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HYPNOTIC INTERVIEW III

The tennis ball machine shot the yellow orb over the net. The yellow blur smacked against the concrete. Before the machine could begin loading the next ball, Olivia had already returned the serve. Straight against the aluminum chassis. Just one more dent among many. 

She wasn't just a bitter twenty-five year old. She was actively mad and knew she was past her competitive prime. The last three endorsement deals had fallen apart at the last minute. “Upon review of your latest magazine shoot,” one rep had said, “we can't associate our brand with your image.” 

Show your tits once, and suddenly being ranked second in the world in singles rounds doesn't matter. Olivia didn't let the fact that she had slid all the way down to 73rd over three years dilute her rage. She was desperate to either up her game or land another endorsement. Whichever kept the lifestyle going. 

Maybe I'll have a cocktail with that old Russian fucker the next time we're on the same continent. He owns half the damn gas fields east of Sverdlovsk. Flirt with him. Give him what he wants. And she hated Russians. The little Rooskie who had beat her out of her lifetime dream of ranking first assured that sentiment. Djorvinski still ranking tenth only rubbed it in. 

The next ball clattered against the fence behind the serving machine. A shot gone long by any definition. Olivia heard the gate shut behind her. She held position, knowing the next programmed serve would miss her by several feet. 

She turned as she said, “This had better be fucking importa–” She knew the man's face. Marlowe Salazar owned two of the three companies that had left her in the cold. Olivia's love for vacations in Fiji perked her ears. 

Olivia took a step back to avoid the next serve. It shot inches in front of her face. Marlowe strolled closer. She finally pulled the remote from the sweatband on her wrist, stopping the automatic serves doubling interstate speeds. 

Marlowe's casual shorts and button-up shirt clashed a little against his deck shoes. “You don't give up. That's a good sign for the deal I'm putting on the table.” 

Fuck me. Is he serious? “Going over the heads of your marketing idiots. Right?” 

Marlowe grinned like a wolf as he kept up the slow pace. “I trust my best people, but they don't always see what I see.” 

Olivia pulled down at the sheer fabric of her athletic tank top.  Anything to accentuate her breasts. “Image isn't all about being goody-goody.” 

“If it was, where would I be?” 

She knew the man didn't shy away from sex in marketing. Olivia also knew he learned from his rare losses. “Care to play a friendly match?” 

Marlowe stopped just before the boundaries of the court. “I don't like to play games I know I'll lose.” Olivia didn't expect him to pick up the spare racket propped against the net. “But if you get one ball past me, this ring is yours.” 

He tossed the band toward Olivia. The silver glittered in the sun as she stopped its fall, putting the racket in it's flight path and matching its movement. “It must not be that important if you throw it like that.” 

Marlowe began walking toward the other end of the court, racket in hand. “That ring will be the most important item in your life soon.” He turned his head toward Olivia. “Put it on.” 

Olivia slipped the metal over her finger. Suddenly, beating Salazar on her own turf felt like instinct. She pressed the machine's remote on her wristband, halting the yellow bullets before one could clock Marlowe. 

He was finally in position. “Go ahead. Show me what makes you one of the best.” 

Olivia took up one of the balls against Marlowe's side of the net, making sure he saw the best of her assets as she bent over. She trotted back to position and tossed the ball up. The hollow sound of strings hitting the ball echoed. 

Marlowe took a step toward the tennis ball's path. The backspin Olivia had put in to the serve slowed it enough to make him miscalculate. He swung and missed, the ball flying between the racket and his body. 

Olivia smiled at the clatter against the chain link fence. “Maybe table tennis is more your speed.” At the very least, she had won jewelry. 

“Care to see my serve?” Marlowe had already taken up a ball. 

“What's the harm? Go ahead.” 

She noticed Marlowe's hard stare into her eyes, even from the other side of the court. “You're going to miss.” 

What the hell is he talking about? Marlowe chucked the ball, giving it a mediocre swing at best. It sailed over the net at a casual pace. Even a child could have returned it. 

Olivia moved to give the ball a hard swing. Or at least, she intended to. It bounced against the concrete and flew at a lazy pace, landing just beyond the boundaries of the court. 

