proposed and she continued to work, he would be a laughing stock in his social circles. 

“If only she were -- god, it’s awful to say this -- dumber!” Damien sighed into his whiskey. 

Andrew coughed.  “You know...there are ways,” he said softly. 

“What, am I supposed to hope she gets a concussion at her hunter-jumper class?”

Andrew shook his head.  “No, nothing like that, god.  I mean something like what Peter Clare’s wife did.”

“Who’s his wife, I don’t remember.”  He took another sip of whiskey.

“You know -- Electra.”

“Electra?”  Damien wracked his brain trying to remember anyone he knew named Electra.

“She was Emily at one point, until she changed it to Electra.”

His eyes widened with recognition.  Emily Clare!  He remembered Peter’s sweet, petite wife now.  She had always been so quiet and demure, always dressed in flowing creams and whites like a swan, nothing like you would imagine someone like Electra to be. 

“So the story goes that it was all Emily’s idea,” Andrew said, raising one finger and ordering himself a drink with a nod to the bartender, the usual.  “She was tired of always feeling like Peter was so much smarter than she was which is understandable since hell, I’m always feeling like Peter is smarter than I am too!”

“The guy’s a fucking genius,” said Damien.  “Didn’t he win a MacArthur Fellowship?”

“Exactly.  So Emily has this idea after going to the spa that if she could be lulled into a state of peace with a massage, maybe she could be put into some sort of deeper trance that would take the edge off her brain a bit.  You know Emily was a MacArthur candidate too?”

Damien’s eyes widened.  “No idea.”

“Because Peter got it,” Andrew said.  “Poor Em was just so tired of being overshadowed she wanted not to think about it so much.  So, she found this jeweler -- he’s a word-of-mouth, by-appointment-only type of guy.  He made her a ring that gives off just the right amount of sparkle in the right light, and it puts her into a sort of trance for days.”

Damien snorted.  “She’s hallucinating off fucking crystals?”

“No, more like...hypnotized.  Everything she sees is real, she just doesn’t experience any of the jealousy or feelings she once did.  Look, she can go to Peter’s various award ceremonies and never feel even a twinge of jealousy or frustration or anything.  She’s just happy for him and that makes Electra happy.”

Damien nodded into his drink.  “But how does that help Bianca and me?  Can I hypnotize her into not going to Greece or something?  Put her in a trance so she becomes a dumb housewife?”

“Yes, in a sense.  You get her the ring as an engagement ring, it slows those gears in her head a little, she doesn’t want to go to Greece anymore when she could lounge in your penthouse all day.  She’s happy because she’s not thinking about her opportunities in Greece, and you’re happy because she’s happy.  You come home, she sucks your cock, you buy her whatever she wants to stay happy.”

“Why’d she start calling herself Electra?” Damien asked finally.

Andrew shrugged.  “I think once she stopped caring about being so prim.  She’s happier now that she’s Electra, Peter’s Wifey instead of Emily, MacArthur Candidate and PhD.  It changed her a little but I hear,” Andrew said, drawing his head closer to Damien’s, “she even lets him fuck her however he wants now.  And she sucks his cock -- she never did that before.”

Damien wasn’t sure if Andrew knew of Bianca’s refusal to debase herself with his cock in her mouth, or if it was a coincidence that Emily’s appetite changed to include that job.  Either way, he missed blowjobs and would do anything to have Bianca’s lips sealed around his cock.

“Where can I find this gemstone wizard or whatever the fuck he is?” Damien asked, sliding his glass back to the bartender. 

Andrew scribbled the address on a napkin.  ‘Let it never be said,’ he thought to himself as he and Damien walked out to where their driver waited.  ‘I never did anything nice for anyone.’

xXx

“It’s so big!” Bianca exclaimed when Damien slid the engagement ring onto her slim finger.  It was the size of a deviled egg, almost to the point of being garish, if one cared about that sort of thing, and normally Bianca would say she did care, except it was so very shiny, and when the light caught it at just the right angle it seemed to glow.  It was practically mesmerizing. 

