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About Bind Me Already: My Bondage Fantasy:

“Ethan,” I say, and our eyes meet again, “I want you to tie me down and take me. Hard. Right here, right now. I've wanted that for a long, long time, and I have the feeling you've wanted something similar for just about as long.”

I've had a thing for my brother's friend for the better part of a year now. Thoughts of him run through my head every night as I drift off to sleep, and whenever he's around I'm finding it hard to concentrate.

I just want him to take me. I want him to tie me down and enjoy me, explore me, dominate me like I long to be dominated. And I think those things are within reach, but I just have to gather the courage to act on it.

Maybe tonight ...

This erotic short features bondage, BDSM, new adult action, male domination, female submission, and a whole lot more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

He's stammering, unsure of what to make of this. Only a minute ago he was getting ready to go to the movies. Now, he's being rushed by his friend's sister and she's telling him she wants him badly.

That's not all I've got up my sleeve, mind you ... but I'm too busy enjoying him and everything he has to offer to really care too much about my fun little backpack at the moment.

Finally, he seems to focus. He looks at me like he's never looked at me before, those blue eyes focused like lasers. All of those glances he's taken at my cleavage, all of the times he's checked out my ass when he didn't think I was paying attention — all of it is coming back, and it's culminating here and now.

This time he pushes me against the wall. He's kissing my neck, driving me wilder and wilder with every single movement of his lips, every nibble of my earlobe, every handful of my hair that he grabs and tugs.

It's like we're trying to match each other's pace, growing more and more voracious by the second. Hands are everywhere. I'm rubbing his cock through his jeans one second and feeling his chest and abs the next. His hands are on my ass and my tits and reaching up my shirt and in my hair and everywhere else they could possibly go.

It's wild. Animalistic. As if it's no longer a matter of one person finally getting to act out their deepest and most powerful sexual urges, but two people finally realizing those urges exist within one another. And it's beautiful.

I pull him toward the bedroom.

“Come here,” I say. “I've got something I want to show you.”


~1~

Look, my brother's great. Really, he is. A sister couldn't have asked for a better sibling. We've always gotten along, and I've been more than happy to invite him and his friends over to my apartment so many times in the past few months.

But if I'm going to be completely honest, I have to admit there are some not-so-altruistic motives behind just how often I've invited them over. More specifically, how many times I've invited my brother and his friend, Ethan.

Spending time with the guys is a lot of fun, especially considering I've lived on my own since graduation and it's easy to fall into habits or get a little down. But Ethan in particular has really caught my attention lately.

He looks like he's been stolen out of the movies and dropped into the suburbs. He's tall and well built, with dark brown hair that he keeps long enough to just be slightly messy. His five o'clock shadow does that granite jaw of his a whole bunch of favors, and those steel blue eyes send a warm shiver through me every time he trains them in my direction.

That's the problem, though: getting him to look at me. It has proven kinda difficult.

Not that he's oblivious or anything. I've caught him checking me out more than a few times, so I know he's got at least some kind of interest in me — which I have to admit I've kinda played into, wearing low-cut tops and sometimes the shortest pair of shorts I own — but I haven't truly been able to get him cornered, get him one on one with me.

It doesn't help that he seems like the wallflower type. It's possible that inviting him over with a group of friends isn't the greatest idea if I want to really get him talking, since it gives him a chance to sort of fade into the background — and once he's there, it's pretty tough to get him out of it.

He's a little shy like that, and I'd be lying if I said that didn't completely add to the lustful crush I've developed.

And man, is it ever lustful. Maybe it's just that I haven't had time to really land a man and enjoy my bedroom life the way I thought I would when I started living alone, but what would've normally been a simple crush is instead laced heavily with some of the most powerful sexual fantasies I've ever had about a guy.

I'll lean back in my bed, a hand down my soaked panties, imagining the time I finally get him alone. I'll picture him, timid and demure at first, eventually warming to my advances and shivering with pleasure as I walk my fingers up his bare chest, curl my hand around his neck and bring him in, kissing him softly.

I'll think about working my way down his neck, unbuttoning his shirt as I continue down his firm chest and powerful abs, eventually getting to his belt buckle and looking up at him slyly as I undo the last thing standing between me and his thick, throbbing cock.

I'll revel in the thought of how it'll spring out of his boxers, fully erect and charged with the blood powering through his veins. I'll think about the heat of it, feeling that heat on my cheek as I kiss softly down the side of his shaft, feeling him tremble beneath my lips and the grip of my hands on his legs.