Why did I freeze? Olivia noticed Marlowe walking her way. 

Olivia decides to let Marlowe serve. He orders Olivia to stand still. She does, watching helplessly as the ball bounces just within the service line. 

Marlowe walks over and circles around her. She knows he's studying her. 

“Look's like we'll call the match a draw.” Olivia saw the appraisal in his eyes, like a predator sizing up prey. “And I bet you're wondering what just happened.” 

“What did you do to me?” Olivia's body gave in to her desire to meet him at the net, breaking the lock for a few steps. 

“Stop right there.” Her body did, both feet feeling like roots running deep below ground. 

Marlowe walked around the net and tossed the racket aside. Olivia's thoughts began to scramble. His eyes felt like the center of her universe. 

“You're not as stubborn as I thought. I don't know if that counts in your favor yet.” 

“You suggesting I give up too easily?” Olivia's eyes narrowed, focusing hard on Marlowe's gaze. 

He smirked and propped his posture up straight. “I don't need someone set in their ways. The offer I have will mean quite a bit of change.” 

“What kind?” 

Marlowe stepped forward and took Olivia's hand between his own. “Life altering changes.” He let go and paced around her, never averting his eyes. “Even though they may not be what you want out of life. The choice won't be yours.” 

Olivia waited for Marlowe to stand in front of her again. “So what's this mysterious fucking deal already?” 

“It's simple. I'm looking for someone to turn into the perfect wife.” 

Turn into? I'd need a better ring than this to give him a yes. “I thought this was about an endorsement, not a marriage proposal.” 

“You thinking I'm here about a commercial was your own game of fill-in-the-blanks. And it's not a proposal.” Marlowe stepped close again and touched a finger to the tip of her nose. “You're in competition with seven others to be my wife.” 

Olivia mustered a giggle. “You're joking.” 

“I'm serious as a heart attack.” Marlowe's stare went deeper as he took his finger away. 

“And if I don't agree to play any part in this?” 

“That's not an option.” Deep down, Olivia knew that much was the truth. Her instinct to step back never made it to conscious thought. 

Olivia tried to smile. She knew it only made her look as nervous as she felt. “So what's this competition? If it's tennis, I'm set.” 

Marlowe pointed beyond her head toward the bench at the end of the court. “It's a physical test, but there's an interview involved as well.” 

“I'm sorry I didn't dress for the occasion.” 

Marlowe kept his finger pointed behind Olivia. “You will be. Get over there and show me what you look like without anything on.” 

Olivia's mind rebelled, sending a hard jolt up her arm from the ring. Her body tensed and slumped a little to the left. He's fucking serious. 

“I didn't tell you to think about it, and I'm too busy to watch you make it worse.” Olivia knew better than to keep testing him. It could be worse. I thought I'd fade into the background as the money dries up. If I win, I'm good for life. 

She turned, feeling some amount of freedom to her movements, so long as she followed the spirit of his orders. Olivia knew the curve from breasts to ass were her most interesting feature for male spectators. She had even adapted her return stance for tournaments based on that profile. Olivia knew Marlowe had probably admired the same pose as well. 

At the bench, she bent herself forward at the proper, practiced angle. Her hands reached back, grabbing the hem of the skirt underneath the round contour of her ass. Olivia pulled it up, letting the white cotton shine bright in the sun. I always wanted to do that during a match. The cameras would go nuts. 

Marlowe stopped staring and moved closer. He stopped within ten paces. “I didn't say stop and grin at me.” He took another couple of steps and kept coming. “Strip.” 

Olivia moved her hands higher, undoing her bra. She gave the front a quick pull underneath her top. It fell as she watched Marlowe take his last few steps closer. “If it's a great body and an even better fuck you're after, I'm sure I'll win.” I know I will. 

“Are you sure about that?” 

“Of course.” Olivia thumbed the waist of her panties. They slid down to her tennis shoes. Stepping out, she added, “And I think you know it too.” 

Marlowe took a quick swipe at her bare ass. Olivia jerked and faked a giggle. “You've got it all wrong. All of the candidates are in the same league when it comes to beauty, and great sex can be taught.” 

Motherfucker. “So what are you after?” 

