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About Her Boyfriend's Secret Bondage Obsession:

As if Kim didn't have enough to worry about during finals week, her boyfriend, Pete, seems to be pulling away from her. She knows he isn't cheating, but something doesn't seem right.

It's only when she stumbles across his secret obsession with all things bondage that everything falls into place — and Kim decides she's curious enough to give it a shot.

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

–

An Excerpt:

“Tell me what you want to do to me,” she whispered softly, now keenly aware that she was finding this surprisingly hot. “Tell me.”

He took a few seconds before answering, seemingly still hesitant to engage her on this level — still stuck in the mindset of having to be embarrassed about his desires. Kim knew all it would take was one minute of honest conversation. It was just a matter of getting him there.

“What I want to do to you?” he asked.

“Don’t stall,” she said, and gripped his cock a little harder. He flinched. “Tell me exactly what you want to do to me. Everything you’ve wanted to do, everything you’ve fantasized about doing, everything you’ve been afraid to ask for: Tell me all of it.”

He paused. And then, finally: The dam began to break.

“I … I want to tie you up,” he said softly. Kim rewarded him with a few loving strokes. His cock was throbbing hard in her hands, and she was loving every second of this.

“How do you want to tie me up?”

The pause was a little shorter this time. “Bent over the bed,” he said. “With your arms out to the sides, stretched.”

He really has been thinking about this, hasn’t he?

“That sounds fucking hot,” she said. “How far would you stretch my arms out to the sides?”

“As far as they could go,” he said quickly, eyes closed as she began to stroke him faster. “So you could barely pull them back in. I’d want you helpless.”

Kim moaned. “I don’t sound helpless, though,” she said. “Not yet, anyway. What would you do with my legs?”

“I'd tie your legs out to either side,” he said, barely getting the words out now, the anticipation building so rapidly he couldn't contain himself. “I'd tie your legs out to either side and make sure you weren't going anywhere.”

“Mmm,” Kim uttered, her eyes closed, imagining the prospect. “And you'd be able to see my wet pussy pretty well from behind, wouldn't you?”

Before he even had a chance to answer, Kim dropped her head down and slipped his cock into her mouth.
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Finals week had been rough.

Not just due to the obvious stress of final exams, though Kim suspected that was a large part of the problem — but also because this was the second time in four days that Pete had canceled on her, and she was beginning to think there was something more to it than just his typical excuse of “I didn't get enough sleep last night.”

He wasn't that dutiful a student, was he?

As she sat in her dorm on the third floor of the student townhouses drinking tea and reading one of the myriad textbooks she had to go through sometime before Wednesday night, she found herself distracted by thoughts of what the summer would bring.

We'd both agreed this was going to have to end when the summer break came along, she thought to herself. That was part of the deal. I guess I can handle that, I just wasn't aware we were dropping everything so early.

Even outside of the context of everything coming to an end with the summer break, Kim shouldn't shake the thought that Pete had been acting odd for a while now. It was almost like he was hiding something, and she just couldn't figure out what it might be.

He wasn't the type to cheat. That's what her mind first went to, for better or for worse, but her friends — and Pete's friends — all assured her there was no way he was sneaking around on her. Pete's friends, in an effort to be comforting, told her he'd broken up with plenty of girls and had no problem ending things rather than being a cheater.

“Well, that's ... good, I guess,” she'd said to that.

But then again, doesn't that mean he doesn't want to end things? Doesn't that mean he wants to keep trying? If he doesn't have any problem breaking up with someone, this whole “canceling plans at the last minute” thing may be just what he says it is and not an indication that he's looking to move on.

It was all too much to think about, especially at this hour, and she found herself spending more and more time lost in thought rather than focusing on the reading she needed to do.

She chucked the book off of her bed, and it hit the floor awkwardly. She didn't even see it land. With a loud sigh, she put her tea on the nightstand and leaned back, letting the sheets swallow her.

The ceiling was boring, so she closed her eyes and thought of better things. Better times.

Pete, that first night she'd brought him back here. They were both just a little bit buzzed, but he was a perfect gentleman and was more than ready to leave without pushing things further. She'd only convinced him to stay by reciting lyrics to the song that was playing at the party they were just at, desperate to prove she wasn't actually drunk and did, in fact, want things to be pushed in that direction.