It was funny, it really did make her feel funny to look at it.  But that had to just be the excitement of the moment.  Bianca could hardly believe it -- she was engaged! 

Damien looked at her expectantly.  “How do you like it?” he asked, pointing to the ring.

“Like it -- I love it!” she gushed. 

“Do you feel any...different, though?” he ventured. 

Bianca blinked.

“Not re-eally,” she said slowly, and for a moment Damien’s heart sank.  Fucking Andrew and his magic bean ring guy.  He knew it was too good to be true.  He was about to resign himself to be ridiculed forever for his inability to keep his wife properly, but he noticed Bianca’s eyes widening.

“Wait, I think I am feeling a little...hungry,” Bianca said, a smile growing on her cherry lips.  Damien was about to frown, puzzled, wondering if the jeweler had given her the wrong ring or the wrong magic spell, when he felt Bianca’s fingers rub against his crotch.

“Not hungry for dinner, silly,” she teased.  “Hungry for the big, rich cock of my big, rich fiance.”

A sudden surge in sluttiness hadn’t been his main goal, Damien couldn’t help but think it was an improvement.  He couldn’t remember the last time Bianca had given him a proper blowjob.  Weeks?  Months?  The last few months of her PhD had been a blur, with Bianca all too often commenting that really, weren’t blowjobs best left to their wilder college days?  Damien didn’t think so, but had never pressed the matter. 

Now, Bianca slid down to her knees in front of him, grabbing his leg for support as she fingered the buttons on his pants.  “I need you inside me,” she demanded.  “Now.”

As if to emphasize her point, she stuck out her tongue to run it in one long, hungry lick down the length of his shaft.  Then quickly she slipped his cock into her wet mouth, shuddering a little as he entered her.  It had been so long since she’d sucked on a dick, and now she wasn’t sure why! 

His cock was full and hard and she tickled the tip with her tongue, rolling around it lazily, making small, greedy little noises with her mouth as she did so.  She couldn’t believe she hadn’t enjoyed a cock like this in so long! 

“Mmmmm!” she moaned hungrily.

Damien shifted his weight, thrusting into her harder as she grabbed his ass and pulled him into her mouth with a guttural gasp.  She had never let him pump down her throat like that before, and now she was taking him deep, then deeper still. 

It was like her mouth was a corkscrew, twisting and turning to suck his cock at every possible angle, each better than the last.  Damien let out a low, animal sound as Bianca’s fingers squeezed his ass cheeks harder, all the while shoving his balls in her mouth extra tight.

There was obviously a much dirtier side to Bianca being unveiled, but Damien still couldn’t believe it when she grabbed his hands and pulled them to her hair, encouraging him to tangle his fingers in her messy tresses.  God, he wanted to do this forever but she’d always brushed him away.  And here she was, begging for it!

His fingers wrapped around her hair, pulling her onto his throbbing cock -- he was going to explode soon, he knew it.  Should he tell her, or let her mouth be full of his cum?  The thought of his sticky juices dribbling down her chin made him want to erupt in her mouth like a volcano right there, and he had to strain not to let it all go at once. 

As if sensing his desire, Bianca slipped his cock from her mouth momentarily to look up at him.  “I want you to cum in me,” she said.  “Fill me up like I’m your cum slut!”

Then her lips were sealed around his cock again, bobbing on his shaft with a bouncy urgency that made her breasts heave in time to her rhythmic ministrations. 

“You want me to fill your mouth up with my cum, you little slut,” Damien dared to whisper, and he delighted in the way her eyes grew wide at the slight taunt.  He pushed harder.  “You’re a slutty little girl who wants it dirty, aren’t you?” 

