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HYPNOTIC INTERVIEW II 

Chastity followed the directions blaring from the GPS. Five hundred feet until the left turn. The shores of Lake Tahoe seemed less crowded after crossing into Nevada. The houses were getting larger as well.

She slammed on the brakes for the hidden drive. The two hour drive from Sacramento had taken its toll, but she couldn't pass up such an opportunity. If I get this internship, I'm set after college. The sweat from her palms had already made the vinyl steering wheel slick. It was steadily getting worse. 

The Kia's aging brakes chattered with the slope of the drive. It just seemed like a lot of more evergreens. More rock. Until a glimpse of the fifteen mile view of the far shore caught her eye. Within seconds of coasting in wonder, she had arrived at the open gate.

Chastity stopped the car and paused. The grand house was just peeking into view from behind another grove of ponderosa and sugar pine. I should turn back. I'm out of my league here. 

She took a deep breathe and eased off the brakes. I need this. Indeed, the invitation from one Marlowe Salazar to interview for an internship in his office was unexpected. Such a thing could land an applicant at the top of the stack for graduate school. 

The broad trunks thinned out and gave way to modest landscaping of granite boulders and juniper. It fit the luxury cabin well. The perfect symmetry of the windows matched the crystal waters just as well as the log walls fit in with the standing timber.

If this is a travel internship, I'm sure I'll see more places like this. This is just a vacation home, after all. The kind Chastity hoped to escape to one day. She didn't yet know that playing her cards right could make this her own getaway. 

She put the Optima in park and stepped out. No other vehicles in sight. No choice but to knock. If it's wrong, I'm late. And if I'm late, I'm fucked. 

The pull chain for the doorbell glittered in the harsh sun. The metal burned against her skin as she gave it a tug. A modest chorus of bell tones passed through the door.

Chastity waited and tried to watch through the frosted glass. A dark figure strode confidently around a distant corner. The sheer size of the room made watching the figure grow larger and more clear feel like an eternity. By the time the person had gotten within speaking distance, Chastity recognized the face.

Her heart raced as he pulled the massive door open. Chastity fiddled with the hem of her skirt. “Ms. DuChamp?”

Chastity's heart nearly gave out. She extended a nervous hand. “Mr. Salazar. I'm here as promised.”

Marlowe smiled to himself and opened the slab wider. Their hands never connected. “So you are. Come in.”

She fully expected a maid, butler, or even an armed bodyguard as her greeter. Not the man himself. “Are you here alone?”

She followed Marlowe's power walk through the main entry and into the cathedral he called his vacation house's living room. “I like the solitude every now and then. It's beautiful country, so long as you get away from tourists and the Californians.”

I don't know how to read you. “To be honest, I didn't expect an invitation out of the blue like this. Why me?” 

Marlowe stopped and shrugged. The light cotton on his shoulders scrunched up as he asked, “Why not you? You're at the top of your class, you took your gymnastics team all the way to the conference championship last year, and you killed that research project on the history of voting rights in the Middle East.”

“But how did you find out about me? I never applied.”

Marlowe stopped before the desk that served as his base of operations at his favorite place on earth. He turned around and slammed his hands together before saying, “I've got the best headhunters around. If I need ten specific things in a person, they'll find twenty people who match all of them by the end of the week.”

The harsh drone of chair legs against hardwood echoed through the open rafters. “Take a seat. I've got a specific job I'd like to offer you, if I think you're the best fit.”

Job? Chastity took the seat as Marlowe stood to her side. She looked up and said, “I thought this was for an internship.” 

Chastity nearly left her own skin as a strong hand gripped her shoulder. “It was a lie.”

She struggled to keep breathing. Why? Her head trembled as she turned it to look away from Marlowe. Is he just fucking with me? Is this some weird test? “Sir, that seems a little arrogant.” Chastity wanted to kick herself immediately. 

