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DEAR READER:

Since many of you have become loyal readers, I've taken some time over the past few weeks to give you folks a couple of bonuses. First, I've begun a newsletter, which goes beyond simply announcing when I have a new title out. I will also be sending out free advance copies of upcoming titles in Kindle format from time to time. It's just one of my ways of thanking the people who have made my erotica career possible.

I also know that many of you are Tumblr addicts like myself. It's a primary source of inspiration for my erotica, and it's a great way to connect with readers and other authors. Having said that, I've taken the plunge and have started my own 18+ Tumblr. If you want to get an idea of what's brewing in my head, simply follow me from the second link below.
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READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.


BOSS TO BIMBO

Another international flight, another paycheck that barely covered my bills. Not that my boss cared. She had it all from birth, being the heiress to a multinational chain of resorts. It also pissed me off that she was my age exactly, but had this kind of wealth simply because she won the lottery of being born to the right family.

Manuel, one of the workers I'd befriended on my last trip, changed everything for me. He claimed that he knew a secret way to get any woman to do as you please. I didn't believe him. At least, not until he proved it to me.

“Watch me,” he said, breaking away from me and heading toward a total MILF on the other side of the pool. I fully expected her to turn away any attempt by my Indonesian bartender friend to get into her bikini. The only thing out of place was when he put a bracelet on her wrist.

But I watched as they disappeared behind the pool house. They both emerged a few minutes later, breathless and sweaty. I couldn't believe it.

Manuel strutted back, his teeth shining from between his lips. “How in the hell did you–?”

He winked to cut me off. “The red stones on this island. Any woman who wears one you give her does whatever you say.”

“Bullshit.”

“Call me a liar if you want.” He smiled and pointed behind me. “The cove over there has them, just above the beach.”

“No fucking way.”

“We call them cuki stones. Pick up a few and try it.”

Manuel was bird dog ugly, surly little bastard. Why wouldn't I believe him at that point? “Why tell me this?”

He grinned like a devil and said, “We hate Ms. Montgomery too, palkon.”

I knew enough of the local slang. “Thanks, bangsat.”

Manuel patted me on the back. “Have fun yourself, asshole.”


I rushed back, the pocket of my trunks full of those red gems. They didn't look like anything special, but something about them almost spoke to me. I didn't want to believe it, even then, but I knew each time one fell out. I would stop, pick it up, and all would feel right again.

Every one of them looked like crystallized blood. They didn't shine at all, but somehow they didn't look dull either. The color was deep on a visual and visceral level, almost like it drew you in further the closer you looked at them.

But I had to make them wearable. Otherwise, I'd never get my boss to put one on. I hated to do it, but I knew I'd have to give some money to one of those hawkers on the beach.

Elana Montgomery would never wear one of those trinkets willingly, but I had a way to make her put one on. I let myself get raped of more than twenty U.S. dollars, and then ripped the shell fragment out of its setting. The cheap metal tongs wrapped around the clearest stone I found, and I had a necklace fit for making my boss my slave.


I knocked on Elana's door and waited fifteen seconds. Sliding my keycard into the lock, I knew it would be my last time giving her that stupid formality as I entered. She stood in front of the window, wrapped in a bathrobe, wearing sandals I knew had to cost more than a single one of my weekly checks.

“I didn't call for you.” Elana never bothered turning toward me. “What is it?”

“Ma'am, I have something for you.”

Still no turn. “Why should I care?”

I tried to think of something. “It's–,” my heart started racing, “a gift, from one of the locals. He said he wanted to thank you for giving his family jobs.”

Pulling the necklace out, I let the jewel dangle. Elana turned and her nose curled. “It's string and a rock. Why would I want that kind of trash?”

Her appraisal was accurate, but she didn't have to be such a bitch. “It's an insult to turn down a gift. You can throw it away as soon as we leave.”

“Go ahead and do it for me.” She flipped her hand out and turned back to her window. Something was wrong with her, even if she was as stuck-up as ever.

“Ma'am,” I hated having to call her that, “is something bothering you?”

Elana kept to herself, crossing her arms and tensing her shoulders. At times, I thought she was beautiful. In fact, she was stunning by any standard. But any sense of a crush I might have had on Elana never overcame the hate I felt for her.

