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This is a work of fiction. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. All characters are 18 years of age or older.
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Sign up for the Addison Price mailing list!

It's just an e-mail every two weeks or so, and you'll get advance notice of upcoming free book deals and a tally of the latest Addison Price titles!

Just click here!

–

About The Billionaire's Kinky Secret:

I'm putty. I'm clay. I'm yours to mold and do what you wish. Don't worry about how tight the knots are, I will stay however you command for as long as you command it.

But, if you're going to be back there, you might as well make the knots as tight as you can.

Anne's a recent graduate who has inherited a small house in a college town. She's looking to rent it out, and is surprised when the very first applicant is a mysterious and well dressed man.

He's clearly got no need to rent small, so she knows there's something going on … but what sorts of secrets could he be hiding?

She's about to find out, and the answer's something she'd never expected.

This short erotic romance features bondage, some BDSM, male domination, female submission, a sexy billionaire, and much more hot, steamy new adult action. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

My back hit hard against the paneling, and I gasped in shock and arousal. He pinned me there, his strong hands gripping my shoulders as he kissed me hard, with determination. After recovering from the shock of the impact, I ran my hands up his stomach and along his torso — which, even through his shirt, felt hard and rippling — and gripped his head in my hands, pulling him further down toward me as our lips danced between each other.

His hands were off my shoulders in a split second, and I didn't even have time to react before they were up at my forearms and wrists, grabbing them just as hard, and forcing them against the wall. He held my arms there, above my head, as he leaned in and kissed me again.

I should point out that I'd never been dominated. I'd done a lot of things with a lot of guys, but not one of them had tried taking control.

But in that moment, pinned up against the wall of my kitchen, my arms above my head, my lips exploring this rich stranger, feeling his hard, throbbing cock pulse against my stomach, I was wetter than I could ever remember.

He pulled back, and I tried to chase him with my lips but it was no use. He had my arms very securely locked in place.

“You asked me what that secret interest of mine is,” he said.

“I did,” I whispered.

He looked up at my wrists, clasped in his hands, high above my head — then back down at me, into my eyes. His look said it all.

He's into domination. He's into having control. He wants to make you his, to take you in whatever way he so pleases, to bind you and make you beg for each and every scrap he throws your way.

And holy shit, was I ever ready to let him.


~1~

Look, I'm probably not supposed to be telling you any of this — but I have to tell someone. What happened in my little house over the course of last summer cannot go untold.

I guess I need to start by giving you a little bit of background.

First, the house. It was left to me by my great aunt, who I didn't really know all that well. It was a surprise to all of us that this lady would sweep out of nowhere and leave me — a 22-year-old girl with nothing to her name but a degree in communications — with a small house in a sleepy college town two states over.

I fretted briefly about taxes and all sorts of other costly things associated with home ownership, but the lawyer who called us assured me that everything was taken care of for the next five years.

“She wanted you to stay there while you got your feet under you after graduation,” he explained. “What you do with the property is up to you, but if I were in your shoes I would stay there and rent out some of the space to a student over at Arbor Forest. You may not get any nibbles right off the bat because the spring semester is just about over, but come late summer you're going to be swimming in inquiries.”

I love that word. Nibbles. Neither here nor there, I guess.

That's how I ended up in a coffee shop just off campus in the middle of May, posting flyers.

“Half of small house for rent, short walk from campus. $500/mo. plus half of utilities, no pets,” the flyer read. My number was printed below.

Don't know what I would do without that degree in communications, I thought to myself with a smirk.

I liked to joke about it, but in reality it had worked out pretty well. I originally double majored in theater and communications, but soon realized that my high school passion for the stage didn't carry over into college at all. Focusing on communications was relaxing by comparison, and I was slowly building a name for myself through freelance magazine work.

As well as I was doing, though, I still had plenty of debt to pay off — and certainly wasn't in any kind of position to own a house, much less rent one out. The lawyer's reassurances calmed my nerves a bit, but I still felt like I was just waiting for the bottom to drop out of everything.

I backed up and stared at the flyer, hanging among thirty or forty other flyers on the bulletin board in the back of the coffee shop. Low jazz music played in the background, the walking bass a calming backdrop to the hustle and bustle going on behind the counter.

Well, here's hoping. Might as well stick around for a bit and see what kind of  traffic filters by that board. It may give me some sort of idea what to expect in a future roommate.