The hand gripped tighter, released, patted her on the back. Marlowe walked around the dining room table covered in reports and manilla folders. As he took his own seat on the opposite side, he looked Chastity in the eyes. “Arrogance is something you earn. But you're trying to be assertive.” His hands clasped together on the tabletop. “I like it when people step out of their comfort zones.”

The air finally left Chastity's lungs. The faded outline of the distant shore made Marlowe Salazar appear like a giant, towering over the snow-capped peaks on the California side. Even in his chair.

“But you're not here for some stuffy interview with an empty suit from human resources.” Marlowe released his hands and began reaching into the pocket of his slacks.

“I'm talking to you directly. I'll take it as a good sign.”

Marlowe found what he was looking for. He kept the object balled in his fist as he brought it back up to the table. “You're an ideal candidate for a very important role in the future of all of my companies.”

“Mr. Salazar, I'm hardly that unique.”

“I've got a gift for you that is.” His fingers opened, clattering a silver band against the table. Marlowe slid it across the polished wood, stopping just short of Chastity's breasts. “It's something I give to everyone useful enough to me to earn it.”

She pinched the ring, taking a quick look. I know he's wealthier than I can imagine, but this is insane. “Thank you, sir. That means a lot to me.” Weird guy. 

“It's not an engagement ring or anything. Just a sign of trust I give people.” Marlowe's teeth came out from between his lips. A fake smile even Chastity could identify.

The band slid over the first knuckle. Why is it so warm? Just past the second knuckle, the size felt perfect. That's when her head started to buzz. 

Marlowe got up and stopped at the corner of the table just a few feet from Chastity. “You don't seem that different. You really do live your life to please others, don't you?”

Chastity's overbearing parents, the expectations of her professors, the teammates who relied on her. The pressure all flooded back in. Just as suddenly, her previous motivations ejected from her mind. Chastity looked up. “If nobody expected me to be an overachiever, they wouldn't have thought I was capable in the first place. It's an honor, not a burden.” 

“We've got that in common.” Marlowe looked pleased enough. “I wouldn't have made it this far if people didn't assume I'd do it someday.”

The understanding smile and relaxed posture of her potential boss put Chastity at ease. The corners of her own mouth crept up. “I'm glad you see it that way.” The ring pulsed soothing waves up her arm, spreading through her body from there.

“But I have an odd request.” Marlowe's expression turned ten shades darker.

“Sir?”

“What job do you think this interview is about?”

“I have no idea, if it's not concerning an internship.” Chastity cocked her head. “If you tell me, I might have some relevant experience or course studies.”

Chastity winced at Marlowe's laugh. The amusement hadn't quite left after giving himself a few seconds. “My dear, I'm sure they don't teach you this at the university.” His stance dropped, palms flat against the table.

“Then tell me.” Chastity tried to keep the irritation out of her voice, gradually failing. “What job's so important to you that you can't tell me before interviewing for it?”

Marlowe sighed and lowered his eyebrows. “I'm looking for a wife.”

Chastity's eyes widened. “You're joking.”

Marlowe's face remained stern. “Do I look like it?”

This can't be real. There's no way he'd call me out here to interview for that. “What department is the job in, at least?” 

He pulled his hands up and adjusted the cuff on his sleeve. “Human resources, if you want to call it that. My companies will need a new chief executive one day, and someone has to help me make the perfect person for the job.”

“So you're serious, then?” Chastity looked down, wishing she'd picked a less revealing skirt. “I can't even think about marrying someone I don't even know.”

“Then let's get to know each other.” Chastity looked up at Marlowe. He had the commanding gaze of a cobra in front of its prey. “Come on to me.” 

The ring scorched as Chastity tried to refuse. Her mouth opened, but the words failed to sound out. Is it the ring? How did I get in this mess? 

“Now.” Her mind went blank. Before her thoughts returned, she had already stood up.

Chastity's hand defied her better sense, lifting the front of the skirt and pulling Marlowe's hand under the fabric. The cotton triangle of her panties went down. The blood rushing to her face burned hot.

