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HAREM RING 3:

TAMING JENNA

Life in the new place was beyond great. Kelsey's needs weren't exactly a problem to deal with, guaranteeing a good hump at least once a day. That usually involved Angela as well. For a couple of weeks, I was beyond satisfied with how my life had turned around. Broke and going at least a month between one-night stands wasn't a state of normal I missed.

But no matter how good your life is, you always want it to be better. I wasn't actively seeking new action, but I wasn't gonna turn it down if anything tempting fell into my lap. Sometimes life just gives you an opportunity you can't stand to miss. That's exactly how it was when Jenna stumbled into our lives.

It was my first day by myself in that house. Angela and Kelsey had gone off together on a little trip for the weekend. I desperately wanted to join them, but work earlier that afternoon had kept me from tagging along on that beach getaway. Stopping in on some of Kelsey's house showings, where I'd use my gift to get her the sale, had netted her one hell of a commission.

Life was good all-around. We had money, we had all the sex we wanted with each other, and we didn't have to work all that hard for any of it. If this had been the peak, I couldn't have complained about it.

But the ring had ambitions of its own. Whether it had as much control over me as I did of Angela and Kelsey, I still don't know. Either way, its suggestions always seemed like great ideas.

I'd gotten tired of wearing the same peacoat I'd had since my freshman year of college. Even though it still looked damn nice on me and had helped land a decent number of lays, sometimes you just want something new. If only for variety's sake. Even the nicest of things get stale after long enough.

Armed with a few grand in tip money that afternoon, I drove myself out to the good mall. You know, the one with the higher-end stores and real plants in the corridors instead of plastic. I agreed with the ring in needing to enjoy my new wealth with something nice for myself.

Good quality. The kind of clothing that only looks good when you're confident. Something with authority.

I tried finding my size in a leather jacket that tickled my new sense of self, but a redhead with a cellphone glued to her ear drew my focus. Slim and busty in that red tank top and those tiny shorts, just the way I liked them. I let the jacket hunt drift out of my head as I listened in.

“He likes it when I do that kind of stuff. No joke.” I was already hooked. “If I did this for money, it'd feel trashy. It's a lifestyle, not a job.” I knew that usually meant something interesting. Possibly right along my lines. “It's getting old, but Rob's perfectly happy to let me be dominant. He spends so much time bossing people around, he just loves it when I let loose on him.”

Hot damn! I fell in love instantly, but not with the copper-topped little minx a few racks over. I was head over heels mad about proving I could top her.

Be careful with this one. Her will is strong.

Even better. I grinned, feeling like a lone wolf on a stalk. And I was hiding in plain sight, ready to sink my teeth into some challenging prey who had no idea of the danger. It felt too easy.

We made eye contact. Rather than darting my eyes away, I started going forward. If I wanted her that badly, I only had to dare to ask. It had become second nature by that point.

The ring started to warm earlier than it had before. She has the same power as yourself, naturally.

I had no idea what it meant. For all I knew, my uncle's gift was the sole source of this kind of influence. It was a hard lesson I'd almost learn in the best way possible.

“Your name?” I felt my finger cooking already.

She grinned like a fox and dropped her gaze. “Jenna.” With only a second of hesitation, she looked back at me. “You want something from me, don't you?”

Nobody had ever questioned me with my power before. “No. I want to give you something.” I pulled a twenty from my pocket, not having scrap paper or any smaller bills.

“I was just thinking I needed a little more for a purse I've been wanting.”

Notice what she just did.

It was clear as glass. “It's not free money. I need something from you in return.” The battle of egos had started.

“And that would be?” Her stare never lost its intensity.

I didn't dare break eye contact. I pulled a pen out of my other pocket and scrawled my new address without looking. “Tell me if you can read this, and then show up there at eight tonight. Show me what Rob likes so much.”

Jenna was hesitant as she took the bill. I knew she didn't want to be the first to look down. “You've got stone balls. You know that?”

I smirked as she read the address. I'd won, and she knew it. “We have a deal.”

As I turned away to get back to my jacket hunt, I heard her say, “But I know how to break stone. Remember that.”


Jenna arrived early. As soon as I heard someone coming down that long, gravel drive, I scrambled off of the couch where I'd dozed off. The alarm on my phone still had another five minutes until it was supposed to go off, and I fully intended on trying to draw up some energy from the ring with a pep-talk between the two of us.