“I'm the only person you know personally on this entire island. You might as well open up.”

“And what could you do about it?”

I stared at the back of her head. If she were a man, I'd have bashed it in months ago. “Probably nothing, but talking about it is a great start.”

“You wouldn't understand.”

“Elana,” it was always risky calling her by her first name, “I know you better than anyone at this point. I know we're not friends or anything like that, but I hate to see you like this.” A lie in the plainest sense, but what did I have to lose? She didn't trust me, just like any of her employees, but she would at least open up to me a little.

“The government here is demanding I help pay for a homeless shelter nearby. Otherwise, they'll shut down this entire resort.” She kicked at the plate glass window. “They're holding this place hostage, and they know it.”

Personally, I thought it would only be fair for her to help pay for one. This whole complex displaced a fishing village that had been here for hundreds of years. “Ma'am, have you tried showing some sympathy? You don't have to really mean it, but it might help.”

“Grease the wheels, you mean?”

The analogy made no sense to me, but Elana never was as smart as she assumed. Ruthless, maybe, but that was easy to mistake for intelligence in business. “Kill them with kindness, yes.” I knew what she intended to put across, at least.

“Any ideas?”

I gripped the cord in my hand. “This necklace might be a sign of support. The locals think wearing this stone signifies friendship and fairness.”

“Fine.” Elana ran her fingers through her hair and pulled it off her neck. “I'll wear the trash if it means I can end this stupid problem.”

I smiled to myself and undid the cheap clasp. Not knowing if Manuel was pissing on my leg or not, I draped the necklace over Elana's breasts. The clip broke off as I released it, part of it hitting the floor.

“Well, are you done?” Her temper was short, and I knew it.

Making a quick knot with the ends, I let the cord go. It settled on the back of her neck. “It's on, but I think it'll take more than a silly necklace to win the locals over.”

She turned, Elana's eyes looking innocent for the first time since I had met her. “What should I do, then?”

“Honestly?” Her head cocked, honestly hanging on what I was about to say. “Make things right with the people you displaced.” I fully expected her to turn back around, ignoring my advice, as usual.

“It might take more than a homeless shelter, Glen.”

Elana had never called me by my name before. “You probably won't go so far as to build them real homes, though.”

“Why wouldn't I? If you think it's the right thing to do, then I can't say no.”

My heart nearly stopped as I thought, “Manuel, you glorious son of a bitch!” Elana looked up at me, her forehead barely coming up to my chin as I said, “I think it's the least you could do.”

“Then I'll tell the governor I'll help these people, and ask what else I can do. I meet him tonight, and I'm sure he'll be happy to hear it.”

The Elana I knew would have fought tooth and manicured nail to fight that kind of suggestion. I didn't need anymore proof of what these stones were capable of. “I think there's a lot of good we could do, and not just here.”

“If that's what I should do, can you tell me how?”

I wasn't ready to end it with just turning Elana into a philanthropist. “When the time comes.” I put my hands on Elana's shoulders and added, “But there's something you can do for me until then.”

“Yes, sir?”

My eyebrows almost cleared my forehead. “What was that?”

Elana looked like she was struggling with a new facial expression. The softer, more servile look was absolutely a first for her. “I don't know what it is, but something makes me want to listen to you.” She took a step closer and added, “Like, if I follow your lead, everything will turn out alright.”

“Well, if you want to listen to me, I won't stop you.”

“But something bothers me.”

I took a risk and put my hand on her shoulder. Elana would have never let me get away with that before. “Tell me.”

She leaned her head, resting her cheek against the back of my hand. “I never really liked you until now.” I felt that skin blush as soon as Elana let the words slip.

But how much control did I have? If I could get my amoral bitch of a boss to be this honest and submissive, surely the power of that necklace had a limit. It was time to see how right Manuel was. “That's alright. Do you want to make it up to me?”

“How?” Elana pushed her cheek a little harder against my hand, trying to nuzzle out an apology.

“Let's fuck,” I tightened my grip on her shoulder, “hard.”

I waited, certain that I had pushed my power over my boss too far. Closing my eyes, I felt Elana shift her body. I expected a hard slap across the face.

