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HYPNOTIZED HITCHHIKER

Steam billowed out of the engine compartment. Bethany pulled her face back in time and stepped away. The hood slammed shut. That fucking hose. Again. 

She reached into the pocket of her blue jean shorts for her phone. She only saw her eyebrows lower in the black reflection of the screen when she tried powering it on. Dead.

Bethany knew she'd be hitchhiking if she wanted to make it to the nearest town. Her choice of shorts, flip flops, and a button-up blouse that showed her tits to the world seemed like an even better idea. The idea was to dress for the heat, but she knew it would be the best advertising she could get for a ride.

Ten miles to Springdale, almost a hundred to home. A weekend away from the sorority at her parents' house seemed like a good idea. At least, until that point. The view in every direction was the same: Corn fields, tree lines, and cow fields streaked with electric lines.

Either way, Bethany knew she'd have to suck it up and bum a ride. She pulled the pink backpack from the rear seat of the unreliable Kia she had grown to hate. The early-afternoon sun baked the pavement as she slammed the door shut.

Backpack over her shoulder and thumb out, Bethany cursed under her breath as cars flew past. Every car, truck, and van on the rural highway cast out an imaginary middle finger as it disappeared from view. Even with her assets, the long odds of getting a ride before the sun baked her brain dawned on Bethany.

But did she really want a ride? The horror stories of what could happen raced through her mind. If I feel the least bit nervous, I'll pass. The idea of being the missing college student on the evening news didn't seem too appealing. 

With each car and truck that ignored her in the space of an hour, Bethany came to realize she'd need to do more than stick out a thumb. The hem of her shorts already showed more thigh than a bucket of drumsticks. Here I am, whoring myself out for a ride in the middle of bum-fuck nowhere. 

As she undid the button below her bra, a green Land Rover started braking. Bethany felt relieved that it wasn't a jacked-up truck with a gun rack in the back window. As the SUV pulled into the shoulder, she started to feel the first sting of a sunburn developing.

The two men who got out seemed older. Respectable even. Pressed slacks, business shirts, and clean-shaven faces. Fucking thank you. 

Bethany took her first steps forward. The soles of her flip-flops tried to stick to the hot tarmac of the road. By the time she was within twenty paces, Bethany called out, “Thanks for stopping. I never thought anyone would help.”

The taller of the two waved. He kept walking as he said, “I'm Glen, and this is Ted.”

Bethany stood in front of Glen and pulled her sunglasses down. “Are you guys headed toward Springdale?” At the very least, they were traveling the same direction she had been.

“It's on our way.” Bethany felt an odd pressure in her forehead as Glen leaned closer. His eyes weren't threatening, but piercing. “Get in. We'll give you a ride there.”

Glen and Ted turned to walk back. Bethany's legs seemed to move of their own accord, following both of the men to the idling vehicle.

Glen opened the back door on the passenger's side. “Have a seat.” He offered Bethany a hand. She couldn't refuse the gesture, giggling at the mock chivalry of it all. The two were, after all, her knights in shining armor for the moment.

Bethany tossed her backpack into the seat next to her. Ted took the driver's seat this time. The cool breeze of air conditioning felt like a gift from above on her sun baked skin as the SUV pulled back onto the road.

As her car disappeared into the distance behind, Bethany saw Glen turn around to look her in the eyes. His stare gave her the same buzz behind her eyes as before. Did I get a heat stroke or something? 

Glen pulled the corners of his lips back toward his ears. “You look like you're burning up. Take off your shirt.” He held the stare, almost casting the directions again without saying them. It felt like the message was echoing inside Bethany's head.

Bethany didn't want to, but her body moved on its own. Each button came undone until she got to the last. Why am I going along with this? Bethany pulled her arms out of the sleeves and let the blouse lie on top of her backpack. 

“Good. Now your shorts.”

No! Her conscience wasn't winning the battle. The black silk of her panties peeked from underneath the denim waist. Bethany kicked off her flip flops and lifted her rear from the seat. The blue cotton slid down her thighs, coming to rest in the floorboard. 

Glen's hand came back and rested midway up Bethany's thigh. “We're taking a detour.” 

Ted pulled the Rover off of the main road and down what was little more than a glorified gravel path. Bethany felt her breasts jiggle with each bump. Even through the sunglasses, she could tell Glen knew her eyes were locked on his own.

Bethany finally built up the mental force of will to look out the window. No houses, just a field surrounded by trees on all sides. The gravel gave way to dirt as the Rover jerked and hopped even more.

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?”