Stay calm, stay in control. Women like her can smell weakness.

It felt like a test I wasn't ready for. Headlights bounced down the driveway as I got myself together. I looked down at the ring and said, “If this was something you set up, I'm impressed.”

You've barely scratched the surface of your potential, but realizing it will take hard practice.

“Sneaky bastard.” But I knew it was right. I could reach for so much more.

And more was putting her car in park right that second. You want her. Now take her.

In that moment, claiming Jenna as my own was all that mattered. No matter the challenge she could put up, I knew my will would dominate. I ran to the half bathroom nearby and brushed the sleep out of my hair.

The knock on the front door boomed with authority. I started to wonder if it was actually Jenna and not this Rob sap. But there she was as I walked back through the living room, watching me through the wall of windows. It'd have been creepy if not for the stockings and that damn skirt she'd changed into. The huge duffel in her hand was a bit concerning, though.

I cranked the deadbolt open and pulled that big slab of a door. Jenna didn't say a word as she walked right past me. My ass clenched as I stood there, feeling her presence like a threat to my authority.

Turning around, Jenna was already throwing the bag down on the couch. I made my way over. “What's this all about?”

Jenna turned and held a pair of handcuffs up. “This is what you asked for.” She stepped forward and pushed the cuffs out to me. “Surprised?”

I didn't expect she'd be a full-blown dominatrix. “Yeah, but not disappointed.” I knew I was in for a war over dominance.

Win early.

She stood there, expecting me to hold my wrists out. “You'll like it, but don't think it'll be easy.”

I lifted my arms. “Go ahead.”

The steel cuffs in her hands got closer. I played up my willingness. Jenna's shoulders relaxed when she saw I wasn't going to resist. And that was her mistake.

I snatched the chain between the open rings and pulled the pair out of her grip. I grabbed her wrist with the other hand at the same time, and then locked a cuff around it. Jenna's eyes got wide.

Whipping her around, I put the cuffed arm against the small of her back. Her voice was soaked in panic. “This isn't what I was talking about.”

“I heard you say it was getting old. Why not change things up for once?” I marched her to the spiral stairs. “Now be a good girl and stay put.” I snapped the other cuff around the handrail.

“I don't give up that easily.”

I stepped in front of her and lifted her chin. I had a good eight inches on her, but her presence felt towering, even when she was restrained. “I think you know. I don't either.”

Turning away, I knew what I needed was in my car. Jenna wasn't going anywhere, trapped by steel latched onto cast iron. “Where the hell are you going?”

“I've got my own bag of fun.” I walked away and out the front door. Jenna was already struggling in vain as I looked through the window.

I returned with my gear bag from work lugged up on my shoulder.  I dropped it in the floor, right in the middle of the room. The zipper whined and I pulled out a hundred foot coil of vertical rope.

Jenna watched helplessly as I tied on a carabiner and chucked it over the rafters. I clipped it into the rope and pulled, then repeated. It hung down, the middle section lying limp on the floor.

I left it there and grabbed a nylon tether out of my bag. I walked back to the couch and fished a silver key out of Jenna's sack. Making my way to the stairs I asked, “You promise to behave?”

“No.” The fire was still burning in her blue eyes.

“That's what I wanted to hear.” I looped the webbing around her free arm below the elbow and hitched it tight. I did the same to her cuffed limb, then wrapped both together behind her back before pulling the knot. I made a loop in the remaining tail. I undid the cuff and left the pair hanging.

Jenna stood by, defiant as ever when I turned back around. “Rob tried to get the upper hand more than once, but he never could.”

“You're in no position to be cocky right now.” I jerked the restraint behind her back and led her forward. “Unlike you, I make a living with this stuff.”

“Climbing gear isn't the same thing. You know that.”

We got to the hanging rope. “Just shut up and take it.” I snapped another carabiner onto the loop I'd made in the webbing.

“What do you plan on doing with a rope that limp? You can't even suspend someone right.”

She wanted an argument, but I wasn't giving it to her. I grabbed at a section about chest height and tied a loop into it. “There's more than one way to secure something.” I forced Jenna to stand in place and hooked her into my new attachment point by the binding on her arms. I went ahead and grabbed my bag.

I walked away and pulled the rope off the floor. Jenna struggled to keep from going along with it. I pulled it out to the stairs and made another stopper loop. She had to work to keep her feet on the ground.