When her fingers touched my face, I barely resisted cringing. Elana caressed my cheek. “It's alright, Glen. I'd love that.”

Now that I had her under my control, I didn't know what to do with Elana. “Well, shall we get started?” I wanted to punch myself, freezing up and going straight to being awkward like that.

Elana pulled away from me. I watched as she dropped that robe from her body and flipped off her sandals on the way to the bed. Finally, she looked back at me and asked, “Are you coming? It's a two-person job, you know.”

I didn't know how to react. “Ask for more money, maybe?” Too soon for that idea. The boss I had spent the last year hating was now open, and willing to let me have my way with her.

Elana pulled her bikini bottom down a few inches and kept looking back at me from the foot of the bed. I finally had to say something. “Take everything off,” I caught myself before it was too late, “except for that necklace I gave you.”

She didn't hesitate. Elana's hands went behind her back as she put her knees on the mattress. I watched the knot fly undone and then her top fell away. Her shoulders hit the bed and I watched her ass rise up, that bottom slipping down her thighs. If not knowing how to react was a problem before, now I felt like I had stood in quick-setting concrete for hours.

I watched everything, finally seeing what those weekly spa treatment marathons could do for a woman in her mid-twenties. Everything about Elana was perfectly proportioned and flawless. Even that sliver of pussy I caught sight of had a glow to it.

She was lying face down when she asked, “Do I have to yell at you again?” It was playful this time, like she was focused on fulfilling my order.

I couldn't leave her waiting like that. Stepping over, it was easy enough to see how wet she was. In all of my random hook-ups, Elana was the first to practically beg for it without saying as much. “Sit up.”

Like an obedient slave, my boss turned over and sat herself up. I threw myself down into the bed, lying on my back. Elana crawled over me. Those blue eyes matched the dull luster of that red stone hanging from her neck.

“You're the first man worth less than ten million I've fucked.”

My eye twitched. “Blow me.”

Elana smiled, taking it literally. She slid down my torso, jerking at my shorts. I pulled her ass my way.

I wasn't about to stop her. The cold rush of air hit my cock as soon as Elana broke it free. I let her take a seat on my face, that perfectly bald pussy riding a fraction of an inch above my mouth.

Her lips closed on the tip of my dick as my tongue explored her folds. I felt Elana's fingers wrap around the base. Her clit had swollen, practically begging for attention.

My boss whimpered into me, sucking on it like it held the essence of youth. I slipped a finger inside her, feeling the soft, wet heat. It felt like a shame to leave it waiting.

But it felt too good to break her concentration like that. Elana had been practicing. That tongue danced along my shaft, giving me pleasure for once instead of insults and orders.

Her lips sank further down, the hard suction giving me that slightly painful sensation that just felt too amazing to stop. Elana's hand broke away, both gripping around my thighs as she sank herself even further down.

Elana just went at it even harder. Her pussy dripped onto my tongue, ready and willing to be at my service. I'd finally had enough waiting.

I pulled her off of me and pushed Elana onto her back. I got on all fours, leaning above her. I saw the impatience in her eyes, eating away at Elana's mind.

“You want it that bad, don't you?”

Her fingers tore at the button on my pants. “Do I have to beg?”

I grinned to myself, staying silent as she forced my shorts down and got to work on my shirt. Elana worked her way up to my chest, ripping every attachment open like I was a wrapped present she had always wanted.

Elana forced my boxers down, the hem of my undershirt up. I felt the heat emanating from between her legs. It was too much to resist any longer.

I was ready to dive right in. Pushing my hands into the bed, I lowered myself as Elana kicked the pants and boxers down my legs. The tip of my cock almost burned as it got closer to her.

She took hold of my shaft and pulled me down. I felt myself part those lips between her thighs. Elana looked satisfied, like her life was nearly complete.

I hesitated for a split-second. It was too long for her. Those fingers curled hard around me, forcing me down, right at the edge of her entrance.

“You act like you're in a hurry,” I said, watching the pain fade away from Elana's face.

Those breasts heaved with each breath. “I fucking want it, now.”

From total bitch to complete slut. I liked this change. “Prove it.”