Glen grabbed her by the hair, pulling her over to the open door to the back seat. “Like this.” Bethany's legs moved to match Glen's pace. They stopped at the rear driver's side door.

Ted climbed into the backseat from the other side. Bethany saw the spark in Glen's eyes at that very moment. I can't say no, even if I want to. 

Glen pushed Bethany ass first into the seat. Bethany sprawled out, letting her ass and pussy hang over the edge of the seat. The scald from the hot leather passed within seconds, but Bethany knew to prepare herself for true pain to come.

Ted took his position, forcing his dick into her mouth. Bethany's hand wrapped around the base of his shaft on instinct. All the while, she felt Glen's hands take a firm hold of her waist and jerk her down for the perfect position.

The thick shaft parted the walls of her pussy, forcing Bethany to moan into Ted's cock. Her womanhood stretched with each slow increment. The pain of losing her virginity just a few years ago flowed back into her mind.

Finally planted balls-deep, Glen ripped his way back and inside again. Bethany yelped around Ted's cock, which only drove him to tickle the back of her throat with the tip.

Bethany felt the stretch of her pussy, filled beyond any point it had seen before. Aching with agony, the walls strained to hold it all in. Glen pulled out. Bethany felt the gaping void he had left in her. 

The massive shaft pierced its way back in seconds later, getting a bit more lubrication on top from Glen spitting down on his own dick. Bethany tried to scream. All it accomplished was the back of her throat buzzing against Ted's beige helmet. 

Ted's voiced interrupted the agony in Bethany's head. “Fuck her hard!”

Just please, stop. 

Glen's manhood hammered away inside Bethany as if her uterus had done something wrong. Ted's hands wrapped behind Bethany's head, urging her into harder and faster repetitions of the movements of her tongue. The sting retreated into a dull ache. 

Ted stared on, occasionally moving a hand to stroke Bethany's cheek when the motions of her tongue pleased him. Please don't come in my mouth. Bethany was helpless to push for her wishes. Even the thought of defiance sent a sharp pain through her forehead. 

As her walls relaxed, she started to feel the innate pleasure of stretching her limits. Cock-muffled screams of shock and agony turned to moans of bliss. Glen seemed to feel the difference. Mercifully, he eased the momentum and speed of his thrusts. 

Ted's dick went rigid inside her mouth as she turned more of her attention to it. The earthy taste of precum coated her tongue. Bethany pulled out her personal trick of dancing her taste buds along the sensitive ridge of skin underneath, then moving to vacuum the head with her lips in repetition. 

Glen's organ continued filling her to the brim. He picked up the pace once more. Bethany squealed and took a breast in one hand, her clit with the other.

Ted's grip on Bethany's hair tightened. He thrust himself back to the point of gagging her. “Split the little whore in half!”

Glen took to the catcall. Bethany's entire body rocked with each bone-jarring thrust. This time, the incredible assault against her interior sent waves of pleasure through Bethany's entire body. 

Ted's breathing picked up as Bethany moaned harder. The soft bulb of her clit burned hot between two fingers. With each flicker and pile-driving thrust, Bethany picked up momentum. 

The oncoming orgasm felt like a runaway train. Every joint ached to lock tight. Her feet crossed behind Glen's back as her legs tightened. 

The swelling head in her mouth jerked. Ted's load exploded into Bethany's mouth as she tipped over the edge. As she opened her eyes to roll them back in their sockets, the world went fluorescent. 

Seized in a buzzing frenzy, Bethany's entire body exhausted itself in an explosion of endorphins and various other feel-good-hormones. She broke her mouth away from Ted's dick, feeling his delivery slide to the back of her mouth. Glen's organ struggled to keep moving, getting clamped between the closing walls.

Bethany almost didn't understand Ted shouting, “Swallow it!”

As his semen slid down her throat, Ted backed off and climbed out of the opposite door. Bethany's arm locked as the peak of her climax sent tremors through her entire body.

Glen pulled out, leaving a void in Bethany's pussy once again. She quivered on the edge of the seat, her legs no longer supported by the torso of a man rooted deep inside. Bethany slid down and off the seat, feeling her ass rest on the rocker panel. 

“Stand up.”

Bethany complied and followed Glen to the back hatch. He opened the top and bottom hinges as Ted put the rear seat down.

Glen slid into the back of the Land Rover and lied down on his back. The overgrown manhood seemed ever more impressive, standing vertical at full attention. Bethany now wanted it between her thighs more than anything. 