The strain on her arms and shoulders was enough to make it unpleasant. When I got back to her, the confidence was slowly fading away. “Rethinking that misbehavior bit?”

“Fuck you.”

I gave her a quick push between the tits. Jenna swung back, helplessly stranded with her feet just off the ground. “I've never been one to declaw a pussycat, but I'll have to do that with you.”

Break her.

Jenna groaned as her foot slipped on her way back. I bent over and removed those heels before they scratched the hell out of my floors. The slick nylon on her feet made it even harder for her to get traction.

“I thought doms were supposed to wear black.” I circled around and jerked at her skirt. It slid down her legs to reveal garters hooked to a white thong. “But I thought they were supposed to dominate, too.”

Her voice wavered between humiliation and anger. “Eat me.”

“Don't mind if I do.”

“Then quit talking like a little bitch and do it!”

It's what she wants. Don't.

I unhooked the garters and ripped the panties down her legs to see if she was a natural redhead. Hard to tell when it's shaved that smooth. I teased with a light swat to her pussy and strolled away.

“Son of a bitch, where the hell are you going?”

I tried not to laugh by the time I opened her bag again. She'd barely managed to turn herself around, her feet sliding all over the place. “I won't give you what you want until you give me something.”

“And what's that?”

I ignored her, pulling out one of those fancy bullet massagers with a remote. Sex had gone high tech since the last time I'd checked. I pulled a roll of duct tape out with it.

“You still haven't answered me. What do you want?”

“By the time you know,” the tape screamed as I pulled several inches out, “you won't know what it is anymore.” It wasn't quite her free will that I wanted, but I knew I'd have to tame this petite beast if she was to be a part of this family.

“Better men than you have tried controlling me.”

What's this?

I gave the little sex toy a test. Even the first setting felt insane. “What do you mean?”

“You're like me. You know how to get people to do what you want.”

Pressing the buzzing bullet against her clit, I slapped the tape over top, making sure to leave that clenching entrance below uncovered. “I'm new at it. Enlighten me.”

“You project your will onto people. I've been doing it since I was little.”

I could see how a hobby dom would find that especially useful. “It's a gift,” I hit the button to vibrate her pearl into oblivion, “that's for sure.”

Jenna closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. I turned it up, just above halfway. The damn thing sounded scary powerful.

I let her pant through it, bringing her to the point of almost screaming. Right before she could get too much stimulation, I cut the power. Feeling like a bit of a dick and enjoying it, I jerked the rope above Jenna's head and sent her swinging again.

“So this Rob guy, he sounds rich. Is he a toy?”

“Asshole.”

I cranked the remote up again. “That's not doing you any favors. I can sit in a chair and fuck with you all night like this.”

She was still defiant, trying her best not to make the overload on her clit known. Another couple of levels, and Jenna's legs curled. She screamed out as I gave it another boost to drive the point home.

I slapped her ass to force another deafening outburst and then cut the juice. “You know how Rob likes to lose control and be your slave? I think you're the same way, deep down inside. You'll just never admit it.”

Jenna fought for breath. I slapped her ass again. She'd finally had enough. “So what if I do want it? I won't lose control to just anyone, and I don't think you've got what it takes.”

The ring burned again, sending the sizzling feeling up to my elbow. Her will is yours to take. Make sure you're ready to do so.

But I didn't want a slave. I'd always treated life with Angela and Kelsey as a deal between the three of us. I had only made it a good idea in their minds. Outright control over a person's mind felt like too much.

I put my weight on the rope to stretch it. I unhooked the carabiner from the loop and supported Jenna so she could stand up. “You're right. I'm not in the business of making anyone a slave. And I'm fine with that.”

The heat from the ring died down. Jenna tilted her head and asked, “Why?”

“It's not the right thing to do.”

My head felt empty as soon as I looked her in the eyes. “You should untie me and let me show you a good time.” I started to grab at the webbing.

You fool! I felt the deep scorch, expecting to smell my skin cook. As soon as it began, it stopped. That's when I realized I'd been commanded myself.

I let the knot in the webbing stay and put the toy still taped to her clit on the lowest setting. “Nice try. You damn near got me.”

“How did you pull yourself out of it?” It wasn't quite fear on her face, but Jenna had been thrown for a loop. I'm sure I'd have reacted the same way.

