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    HYPNOTIC INTERVIEW
  


  Hannah looked up as Mr. Salazar walked past. Just the sight of that confident stride filled her with desire and hatred. “Sir, I've got the candidates ready.”


  He stopped, turned and smiled. “Good. Any suggestions on who should be the first?”


  The glow of the monitor was harsh against the dim accent lighting of the fore-office. Hannah closed her eyes for a moment to clear the fog. She reopened them and turned her chair to face Marlowe Salazar's handsome face. “It's up to you, but I'm wondering why you called this whole thing 'Pink Orchid' instead of being upfront.”


  It truly was a strange project. A search for genetically fit women of prime breeding age, IQ testing, and personality tests. And that didn't even begin to narrow the pool on the basis of attractiveness. Marlowe leaned against the corner of the desk. “I need an heir I can trust my companies to, and I need a damn good mother for that heir.”


  “I know, sir, but why Pink Orchid?” Somehow, Hannah knew her blunt attitude was why Marlowe took her on as his personal secretary. When your boss is the third wealthiest man alive and incredibly full of himself, you have to pull the reigns at times.


  Another bullshit smile showing his perfectly bleached and veneered teeth. “The ancient Greek word 'orkhis' is the root of the flower's name. It translates to testicle, and was a symbol of fertility, refinement, and bearing many children.”


  “And pink?”


  “Also a symbol of fertility.” The man had always tended to be mystic about personal endeavors.


  Hannah glanced back at the roster of seven prime choices. “Why not let love take its course?”


  Marlowe stepped behind her chair. Hannah felt the slight lean as he rested his hands on the back. “Business isn't about love. If I'm passing this company on to someone, I'd rather it to be a child of mine, but I need to know that kid is up to the job.”


  You're shopping for a trophy wife like a car. “But Mr. Salazar, it's not like you can tell if a woman would make a good wife with just an interview.” Hannah pulled the hem of her skirt back a smidge.


  “I'm not good with women, I'll admit.” Marlowe paused and pulled Hannah's seat back a little further.


  From the man who had his secretary play matchmaker? Shocking...


  Hannah sensed a bit of hesitation in Marlowe's voice. “I want to know what kind of children a woman will raise before I agree to mate. It's the only thing that's kept me from settling down so far.”


  You insecure bastard. “But sir, you can't control everything about a person.”


  “I'm a vulnerable man. Fucking sue me for it.”


  “Sir, I didn't–”


  “Can it. I know what you meant.”


  Hannah grinned to herself and started breathing from the chest. The low-cut blouse was a good choice. “Either way, I know you'll make the right choice. Just keep an eye out for what these women actually want.”


  Marlowe's hands landed on her shoulders. “That's what I like about you. Even if I'm about to sign a deal worth more than a small country, you drag me kicking and screaming back to reality. The only people without caution in business are those blowhard, career middle-managers with MBA's and salesmen.”


  “And that's why they'll never rise to the top. I know, sir.” It was Marlowe's private belief, not one to make it out during speeches.


  “When all you have to lose is a cold sales lead, you can afford that Zig Ziglar bullshit. But when your words can send the stock market up or down, being too optimistic can fuck over thousands.”


  The only thing I hate more than an 'in-it to win-it' blowhard are your little monologues. “Speaking of stocks, you've got investors to meet with in five minutes. Room 594-G.” The mention of the same floor she was sitting on always reminded Hannah she was just over six hundred feet above street level in some glittering tower.


  “Right, then. How many?”


  “Fourteen. Three just got off of international flights less than five hours ago, so do get to the point.”


  Broad hands fell on Hannah's shoulders. “I'll treat these men to dinner.  Inform the maitre d' at La Florette.”


  “Yourself and just the three, or all fourteen?”


  “These men have given me billions. All of them.”


  “Will do, sir.” The hands slipped away.