“Make me come inside you.” The promise of more fucking piqued her interest, but it was a line too far for her mind to handle. 

Bethany complied. But I'm not on birth control, you sick bastard! She hated the smile on her face, trying desperately to replace it with any other expression. 

Glen propped his head up with his hands. “I'm waiting.” The look he cast toward her was full of command, like a rattlesnake forcing the rabbit to stand still before a strike. 

Bethany's knees slid her along the carpet. As her pussy got closer to the enormous staff, her body stiffened in a flash of hesitation. Am I fighting back? I can't even tell. 

Glen's eyes filled with heat and superiority. “Ride my cock! Now.” His voice seethed and took hold. 

In that instant, Bethany knew she had to give in. The pink lips between her thighs slid along the shaft, moving further up until the tip prodded into her entrance. 

Glen's cock parted her walls again. Bethany knew as she slid down the shaft that it wouldn't be out of her until he was done. An involuntary smile crept across her face. 

Despite her inner refusal, Bethany couldn't help enjoying the experience. Each separation of her silky passage coursed pleasure through her veins. Within seconds, she was gasping again, taking the initiative with a rhythmic dance of her hips. Glen's eyes closed for a moment, not hiding his enjoyment of her nubile sex barely handling his girth. 

Bethany's mind tried to eke out a last-ditch fight against her body as she took in every inch. If he comes inside me, I might end up getting— A quick thrust jarred the trailing thought right out of her head. 

Her hands planted on Glen's chest. The implications were just too much to ignore for more than a second. Every nerve in her body screamed as she struggled to get out, “What if I get pregnant?”

Glen smiled and asked, “So what if you do?”

“I can't right now. I'm still in college.”

The sting of Glen's hand against her ass shocked the fight out of her. One more shot of intent in his face sealed the battle. “Make me come deep in that pussy.”

Why are you doing this to me? Bethany's womanhood took on a mind of its own. It knew by instinct what was going to happen. 

Bethany's pleasure took over, teaming up with Glen's orders to force her hips forward and back. Every heartbeat felt like a tremor. Bethany whimpered as she slid back, pulling up to ride his cock like a greased pole. 

The rushing tide of orgasm echoed in the distance as Glen's tip hit her G-spot on the way down. Bethany dropped her body in the same spot, giving herself more of the incomprehensible feeling. By the time her voice picked up into screams, the bean just inside the roof of her pussy felt like an electrical contact, jolting her very being with each ride down. 

Glen planted his hands on Bethany's hips. The firm grip pulled his cock into her deepest confines. She could feel her walls contract in pace with her pulse, doing their ultimate job of milking the gift out. 

Bethany's cry filled the countryside. The full glory of a vaginal climax took the wheel, pushing her to pop her waist even faster.

Glen moaned as he tilted his head back. The oversized staff hardened even further inside Bethany. The amazing and beautiful experience of mutual orgasm took hold, pushing both to join their voices in a chorus of joined humanity. 

With a final burst, Bethany put her orgasm into overdrive. Glen's seed issued forth in the first burst. The hot, sticky fluid coated her deepest parts. 

Bethany collapsed with a whimper. The tight fit of his cock loosened with each load of seed. Bethany felt every possible surface inside her coat with semen. The feeling was blissful, foreign, and beyond her wildest expectations. 

Bethany's control of her body came back as the afterglow of her climax set in. She slid off of Glen and felt his load threaten to spill out. The first hint of panic started to settle in. 

“Sit on the bumper. I wanna see it.”

The tight grip on her actions loosened. Bethany still felt compelled to do it, but the red shame in her face overwhelmed the minor sunburn. If he's knocked me up... 

Bethany put a finger inside herself. The first streamer crept out as she said, “I can feel it, all over in my pussy.” Glen's face beamed with satisfaction. Ted stood close by to observe the conquest in congratulations, ever the beta male. 


Bethany didn't speak a word until Glen pulled the Land Rover into the auto shop's parking lot. She couldn't even look at him, afraid of losing control again with the first invitation of eye contact. I need a fucking morning after pill. 

Stepping out of the driver's side rear, she felt Glen's hand take hold of her upper arm. Bethany tried to jerk away. The grip was too strong. 

He pulled her around to face him. His eyes burned bright once again. “Get a tow truck,” Glen said, handing her a hundred dollar bill. “And forget this even happened.”

Suddenly, Bethany wondered how she had gotten from the side of the road, all the way to Springdale. Who was this strange man letting go of her arm and giving her money? Most of puzzling of all, why did her pussy feel like it had been through the wringer?


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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