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HAREM RING:

A BIMBO'S BARGAIN

I didn't care how my uncle's ring gave me this persuasive power. All I knew was, it gave me what I wanted, when I wanted it. And there was no way I would let this kind of gift get away from me. Hell, the ring's power itself made sure of that. It had made Mitchel a very powerful man in his life, and now it was my inheritance.

From the second I found it in the chest he'd willed to me and put it on my finger, I knew what it did. The damn thing spoke to me in my mind. And I was more than happy to let it prove itself. It gave me the kind of confidence you only see in a lion going in for the kill or an expert salesman closing in on a hot lead. It was that kind of dick-in-hand, “out of my fucking way” power.

It wasn't until after a week of getting people to do small favors and random acts of stupidity that I decided on my real test. Friday nights were always great for me, but I knew I'd get whatever I wanted if I just dared to ask for it. And with this ring, I absolutely mean anything I asked for.

That's when I made my way to the hottest nightclub in town. Getting in was always a problem for anyone, unless you were on the list. But this time, I had my own way in.

I stood in the back of the line, barely seeing the entrance to the place. Before the guy in front of me moved forward an inch, I made eye contact with one of the bouncers. The ring felt warm. It always did when I projected my desires.

It was enough to get the hulking beast to trot my way. He fumbled through the clipboard and asked, “What's your name?”

“Corrigan. Adam Corrigan.”

He looked back at the papers. “No dice, man. You ain't on this list.”

The ring canceled out the cold air on my entire hand by that point. “Can you let me cut line and get in anyway?” It always had a little burn to it when I finally got done asking for what I wanted.

“Sure thing, you sound legit.” He started parting the crowd. “Step aside. Move over.”

I couldn't help smiling at the people around me. None of them knew why I was getting my way, but they didn't hide the fact that they were pissed. I had just learned to bask in it.

Clubs like this weren't my thing, but I knew the pickings were a hell of a lot better here than at the bars I usually crawled through. If your usual dive amounted to banging two fives and calling them a ten on technicality, this place would have made getting to double digits a one girl proposition.

I waded my way through the crowd and stopped at the bar in front of the main dance floor. There were too many choices to make, but I knew I could be picky. I ordered my drink and waited for the perfect Ms. Right Now.


I was a few hours into raising hell with a version of Truth or Dare that amounted to me daring people to act like jackasses. That's when I saw her. A blonde with legs worth killing over was marching from the VIP section, straight to the bar.

My brain just about fried itself as I watched her in that sparkly leotard, her round cheeks rising with each step in those heels. She was perfect, and everything I knew I couldn't have before getting the ring. It was time to make my uncle's gift prove itself.

I hurried along the dance floor, weaving between drunks trying to show off moves they never really had. When I finally remembered myself, I said, “Excuse me.” Each person stood aside as I got close, opening a lane directly at the bombshell I hadn't taken my eyes off of. If only I'd thought to ask my way into the VIP balcony earlier.

She was leaned over the bar by the time I got there. With one heel kicked up, I got to see how high that little getup was riding on her hips. I wouldn't have dreamed even trying with her before.

It was time. I tapped her on the shoulder and waited. No response.

I wasn't having any of it. I tapped harder and asked, “What's your name?”

The ring warmed up again as she turned around. “Angela.” She was even better up close. Damn near orgasmic without even having to touch her.

“You here with anyone?” It wasn't necessary, but I was feeling nosy.

“My boyfriend.”

Not for long. “Grab your stuff and let's get outta here.”

Angela smiled and started walking back to the stairs for the VIP section. A guy who had been hovering around the bar took notice and came up to me. “How the hell did you just do that?”

I grinned like a demon and told the truth. “It's a gift.”

He nodded and laughed to himself. “Some fucking people. Best of luck to you, bro!”

I winked and turned around. I could see Angela grabbing her purse as the poor sap who had just lost her looked mighty confused. He followed her down the stairway, right back to me.

“I'm ready,” she said.

