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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.

–

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 Campus Bondage Society: A BDSM Story:

“But the thing about this situation — about submission — is that it's not about what's fair. It's about what I want. And what I want is for you to have to beg me.”

Kaitlyn hoped when she got to college the guys would no longer be intimidated by her looks and intelligence, but as an incoming freshman she's frustrated to see the college boys are much the same as the ones she left back in high school.

That is until she gets a message of sorts from Beta Delta Sigma Mu, a secret society of fetishists on campus. They know she's the dominant sort, and she's just what they're looking for — but first, she has to pass a test of submission.

Can Kaitlyn put aside her dominant nature and learn the way of the submissive? Only one way to find out!

This erotic short features bondage, BDSM, male domination and submission, female domination and submission, and plenty of hot action. Come on in!

–

An Excerpt:

For a woman who had never submitted to anyone before, the feeling of having her wrists  pulled up slowly above her head struck Kaitlyn as indescribable. It felt foreign. Alien. She had nothing to compare it to, but the warmth emanating from within her folds told her it was, in fact, something she quite enjoyed.

Over and over the bar turned, bringing links of chain with it every single time, and Kaitlyn's wrists slowly moved upward. First above her shoulders, then above her head. Finally, her arms were straight. Not taut, not even tight, just extended.

Brian stopped turning the winch.

“Everything okay so far?” he said.

Kaitlyn initially just nodded, but quickly decided to add: “I want you to stretch me as much as I can possibly take. I don't want you to leave me any slack. You've got me here, you've got me naked and at your mercy — the only man who's ever done that — and I want you to take full advantage of it.”


~1~

Kaitlyn wasn't quite sure what she expected college to be, but she knew this wasn't it.

When she was a senior in high school, her older friends had told her all about the college scene: the crazy parties, the late nights, and — most importantly to Kaitlyn — the sex.

She'd managed to lose her virginity the summer after graduation, but that was a one-night sort of thing and now, transplanted into this new environment populated by seemingly nothing but virile and eager young men, she simply couldn't find anyone. 

Or, more accurately, she could find plenty of men; it was just that all of them seemed intimidated by her looks. 

Her roommate posited this early one Saturday morning as Kaitlyn stood in their dorm room staring in the mirror, clad only in her underwear — another night of partying and prowling having resulted in nothing but an empty bed.

“I think you're looking at it wrong,” Rachelle, her roommate, told her. “This is not a matter of you being undesirable. This is a matter of you just intimidating guys. That's all there is to it.”

Kaitlyn liked the sound of that, and even thought it made a kind of sense. She kept looking into the mirror as Rachelle went into the bathroom to get ready for bed.

This is not a body that has trouble finding a man to fuck, she thought to herself, looking over every inch of her toned, tanned body. Raven-haired, leggy, an ass anybody should consider themselves lucky to ride — the whole package.

She was tall, too — upwards of six feet. She'd been self conscious about it all through high school. But here in college, where most of the boys had, physically speaking, developed into men, she carried herself with renewed confidence. 

Coupled with her intelligence and all that time spent in the gym cultivating more than just a twiggy sort of tallness, she knew she was eminently fuckable. 

So: why no takers?

“It's not even like I need a man to call mine,” she said, settling down onto her bed. “I just need a cock that doesn't run on batteries.”

Rachelle had just wandered back into the room with a toothbrush in her mouth and was going to town, but gave a thumbs up and a barely discernible “preach it, sister” through a mouthful of toothpaste suds. 

Kaitlyn smiled, and the two retired to their beds a short while later.

It was only a few hours later when Kaitlyn was jarred from her sleep by a sound outside of their dorm room door. It sounded almost but not quite like someone was trying to slip keys into their lock.

This happened every now and then — drunks will be drunks — but the sound was just different enough to make her sit up and listen carefully.

The noise stopped, and light footsteps wandered off into the distance. The dorm was quiet again. Kaitlyn waited for a minute or two before deciding to get up and check to make sure nothing was amiss before getting back to sleep.

Nothing through the peephole. A good sign. But when she opened the door and stepped out into the hallway with nothing more than a t-shirt and some short shorts, she realized she didn't have to try very hard to figure out exactly what the noise had been.