  Marlowe walked his way to the ornately carved door He turned his head to look back. “Schedule it two hours after the meeting. I've got other business to attend to.”


  “Why that long of a wait?”


  He turned to face Hannah directly. The stare shot past her eyes, drilling into the deepest part of her psyche. “When I return, be ready to be interviewed for Pink Orchid yourself.”


  Hannah was speechless. The order quickly embedded itself in her mind like instinct. She could only nod as the thinking part of her brain went blank.


  Marlowe returned to her desk. “You look like you just had a wish granted. Tell me, am I right?” It was the same piercing look in his eyes.


  Her lips parted as Hannah struggled to figure out why she couldn't control her words. “Yes, sir.”


  “I'm not big on workplace romances. You know the policy.”


  “I drafted it myself for your approval, Mr. Salazar.”


  Marlowe pulled something out of his pocket. Hannah couldn't make it out through his tight grip. “I want you to wear this ring. I give one to every important stockholder, and no one else.”


  The gaze softened, letting her look down. Hannah's mind felt like it had just made its way out of a fog bank. The silver band clattered against the teak surface of the desk. “Why, sir?”


  “Put it on and find out.”


  What the fuck will that tell me? Hannah pinched the ring between two fingers and gave it a quick look-over. The faint engraving of a foreign language Hannah couldn't identify was the only distinguishing feature. “Alright.”


  Hannah slipped it on her finger and instantly, her full attention focused on Marlowe's face. “It's a powerful effect, isn't it?”


  Pulling it off was the first action that came to mind. As soon as the thought formed, Hannah's mind burned with the heat of a dozen suns. She crouched in her chair and whimpered out, “What the hell did you just do to me?”


  She could hear Marlowe walk around the desk. He pushed her shoulders back into the seat, smiling like a demon. “I didn't want to do this to you, but the future of my legacy is too important. I can't risk someone knowing about this project without having their total loyalty.”


  The coals of her mind flared up with the thought of slapping Marlowe. I can't even think for myself? No wonder he's got the board behind him with every move. Hannah's face contorted as she said, “Sir, I can't agree to this.” Just getting the words out felt as painful as a broken limb.


  “Judging by the look on your face, you'll come around soon enough.” Marlowe grinned and patted her on the cheek. His digits lingered, tracing a line down her jaw.


  Bastard. Hannah tried to think of a way out, some means of breaking herself free. Even the mental search brought on a dull sting. “I understand.”


  “Good. It's not usually this easy to bring someone around. A few of the men I'll be meeting with were writhing in pain before they got the idea.”


  “And you'll be doing this to each candidate, I assume?”


  “Exactly. Now you know why I want them to think it's an interview for a job or an endorsement deal.”


  That's one way to drop a pair of panties. “But I have to ask you something, Mr. Salazar.”


  “Shoot.”


  “I know you better than anyone. What makes you think I couldn't just manipulate you into picking me?”


  Marlowe put his hands on his hips and looked down. “Tell me the last secret you'd ever tell me.”


  No! The nerves behind Hannah's eyes immediately felt like they had been set on fire. She screamed and curled into herself.


  “It's alright. Tell me later.” The pain stopped. Hannah felt the tears streaming down her cheeks.


  “Thank you, sir.” She summoned the courage to look up. Marlowe seemed to tower above her. Above the world.


  “That meeting calls. Be ready to answer or do anything when I get back.”


  As Marlowe left, Hannah tried to stifle the newfound hatred for the man. Every nerve in her brain wanted to rebel, but she had already learned better. A quick jolt of pain struck as Hannah's thoughts turned to running away. He's already fucking won. 


  Hannah took a seat. Mr. Salazar's chair, worth more than her car and imported from Italy, had been a piece of furniture she'd wanted to sit her bottom in since meeting the man. The sheer lace of her lingerie felt rough as sandpaper against the lambskin upholstery. She had kept the little black outfit and heels in the bottom drawer of her desk for such an occasion. An investment in her future.