“What the fuck, Angela?” The dolt in a silk button-up had no idea what was going on. “No one else is leaving.”

She ignored him as I said, “Let's go.”

“Who the fuck is he?” I wanted to tear the soul patch right out from under the dick's mouth. “Where are you going?”

She didn't even look back at him. “I don't know, I'm just leaving.” I put my arm around her waist.

“The hell you are!” Said douche grabbed her wrist. “You're coming back with me.”

It was getting old already. Even under my circumstances, no still means no. I leaned toward him and spat, “Back off.”

At the doorway for the main dance hall, I looked back. He was still standing there, the torture on his face so obvious I could smell it. In that moment, it just felt good to be alive.


Angela was the perfect doll the entire drive back to my place. It wasn't the best apartment I'd ever had, but it was a place to sleep. Not for much longer, though. I can explain that later.

We walked through the door, and I instantly remembered why I hated it there. No matter how much I tried to keep it clean, it still looked like a bachelor's hovel. “Don't mind the place. It's temporary.”

Right on cue, Angela smiled and said, “Okay.” It really was that easy.

I still didn't have it in me to outright ask her to start blowing me. It occurred to me in the car, but Uncle Mitchel always talked about power having responsibility. Now that I had the same power, I understood what he meant about that, and how tempting it was to just abuse it at will.

“You said you didn't care much for Stuart anyway. Do you mind if I ask why?” I still thought that purple shirt was the tackiest thing I'd seen in a month.

“He's an ass.” Angela kept smiling, acting like nothing was amiss. She dropped her purse on the floor and said, “I planned on leaving him in a few weeks anyway.”

“Any ideas for a replacement, or were you going free agent for a while?”

“If the right guy came along, sure, I'd start seeing someone else right after him.”

That's all I needed to know. “Since you just left him, why not let me be that guy?”

“Sure. But what's your name?”

That was neat. “Adam.” Neat as hell.

“Well, I guess we're official, then.” Angela draped her arms over my shoulders and pecked me on the lips.

“Care to show me how lucky I am to have you? I'm sure Stuart took you for granted, but I think he's nuts for it.”

Angela smirked and pushed her mouth into my collar. “What did you have in mind?”

“Whatever you think I need to see. Just show me whatever you think will make me happy.”

“I can do that.” She didn't even pause to ask specifics. I felt her lips pinch against the skin of my neck as her hands cradled the back of my head. I slid my fingers underneath that leotard, getting to know her ass in short order.

She paused the nibbling frenzy on my neck long enough to say, “Let's go somewhere else.”

The couch was perfect, and only a few feet from the doorway. I kicked the door shut as I started shuffling over there, trying my damnedest not to trip over Angela. She was voracious, trying her hardest to set me off before I even had my dick wet.

We crashed into the pillows, Angela on top of me the whole way. I felt the slick skin of her thighs, knowing she had even better things to show me. But I was a patient man. I knew I'd get exactly what I wanted.

Our lips locked together and her tongue slipped into my mouth. I grabbed onto her breasts, marveling at the plush mounds that overwhelmed even my big hands. She was everything I could have wanted in a fantasy. And she was all over me.

Angela started working on my zipper. It jerked down in one stroke. She latched onto my shaft, stroking it like a prized gun. It was already cocked and loaded, and she was ready to start playing with the trigger.

I felt the momentary disappointment of her mounds leaving my hands. Then the button on my jeans popped loose as she tugged hard. I was laid bare from hips to knees. Angela kept going, ripping the socks and shoes shoes off of my feet as I pulled my shirt away from behind my back. With another pull at the denim, I was stripped naked in seconds flat.

She was still as dressed as the moment I first saw her, but Angela's outfit didn't leave much to the imagination. I caught her smiling as she grabbed back onto my dick. Running a hand through the drape of her hair only felt like the proper invitation to go further.

I couldn't help gasping as I felt the soft pillows she called a mouth press against my tip. Angela moved her hand down to my sack, letting her mouth glide further down my length. She stopped about halfway down. The wonders that woman could pull with her tongue are worthy of a parade.