She stood and stared. There, hanging on her room's doorknob, was a pristine set of handcuffs — and she barely had time to investigate them before she felt a sharp pinprick in the side her neck and everything went black.


~2~

Three Months Ago …

He'd been so timid the whole evening. That's what really stuck out to her as the party wound down and people began to filter out. They'd been sitting together talking for what seemed like hours, but he hadn't so much as made a move. And when she made a move — even something as innocuous as touching him on the arm or placing a hand on his knee — he seemed so nervous.

But this was the last party of the summer, goddamn it, and she was not going to go into college a virgin. A body and mind like hers did not deserve that kind of neglect. This guy, Brian, wanted her badly. She knew it. He knew it.

All that was left was acting upon it. 

And if he had to be led there, she was more than happy to do so.

“What do you say we head upstairs?” she said to him, putting her cup down. It had been empty for some time now.

“Up-upstairs?” Brian stammered. He didn't have a cup to put down. He hadn't even been drinking.

“Brian, here's the deal,” Kaitlyn said. “We're both eighteen. We're both leaving for college in a week. You want to fuck me, I want to get fucked. Now, I don't care if I have to tie you down to make it happen — but one way or another ...”

She ran a careful hand all the way up his leg, finally reaching his crotch. She cupped him, feeling the heat and stiffness of his cock through his jeans. He tensed, sitting up straight.

“... I'm going to feel you inside me tonight,” she finished. “Do you understand?”

Brian didn't have to be told twice. They fled upstairs, and Kaitlyn noted before they'd even gotten to the second floor that her panties were very, very damp.

“Get in the bedroom,” she told him, and shoved him gently inside. In they went, and she shut the door behind them. A quick turn of the lock, and they were guaranteed not to be interrupted.

She rushed him then, kissing him hard, her hands running up and down the bare skin under his shirt. She took it off for him, and he didn't hesitate to return the favor by helping her get her shirt off. Her breasts, barely contained in her black lace bra, heaved with her heavy breaths.

She grabbed his cock through his jeans. He tensed again, and she smiled.

“Anything in particular you were hoping to do, Brian?”

He was having trouble forming thoughts, and it gave her no shortage of satisfaction. She gripped his hot, stiff cock even harder through the denim, and he gasped.

“You mean, aside from—”

“Yeah,” Kaitlyn said, a coy smile on her face. “Is there anything you think you might be into?”

“You, uh—you mentioned,” he stammered, “something about tying me down ...”

That took her by surprise. Dominating a man was something she'd been fantasizing about for as long as she could remember, even before puberty had come along and given her something to do with those urges. And now here she was, this timid boy's cock under her command, being given the reins to do whatever she wanted with him.

It was almost too good to be true.

“Is that what you want?” she said. “You want to be tied down? You want me to make you all … helpless ...”

She ran a fingernail along his bare chest, and he quivered.

“... and you want me to do … whatever I want?”

“Yes,” he said, his cock still being gripped through his jeans.

Kaitlyn looked him directly in the eyes, and made sure he was looking right back at her.

“I'm going to stretch you out until you can't move, and then I'm going to ride you until you beg me to stop,” she said. “I'm going to break you, and you're going to fucking love me for it. I'm going to be the best and worst thing that has ever happened to that cock of yours. Do you understand?”

Brian understood.


~3~

Present Day

Kaitlyn's eyes fluttered open, and she felt her head loll around gently as she drifted back into consciousness. It was only seconds before her brain pieced together the fact that she'd been knocked out, and the immediate reaction was panic.

She looked around the room, eyes wide — and saw twelve or fifteen people, all wearing ornate masks that covered their eyes, standing in a circle around the chair in which she was seated.

“What the fuck is this?!” she screamed, and each of the people around her put their hands up, trying to signify their harmlessness.

One of them talked.

“Kaitlyn, try to stay calm.”

That was a familiar voice. Kaitlyn squinted at the person who produced it. No fucking way.

“Brian?”

He took off his mask and, sure enough, there he was: Brian.

“Hey, Kaitlyn.”

“Brian, what the fuck is going on—”

“Just calm down,” he said again. “Look around you. You're in a building on campus. You're in a chair, but you're not tied to it or anything. You haven't been kidnapped.”