The silky texture enveloped my shaft as Elana slid herself down and forced me inside. I had to gasp like I had just come up from a dive. Those pouty lips curled upward. “Don't tell me you're not interested.” Elana pushed her hips up, rolling me around in there to hit every nook and cranny. “It was your idea.”

I gave her a short thrust and said, “So what if it was? You're the one who wants it so bad now.”

“Is that a problem?”

How could it be? I put a palm over her mouth, Elana's tongue playing along on my skin. “Just shut up and ride my dick.”

My boss and new fuck toy shut her eyes. Elana shifted herself and pulled me even deeper, all the way down to her deepest point. I never wanted to leave, knowing this might turn into a one-off event. I had no idea how long the effects of my gift would last.

What she did next shocked the hell out of me. I tried to brace myself as Elana moved to push me out, and then sank me back in all the way. I was helpless to stop it, the skin of my cock sliding back into her with the full force a hard fuck deserved.

Elana moaned as I hit her back wall. Her legs curled around my back, keeping me all the way in. But what she did next still makes me thank whatever higher power may or may not be up there.

“Is it too much, Glen?”

“Why would you ask that?”

“You're holding back on me.”

I drove in, whipping the fuck out of my whole body to the point of whiplash. “What makes you think that?”

“You said you wanted to fuck me hard. What's wrong?” She was innocent as a virgin, no matter how far I had my cock buried inside her.

At this point, she had pissed me off. I curled my arm around her, hard. The next thrust cracked her voice.

And then the next, and the one after, and every other one I had in me. Elana's legs were wrapped around me like a tight knot. She still wanted more, no matter how loud we clapped our bodies together.

Elana had me wrapped around her little finger, and the rest of her body. “Am I too much?”

“Not at all.”

“So why are you hesitating?”

Fuck. I didn't even know, truth be told. Elana was everything I could have ever wanted, even if I did hold a grudge against her tight, hot ass. So I went down, further, crashing my chest against her tits. Even against the world, I wanted to dive further into that pussy, no matter the consequences.

I had her moaning and gripping tight with everything she had. Elana's voice ripped through the suite every time I sank in. By the time I was out of breath, she could barely take enough herself.

Elana had me locked inside her body. I gasped out, “You still want fucking more, don't you?”

Her voice was just as anemic and ragged. “Something wrong with that?”

“Who knew you were such a slut?”

Elana smiled and planted her feet against the back of my legs, pushing me deep again. “I'm not. I just really fucking want you right now.”

I didn't know how much more of this woman I could take. She still wanted me to keep railing into her. But when it came to Elana, I had plenty of pent up aggression to pull from.

Bracing myself with moth arms, I planted my hands on each side of her head. “You'd better come.”

“What would you do if I didn't?”

I gave her a jarring thrust and said, “Then that's all you get.”

“You're mean.”

I let her finish and threw myself into it. Every point of contact between us felt electric. Each crash of my dick inside Elana drove her closer to the edge.

She was beyond ready, but I didn't let up. Elana shrieked as I put my whole weight into it, pulling completely out and plunging back to crash against her deepest hold. Her tunnel was more than open, swallowing me whole with a gush of her inner desire.

I steeled myself for that last push. My body ached, ready to give out and leave the job incomplete. But I wouldn't have dared let her beat me.

Elana split my ears as I ripped her hard. Her thighs shook and tightened up against me. The sting of her fingernails digging into my back almost set me off early.

My boss quivered under me. I let Elana ride it out, her entire body wrapping up like a stretched rubber band, and then releasing with a hard snap. Even her breath shook as it came out.

She acted like there wasn't much left in her, but I knew better than to think the rich whore was finished. The deep satisfaction in her face said what words couldn't. As she opened her eyes back up, I caught a glint of something I couldn't yet figure out.

But that's when Elana changed. “Glen, something feels weird.”

I pulled my cock out of her. “What?”

“I don't know.” The pure-strain bitch you always saw in her face had disappeared. “It's more about you than me.”

I grabbed the jewel around her neck. It pulsed in my hands, just enough that I could feel it, but not quite know for sure if it had moved or not. So long as Elana stayed under my control, I had no worries.

She didn't look anything but turned on as I brushed the curls out of her face. I leaned in close and asked, “So what do you feel about me right now?”