“It's simpler than you make it sound.” Marlowe put his other hand on her ass and took a firm grip from behind. “Being a good mother's a function of personality. Tits hand-sculpted by God be damned when it comes to that.” 

Olivia's mind drew a blank for a second. Her breathing picked up as she realized what Marlowe's visit was truly about. “I never wanted to have kids. I'd never get back on top if that happens.” 

Marlowe let go of both cheeks and walked back around her. “Back on top? At your age? Haven't you been paying attention to your sport for the past couple of decades? It'll never happen.” 

“Fuck you.” 

“If you'd so kindly oblige.” 

Olivia knew Marlowe was trying to get her to lose it. And it was working. “Leave.” 

“You already agreed to the competition.” 

Her voice seethed. “I never signed anything.” 

“Then point toward the gate if you want me to leave.” Marlowe bent down to meet her at eye level. “But that ring you put on was your agreement, and it says you can't.” 

Olivia tried moving her arm. Nothing. “I'll say it one more time. Fuck you.” 

“I can play this game too.” Marlowe furrowed his eyebrows and stared straight to the back of Olivia's head. He laughed to himself as she felt what little resistance she had left dissipate. “Blow me.” 

The rest of her body took on a mind of its own as Olivia's head went fuzzy. Marlowe pulled her by the underarms back to the bench where he straddled the middle with his legs. Marketing goons Photoshopping scabbed knees from the concrete would cost extra money for the promotion he had planned for Olivia next week anyway. He always had been a cost-minimizer, despite his spending habits. 

Olivia's hands grasped the hard shaft underneath his slacks. Two fingers pinched the zipper handle and whipped it down. One flick of the fingers released his cock from the silk boxers. 

Before Olivia could occupy her mouth, Marlowe asked, “Do people watch what they say around you?” 

Enough mental clarity returned to allow a response. “Because I'm a celebrity?” 

“Because you're too easy.” 

Olivia's mind seethed with anger as she cupped her lips around his tip. If this is a test, I don't care if I fail. If he's being honest, what an ass.  

Marlowe's skin slid back on her tongue. The command took over, drawing every fragment of Olivia's memory detailing what she thought would make for the perfect blowjob. She let his shaft crawl to the back of her throat, giving it a hard suction as it went to her our limits of comfort. 

A hand pressed against the back of her head, forcing enough into Olivia's mouth to snap her eyes open. Marlowe continued applying pressure for several seconds. She struggled against her reflexes, barely keeping the gagging and coughing at bay. 

With equal lack of announcement, Marlowe pushed Olivia's head back. His cock bounced as it left her mouth. “If it's this easy to make you give up after getting under your skin, I'm not surprised you never hit the top.” 

Olivia smiled and locked eyes with his. She knew he was right. “You're an asshole. The kind that makes for a good coach.” 

Marlowe put his hands around Olivia's shoulders. He drew her up, resting his nose against her scalp. “You're not as dense as you act. Things might be looking up for you.” 

Olivia pulled Marlowe closer. “But I've still got seven others to beat.” 

“Beat the other candidates, and you're set for life. Lose to one of them, and you'd better set this endorsement deal back as your retirement.” 

Olivia smirked for herself. “You know exactly what to say to people. I'll give you that.” 

“Just don't keep up that track record of peaking out at second place.” 

Olivia leaned back to rest on her palms. “So says the man who's peaked at third.” Olivia shot him a knowing smile and reached back to grab the hem of her top. Before pulling up, she added, “Maybe we could work on that together.” 

The athletic shirt fell to the ground as the world came back into view for Olivia. She scooted back and put both shoes on the bench. The laces flew loose, followed closely by the shoes and socks dropping onto the concrete. 

Olivia rolled onto her back. She pinched the cotton between her thighs. The chill against her uncovered womanhood sent a shiver up the back. The panties traveled along her legs. 

Marlowe's face announced his satisfaction. “Congratulations, you figured the game out sooner than the other candidates so far. I didn't have to order that.” 

The tiny skirt fluttered back as Olivia flipped her wrist. She scooted herself back to Marlowe, already standing to drop his pants. Her fingers ran up the buttons on his shirt. With a quick motion, Marlowe made his undershirt join Olivia's clothing. 