In retrospect, nothing could have prepared me for what was about to happen — the summer I was about to experience. The Anne who walked into the coffee shop that day was not the Anne who walked into it several months later.

I'd been sitting there for about ten minutes, sipping idly at the iced chai tea in my hand, when I first noticed him. He wasn't anywhere near the bulletin board, nor did he look like he was approaching it anytime soon. But something about him drew my gaze, and I couldn't quite shake it.

He was young. Not college young, but young. His short blonde hair was swept forward and a little up, but in such a way that I couldn't tell if he'd used product or simply strolled out of the house that way. His jawline was carved and almost a little tense. His eyes were a light blue, piercing, investigative.

The man straight-up radiated sex. I felt a little warmer just looking at him.

Cute guys are nothing new, though, so I was a little surprised at how long I was staring. Still, I couldn't stop.

It could have been how well dressed he was, especially for an off-campus coffee shop. He wasn't decked out in a suit or anything, but he was certainly rocking slacks and a button-down shirt that cost more than most of the bikes and scooters parked out front. Both the slacks and shirt were a light grey, almost as if he were specifically trying to fade into the background. His shoes were a comfortable looking but equally expensive loafer, brown, with no spots or blemishes.

He was sitting far back in a large chair in the corner, flipping through a book. I couldn't scope out the title from where I sat, but I could tell it was definitely old.

Twice, he looked up from the book and around the shop. I averted my gaze and stared intently at my tea each time, afraid of being spotted. It felt so high school, panicking at the thought of being caught staring by a boy. What about this man was inspiring that in me?

I peeked at him again, and he seemed to be staring into the space over by the bulletin board.

Nobody's been back there for ages and the bathroom's in the other direction. What business does a dude dressed like that have looking at bulletin boards?

My confusion and intrigue only grew as he put the book down and stood — my word, what a tall man — and walked over to the board.

I sat up a little in my seat.

His eyeline bounced around the various flyers, and with how fast he was browsing I figured there was no way he was doing anything other than just feigning interest.

So imagine my shock when he placed a single outstretched finger directly onto my flyer, pulled his phone out of his pocket, took a picture of the flyer and then began to dial.

I sat up straight, iced chai tea nearly spilling out of its cup, and began to gather my things. Purse. Extra flyers. Computer.

Christ, why do I carry so many things?

Phone. Phone. Where was my phone? Wait: Did I leave my phone on silent? I almost always keep it on silent, why would I have it on anything else—

That's when I heard the loud, rude rumble of my phone, vibrating on the seat of the wooden chair I was just occupying. In almost any other setting, it would have passed without notice. In the quiet of the coffee shop, it might as well have been a bullhorn.

I looked at it, then around at everybody else. Some were staring, some didn't care.

I looked over at the well dressed man at the bulletin board. He had turned and was staring down at the phone in his hand. I grabbed my phone quickly off of the chair, but not quickly enough for him to avoid putting two and two together. It vibrated in my hand as he looked up at me — blushing and smiling like an idiot — then back down at his phone before tapping the screen.

The buzzing in my hand stopped.

The well dressed man began to walk over. Everybody else had gone back to whatever they had been paying attention to, but I couldn't have cared less in that moment anyway. That stride. Those eyes. I wanted him on me. Badly.

“Excuse me,” he said quietly, and I melted a little. “You're the lady who posted that flyer over on the board, right?”

“Buhuh, eeyah,” I managed to slur out.

Degree in communications. Wonderful investment.

He smiled. “I couldn't help but notice you're in need of a roommate. I'd like to apply.”

I tried my best to get myself under control. His voice was low. I wanted to put my palm on his throat and feel it rumble as he spoke.

I guess that's a little weird. I can't help it. Lust makes you do weird things, and I had a very strong desire to see this man naked.

“Oh, I, uh,” I stammered, before finally centering myself and finding my footing. “Well, there is no real application process, per se. It's not very formal.”

“Ah, I see,” he said, and I couldn't tell if that was acceptance or disappointment.

“Yet!” I said quickly. “There's no application process yet. Yet, is what I meant to say. I just wasn't expecting anybody to express interest so soon. You weren't supposed to nibble yet.”

That last sentence hung in the air spectacularly. I wanted to crawl into a hole and die.

