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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 My Crush Caught Me in Bondage:

“And that's the tale of how I got here. Naked, bound, gagged, and completely helpless, knowing there's absolutely nothing I can do about this situation until Colt gets here, which should be any minute now.”

Cynthia's been obsessed with bondage for as long as she can remember, and great at putting herself into it for almost just as long. It's a passion, and she revels in the helplessness of it.

But she's about to screw up. She's about to get stuck. And worse still: Her coworker, Colt, is due over any minute now for the dinner she invited him to!

Cynthia doesn't have much time to spare … but would getting caught really be all that bad?

This erotic short features plenty of bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, and plenty of other hot action. Lock yourself in!

–

An Excerpt:

Jesus, I think, snapping back into reality. Imaginary Colt's got some game.

The clarity and power of that fantasy is just too much, and it's enough to convince me that even though I've only spent fifteen minutes or so in this bondage setup of mine, right now I'd much rather be masturbating furiously.

I stretch my hand out as far as I can and wrap a finger around the base of the string leading up to the handcuff keys.

I give it a sharp tug.

And even in my hyper-aroused state, with the vibrator still going, a sheen of sweat developing all over my body and a hot strain in my shoulders, I go cold with dread as I feel nothing but string fall down into my grasp …

… and look up to see the handcuff keys still taped to the wall.
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Well, this is a fine mess I've gotten myself into. 

Let me set the scene for you:

I’ve been lusting after a coworker of mine, Colt, since the day I started at Belmont. He’s witty, he’s charming, he’s absolutely gorgeous, and — most intriguing of all — he’s single. No, I don’t know how.

Colt and I hit it off pretty well right from the start, but thus far I’ve been too timid to actually make a move. I’ve just never had that much luck with guys. I don’t know what it is. I can be as strong and determined as anybody you’ll ever meet when it comes to business and careers and everything of that nature, but put me in front of a cute guy and I freeze up.

So, to me, it was a big deal when earlier in the week I managed to work up the courage to ask him to come over for dinner Friday night. Tonight. He’s due over in about twenty minutes.

Normally at this point I’d be pacing around, compulsively moving things a few fractions of an inch left or right, thinking those fractions of an inch are all that stand between my apartment looking well maintained and my apartment looking like a bomb hit it. I’d be checking my teeth in the mirror every thirty seconds. I’d be fluttering around here like a hummingbird.

It's a nerve wracking process — and I'd give anything to be doing that right now. Or anything other than what I'm doing, actually. 

Because in about twenty minutes, Colt is going to walk into my apartment. When he does, he's going to find me handcuffed and chained to my bed, completely naked, spread eagle, with a ball gag in my mouth and a vibrator happily buzzing away only inches from my shaven, moist cunt. 

What happens after that is anybody's guess, but I had absolutely no intention of things working out this way.

After all, I've done this to myself countless times without any trouble; why should I think today of all days would be when my makeshift release mechanism failed and left me completely helpless, the keys I need only a few feet out of my reach?

A fine mess. That's what this is. 

And to think, it's a mess I wouldn't even be in if it weren't for a potted plant. 
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Early in the week, I noticed the small tree I keep in my cubicle had, for the third time, broken the rubber band that kept it secured to its wooden stake. Sick of replacing rubber bands, I decided to bring in some twine from home.

Let me back up a little and explain something about this particular ball of twine.

Ever since I can remember, I've been into the idea of being tied up. I vividly remember figuring it out for the first time at a sleepover, when my girlfriends and I were up late watching some raunchy Baywatch knockoff that involved some damsel in distress in a skimpy bikini getting tied helplessly to a large wheel. 

The others laughed at it and moved on quickly, but I was transfixed. I kept picturing myself as that woman, bound and helpless, barely clothed, completely vulnerable to whomever happened to find me. It was the first time I ever truly experienced being turned on. I didn't understand it at the time. Just like how I didn't understand why it felt so good that night when everybody else was fast asleep and I was wrapping myself as tightly as I could in my sleeping bag. 

That's the first time I ever tried tying myself up. 

It felt so good to be so constricted. I wanted to chase that feeling. 

And chase it I did. Eventually I learned more and more about my newfound fetish, carrying it with me all through high school and college. 