My head tilted back as she took even more of me in. I let both hands rest in her hair, debating whether her mouth or those curls felt more like silk. Every flick of her tongue sent a shockwave straight to my brain. I knew it wouldn't last if I let her carry on her merry way for much longer.

I caressed her scalp as she gave me a couple more rounds. When it almost felt like too much, I lifted her chin with a finger. My dick sprang out of her lips.

Angela pouted, almost blowing every valve in my heart at once. “But I was having fun.”

“I can't let it be one-sided like that.”

She grinned and gave me a slow, delicate lick from sack to head, one eye shut in the hottest wink I'd ever born witness to. I struggled to keep my composure. She finished after a good five seconds and said, “You're sounding better than Stuart already.”

“He never made sure you came too?” She got in my lap, soaking her saliva into the fabric of that leotard that I could have sworn was just painted onto her body. I could already feel the rift between her legs, soft and supple like a jewelry pillow.

Angela put her mouth back on mine. We battled tongues for a few seconds. She pulled back. “He wouldn't let me kiss him after I went down on him either.”

“That's a shame.”

She leaned to the side and pulled one leg around, planting her ass right in my lap, her inner thighs holding my cock steady. Just the heat coming from between her legs would have been enough to finish me after a few minutes.

Angela wrapped her arms around my shoulders and asked, “But do you know what's worse than that?”

“What?”

“I never got the chance to kiss him after he went down on me.”

It was all I needed, and I didn't mind to oblige her at all. Hell, I'd have eaten her pussy and not expected any favors in return. I let my fingers take the first step, pulling the narrow band of fabric to the side. Just feeling my shaft rub against that heavenly gate sent a chill up my neck.

The sight of it was as glorious as my mind imagined it. Clean-shaven without a flaw, symmetrical, and looking as delicate as the first bloom in spring. I leaned in closer as Angela lied back. God, I felt the heat from it on my face a foot away.

I couldn't help myself. “Fucking beautiful.” Her pussy had an emotional pull, forcing more awe out of me the closer I got.

“She gets lonely.” Not on my watch.

Angela wriggled her shoulders free of that damn leotard. I felt the fabric slide down her chest, then the soft warmth of a mound pressing against my arm. I pulled it the rest of the way down, her back arching to help me out. I slid it off of her legs and flipped her heels off.

I took care as my fingers made landing on that delightful little pussy. Her entire body was straight out of a casting call for a sex goddess. I mean, fuck, how much better could I label her?

“You could kill a man with that body.” I let my other hand take a survey of her curves, from breast to ass. “Jesus Savior Murphy.”

I figured Angela would be used to hearing men say things like that once they had her naked. The way she giggled proved me wrong. “If you like my body that much, why don't you try me out? I promise I won't let anything bite.”

Even if something did take a chunk out of me, it would have been worth it. I slipped my middle finger inside her. Angela's eyes closed and her smile softened a bit. Her hand came up to the corner of her mouth as I pressed further in.

I couldn't stand it any longer. My back strained as I bent my face down, rolling the lips of her pussy with my tongue. Angela whimpered a little when it dabbed against her clit.

Another run against her bean and she was purring. My poor cock felt left out, bulging like it was going to outgrow its skin. Angela reached over to help, soothing my whole length with more excitement.

Angela scooted herself down, letting me get between her legs without so much acrobatics on my part. I lied down, letting her take my rod back into her mouth. She hummed into me as I did my best to outdo her.

I felt her thighs tighten around my head. After a meandering course around her entire pussy with my tongue, I pressed my finger in even harder. Her legs started twitching with every move I made.

Her time was coming, and she deserved to enjoy it. I tickled at her G-spot and lashed her clit without mercy. I felt her voice collide with my shaft, giving what she was doing to me that much more intensity.

Angela let my cock slip out of her mouth, keeping her hand wrapped tight around it as she screamed. Her thighs tensed up as her pussy lips swelled just a bit. I kept going. She wasn't getting away without losing her breath first.

