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MIND CONTROLLED BY THE FUTURE PRESIDENT 

Jenna was transfixed by Senator Mitchell Stewart’s every word on the massive flatscreen. The debate had been a one-sided slaughter in her boss’s favor, and now he was just rubbing the opponents face in it with his closing remarks. None of the staff filling the room had the slightest bit of doubt of victory. The presidency was as good as his.

Stewart’s confident, pearly smile came out again as the camera lingered on him. His power and the ability to wield it for maximum impact had drawn Jenna like a homing beacon over that summer. What had started as an internship in his congressional office had turned into Jenna becoming his personal secretary through the campaign. Why his words were so captivating, in private or in speeches, Jenna couldn't figure out. 

The screen switched over to commentary from the talking heads, trying to spin the debate for whichever candidate they preferred. Jenna rolled her eyes as the argument circled around itself. She leaned over to the elderly campaign volunteer who she still hadn’t introduced herself to, venting her frustration at the constant media circus. “They’re all braying like jackasses, and not even saying a damn thing while they’re at it.”

The old woman just nodded as she smiled, looking every bit as excited as everyone else in the room. Jenna felt the campaign trail shift to a new phase. At that point, it was an easy coast to the White House. Barring the classic campaign killers of being caught with a dead girl or live boy, Jenna would be addressing Senator Stewart as Mr. President.

Silence was cast over the crowd as the door cracked. Jenna began coursing her way through the mass of bodies as it swung open. The sudden roar of cheers and clapping rang her ears.

The juices between Jenna’s thighs began flowing as Senator Stewart stepped through the doorway. She parted the last wall of people and beamed a victorious grin, marveling at his unbound bravado.

Jenna stood at Stewart’s side as he began to speak. “Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for making this moment possible.” The crowd erupted again. The senator waited patiently, basking in the celebration of his victory.

Stewart bent his neck toward Jenna as he waited for another break in the commotion. His breath warmed her ear as he whispered, “And how does Coppertop grade my performance?” It was a nickname she had grown to love, being the only member of his staff close enough to earn one.

Jenna looked up at the towering politician. She began raising her hand to rest on his shoulder, but thought better of feeding a rumor of infidelity. “Amazing, sir. Jacobs didn’t know what hit him after you tore his tax proposal apart.”

“That sorry bastard really thought he’d get a few votes with it, but he can’t say a damn thing when all the federal programs it would outright kill get mentioned.” The crowd died back down. Senator Stewart boomed his voice like celebratory gunfire. “It’s been a long road since I first announced my candidacy. You’ve all done your part and then some.”

The throngs of supporters shouted again. Jenna tried not to jump as she felt Stewart’s broad hand rest on the small of her back. It fell away as the euphoria in the room settled.

“Yes, it’s been a long road full of diversions and potholes, but the final stretch is straight and clear. In two months, we’ll be pulling up at the White House!”

A fresh wave of enthusiasm threatened to break the door with noise alone. Jenna had to flinch, trying her best not to cover her ears. It was a fascinating experience, but not entirely painless.

Jenna turned and caught the security chief whispering into Stewart’s other ear. Her boss nodded and held his hands high to grab everyone’s attention. “Folks, I can’t thank you enough. I’ve got the campaign staff nagging me to death, so I’ve got to be heading out. You’re all wonderful, and I’ll be proud to call this your presidency!”

The senator fired handshakes out for the crowd members closest to him. Jenna stood her ground as the wave of humanity edged closer. The security chief suddenly cut between the candidate and his supporters. Jenna turned with Stewart, opening the door for the man she knew would be the President Elect within two months.

The corridor was empty aside from a couple of members of the security detail. Burly men in suits stared on behind aviator sunglasses as they spoke into their earpieces. Jenna was ready for an answer. “There’s no meeting I’ve been made aware of.”

The senator laughed as he patted her on the back. “I’m sorry Coppertop. The truth is there is no meeting.”