She felt Marlowe's fingers take a lingering survey. “The sooner you give in to it, the easier it'll be for both of us.”

Chastity stood, mouth agape at what she'd done. Marlowe stepped around the corner, his middle finger breaking past her tight entrance. Is his finger really in my— 

“You're not ready. Let's fix that.” Chastity's hand's gripped the edge of the table as Marlowe stood behind, never removing hand or finger. The tip of his index prodded against her clit.

His free hand pulled her blouse up to mid-stomach. Chastity gasped and whimpered, the nerve endings downstairs began springing to life. “Sir, I can't do this.”

The incredible thread count of his shirt rubbed against her body. “Sure you can. Look how far you've gone already.”

“Why are you doing this?”

“The point of this is to show me how valuable you can be.” His middle finger slid out, running the fresh wetness up her channel.

“But I thought you were trying to find a wife.” The ring grew warm and strangely comforting as Chastity's breathing picked up.

“I'm a busy man. I can't marry a woman who won't take action for herself.” Marlowe stuck both fingers inside, letting his thumb take over pearl duties.

“But sir—” She whimpered at a particularly deep surge of his digits and embraced the scruff of his jawline with her cheek. “You're doing this to me.”

“Floating along with the tide is your weakness. It won't be soon.”

The excess flowing around Marlowe's fingers began soaking into her panties. His hand came out, pulling the cotton back over her sex. It only returned, rubbing through the slick fabric.

Chastity's head crashed down, her back arching hard. She could see the swell of her breasts and the slight blush of the cleavage. Her first cry of pleasure rang out as Marlowe kissed the back of her neck.

Marlowe kept up the pace, resting his head on her shoulder. “What are your plans for your life?”

“I don't–” Chastity moaned, forcing the air from her lungs. She inhaled deeply, finally getting out, “I don't know yet.”

His hand sped up, putting more pressure on her clit. “That's a shame. It's time you thought about making some.”

Chastity's womanhood felt ready to snap. As the first lock of muscles came over her, Marlowe stopped. The emerging climax was dead in the water, driving her basic instincts insane.

He pulled his hand away and backed off. Chastity collapsed her arms onto the table. She knew the valley between her legs was showing beneath the hem of her skirt, barely hidden by baby blue cotton. She wanted Marlowe to see it.

Chastity waited a few seconds. Nothing happened. She looked back to see Marlowe standing, arms crossed, shaking his head in disapproval.

“I said you need to take initiative. Don't expect me to do the work for you.”

He's toying with me. I thought I was supposed to be the tease here. Chastity reached both hands down, lifting her skirt and giving the panties a tug. She closed her legs to let them slide to the floor. The pair caught on a heel as she kicked them off, not that she cared to notice. 

The orgasm drifted further away. Chastity turned and scooted her chair back to Marlowe with her strappy heel. She smiled and took a step forward. “Strip and sit.”

Marlowe grinned and obliged. As he began popping the top buttons on his shirt, Chastity moved in and ripped the front of his shirt open. Her fingers danced around the belt buckle, unclasping it undoing button and zipper in a fluid motion.

She felt Marlowe's hand pat the top of her head. “I'm impressed.” His slacks fell to the hardwood, the belt buckle clacking and jangling. She bent down and pulled loafers and socks off. Marlowe lifted his undershirt.

Chastity stood back up. He's no gym fanatic, but I can live with a hint of a six pack. “I said sit.” 

She grabbed the boxers as Marlowe began to crouch. The silk caught on his erect cock. Another tug and they were free, resting around his ankles before his ass even touched the chair.

“My secretary didn't impress me too much. You've got her beat, at least.”

Chastity looked down at him. Marlowe didn't look impressed quite yet. She pulled her blouse off, tossing it clear of the other end of the table. A quick snap and removal of her bra freed her breasts, already aching from their confinement during arousal.

She turned, straddled Marlowe's legs, and grabbed hold of the shaft. The hard flesh pressed against her folds. It poked through, her wetness giving ample lubrication.

