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Addison couldn’t believe that Caleb would do this to her.

It had been two weeks since he’d last taken her and used her body for his own pleasure. Two long, aching weeks since he’d sheathed his rigid girth in the warm wetness of her flesh, made her tighten and orgasm all over him.

And in that time, he’d also done something even worse.

He brought her in to sit for him three times the first week. And this was the third time for this week!

Unbelievable.

He wasn’t even supposed to come home that evening. She was supposed to put his son to bed, take her fee from the envelope by the door, and wait for him to get in touch with her again.

If it had been any other guy pulling shit like this she would’ve dumped him.

But he wasn’t any other guy.

So she stayed that night, putting his son to sleep with a bedtime story and then going down to the big living room to study up a bit in peace and quiet for the biochem exam she had the next day.

She’d already let her schoolwork slip enough because of him.

She was deep into a new chapter when she heard someone come in. Her heart nearly stopped.

He didn’t come in to see her. Instead, she heard him go upstairs.

“Up here, Addison,” he called.

She paused for a moment, her textbook closed with her thumb in the page as a bookmark. She briefly considered defying him.

Briefly considered going home.

But then he called again. Her body ached.

She went upstairs, following the sound of his voice into a large room she hadn’t been in before.

"Over here, Addison," Caleb said, his broad shoulders filling a newly-opened doorway at the other side of this grand room. She rushed over to him, Caleb stepping out of the way so that she could go into whatever waited beyond on the other side.

It was a warm room, with wood paneling going halfway up all the walls. The floor was polished marble, which caught the light of the single chandelier hanging from the ceiling and scattered it about the space.

And in the middle of the room was the only piece of furniture: a single king-size bed. It had only some sheets and a few cushions on it, no covers or pillows. And the headboard consisted of a wide wrought iron grating. A lump rose up Addison's throat when she saw it. Sparks of desire surged up through her body, and her heart raced so that the blood thundered past her ears.

"I see you received my gifts," he said, closing the door. He came up behind her and put his hands on her shoulders, then let them slip slowly down her arms. Her head tilted automatically to the side when he began nuzzling her neck. A weak, rubbery sensation took her at the knees. Her body had missed his touch. And from the way he hardened against her butt, she knew that he'd missed her, too.

Anxious to feel him again, she rubbed her body against his, encouraging him to harden faster for her.

Caleb's fingers slid back up and encircled her neck. They tightened, and she let out a strangled gasp. Her bottom rubbed against his hardness faster, eager for his affections. The white box dropped from her numbed fingers, the clatter it made when it hit the floor startlingly loud.

Just as her lungs began burning, Caleb relaxed his grip and she took a few long, shuddering breaths. The sudden lack of air had given her a euphoric sensation, and she found herself missing it.

She quickly forgot about it as his hands began exploring her young body, staying in one place long enough to tease her before moving on to the next. One moment they were unbuttoning her blouse and slipping through the opening to give her breasts an appreciative squeeze, the next they slid down her stomach to grasp her hips and grind their bodies together.

"Tell me what you want," she pleaded, letting her head loll back against his chest. She was so utterly under his sway, under his spell, she would have done anything for him. To him. Anything at all. He continued kissing the spot on her body where her shoulder met her neck, his hot, ragged breaths washing out across her flesh almost as warm as the heat blossoming between her thighs.

But this time he took his pleasure by withholding hers, keeping maddeningly silent while he enjoyed the pressure of her body against his.

"Tell me... Please..." she begged him, beginning to shake with the need. His hands slid down to her skirt, massaging her thighs.

There was but a few layers of fabric keeping them from being together. Addison wished for them to disappear, wished for Caleb to push her down onto that bed and slide himself deep into her body where he belonged.

But why didn't he? She knew that he wanted to; she knew it from the way his hard cock, entombed in his slacks as it was, rubbed against her bottom.

"Please..." she said.

Caleb stopped touching her immediately. Taking a step back, he put his hands to her shoulders and shoved her at the bed. Her legs hit the edge and she fell over onto the mattress, a quivering heap of desire.