“I mean, there weren't supposed to be any nibbles. Like, people trying to—”

He held out his hand to shake mine.

“I'm John,” he said. “It's a pleasure to meet you. And you are?”

I put down some of my stuff and shook his hand. It was warm and soft. Comforting, even. He'd held it out like a lifeline, trying to keep me from drowning, and I'd taken it. Suddenly, I felt better.

“I'm Anne,” I said. “It's a pleasure to meet you too.”

“Excellent,” he said. “So, Anne, about this space you're renting out.”

“I don't really have a process in place,” I said, my grasp of the conversation growing by the second. “I kinda just posted it. And, too, I was just thinking it would be a thing where someone comes by and looks at the place and we go from there. Nothing fancy.”

“That sounds wonderful to me,” he said. “I've had about all the bureaucracy I can take, anyway.”

He smiled, and I chuckled.

“Unfortunately, right now I have one or two things to attend to, but will I be able to come by sometime tomorrow to look at the house?” he said.

“Sure! I'll see you there at ...?”

“Three would work just fine.”

“Three in the afternoon?”

He stared at me, and I stared back for a second or two before I realized how silly that question was. Internally, I smacked own forehead so hard it knocked me through the coffee shop's plate glass frontage. Externally, I just blushed and smiled again.

“Three in the afternoon,” he said, wearing his own warm smile. “See you then, Anne.”

And just like that, he was out the door. He walked off somewhere to the right of the shop's main window, but I didn't keep very good track of him because I was too busy scrambling to the back of the coffee shop and ripping my flyer off of the bulletin board.


~2~

The rest of that day — and the beginning of the next — fluctuated between a mix of painfully slow and terrifyingly fast. I wanted to get John alone, to talk to him, find out more about him. I wanted him to see I could be more than a flummoxed dork.

As two thirty in the afternoon came around, I was already prepared for him to arrive. I was wearing my nicest sundress — also my most revealing, which I swear was a coincidence — and opened windows around the house to get some fresh air into the place.

I guess I should describe the house itself. It used to be a one-story home, but at some point a few decades back it got converted into a two-story place with full setups, bathrooms included, on each floor. The kitchen was shared, but aside from that you could have two people living on each floor comfortably without ever really disturbing one another.

It was a creaky old thing. A lot of the doors didn't fit as well as they used to, and there were plenty of things here and there that could've used fixing. But, all the same, it was mine. I loved everything wrong with the house because I loved the house. Anything complete, anything pristine ... just wouldn't feel like home. This did.

I hoped maybe John would see some of that charm, but as I walked around and made sure there were no obvious cracks in the wall from the house settling I began to think about the way he dressed and carried himself.

A man of those means, whether I ran into him in a coffee shop or not, wouldn't be caught dead in a place like this. He's going to take one look at it and bolt. Might not even get out of his car. Maybe I can wave at him as he drives by.

I was sitting on the porch swing out front trying to calm my nerves at around five of three when a very unassuming but well-maintained silver coupe pulled up along the curb.

Out he stepped: John, the man from the coffee shop. He looked just as delicious as he did the day before. Faint stubble was forming along his cheeks and jawline, and all I could think about was how much I wanted to rub my face on it.

Lust makes you do weird things.

“Anne,” he said, walking up to the porch. His smile could light the whole street.

“John,” I said, standing up from the swing.

“Sorry I'm a little bit early,” he said. “I thought it was going to take longer to get here than it actually did.”

“Well I was in the middle of some very important porch sitting, so you owe me,” I said. “Other than that, it's fine.”

He laughed. I surprised myself with how well I was handling this encounter already. I made me feel good. Confident, even.

Not confident enough to rub my face on his just yet, but confident.

“Well, come on in,” I said, gesturing toward the front door. He followed me up the porch steps and into the house.

He looked around the living room with those wide, sweeping glances you give everything the moment you enter a place you're going to rent. I let him get acquainted with the space for a few seconds before I interrupted.

“So this is the first floor living room,” I said. “There's a living room, bedroom, and bathroom on both floors. The kitchen's on the first floor, and shared.”

“A bedroom on each floor?” he said, his curiosity piqued. Mine was piqued as well, but more because I wanted to know why that was the point he latched onto.

Or, you know, we can share mine. That's okay with me. I've got a big bed.