I'll picture taking him in, wrapping my mouth around him and working his whole length while he writhes in front of me, gripping the back of my head, pulling me closer toward him, forcing himself into my mouth and down my throat. I'll work and work him until he begs me to take it one step further, begs me to fuck him hard, and I'll be glad to oblige.

I'll whip off my short shorts to reveal I was wearing nothing underneath, push him backward onto the couch and mount him right then and there, sliding my wet pussy over his enormous cock, taking every single inch of him into me, watching as he slams his eyes shut in ecstasy and opens his mouth to gasp and moan.

I'll think about how I want to ride him hard, sliding up and down his fat cock, working my nimble hips to gyrate around on the base of his shaft as he bucks and wriggles under me, my clit rubbing hard against him as I grind and sink further and further into the pleasure, the absolute beauty of it rocketing through me until finally — finally — we both come at the same time, him filling me with warmth from below and me squeezing every last drop that I can out of his exhausted, glistening dick, riding him steadily until he was well and truly done.

The two of us would collapse next to each other on the couch, me in his arms, both of us breathless and sweaty.

Those are the images that flood my mind just about every night before I drift off to sleep now, my forehead beading with sweat from the exertion of masturbation.

When I dream, it's of him and his warm, hard body against mine, rocking underneath me.

So maybe it's about fucking time I decided to make a move. Sooner, rather than later.

Now, if only I could decide what that move should be.


~2~

I guess I should point out my fantasies aren't always so ... vanilla. I've got a kinky edge to me, and the backpack full of rope and handcuffs to prove it.

There's nothing wrong with wanting to be tossed around every now and then. Nothing wrong with submitting to someone, letting them have dominion over your body and giving yourself up to their whims and desires.

It's something I've dabbled in for a long time now — since well before college, actually. I can still remember my high school boyfriend's eyes going wide when I asked him to tie me to each corner of the bed. I loved it then and I love it now, but I have no way of knowing it's something he'd be interested in. And even if it is, I still have to find a way to get him to take the bait in the first place.

I've invited the guys — including Ethan, of course — over for the evening and am cleaning my room up a bit when I stumble across that fun little backpack with the fun little cargo inside.

It hits me like a lightning bolt out of the clear blue sky: a way to pique his interest and introduce him to my kinks all at the same time. It'll open me up for him, make him more comfortable, all while turning the conversation toward something a bit more ... scandalous.

I just have to find a way to get him alone. Once I've got that figured out, the rest may resolve itself pretty quickly.

The wait until the guys come over is only a few hours, but it feels like much, much longer. I can't even begin to count how many times I've stared at the clock, watching its progress move at a glacial pace.

I'm in my usual: a mildly revealing top and the shortest shorts I've got, sitting on the couch, hands folded under my legs so as to keep from chewing my nails.

There's a knock at the door and I go to answer it, noticing my legs are shaking a bit with anticipation. Hopefully that goes unnoticed by the guys.

Well, most of the guys.

Unfortunately, when I answer the door, the very first thing I notice is that Ethan isn't here.

This is a particularly sensitive little moment, because I desperately want to know why Ethan's not here but I also don't want to blow my cover. After all, he's the wallflower of the group, so his presence — or lack thereof — isn't necessarily supposed to be the sort of thing I notice immediately.

“Doesn't look like the gang's all here,” I say coolly, trying to convince myself that I sound entirely natural. “Where's Ethan at?”

My brother's three friends are all gathering in the living room and turning on the TV while he stands by and talks to me. He doesn't even blink at the question, and internally I congratulate myself on somehow managing to mask my overt curiosity.

“Oh, he'll be here,” my brother says. “He's just running late. Work, or something. Wanted to shower before he came over, so he's driving himself.”

Immediately, the wheels in my head begin turning.

This might be exactly the kind of opening I need. If Ethan's getting to the apartment in his own car, he doesn't have to leave with the rest of 'em. I just need to figure out a reason for him to stick around longer than everybody else.

Quietly, I realize that this evening — even though it's going to be a good time regardless of how things go with Ethan later — is going to move agonizingly slowly.

I settle onto the couch, trying my best to avoid looking flushed as my brother and his friends settle in. We order a pizza and turn on Netflix, looking for whatever looks like a properly awful movie for us all to lampoon.