  She took in the a commanding view of the city below as the chair swiveled. The sun was just starting to mingle with the skyline to cast an orange glow to the afternoon. The taxis and pedestrians filed in and out of line below, resembling nothing more than clothed ants. So this is what power feels like.


  The sound of the massive slab of a door opening echoed through the palatial office. Hannah kicked the floor to turn slowly. Mr. Salazar was her interloper exactly one hour after parting, as scheduled.


  He strode confidently, fresh out of a meeting full of men who couldn't disagree without punishment. “A bold move, doing that.”


  Hannah gripped the armrests, breasts out and head cocked like she owned the place. “I know you like that in a person.”


  A few steps short of the titanic desk of birds-eye maple, Marlowe stopped. “The first question is, would you even want to be my wife?”


  “Why wouldn't I? You know I look after you like one already. It's my job, and I like it.” The ring buzzed faintly against her skin. Even a slight distortion of the truth seemed dangerous enough to her.


  Marlowe turned the corner of the desk and whisked himself toward Hannah. “What's the difference between a wife and a secretary?”


  You fuck your wife at home and fuck your secretary at work, never telling the wife about any of it. “A secretary supports you in doing your job. A wife supports you in raising a family, no matter what.”


  “I'm curious to know what you think a family is.”


  What the shit is he even asking me? Hannah looked into Marlowe's eyes. She saw nothing but sincerity in the question. “It's two people raising the best children possible.” She knew to keep it vague about gender. His belief in neutrality on the subject was deeply held. Merit could come from any person – Male, female, black, neon green.


  Marlowe put his hands on the chair and tipped it back. “I agree, but what is the relationship between husband and wife?” Hannah felt her body lift as Marlowe pulled her up. “Take a seat on the desk and answer honestly.”


  The fine grain of the wood met Hannah's ass, chilling her skin. “Sir, a wife is supposed to support her husband in all he does, and likewise for the husband toward the wife.” Hannah fought to keep the pain behind her forehead contained.


  “You're tense. Are you sure that's your honest answer?”


  Hannah cringed. “What else could it be, sir?”


  The gaze from Marlowe penetrated into her very soul. “Your true thoughts about what our marriage would be. That's what I'm after.”


  “Mr. Salazar,” Hannah's brain screamed at itself to get back on the directed course, “how about we see what consummating a marriage would be like?” She tried to grin. Only one corner of her mouth made it up.


  “I was planning on it.” Marlowe took his chair back. “But I still want an answer.”


  Hannah felt his fingers slide the black lace of her panties to the side. The gentle caress from bottom to top of her folds sent a shiver up her spine. Hannah thanked her lucky stars for feeling the need to shave the night before.


  “What would our marriage be to you?” Marlowe found the clit. “Spit it out. Now.”


  Blood rushed to Hannah's cheeks. “I'd see you as a provider,” her tongue felt like lead as she tacked on, “and a protector.” Even the most bitter grapefruit tasted better with a little sugar.


  “I see.” Marlowe plunged two fingers several knuckles deep. “So you're a gold-digger. I figured as much.”


  Hannah knew better than to respond. Marlowe had always hated excuses. His thumb put the lively pressure back on Hannah's pearl.


  “Do you see yourself as a mother?”


  Shit. “Sir, I think I'd be perfectly capable.”


  Marlowe circled her clit, driving the speed over the top until the overload grew painful. He looked directly at Hannah. “But do you want to be a mother, deep down?”


  Hannah tried to look away from his overpowering gaze. The best she could manage was to shake a few strands of hair in front of her eyes. “Not right now, but later on I–”


  “Just answering the question's enough. I can tell when you're trying to polish a turd.” Marlowe cocked his head just enough for Hannah to notice. “You're on thin ice already. Don't make it worse.”