“Yes,” I said, doing my best to hide how distracted I was. If my body language wasn't giving it away, the blush populating my face certainly was. “But I mean, you can set things up however you want on your floor. Put the bed in the living room, whatever.”

“Good to know,” he said, and walked on into the kitchen. “What about the basement?”

I stopped and stuttered. I was prepared to answer a bunch of queries, but I hadn't been prepared for him to talk to me about the basement. The look in his eyes was strong, commanding.

I'll tell you anything you want to know about anything. Ask me where my bedroom is. Ask me if I shaved my legs and a whole lot more this morning, silly expectations dancing through my head.

“The basement is, uh ... it's a basement,” I said. My mind was everywhere but in the present. I felt myself getting a little wet.

Christ, Anne, pull it together. You're showing off a house, you're not running a cabaret.

“It's a full basement. It's not built up like the first and second floor, but it's got a lot of space for whatever you might want to do,” I said. “I look at it as another shared space.”

“As do I,” John said, and ran his finger up the paneling on the wall of the kitchen.

I wasn't sure what to make of that, so I didn't say anything for a few seconds. He took the opportunity to grab the conversation.

“Anne, you seem distracted,” he said. “Is something bothering you?”

“Oh, uh, no. No, not at all,” I said, knowing very damn well that I left acting behind for a reason.

“I'm very sorry,” he said, his face suddenly much warmer than it had been only a second or two ago. “Am I intimidating you? I don't mean to.”

My instinct was to say “no, of course not,” but something in me told me he would know I was full of it.

“I guess I'm just ... confused,” I said.

“Well, perhaps I can enlighten you,” he replied quickly.

“It's just that I don't think you're a student,” I said. “And you're definitely not a professor. And you dress way too well to be poor, so I don't understand why you would need—”

“To rent half a small house in the middle of a college town?” he said, finishing my sentence for me.

I smiled at him. “That's pretty much it,” I said.

He looked pensive for a few moments, then walked over to the sliding door in the back of the kitchen. It led out into the back yard, which he looked at for a few seconds before turning back around.

“Anne, I'm going to tell you something, and I need for you to keep it a secret,” he said. “In return, I'd like to rent half of this house for twice what you're asking. And full utilities, not half.”

I stammered a few times, barely getting the “okay” out before he continued talking.

“I'm a man with a lot of money to my name, Anne. A lot of money. I've been very lucky in that regard. But the problem with having money is it comes with a certain level of fame. I don't mind the fame, but I do mind the lack of privacy. Am I making sense so far?”

My eyes had to have been as wide as saucers, but I indicated I understood thus far.

“I have interests that I can't indulge in the city without getting noticed,” he continued. “But out here, away from the city, in a small college town with everybody's nose buried in a screen or a book—”

“You can be anonymous,” I said.

“Exactly.”

“Your name isn't actually John, is it?”

“No,” he said, seemingly relieved that I'd caught on so quickly.

I tried to place him, tried to think of anything or anywhere I might have seen him before, and I simply couldn't. The man was a mystery to me. But whatever he was hiding from was none of my business. This was a gorgeous man who wanted to live in my small house and was willing to pay more than twice what I was asking.

I'm so, so glad I tore that flyer down.

But there was one last thing I had to ask about, and I wasn't sure how to approach it.

“When you say 'interests,' what does that entail, exactly?”

Threesomes. Foursomes. Orgies. A sex addiction. Three sex addictions. Nudism. I'm touching myself to thoughts of you tonight regardless, John, so you might as well give me something to work with.

“Actually, I'd prefer to get into that later,” he said. “If we could.”

An alarm went off in my brain. Suddenly, I wasn't finding 'John' and his secrecy quite so charming.

“I don't want to be a dick about it or anything,” I said, “but you're asking to move into my house. I get wanting to keep some things under wraps, but you don't get to drop 'interests I can't indulge' as if it's nothing and expect me to just look right by it.”

“I'm not just asking you to move in, I'm offering to pay you double what you're asking,” he said, just slightly aggravated. I could see it in his eyes. They were somehow even more piercing than before.

I was stuck between finding him insanely attractive and being frustrated with his lack of information. I wanted to slap him. I wanted to mount him. I could feel myself getting wet, my pulse no longer rising just from the excitement of the argument.

“I don't care if you're pulling a backhoe filled with gold up to my doorstep, I have a right to know who or what I'm inviting into my home.”