The company's nice — no denying that. My brother and his friends are hilarious, and I love spending time with them. So much so, in fact, that I'm almost feeling a little guilty for hardly paying attention to them at all. I'm laughing at their jokes and talking when it's necessary, but beyond that I'm so distracted I can barely even think straight.

My mind keeps going back to tall, handsome Ethan. How my hands would feel on him, how he would feel inside me.

How I'm only a few hours removed from opening myself up to him in just about every sense of the word, and how his reaction is going to determine whether my sexual fantasies become sexual reality.

The first knock on the door gets me to perk up, but it turns out to only be the pizza guy. My brother and his friends laugh, saying I must be hungry. I laugh along and agree, but the wetness in my panties just from the thought of Ethan finally getting here would tell an entirely different story.

And finally — after what seems like an eternity — there's another knock at the door. It's him. It has to be him. The growing fire between my thighs simply couldn't handle any other possibility.

It's him.

“Hey!” I say as I open the door, trying and probably failing to avoid looking as eager as I am. “How's it going?”

“Hey there,” Ethan says, and steps inside. I catch him taking a quick glance at my neckline, where he's undoubtedly enjoying the show. “Sorry I'm late, I got off work way later than usual and—”

“Oh, stop it,” I say. “No problem at all. Come on in, everybody else is already settled.”

The wheels in my head are turning faster and faster as I struggle to figure out a way to get him to stay later on tonight. I wonder if maybe I can set it up now, get it out of the way and not have to worry about it for the rest of the evening, but he's already in the living room and removing his coat before I really have a chance.

“Beer's in the fridge,” I say to the back of his head as he walks away. I'm cursing myself silently as I realize just the sight of him has made me noticeably wet.

This can't be another failed evening. This will not be another failed evening. You're going to get him, and that's all there is to it.
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Just as I'd feared, the night moves along slowly.

I've always thought of myself as a pretty clever girl, but this Ethan situation isn't exactly bringing out my best work tonight.

It doesn't help that my brother and his friends are so tight-knit that I can barely break them up long enough for one to go grab a beer. It's charming and kind of adorable, but it's also incredibly frustrating — and I'm rapidly running out of time to really make any kind of move, here.

Judging by how poorly I'm performing at the simple task of finding a reason to make Ethan stay, I don't like my chances if it comes down to me having to think on my toes when he's halfway out the door.

A few times throughout the night I catch myself staring at him: those strong arms, that smile, that tan skin. I want to just walk through the room, past all of the other guys, stand in front of him, drop my panties and mount him in front of everybody.

I want to ride him hard. I don't care who sees it or what they think of it, I just want to climb him like a mountain and go to town for a while, to feel him inside me, to feel his warmth against my own.

I want to pop him like warm champagne, to bask in him until we're both too tired to continue. I want to suck him off, feel his cock in my mouth, taste him—

“Shit,” my brother suddenly says, looking down at his phone. “That movie starts in a half hour. We'd better get going if we don't want to be late.”

Suddenly, I sense the night slipping away from me in one swift, violent motion. The limited time I thought I had turned out to be an optimistic amount of time at best, and the boys are gathering their jackets and getting ready to head out.

They're already cleaning up the mess they've made when I stand and try to figure out what's going on.

That's when I vaguely recall hearing them mention going to the movies at some point this evening. It rings faintly in my head, the words far too faded and distant for me to have been paying full attention when they were spoken. I'm a victim of my own scheming mind.

Ethan's getting up as well, grabbing for his coat and keys. I'm practically in a panic. I think of how wet and throbbing my pussy has been all night, how desperately I want to make sure it gets what I've promised it this evening.

“Sorry to head out so abruptly,” my brother says. “Totally lost track of time. You're more than welcome to come along, if you want — action movie, I know, I know, but I figured I'd extend the invite.”

He hugs me, and I hug him back, but I'm pretty sure my face is a blank slate. My mind's too busy racing against itself to bother with any kind of normal facial expressions right now.

“That's all right,” I say, snapping in and out of coherence just long enough to make sure I don't look like a total zombie. “You boys go ahead, I've got some work and cleaning to catch up on anyway.”

There has to be something. There has to be even one thing that will get him to stay.

The guys move like a flock toward the door, Ethan trailing along in the back as he usually does. I'm following them, acting as a good host should but secretly just trying to buy myself more time.