Chastity lowered herself, gasping as Marlowe's dick separated her walls. The first penetration had always been her favorite part of sex, like a first taste of chocolate in weeks. She savored the feeling, sliding down to the hilt, ignoring the slight stretch of her anatomy.

Marlowe gripped onto her hips, the cold silver of his wristwatch making her jump a bit. The slight movement inside elicited another whimper. Chastity took command of her clit, wriggling her waist in rhythm with the three fingers taking her back to the promised land.

Each shift of her center of gravity pushed her closer. Marlowe's hot breath between her shoulder blades worked an erogenous zone she never knew she had. Chastity took a firm grip of her most sensitive spot between two fingers.

Chastity felt her own wetness leaking out. Her toes barley reached the floor as she starting running her hips forward and back. The backs of her silky thighs slid against Marlowe's skin. One of his hands cupped a breast, giving the nipple a playful squeeze.

Without warning, Marlowe lifted her out of his lap. The sudden emptiness felt like a great void. Something missing from her life.

“What the hell?” Chastity tried to lower back down. Marlowe had already began to stand up.

“Just because you want something doesn't mean I'll just give it to you.” Marlowe pushed Chastity's breasts into the table as she attempted a quick turnaround. “When you want something, you take it.”

Chastity gripped the far end of the tabletop. Taking what's his. Strong fingers slid under the waist of her skirt, dropping it around her tiny feet. The bottom of her tank top moved up. Chastity released the table and finished the removal. 

Just as suddenly, Marlowe plunged back in. As Chastity tried reaching her hand back down, Marlowe pinned them against the table. She began to scream and moan with each thrust, giving him exactly what he desired.

As her voice grew louder, Marlowe slowed the pace. Chastity tried to move her own body, only to be met with a harder grip. As he had taken her mind, he was also claiming her body.

Chastity went limp as she gave in, feeling Marlowe's cock pound deep as she stifled her cries of frustrated pleasure. If she couldn't overpower him, she could at least trick him into providing what she wanted. Every second of barely maintained silence drove him into a harder frenzy. 

Marlowe's hips crashed against her ass. The beloved warmth and tingle began to spread from between Chastity's legs. She didn't just want it, she needed it.

As her breaking point drew closer, Chastity struggled to stay silent. It only spurred Marlowe on to faster repetitions and deeper lunges. Her body tensed.

At the verge, her pent up moan reverberated through the table's surface. Marlowe gave her a final thrust that hit her very limits. He pulled out. Chastity could finally move her arms, forcing fingertips against her clit.

The shock of even the mildest friction curled her toes. The release she had been so desperate for rushed over, flooding her brain with the happy chemicals we all seek out. One foot lifted from the floor, the heel digging into her bottom.

Chastity's fingers slipped away. Instantly, Marlowe let his own take their place. Chastity screamed in pure ecstasy, bearing the growing overload in her womanhood. Her head went light as the room blurred around her.

When Marlowe tore his fingers away, the lightness spread to the rest of her body. The swell of bliss from her clit branched out to each limb. She had been reduced, or rather elevated, to a quivering mess among the trade files and reports scattered over the table.

She was still unable to move or think, barely able to even breathe. Marlowe rolled her body over and undid the straps of each heel. The shoes smacked against the floor.

Chastity finally opened her eyes to see Marlowe above her, his face and bare chest gradually coming in to focus. “I thought you'd given up. That was a nice trick.” The head of his dick knocked for reentry. “I could learn something from that myself.”

He slid back in. Chastity felt the lingering tightness from her contractions, giving Marlowe full traction with every inch. Chastity wrapped her legs around his ass, drawing him into her depths.

Marlowe shifted his entire body up, grinding his cock against her pearl as he slid in and out. Chastity wrapped her thumb and index finger around the base, trying to urge him into pushing harder. Much to her surprise, he did exactly that.

She felt his face push into her hair. “I want you to come again, as hard and as soon as possible.”