  “Yes sir.” The pangs of fear grew inside Hannah as Marlowe's control and her own stimulation levels ramped up. She could already feel her toes wanting to curl as her G-spot fired hard impulses with each touch.


  “But I will let you speak freely for a moment.”


  The first tear rolled down Hannah's cheek with a smear of mascara. “About what?”


  “What you think of what I'm doing right now. Be honest, or lie, whichever you like.”


  Hannah gasped as her clit jostled under Marlowe's thumb. She could already tell her juices were flowing around his fingers. “I don't think it's fair... oh fuck! To the candidates, sir.”


  Marlowe picked up the pace, masturbating Hannah into a quaking ball of tension. “You mean, you don't think it's fair to you.”


  The band of silver felt red hot as Hannah tried to muster an excuse. “I think every husband and wife keep at least some secrets from each other.”


  Hannah's legs twitched as she felt the blissful heat well up from between her legs. “But I can't afford that. I won't settle for anything less than complete honesty from my wife.”


  The air became as hard to breath as sand. Hannah jerked her head down, watching Marlowe's ring and middle fingers slide in and out of her. Her voice jerked out between two deep moans. “May I come, sir?”


  “If you meet my condition.”


  Hannah quivered on the edge of the desk, ready to explode in a fireball of ecstasy. Anything, just let me fucking come. 


  “If I asked you to be completely loyal to me, even at the cost of everything else,” Marlowe's thumb pulled even more speed, “would you do it?”


  The last remnants of Hannah's resistance fell. “Yes! Dear god, yes!” She screamed out as the vaginal torture of too much pleasure drove her brain haywire.


  Marlowe kept the pressure on. “You'll be paying for this with what's left of that cute little resistance you've been putting up.” The words pierced into the heart of Hannah's very being.


  The young secretary gritted her teeth. Her eyes clenched shut as every motion of his hand felt like an electric shock. “Just... Fuck! Do it... Sir!”


  The built up tension snapped like an overstretched rubber band. Hannah's world vibrated and drifted out of focus. At the peak of her climax, she could feel her grasp on her own will slip out of her hands. Marlowe, please be kind to me. 


  Hannah felt herself being lifted and placed back in the chair as she shivered out the last of her orgasm. When she opened her eyes, Marlowe stood above her once again. The only focus in her world became the words about to come out of his mouth.


  Marlowe crouched to meet her at eye level. “Now you see the rewards of following my every command.” He stood back up and put his hand out. “Follow me.”


  Hannah took the offer of help, steadying herself against Marlowe's arm and the desk. Her knees still felt like jelly, but the concept of complaining had become foreign to her. Even the lofty view that had fascinated her earlier meant nothing as Marlowe guided her to the door to the side of his grand office.


  Passing through the doorway, Hannah saw the sleeping quarters Marlowe emerged from the mornings after late meetings for the first time. She wasn't expecting a full penthouse suite on par with those of the grandest luxury hotels. The breathtaking view of the skyline's lights coming to life in the sunset sparked a fragment of her ability to comprehend wonder through the heavy chains of control.


  Marlowe guided her to the divan in the corner of not just the room, but the glass walls of the skyscraper itself. Hannah dropped into it with a gentle shove. The straps of her nightie slipped from her shoulders as the master of the domain descended up her.


  Hannah's hands ran through Marlowe's thick hair on instinct, guiding his face to her exposed breasts. He took a nipple between his lips and had a playful bite. He looked back up at Hannah's adoring eyes.


  “Is this what you wanted?”


  She couldn't help smiling. “Yes, sir.”


  The black lace slid further down her torso. “You wanted this before you became my secretary, didn't you?”


  Hannah nodded and shut her eyes. The slight pain at the apex of her breast met with the soft caress of Marlowe's lips. The grit of his five o’clock shadow rubbed against her silky skin.


  As always, Hannah knew what Marlowe wanted before he could even ask or order. She stood up, pulling the nipple from his bite and lifted him by the tie. Hannah eased him into the nearby sofa chair and slid down his waist.