Her cheeks blushed. I saw another flash in her eyes, this time like the old personality everybody hated was trying to escape. It disappeared just as fast. Elana stared into me as she answered, “I feel,” she stopped for a moment, smiling a bit more like she felt good about it, “I guess, I feel attached to you now.” 

“Fuck, what if the size of the stone makes the effects greater?” I knew there was something Manuel didn't tell me. Whether it was that or not, I couldn't figure out. “So, you actually like me now?”

Elana gave me a playful slap on the cheek and slid out from under me. She got up on her knees as I rolled on my side. “I've always liked you, even if I didn't act like it.”

“Really?”

She giggled and pushed me onto my back. “Not that way, you dolt.” I felt her fingers grasp around my wrists. “I just can't let my employees think I'm their friend.”

“So you make us hate you?”

Elana had her face just an inch above mine. “You don't have to deal with that anymore.” Her breasts pushed against my chest. “Just think about it, Glen. You're not just my assistant now.”

“So what am I?”

I felt the heat of her pussy almost singe the tip of my cock again. “Someone I want to listen to, and maybe more.” That wetness hit me again as Elana eased herself past the tip. “What do you think we are?”

“Master and slave.” I wanted to punch myself for letting that one slip. “Maybe not that bad, but I still work for you?”

“Is it what you want?” Elana pushed herself all the way down my shaft, leaning back and giving me a quick jerk of her hips. “I'm glad I started doing what you say.”

Elana settled in, rocking back and forth with her hands pressed against my shoulders. “Wait, what are you willing to do for me?”

She rolled her hips a bit faster. “Like I just told you.” Elana whimpered a bit and added, “Anything you want me to do. Just say it.”

It finally sank in that I had total control over Elana. “But why?”

“When you gave me this necklace,” Elana started working her hips side to side, panting with every stroke, “I've felt like listening to you is the right thing to do.” Her hair whipped back as she slung her head, moving both hands down to my abs.

Elana picked it up, rocking my dick inside her like it just had to collide with everything. She was loving it, crying out every time she got me to hit a certain spot. I started moving on my own, helping her with hard jabs from below.

I let her cry and whimper all she liked. It only drove Elana on even furthers. I felt her slide over my cock from all sides, teasing a finish out of me at a breakneck pace.

But she wasn't quite ready for me to stop. I tried to push her back down and thrust back in at the same time. Elana was having none of it, sliding off and giving me the biggest shit-eating grin I'd ever seen.

She stared right into me and asked, “Do you know what really gets me going?”

I didn't care. I just wanted back inside. “What?”

She turned and got on all fours as I sat up. “Pull my hair. Make me get loud, and act like you hate me.”

Not a hard order to follow by any means. I scooted off the bed and stood as Elana presented herself. It looked like she was missing a piece, and it just happened to be in the exact shape of my cock.

I took hold of those curls draped over her back first. Twisting it between my fingers, I pulled back on her hair, making her stare at the ceiling. Elana moaned like she wanted more.

My hand cracked against her ass, bouncing off for another swing. I gave the second some follow through, grabbing hold and feeling the heat as the handprint turned beet red. I didn't even need a spit shine, ripping back inside like a bullet.

Elana shrieked as I pulled her hair for leverage. I looked down and saw the curl in her toes. The smack of our bodies echoed through the suite like applause.

My boss did her own cheering, mewling and crying out like I was pleasure in human form. That's when she screamed out the words that almost stopped me mid-stroke. “Fucking come with me!”

I hesitated for a second. Elana just pushed herself back, writhing herself in place. I damn near blew myself out. “Aren't you worried?”

She just pushed harder against me. “About what?” Elana reached back, wrapping her hand around my side and urging me even deeper.

“You know.” But I still wasn't stopping her.

“I don't care.” Elana's back arched as she got me all the way in. “It's up to you.”

But could I? My body wanted nothing more, but my rational mind shuddered at the idea of possibly knocking her up. Then the emotional side took hold.

“Fuck her. Why wouldn't I?” Elana was beyond filthy rich, one hell of a piece of arm candy, and wrapped around my little finger like a slave. I wanted this.