“Tell me something, and be honest.” I started marching Jenna to the couch. “That boy toy of yours is as much a slave in mind as he is in body, isn't he?”

Jenna refused to speak. I shoved her into the cushions and tossed her bag on the floor. She tried burying her face, holding back her body's reaction to the buzz between her legs.

“Answer me.” I gave her a hard slap on the ass. “Now.”

She turned her head enough to look through her hair with one eye. “Is there anything wrong with it? You're about to do the same to me.”

She can be redeemed.

“Not exactly.” I took a seat and forced her head into my lap. Gripping her jaw, I made her look me in the eyes as the ring burned with more light than heat. “Set Rob free and stay here with us. Let's make each other happy.”

The tension in Jenna's body relaxed as that fiery self-confidence came back into her eyes. “You said 'us.' I'm not the only one?”

I cranked the toy up a couple of notches. “No.”

Jenna's face strained against the pleasure. “You–,” her voice started to go up in pitch, her breathing intensifying, “–fucking win.”

“Not yet.” I put the wand on its middle setting, exactly where I had topped it out before.

I felt her body start to tighten up. One more press of the right button had her squealing. I cut the power one more time, forcing her to shout, “God! Fucking let me come, please!”

“Not until I do.” It felt like punishment enough. I hadn't even got my dick wet so far.

Jenna was begging without saying a word. She knew what I wanted, and she knew giving it to me was the only way to get her deepest desire. I pushed her aside and got up, unzipping my jeans and undoing my belt as I stood.

She was able to sit up on her own, at least. I pressed the power button to bring it back up to the previous level. Jenna drew up into herself, sucking air through her teeth.

I cut it off yet again. “You don't want it that bad.”

Jenna scooted herself forward, pushing her hips over the front of the couch. “I'm begging you. Just fuck me until we come!” I already had my pants and boxers on the floor. I stepped out of them along with my deck shoes and pulled my shirt off.

I bent down and felt her pussy, blushed and swollen with overstimulation that bordered on a war crime. My index finger slipped inside, feeling like I'd put it in a glass of hot water. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, fuck!” I gave her another jolt for a few seconds. “Please, for fuck's sake!”

I didn't bother giving myself a spit polish. Jenna was plenty ready without it. I grabbed her ass and stood, lifting her tiny body to that perfect height.

The wettest pussy I'd ever felt took me in without resistance. Damn was it wonderful. She was light enough for me to hold up with one hand and my cock. I let myself settle in her deepest reach and put my thumb in Jenna's mouth. She took to it like a pro, making me wish I'd teased for a blowjob first. But there was always later.

I felt her suck hard on my thumb as I pulled back and sank in again. It was practically a beg to do more, but I was feeling patient. She moaned with the third thrust, even more gentle than the other two.

Pausing for a second, I held the remote against her face and turned the source of her torment back on. Jenna whimpered into my thumb, squirming to push my dick against more of her interior. I showed her some mercy, thrusting a little harder until she couldn't focus on sucking any longer.

I pulled my hand away, holding her up for a hard assault on her mounting orgasm. Her pussy was almost crying with wetness. Popping off early came to mind, but why let her off so easy?

Still, I rammed against her with anger. Every crash of my body into hers made her scream louder, that shaved pussy gripping hard like new tires. Jenna's head crashed back as I put a few more notches of power into the toy, feeling it's vibrations in my shaft

Her body was almost at the breaking point. Just as her legs stiffened up around me I pulled out and dropped her onto the couch. Cutting the juice again and forcing her to look at me, I said, “Don't you fucking come without me.”

Jenna lied there, helpless and wanting more. But I wasn't in a giving mood. She wanted it so bad, I could see it in the way her breathing made her breasts heave up.

I turned her over and forced her face into the cushions. Her ass stuck up and out, that pussy begging for another fill. I buried my face in it and buzzed the wand back to life.

Jenna screamed through the upholstery. I let her have it with my tongue inside, teasing away as I pushed the power up to another level. I grabbed her bound hands, feeling her squeeze and dig her nails into my palm.

She can't get what she wants until you do. Her spirit is breaking.

I wanted her body to give out first, just to drive the point home. Pulling my face away, I drove a middle finger deep inside, feeling for that magical spot on her ceiling. I drove the wand to its highest setting and chucked the remote across the room. There would be no mercy.

Jenna's body went ballistic. I felt her arms strain against the nylon strap as her legs trembled. The ear-splitting noise roaring from her lips filled my entire head.