“Mmmph!” she agreed, her mouth full to bursting with his cock, so her reply was muffled by the fleshy bulge filling her up.  She squirmed on his cock as he pulled her hair tight, giving muffled little grunts of pleasure as he pumped harder and faster, so close to release until --

“Fuck!” Damien grunted as he exploded in her mouth.  Bianca’s eyes grew wide as his sticky cum filled her mouth, but she kept her lips sealed tight around the base of his thick shaft and made those perfect, wet sucking sounds that drove Damien wild.  Willingly she swallowed the warm, sticky fluid in little gasping gulps, one after the other, as Damien pumped the last of his contents into her waiting mouth.  There was just so much of it!  Bianca struggled to swallow all of it as it filled her mouth.  Fully spent, he let out a ragged gasp of his own.

“Fuck that was good,” he said, petting Bianca’s hair a bit and watching as she breathed hard, catching her own breath and swallowing one last time.  He liked the way a small dot of white cream stuck to the edge of her mouth.

Sensing it was there, Bianca swiped her tongue to catch it, licking it up delicately as a kitten.

“Good girl.  Are you wet?  Play with your pussy, show me how wet you are.”

Bianca nodded and reached a slender finger down between her legs and swiped it beneath her panties.  The sight of her so boldly touching herself in front of him made Damien’s cock go all hard again instantly. 

“I am so wet for you -- oh my god,” Bianca moaned, still on her knees in front of him, her finger shoved in her wet slit.  The sight of her plunging her fingers into her sopping wet pussy there on her knees in front of him made his whole body feel warm and tingly.  He wanted to shove his cock inside her with all his might.

She dropped to all fours and let out a long whine.  “Fuck me with your fat cock, Damien, fuck me raw and hard!” 

Damien couldn’t believe it.  A day ago, she’d been bemoaning the fact that she had run out of birth control and needed to refill her prescription and now she was here begging for his cock -- and begging for it raw!

“Are you going to go to Greece?” he pressed.  “You don’t want to risk a baby if you’re going to be interviewing...”

“Fuck Greece, fuck me
,” Bianca moaned.  “Fuck me hard, Damien, fuck me like I deserve to be fucked.  Fill me up so I’m dripping wet!”

As if to emphasize her point, she pulled her finger from inside her panties to her mouth, locking eyes with Damien as she licked her digit in one, long motion, savoring the sweet pussy juice that coated her finger.

“I’m going to be your pretty little princess housewife so I’m going to need to practice pleasing you.  Do you want to fill me with your cock or don’t you?
” Bianca demanded.

Damien could have come just by hearing those words, but he held out, instead opting to run his hands over Bianca’s ass pointed up at him from her all-fours position.  God, the things he wanted to do to her.  The things she’d never let him do to her! 

With her supple body ready and waiting before him, Damien almost didn’t know what do with himself.  Except of course he did, because when you have a girl begging you to shoot your cum into her waiting pussy, you do it.

His fingers squeezed her ass tighter, liking the way she shuddered and wiggled under his touch.  Carefully, he hooked a finger under the waistband of her chic black Prada skirt and searched until he found her panties.  They were soaked through and he pushed his fingers eagerly past them to her drenched pussy beneath, all the while enjoying the way Bianca was giving low sighs of pleasure. 

He pushed her skirt higher so it bunched around her slender waist, then began worked his fingers into her wet slit. 

 

“Oh god,” she moaned.  “Harder.”

Damien was only too happy to oblige, pushing a second finger into her hole, exploring her folds with hungry eagerness.  He slipped his fingers out as she began to buck against him, giving her bottom a small, firm pat.  “Good girl, don’t get too excited all at once,” he ordered. 

She wriggled at the feeling of his cock pushing against her slit, then let out a gasp as Damien’s dick thrust inside her, filling her wet pussy with his throbbing member in one swift motion, filling her nearly to the hilt of his shaft. 

“Oh my god!” Bianca squealed as Damien thrust inside her, pumping hard and fast.  With each thrust, Bianca gave another “Oh!” so that they became a rhythmic duet of his cock sliding inside of her and the little squeaks of pleasure that came from her mouth as a result.  With each thrust his cock consumed her pussy.  Damien had never heard such high-pitched squeals from her before. 