Kaitlyn assessed her situation a little more thoroughly and noticed all of those things were true. She didn't know what building she was in, but she could tell by the look of it that it was definitely a building on campus. She was in a chair, but she definitely wasn't tied to it — or tied up at all, for that matter.

Her confused panic gave way to simple confusion.

“Brian, what is this supposed to be? Who are all these people?”

“I'm more than happy to answer all of your questions,” he said. “We all are. Really. But first, I need you to answer something for me.”

Maybe it was the way these people — aside from their tactics — didn't seem at all threatening. Maybe it was that she knew and trusted Brian. Maybe it was just a matter of 'well, why the fuck not' — but whatever the reason, Kaitlyn decided to play along.

“What do you want to know?”

Brian backed up, returning to his place in the circle. Once there, he spoke, loudly:

“Kaitlyn, would you be interested in joining the most prestigious bondage and fetish-oriented secret society you'll find on any college campus?”

There was a significant pause while Kaitlyn tried to figure out if this was, perhaps, some kind of elaborate prank. Or if maybe she'd somehow tripped and fallen into a cartoon. 

But the mere mention of bondage and fetish had, she noticed, managed to turn her on. Her pulse had quickened, her breathing was heavier, and she caught herself tracing light circles on her bare thigh. Her nipples were very clearly at attention, as well, poking hard against the fabric of her t-shirt.

Maybe, just maybe … this might be worth a shot. Why not, right?

“Yes,” she said.

Brian smiled, and while the rest of the folks in the circle didn't say anything, their body language made it apparent they were pleased.

“Well then,” Brian said. “I'd like to welcome you to your initiation. We hope you can become the next member of Beta Delta Sigma Mu.”


~4~

The masked individuals all wandered out of the room through a door off in the corner, and it was only then that Kaitlyn was able to see this particular room for all that it was.

In it stood more bondage and bondage-related equipment than she'd seen in her life. Benches, a rack, a St. Andrew's cross, spreader bars, winches, chains, pulleys, ropes, toys — everything anybody could hope for in a BDSM club was sitting here, somewhere on campus, out in the open for anyone to stumble across. A massive mirror took up a fair chunk of one wall.

She gasped. Brian smiled.

“It's really something, isn't it?”

Kaitlyn wasn't sure how to respond. She looked around at the various pieces of equipment, and thought back on all the ways she'd fantasized about using them over the years.

She wanted to have a man helpless in front of her on the stretching rack, his body so taut his hip bones protruded. She wanted to poke hard right where the hip bone met the fleshy part just to the side of the groin, a pressure point she knew could drive the right man absolutely crazy.

She thought about the night she had with Brian only a few months ago, how he'd so willingly given himself over. How hard she'd ridden him, how she could tell he had no idea whether he wanted her to stop or keep going.

Fuck, to be back in that bedroom again.

“It really is,” she finally said in response to Brian's question. He chuckled at her delay.

“I know, I know,” he said. “It's a little overwhelming. It must feel like only a few minutes ago you were checking out a pair of handcuffs hanging from your doorknob.”

Kaitlyn's eyes went wide.

“Oh, shit!” she said. “Rachelle! She's going to wonder where I—”

“Rachelle's in on it,” Brian said, the smile seemingly forever emblazoned across his face. “We talked to her about it earlier this week.”

“You … talked to her about it?”

“Well we can't just go scooping people up on campus and expect nobody to miss them, now can we?”

“Valid point.”

“Anyway,” Brian said, wandering over to the stretching rack Kaitlyn had been eyeing up only moments ago, “normally the initiation into Beta Delta Sigma Mu requires two phases: One of dominance and one of submission.”

“Phases?”

“The entrant — that is you, in this case — has to show proficiency as a dominant and willingness to give all control over as a submissive,” he explained. “The good news for you is that you have already completed half of your initiation.”

A confused look crossed Kaitlyn's face for what felt like the hundredth time in the past hour.

“Already completed … ?”

“You've already proven your proficiency as a dominant,” Brian said, his face getting flush. “Believe me, I was there.”

Kaitlyn felt herself grow a little red as well. Her panties were soaked with her juices. Part of her was floating, but part of her was still completely in denial that this was real.

“So, basically,” he continued, “you just have to prove you're willing to give all control over as a submissive.”