It made him laugh, hard, and he responded by literally sweeping her off her feet — depositing her onto the bed, where they collapsed in a writhing heap.

His hands ran over her body, cupping her breasts, slipping up under her shirt and moving the cups of her bra aside. It was uncomfortable, but she wasn't anywhere even remotely close to noticing. Her skin was on fire, her lips dancing over his, her breathing heavy on his shoulder and neck as she maneuvered around him, explored him, ran her hands over every inch of that she could reach.

As his hand drifted downward, toward the hem of her skirt, her hand drifted slowly toward the zipper of his jeans. There was nothing methodical about this, nothing calculated — just pure, potent arousal and desire.

His hand was up her skirt and caressing her inner thighs as she was busy cupping the massive bulge in his jeans, feeling the throbbing heat of his erection even through the fabric. As she unzipped him and pulled his cock out, it sprang into her hand, the heat of it still managing to surprise her. Once there, though, it felt as natural as anything, and she stroked it slowly, carefully, her hand alternating between squeezing and relaxing as he moved his hips to the rhythm she was setting.

At the same time, his hand had found its way all the way up her skirt and was now rubbing gently against the wet fabric of her panties, driving her insane with the indirect contact on the pink, glistening lips of her pussy. She moaned and arched her back, trying subtly to push him further, to get him to enter her. Without a word, he knew what she wanted — and, after gracefully moving the fabric aside, slipped two fingertips between her folds.

She spasmed with pleasure, the relief and release almost impossible to comprehend as his fingers moistened themselves in her juices and worked themselves deeper and deeper inside.

She moaned harder as he bit her neck gently, and she surprised herself by finding that to be even hotter. Her breathing grew more rapid, and she began stroking his cock faster and gripping his back more tightly. Her fingernails dug into the skin stretched tightly over his muscular body, and her initial worries about hurting him were soon put aside because each and every time he'd hit just the right button inside her and make her grab harder, he only seemed to become more and more aroused.

Is he into that sort of thing? Is that the direction he's trying to take us in?

She pulled away for a second and looked up at him, his eyes closed, his mouth open in ecstasy as she stroked him quickly.

It was then that he opened his eyes and looked down at her, the passion easily visible in his face.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked her, and internally she gave him brownie points.

Externally, she nodded and moaned with closed eyes, “I want you to fuck me. Fuck me, please, fuck me.”

He didn't need to be told twice. Within a few seconds, his shirt and jeans were off and he was helping her remove what little of her clothing had stayed in place. In what seemed like a flash, they were both naked together for the first time. She made no effort to hide how much she admired his body, and he no effort to hide how much he admired hers. He stroked her side and breast with a gentle hand, making her quiver as one finger lightly grazed a nipple.

She smiled at him. He smiled back. They came together on the bed, him on top, and he slid inside her effortlessly, the girth of his huge cock filling every bit of her and then some as her eyes went wide and she gasped in pleasure.

He cradled her head in his hand and used the other hand to brace himself as he drove inside her over and over, his thrusts varying between hard and soft, occasionally pausing to make the anticipation build within her until he'd finally resume again and make her moan so loudly it almost qualified as a scream.

She dug her fingernails into his back again and it only spurred him on again, making him thrust harder, making him push her to her very limits.

She came more times that night than she could count, the sheer number and ferocity of the orgasms exhausting her beyond the point of coherence. When at last they were done and lay together, naked, panting, and sweaty, Pete smiled at her and ran a finger along her flat stomach toward the now extremely sensitive skin of her pussy.

She could remember each and every move, each and every moment of that night, and it replayed in her head frequently on nights like this — when she was alone, in her bed, under the sheet, with her hand in just the right spot to take advantage of the situation.

As she rubbed herself to the thought of him fucking her hard in this very bed, the back of her mind wouldn't give up the thought:

What's he holding back? What could be making him pull away?
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Kim thought maybe her little self pleasure session might help her get some sleep, but her mind was, to her dismay, still running in a bunch of different directions.

Ultimately, she decided, it had less to do with her being afraid of losing Pete and more to do with not understanding exactly what was going on with him. She could deal with a break-up, but the thought of not knowing exactly why he'd distanced himself before said break-up was enough to drive her nuts.