Is he almost finished already? The ring pulsed around Chastity's finger. Defying the order felt as unnatural and unpleasant as breathing hot oil. 

Marlowe rooted himself deeper. Chastity gasped, feeling his mouth brush against her neck. The solid tabletop gave no quarter, letting Marlowe take the fullest liberties with her willing flesh.

The hard rush of male colliding with female paused. “Would you be happy as my wife? It's alright, you can be honest.” 

Chastity felt the ring's constant flow of reward stop. “I want that feeling to come back.” Marlowe settled in, his tip resting against her back wall. 

“You're not really happy in your current life, I'm guessing.”

Why don't I feel so certain about this anymore? Did the ring do this to me? “Not exactly. To just have one person expecting me to do my best would be nice.” 

Marlowe raised his chest and head up. “You'd get along just fine if we got married, then.”

The tingle in Chastity's pussy began to fade. She took a light grip of her clit, still following the order for a second climax. “It's still an 'if.' I haven't said yes yet.” 

Chastity felt Marlowe's legs straighten for better leverage against the table. “And I haven't asked.”

Before Marlowe could take another thrust, Chastity scooted herself away. His cock exited, stiff enough to hang a heavy coat on. Chastity nudged him as she rose to her knees, turning Marlowe over on his back.

She straddled his body, pussy in his face, his manhood erect in front of her own. “I won't come like you asked if you don't shut up.”

Marlowe's head slipped between her lips, her own clit meeting his tongue. A quick run from her hood to her entrance forced her to whimper into the shaft. Chastity cupped his package, making sure to announce when Marlowe was on the right track.

Chastity took a light grip with her teeth, giving Marlowe that extra little bit of feedback. She felt the vacuum on her bean, his tongue pressing hard against it with each flick. Her thighs quivered as she felt her waterworks open back up.

Her glass of pleasure filled up. With another hard round of tongue massage, it overflowed. Chastity moaned hard into the shaft. Her body tensed as the rest of the world, and even the room, slipped away.

Marlowe released the pressure. Chastity trembled as she let his cock exit her mouth. A few more light runs against the center of her universe sent her over the edge.

Chastity's senses collapsed into themselves, her body taking over in a wild fit of shivers and vibrations. She felt Marlowe's hands rubbing along the side of her torso, stopping at her ribs, then coursing back down. Every breath surged in and out, her eyes clenched shut.

She rolled over to the edge of the table. Marlowe turned, lying on his back. Chastity struggled to sit up.

Without saying a word, she mounted his lap, still working out the jitters from her climax. Marlowe smiled in approval as she grasped the base of his shaft, guiding it back home. The slow reentry was at Chastity's pace. She wanted to savor the feeling, adoring the split of her walls, the way Marlowe's cock fit just right inside her.

Chastity let herself rest, placing her hands on his shoulders. She began wiggling her hips in a circular motion. The pleased look on Marlowe's face spoke to his approval far more than any words the man could say.

The excessive wetness inside allowed her interior to glide over his skin like greased teflon. Chastity leaned in and asked, “Could you handle this every night?” The silver ring pulsed a warm feeling up her arm. It spread into her chest, coursing through the rest of her body from there.

Marlowe's eyes locked with hers. “I don't know if you understand what marrying me would mean.”

More money than I'll ever need, every desire granted, and my parents will finally stop hounding me to become something. “I think I do.” 

“You wouldn't just be a wife.” Marlowe grabbed hold of her ass and brought his legs together. It was enough to drive him even deeper. “You'd be making my heir.” 

Chastity let her fingers slide to his chest. She sat upright, rolling her hips front to back. “I figured it would include that part.”

“You said you didn't have a set plan for your future. I assume you haven't decided on children either.”

Chastity put her hands behind her, propping herself up on Marlowe's thighs. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back. “You can't expect me to decide something like that immediately.” 

“Are you on birth control now?”

“I'm a college student. You're fucking me without a condom. Why else would I let you?”

Marlowe placed his hands on the narrowest stretch of her waist. “Look at me.”