“And I told you I'd tell you,” he shot back. “But later.”

“Later isn't going to get you a key to this place,” I said. “Now is.”

I shocked myself with how quickly I'd turned a corner in this conversation, from doormat to aggressor. I think I'd shocked John, too. It only told me that I was right to press on.

“You know,” he said, taking a step closer. I didn't back up. “There are plenty of other houses in this area that I could go to. Places that would love to have someone paying double. Places that wouldn't pry.”

He stepped closer again. He was at least a half foot taller than me. I still didn't back up. You could chalk part of it up to bravery, but you'd be wise to chalk at least some of it up to the fact that he smelled very nice, and I wanted to take in more of it. Especially since it didn't look like he was going to be around here much longer.

“Well then, why don't you go explore those other places?”

Another step closer. He was practically up against me now. I could feel his warmth. Suddenly, I realized I wasn't the only one getting worked up: I could feel his hard cock, pressing hard against the material of his slacks, pushing onto my stomach.

“What if I do?” he said, his voice suddenly much lower, much quieter.

“What if you do?” I said, matching his volume.

He leaned in closer, ducking his head down. I stood up on my toes. The warm throb of his cock felt so powerful, like it was carrying such potential. We each leaned in to kiss.

And the moment our lips touched, he grabbed me by the shoulders, spun me around, and surged with me into the wall.

My back hit hard against the paneling, and I gasped in shock and arousal. He pinned me there, his strong hands gripping my shoulders as he kissed me hard, with determination. After recovering from the shock of the impact, I ran my hands up his stomach and along his torso — which, even through his shirt, felt hard and rippling — and gripped his head in my hands, pulling him further down toward me as our lips danced between each other.

His hands were off my shoulders in a split second, and I didn't even have time to react before they were up at my forearms and wrists, grabbing them just as hard, and forcing them against the wall. He held my arms there, above my head, as he leaned in and kissed me again.

I should point out that I'd never been dominated. I'd done a lot of things with a lot of guys, but not one of them had tried taking control.

But in that moment, pinned up against the wall of my kitchen, my arms above my head, my lips exploring this rich stranger, feeling his hard, throbbing cock pulse against my stomach, I was wetter than I could ever remember.

He pulled back, and I tried to chase him with my lips but it was no use. He had my arms very securely locked in place.

“You asked me what that secret interest of mine is,” he said.

“I did,” I whispered.

He looked up at my wrists, clasped in his hands, high above my head — then back down at me, into my eyes. His look said it all.

He's into domination. He's into having control. He wants to make you his, to take you in whatever way he so pleases, to bind you and make you beg for each and every scrap he throws your way.

And holy shit, was I ever ready to let him.


~3~

That first time, we didn't even make it to the bedroom.

He kissed me hard, keeping my hands secured above my head, grinding into me. With every movement of his pelvis I could feel that huge cock of his just dying to be let out of its fabric prison. I wanted to feel the skin of it. I wanted to stroke him up and down with my hand, feel the heat of it in my palm and then my mouth. I wanted all of this and then some.

But the look in his eyes said we were going to move at his pace, and that was final.

Gone was the warm, friendly face that had approached me on the porch. That million dollar smile, that perfectly maintained exterior. In its place was something far more frenetic than that, something far more animal. I'd pushed him, and like any wild animal, he'd turned on me. We challenged each other, pushing hard against one another. I struggled against his grasp, hoping the entire time he would never let me go.

It was confusing — but it was also the single hottest thing I'd felt in ages.

He let my wrists down, only to spin me around and push me forward, toward the counter. I went with it. There was enough counter space for me to lean forward onto it, and I did so, bracing myself with my hands.

He was quick to take those away, though. He grabbed each arm at the elbow and pulled them back behind me, letting his hands slip down to my wrists before clenching his grip once more. The force of it pulled my back into a slight arch, and through my heavy breathing and moans of pleasure I let out a small grunt.

He pinned my wrists together in the small of my back with one hand. In one smooth, calculated motion he took his belt off and slid it out of its loops. The free end of it shot through the air briefly before falling back into his hand, and he quickly set about binding my wrists together with the rough leather material.

He didn't have to work so quickly, of course. I was more than happy to stay there and let him do whatever he needed to do. But his urgency only further signaled how badly he wanted and needed this, and I found myself getting more and more aroused.

