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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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