“So why are we leaving in such a hurry?”

Jenna’s heels clattered against the marble floor as they approached the door to the restricted access garage. Senator Stewart huffed before explaining, “My wife’s making her way back here from the audience, and I don’t want to hear any more talk about what she’ll do when she’s First Lady.”

The topic had been worn-out in Jenna’s mind as well. “I understand, sir. She’s been trying to draft me into finding a decorator. She wants the Oval Office’s new rug imported from Nepal next week.”

Stewart sighed and picked up his pace as they passed into the dim garage. The limousine was already idling and had the rear door open for invitation. “Can I be frank for a moment?”

“Always, sir.” 

Stewart’s hand clapped softly against Jenna’s back, then remained just below the clasps of her bra. “My wife’s an old battle-axe.”

“And?”

The hand remained in place. “That’s it. I felt like it needed to be said.”

Stewart ducked his head to enter the black Lincoln, perching himself in the rear. Jenna followed, parking herself on the bench seat next to the mini fridge. By the time the security chief took his seat and closed the door, Jenna was already pulling out the bottle of Grand Cuvee.

As soon as the vehicle began moving, Stewart’s cell phone chirped to life. The air raid siren that indicated his wife was calling prompted Jenna to look to the security chief and pitch her eyes to the roof. Jenna held off on the corkscrew.

“Incoming.” Stewart sunk in his seat and answered. “Yes dear, what is it?”

Jenna couldn’t make out the squawking from the other end, but she knew it was the irritating bat asking where her husband was.

“No, no. I’ve got a strategy meeting off-site. Go with Brixton to the hotel, and I’ll be there sometime later tonight.”

He paused to listen, mashing his lips together as his eyes widened in exasperation. Jenna tapped the chief’s shin with the toe of her high heel as she mocked the nagging of Mrs. Stewart. Crow’s feet emerged from behind the sunglasses as he smiled at the humor in his boss’s misery.

“Yes, I’ll see you sometime late tonight–,” the senator bent his head to the side and noticed his two closest staff members giggling at his expense, “–I love you to. Bye.” He hung up and tossed the phone aside. “You’re both enjoying this too much.”

Jenna extracted the cork enough to begin pushing it out with her thumb. “Whatever do you mean, sir? We know you’ve got a loving wife who’s just worried about you.” The stopper went flying with a pwopf and bounced off the felt headliner. The entire cabin reeked of overripe and overpriced grape juice bordering on vinegar as foam covered Jenna’s hand.

“Very funny, and I’m sure you’re well aware of what it looks like you’re holding right now.”

Jenna’s face blushed red as she pulled out three champagne glasses from the rack above the fridge. Pouring the senator’s glass, she said, “Now, now sir. What would the press think of you hitting on your secretary?”


The limousine came to a halt. Jenna had been too busy nursing three glasses of champagne to notice where they were heading. Upon looking through the tinted glass, she noticed that they had parked inside a garage, with enough household junk lining the walls to realize it was part of someone’s house.

Jenna tilted her head back to finish off her glass. The nuanced flavor had already lost its impact, the surest sign of having had one too many. “Mitchell, where the hell are we?”

Stewart leaned forward as the chief got out. “A fundraiser’s house. We’re throwing our own little party to celebrate.”

Celebration seemed like a wonderful idea to Jenna, and she was relieved that Mrs. Stewart wouldn’t be coming along. “So you lie to your wife to go live it up somewhere. That’s mighty deceptive.”

“I’m a politician. I’m supposed to lie.” The bluntness had always been one of his better traits in Jenna’s mind. “And besides, I can’t really get away like this once I’ve got the free world to run.”

“Very true. I already feel weird not having a press pool and cameras everywhere.” The impact of their isolation only hit after she had let the words out. Aside from sleep and bathing, Jenna and the senator both had been in some photographer’s viewfinder constantly for the past five months.

Stewart motioned for Jenna. “After you, future Aide to the President.”