She was on the verge of losing sanity, and I knew it. Every little quiver inside her pussy pulsed from her entrance on back, coaxing my finger deeper. Her body fought back as I pulled it out, like I trying to move against a current.

I took my cock in hand as I propped a foot on the couch, teasing her pleasure hole with my tip and slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red print. I pulled back against her hands and plowed deep. The wetness inside was too much, running down her thighs as my girth displaced it.

That's it, she's yours. Make her grateful.

The vibrations and the milking action of her passage would have been enough to finish off a paralyzed man. But the punishment hadn't gone as far as I wanted. I jerked back, ramming hard enough to move her forward a bit with each push.

Jenna's voice trailed off into something animal, pulling out her deepest instincts like a call of nature. Her rational brain had all but shut down, overloaded with an unbearable amount of pleasure. I rocked back and pulled out completely, and then refilled her gluttonous hole in one solid motion.

She made a pitiful attempt at writhing out of her bonds. I saw the knot move with the tiny amount of slack I'd left for her comfort. I pulled hard, using it like a handle as I put a foot on her shoulder.

Jenna tried jerking herself, moaning from her core as I grabbed her hair and reared back. Her body had to know there was no escape, no matter how desperate it was for release. I was having none of it, punishing her pink flesh for even doing so on reflex.

Every rough spear pushed against all I would normally think was right, but letting Jenna off was the last thing I wanted. Even the hysterical screams urged me forward, pissing me off more the louder they got. I crashed balls deep one final time and pulled out, leaving Jenna a gaping and begging for more.

It was time to make her work for it. I sat down square in the center of the couch and pulled the squalling mess of a woman on my lap. Jenna buried her face in my shoulder as I got her in position, my cock tipping into her pussy and ready for her to prove her worth.

I wasn't sure if she would understand me as I said, “It's on you now.” Pulling her body down, the walls of her pussy slid against my shaft.

She tried taking the cheap way out, bobbing up and down. I kept her grounded with both hands gripping her bonds. Jenna got the message, letting me know with a tortured face, contorting with the agony of too much bliss.

“I'm as deep as I'll ever be. If you want it, take it.”

Jenna's throbbing slit was almost gushing at that point, soaking into the cushion to the point of saturation. I didn't care. I knew every single bit of this lesson would sink in, and I wanted to teach it as hard as I could.

The sound of her voice cut off as I felt the first bit of precum slick everything up a bit more. Jenna stared at me through the sweat-soaked hair dangling over her forehead. Her mouth opened like she wanted to say something, but she was beyond the point of forming words.

The motion of her hips rocked my entire body. I smiled and caressed her cheek. “That's it. It's almost over.”

Jenna quivered and gasped as she leaned back. I tried holding back a bit longer against the incredible sensation. As the head of my cock pressed hard against the grind of her pussy, the end began drawing near.

The desperate need for relief in her eyes made it all the better. I watched the rhythmic dance of her waist, that white lace on her corset sticking to her skin like latex. I pulled the shoulder straps down to finally see those perky tits, swollen and blushing pink.

I grabbed on to each breast, giving a little resistance to the motion she was putting in with her upper body. Jenna got the message, wriggling her hips as she tried to fight through the new rule. I could see her lips moving in silence, mouthing out what had to be, “Can I please come? Please?”

Her mind finally collapsed in on itself in as her eyes rolled back. The tunnel around my dick closed in. It threw me past the point of no return. I started grunting as Jenna fell into my chest.

I reached between us and ripped off the tape holding the wand. I was barely able to hold it, the vibrations jarring my hand like a cracked out jackhammer. It came out of my grip and hit the floor, skittering on the hardwood with an unholy racket.

Jenna's body reacted with hurricane force, seizing in my arms as her legs tried drawing up in knots. I felt a hot, forceful breath against my chest before she exploded with, “Oh my GOD!”

My first jet of semen blasted out as the room went blurry around me. Jenna whimpered and tossed her head to the side. I barely held on, trying to shoot my load as deep inside her pussy as anatomy would allow.

Her walls coursed with hard pulses and contractions. I groaned out and felt myself empty into her body again. Jenna's thighs tightened to the point of hurting me.

My last several bursts tapered away as I started feeling my own overload. Her orgasm kept going, ripping through her body like a supernatural force. The quivering pussy around my cock was too much.