Kaitlyn gulped. It felt foreign, being placed on the spot like this. She wasn't accustomed to giving up control of anything, much less her own body. But something about this situation — something about Brian and the idea of giving control over to him — felt like the single hottest thing in the world.

“So I have to submit to you, then?” she asked.

“That's right,” he said.

Kaitlyn thought back to the last time she was this turned on, and it was — not coincidentally — with Brian. She'd tied him down to the bed, stretching him out so tightly he could barely move, and then between vigorous rides of his thick, hard cock, decided to ride his face.

She had slid up onto his face, covering his mouth and nose with her glistening, wet pussy, moving it up and down, feeling him work his tongue inside of her. It was the second of an indeterminate number of orgasms she had that night, but it was the one she remembered most clearly.

I almost smothered this boy with my cunt, and now he's going to tie me up and do whatever he wants, she thought to herself. I went from not having any cock to play with to letting someone else's cock play with me. All so I can be in a secret society of bondage lovers with their own private playroom somewhere on campus.

College is pretty fucking awesome.


~5~

Kaitlyn's head was swimming. Her thoughts were running every which way. There was a special kind of tingling on her skin, the warm goosebumps that come with complete and overwhelming arousal. It made her knees a little weak, but she stood tall.

“So, what do I have to do?” she said, her arms folded.

Brian was still over by the stretching rack, preparing the various chains and leather cuffs involved in its operation. Kaitlyn wasn't confused by any of that; she'd seen her share of bondage and BDSM porn and knew what just about every piece of furniture in this room did. She was, however, a little hesitant to be on some of that furniture.

She did her best not to show it. Brian was too busy setting up the rack, anyway. It was a few seconds before he answered her question.

“Your first stop is the stretching rack,” he said. “That's your act of submission. Of course, there's another act of submission for the actual initiation ceremony, but I'll tell you more about that when it's time.”

“Initiation ceremony?”

“I'm not allowed to say anything until the time comes,” he said, and gestured over to the large mirror. “And believe me, we're being watched.”

Kaitlyn looked over at the mirror and realized she could just barely catch a few shapes behind it — the people in the masks from earlier. 

I should be creeped out by that, she thought. I should be creeped out by absolutely everything here. I should be sleeping. So why am I still here?

It's just too fucking intriguing.

“All right, Kate,” Brian said, now leaning on the rack. “I'm going to have to ask you to take off your clothes.”

Kaitlyn took another look over at the mirror. She could swear she saw more shapes behind it than just a few seconds ago, but it must have been her mind playing tricks on her. Either way, the idea of being naked in front of these people didn't intimidate her at all. She'd worked hard to have a body she could be proud of, and showing that off wasn't an issue.

With a shrug, she pulled off her shirt. Her perky, ample breasts poked out from underneath it as it went up over her head, and as she let it drop to the floor she shook her long, black hair. It whipped around her, and her tits briefly swayed side to side.

Her shorts and panties came off next, in one quick motion that very plainly showed she was doing nothing to hide her neatly trimmed bush and firm ass.

“Trimmed,” Brian said, admiring her and smiling. “That's a little different from last time.”

“It's apparently not all that's going to be different,” Kaitlyn said, her eyes firmly on the rack.

Brian gestured for her to climb on, and with only a little hesitation, she did just that. It was a little cold to the touch, and for Kaitlyn — whose blood was pounding through her at record speeds — that came as a shock. It slowed her progress as she lay down on the surface of the rack, lining her ankles up with the cuffs at the foot of it. The cuffs at the head of the rack were actually down near her shoulders.

I guess there's no way they're going to be staying there, she thought. Her pussy was soaked. Her skin was electric to the touch. Her nipples ached for attention. 

Shit, let's hope not.
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Brian moved with precision, and Kaitlyn couldn't help but notice he'd probably done this — and had this done to him — a number of times.

The ankle cuffs were the first to go on. She propped herself up on her elbows to watch as he skillfully maneuvered the cuffs into place and tightened them. It took maybe twenty seconds, but for Kaitlyn it felt like much, much longer.

When he was done working on her ankles, he looked up at her.

“Are those too tight?” he said, but with a sort of tone that betrayed confidence. He knew they weren't too tight. He'd done this plenty of times.

Kaitlyn wiggled her legs and tugged lightly at the cuffs. They were, in fact, plenty comfortable.