Olivia put her hand against his abs. She pressed, getting the friction to guide Marlowe back down. As soon as he was seated, Olivia stood and mounted Marlowe's lap. 

His manhood rubbed against the dripping folds between Olivia's legs. With a quick lift of her hips and a satisfied moan, Oliva plunged Marlowe deep. Her feet pushed against the ground, lifting her repeatedly up and down his staff. 

Marlowe leaned back, enjoying the full ride. Olivia picked up the pace. With a quick surge, she drove herself into a fit of whimpers and bouncing mammaries. 

Her eyes closed as she leaned back. Her hips moved forward, sealing any gap between their bodies. Olivia began rocking back and forth, crashing Marlowe's skin against her interior with each shift in movement. 

One more surge of bouncing came out of Olivia. She opened her eyes as Marlowe's hand gently closed around her throat. It only drove her further. 

Olivia's moans turned to cries of bliss. The friction between the two playmates pushed her closer to the edge. Marlowe pushed her torso back, her ass planting on the bench, her pussy never losing grip on his cock. 

The thick shaft pushed against Olivia's g-spot with the new angle. Olivia leaned back on her hands. Her waist followed a silent rhythm, waxing Marlowe's shaft like a pricy detail job. 

Marlowe's fingers took her clit. She leaned back further, propping up on elbows. Olivia couldn't help biting her lower lip before asking, “You want my pussy to come all around that dick, don't you?” 

He didn't answer directly, stroking Olivia's bean with a determined thumb. Olivia surged back up and planted a hand in the middle of his chest. She ran the other hand along her breasts. 

Olivia kept up with Marlowe's increasing pace. As the first breakers hit, her hands gripped onto Marlowe's waist. The hot afternoon lost all sense of heat as her body went haywire. 

Marlowe's fingers left her womanhood, pinching onto nipples and giving a twist as Olivia's voice began to crack.  Her feet came up to the bench, resting just beneath Marlowe's thighs as her shoulders dropped forward. Collapsing into his chest, Olivia felt him begin thrusting, not letting her get off easy. 

She continued whimpering and squalling into his pecs, holding on to sanity by a thread. Marlowe's thighs slapped at the back of her own. Olivia tensed into a near-seizure, screaming with each pile-driving thrust. 

And then it stopped. Olivia's body jolted with each contraction. Her entire being shivered in a state between unconsciousness and bliss. 

Marlowe allowed her a moment of rest. She felt his hand run from shoulder blade to ass, then back again. The world cleared up around her as Olivia opened her eyes. 

She pulled herself back up and looked down. “I've got a comeback planned. More than just magazine spreads.” 

Marlowe stared back. “You've got a one-track mind. That sword has two edges, you know.” 

“If it's a goal you want enough, you can't think of anything else.” 

“That screaming wasn't about tennis.” He pushed Olivia back a bit, freeing his dick from her conjugal grip. “You can't bullshit a professional bullshitter, so you'd be smart to try something else. Every star fades, and almost all of them stay that way.” 

Olivia narrowed her eyes before lying down on her back. She already knew better than to look Marlowe in the face when making a point he wouldn't agree with. “Even if I marry you, I'm still going after my dream.” 

Marlowe was on top of her before Olivia could register why her face was in the shade. He looked down, straight into her mind. “When I was a kid, I wanted to be an astronaut. The problem was, I couldn't qualify as a pilot in the Air Force. 'You barely failed the eye exam,' is what the recruiter told me.” 

“And that kept you from being an astronaut, how exactly?” 

“Test pilots are the majority of their candidate pool.” Olivia saw him drift back down to her waist. “And your body will betray you in the same way. It's not weakness on your part. Humans just become less capable as they get older.” 

Olivia felt his face rub just above her mound. “I'm twenty-five. I still have time.” 

“And nobody rises up the ranks as quickly as you'd need to.” He took a playful lick at her still-swollen clit. “Tick-tock.” 

Her head jerked back at the next flick of his tongue. “So what does the brilliant Marlowe Salazar recommend?” 

He took another taste before answering. “You've got two competitions. One you stand a chance of winning. The other is just the fantasy of a burnout.” 