In fact, it was apparently doing just that already — as she found herself grabbing her purse and wandering out into the townhouse grounds, destined for Pete's apartment.

On the five-minute walk over, she realized her trip was about a little more than just figuring out the state of her and Pete's relationship.

At the very least, I need to get laid, she thought to herself, taking a moment to appreciate the quiet of the townhouse grounds at such an early hour. I don't care if I have to ride him while he's unconscious, I'm going to get some until I'm tired enough to sleep this mood off.

As she got to his building, she noticed light coming from the second-floor window, where his room was located.

He wouldn't keep the light on if he was getting sleep, she thought to herself, her skin suddenly feeling just a little hotter than it had been a second or two ago.

Her thoughts ran back to all of those conversations she had with her friends and his friends, all of those times she was told there was no way he was cheating. She knew there could have been any number of reasons he was awake with the lights on in his room despite telling her he'd be sleeping, but her mind had a tendency to drift toward the worst-case scenario, and right now it was hitting that scenario with everything it had.

She hurried to the door of the townhouse and grabbed the spare key she knew the boys kept behind a loose brick in the wall. None of Pete's had either moved out or were asleep in their rooms, judging by the lack of lights in their windows, so she didn't feel bad at all about using the hidden key on the door and quietly sneaking into the place.

This is crazy. This is the work of a crazy lady. You're now the crazy girlfriend. Soon to be ex girlfriend, maybe? Congratulations, Kim.

She paused, staring at Pete's closed door on the second floor landing.

Then again, knowing is better than not knowing. I'd rather be dumped than in limbo.

With one final surge of confidence, she steeled herself, walked forward, and knocked on the door.

From inside, she heard Pete mutter a hushed “what the fuck,” rustle around a bit, and then say loudly, “who is it?”

Without answering, Kim opened the door and walked into the room. The first thing she noticed was, thankfully, that Pete was completely alone. It filled her with relief even before she truly had time to process it — and even after she had the time to do so, most of her focus was on the fact that he had his sizeable cock exposed and was, apparently, masturbating when she'd interrupted him.

“Kim?!” Pete exclaimed, trying to cover himself up. “What are you doing here?!”

Kim didn't answer. She was too busy looking at the laptop screen that Pete had open on his nightstand. On it, there was a video he'd failed to pause before trying to cover himself up.

The video depicted a woman — who, Kim couldn't help but notice, looked an awful lot like herself — bound tightly to a bedframe and struggling furiously. She was naked except for a tiny pair of panties, and they weren't doing much to hide anything.

Pete noticed where Kim's attention was going, and sprawled out quickly to pause the video and close the laptop. He repeated the question, this time getting Kim's attention. Unfortunately, her mind was still reeling and she didn't respond.

This is what he's been hiding? A fetish? This is why he's been holding back on me and canceling plans and creating distance? Because he can't fess up to his being into bondage?

That's it?

“What ... Kim, what are you doing here?” Pete said again, his worry growing more and more obvious the longer she took to respond. “Are you okay?”

She looked at him, her face nearly blank. She didn't want to show her cards just yet.

“What was that?” she said, calmly.

Pete, obviously relieved that Kim's part of the conversation didn't open with screaming, was still tentative.

“It's, uh ... it's nothing,” he said. He knew that wasn't going to pass for an actual answer, but he was panicking.

Kim liked watching him squirm, and was determined to wait as long as she could before revealing her lack of displeasure.

Compared to what I thought he might have been doing up here? Shit, this is fantastic.

“Is that the sort of thing you're into?” she finally said. “Women bound and gagged? Bondage? Is that what you like?”

She approached him slowly, a step or two at a time, and he clearly had no idea how to react. He knew there was no point in denying anything, but at the same time he didn't appear to want to admit his own secret, powerful desires.

“Because, Pete, you know, all this time I thought you were pulling away from me because there was something wrong, or because you just weren't interested anymore,” Kim said, reaching the bed and pulling the covers Pete had used to cover himself aside, exposing his cock — which was holding up remarkably well in spite of the terror Pete's expression implied he was feeling.