“No,” she said, surprised by how difficult words were to produce in this overly turned on state. “Just snug enough.”

He nodded, then moved toward her upper body. He seemed surprised that Kaitlyn wasn't trying to cover herself up at all, but just as his confidence was showing through, so was hers. Her eyes remained locked on his when she wasn't investigating the cuffs around her ankles or next to her shoulders.

“Have you ever been tied up by a man?” he asked her, slipping one of her wrists into a cuff.

“First time,” she said, watching him work. “Had you ever been tied up by a woman?”

He smiled. “Before that night? Not at all. Since then? Plenty.”

She smiled back.

The cuff tightened, and it sent a small surge of energy through Kaitlyn's body. She inhaled sharply and slowly shifted her hips to accommodate the strength of this new jolt of arousal.

“Everything okay?” Brian asked.

“Just fine,” Kaitlyn replied.

The second cuff gave her another surge like the first, and it was only then that she realized she was — though not yet totally helpless — definitely locked onto this stretching rack. Naked. With an audience of people she didn't know. In a building she wasn't familiar with.

She surprised herself when she noticed these thoughts didn't illicit fear so much as a more complex and powerful carnal motivation.

She was already to the point of bursting. There was still plenty of slack in the chains leading off of her wrist cuffs, and she brought a hand down to play with her nipple, pinching it and running small circles around it with her finger.

Brian caught her almost immediately. The chains rattling on the wood gave her away.

“No you don't,” he said, and pulled her hand away from her breast. Eyes closed, she moaned in frustration.

“I was about to ask if you were ready, but I don't think I have to anymore,” he said with a grin.

Kaitlyn only nodded and bit her lip. Her eyes were still closed. She was rapidly drifting into another place.

Brian moved over to the head of the rack and began turning the winch.


~7~

In the movies, the rack is this giant, room-dominating thing with a huge wheel crank at one end. Kaitlyn thought about those movies as she listened to Brian turning the winch. There was no clak-clak-clak of wooden pegs slipping past a catch, no huge effort involved. Just a man, a winch, and chains that were rapidly being sucked up by the rolling bar at the head of the rack.

For a woman who had never submitted to anyone before, the feeling of having her wrists  pulled up slowly above her head struck Kaitlyn as indescribable. It felt foreign. Alien. She had nothing to compare it to, but the juices she could feel dripping down her moist slit told her it was, in fact, something she quite enjoyed.

Over and over the bar turned, bringing links of chain with it every single time, and Kaitlyn's wrists slowly moved upward. First above her shoulders, then above her head. Finally, her arms were straight. Not taut, not even tight, just extended.

Brian stopped turning the winch.

“Everything okay so far?” he said.

Kaitlyn initially just nodded, but quickly decided to add: “I want you to stretch me as much as I can possibly take. I don't want you to leave me any slack. You've got me here, you've got me naked and at your mercy — the only man who's ever done that — and I want you to take full advantage of it.”

Brian had to take a second to collect himself. Kaitlyn smiled. She couldn't look to see, but she'd place good money on Brian having a raging erection right now.

With a quick nod, he looked down at the winch and resumed turning. The chains pulled and pulled, and Kaitlyn felt her arms stretch further and further, the pressure in her shoulders increasing as everything began to get taut. Her body shifted up the rack slightly, pulling hard at her ankles, forcing her legs to be stretched tight as well.

For just a second, she worried if maybe it wasn't a great idea to tell Brian to stretch her as much as she could possibly take. The tension growing in her shoulders was tremendous.

But he finally stopped, just before she asked him to hold off a little. Kaitlyn remembered this was something he'd done quite a few times, and her worries subsided.

With those worries gone, however, something new fell into place for her:

Now she was completely helpless. There was no possible way for her to get out of this on her own. She could hardly even budge, much less gather enough strength to mount an escape. Her arms and legs were pulled so tightly in opposite directions that it nearly lifted her off the surface of the rack itself.

There's no leverage here, she thought. There's nothing for me to do now. I am his until he decides he's done with me. I am his until he decides he's done with me. I am his. Until he's done.

She ran the thought through her head over and over, craning her neck so she could look at her body from this perspective. She was just admiring her abs when suddenly everything went black.

For a split second she panicked, but then realized it had just been Brian slipping a blindfold over her eyes.