Her fingers closed even tighter. It was almost painful as I gave my tongue one last burst of effort. I felt her sudden jerk, then pulled my finger and mouth away.

It left Angela a writhing mess underneath me. Her legs bowed and her feet curled. The gentle heat coming from her skin was downright invigorating.

She let out the last of her shakes. I made sure not to bump anything hard against her as I pulled myself up and stood. My new playmate was just as beautiful from a few feet higher.

“It's alright, it's not the last time that has to happen,” I said, watching the sense come back to her face.

Angela pulled her legs up, letting me see that glorious muff from another angle. “You promise?”

“Only if you promise to do something for me.”

“Anything.” I knew she wasn't lying. Hell, my ring was heating up again.

“Let me take some pictures on my phone and text them to Stuart.”

Angela's grin turned a bit evil. “Fuck pictures. Send him some video.”

“I like the way you think.”

I reached down for my pants. I knew that damn phone was in one of my front pockets. Fumbling around in the left, and then the right, I finally pulled the thing out.

Angela grabbed the phone out of my hand and unlocked the touchscreen. “Do you want me to call him?” I rushed over and dug her phone out of her purse.

“Do you want to?” I walked back, getting her own phone ready to record.

She just winked and said, “I want him to hear it.”

It tickled that evil part of my brain. “Put in on speaker.”

Angela dialed. The ring tone beeped through the room for a couple of cycles.

“Hello?” No background noise on the other end. He must have called it a night after I ran off with his now-ex.

I tapped record on Angela's screen, making sure I got the satisfied look on her face above those magnificent tits. “It's me.”

He stayed silent. I stepped closer, making sure to zoom out and catch Angela's entire body gracing my couch. She sat up as I got down on my knees. A closeup view of her face seemed like a better choice for the next segment.

“Stu, can't you say anything?” Angela winked at the camera and scooted down. Her legs spread before me like the cover to a book of wonders.

“Where the fuck are you at? And who's that lowlife you ran off with?” He tried sounding angry. I could tell it was just worry with a dickbag front.

Angela giggled and said, “He's got me on his couch. Do you wanna know what we're doing next?”

“Angie, baby, don't!” Now he acted like he cared about her. About thirty minutes too late.

I got on my knees, focusing her phone on the promised land below. “God, he's bigger than you too.”

“Please, Angel, baby. Don't do this to me.” It just made me harder, and Angela wetter.

“Go ahead, Adam, fuck me.” She started playing with her hair and turned her attention back to the phone. “You were kind of an asshole from the day we met.”

I barely kept myself from laughing. Just imagining that fucking soul patch turn gray in seconds brought a smile to my face. He went silent again.

My cock pressed against Angela's perfection. Just feeling those lips give way, watching the closeup view on the screen, tempted the marrow in my bones to melt.

I let the tip ease against her entrance. “God, he's almost in.” Angela started playing with her breasts with both hands. The breathing on the end of the line sped up as panic set in.

Our favorite parts got even larger on her phone as I zoomed in even more. I eased myself forward, sliding in a fraction more of an inch.

“Mhhhm. Deeper.”

I obliged, feeling the wet surface inside her pussy take almost all of me before I stopped.”

“Adam fills me up better than you.” She cradled her breasts with her forearms. “Go ahead and fuck me hard.”

I zoomed back out and propped her phone against the arm of the sofa. If Stuart was getting a video, he was getting the whole fucking thing. I heard the click coming from my phone.

“Sounds like he couldn't take it.” And now she was mine. “Sucks to be him.”

“He's always been jealous of any other man I talked to.” I thrust in, deep. Angela moaned, then finished. “Having you inside me instead of him feels like I'm free.” This ring didn't sap the mind out of people, but it was good at making what I wanted seem like the best idea on earth.

I sunk in again, letting myself take in how good it felt to have Angela's walls wrap around me. Every bit of her felt like it had this energy, right on the verge of exploding. The fact that she looked to be straight out of the pages of a magazine didn't hurt either.