“No, not at all,” he said. “That’s not at all, Kim, I swear, it’s just—”

“Dear,” Kim said, and grabbed Pete’s cock firmly in her hand. He tensed up hard, and she could feel the blood go rushing back into his suddenly stiffer rod. “If what you wanted was a woman who didn’t mind being tied up and fucked hard, all you had to do was ask.”
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Pete’s eyes somehow found a way to go wider, a look Kim couldn’t help but feel a little joy in causing.

“I — wh-what?” he blurted, closing his eyes and inhaling deeply as Kim stroked him lightly, his cock growing ever stiffer in her hands.

“All this time, I’ve been wondering, what happened to the passion?” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve been thinking to myself that maybe something was wrong. It never occurred to me that maybe nothing was wrong — maybe you just had preferences you never divulged.”

She was stroking him consistently now, moving to sit on the bed with him, feeling his pulse through the meat of his now rock-hard cock, marveling at the heat of it and ecstatic at having found out things weren’t, in fact, as bad as they seemed.

She locked eyes with him, and used her free hand to hold his chin in place. He froze, and they kept their eyes locked as she kept running her hand up and down the length of his shaft. They were both breathing heavily, and Pete was moving gently with the rhythm she was setting.

“Tell me what you want to do to me,” she whispered softly, now keenly aware that she was finding this surprisingly hot. “Tell me.”

He took a few seconds before answering, seemingly still hesitant to engage her on this level — still stuck in the mindset of having to be embarrassed about his desires. Kim knew all it would take was one minute of honest conversation. It was just a matter of getting him there.

“What I want to do to you?” he asked.

“Don’t stall,” she said, and gripped his cock a little harder. He flinched. “Tell me exactly what you want to do to me. Everything you’ve wanted to do, everything you’ve fantasized about doing, everything you’ve been afraid to ask for: Tell me all of it.”

He paused. And then, finally: The dam began to break.

“I … I want to tie you up,” he said softly. Kim rewarded him with a few loving strokes. His cock was throbbing hard in her hands, and she was loving every second of this.

“How do you want to tie me up?”

The pause was a little shorter this time. “Bent over the bed,” he said. “With your arms out to the sides, stretched.”

He really has been thinking about this, hasn’t he?

“That sounds fucking hot,” she said. “How far would you stretch my arms out to the sides?”

“As far as they could go,” he said quickly, eyes closed as she began to stroke him faster. “So you could barely pull them back in. I’d want you helpless.”

Kim moaned. “I don’t sound helpless, though,” she said. “Not yet, anyway. What would you do with my legs?”

“I'd tie your legs out to either side,” he said, barely getting the words out now, the anticipation building so rapidly he couldn't contain himself. “I'd tie your legs out to either side and make sure you weren't going anywhere.”

“Mmm,” Kim uttered, her eyes closed, imagining the prospect. “And you'd be able to see my wet pussy pretty well from behind, wouldn't you?”

Before he even had a chance to answer, Kim dropped her head down and slipped his cock into her mouth.

He gasped and spasmed with pleasure as she rolled the underside of his cock around on her tongue. She looked up at him and kept going hard at his shaft, pulling back and stroking him before going down again, and again, and again. He moaned, placing a hand on the back of her head and forcing her down.

It was the dominant side she'd always suspected was there but never really been able to bring out of him, and she was glad to see it in full effect now. It meant he was finally letting go of whatever hesitations or roadblocks he'd put up in his mind — letting go of whatever was holding him back.

She pulled her mouth off of him and used the mix of precum and spit to stroke him even faster, watching intently as he shut his eyes and leaned back, his moans growing louder and louder. 

If his eyes were open, he might have been able to see the smirk on Kim's face. He may not have known what to do with it or about it, but he'd at least have had some warning as to what she was about to do — but he didn't, and so when she pulled her hands away from him entirely and sat straight up, his head shot forward and his eyes opened wide in shock and desperation.

“Kim, wh-what are you doing? Why—”

“I want you to fuck me,” Kim said, her voice stern and deliberate. “I want you to do everything you just said to me — tie me up, make me helpless, make me vulnerable — and I want you to fuck me hard. I want to be sore in the morning. Do you understand?”

The shock and desperation gave way to pure shock, and then to something resembling determination as Pete realized the opportunity Kim was laying out in front of him.