“Thanks for holding your head up for me,” he said.

“Wha—”

“No talking,” he commanded.

And just like that, her submission was truly underway. 


~8~

Kaitlyn wasn't sure what to expect — but for what felt like minutes, nothing actually happened.

She couldn't see Brian, but she couldn't hear him, either, which meant he probably wasn't moving around. Nothing was happening to her, and there were no noises in the room aside from the air vents.

She did her best to shift, her ass and shoulderblades the only things really making contact with the rack at this point. The wetness in her pussy was unbearable. It yearned for some kind of contact, any kind of touch. She wanted Brian to slip his fingers inside of her, to take advantage of her naked and helpless body. That's what it was there for, right?

The anticipation was killing her. She moaned and shook the wrist cuffs. The chains rattled against the rack.

That's when she felt the first drip of hot wax.

It shot through her, a concentrated, burning hot drop right onto those abs she'd been admiring only a few minutes ago. She yelped in a wondrous mix of surprise, pain, and pleasure, tensing every muscle, finding yet again there was simply no give in the chains.

Another drip. Another. Surprise had given way to acceptance, and she took each drip with a small grimace.

You're going to take anything and everything he throws at you. You're going to show you can take it, because they already know for damn sure you can dish it out.

The drips traveled up the middle of her tight stomach, rising up onto her chest. She tensed once again, unprepared for just how sensitive her breasts were. The wax dripped at a steady rate, hitting seemingly everything but her nipples. She quivered, and within her grew the anticipation of that moment where Brian would finally—

The wax caught her on one of her nipples, and she yelped again. For a second, she struggled hard against her bindings.

It was practically involuntary. This powerful, hard-bodied woman who had been hardwired for dominance obviously wanted to turn the tables, to have Brian stretched out in front of her like this, to stroke his hard cock right up to the point of orgasm and then back off, teasing him, denying him.

Another set of drips, these on the other nipple. It sent her into another brief spasm.

You're going to take absolutely everything, she reminded herself. There's no backing out of this, so you're going to roll with it, and that's all there is to it.

She managed a stiff upper lip as the wax dripped back down her torso and toward her hips. It avoided her pussy — to both her relief and her disappointment — but then traveled up and down each leg, stopping briefly on her hips, onto the fleshy portion between her hip bones and her groin.

It drove her insane with suspense and pleasure, but she held tough.

Finally, the wax onslaught was over.

“Such a good submissive you are,” Brian said.

Kaitlyn, still reeling, just bit her lip in response. 

There was a pause, and then she felt Brian's fingernails running up her legs, starting near her knees. Up and up he went, gently scraping the wax off of every inch. Along her stomach, where he paused to admire the feeling of the tight muscles just underneath her skin. Over her breasts, feeling them mold to his fingers, running his thumbs over her nipples. Down her sides, her ribs providing a solid surface for him to really dig in on.

His fingernails were especially harsh there, and she gasped in response. 

“I think that's the last of it,” he said. It sounded like he was admiring his handiwork.

She couldn't blame him. She was trembling with satisfaction and anticipation, beginning to sweat, overheated with arousal. 

He kept his hands off of her for a few seconds, and it felt like an eternity. The wait was unbearable, the suspense almost intolerable. She moaned and struggled against the chains, unable to do anything about this growing fire in her cunt, the dominant side of her furious at the thought of being made to wait. 

She didn't have wait long. The next thing she felt was Brian's finger placed directly upon her clit. 


~9~
 

The surge that ran through her then was something powerful, something animal. It rocked her to her core, making her tense harder than she had imagined possible. Her eyes were clenched shut, even behind the blindfold, but she saw sparks.

The scream of pleasure she let out was enough to let Brian know he was on the right track. He chuckled. 

“Now, I guess the fair thing to do in this situation would be to let you come,” he said, his finger wet with her, rubbing lazy circles on her clit and pushing her further and further toward the edge. 

Kaitlyn, still obedient — surprising herself with her obedience, in fact — about not talking, had an awful lot of body language for someone helplessly bound and stretched on a rack. She was somehow pissed and nearing orgasm all at the same time. 

“But the thing about this situation — about submission — is that it's not about what's fair,” Brian said, removing his finger from her clit.

Kaitlyn let out a long, frustrated groan.