“Fuck you.” Marlowe set back to work. Olivia pushed on his forehead to bring his eyes back up. Big mistake. 

“You'll accept my offer, and if you win, give up on tennis.” 

The ring pulsed back to life. Marlowe's stare from between her thighs had stripped away the legendary stubbornness of Olivia Price, noted among the tennis world for not understanding what the word “no” even meant. “That still means I can keep playing if I don't win.” 

He smiled and rested his chin against her lower stomach. “I'll be honest. As irritating as you are, I like you.” Marlowe then returned to his oral athletics, splitting Olivia's lower lips with a drawn-out lick from top to bottom. 

She couldn't help arching her back. Every taste bud activated its own nerve ending between her legs. When his tongue pressed inside, Olivia felt the rising tension in her body. 

As she put her hand on Marlowe's shoulder, the ring's contact with his skin sent its own jolt of pleasure coursing through her entire frame. The next order passed through the metal, straight into Olivia's central nervous system. From inside her head, she heard Marlowe's voice. “Come again, harder.” 

Marlowe went on the attack, pushing his lips against Olivia's own fun pair. She felt his hands run around her hips, lifting her ass from the bench with his arms. Her entire body writhed with each touch. Even her breathing took orders from the rapidly shaking head between her legs. 

When she felt a finger dive in, Olivia's feet spread apart and lifted into the air on reflex. Marlowe pulled his mouth away, letting his digits hammer against her interior. Through the blinding ectasy Olivia could hear her own juices swirling inside her. 

She was able to force one look down. Marlowe withdrew the fingers and shot her a knowing glance. Olivia tried to catch his attention as his head went back down. “It's too much, too fast.” 

He paid no mind. Olivia's entire body twisted in place as she tried to grab on to something. Anything. 

Her hands gripped onto the wooden edge of the seat as she lifted her body up with one foot. “Fuck yes, just like that.” A finger pushed back inside, then another. They pumped as Olivia struggled against the hard suction of her clit. She couldn't help stiffening every muscle and forcing air between her teeth as her lower lip disappeared into her mouth. 

Olivia's thighs quaked as she tried breaking free from Marlowe's arms. The weight of a pallet of bricks settled on her chest as every bit of air left her lungs. She tried screaming, convulsing on top of the bench with each attempt. 

Marlowe's tongue fell away, his fingers filling in the role as Olivia's head began bobbing back and forth. She tried opening her eyes, only seeing the red glow of the sun beating down. As her fingernails dug into the varnished wood, Marlowe pulled away completely. 

Olivia's climax sent her into a fit of hysterics. As her lungs filled with badly needed air, she belted out a moan like bending metal, letting all of the tension out with every fiber of muscle. With the hard tremors crashing her body and overloading her mind, Olivia's world went dark. 


The feeling of Marlowe's cock parting her walls stirred Olivia back to life. She opened her eyes to see him above her, his extended arms planted on each side of her head. His shaft slid through her passage, striking deep within her supple room. 

Olivia noticed the sun had changed positions, settling closer to the horizon. Marlowe planted himself to the hilt inside her. His hands closed around her hips, jostling her up and down against the wooden plank as his girth collided with every nook of her interior. 

Marlowe took his liberties, obviously not concerned with Olivia's freshly awakened state. She looked up at him and grinned, knowing he would have claimed her as his own in any case. Olivia felt Marlowe draw back and pump hard, sending her body closer to another date with climax. The action repeated, coaxing her body into soaking his dick with its helpful juices. 

The thrusting kept up its random pace as Olivia rested a hand against Marlowe's waist. “You know what you want already, don't you?” 

He stared down, never letting up on the hammering as Olivia's moans came back. “The question is, do you?” 

Olivia wasn't sure if he was asking about her desires or his own. Either way, Olivia knew pulling Marlowe tighter with her feet would draw her personal satisfaction that much closer. 

The soft whimpers of ramping pleasure leaked from Olivia's lips. She turned her head as she gave permission. “It's alright if you come inside me.” 

The ramming motion stopped. “You're not taking this seriously.” Marlowe pulled out. 