“Are you sure?” he asked quietly, like a child who'd just been told to pick any toy he wanted off the shelf.

“Do I look unsure?” Kim asked, unwavering.

He didn't respond, still too shocked with the way his night had turned around in the past fifteen minutes.

“Do you have everything you'll need here?” Kim asked, her pussy wet, her eyes blazing with curiosity and desire. Her heart was racing. Her skin felt hot. She wanted this more than she realized. “Neckties? Belts? Things like that?”

“Y-yeah,” Pete said, and got off the bed — hiking up his pants to cover his massive, glistening erection — to find the items.

Kim, meanwhile, was busy stripping down. As she slid her wet panties down over her feet and dropped them onto the floor, she marveled at how the confused, curious Kiim of just a half hour earlier had so quickly turned into someone now practically demanding to be bound and mercilessly fucked.

Life's funny that way, I guess.
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Pete practically jumped into his closet and pulled down a few neckties, then grabbed the only two belts he owned and turned to make his way back over to the bed. When he spun around and saw Kim standing there, completely naked — her tight, toned body and the lips of her shaven pussy looking as hot as ever — he froze and smiled.

“See something you like?” Kim said, matching his smile with one of her own.

“A whole lot,” he replied, and approached her calmly.

Kim put a hand on his chest as he came closer, stopping him in his tracks.

“From here on out, there's no treating me gingerly,” she said. “You're going to bend me over roughly, you're going to tie me tightly, and you're going to fuck me harder than you've ever fucked anyone or anything in your life. Agreed?”

Pete looked down at her, his cock throbbing against the material of his shorts. He wanted her so, so badly, and she could see it in her eyes. It only served to make her hotter, make her want him more.

Without a word, Pete spun her around and pushed her forward. She fell onto the bed, bending over it and bracing herself with her hands.

Pete grabbed one of those hands and began to loop a necktie around it. Kim was surprised by how expertly he maneuvered everything, as if this were something he'd tried on himself — or maybe someone else, someone he'd shown this side to in a previous relationship. If she craned her neck just so, she could see Pete's expression — and it was one of deliberateness, of sheer determination. This was something he'd clearly pictured over and over in his head, and now, finally getting to act it out, he was going to make certain he got it right.

The knot around her wrist was firm but comfortable, and as Pete pulled Kim's arm outward toward the far bedpost she marveled at just how long she'd be able to stay in such a binding.

This seems like it's meant for the long term, she thought, pulling gently on the tie as he looped and secured it around the bedpost.

When the very first of her bindings was complete, Pete backed away and admired it for a second while Kim tugged on it hard to test it out. It wasn't going anywhere. Soon, she realized, she wasn't going to be going anywhere either.

Holy fuck, what did I get myself into?

She didn't have too much more time to think about it, as Pete was already setting upon her other arm with another necktie in hand. Much like with the first arm, he worked quickly and expertly, securing her wrist in an inescapable knot and looping the other end of the tie off on the opposite bedpost.

Once it was in place, Pete stepped back yet again. This time, when Kim struggled, she truly wasn't able to move more than a few inches one way or the other. Her arms were about as taut as they could be stretched, and all of her movement came from what she could manage with her torso.

She wondered what she looked like from behind. She wondered if he could see her dripping pussy, how hot and wet she was for him, how desperate she was to have him inside her.

Without warning, he smacked her on her bare ass. Hard. She yelped, her head flying backward and eyes widening, then put her head back down and bit her lower lip.

“Spread your legs,” he commanded, and she decided to try and give him a hard time, not pulling them any further apart.

He responded by smacking her on the ass again, somehow even harder than last time. She yelped again, this time moaning and smiling back at him. Slowly, deliberately making him wait, she began to spread her legs for him.

He grabbed one of her ankles and pulled it over to the side, placing it near the bedpost and securing it there with his belt. She had no way of knowing exactly how he was securing things down there, but she could tell it was a belt by the feel of the leather — and in only a few quick seconds, it was as secure as the ties around her wrists. When he stood up to work on her other ankle, she pulled on the tied one and found that it wasn't going anywhere.

I'm one limb away from being completely helpless, here, she thought to herself. One limb away from not being able to fight back at all. One limb away from him getting to do whatever he wants with me.