I'm putty, I wanted to say. I'm clay. I'm yours to mold and do what you wish. Don't worry about how tight the knots are, I will stay however you command for as long as you command it.

But, if you're going to be back there, you might as well make the knots as tight as you can.

The knot in the belt cinched shut, and my wrists were stuck. John stood back for a second, I guess to figure out his next move, and I worked my arms a bit to see what I could do with them

Not a whole lot. I could bend my elbows and brace myself with a hand if I really needed to, but my wrists just weren't going to come apart. Not until he allowed it.

I looked behind me, and he was in the middle of unbuttoning his shirt. He hadn't worn an undershirt, so I saw his naked chest. It was chiseled. Hard. The nipples were small, the skin tight. His abs were washboard — no carved six pack, but hardly an ounce of fat. I thought about how wonderful it would be to feel it under my fingers.

All in due time.

Next came his pants. He had to work a little bit around the severe bulge, as his cock seemed just as ready to go as I was. I wondered how much precome he'd already lost struggling with me and rubbing against me while I was pinned to the wall. I wanted ot reach down his pants and find out.

The boxers were next, and once they were gone it was just him. Just John, or whatever his name actually is. Powerful, rich beyond the telling of it, naked, and standing in my kitchen with me tied up on the counter.

He stepped forward and I braced for whatever was next. He whipped my sundress up, sliding it over my hips and ass. He had to lift my wrists up and separate my arms from my body briefly to do it, and I felt the strain in my shoulders. It was a beautiful kind of tension.

Obviously if I'd have known the day was going to go this way I wouldn't have even bothered wearing a thong, but if I'm being completely honest, the prospect of the day going this way was the only reason I hadn't worn a proper pair of panties.

He stopped once he got to them, and I had to crane my neck to see what he was doing.

He was admiring me. My long legs, my shapely ass. All of it was on display in the best possible fashion while I was in this position, and the thong only set it off. I imagined what the view must be like from where he was, put myself in his shoes, and I felt that thong grow even more damp.

“You take great care of yourself,” he said in a low voice. The first thing he'd said since we leaped into action.

“I could say the same of you,” I replied, nodding toward his body.

He smacked me hard on the ass, and I yelped in surprise and pain. I reflexively bent my legs, having to place my full weight on the counter.

“I didn't ask you to talk,” he said.

I didn't say anything in response, just bit my lip and looked forward at the wall.

He knelt down and ran his fingers up my legs, starting from the heel. His well manicured fingernails were still enough to dig in, and I could feel the reddish trails burn into place as he slid them up the backs of my thighs, along my ass, and finally under the material of my thong. He wrapped his fingers around it and pulled it down, revealing me in full glory: my full ass, my glistening pussy. After a short distance he let gravity take the thong where it may, and I worked it off of my legs. Once or twice on its way down, I could feel the wet parts from where my juices had soaked it.

I felt him approach. The warmth of his cock was the first thing I noticed, as it rested nicely on my ass. Then there was the rest of him, the rest of that tight body, held up against my own. He gripped the belt binding my wrists with one hand, reached with with the other, and ran his fingers through my folds.

I gasped as he slid them around, gathering my juices. He played with my clit briefly, I guess not wanting to push me too far.

Even in the heat of the moment, I appreciated that. I'd ventured too far now, and I didn't want to come for anything less than that massive cock he was about to plunge into me. If he spent too long with my clit, I feared I wouldn't actually make it to the fucking.

My juices properly soaking his fingers, he slipped them out of me and stroked himself. I felt his fingers run up and down his cock, brushing against my ass as they worked. In any other situation it was so light I may not even have noticed, but now, my senses dialed up beyond anything they'd ever been at before, I felt everything.

I was blind, but now I see.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he grunted, and I almost had to stop myself from reeling around in surprise.

I didn't respond.

He smacked my ass. Again. Hard. I yelped. Again.

“I asked you a question,” he said. “Do you or do you not want me to fuck you?”

“Yes,” I said, the stinging in my ass just now dying down.

He smacked again. I cried out this time.

“Yes, what?” he said.

“Yes sir!” I gasped. That stinging wasn't going to go anyway anytime soon. I gritted my teeth through the worst of it, and quickly it became just another sensation, pushing me further and further in my arousal.