Come on, you're a college graduate and a working woman, your brain's better than this. Think. Think!

My brother opens the door and steps out. His two friends — sans Ethan — turn around to thank me again, and my brother thanks me from behind them. They turn around and start heading down the steps.

Ethan's the last one out. Crunch time.

My fantasies race through my head: time alone with him, time on top of him, time playing with his cock, time feeling him inside me, time making his eyes roll and his fingers dig deep into the flesh of my back.

I'm right behind him. I can't let him walk out. I just can't. He's the last out the door, the others are down the steps, and I've run out of any and all thoughtful options.

Well, what are you going to do?

The others are already a quarter of the way down the steps when Ethan's just walking out the door — so they can't see it when I approach behind him, reach around him, and place my hand firmly on his crotch.
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Ethan stops in his tracks and looks down, flinching lightly. I'm caught between not wanting to breathe and needing to breathe more than I ever have before, my heart pounding, my face growing flush. The heat that has permeated my thighs all evening has now spread throughout my body, radiating out my skin.

He turns around quickly, but toward my arm, so my hand actually never leaves his crotch. I have to stare up at him, but our faces are only a few inches apart.

The look in his eyes is, very plainly, asking me “what the hell?”

The look I try to convey with my eyes is a very definitive, “because I said so, and it's happening right fucking now.”

We share a quiet, tense moment. I'm terrified. I had no intention of trying anything this extreme, and as I'm standing there with my hand on the crotch of Ethan's jeans — feeling the meat of his cock grow hotter and harder under my touch — I have no idea what's going to happen next. This is simply a scenario I hadn't planned for.

From down the steps, I hear my brother's voice.

“Ethan, you coming or not, man?” he says. “Movie's in a half hour.”

Ethan's eyes don't leave mine. Which is fine, because my hand still hasn't left the growing bulge in his jeans.

I tilt my head downward and raise my eyebrows, the most resolute “well, now what?” I can give without actually speaking the words. I cupped my hand and shifted it slightly. Ethan squired and exhaled sharply. I could feel him throbbing in my grip.

He turns and yells out the open door.

“Sorry guys, looks like I'm going to be a bit late,” he says. “Alysson needs help with some of the cleaning. I'll catch up.”

I can't hear the response, but it seems an awful lot like my brother takes the bait. He and his friends climb into their car — I can hear their voices disappear as the car doors close — and pull out, gravel crunching under their tires as they wander out of the parking lot.

Ethan finally takes a step back inside the apartment, and take my hand off his crotch long enough to shut the door behind him.

“What the hell are you—”

He's abruptly cut off by my pushing him up against the wall and standing on my toes to bring my lips to his. I stand against him, feeling my waistline meet the heat and hardness of his crotch, as our lips dance.

I'm in disbelief over how I've handled this, how thoroughly I've surprised myself — but the thrill of seeing my fantasy finally fulfilled overwhelms me, takes away any of the embarrassment I might otherwise be feeling.

My body presses up against his, pushing my breasts in hard as I bring my hands up to meet his chest, running them over the defined lines of his pecs and the subtle hardness of his nipples. His cock is growing, pushing harder and harder against his jeans, and I feel it poking me, throbbing against me. I'm almost positive I can feel his pulse. It's quick. Like his breathing.

I pull away suddenly.

“I've been wanting to do that for a long time,” I say, my eyes on his. “Longer than you probably know.”

He's stammering, unsure of what to make of this. Only a minute ago he was getting ready to go to the movies. Now, he's being rushed by his friend's sister and she's telling him she wants him badly.

That's not all I've got up my sleeve, mind you ... but I'm too busy enjoying him and everything he has to offer to really care too much about my fun little backpack at the moment.

Finally, he seems to focus. He looks at me like he's never looked at me before, those blue eyes focused like lasers. All of those glances he's taken at my cleavage, all of the times he's checked out my ass when he didn't think I was paying attention — all of it is coming back, and it's culminating here and now.

This time he pushes me against the wall. He's kissing my neck, driving me wilder and wilder with every single movement of his lips, every nibble of my earlobe, every handful of my hair that he grabs and tugs.

It's like we're trying to match each other's pace, growing more and more voracious by the second. Hands are everywhere. I'm rubbing his cock through his jeans one second and feeling his chest and abs the next. His hands are on my ass and my tits and reaching up my shirt and in my hair and everywhere else they could possibly go.