The very concept was so hot she could barely take it, and she wiggled her hips a little to see if she could rub her clit on the edge of the bed at all. She was just that desperate to feel something down near her pussy, and unfortunately for her it just wasn't going to work. She was stuck waiting for whatever release he could offer her, and right now he was too busy tying off her other ankle.

In another few seconds — which seemed to stretch on for much longer to poor Kim, who, desperate as she was, was still struggling to make any kind of progress in her efforts to rub her clit on the edge of the bed — her ankle was tied off, and there she was: completely helpless, nearly immobile, and writhing hard against the bonds with her wet, glistening pussy exposed for him to take at will.

“You have no idea how hot you look,” he said to her, his voice low and admiring, as he stepped closer and placed the bulge of his cock against her ass. She moaned and tried to move her cunt into position over it, but her efforts were futile.

“You have no idea how hot I feel,” she responded, so aroused she could barely get the words out.

He doesn't understand how torturous this is. He can't. Can he? If he could, he'd have been fucking me already. Right?

Pete stepped back and began to slip his shorts off, letting his huge cock spring out from under the grasp of the materials and extend into the room, throbbing and desperate to plunge inside of the bound woman in front of him. Kim couldn't see it, but she could hear him pulling his shorts down, and it filled her with a somehow even higher level of anticipation. The wait was, simply, killing her. Her heart was pounding. Sweat was beading on her brow. Her legs were already feeling the stress of having to support this position, and she needed him inside of her.

Slowly, carefully, he approached her. She could feel it and hear it, and moved her hips accordingly, trying to anticipate where he could be so she could slip him inside her as quickly as possible. He wasn't having it, though, and delighted in teasing her by rubbing his cock on her asscheeks and making her struggle to try and get it where she wanted it.

“Come onnn,” she moaned, pleading, begging him to slip inside her, begging him to end this temptation and anticipation with one powerful thrust.

He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back hard in response, and she gasped, her eyes wide, her mouth hanging open. Her hands clenched into fists and she tensed up from the surprise of it, but another surge of longing and desire shot through her immediately afterward — the product of his domination having exactly the desired effect.

“Beg me,” he grunted, apparently through gritted teeth. Kim was more than happy to oblige.

“Please,” she moaned, her hair still being pulled. “Please, please fuck me. Please!”

He smacked her ass with his free hand, and she yelped once more.

“How bad do you want it?” he demanded.

“So bad! More than you know! Please! Please fuck me!”

He smacked her on the ass again. Her yelp turned into something more akin to a low scream. 

“Tell me again!” he said, louder now, commanding her.

“I want you to fuck me! I want you to fuck me so badly! Please, baby, pl—”

And that's when, without warning, he slipped himself inside her.
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She hadn't been prepared for him to enter her without warning — and certainly not up to his full length — so Kim's initial reaction was complete shock and surprise, which she expressed by yelling out, her fingers outstretched, her muscles tense.

But holy shit, it felt so good. She couldn't believe the power and determination behind his thrusts. They pushed her thighs up against the bed hard and rocked her forward, making the entire bed shake. Her head bobbed as Pete's grip on her hair tightened and loosened. Her eyes were shut in ecstasy, her mouth was open but no noise could escape. She was that lost in the pleasure of it, that enamored with her situation.

Pete pumped his huge cock into her over and over, the speed and power of it fueled by his own newfound confidence — the knowledge that his predilections, this fetish of his, weren't going to scare Kim away. It was a feeling he'd hardly ever experienced before, and he was thrilled to be experiencing it with this incredible woman, this beautiful lady with an unfathomable body who was willing to submit to him completely and without hesitation.

Though Kim's mind could barely wrap around the level of pleasure rocketing through her entire body, what few thoughts she could put together were in some small part focused on how they could have been fucking like this all along.

He could have been fucking me like this from the very beginning. I could have been submitting to him and bound and helpless and completely at his mercy every single night for the entire fucking year, she thought.

But somehow, I doubt that'll be a problem from here on out.

That's right about when she began to feel the first orgasm welling up inside her, starting from her very core, sparked a little further by each and every thrust of Pete's massive cock. It expanded outward from there like a fast, warm tide, rolling through her torso and along her extremities, a heat she couldn't control if she'd wanted.