  The belt buckle jangled loose and the zipper whined down. Marlowe took a handful of hair from behind her head as the button came undone. “Why did a promising little thing like yourself apply to be my secretary in the first place? You could have gone so far elsewhere.”


  Hannah no longer had the sense to hold back. “I wanted to seduce you for your money, sir.”


  Marlowe's rigid shaft came out of hiding. Hannah took the base in her hand and pursed her lips around the head. She closed her eyes and took half the length in her mouth.,


  The grip on her hair tightened. “Did you think I didn't know?”


  Hannah's opened her big blues and stared at the face of her boss. She smiled around his girth and kept her attention on the irritation in his eyes as she danced her tongue around his cock. Covering her ass had become a non-issue.


  Her eyes widened as the patience left Marlowe's face. Even though she only had the desire to serve, fear hadn't been driven out of her personality. The silver ring sent a line of fire up the nerves in her arm.


  Marlowe's dick popped out of Hannah's mouth as she collapsed onto the Persian rug. Why is he so angry with me? She clung to the cuff of Marlowe's slacks, pulling herself up as best she could.


  As Hannah felt her breasts lift from the wool on the floor, she struggled to her knees. Marlowe stood, ripping Hannah to her feet by the roots of her hair. “You know how I deal with insubordination.”


  The very idea of being cast out from Marlowe's life shook Hannah to her core. She took the pull on the back of her head as part of her punishment. “I couldn't dream of harming you, sir!”


  Hannah watched in terror as Marlowe's face lowered to meet her own. “I know you won't now, but you still have to pay for your sins against me.” She gulped, knowing full-well the coldhearted way in which Marlowe treated anyone who dared betray him.


  “Sir, I'd never-”


  Marlowe's perfect teeth emerged from between his lips. His pupils widened. “Take your punishment.”


  I'd die if you gave me the order, Marlowe. Hannah lowered her head. “Just let me prove my loyalty.” Marlowe's grip tightened. Hannah felt a few strands of hair pull loose. “Please!”


  It felt like mercy as Hannah's body jerked upward. Marlowe pushed her back toward the divan and forced her onto all fours. The panties and half-discarded nightie ripped down her thighs.


  Hannah's pussy surged with new wetness as she heard Marlowe's pants and belt hit the rug. The pop of his shirt buttons separating from the threads brought a smile to her face. She knew it would only be a matter of seconds before the third richest cock on earth, the one she was sworn to serve, would be deep inside her.


  The only warning Hannah received was Marlowe's broad hands grabbing her forearm and pulling her back. The billionaire’s rigid shaft plunged in. Hannah squealed out the momentary pain and surprise as she felt every facet of her pussy grip as it filled just beyond capacity.


  Marlowe rocked his waist back, withdrawing himself completely. Just as suddenly, he drove back in. Hannah cringed a little less, feeling her walls stretch to accommodate her new master.


  Hannah looked back. A blissful feeling emanated from the silver ring. “Harder.”


  Hannah’s toes curled as Marlowe rested deep within. She felt the pull of her hair and arced her neck back to feel the scratch of her boss’s cheek against her own. “Do you hate me for taking away your free will?”


  She lifted one hand to wrap it around the back of Marlowe’s neck. “Never, sir.”


  Marlowe cradled an arm around her ribs to take hold of a breast. The gentle squeeze reassured Hannah that the center of her universe was pleased. She waved her hips, trying to get Marlowe to start using her as she hoped he would.


  Without hesitating, Marlowe tried driving himself even deeper. Hannah raised her hips and closed her legs. Finally, his entire length rested inside.


  His lips approached as Hannah looked back. She parted her own as his hand took hold of her jaw. Before closing the distance, Marlowe smiled and whispered, “You're everything I could ask for in a servant.”


  The forearm nestled in the cleft of her breasts pulled her closer. “Sir, I was hoping I could be your wife.”