I gave my answer with a battering set of thrusts, pulling her hair with everything I had. Elana had to be waking guests at least two floors beneath us. I let her, knowing that she was mine to claim.

She was beyond any sense of sanity in that moment, pushing hard into me on her own, giving every slam of our bodies even more force. My dick still hurts when I think about it. I didn't care about the intense friction, giving Elana exactly what I knew she was begging for.

I let her keep going. My body struggled to keep from finishing off. Elana had me in her grips physically, but I held the reigns to her mind and her pleasure.

She erupted into a long scream and went still. I forced myself to push on, not giving her the break her overloaded body desperately needed. She had not way to stop it.

Elana began to blush on every inch of her body. Her legs tensed and her arms went limp. I still had her hair woven between my fingers, forcing her to stay up.

The buildup inside Elana threatened to boil over. Her pussy tightened and pulsed against my shaft. She just kept wailing as I never let up. My sack began to tingle as my dick swelled a bit more.

When her feet came up to meet her ass, I gave out. The entire room faded away as every part of me concentrated on the sudden rush. I let go of Elana's hair as she crashed down.

She quivered face-down as I felt the first gush come out of me, slick and warm inside her. Elana moaned in front of me. I could tell she wanted to take all of it in, as deep and plentiful as I could make it.

Every last drop burst out like it had an energy and a want of its own. I gasped for breath and lurched forward, feeling myself empty in one final act of complete ownership. My arms and shoulders got weak as my core shuddered. I felt alive, like I was openly claiming what was mine to take.

One final gush sapped me of everything. I stayed inside Elana as long as I could, finally groaning and letting myself collapse beside her. I looked over to my boss, smiling to myself as I realized she was as breathless as she was breathtaking.


We had just wrapped up the meeting. The local council and the province's governor came in expecting a fight, but they were leaving ecstatic. Elana had agreed to all of their demands, and had even sweetened the pot with some suggestions I had given her.

New housing for the displaced locals was going to be built, on par with a dignified living. Beyond that, Elana proposed an economic development program to help the local community beyond the resort. And all with the local environment in mind.

When she proposed my idea that the cove where I had found the gems become a nature preserve, a few of the listeners looked over at me. The head of the council winked and smiled my way. He knew exactly how this had come about. The cuki stones worked.

I was glad to see Elana making a positive impact for once. In fact, after all of this went down, everything changed. While she gave me the opportunity to run my own region, I had to decline.

She seemed happy about that, knowing I was staying by her side instead of taking her newfound generosity and just running with it.

After all, I had her under my total control. Why head up all of the Montgomery Resorts operations in the Caribbean when I essentially controlled the entire company from behind the scenes? And why give up having the owner, Elana Montgomery, as my own personal plaything?
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COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

HYPNO STUD

She straddled my crotch and lowered herself down. I felt the mound underneath her panties rub against the silk of my boxers. Within seconds, I was on the receiving end of a slow, sensual dry hump.

Bridgette shoved her breasts in my face. I couldn't help giving them a quick motorboat. Her C cups buzzed against my face. Apparently part of the order included an unspoken, “And fucking enjoy it too.”

I felt her hands push my face even harder into her chest. Her hair fell over my head in soft strands. By the time Bridgette had worked me up to full hardness, I had to back off to get some air.

“Bridgette, how in the hell did you learn to do this?”

She looked confused. “I only date older men, and they teach you a thing or two.”

“Then show me what else you know.”

Bridgette slid down my body and into the floor. I felt her soft fingers enter my boxers, taking a light hold on my dick. She stroked at the pace of a glacier, grinning like a fox the entire time.

A draft hit my manhood as Bridgette pulled it out of the underwear. She leaned forward as I felt her warm breath meet my cock. The first delicate lick sent pinpricks up my spine.

Bridgette's lips closed around the head. Her thick plume of brunette covered my lap as the rest of my length disappeared into her mouth. I sent both hands down to applaud the efforts with a gentle push. The suggestion prodded Bridgette onward as she held me in a tight vacuum.

Her tongue joined the effort, taking swift little strokes at the head and incredibly sensitive underside. I groaned my approval as her fingers closed around my sack.