You think it's impossible to run the sexual tension higher? Do so anyway. Play off the MC's wants with the primary kink.

She did, his gaze pushing through her mind and into her being. Marlowe held the stare. Chastity's thoughts became fragmentary as her hips moved faster as if by command.

“Would you plan on gold-digging with me?” Chastity's mind clouded like a fog bank.

Her lips opened. She let out a little gasp before answering, “The thought hadn't occurred to me.”

“But would you?” Marlowe's grip on her waist tightened, urging her to pick up the pace and intensity.

“Only if you made me hate you.”

Marlowe let go, grasping the left hand and pinching the ring. “You can't with this on. That's all I need to know.”

He pulled the ring from Chastity's finger. Her mind gradually cleared with each surge of her hips. She smiled and leaned forward. “That ring. How does it work?”

Chastity felt a light twist to her nipples as Marlowe smirked. He let go and answered, “If I asked you to kill yourself while you have that ring on, you'd do it.”

“But how?” Should I really go through with this? 

Marlowe held up the ring. “I can take away as much of your free will as I like, or give it back. I can do it to a lesser extent even without the ring.”

Chastity stopped. “You fucking hypnotized me?”

Marlowe took a quick swat at her ass. He locked eyes with her again. “Put the ring back on.”

Her mind wanted to rebel, but she felt the resistance fade with every fraction of a second. As Chastity began to pop herself side to side, she slid her finger back through. Marlowe pushed it past the last knuckle.

Without hesitation, Chastity began riding Marlowe like a prized bull. Every ounce of effort was returned in spades by the ring, filling her mind with absolute bliss for her service. Marlowe took her hands in his own, pulling Chastity into his chest. “That's my girl.”

Chastity fell deeper into the prison containing her thoughts, freeing her desires in the process. She ground herself hard into his rod, massaging her insides with every bit of his length and girth. She wanted to come again, hopefully right alongside her new master.

Marlowe sat up, bringing Chastity with him. She felt her feet reach past the end of the table. Her body began to bob up and down, drawing whimpers and moans out of her ample lips.

Between gasps, Chastity managed to get out, “Would I be your wife, or just a broodmare?”

A hand wrapped around the back of her neck. “That all depends. The amount of freedom you get depends on your actions.”

Chastity began to scream with each impact of her ass against his thighs. Pleasing others was her natural drive, but the mutual pleasure had begun to press all the right buttons. She let herself fall deep, gyrating herself to the rate of Marlowe's breathing.

It took every ounce of energy to keep going. Chastity wanted to finish off with Marlowe, but even in her controlled state, her endurance started to wane. “Are you close?”

Marlowe frowned and wrapped his hands around her waist. With the close hug, he stood and held Chastity in mid-air, his dick sinking even deeper through gravity.

Chastity felt the spin of their bodies, now facing the grand lake view behind Marlowe's shoulders. She dropped one foot to the floor, her other leg help around around Marlowe's hips. The new angle of penetration began to work wonders on her sensitive canal.

She began to wail as Marlowe rushed himself into a frenzy of battering pushes. Chastity held on, struggling to catch enough oxygen. Marlowe's dick rushed with new blood, stretching the shape of her walls.

Marlowe's brow curled as little grunts escaped. His grip on her thigh tightened and Chastity noticed the beads of sweat on his body. Her voice went a pitch higher. “Come for me!”

The last of Marlowe's effort came out. Every thrust rocked Chastity's entire body. She tried to let go, not quite reaching her own goal.

She felt the explosive finish, the warm jet of semen coating the inside of her pussy like a tossed bucket of paint. Her body glowed with satisfaction, even without her own finish. The feeling coming from Marlowe's ring resonated with each gush, bringing a crimson blush to her body.

Marlowe gave her one final shot, filling her to capacity. The spreading film of warmth traveled down her passage. As his cock pulled out, Chastity felt the slow drip of his cream from her peach. Their lips met for a brief moment. She knew he had enjoyed every second.