It's wild. Animalistic. As if it's no longer a matter of one person finally getting to act out their deepest and most powerful sexual urges, but two people finally realizing those urges exist within one another. And it's beautiful.

I pull him toward the bedroom.

“Come here,” I say. “I've got something I want to show you.”
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When I spill the contents of the backpack out onto my bed, Ethan's eyes go wide. I have trouble reading it at first, but when he looks up at me with those ravenous eyes, I know for a fact I've got him right where I want him — or, more accurately, I've got him right where I want him to have me.

“I had no idea you were into this sort of thing,” he says.

“Yeah, well. Not really a common topic of conversation when your friends are all around, I'd say.”

“Fair point,” he says, and picks up one of the lengths of rope. It looks so natural in his hands, like he knows exactly what he wants to do with it.

I'm hoping he does.

“Ethan,” I say, and our eyes meet again, “I want you to tie me down and fuck me. Hard. Right here, right now. I've wanted that for a long, long time, and I have the feeling you've wanted something similar for just about as long.”

I take off my shorts, exposing myself — the curves of my hips, the shaven and glistening skin of my wet, ready pussy. My shirt glides off of me easily, and in only seconds I go from fully clothed to completely naked. My breasts, pert and plump, taper into stiff pink nipples that are more than ready for any kind of action.

He stares at me as I bite my lip.

“Whatever you want, Ethan,” I say. “However you want it, wherever you want to put it.”

As if he knew what I was about to ask of him, he tells me immediately: “Bend over the side of the bed and stretch your arms above your head.”

I obey, moving to the center of the bed and bending over it, my body becoming a right angle. I stretch my arms up over my head, and my fingertips can just barely reach the other side of the bed.

I'm beyond ecstatic. I'm dripping wet. I couldn't even begin to fathom this going so well, but it is, right here in my bedroom.

“Spread yours legs,” he commands, and I again obey.

He walks up behind me and smacks me on the ass, hard. I yelp and pick my head up off the bed, turning to look at him. He's just slightly beyond my range of sight, and I don't dare pick myself up off the bed to see him better.

“Not far enough,” he says. “Spread them wider.”

I spread my legs farther, feeling my hips sink downward as the apex of my thighs grows wider and wider. If Ethan wants, he's got a positively spectacular view of my cunt. I suspect he's taking advantage of it between commands.

Another sharp smack on the ass. I yelp again, this time gritting my teeth to avoid being any louder.

“Wider,” he commands, and I do what I can to obey.

They're now as far apart as I can make them without something giving way. I begin to worry for my stability, and he appears to sense it. It can't be hard, since my legs are shaking from the strain.

Quickly, he swoops down and begins to tie my ankle off to one of the bed's supporting legs. Before I can even blink, he's got one ankle done and is moving to tie the second.

Wait, I think. Has he done this before? He has to have. He knows what he's doing.

Holy shit, what did you get yourself into?

It's only a matter of minutes before both ankles are tied off, and even if the muscular strain in my body absolutely demanded I bring my legs back together, they're simply not going to make that trip. My legs are no longer mine to control. They're his. All his.

He walks around the bed, and I'm finally able to watch him again as he sets to work on my wrists. The look on his face is unlike anything I've seen on a man: the pure determination, the dominance, the command of his environment and the tools therein. It's a stunning combination, and I'm enthralled as he begins wrapping the rope around my wrists, cinching it off in the middle. He leaves a long trail of rope dangling from the wrist tie, then runs that under the bed and tightens it.

I feel the sharp jerk of it pulling one final time, and it stretches me more than I thought I could actually stretch. Between my feet, the backs of my legs, my shoulders, and my wrists, I have no idea what may give first. 

Judging by the look in his eyes, Ethan may try to make sure it's my pussy that gives out before anything else.
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I'm now completely and utterly helpless. My arms and legs are taut and held fast by the ropes. The only thing I actually have full control over is my head, which I'm using to follow Ethan as he wanders around the room, shirking pieces of clothing and asking me questions.

First, it's his shirt. It comes off slowly. He knows I'm watching him, and he plans on making me wait as long as possible.

“So, Alysson,” he says, his picture-perfect body looking positively beautiful in the light from the window, “how long have you had this crush on me?”