“It's about what I want,” he said. “And what I want is for you to have to beg me.”

Kaitlyn was pulling off an inquisitive look even in spite of the blindfold, and Brian decided to let her speak.

“You can talk now,” he said.

“You f—”

“But,” he interrupted, “if I hear anything I don't like, you're done talking again. And you'll be putting your membership in danger.”

Kaitlyn chewed the inside of her mouth, which she only did when she was furious. She wondered if Brian knew that.

“What do you mean by begging you?” she said in her calmest, most measured tone. 

“You have to beg me to let you come,” he replied. 

Kaitlyn was silent at first, her mouth hanging open slightly as she tried to form a question. Finally, she spoke:

“Beg you to let me come? What does th—”

And on this night of new experiences, Brian interrupted her again with yet another new experience: a magic wand vibrator. 

She knew it by the sound. It was unmistakable. But she'd never used one on herself before, and she couldn't imagine what it might do to her in this hyper-aroused state. 

She realized she was about to find out, and clenched her teeth in preparation. 

He started with it on low, up on her tits. It tickled, but it also shot a buzz of pleasure through the soft tissues of her chest, and when he ran it over her nipples it was everything she could do to contain herself. She squeezed her legs together, shifted her weight as much she could, and thrashed her head back and forth — all in the effort to keep the inevitable orgasm at bay.

She could tell Brian was on to her, though, and between the mix of ecstatic anticipation and utter dread that boiled up inside Kaitlyn as the vibrator's powerful buzzing moved further and further down, along her stomach, around her hips … she began to worry she wouldn't have enough control to wait for permission. 

She decided to hedge her bets. 

“Can I please come?!” she yelled against the noise of the magic wand and the incredible cacophony in her own brain. 

No answer. She tried again, more panic in her voice as the wand was now dangerously close to her wet, anxious pussy, and there was no guaranteeing she could hold back once it got there. 

“Please! Please can I come?!”

No response. 

With one slow, deliberate final push, the vibrator nestled into the dripping apex of her legs and began buzzing hard against her clit and labia. 

It was as if a team of horses were running through her. It was as if lightning had struck her in her most sensitive regions and radiated inward, firing away at her nerves, curling her toes, turning every muscle in her body into a rigid mass. 

I can't do it I can't do it I can't do it I can't do it I can't—

“CAN I PLEASE COME?!” she shouted at the top of her lungs, with every last bit of breath available. 

A second passed, and then:

“You may.”

She'd held onto it for as long as she possibly could, and being told she could let it go was almost a shock to her system. It paled in comparison, however, to the shock her system received once the orgasm began to rip through her. 

It was a force of nature. It crashed in magnificent waves throughout her exhausted, sweating body, radiating, pulsing, imposing its will. Kaitlyn struggled hard, her mouth wide open. Every muscle in her pelvis clenched, released, clenched, and released.

As the final waves rolled away, she was left without any energy and sank, sweaty and panting, deep into her bondage. 


~11~

From behind the mirror, which seemed to her as if it were a distant galaxy at that moment, Kaitlyn heard muffled applause and a few low cheers. Brian seemed rather cheerful as well, and as Kaitlyn's senses drifted back down to earth she tried to better gauge what was happening. 

Her body was coated in a fine sheen of sweat, the product of being worked harder than she'd ever been worked before. She wriggled her ankles and wrists, but the chains were still doing their job. She was just as tightly stretched as she had been when this started. 

Brian set about letting her out, first undoing her wrists.

“That was incredible,” he said to her, excited, moving down to the foot of the rack to undo her ankles. 

“Glad I could make a good impression,” Kaitlyn said, making sure to bring her arms back down very, very slowly. Her shoulders would kill her tomorrow. 

A minute later, her ankles were unbuckled and she was once again free to go. 

But she didn't move. She stayed in that space on the rack, laying in repose, the afterglow washing over her. 

Brian watched her briefly, then put a soothing hand on her shoulder. “You've passed your act of submission with flying colors,” he said. “There's only one more step.”

Kaitlyn, barely able to sit up, wasn't sure she wanted to hear about 'one more step' right now. She said as much, but Brian urged her to get up anyway. Her legs felt like gelatin. She could barely walk, so she wasn't sure what else this group expected of her tonight. 