"Are you mad?" she said, trying to figure out what she might have done to displease him. His face was a mask, though, showing no emotion. He regarded her with those cold eyes of his, his gaze lighting on the pale flesh of her calves. A burning hunger replaced the chill she saw in him. A hunger so deep she felt a mix of primal fear and longing.

"I don't like your clothes," he said.

She took that as an implied order to take them off. He'd already begun unbuttoning her blouse for her, so she started that again. Her stiff nipples brushed against the fabric, the sensation almost painful.

Except that wasn't what Caleb asked her to do at all. Snarling, he stalked up to her. Gabbing her blouse, he tore it open. The buttons popped free, pinging off that shiny marble floor.

"Oh!" she said, seeing the ferocity in his eyes as he lost control to his desires.

He kissed and nuzzled the milky patch of flesh between her breasts, the tiny hairs of his stubble digging into her sensitive skin. All the while, his hands continued working, twisting and contorting her body so he could yank the blouse from her back. Then moving down to her skirt, finding the zipper, and pulling that down as well.

As though unable to wait, his mouth moved between her thighs before he could pull her panties off. He nuzzled her mound through the layer of cotton covering it, wetting it with his tongue while his hands squeezed her legs.

Shuddering, he sat back on his haunches. Her inner thighs ached from the way he'd been squeezing them, and a deep need throbbed inside the wet folds of her sex.

"Do you trust me?" he said, loosening his black silk tie and undoing the top button of his shirt. Heat flushed in his cheeks, and he couldn't keep his eyes from devouring the sight of her laid bare before him.

"Yes..." she said.

Retrieving the white box from the floor, the red ribbon still holding the lid in place, he put it on the bed beside her. He nodded at it. "Put them on."

Addison pulled the ribbon off and set the lid aside. Reaching within, she pulled out the contents. The first was a pair of handcuffs. The stainless steel felt cold against her palms. The second and final item was a luxurious length of silk. A blindfold.

She put the handcuffs on first, listening to the clicks as she tightened them first around one wrist and then the other. The coldness of the steel against her skin left a tight feeling in her chest.

Before she could put on the blindfold, Caleb grabbed her hands. He tightened each cuff another click, enough so that they just barely began cutting off the circulation to her fingers. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a small silver key to show her. She hadn't found one in the box, and had been wondering what became of it.

But of course Caleb would have it, she knew. Her heart slammed so hard against her ribs she thought it might burst out of her body.

"Trust me," he said again, holding up the blindfold. 

Accepting it, she placed it over her eyes, instantly blotting out the masculine figure Caleb cut in front of her, and the room surrounding them both. Instantly, all her other senses heightened. Her nose pricked at the scent of his aftershave. The sound of her pulse rushing past her ears intensified. She became more aware of the smoothness of the sheets, and the give of the mattress.

The cuffs made it awkward to tie the ends of the blindfold. Caleb helped, knotting them and pulling them tight so that even the sliver of light coming in from the bottom disappeared.

"Trust me," Caleb commanded.

"I do," she replied. She breathed deeply, feeling her chest and shoulders expand with each lungful of air.

She waited for several long moments, straining for any sign of Caleb. His aftershave still lingered, but she couldn't sense him otherwise. She imagined him standing before her, taking in her mostly naked body. The thought of him just looking at her like that made her nipples harden painfully, and subconsciously she arched her back, emphasizing the curves of her body and the swell of her breasts.

When she felt the rush of his hot breath on her neck she shivered. A gasp escaped her mouth when his lips grazed her collarbone ever so lightly. She wanted so badly to reach out her cuffed hands and feel him, but didn't dare do so. He hadn't told her that she could touch him. No, all she could do was stay still and let him take his pleasure from her.

His mouth traveled down to her breasts again, more gentle and delicate this time. He suckled on her nipples, massaging them with his tongue and sending shocks of pleasure through her that had her groaning in delight.

That her body could arouse him so much sent her need for him to new heights. That he wouldn't even tell her exactly what caught his attention in her made her want him more.