But good god, I wanted more. I drew back and slammed back in. Angela yelped again and again with every drive back to her center.

She put her ankles on my shoulders as I lifted her ass and stood. I had control of everything, lifting her up and letting her drop. Every drop of wetness slid her along my shaft with ease.

I kept rocking her, fucking with every fiber of my being. I wanted her to get close. In fact, I needed her to. Just to hear that cry of hers again.

It didn't take long. Angela kept getting louder with each stroke. I knew it was more than just what I was doing. Jilting Stuart like that had ripped away any hesitation in her mind and body.

But it wasn't just Angela getting close. I knew I'd erupt inside her, and fast, if something didn't give. I wasn't quite sure about losing myself so early.

I gave it my all, fighting the urge to come early. Angela made the call for me, drawing into herself and shrieking like a woman on the brink of madness. I held on for dear life, feeling her start to tense up again.

Before it could finish me off, I pulled out. It was just in time for her as well, cutting Angela off from the release she so craved. Personally, I think she liked being granted a wish just to have it taken away at the last second. If only to make the gift that much sweeter in the end.

Angela didn't take it the same way I did, however. As soon as I had my ass on the cushions beside her, she was already on top of me. I couldn't help thinking how much worse this would make Stuart's day when he got the video.

She already had me back inside before she said, “I want it.”

“You've got to work for it.”

Angela was already whipping her hips around, forcing my eyes straight up. “How does this cut it?”

I couldn't say a word. Grabbing onto the small of her back, I held her tight. She was doing everything in her power to make sure I ate those words.

She paused for a second, resting me deep within her. “That's what I thought.” A quick swish of her body. “Now take it like I want you to.”

Even under my general control, she still had the free will to make her own decisions. I damn near lost it as she took it slow, exaggerating every movement. Woman or demon, I couldn't tell, but I'd have been fine with it either way.

Angela gave me another round, leaning herself around in my lap in a circle, bringing every iota of her pussy in hard contact with my cock. It took everything in my power to hang on, trying to hold out as her panting got even heavier. Even her breasts rubbing against my chest threatened to send me over.

Right at the border of enjoyment's peak and coming, she stopped. Every second felt like hours. She finally said, “But you know what would really spite him?”

It took a few breaths to regain anything resembling sense. “What's that?”

Angela teased with a slow rise and fall. “It's something I never let Stuart do, and he always begged me for it.”

“Anything. I'll do it.” I had a feeling I'd enjoy the fuck out of it, whatever it would be.

“It's something I'd never let a guy do before,” she rocked herself around for that added bit of torture, “but I'll let you be the first.”

Any more of this, and I'd have filled her up in seconds. The ring heated up as I said, “Tell me.”

Angela grinned and giggled. She pulled herself close and whispered in my ear, “Come inside me.”

I'd never had a girl let me do that either. All it did was make me even harder than I already was. “Are you sure?”

Another teasing rip front and back. “Did I stutter?” Her lips met my neck, running back up to my ear. “I want it. Bad.”

And how badly she did. She pulled herself back, propping her hands against my knees. I watched in awe as my shaft got the ride of its life. It was entrancing, watching the flawless work of art polish every bit with one unthinkable goal in mind.

But I didn't know if it was the ring doing the talking for her. Exactly how far would it make someone go to please me? Or was this entirely from Angela herself?

I stopped her with both hands on her hips. “Tell me why.” The ring almost buzzed as I motioned my head toward her phone, still recording every move and sound.

Angela put her hands on my chest, digging her nails into my skin enough to send a tingle through my whole body. “A girl has to be picky about who can do that to her.” Her nails drug even harder. “Stu wasn't that sort of guy.”

“And I am?”

“Let's just say something told me you could give me exactly what I wanted.” Her smile was warm, confident. “So I had to see for myself.”

It never was a clear voice in my head, just an overwhelming feeling, but the ring was definitely making itself heard. It's true. You can give her something she wants. I only work on give and take.