I still had enough sense to throw another order at Bridgette. “Start fingering yourself and come when I tell you to.”

The vibrations from her throat rattled my cock as she joined me in getting worked up. I was ready to start driving myself balls-deep into her pussy when her dam broke only seconds later. Bridgette kept sucking, even as her body shook my own with the sudden climax.

“Don't stop.” Bridgette's slim body felt electric as she pushed beyond the normal limits of what a woman would do to herself. Her voice rattled around my girth like the bead in a whistle.

As Bridgette's skin turned red, I decided on a bit of mercy. “Come for me.”

Indeed she did. Her body went flaccid, forcing me to bend over to hold her up. I pulled her into my lap and let her shake out what I had put her through. The fingers on her right hand were sopping wet.

I took a quick survey of her body as Bridgette regained her senses. I was ready to see how far I could take this whole hypnosis trick. “Get on all fours.”

Bridgette shivered as she crawled into position. She looked back at me as I took a quick swat at her ass. It left a mark like a red hand painted on porcelain. Bridgette flinched and asked, “Like this, Trent?”

I smiled and said, “Just like that.” Her ass presented itself like an inviting home. I propped myself up to my knees and pulled her panties aside.

The slim, tight folds of her pussy dripped with her excitement. I dipped a finger into her opening just to test the waters. Warm, and wet to the point of hearing it.

I slid my tip up and down her valley before I decided the panties had to go. I unhooked the garter, letting the black lace slide down her thighs. The stockings remained for now.

“I want you to come on my dick this time.”

Bridgette looked back through her glasses. Her inability to fulfill the order while I was still outside of her looked painful. With a whimper in her voice she begged, “Please fuck me sir.”

I granted her wish, sliding myself in without a hint of resistance from her tight walls. The utmost warmth swallowed me as I sank further inside. Bridgette kept looking back, an expression of pure satisfaction covering her face.

The wetness in her pussy leaked out around my shaft as I hit the furthest point. Bridgette pushed herself into me, trying to pull me even deeper inside. I pulled back and sank back in, giving her the benefit of a moan straight from the scrambled channels.

Bridgette rocked herself back and forth. I allowed her to take her pleasures, sliding my entire length in and out of herself. As her breathing picked up, a sadistic streak came over me.

I pulled out and ordered Bridgette, “Follow me.” The want in her eyes was almost heartbreaking, but I knew I had to see how far I could take this. I made my way to room in the back of the house where I stored quite a bit of junk.

Rummaging through a box as Bridgette stood helpless, I pulled out a few lengths of nylon rope. I walked past her and said, “Follow me in here.” My bedroom seemed like the best place to push the boundaries of what my least favorite bookworm could handle.

Once inside, I guided Bridgette to my bed and sat her down on the mattress. “Hands behind your back.” She complied like a soldier on drill. I lashed the rope around each wrist and pulled the knot tight.

Pushing her back, I spread Bridgette's legs and gave her a merciful game of in-and-out. I smiled and back away again, seeing the disappointment and slight pain in her face. “Please fuck me, sir.”

I forced Bridgette onto her stomach and wrapped the cord around the fabric of her stockings. I pulled the knot even tighter. Standing up I asked, “How badly do you need it right now?”

“More than anything.”

“Do you deserve it?”

“That's up to you, sir.”

I sat down beside her face, pulling her head into my lap. Bridgette went back to taking her tongue to my cock. I rewarded my new pet with a middle finger in her pussy. “That's all you get for now, but I want you to fuck me all night.”

The new order couldn't have been obeyed in her current position. Harsh discomfort came over Bridgette as her glasses fell to the floor. She tried her damnedest to wiggle into position on my lap.

“You having a hard time?”

“I can't do it, Trent.”

I grinned to myself as I ran a hand underneath her bra. “And why not?”

“You're not letting me.”

I pushed her out of my lap and stood up. Bridgette looked almost heartbroken. I attached one more length of rope to the bedpost, giving her five foot lead to wiggle around on. “You'll stay here for a while. I'll wear you out when I get back.”

Bridgette whined and sent tears coursing down her cheeks. “Have I been bad?”

No, but I need to get my camera back from Doug, now. “Very.” I slammed the door behind me.
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