  Both pairs of lips met as Hannah tried to stifle a whimper from the slight movement of Marlowe's waist. The thumb against her cheek pulled her closer. Their tongues intertwined.


  Marlowe broke away. “You've still got a chance at that, depending on how well you serve in the near-future.”


  Hannah gasped as she felt another pump. “You mean, until you've finished all of the interviews?”


  The grip on her jaw broke as Marlowe let her dance on his cock. “You've got seven to compete against. I recommend impressing me tonight.”


  The cold, supple leather of the divan met her cheek through her soft hair. Hannah wiggled her hips to draw him to her deepest point. “Marlowe, why don't you just admit I'd be a perfect wife?”


  He surged back. The return clashed against her cervix. “You're a perfect secretary now that you're mine to control, but you're not a perfect wife... Or mother. That's why.”


  “Sir, I-” Hannah felt the hard strike of his tip once again. She squalled out, her voice echoing through the high ceilings. She closed her eyes, hoping to get some pleasure out of his punishment.


  “Cram it. The more you talk, the less I care.” Marlowe's large hand took a tight mound of ass in its grip. “You're willing to please, but that's about it. At least show me you can do that well.”


  A great crack ripped down the middle of Hannah's heart. Am I not good enough for him? She opened her eyes and stared into his disappointment. “Very well, sir.” 


  Hannah focused on the pulsing flesh cramming her walls. She buried her head in the cushions and twisted herself with a rhythm to match her heartbeat. She didn't know how to contain the growing pleasure, letting it out with increasing speed.


  She heard the pleasured breathing from behind. Every huff drove her onward. Hannah changed up the motion, waving her hips front to back in a figure-eight.


  “Very good.” The light tap on her ass was all Hannah needed. “You can have your free will back, but only until I come.”


  Hannah returned the marginally kind gesture by pinning her clit between two fingers. She raced toward her own breaking point. Marlowe's hands rested on the sides of her waist, giving her free reign over her own climax. 


  The spark of her greatest sexual desire meeting with a good clit rubbing set Hannah's blood to rushing. She felt the sudden swell in her bean, gripping it tighter. When the heels met her ass, she knew it was only a matter of seconds.


  “I'm fucking-” A hard drive from Marlowe shocked the breathe out of her. “-coming Marlowe!” She rarely called him by his first name.


  Refusing to let go or let it fizzle out, Hannah piled more overload into her favorite spot. As the pressure between her belly button and pussy felt ready to explode, she pulled the fingers away. Her eyes rolled back behind the lids as her boss took a generous handful of hair. She screamed, unable to collapse, suspended by a rigid shaft and the grip on her roots.


  Marlowe pulled out and let go. Hannah collapsed like a discarded jacket. She curled up and opened her eyes. Marlowe was already walking over to the day bed nestled against the plate glass window. The city had already begun lighting up the darkness.


  Hannah raised herself up by the arms. She could tell what he wanted. All smug and fucking confident. I hate the bastard. Hannah pulled herself to the floor and stood. I'm fucking meat to you, but it doesn't have to be like this. 


  The strut of having an audience behind moved Hannah to the other window. She knew Marlowe would pick up on the effort. Hannah felt the lift of her heels give her ass a slight pop with each step, her hips a mild swagger.


  She dropped her forearms onto the bed and crawled beside Marlowe. “Sir, can I show you what else I'm good for?” Hannah faked the smile.


  Marlowe propped his hands behind his head and nodded. He'll fucking learn. Hannah mounted his hips and guided her opening to the end of his cock. 


  Hannah gripped onto Marlowe's knees behind her and drifted down the shaft. The full stuffing of her pussy felt right, like she had already molded herself to fit the new shape like a quality holster. Once at bottom, Hannah leaned back, letting her breasts point toward the ceiling.