I stare at those rippling muscles, the defined cuts in his abdomen, the strong looking “v” of muscle leading to his waistline and what I'm certain is a huge cock with my name on it. I'm biting my lip and curling my toes into the carpet. My pussy is throbbing. Every bit of me wants him inside me so badly, but knowing he's this well versed in bondage and teasing is so much hotter than I'd ever anticipated this experience being and I kinda don't want that to end.

“Close to a year now, I think,” I say, barely able to stammer the words coherently. I bounce gently on my toes, hoping maybe it will take my mind off of the stress of my position and the depth of my arousal and anticipation. It does neither.

“I see,” he says.

“Do you have a crush on me?” I say, and feel like a grade schooler uttering such a thing. He refuses to answer, and simply moves on to unbuckling his belt and tugging his jeans down. I notice a massive bulge in his boxers as it slides out over the waistband of the jeans.

Holy shit.

“And how long have you been into bondage? Into being dominated?” he asks, the jeans now completely off. He's standing in nothing but his boxers, the toned and gorgeous body I've wanted all this time just feet away from me — and there's nothing I can do to lay a hand on it right now, all thanks to my fetish for helplessness.

I curse myself, but thank myself at the same time.

“Years now,” I say, desperately trying to maintain my calm. “High school, maybe.”

He walks over toward the bed, and every muscle within me tenses up. He's so close now, within touching distance, but he refuses to reach out and give me any sort of contact. I'm a living powder keg. I'm the closest to exploding I've ever been, but I'm unable to provide my own spark and he's having so much fun demonstrating the control he holds that I'm not sure he'll ever provide that spark for me. I'm desperate.

“I see,” he says, walking behind me. I hear his boxers slide down, and I'm beside myself at my inability to actually see the huge cock I've been lusting after all this time. For all the panicking I did, all the work and all the thought I've put into getting to see Ethan naked, now he is naked only inches from me and it's without of my view — and reach. I crane my neck to try, anyway.

“Are … are you into bondage and domination?” I ask, again just barely keeping it together. “You seem to know what you're doing.”

He doesn't say anything. I see the boxers go flying up over the bed, landing on the side of it my hands are pointing toward. I know for a fact he's naked now, no more teasing it, no more games about it. He and I are both completely naked, and I'm bent over and spread out, my wet cunt begging for him to plow inside me and fill me the way I've been dying to be filled.

I'm quivering from strain and sexual tension. I'm as appallingly horny as I've ever been, and the only thing that's going to solve this is a healthy dose of Ethan's fat, hot cock.

So when he pushes the head of it between my folds and runs it up and down coating it in my juices, getting it ready for entry, the moan of pleasure I let out is louder than any other I've uttered in my life.
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But instead of proceeding further, he simply leaves his cock there, just shy of entering me. I groan in frustration and try to bring my hips closer, try to slip him inside of me, but it's to no avail. He sees it coming and moves with me, making it impossible.

“To answer your questions,” he says, smacking me hard on the ass yet again — and forcing a hell of a noise out of me, I guess I should add — “I've had feelings for you since I first met you, three years ago at a party your brother brought us to. I've wanted you since that night, but I never knew the feeling was mutual.”

He pushes inside me, just slightly, and even that little bit of his length is enough to nearly collapse my knees with pleasure. He's holding steady, though, and not letting himself get further inside of me.

If what he says — that he's wanted me for three years — is true but he's still managing to hold only part of his cock inside of me while he teases me and answers the questions I foolishly asked him a few minutes ago, then his self control is phenomenal.

And if his self control is phenomenal, I'm suddenly afraid of the depths to which he can control others. For the first time, I truly understand just how helpless I am — just how much I'm trusting this man. It scares me, but it also thrills me, and I writhe against the ropes again to try and jam him further inside me.

Again, to no avail.

“As for my experience with bondage and domination,” he says, and smacks me again on the ass, in the exact same spot. It stings beyond belief, and I'm forced to grit my teeth through it to avoid screaming outright. “Well, I suppose that's kind of speaking for itself, isn't it?”

I simply nod, and he rewards my silence with another smack on the ass. Same. Spot. If my limbs were at all under my control, I'd be swinging one of them right now. But the frustration only further feeds the fire of my submission, and I'm ecstatic to be in such a position.

“What do you say?” he says.

“Yes, sir,” I say, barely containing my anger.

“What a good girl,” he says — and, without any kind of warning, plunges the entire length of his thick, hard cock the rest of the way into my waiting pussy.