Chastity ran the ring finger inside herself. The warm, sticky fluid followed the digit out, covering her clit as she began finishing herself off. Marlowe pulled the nearest chair close to her and took a seat.

The approaching orgasm felt hollow somehow. Marlowe buried his face in her waist, his hands running up and down her thighs. “You were great.” 

Chastity let her free hand rest on his shoulder. Her grip tightened as she drew closer. Just his touch made the climax seem proper. More intense.

Her gasps picked up into quick yelps of sensory overload. “But I still think you need to work on that whole initiative thing.” The fire shot into her core. She leaned into Marlowe as her pussy throbbed with pent up bliss.

A final cry of pleasure shot out as she touched the gates of Heaven. Marlowe's thumbs traced from her outer labia, along the connection of thigh to hip. Her entire body quaked as all of her weight shifted onto Marlowe. She had lost herself, depending completely upon the man to keep from hitting the floor.


Chastity finished buttoning up the blouse. Marlowe had already changed into a bathrobe by the time she had found all of her tossed away clothing. She looked at him and said, “I guess I should be going.”

Marlowe finally returned the glance after a few seconds of thought. “You showed me what I wanted to see. You're only the second candidate, but so far, you're first in line.”

She couldn't help smiling at the thought. “Thank you. Do you promise to let me know as soon as you've decided?” Her thoughts had already gone back to grad school applications for next year.

Marlowe stood and took her hand. “Stay for a few days. I can't know a person well enough to have a wedding from just a twenty minute romp.”

“But you said there are still other candidates.” Chastity's heart cracked at the idea of not being the one to please her new master.

Marlowe smiled. “And not all of them will get so much as a second thought.” Chastity felt him pull closer and kiss her forehead. “We'll get to know each other while we're out getting you something to wear around here.”


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

HYPNOTIZED HITCHHIKER 

Glen finally turned to his driver and took his hand off of Bethany's thigh. “Right here's good, Ted.”

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.

Bethany cried out as Ted's dick struck just the right spot. She saw Glen stroking himself as he watched from the other side of the hood. Her blonde hair fell onto the paint as she buried a cheek into the hood.

Bethany's clit swelled even more between her fingers, turning into a sensitive button capable of launching her into low orbit. She felt her wetness give Ted's shaft the texture of fine silk.

Her whimpering picked up, pulling more effort out of the man buried to the hilt inside her. Bethany couldn't stop herself from screaming, “Fucking harder!” Ted granted her wish, driving out another burst of intensity that had Bethany rushing toward the promised land.

As her moans echoed through the field, Bethany felt the rising pressure between her legs. Her fingers wavered harder and faster as the steam built up. Bethany felt like her entire body had burst into flames the exact instant her climax erupted.

The force of her orgasm carried her through a rapid set of convulsions. Ted kept going, overloading every nerve ending in Bethany's frame as her legs went rigid. Her head ripped back as she made eye contact with Glen.

Bethany held the stare. “God yes!” Her voice devolved into hoots and hollers as Ted gave it his all. The two fingers pinning and working her clit kept shifting with a will of their own.

Bethany's pussy ejected Ted's dick as her fingers gave out. Spent beyond any ability to come harder, her body trembled against the hood and fender. She finally broke her gaze away from Glen's eyes when he nodded, granting her permission to finish her own business.

Shaking out the last of the climax, Bethany gasped as her cheek rested against the hood. I actually enjoyed that. The rough strands of grass prodded the sensitive skin on the bottoms of her feet as she put both heels back on the ground.  

Glen walked around the front of the Land Rover. He held his stare directly into Bethany's eyes as she rested against the fender. “Do you want to know what else we'll be doing out here?”

He turned as he passed the closest headlight to Bethany. Glen's cock stood ready, longer and thicker than Ted's felt. Certainly larger than any she had seen before.

Bethany tried to force out an objection.  I don't want something that big inside me. Jesus. When her mouth opened, she only managed to ask, “How do I get that inside me?” 
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