Sometimes I'd land a guy who knew his way around a length of rope and could get the job done. I'd revel in those experiences, touching myself to them long after the guy was in the proverbial rear view mirror. I'd feel the burn of the ropes around my wrists, the strain in my shoulders, the beautiful sting of sweat in my eyes when I couldn't wipe it away. I'd picture those boys dividing me, stretching me so hard I split and was open to them entirely, helpless and as vulnerable as anything can be. 

Those sorts of guys don't come along often, and eventually I got sick of that lull between them. It was like standing at the shoreline, feeling one warm wave break on your feet, then waiting a year for the next one. The anticipation outweighed the results. 

So I started looking into self bondage. 

There's a science to it, really. You want to feel truly and utterly helpless, but you can't actually make yourself truly and utterly helpless because then you won't be able to escape — and if you live alone, like I do, that's a great way to end up in serious, serious trouble. 

So you devise all of these ways to get out of things that aren't quite as straightforward as just keeping a key or pair of scissors in your hand. 

I find knots way more complicated than handcuffs and chains, so I tend to use the latter, which means I need to have a pair of keys readily accessible. 

That's where the twine comes in. 

I'll tie a length of twine around the ring my handcuff keys are on, then tape the keys to the wall a few feet over my bed and dangle the string down so it's just barely within my reach. That's why I had the ball of twine on hand when I needed to bring some into work.

As for why I forgot it at work, well ...
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I need to explain something about Colt.

He's as if someone ordered him from a catalog. That hair. Those eyes. The way his jaw looks like it was carved out of granite. The way his powerful physique manages to show right through the button-down shirts he has to wear around the office. Those tight asscheeks. I've never seen a man this pretty.

I mean, I have, but they've never been within my grasp. Colt is not just within my grasp, he is ripe for the taking and seems more than happy to let me try. He's fresh out of college, which makes him a few years younger than me, but he carries himself like a man much older, and it just makes me want him harder. I spend an awful lot of time at work anymore just dampening my panties thinking about him and all the things I want to do to him. All the things I want him to do to me. All the things. 

I have this one fantasy where he's invited me over to his place and I'm barely even in the door before he grabs my arms and forces me up against the wall, slamming me against it and kissing me hard, taking what has been his ever since we first laid eyes on one another. 

I picture his one hand behind my neck, pulling my lips harshly into his while his other hand runs over the damp denim in the crotch of my jeans before slipping up, behind the waistband, and finally back down, under the denim, under my panties, rolling my clit under his pointer and middle fingers, working his digits between my folds and making them wet with my juices. 

I picture him taking me right there in the living room, bending me over the back of the couch and pulling hard on my arms while he fucks me from behind. Because he can't even stand waiting long enough to make to the bedroom. 

And baby, neither can I. 

I'm actually thinking about that scenario when he comes by my desk one morning — the same morning I bring the twine — and asks me what I'm doing this weekend. 

Normally in this position, like I said, I freeze. I know, it's silly. I'm older than this boy. I should take charge. And maybe it's just that holding onto the ball of twine on the train into work — knowing where it has been and what it has been used for, knowing nobody else who sees it could have any clue how instrumental it is to getting myself off — turns me on so much, but taking charge is exactly what I decide to do. 

I invite him to dinner Friday night. For some reason, I insist on it being at my apartment, instead of out somewhere. He accepts, and he's not even back at his desk yet before I'm thinking about all of the incredible ways I want to bend for him, all the places I want him to put his tongue.

I'm thinking about these things so hard, in fact, when I leave work that evening I totally forget to bring the ball of twine home with me. By the next morning, I'm so focused on my upcoming date with Colt, the ball of twine is a distant memory. It sits in my desk for the next few nights, and as far as I know, it's there right now.

Which is why, when I left work early today to grab supplies for dinner and found myself alone in the apartment with a little extra time to kill, I had to use a different kind of string for the release mechanism.

You'll see why that's important in a second.
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I've tied myself up in a whole bunch of different ways and positions. Some have been more strenuous than others, and some have left me wondering if maybe I'd really done something dangerous — but none have ever resulted in anything more than a few scary moments. Sometimes I've had to struggle a little harder than I expected and was forced to wear big bracelets for a few days to cover up the bruising, but beyond that I can't really say self bondage has felt like risky stuff.