And then his lips left her. She heard the rustle of his clothes as he stepped back, felt the air swirl around them at the movement. That same light breeze left her nipples, still wet from his mouth, cold and tingling and stiff.

Something dropped lightly to the floor. Then something else, and a moment later, another thing. His clothes, Addison realized. He was undressing himself. It hurt that he wasn't allowing her to take in his naked body, his broad chest and shoulders, his long cock stiff and thick with his desire. Her frustration manifested itself in the clenching and unclenching of her fists.

"Caleb...?" she said, almost sick with the anxiety of not knowing what came next. Her skin prickled when his hand brushed her shoulder, then swept up to the back of her head to thread his fingers into her hair.

"Shh..." he said. And then his hand clenched, holding her head steady. Addison's heart drummed against her ribs, a little whimper escaping her lips.

"Open your mouth," he told her.

She did. The taut flesh of the head of his cock bumped against her upper lip. Instinctively, she licked at the wetness she felt there and tasted his precum. He traced her mouth with the tip, leaving a wet trail behind that she followed with her tongue.

Slowly, he pushed himself into the warm, wet, and waiting opening of her mouth, forcing her tongue down with his girth. He groaned at the feeling of her being all around him like that, and another shiver went down her back.

He ran himself in and out of her slowly. When she locked her lips around him, he didn't tell her to stop. When she started sucking on him, he gasped in pleasure.

When she reached up so that she could stroke him as well, he pushed her hands back down. "No."

And when she put her hands between her burning thighs and started running a fingertip over her damp panties along her sopping slit, again he said, "No."

It was almost painful taking her hands away from herself, away from the heat radiating out from her body, but she did.

"Trust me," he told her. She could respond only with the barest of nods.

Without warning, he thrust himself deeply into her mouth and held her there. Panic shot through her when she couldn't breathe, but she didn't struggle. She trusted him. She trusted him until her body started shaking from the lack of air, her lungs on fire in her chest.

He pulled back and let her breathe, his cock soaked and dripping with her spit.

"Good," he said, "Give me your hands." When she held them up, he took hold of her wrist and unlocked one of the cuffs. Her fingers prickled with the return of the blood flow.

Still holding her wrist, he turned her around so that she faced away from him on her knees. Then he put both her hands to the small of her back and bound her again, just as tightly as before.

One push sent her falling forward. Caleb didn't let her fall hard, however, taking hold of her shoulders and telling her to turn her head so that her cheek rested against the sheet, cradled by the mattress. It all smelled of him, of that light, masculine aftershave he used.

He'd positioned her so that she held her ass high in the air, her back curving in so that her face and breasts pressed into the mattress. And with one hand, he held both of hers against the small of her back.

Slowly, he peeled her damp panties down and off her pussy so that he could see the way her lips glistened for him. 

When he kissed her there, she pushed her face against the mattress to stifle her cry. His tongue lapped away her dew, pausing to tickle her little love button. He let up travel up her cheeks, where he nipped at the firm flesh he found there, moving in a circle until his mouth reached her opening once more.

He devoured her, wanting everything she could give him and more, his tongue swirling around her most sensitive parts like some kind of pleasurable tornado. More and more, she kept her face buried in the mattress so that she wouldn't send her screams of sexual agony echoing throughout this grand old building. When she came, her whole body convulsing with the release of tension, she soaked his face with her nectar. And still he lapped at her, eager for it all.

When she finally relaxed, she almost fell over on her side. A sharp tug from Caleb at her handcuffs kept her prostrate before him.

"I like how you always cum so much for me," he said, taking his mouth from her, "I love how sopping wet you get for me, and the sounds you try to hide at how good I make you feel."

One hand caressed her bottom, giving her cheeks some appreciative squeezing. Her inner walls flushed and trembled at his touch. He let his thumb run down between her legs, parting her lips and feeling that sopping, slippery wetness that he said he loved so much. 