  Every swish of her hips coaxed a bit more rigidity out of her boss. If I make him come, it'll shut his ass up. Marlowe's breathing turned into groans. 


  Hannah looked back down. Marlowe's jaw had clenched. Even his hands had loosed, falling into the mattress and gripping the fine sheets.


  Almost fucking got him. “You like this? I've got some other tricks to show you next time.” Hannah leaned back down. The hot breath against her forehead felt like steam. 


  Marlowe grunted, driving himself deep inside her. Hannah ran a hand down his bare chest. She took a few more pumps of her waist, closing in for the kill in such a long hunt. Even if it cost her this last moment of free-will, at least she had gotten through the fuck without spilling what she couldn't admit.


  “That's a good boy, sir. I never thought you'd-” Hannah's eyes doubled in size as she looked down to see Marlowe's smirk. His broad, strong hands took hold of her wrists.


  “Good work, but I'm not that fucking easy to beat.”


  The lack of that fluid warmth jetting into her pink flesh told Hannah all she needed to know. “You bastard.” Marlowe's grip tightened.


  Hannah picked up where she had left off, rising her body, feeling the friction of skin against her walls. She tried to pull her hands to the front, just to have them forced back with the slow, dominant confidence Marlowe had made the running theme of his life. What now? 


  Hands pinned to the small of her back, Hannah leaned back down. She planted her head in the crook of his neck, feeling the stretch in her shoulders. Marlowe's face felt like sandpaper against her earlobe. “Hannah, what are you not telling me?”


  It was time. “To be quite honest, I only wanted your money. I knew I could never love a man like yourself.” The weight of the entire skyscraper lifted from her tiny frame.


  “So what will you do with me, sir?” The fear had retreated. She knew Marlowe could see the spite in her eyes. It was written all over his face.


  “You'll do everything I fucking say after we're finished. I'm sure that pisses you off.”


  “You're a bastard.” I should fucking run, now. Hannah jerked to break free. No dice. 


  “Bad move.” She saw Marlowe stay as calm as a puddle on a windless day. The hold on her wrists cranked up. She knew there would be bruises in the morning.


  Marlowe twisted his entire body. Hannah tried to piece the world around her back together. Before she could realize it, her boss was already on top of her. She could feel her hands. 


  “Marlowe, you're hurting me.” Begging had always been Hannah's last resort. Not that it did her any good.


  She felt the slow withdrawal. Marlowe's hands let go, finding a new grip just below Hannah's ribs. She tried to squirm away.


  “I won't let you come. I'm not that stupid.”


  Marlowe thrust back in, planting himself to the hilt. “You might as well be. Nobody got you into this mess but yourself.” He reared back and jarred her entire body with a deep plunge. “In case you were wondering, you're disqualified.”


  The goal Hannah had been working for shattered around her. She tried again, pushing her shoulders off of the bed to make another break for it. I won't be your fucking slave, then. 


  Marlowe pulled her ankles onto his shoulders. “I can make it worse.” 


  Hannah took hold of the sheets. Marlowe's thighs clapped against the back of her own as he drove the point home. She couldn't help whimpering with each punishing drive.


  Marlowe paused for a moment. “Or I could have mercy. It's up to you.” His skin slammed against hers again.


  He's just fucking with me now. Hannah's head rocked back, her mouth agape as the high screams escaped her throat. I want him to die. This very second.


  The conviction of her feelings had no effect. The ring flared to life, burning Hannah's finger like a welding torch. The pain and bliss echoed through the room.


  Marlowe stopped and pulled out again. Hannah felt the great void between her legs. “I can still make you do what I say, without taking away your free will.”


  Her eyes narrowed. “You're damn evil.” She knew exactly what he intended.


  “But the choice is still yours.” Marlowe ran his legs under her own and propped himself up with his hands. “You've got until I come to make up your mind.”


  “I fucking hate you.”


  Marlowe takes the insult personally, tossing Hannah into the bed and reaming her furiously.