As Brian led her to the spamming bench and the other members of the society streamed into the room with riding crops in their hands, she figured it out pretty quickly. 

“Fucking hell, really?” Kaitlyn muttered aloud, and Brian smiled. 

“You wanted in,” he said. “This is the way in.”

Let's go, Kate. You've put up with way too much tonight to chicken out now.

Brian stood by the bench, waiting for Kaitlyn to climb onto it and kneel. She hesitated for a few seconds before finally doing so. 

“That's the Kaitlyn I know,” he said, and locked her into place with leather cuffs around the knees and wrists. 

As the first of the masked members of the society walked up to Kaitlyn's kneeling form and readied the crop to bring it down hard on her naked ass, Brian held up a hand and asked for a brief pause. 

Kaitlyn, confused, turned as best she could and watched Brian as he walked around in front of her and stood with his crotch practically jammed in her face. She could see he was fully erect, and for a second she remembered back to that night they shared — how much fun she'd had using and abusing that very same cock that was practically staring her in the face.

“If the roles were reversed, Kaitlyn, what would you be doing to me right now?”

She looked up at his as best she could, craning her neck and pushing her eyes as high as they would go. 

“I'd be jamming my cunt in your face and forcing you to lick, Brian,” she spat with a smile. 

“Thought as much,” he said, and made a quick gesture which apparently meant for the masked individual to begin cropping. 

The first shot hit with a sharp, loud smack, and Kaitlyn gritted her teeth. Brian knelt down to meet her face to face. His grin was almost punchable. She didn't know if she wanted to kiss him or rip his balls off. 

“Welcome to Beta Delta Sigma Mu, Kate,” he said, and kissed her on the nose.

The second crop shot came down harder than the first, and Kaitlyn barely stifled a yelp. She glared at Brian, intensity in her eyes. 

“I'm going to pay you back for every last bit of this, you fucker,” she hissed.

“Kaitlyn, this is me getting you back,” Brian said, getting up to join in on the cropping fun. “After this, we are back at square one — and everything is fair game again.”

I can't fucking wait, Kaitlyn thought to herself as another crop came down. She winced, and began plotting her revenge.


About the Author:

Addison Price specializes in the kinkier side of things: If there's rope or leather to be found, Addison has either written about it already or will be writing about it soon. What more could you possibly want to know?

Also by Addison Price:

Anything You Say, Officer: On the Bondage Beat:

However you please, officer, I think to myself as he plants one of those powerful hands on each of my legs and flips me. Face down, face up, naked, handcuffed, blindfolded, helpless in any way you want. Just keep taking me.

Becky's got herself a thing for men in uniform, and the officer she spots one morning on her way to work hits all the right notes. She has to have him, and she's going to do whatever it takes.

But Becky's about to realize it won't take much at all — and once the object of her lust knows he's in her sights, he's more than happy to introduce her to his kinky predilections.

This erotic short features bondage, some BDSM, male domination, female submission, and a whole lot of hot action. Enjoy!

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UIQWD0Q

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UIQWD0Q

Also by Addison:

On Display for the Bondage Billionaire

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UE5ALKU

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UE5ALKU

Teased, Taunted, Haunted: Her Bondage Ghost

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UC6Z6JC

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UC6Z6JC

Their Taboo Bondage Bet

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UA7102K

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UA7102K

Her Risky Bondage Experiment

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U7MLCLW

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U7MLCLW

Modeling for the Bondage Billionaire

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U4IXYMO

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U4IXYMO

Secretary for the Bondage Billionaire

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U43GQHY

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U43GQHY

Her Bondage Punishment, His Pleasure

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U2NFSNY

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U2NFSNY

The Delivery Girl's Bondage Adventure

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TZAB4A6

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TZAB4A6

Tie Game

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TVXUUPC

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TVXUUPC

Working for It

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TWPZ26Q

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TWPZ26Q

As more Addison Price titles come along, this space will be filled with more information about what they are and where to find 'em. Also coming soon: A mailing list, so you can keep abreast of any new releases.

Please Review!

If you've taken the time to read all this way, I'd love — love, love, love — if you could take a little bit more time out of your day (or evening) to write a review for this book. A few reviews can go a long way, so please consider it!

Thanks for Reading!

cover.jpeg
A B[ISM SﬂmY