His thumb sank into her and she groaned, unable to stop her body from tightening around him, trying to hold him inside. But he still slipped out anyway, living her shivering with desire. His wet thumb ran up into her cleft, between her cheeks, circling around the sensitive, wrinkled skin of her rosebud.

Addison sucked a breath in between clenched teeth. She'd never let any man touch her there before. The sensation was strange, alien, and utterly pleasurable. Almost like a tickle that felt good.

"You like it when I touch you here?" he said.

"Yes..."

His thumb stopped circling and pressed down, the pressure forcing her to open for him. Addison hissed, the muscles in her back tightening. But she couldn't keep him from using her body any way he wanted. He stopped short of actually entering her that way, letting his thumb relax. She relaxed, as well.

"Tell me to fuck you," he said.

"Fuck me... I need you..." she said. She gasped when his cock bumped against her pussy. He pressed against her, just hard enough that she began parting around his girth, but not hard enough to slide into her eager temple of pleasure.

"Tell me I can do anything I want to you. Tell me you'll do anything for me."

"I will. Just... please..." she said, unable to keep her hips from beginning to rock, trying to make him give her what she needed.

Without warning, Caleb grabbed the chain links between the handcuffs and wrenched back on them. Her wrists cried out in pain even as his cock rammed into her pussy, forcing her walls apart. The opposite signals of pleasure and pain collided in her mind, building to something even greater.

Caleb kept the pressure on the cuffs constant, pulling her back against him even as his thick shaft thrust into her over and over. Their bodies slapped together wetly. 

Again, the blindfold amplified all her other senses. Unable to see the real thing, she imagined the way his sopping cock must look while he pounded it into her. 

She could hear her wetness lubricating him, letting him slide in and out of her despite how big he was and how tightly she gripped him.

She could taste the coppery tang of the blood pulsing in her tongue, smell the sweet scent of his sweat as he worked her body, feel every last inch of him sinking into her.

The friction of it quickly brought her to another climax, her body at his mercy. When he felt her grip around him tighten, his thrusts became wild and desperate. He swelled and hardened even more inside her.

They came at the same time, Caleb sheathing himself all the way inside her even as she closed in around him to prevent him from escaping.

He jerked inside her, and a smile spread across her face as she felt the warmth of his hot load. Tears came to her eyes, spilling down her face to soak into the sheet. Her body, fucked into submission, could take no more. Her pussy ached from the force of clenching down on him, and as soon as he began softening inside her the tightness forced him out.

This time, when she tried to collapse onto her side, Caleb let her. She stretched her legs out, her burning thighs grateful for the movement. The mattress shifted when he lay down beside her and pulled her close.

They lay like that for some time, Addison still bound and blindfolded. But she didn't care. The feeling of their naked bodies pressed close together calmed her.

She even dozed, until Caleb brought her back to reality first by untying her blindfold and second by un-cuffing her. 

Sitting up, she rubbed at her wrists. Deep red marks indicated where the unrelenting stainless steel had bit into them. Caleb got up and sorted their clothes into neat piles. He looked like an Adonis, standing naked before her with his trim waist and his flaccid cock still wet with her juices. He had no shame about his body, and she admired that. Some of it must have rubbed off on her, too, because she made no move to cover her heaving breasts.

"So is my training complete, then?" she asked. It felt like they'd reached some sort of new milestone. Though she couldn't be sure; she felt so many things, from the heat of his load still deep inside her, the soreness of her body, the excitement at being so far from home.

"The training is never over," Caleb said, "Or, rather, it goes on as long as you want it to. Which means how long you stay with me."

"And how long is that?" Addison asked.

"For as long as you continue to intrigue me," he said, "A long time, perhaps."

Addison brought her knees up to her chest, hugging them close. She couldn't keep her eyes from continually exploring his body.

She loved exploring their desires, hers and his. She loved the way he made her feel special and needed and unique, as though no one else out there could satisfy his urges the way she could.

"A long time, maybe," she said, moving to stand behind him. Wrapping her arms around his body, she grasped his cock. It started hardening at her touch.
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