She crawled out, barely keeping her heels planted as she stood. The higher alcohol content of the champagne had made her three glasses the equal of at least six servings of red wine. Her walk was straight enough and she was still very coherent, but driving at that point would have meant gambling with an accident or DUI.

She stood beside the chief at the rear of the limo as Stewart followed suit. “So, how many people are supposed to be here?”

The chief removed his dark shades and hung them from his blazer’s pocket. His dead-serious attitude relaxed a bit as he answered, “Just us. The senator needs to unwind for a bit.”

“Unwind?” Jenna asked as the two turned for the door at the end of the five-car garage. “He can get drunk in a hotel room if he wants.”

“He’s got two public appearances early in the morning, so he’s cut off for the night. Some factory and an elementary school.”

The who, where, when, and why were answered, but what they were going to be doing for the rest of the night was still a mystery to Jenna. “So what’s on the agenda? We didn’t come out to someone’s house to watch those idiots give commentary on the debate.”

Stewart walked past them, stopping at the door. “You two gonna chat in the garage all night, or are you coming in?”

The chief thumped the limo’s trunk and waved. It pulled out of the garage and receded into the cover of darkness. “Come on, we can’t leave our future president waiting.”

Jenna smiled. The idea of just relaxing in a millionaire’s estate, even for the night, was already making her feel refreshed. Hotels and campaign buses had taken their toll on the entire staff, and she felt privileged to be along for such a treat.

Both men went through the door. Jenna followed close behind and stopped as she took in the spacious kitchen that unfolded around her. Marble countertops glistened with her slightest movement, and the complete wall of glass at the far end of the breakfast nook gave clear view of the brightly lit swimming pool and garden out back. The only movement came from a peacock staring through the French doors.

Every bit of the opulence was leaving Jenna in awe. “Mitchell, how big of a check did this person cut the campaign?”

Stewart propped himself against the stove island and crossed his arms. “You mean Donnelly? A hundred-grand. The real bulk of their support is in funding commercials through a PAC. That’s run into the millions already.”

“And now the use of this place for a night. That’s quite generous.” Jenna made her way to the senator, dropping back into her old habit of straightening his tie and lapel pin. “So, where is this mysterious donor?”

Stewart smiled with those bleach-white teeth and the gravitas that had always made Jenna melt a little on the inside. “Don’t know, and I really don’t care. He’s giving me use of this place for the evening, so it’s my intent to take full advantage.” He tipped his head to the chief, which Jenna ignored as she tried to get the Windsor knot back to its former glory.

“This damn tie. I really wish you’d stop wearing it. It always gets that little poof in the middle of the knot.”

His broad hands grabbed Jenna’s wrists. “In case you didn’t notice, we’re not in public. The tie’s none of my concern right now.”

Jenna tried to ease her hands out of his grip. It only made his fingers hold tighter. “Senator Stewart, if you’re going to hold me down like this, at least have some fun with me.”

Stewart’s face seemed to light up. “Is that a proposition, or are you just cracking a joke?”

The question sparked confusion in Jenna’s mind. She stared back at the piercing blue of the senator’s eyes. “I might have been joking, but I don’t think you are.”

“You might have been joking.” He paused as he pulled Jenna’s hands down to her sides. “So, are we gonna do this thing or not?”

Bluntness was one of his traits that Jenna had found irresistible. The fabric of her bra pushed against the unexpected swell of her nipples. “I don’t know, sir.” The gravity of the situation wasn’t lost on her. This man was all but guaranteed to be the next President of the United States. “If the press finds out, you’ll lose this election.”

Stewart suddenly looked past Jenna. He nodded to the security chief standing behind her. “Well, what better time and place to get away with it?” His gaze gained power as Jenna's mind went hazy. “Put up a show of resisting. You want it but you don't. I like it better that way.” 