After realizing I was going to have the time to play around a bit, I started setting everything up pretty quickly. I grabbed four sets of cuffs, a few short lengths of chain, my vibrator and my ball gag and got to work.

The first step is always setting up the escape mechanism, so I started with that — which is when I realized I'd left the normal ball of twine at work. I rummaged through my apartment's storage space for any kind of material that would suffice, and found a small ball of string with some kind of wax coating.

I should have known better. For all the time I've spent with rope, for all the experience I have tying myself up, I really, really should have known better.

I looped the string through the handcuff keyring, tied it off with a tail about three feet in length, and duct taped the keys to the wall about three feet over the corner of my bed.

I stripped fully, staring at myself in the mirror for a minute or two before moving on. I'd put on a little bit of weight in the few years since college, but in all the right places. I carried it well.

The first bit of setup involved the cuffs that would be going around my legs. I got down on the floor and ran two lengths of chain from each corner at the foot of the bed frame up onto the mattress itself, then attached a pair of open cuffs to the end of each chain.

I could feel myself getting wet already, just the idea of forthcoming helplessness enough to turn me on and set my heart racing. I was breathing more quickly. I'd been fantasizing about Colt all week, and this was my last chance for some kind of release before our date.

I sat down on the bed and wrapped the open end of each cuff around an ankle, securing my legs into a spread position. I'd decided to push myself a little bit further this time around, and so the chains I'd attached to these cuffs was even shorter than usual. It forced my legs outward, making it just about impossible to close them. 

I stared down at my pussy: wet, throbbing, and begging for Colt's touch.

This'll have to do for now, my friend, I thought to myself, and used another length of the string to secure the vibrator in place around my upper thigh.

This is something I've only figured out through trial and error. You don't want the vibrator set up in just the right position to get you off, because then you'll end up getting off much more quickly than you intended and suddenly you're stuck for a while in total bondage with a vibrator hammering away on your now-very-sensitive clit. What you want is the vibrator to be set up in just the right position to tease you, give you just enough to want more without being given too much.

The orgasm you get from touching yourself afterward is less earth-shattering, but I'll take that over the torture of a vibrator on an already-over-it clit any day of the week.

I set the vibrator on low, and even though I know exactly when it's going to hit, the vibration still makes me jump a little. It sends a warm, buzzing tone through my body via my clit, the nerve endings firing rapidly. My mind is already racing. I'm thinking about Colt, about the multitude of possibilities this evening might hold. I'm thinking about my cunt — my dripping, ready-for-action cunt — and how mind-blowing it would feel for Colt to make his way inside of it, force that thick, meaty cock of his into me and thrust until he was finished.

I shake my head to try and clear my head a little. It doesn't work very well, but I press on. The ball gag is next. I slip it into my mouth and buckle it around the back of my head. This is just for effect. A ball gag makes me feel even more helpless.

Finally, it's showtime. I lay back, taking one last glance up at the keys taped to the wall. The string dangles from them, the end of it just a few inches away from the bed itself, right above where my hand is about to be cuffed in place. I look down at my body, and again I'm pleased with what I see. The vibrator's going to town on my extraordinarily sensitive pussy, and I can't do much of anything about it because my legs are spread too wide for me to close.

You're getting too good at this, I think to myself, and reach my right hand out to cuff it into place around the bedpost. One side of the cuffs goes around the bedpost, the other side around my wrist. The cuff clicks into place, and suddenly that limb is useless.

I'm only realizing now that I've stretched myself out farther than I can remember ever stretching myself before. The pressure on my wrist from the handcuff isn't terrible, but it's definitely more significant than I'm used to. I try to slide my hips up a little, but there's simply no give in the chains. I've done this to myself, and I either have to let myself out and fix it … or just settle in, cuff my other wrist and enjoy the helplessness.

You probably know which one I picked.

I reach out with my left hand, wrap one end of the handcuffs around the bedpost, and click it into place.

This is always the moment of truth with any self bondage session: the point where you take one last bit of inventory and try to make sure you haven't screwed yourself over by forgetting something.

This time around, the bondage isn't particularly complex. The cuffs are in place. The keys are in place. The vibrator's where it needs to be. I'm gagged, I'm stretched. Everything's good to go.