  If I can't think for myself anymore, will I even know it? “I fucking hate you, sir.” 


  Marlowe slid himself back inside. Hannah took hold of the pillow behind her head. “I know, but you don't have to.”


  I want to keep hating you. But I don't want to live like this. “You've never been one for mercy.” Hannah circled her hips, driving the dick against her inner walls and against her g-spot. Her voice had grown ragged, gasping out between expressions of pleasure, “Why should I trust you now?” 


  Marlowe inched his body closer, pushing an inch deeper. Hannah moaned, approving of his physical sympathy. “Do you really have a choice?”


  Hannah pushed her head forward, taking a look at Marlowe's face between her arms. She faked a smile. “Not really.” I should just run.


  “If you resist, I'll just make that ring burn unless I'm inside you. That'll be Hell on Earth once I find what I'm looking for in some other woman.”


  She could feel every vein on his manhood. He's close. “You're a goddamned sociopath.”


  Marlowe allowed her the little rebellion. Hannah knew she was only making it worse. She closed her eyes and admitted defeat with a quick flourish of her torso. The swell in Marlowe's tip signaled his approval.


  I give up. Is this really how I'll spend the rest of my life?


  “I think you've come around.” Marlowe dropped forward and put his hands on her shoulders. He thrust deep and said, “Welcome aboard.”


  Hannah quivered as she slid a hand between her open legs. She dug her heels into the bed and matched the wiggle of her hips with her self-pleasuring. One of Marlowe's hands clasped around her neck, a finger stroking her jawline.


  I'm losing my mind and free will. Why should I care anymore? Hannah's other hand wrapped around the one gripping her throat. “Please be good to me, sir.” 


  A tear streaked down Hannah's cheek. She felt Marlowe's free hand take liberties with her breasts, an erect nipple pinching between his fingers. It felt right, like a roadmap for the rest of her life. 


  Hannah opened her eyes and saw Marlowe through the frosted glass of tears. He was smiling with kindness, reaching down to guide her with calm dominance from her chin to her ear. “Will you come with me?” If it was bound to be her last moment of clarity, Hannah wanted to lose herself in it. 


  The weakness stemming from her clit reached the threshold. Hannah's torso filled with warmth as her breasts blushed. She opened her mouth a bit as Marlowe put both hands on each side of her head.


  The fresh sweat and a hint of expensive cologne filled her sense of smell. She wrapped arms and legs around Marlowe, embracing the control of not just her boss, but her master. Hannah bit onto his ear and whispered, “Come inside me. Just be kind.”


  Marlowe's body shuddered with his last burst of energy. He breathed heavily into Hannah's ear and barely got out, “You weren't a candidate to start with. I just thought you should know.”


  You son of a bit- The first stream of his load erupted. Hannah pulled him even closer, giving Marlowe the pleasure of coming balls-deep inside her. I'm glad I could make you happy, Marlowe. 


   


  Marlowe opened the door from his office. Hannah looked back, feeling the great pleasure stemming from the silver band. He was leaving done for the day, but the news couldn't wait.


  “Sir, Chastity DuChamp's confirmed she can make the interview. Are you sure you want to go through that much expense to meet with her?”


  He walked over, placed his hands on Hannah's shoulders, and gripped gently. “I like my vacation home. It's got the perfect view for meeting a potential wife.”


  The pang of sadness remained. “I'm sure having an interview overlooking Lake Tahoe might be a little intimidating.” 


  “She'll have to get used to it. A little college girl from Sacramento should broaden her horizons.”


  Hannah looked up. “I don't think she'll believe it's for an internship, sir.”


  Marlowe looked down and pulled the straps of Hannah's dress aside. “Ms. DuChamp can think whatever she wants, so long as she shows up. She won't be thinking on her own for long.” Pink Orchid was finally underway.


  COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:


   


  HYPNOTIC INTERVIEW II 


  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. 
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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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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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