This time, I do scream. Loudly, and at length. It evolves slowly into moans, a series of them, each punctuating another of his thrusts. At first he's simply plowing into me — the muscle of his torso slamming directly into my ample ass — but he soon reaches one of those long, powerful arms out and grabs my hair, pulling on it hard. I gasp in surprise, the pain of it only adding to my predicament and piling on top of the litany of sensations firing throughout my body.

I can barely handle it, barely contain the excitement and power of the arousal. He's going to town on me from behind, and it's absolutely everything I wanted and then some. He fills me, he plugs whatever holes I'd developed while lusting after him, and the feeling of it — the knowledge of it — fires me into entirely new levels of pleasure. It radiates through me, firing down my arms and legs, traveling the length of my nerves from its origins in my cunt.

He's fucking like a machine gun, rapidly and powerfully, each surge pushing me into the bed and making it creak as I moan and scream and bit my lip and clench my eyes and let my mouth hang open. My fingernails are digging into my palms, the backs of my legs are burning, my skin is hot and sweat is beading on my forehead.

“Tell me why you want to fuck me,” he says, grunting as he powers himself inside me over and over, grabbing my hair and pulling it hard.

I take a second to collect myself before answering: “You're so fucking hot,” I gasp out. He keeps fucking. “You're tall and strong and have a huge cock and you're controlling and it's — every — thing — I — want,” I manage to say, an odd mix of moans and screams spaced out by the entirety of his cock entering and leaving me rapidly.

He smacks me on the ass again. I guess it's my reward. I clench everything in response, feeling the warmth within me grow to new levels in spite of the sting, in spite of the exhaustion. I recognize it as the opening salvo of an orgasm, and I shut my eyes to brace for it.

When it does hit, I'm taken entirely off guard. I hadn't expected it to be quite so powerful, despite the buildup, despite the anticipation. It's every fantasy come to fruition, but the actual product of it rocks me so hard that if I hadn't been tied to the bed I think I would've ended up going through the ceiling.

I feel the muscles in my pelvis squeeze Ethan's cock, and his grunts rise in volume as he's pulled ever closer to his own orgasm. I'm coming hard and it's ripping through me like an invading force, steady, mighty, impossible to stop. My vision is filled with red splotches, my muscles are screaming in exhaustion and agony.

I think of all the times I've fantasized about this, all the times I've fallen asleep to the thought of Ethan inside of me. All the times I've touched myself thinking about him, his body, and all the ways in which he could use me. All the ways in which I could be made helpless for him, made to be his toy. I think of how desperately I wanted this, and how completely I received exactly what I wanted.

And when the orgasm is finished with me, my knees actually do collapse. My legs and arms are stretched so taut it doesn't make much of a difference in my actual position, and after a quick second to make sure I didn't pass out Ethan is right back to fucking me just as hard as he had been.

His grunts accelerate and get louder, his thrusts get stronger, and I realize he's about to come. I do what I can to remain in position for him, but the ropes are now doing the majority of the work. He pulls out, apparently looking to come on my back.

I turn my head as best I can, given he still has a handful of my hair. “No!” I hiss through clenched teeth. “No, I want you to finish inside of me.”

He doesn't quite pause, but he does slow down for a second — and I can tell he wants to ask me if I'm sure. But I cut him off at the pass.

“You're taking control, you're owning me, so fucking do it,” I say. “Fucking dominate me, complete it, make it worth all the time I spent touching myself to you.”

He doesn't need to be told a third time. When he does come, it nearly folds him in half. He's exhausted and sweaty, panting for breath as he completes his final thrusts, pulls out of me with one last, massive groan, and collapses onto the bed. I feel his load inside me, burning hot, and shut my eyes in repose as he finally lets go of my hair.

We're silent, and even in my current state I feel as if I should say something. The words don't come, though. I've run the gauntlet of emotions and states of arousal, and I'm mentally and physically spent.

“So,” he finally whispers, not even picking his head up off the bed — which is fine, because I don't either — “it seems I'm going to be pretty late for that movie.”

I giggle. “You might only miss a few previews if you leave now, but you'd better fucking untie me.”

“Or,” he says, and walks his fingers up my spine as I shiver in response, “I could stay here for a while. And we could … I don't know. Explore.”

“Is that what we're calling it?” I say, expending the energy to pick my head up and look at him.

“Alysson,” he says with a wry grin, “I'll call it whatever you want. So long as we get to do it again and again.”
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