I slip my left hand into the final open cuff and use my flexible wrist and long fingers to click it into place.

Well, here I am.
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No matter how careful you are, there's this moment of beautiful panic right after the last lock clicks into place. It's terrifying and exhilarating, all at the same time. Flat on my back, naked, stretched and immobile, knowing there's no turning around now … even without the vibrator, I'd be buzzing with electricity.

My nipples are tight and sensitive, and when I look down my body at them they stick up from my pert chest like two hard, pink pebbles. My breasts bob gently with every small movement I make to try and gain some level of comfort.

It's not too long before I realize this may very well be the best self bondage I've ever placed myself into. Even with my level of skill and experience, it feels like there's always something that's a little too loose or forgiving for me to truly be able to sink in and enjoy it as if I were being held captive.

Not so much, this time. I'm completely stuck. The handcuffs pull hard at my wrists and ankles, and between the arousal and the exertion of my position I'm already beginning to sweat a little.

I close my eyes and put my head back, thinking about all of the things I'd love for Colt to do to me as I lay here. What would he say if he walked in right now? What would he do?

I picture him not saying a word, just walking over to the bed and removing his shirt along the way. His smooth, toned body snakes up along mine, his chest along my chest, my nipples on fire from the contact, my pussy aching at the thought of him being inside me.

I picture him kissing me lightly on the neck, up my shoulder, back down my arm to my chest, where he plants gentle kisses on each breast, flicking my nipples with his tongue, moving slowly, slowly down my stomach with gentle pecks and licks until he comes to my hip bones. He draws gentle shapes into my groin with his tongue, looking up at me from my mound and smiling as he removes the vibrator and replaces it with his mouth.

I'm leaning my head back and moaning into the gag as I imagine him licking me over and over, rolling my clit around with his tongue, pausing only to slip that tongue inside me, tasting my juices and enjoying every last drop.

I'm imagining him pausing, and I complain into the gag but he doesn't say anything — he just removes his pants and boxers. I get just the faintest glimpse of the biggest, hardest throbbing cock I've ever seen in my life before he plunges it into me, hard and without protection, the power and heat of it overwhelming me into a frenzy.

In this scenario, I've spent so long, so very, very long at the edge of orgasm that just the filling sensation of Colt's cock in my cunt is enough to send me over the edge. Despite the tension in my bonds keeping me rigid, I buck wildly, I writhe against him, feel my clit rubbing on the base of him, feel every last nerve shooting wild electric signals throughout my body.

It overwhelms me. It throws warm waves of pleasure and satiation into every last crevice, and I slip into repose, calm, sweaty, exhausted.

Jesus, I think, snapping back into reality. Imaginary Colt's got some game.

The clarity and power of that fantasy is just too much, and it's enough to convince me that even though I've only spent fifteen minutes or so in this bondage setup of mine, right now I'd much rather be masturbating furiously.

I stretch my hand out as far as I can and wrap a finger around the base of the string leading up to the handcuff keys.

I give it a sharp tug.

And even in my hyper-aroused state, with the vibrator still going, a sheen of sweat developing all over my body and a hot strain in my shoulders, I go cold with dread as I feel nothing but string fall down into my grasp …

… and look up to see the handcuff keys still taped to the wall.
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And that's the tale of how I got here. Naked, bound, gagged, and completely helpless, knowing there's absolutely nothing I can do about this situation until Colt gets here, which should be any minute now.

I struggled furiously when I realized what had happened, and it dislodged the vibrator. That's how it ended up a few inches away from my pussy instead of directly on it. Just as well, I suppose.

You're going to have to pack up everything and move to another state, I tell myself. You're never going to be able to look him in the eye after he finds you like this. He's going to go into work on Monday morning and tell everybody he can about how Cynthia invited him over and he found her naked as the day she was born, having tied herself up and gotten stuck. What a freak she is, so into freaky things she'll endanger herself just to feel tied up.

And yet, even with the growing fear, I have to admit: There's something about this that's turning me on. The initial panic wiped away whatever quasi-orgasmic buzz I was working on, but now that I know Colt's going to walk in and find me naked and vulnerable, part of me is growing warm at the thought of my fantasy from earlier coming true.