I didn't quite understand the full meaning of what it was trying to say, but it removed that nagging feeling that I was using Angela for my own purposes alone. In fact, it only made me feel more drawn to her. As if we had unfinished business together, even after sex.

The ring spoke again. Now repay her what you owe.

I couldn't argue with it. The ring had already given me so much, and I just wanted more. Who was I to fuss with a power that gave me Angela, a girl way out of my league, perfectly willing to let me do to her what no woman had let me do before?

Nudging her to the side, I said, “I want him to see me give it to you.”

Angela's eyes almost sparkled. “That's what I want to hear.”

My dick felt the cold air, her excessive wetness leaving a shine on my skin. I just wanted back in. Angela lied down as I stood, her pussy facing the rolling camera.

“Now fuck me, hard.”

I was ready, almost bursting at the seams with want. I got down between her legs, cradling her jaw with my fingers. Her pussy almost swallowed me, ready for my part of the bargain.

Every thrust pushed me harder. She started with gasping, ramping up to moaning. As I put every ounce of myself into it, Angela's screams were both blood-curdling and blissful. I knew I had her, mine to please and be pleased by.

I hit that final reserve, every instinct born by nature urging me on. Angela cried into the air, pushing me harder with every breath. I felt myself crash into her walls with each thrust.

Her manicured nails scraped against my back. “Fucking harder!”

I gave her what she begged for. My face got hot, my thinking obscured. I started huffing, trying to get that last stretch of bodily endurance to carry me through.

Angela's flesh began to pulse. Her confines tightened around me. Legs, arms, nails, and pussy.

A hard flush of wetness spread through her. I went ever forward, trying my best to break her. “That's it. Fuck me!” Her voice broke into a girly squeal, “God!”

My body began tensing up. Angela's did the same, holding me deep as I struggled to break free for even more. I felt her body tremor and tighten.

The orgasmic paralysis gripped her. I pushed out what I had left, the nerves in my skin overloading more with every second. Angela was a whimpering mess underneath me.

I felt the rush in my loins, that final signal. Pushing as deep as I could inside her, the first jet burst forth. The satisfied emptiness spread with the second.

By the third, I was out of fuel. Filling her completely with my gift, I groaned hard. Angela struggled to whisper, “That's it. Come in my pussy.”

With the last load, I collapsed. Angela held me tight. Suddenly the world was wonderful, as if I only needed to dream big to get what I wanted.

I tried to make sense of everything, stunned out of my mind and fighting for each breath. Angela's feet against my back pulled me out of it. “So much better than him.” She said it loud enough to make out on her phone.

The slick fluid inside her flowed around me as I started to shrink. “There's always more.”

Angela pulled me tighter. She whispered, “It's everything he was afraid of.”

“When did you know you wanted it?”

“As soon as you asked me what my name was.” Her lips closed on my ear lobe.

“I hope this isn't a one-time thing.”

She giggled and used her teeth. I felt her legs move down to wrap around mine. The ring pulsed back to life as she said, “It's up to you, but I live with him.”

Keeping her around or going for another girl like her wasn't much of a choice. I decided on both. “Stay with me. I'm not some VIP douche-nozzle, but I never felt the need to be one.”

“For some reason, I want to.” Angela made out with my neck, pulling her breasts into me with both hands.

I was fully flaccid, already working on gathering strength for the next round. “It's alright. I've never wanted a woman more in my life.”

The ring, of course, had its own say. Are you sure about this?

Angela let me back away. I cleared out, standing for the camera to catch the pearly mix flowing out of her. She grabbed my wrist and asked, “Does it feel wrong somehow? For you, I mean.”

“No.”

The band on my finger slowed it's vibrations. You've made the bargain. If you want both, you have your own end to live up to. I'll make sure you have the means to do so, but remember your pledge.

What it meant, I couldn't figure out. The only things I understood at the moment were my incredible luck and the sudden bond I felt between myself and Angela.

It made no sense, at least not until I found my uncle's letter, hidden in the bottom of the chest.