When he came inside her, it was hot and fast, and Damien tilted his head back in ecstasy as he finally, after all this time, pumped his smart little wife full of his cum. 

“Ohhhhhh!” moaned Bianca, bucking her hips against him as he shot her full of his cum like a fire hose.  Damien looked down with satisfaction as his juices dribbed between her legs, sticky and succulent. 

Bianca looked back at him with a wicked grin on her face. 

“Do you like my sweet pussy, Damien?” she asked.

Damien nodded.

“Taste it,” she ordered, a smirk on those perfect lips. 

For a moment, Damien was taken aback.

“Taste your...pussy?  Now?” he asked.  He’d only ever gone down on her as foreplay, never when she was full of his cum already!  But in a sudden rush of heat and want, he felt a desire bloom in him to taste his hot juices mixed with her slick pussy, mingled like a sexy, sweet cocktail between her legs.  Whatever the ring had turned on in his wife’s brain, fuck, he loved it.  He wanted to eat her slippery used cunt.

Quickly he bent to flip her over so her back was on the floor of their apartment, legs wide and hoisted around his shoulders.  He looked up and saw the way Bianca tipped her head back, eyes half-lidded in anticipation.  Her pussy was dripping with his white cream, and as he moved his head close he could smell the musky, feral scent of her. 

As his tongue began to lick at her folds, he could hear her gasp in delight.  She was sweet and tangy, and his cum added another layer of succulent flavor to the mix.  Her folds were soft and malleable as he pushed his tongue in further, lapping at their mingled juices.  He sucked at her labia, gorging himself on her warm flesh soaked in gooey fluids. 

“Faster,” Bianca demanded, taking on a bossy tone that filled Damien with newfound lust for his suddenly sex-hungry bride-to-be.  “Oh my god, oh my god, ohmygod, I’m going to cum, I’m gonna cum,” Bianca began to moan, slowly first then faster and more intense as she rode his tongue like it was a slippery stallion between her smooth thighs.

Damien knew Bianca was orgasming not from the sharp intake of breath she took, but by the sudden pulsing of her pussy around his tongue as he licked up the last of his own cum and her warm, wet juices.

“Oh god, Damien,” she moaned, arching her back in one long, fluid movement, like a cat.  “Ohhhhhh!”  Her pussy clenched and throbbed hard against his tongue, convulsing in one final quivering act of release, before she let out a long, exhausted sigh, signalling her body was spent. 

He looked up at her from between her legs and gave one last gentle lap, savoring the taste of her perfect pussy. 

Bianca’s eyes fluttered open. 

“A McQueen.”

Damien looked at her, a little confused, and she repeated herself, stronger this time, as though she had suddenly come to a very important decision -- a doctor discovering a long-sought cure, a scientist finding the answer after years of research.

“A McQueen.  I’ll have an Alexander McQueen dress.”  She spoke rapidly, speeding up as she continued.  “There will be eight -- no, nine bridesmaids, you’ll wear matching tuxes, we’ll be married in the Hamptons of course, we’ll reserve an estate for the whole month, I couldn’t possibly plan anything with less.  You’ll wear dove grey, charcoal is so out of fashion.  I’ll need to find a carriage to ride in on...”

On and on she went. 

For a moment, Damien wondered what he’d gotten himself into.  Where was his sweet, understated, chic girlfriend? 

But licking his lips, he tasted her warm pussy there still, and he smiled.  Well, he thought.  Some things are worth a little headache.

“...and we have simply got to have a second reception in India, with me riding in on an elephant, we just must.”

His brainy wife might have been turned into a bridezilla, but at least her pussy was scrumptious.  Damien licked his lips again, savoring the aftertaste of her body.  She was delicious, even if a little more demanding now. 

“Damien.”

He blinked.

“Damien, I said who did I need to blow to get a McQueen?”

He smiled a little.  “Besides me, you mean?”

Bianca grinned cheekily.  “I’ll do whatever it takes to get what I deserve.”
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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 cheerleader
Casey 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 nothing
whenever 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 to
corrupt 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! 
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