I know, I know. It sounds weird. But lust makes you do weird things.

He held me by my ass and positioned me just right to better take him in my waiting cunt. I felt the overly warm head of his cock as it sought refuge within me, and when it found where it was aiming, it charged forward with little hesitation.

The sensation was indescribable, but I'll try my best. Like I said, I've never been dominated. I went from never having a man try to express control over me to having one bend me over a kitchen counter, tie my hands behind my back and fuck me hard from behind. If there were anything more zero-to-sixty, I was unaware of it.

Keeping all of that in mind, feeling his cock plow into me with such force and vigor was like a revelation. My eyes were clenched shut, but metaphorically speaking they'd become wide open. I now knew what it was to give myself over to someone, to submit completely and hand the reins over — and my reward was a pleasure I'd never before experienced.

He trusted hard, over and over, punctuating each with a grunt, pulling hard on my bound wrists. I tried to pull them away from him, to use them to brace myself, but he only pulled harder.

He's telling you that you're going to be uncomfortable until he allows otherwise. Let him work.

I moaned hard, yelling once or twice into the countertop when he hit a particularly great spot in my anatomy and I couldn't contain myself. He filled me, took up every ounce of space within me, pressed every button and made every nerve cry out in song.

I turned as best I could, trying to look at him, and found that even from this angle — even while fucking hard and exerting so much force — he still looked as if he were carved out of something otherworldly. I admired the way his biceps bulged when he pulled himself toward me, the way his abs flexed and relaxed with every movement.

That's when I started to feel it: the dawn of an orgasm, creeping up over the horizon of my arousal, centering me, forcing my attention on one very specific spot.

“Oh, fuck!” I shouted as he thrusted and thrusted. “I'm gonna come! I'm gonna come!”

He smacked my ass again and yelled over my ecstatic shouts: “You don't come until I tell you!”

“Ohhhh fuck!”

Another smack.

“Fuck!”

Another smack.

Either he didn't realize he was only pushing me closer and closer with each smack, or he did realize it and just wanted to play with me a bit. Either way, nothing was going to stand between me and this orgasm.

When I came, it was hard and fast. The buildup was one thing, but the actual orgasm charged through me as if fired from a gun. As John fucked, the base of his cock smashing into my cunt and ass, it tore through me in waves, making me clench every muscle. I screamed, pulling hard against the belt keeping my hands tied, but it wasn't going anywhere.

He kept fucking, but I was in another dimension. I wish I could tell you how he finished, but honestly I wasn't capable of observing anything other than the space directly in front of my eyes as I put my head down on the counter and tried to get my breath back. I vaguely remember him pulling out and coming on my ass, if only because I was frustrated I couldn't swallow for him.

I started coming back down to earth. I felt him wrestle lightly with the belt around my wrists. The knot came apart, and my wrists were mine again. Bringing my arms around hurt my shoulders, but staying on the countertop was really beginning to hurt my ribs. I chose the lesser of two evils, and dropped down onto my feet. My legs were barely able to keep me upright.

I straightened out my sundress. John was pulling his pants on, but didn't appear to have any intention of putting his shirt on. I was okay with that.

“So … that's the kitchen,” I said.

He laughed, hard, and so did I.
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After we got ourselves a little more straightened up, I showed John around the rest of the house. He seemed to like the place, and even though I knew he was going to take it before, I felt more comfortable with him having seen the rest of it before actually handing me any cash up front.

As we stood in the living room and I was wondering exactly what would happen next, John looked over toward my bedroom door.

“Is that your bedroom?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah, sorry, I forgot to show you.”

“Yes, please, show me,” he said. That tone sounded just a little familiar, and as exhausted and sore as I was, I felt myself starting to get a little wet all over again.

So when I showed him my room and he paid particular attention to my bedframe — with its four posts and sturdy construction — I began to wonder just how many belts I had on hand.

“Have you ever fucked in this room?” he asked, clearly beyond the point of subtlety with me.

“No,” I said quietly, slipping one of the shoulders of my sundress down. I was quivering already.

He stepped forward, running a hand through my hair and pressing his body against mine. I inhaled deeply, breathing him in and accepting the warmth of his form. Yet again, I could feel his cock pressing hard into me.

He kissed me. First, on the forehead, then on the cheek, and finally on the lips. I stood on my toes again to meet his lips with mine, and we shared that kiss for what seemed like a long, long time.