Jenna started to nod as she felt the violent pull of the security chief on her arms, pinning them against her back. The cold plastic of a thick cable tie wrapped around her forearms. The ratcheting sound and tightness that bordered on painful made Jenna’s eyes open to their fullest.

Senator Stewart stepped aside as Jenna’s head and shoulders were pushed against the counter. “Mitchell! What the hell is he doing?”

Stewart’s fingers slipped underneath the waistline of her skirt as the chief kept his hand firmly planted on the back of Jenna’s neck. “Restraining people quickly is a skill he’s required to have. He’s just doing part of his job.”

The skirt jerked down a couple of inches. “So why is he doing this to me, and why the hell are you pulling my skirt off?” Jenna already knew the answer and loved it. She just couldn't express it. 

“You’re full of questions tonight, Coppertop.” Stewart forced the skirt down to the tile floor and ran his fingers over the silk panties covering Jenna’s sex. “We’re supposed to relax while we’re here, and we’re doing just that.”

The chief pulled Jenna back up by the hair, turning her around to face Stewart. His face held even more confidence than it had during the debate. Jenna felt powerless beyond her immobility, realizing for the first time that Mitchell's powers of persuasion weren't based on charisma alone. “Relaxing, as in you’re about to fuck my brains out on this counter.”

Stewart laughed, grabbing the shoulders of Jenna’s grey blouse. “I haven’t decided where, but I like to have some fun before fucking.”

Jenna leaned in to peck him on the lips. “You came, you saw, and you conquered. Julius Caesar would be proud.” The quote had been engraved on a plaque Senator Stewart kept on his desk in The Capital Building, and was quoted often enough by the politician to almost be a catchphrase.

An index finger pressed against Jenna’s lips. “In this case, it should be ‘I saw, I’m conquering, and I will come,’ shouldn’t it?” The finger remained, keeping her from providing an answer.

The security chief interrupted with a knowing grin. “I’ll leave you two alone.” He walked toward the archway leading to the rest of the house, retiring to parts unknown.

Jenna tried to kick off her shoes until Stewart spoke up. “Now, now, Coppertop.” He removed the finger from her mouth to wag it in disapproval. “Good girls say their prayers before bed, but really good girls wear heels to bed.”

Senator Stewart continued to hold her. His right hand moved down to the small of her back. The left moved up to grip her jaw and push back, arching Jenna over the counter. She gazed at the vaulted ceiling and struggled to get out, “What are you going to do to me, sir?”

His right hand drifted around her waist to her stomach, and then slipped underneath the front of her panties. Stewart’s grip on her jaw shifted down to her neck. Jenna began to struggle for breath as fingers began toying with her clit. Stewart pulled her neck into his chest and kissed her for what seemed like a smothering eternity, his tongue probing her mouth as aggressively as the digits teasing at her warm folds.

The realization became clear at that moment: Senator Stewart now viewed her as his possession. His personal secretary and cunt-on-call. She kissed him back with intent, her hands clutching the lip of the counter to push herself into him. It was a situation she had fantasized about, but never could bring herself to attempt making a reality.

Stewart broke the oral embrace and removed the hand from Jenna’s neck. She jolted as two fingers broke past her entrance, tight and responsive from lack of sex during her time working for him. The senator's eyes locked with Jenna's again. “Tell me, how far are you willing to go in serving your President?”

Jenna hesitated until the fingers inside her began thrashing about. “I’ll do anything, sir.”

"Good." The fingers spread her opening wide, stretching Jenna beyond comfort. "I’ve got to have complete loyalty during my Presidency. I can’t be having any leaks coming out of the Oval Office once I’m sworn in."

Jenna tried to smile past the stinging sensation. “But Mitchell, if you come inside me, I can’t help but leak something.”

His fingers spread further apart, forcing Jenna to wince as he answered. “That’s the most God-awful pun I’ve heard in my life. I like it.”

The dueling feelings of pain and embarrassment tore Jenna between tears and trying harder to please him. Jenna nearly screamed, “How can I prove my loyalty?” Not that it needed to be shown. Somehow, she knew disobeying had become impossible. 