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

HYPNO STUD

I could tell it was becoming too much for her to handle without some sort of emotional breakdown. If it's possible to blue-screen a human being, I'm sure I had her on the verge of it. "But..." Her voice trailed off, knowing the futility of the complaint.

My mind tried to come up with new games to play with my sudden pet. Physical cruelty didn't appeal to me, but the mental side of it was driving me into high gear down below. "Do you want me to be nice to you?"

"It's your decision."

I unzipped my jeans again, seeing the hope rise in Bridgette's face. "Getting excited?"

She nodded her head. "Yes sir."

"That's quite a look you've got on your face. I take requests."

"But that's your job."

"Fine," I said as I kicked my shoes back off and dropped trow, "I command you to tell me what you want me to do to you."

Bridgette bit her lower lip. "Fuck me," she pleaded, "hard."

I pulled the rigid member out of my boxers and let it bob up and down. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Bridgette begged, “please!”

I stepped over and flipped Bridgette on her side, letting her bare ass face me. Her pussy was swollen and sopping wet. I slid the tip between the plush lips and toyed with her opening. “Are you positive?”

Bridgette broke into a sobbing fit as I felt the heat from her folds almost double. I pulled my dick away and pulled her legs up to untie the rope binding them. I had to see her face when she finally had her greatest desire granted.

I slung the extra rope into the floor and rolled Bridgette onto her back. The hands tied behind her propped her chest up enough to give her breasts a little more prominence than usual. I pulled off my shirt and slid on top of her.

As my boxers slid down, I caught Bridgette opening her eyes. The mascara had already streaked down both cheeks and onto the comforter. Her pussy felt burning hot, even as my shaft stayed inches away.

She looked up at my face with her big, brown eyes and begged, “Please, Trent. Make me come.”

I pulled a hand down and gave her clit a quick once-over. Bridgette jumped, almost trembling with a quick climax. I jerked it back, not willing to let her come without me being inside her.

The warm embrace of her entrance flowed around my cock as I pressed in. Bridgette's expression turned to pure ecstasy as I granted her wish, her gasp almost stealing the air from the room. I let myself settle deep inside, feeling her try in vain to pull her bound hands around to wrap around me. She pulled it off with her legs, keeping me locked inside.

I refused to move even a fraction of an inch, taking in the whole experience. Her hair ran through my hand as I asked, “Is it everything you wanted?”

“I want to-” I pumped out and back in, hard, “-come, Trent.”

The silky texture of her flesh slid against the skin of my dick, multiplying Bridgette's volume with each stroke. “If I let you come, you have to do something extra-special for me.”

I jammed myself deep. “Gah, fuck!” Bridgette's cheeks blushed a deep crimson. “Anything. Just keep fucking me.”

“What if you don't like it?”

Another forceful stab. “Tell me! Fuck me!”

I wasn't ready to spill the beans just yet, but I wasn't ready to be a completely evil bastard quite yet. I locked my elbows around her arms and propped myself up. Bridgette's voice rang through the bedroom with each explosive jolt.

With the warning of a lightning strike, Bridgette's orgasm burst through in steel lock of her body. I pulled out and felt the violent tremors underneath me. I had just enough time to dash over for the camera, snapping the tail end of the climax, her back and feet arching her ass a foot above the mattress.

Bridgette collapses in on herself, gasping for air as I stared on. For the first time since her binding, both mentally and physically, I knew she would be under my control until I specifically said she could be free. “That's a good girl.”

She couldn't respond, still trying to catch enough oxygen for basic functions. I put the camera down and curled up behind her petite body. Goosebumps rose on her arms as I stroked her cheek, letting Bridgette know that her master was pleased.

Bridgette tried to roll over to face me. I gave her a hand, pulling her onto her back. She looked at me and asked, “Am I being good now?”

I stuck my index finger in her mouth, letting her suck it off as I spoke. “Very good, but now you've got to do something else. Something that proves how much you want to please me.”
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