We both collapsed to the side. I held her tight to keep her from hitting the floor, that damn vibrator still dancing under the couch. How such a tiny woman could take so much punishment and remain conscious, I still can't figure out.

I pulled her tighter and gasped, “It's over. You made it.”

Jenna shivered like she was hypothermic. Her body burned hot though. “I'm–,” her words stopped for a quick tremor, still working out what it had just gone through, “–cold.”

It was enough. Unlike Angela and Kelsey, I could feel the change in her character. Like we were a part of one another in spirit.

Taking care of her is your burden now. Do not fail her, or there will be consequences.

I didn't need any urging from the ring. It wasn't love. It's hard to describe, like when you see a newborn kitten in need. You just want to take care of it, no matter how macho you are.

Barely able to stand, I got up and started untying Jenna's arms. The webbing had left a deep imprint from above her elbows to beneath her wrists. She trembled in place as I backed away and tossed the restraint.

What I had done didn't feel wrong, but it didn't feel right either. It simply was, and I knew I had to take care of Jenna as best I could. For some reason, it made the responsibility I had toward Kelsey and Angela feel that much more intense as well.


I had carried Jenna up to the bedroom. Her body had simply given out even though she was awake and alert. As we lied there in bed, I kept her close.

That's when I got her life story. When Jenna got to the part about her abusive step-father, I understood why she would want power over others. It was the force of Jenna's will to survive that brought about that gift we had shared, and I had stripped away from her.

I awoke in the middle of the night to the ring pulsing on my finger. I felt the soaked pillow and saw the stain from her running mascara. But the smile on her face as she slept said it all.

Her life was a living nightmare, and she knew it. Beware of losing yourself in the control you have over people. You saw in her what the brink looks like. Do not manipulate for the sake of it.

Drifting back to sleep, I felt Jenna pull her nude body tighter into me. The lesson I had just felt didn't reach its full teaching until later.


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

HYPNOTIZED HITCHHIKER

Bethany wanted to run as Glen and Ted got out and opened the doors on each side of her. Her legs felt like they were bolted to the seat. Every impulse to get away only resulted in a quivering of her body. What the fuck are they gonna do to me?

Glen lowered his head through the door. “Out. Now.”

Bethany tried to fight the actions of her body. One foot followed the other out the door as her ass slid off of the seat. The full heat of the afternoon came back in force as the coarse texture of the mowed field hit the soles of her bare feet.

“She's all yours.” Glen stepped away as his friend came around the back.

Ted grabbed her by the arm and hauled her to the front. He pressed her breasts into the hood. The fiberglass was just hot enough to match the sunburn's dull pain on her legs and face.

Bethany felt fingers fumbling with the clasps on her bra. All three popped open under the effort. The hood lit up her nipples as the cups slid away. Bethany sucked air between her teeth as her body stole the excess heat away.

The same fingers traced down her back, finally stopping at the waist of her panties. The digits slipped beneath the elastic. Why can't I run away? Bethany felt the sun's warmth on her ass as the fabric eased down.

When the panties dropped to the ground, Bethany lifted her feet to step out of them. Why the fuck am I playing along with this? I can't control a fucking thing! The buckle of Ted's belt jangled behind her.

Bethany braced herself as she heard Ted's zipper whined out. His hands pulled her ass back as his pants hit the ground. Bethany heard his underwear drop onto the dry grass.

Without so much as a warning, Ted's cock plunged inside. The walls of her pussy conformed to the shaft like a custom glove. It felt like the perfect size for her small body to handle, in exactly the wrong situation.

Glen stared from the other side of the hood. “Rub your clit while he's fucking you, and like it. You can't expect him to enjoy it if you're not having a good time.” Ted pulled back and dove back in for more.

Bethany's arm trembled as she took her pearl between her fingers. I want to run as far away as I can, but why does it feel so good? The crack of Ted's thighs against her cheeks sounded out through the empty field.

The sunglasses flew off with a particularly hard thrust. Bethany whimpered into the open air, pushing herself back to accentuate every drive toward her core. She couldn't help wondering exactly how much of a fucking she was in for.

Despite it all, Bethany started to feel the pleasure in the moment. As her clit swelled and her pussy saturated, she could feel Ted's enthusiasm. Bethany cast her free arm out and grabbed a windshield wiper to steady herself against the relentless pounding.
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