I felt his hands reach down toward my waist and, with one quick motion, grab my sundress to lift it over my head. It slid up and over easily, and there I was, standing naked except for my thong.

“Lay down on the bed,” he said. “Arms and legs out to each corner.”

I didn't ask questions. I didn't hesitate. I obliged. He'd shown me the rewards for listening to him were great, and I had no interest in holding off another mind-shattering orgasm.

“Close your eyes,” he said. I did. I bit my lip, too.

I heard him rummage around in my dresser. My belts were the third drawer down, and he found them in no time. I could tell because I heard the metal buckles clanging and ringing off of each other. He grabbed a bunch of them and threw them onto the bed. I flinched when they hit me, though they didn't hurt.

“We're going to play a game,” he said, taking one of the belts and wrapping it around my wrist. I felt him pull the belt tightly toward the corner of the bed, and as quickly as that, my arm was taut and beyond my control.

As he grabbed another belt and secured the other wrist, he continued explaining the terms of his game.

“It's simple,” he said. “I'm going to cycle through a deck of shuffled playing cards.” My other arm went taut, and I was effectively helpless. Knowing him, however, he was far from done.

“I'm going to ask you about the color of each card as I cycle through,” he continued, grabbing another belt and starting to work on my ankle. “You're going to tell me if you think the card is black or red, and I'm going to show you the card so you can see whether or not you were right.”

The belt around my ankle was secured, and he pulled my leg taut. I could feel air on my pussy, and knew my thong was doing a very poor job of keeping things contained.

John grabbed another belt, and began working on my other ankle — my final appendage.

“If you get the color of the card right, you get rewarded,” he said. I felt a tingle run through my body. Another reward was sounding good right about now.

He secured my leg, and so I was stretched, taut and helpless on my own bed. Yet again, at his mercy.

My eyes were still closed, of course, which means I didn't see it coming when he slipped his fingers directly between the folds of my cunt. I gasped loudly, and he shushed me. I felt something warm and … plastic, maybe, slip inside of me and stay there.

“The reward,” John said, “is ten seconds of this.”

I've tried plenty of different vibrators. From those shitty knock-off ones you can get in the mall to the magic wand ones that everybody calls the ultimate in self pleasure technology, I've worked with too many to count.

Believe me when I tell you, I'd never felt anything like this in my life.

Which made it torturous on a whole new level when he shut it off after a few seconds. I moaned and struggled against the belts. They creaked, but they weren't going anywhere. Ten seconds of that vibrator of his, and I could come without a problem.

“The punishment,” John continued, “is this.”

And I felt the hard slap of his hand directly on my exposed tit. It bounced from the impact and I shouted in surprise and pain. That shout quickly turned into a moan as my reflexes subsided and I sank into submission once again.

“Are you ready to begin?” he asked.

I nodded, my eyes still closed.

“Excellent,” he said. “What color is this card?”

I paused. “Black,” I said.

I waited for another smack. My pussy was drenched, dripping for him. I wanted so badly for him to fuck me right here, all over again, to make me beg him for his cock. None of that was coming anytime soon, though, so I simply waited for another smack.

What I heard instead was a small click. The vibrator roared to life.

Even with my eyes closed, the room seemed to explode. All at once I was thrown into the deep end, my orgasm overpowering my senses and forcing me to clench every muscle in my body to ride it out. The belts held tight, and by the time the ten seconds were over I was almost as drained as I'd been when we had finished fucking in the kitchen.

“That's no normal vibrator, is it,” I said between heaving gasps.”

“You'd be amazed what a little bit of money can get you,” he said, and I heard the smile in it. The bastard.

“What color is this card?”

I braced myself again. “Red.”

Again, I didn't feel a smack. But that meant—

It was only now that I saw the true beauty of this game. The punishment for getting something wrong hurt, for sure, and I generally wanted to avoid that — but the reward was my now extraordinarily tired and sensitive pussy getting punished with pleasure.

I screamed for the entire ten seconds, pulling as hard as I could against the belts. When it was over, I collapsed into the bed and felt as if I could sink into the world.

“Now, now,” John said. “We're only two cards in. We have fifty to go.”

“Fuck,” I uttered, barely capable of thought.

“There will be plenty of time for that, roomie,” he said. “Now: What color is this card?”
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