Stewart quickly withdrew his fingers from Jenna’s pussy, leaving it throbbing from the arousal and over-stretching. He crammed his index and middle fingers into Jenna’s mouth, letting her taste herself as he asked, “That’s an open question. How do you think you can prove it?”

The fingers lingered on her tongue. Jenna suckled gently, enjoying the tangy flavor of her own body. She knew better than to try speaking with her mouth full, especially to answer such a rhetorical question.

The senator provided the answer, guiding Jenna to the refrigerator like a fish on a hook. He mashed down on the ice dispenser’s lever, rattling out several cubes. Only two caught in his hand as the remainder shattered and slid across the floor.

Jenna gasped as the fingers slid off of her tongue, feeling the intense cold of one of the cubes dropping into her panties. Stewart reached down to position it, letting it rest jammed between her swollen pearl and the black silk. Jenna felt the other cube stinging her shaved mound as it remained between his fingers.

“Are we having fun yet, Coppertop?”

Jenna’s clit was going numb, giving her relief from the strange burn that the cold inflicted. “Yes, Senator Stewart.”

The light slap against her cheek stunned Jenna. “I can’t have liars in my White House.”

“I’m sorry, sir.”

His hand moved back into her panties, this time forcing the cube into her opening. She felt the waistband stretch over her ass, jumping as the second piece of ice slid up from the base of her spine. She wanted to scream already, feeling the chunk within her pussy melting far too slowly for her liking.

The senator moved the second cube down to her clit as well, then removed both hands from her body. He stepped back and admired his humiliated secretary before saying, “Follow me.”

Jenna did, walking through the archway and into a living room fit for the magazines. Every bit of furniture, down to the small statue of a Greek goddess, reeked of opulence and refined taste. It was a new world of class to Jenna, and one that she had been introduced to in the most demeaning way possible.

Stewart approached the modern sectional from behind, pointing at the white Italian leather. “Bend over.”

“Yes, sir.” As soon as she had complied, Jenna felt a harder slap plant itself firmly on her ass. She yelped at the pain, prompting another open hand to crash into her. Her whimper brought on a third, which she responded to with her mouth agape, unable to make a sound.

“Good, you’ve learned how to keep your mouth shut. I like that.” The senator’s hands pulled at the panties, sliding them cleanly down Jenna’s legs. The second ice cube clattered against the floor as she felt the release of her arms from the cable tie. “Now take that top and bra off.”

Jenna got back on her feet, seeing Stewart put the pocketknife back in his slacks. The blood went surging back into her hands with a sharp tingle. “And then, sir?” She lifted the blouse over her head, obliterating the meticulous work she had put into her hair before the debate.

“Finish, then I’ll tell you.” Jenna tossed the grey top aside as she noticed the beaming smile coming from the senator, driven by pure ego. “And call me Mr. President while we’re here.”

Far from doubting the man she had so willingly served for the past year, Jenna was more than happy to oblige. Reaching her hands behind her back to unclasp the bra, she lowered her head and replied, “Yes sir, Mr. President.”

Senator Stewart’s eyes drifted to the display case against the far wall, ignoring Jenna’s breasts as the bra fell away. “Coppertop, you see that award back there?”

Jenna looked back. “No, Mr. President. There’s quite a few.”

“The clear, tall one.”

The glass shape towered from its base to a rounded tip, reaching up for one foot with the slightest S-curve. “I see it now, Mr. President.”

“I presented that award to Mr. Donnelly myself three years ago at a fundraising dinner. I want you to open that cabinet and bring it to me.”

Jenna gulped at the apparent girth of the object, having a good idea of what Senator Stewart had in mind. She walked around the sofa in nothing but heels, twining her wrists behind her back. Crossing the Persian rug in the middle of the room, Jenna felt her first pangs of fear as she drew closer.