When it struck her, it struck her hard, and the orgasm was louder than any she'd ever had as she screamed hard into the wall she was facing. Her throat was sore from moaning and yelping and screaming, but she screamed anyway, unable to find any other way to express the sheer ecstasy flowing through her veins and muscles.

Everything tensed, everything went rigid. She could feel her back and forehead growing slightly slick with sweat. She couldn't have cared less. Internally, her mind was flooded with chemicals of calm and peace, of pleasure and satiation.

It was an interesting dichotomy, the peace which the orgasm had filled her with and the violent, rough fucking she was still receiving. She had no choice but to accept the latter, and as quickly as she'd gotten to the first orgasm she was about to find the second to be even quicker.

She was already more sensitive than she'd ever been, her pussy sore from the pounding — she could hear the base of Pete's cock and his lower abdomen smacking against her tight ass with every pump — but she wasn't about to complain. Every bit of soreness, every bit of extra sensitivity was just another addition to the sensory overload she was forced to accommodate.

Just being forced into it, even, was another huge turn-on, and she felt a massive wave of arousal strike her once more just before the second orgasm began charting its course up and down her bloodstream.

Her heart pounded and she gripped the blankets hard as the sweat flowed freely and the second orgasm tore through her like a freight train, plowing over every last bit of her resolve and leaving her a gibbering mess. She couldn't produce words. She could only moan and groan and writhe against the bindings, moving to the rhythm of Pete's hard fucking but unable to stop him from going further, pushing her even more to the limit.

And she was more than happy to let him do just that.

Pete's thrusts were harder now, and coming more quickly. With what little ability to think coherently Kim had left, she realized it was because he was getting ready to come. Her hair was still gripped tightly in his fist and her neck was still wrenched back — painfully, but in a way she never realized could be so alluring — but she managed to put a few words together for him as he neared the edge of his own orgasm.

“Come all over me!” she blurted out, hardly able to catch her breath. “Come all over me, baby!”

He didn't acknowledge her request, and she simply gripped the blankets again and braced herself for whatever might come next.

Pete slid his cock all the way out of her and then all the way back inside her, teasing her, making himself last longer, giving himself a few more precious seconds experiencing her tight, wet pussy and the look of her legs and arms stretched to the point of helplessness.

He did it again, once, twice, and finally a third time before resuming his quick, pointed thrusts. Finally, he decided to let go of her hair so he could bring both hands down to her hips and pull her toward him with each pump. His torso and her ass collided hard over and over as he thrusted and thrusted, and as orgasm approached he found himself completely unable to draw things out any longer. He had to come, and he had to do it now. His body wasn't going to let him wait any longer.

Kim could feel it coming — could feel Pete's hands dig harder into her hips — as she placed her head down on the blanket and moaned hard through the final moments. With one final thrust that pushed the bed hard against the wall, Pete pulled out and emptied his load all over Kim's back.

She could feel it there, hot and thick, some of it indiscernible to her from the sweat that had beaded up on her skin, but most of it every bit as identifiable as if he'd emptied himself on her face.

All of the muscles she'd tensed in anticipation were finally released, and the relief was incredible. She sank into the blanket, breathing hard, sweating profusely. Pete collapsed onto the bed next to her, staring up at the ceiling, his eyes wide, his chest heaving.

“That was fucking incredible,” he said between deep, panting breaths. “Thank you so much.”

“Thank you,” Kim said back.

“I never thought I'd say something like this, but I'm glad you walked in on me masturbating.”

They shared a small laugh, the two of them too exhausted to do much else.

“I am too,” Kim said. “I'd have had no idea you were into this kind of thing.”

“What about you?” Pete asked. “What did you think?”

Kim struggled to put her thoughts together for a second, her mind still reeling from the experience.

“I think,” she said slowly, “if you tie me in a different position, I could go again whenever you're ready.”

Pete simply looked at her, the expression on his face a priceless mix of relief, happiness, and pure lust. He gripped her hair in his hand and pulled it — slightly more gentle this time — to bring her head up, then kissed her on the lips.

“You got it,” he said.

They didn't get much sleep that night. Or the rest of the week, for that matter. Kim could have done better on the final she was studying for, but she couldn't have cared less.
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