Olivia reached up, wrapping her arms around the back of his neck. Planting her ankles into his ass, she pulled him back in. Olivia tried to match his intensity, glaring back up at him and asking, “Why would you say that?” 

The corner of Marlowe's lips went upward. He granted her wish, sliding back in with delicate care that teased Olivia into another hug with her toned legs. “I'm not sure you want this as badly as you say.” 

Marlowe suddenly exploded with a series of rough bursts, sending his torso colliding against Olivia. The sensory overload sent her into a long chorus of screams and gasps.  Olivia knew she had already been scooted several inches back from where she had awakened. 

Olivia felt the complete lack of regard Marlowe held for her emotions and sanity, the relentless shaft tearing through her passage, working her up into a level of bliss. She felt him grab onto her wrists, pulling against them to drive even further into her. The ramming became even more furious. 

She used her final shred of logical sense for one final plea. “Just fucking use me. Fuck! I know you'll do more for me than my sorry-assed agent wi–” Her voice trailed off into more screaming, more moaning. 

Marlowe took it upon himself to give her one more pleasure. Adjusting his angle of attack, he lowered himself and propped himself up with his arms. Olivia's arms wrapped around his body as she felt the iron staff of his cock pounce upon her g-spot. 

Time after time, Marlowe hit the magic button, driving Olivia mad with pulses of vaginal overload. Every thrust felt both brief in time, and eternal in the aftershock. She knew it was driving her fast into another orgasm. 

Olivia's voice surprised even herself as she felt the subtle increase in Marlowe's girth. “Deep.” 

He kept pounding at her magical spot, smaller than the nail on her pinkie and hidden away inside her pussy. 

“Deeper.” 

Marlowe still ignored her pleas. Not that Olivia minded. Even though she couldn't think it, her body knew what his end game truly was. 

“All the way inside.” 

Olivia felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Marlowe plunged as far as her body would allow. Her cervix was already beginning to pulsate, knowing that it too was about to serve its purpose by lapping up his payload. Its ultimate purpose, as far as Mr. Salazar was concerned. 

Stuck at balls-deep, he began shifting up and down. Olivia screamed as the bean of her g-spot met a head brimming with more precum. She felt the flicker of her clitoris. The young woman’s body hit its limit as she began to hear sighing and panting, the cock growing harder inside of her. Her mouth opened, trying to speak. She lacked the control to form even fragmentary thoughts. 

Olivia could barely make out the sounds coming from Marlowe, a mixture of ecstatic groaning and the sucking of air to fuel the last of his efforts. Her mind had lost control of her body, unable to resist the arching of her back, the vibration of every muscle, and the primal moan that emanated from her mouth.

The stimulation was becoming unbearable to the point that the muscles between her legs clamped down on on him. With a hard drive to rock-bottom, his body stopped moving. Olivia's pussy clamped hard, taking every spurt with greed. 

Deep inside, the warm, soft spread of cum forced her to smile. Opening her eyes, she saw Marlowe's straining, satisfied face above her. She put a hand on his neck and pulled his face into her own. “I told you I can get what I want.” 


Marlowe sat on the bench after sliding his boxers back on. Olivia could feel the slight burn of too much sun on her skin as it drifted toward the horizon. She couldn't read his emotions, but she knew something hadn't met his expectations. 

She stayed curled up on the bench, putting an arm across his lap to keep him still. “Was it everything you wanted?” 

“You're too willing to be used, even if you do your best at it.” 

Olivia kept her sigh in. “And that's exactly what you want.” Exactly what she wanted as well. 

“Maybe, but it's a dangerous talent to have.” 

Olivia rolled, reached down, then sat up and handed Marlowe the pile of clothing behind the both of them. “I think my best option is to let you finish your interviews.” 

Marlowe ran his feet through the slacks. “Smart. I think you're getting the hang of this deal.” 

Olivia didn't dare say another word as Marlowe stood to finish redressing. As he walked away, she knew her chances were slim, one-in-eight based on the odds. 

A few weeks later, she received notice of an accepted endorsement deal. Worth enough to retire comfortably in her mid-20s. Olivia knew he had decided, but not in her favor. At that moment, she felt the ring's hold over her drop. It had become nothing more than an inert band of silver. 


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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