Jenna opened the cabinet door and wrapped her hands around the shaft. Her fingertips were just able to touch around the circumference, and the weight of it surprised her. Walking back, she noticed the appraising look her boss was taking of her.

Jenna approached from the front of the sectional when she heard the senator demand, “Lie down and pleasure yourself with it.”

The relative cool of the leather brought relief to Jenna’s stinging buttocks as she took her seat in the middle. As she reclined across the length of the sofa section, Stewart came around to the front and stood above. He unzipped his slacks as he said, “Ol’ Donnelly’d shit if he knew where his award’s about to go, and rest your head on that arm.”

Jenna scooted herself up to the end of the sectional, propping her head as commanded. Stewart’s Junior Senator peeked through, giving the full salute. Jenna lowered the glass rod with her right hand, and then took the one of flesh with her left. “Do you want me to pleasure you while I’m at it, Mr. President?” 

Senator Stewart hastily removed his blazer and loosened his tie. “You always have been able to know what I want before I ask for it.” One of his hands ran through Jenna’s hair, knocking several bobby pins out of place. “That’s why I’m glad I picked you.”

Jenna looked up, smirking as she inched her head closer. “And do you know why you’ll keep me around after you get into office, sir?” She parted her pussy lips with the glass as she cocked her head to punctuate the question.

“No, tell me why.”

She answered by cupping her lips around the senator’s head, then running her tongue along the bottom of his cock. The hand gripping her hair remained still, massaging her scalp as she took his length slowly to the back of her throat. Squealing into the dick as she fought back a gag reflex, Jenna forced the award deep inside with a hard push.

Senator Stewart’s length throbbed within her mouth, jerking slightly with each fluttering of the tongue. Jenna could hear the removal of his tie, ignoring it in favor of splitting her attention between the oral pleasure she was giving and her own pussy, which still ached with each movement of the smooth shaft inside. Despite that, her own wetness grew with each parting of her walls.

The senator’s next act came without warning. Pulling his dick out of Jenna’s lips, he draped the tie over her mouth, knotting it firmly in place. He quickly walked to the rear of the sectional, tossing Jenna’s discarded panties onto her stomach.

He strolled back around. It was then that he took over with the glass, sitting himself between Jenna’s spread thighs. Each thrust proved faster and harder than the last until Jenna couldn’t stand it any longer. As she attempted to stop him by grabbing at his arms, he ripped the shaft from her pussy, leaving her gaping as she stared nervously.

Stewart gave the open slit a hard slap. Jenna could hear him over her own muffled scream. “You know you can’t do that. When your President demands something, you do it. Understand?”

Jenna nodded on instinct as she felt the wet silk of her panties wrap around her left wrist, then the right. Another tight knot, immobilizing her hands once again, this time in the front. Stewart stood and looked down on her as he dropped the dripping award onto the cushions. “Keep working yourself up. I’ll be right back.”

The glass shaft was out of reach, but Jenna knew the consequences of failure in the core of her being. Pulling herself up with her legs, she grabbed desperately for the shaft as she heard the senator rifling through the drawers of the kitchen. As one of them slammed shut, Jenna finally managed to grab the rod and sat up.

Stewart stormed back, obviously displeased with yet another bit of insubordination. The household extension cord hung from his right hand. Jenna feared the rage burning in his eyes, turning her ass to him in apology and acceptance. The biting crack of the cord was already playing itself out in her head as she closed her eyes.

“Stand.” His display of mercy shocked Jenna more than any cropping ever could have. “I might be strict, but I’m not an evil bastard. Back to the kitchen.” Jenna slowly rose to her feet. “March!”

The strides felt eternal. She still expected the wire to come whipping across her buttocks at any second. It was only when she reached the archway that she dared look back at him.

“You’re afraid of me now, aren’t you?”

Rough sex wasn’t new to Jenna, but this level of sadism certainly was. As she shook her head in denial, Senator Stewart took her bound hands, pulling her behind him as he made his way back to the stove island.

Taking her jaw into his grip again, Stewart said, “Good. You know I’m polite, but firm.” The hand slid down to her neck, then to her breasts. Pushing her up onto the island, he added, “And do you know what else I am?”

Jenna tried to speak through the tie. Telling the senator that he was “a generous master and boss” only came out of garbled whimpering. His hand drifted lower still, resting on the top of her thigh. Stewart giggled to himself, leaving Jenna wondering what his next move would be.

He suddenly dropped, wrapping the cord around Jenna’s ankles. One heel fell off in the commotion. Stewart ignored it, lifting Jenna’s legs onto the counter to leave her horizontal and facing away from him. Only her ass hung from the ledge, barely supported by his leaning into her.

The drop of his slacks made Jenna’s pussy clench in anticipation. Without the courtesy of teasing her clit or even the minimal lubrication of spit, Senator Stewart’s cock penetrated without mercy. Jenna screamed with the sudden infusion of pain and pleasure, feeling herself strain against his girth and enjoying his deep entry at the same time.

Stewart stood still, moving Jenna’s thighs to the front and back to achieve his friction. After only a few strokes, he generously shifted himself to let his head slide against her G-spot. Even through the pain, the fulfillment of being fucked spread through Jenna, giving her the desperately needed release from the stress of the campaign.

Each rocking motion of her body spread the euphoria up from her hips. It was only when Stewart massaged the clit between two fingers that Jenna felt that she could come. Even through his tie, Jenna managed to make her pleasure known.

As the crest of an orgasm approached, Jenna felt the senator begin moving his own body, driving himself to the roof of her wet tunnel. How much longer she could last was a question of seconds rather than minutes. On the verge of her ultimate release, Stewart backed away, leaving an intolerable vacancy in Jenna’s hole.

The tension inside her felt ready to snap, maddeningly fading as Stewart forced her thighs apart to allow himself to slip between her body and bound feet. He flipped the remaining heel off with a finger. Then wrapping his arms around her waist, Stewart pulled Jenna’s body into his, reconnecting their pleasure as he buried himself back inside her.

Jenna tried to wail, feeling his abs as they crushed against her tied hands. The senator’s facial expression changed from mere pleasure to overwhelming sensation. His own finale was close at hand.

It was only then that Jenna desperately tried to speak warn the senator of the real danger to his presidency: She was not on birth control. As her own climax approached the point of no return, she began shouting in vain against the silk threads of the tie.

Senator Stewart’s hand came up, trying desperately to grip the tie through his own uncontrollable pleasure. Jenna continued trying to scream her words. As the tie slid down her lips, she felt the first burst of semen coat her walls as her own wave crashed.

Unable to speak or even think through the sheer ecstasy, Jenna moaned as the soon-to-be President shot his seed deep inside her fertile, young pussy. The panic had drifted away, forcefully overcome by the electric tingling that curled her bound feet. Stewart remained planted balls deep, shooting every load directly into the heart of Jenna’s passage.

Falling backwards with the senator on top, Jenna finally regained enough composure to moan out, “I tried to tell you, sir.”

Stewart panted as he raised his head. Still struggling for breath, he gasped out, “Tell me what?”

Jenna gulped her own badly needed oxygen before answering. “I’m so sorry sir. The tie.”

Sweat dripped down the candidate’s face as he laughed. “I don’t care about that damn thing. Are you worried you ruined it? You want me to get rid of it anyway.”

“No, I tried to tell you, but I couldn’t because of the tie!”

The post-sex relaxation had already come over him. “Then what’s so damn important, Coppertop?”

Worry and regret overwhelmed Jenna as she belted out, “I’m not on birth control!”

Senator Stewart grinned from ear to ear, the same as he did before delivering the killing blow earlier at the debate. “Vasectomy. 1998.”


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. 

cover1.jpeg
MIHB ‘GONTROLLED

g Dby the
'y I
= 3¢ PRESIDENT