Unfortunately, that part of me is not yet strong enough to quell the panic, and I'm still tugging hard at the chains and wondering if I was really stupid enough to tell him “if there's no answer at the door when you get there, just let yourself in with the key I keep on top of the doorframe.”

Of course I was. If I'm dumb enough to get myself into this situation because of a shitty ball of second-rate string, I'm dumb enough to get myself caught by my crush.

I hear footsteps coming up the stairs outside, and I freeze. No struggling, no breathing. The vibrator's buzzing and the ticking of my bedroom clock are the only sounds.

The footsteps stop, too, and I'm beginning to feel relief at the thought of my only imagining them when — of course — I hear a knock at the door.

My heartbeat shoots through the roof. I can feel sweat beading up on my forehead, and I start struggling as hard as I can again. Nothing's going anywhere, though. This is a solid bed, and I've done a great job of locking myself to it as helplessly as I'd hoped. I grunt into the gag, my jaw sore from the strain. My breasts bob and sway wildly.

Another knock.

There's still time to turn this around. If I can just get out of the cuffs, I don't even have to get dressed before I come to the door. I can just wrap a towel around myself and say I was in the shower. “That's why I didn't answer the door, Colt; I was in the shower. How silly of me. Won't you come in? Please ignore the piles of handcuffs and chains strewn about my bedroom.” This is bad. This is bad, bad, bad. This is—

I hear my phone vibrate on my nightstand, and look over. It's Colt, calling from my doorstep. Of course.

I try to stretch a hand out and reach the phone, but there's no way I'm making it all the way over there. It buzzes four times, and is then silent again.

I hear some faint rustling at the door, and realize Colt's reaching up over the doorframe to grab the key I told him about.

My struggling stops. I sink into the bed, resigned to whatever humiliation is about to come my way. I'd be lying if I said part of me wasn't incredibly turned on at the thought of what's about to occur, but mostly I just want to curl up and disappear.

I hear the door open.

“Cynthia?” Colt says from the doorway before stepping in and shutting the door behind him. “Cynthia, you home?”

I think about trying to say something through the gag to let him know where I'm at, but then second-guess myself. After all, maybe he'll just settle in the living room and I'll get a little more time to maybe work out a plan to—

“I let myself in like you said, I hope that's not a problem,” he says loudly, and he's very clearly wandering in the direction of the bedroom.

He's trying to make sure he doesn't catch me off guard while getting changed or hopping out of the shower. How gentlemanly. 

This is going to be a bit of a shock for him, I guess.

“Cynth—”

And there he is, in my bedroom doorway, beautiful young Colt, staring slack-jawed at his helpless coworker.
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“Cynthia?!” he says, and I mewl into the gag in response, my eyes wide, my face no doubt a shade of crimson it has never been before. He rushes over to the bed.

“Cynthia, holy shit! Are you okay? Who did this to you?”

I'm still mewling into the gag when I notice he starts putting the scene together. He sees the handcuff keys, taped to the wall not too far above the bed. He looks down at the vibrator, still going strong. He looks back at the door, which he knows he had to unlock to get in, which means nobody could have—

He looks back at me, and takes a long, meandering glance at my naked body. My embarrassment is truly epic, no doubt, but I'm getting more and more turned on with every second he spends staring at me. I writhe my hips gently.

“... Cynthia, did you do this to yourself?”

He makes eye contact with me for the first time since he got into the bedroom, and as much as I thought I'd want to avoid ever looking him in the eye again, that part of me that was aroused by this situation is truly beginning to take over.

Maybe it's the fact that I am, truly and irrevocably, as helpless and vulnerable as I've always wanted to be in front of a powerful, sexy man. Maybe it's the fact that I had a fantasy very close to this running through my head only a few minutes ago.

Maybe it's the fact that a quick glance down to Colt's crotch reveals a sizable bulge in his jeans.

Maybe it's any of those things. Whatever the case may be, when I nod that I did, in fact, do this to myself, it's not with any kind of shame. It's with eyes that say, 'Yes, yes I did. Now take what's yours.'

The boy, bless his heart, doesn't have to be told twice.

“Well,” he says, “if you're going to be that gracious a host ...”

He takes his shirt off, and that physique of his is everything I dreamed about and then some. He's chiseled. My pussy warms at the sight of it, the thought of him running those abs and that chest over me while he fucks me is almost too much to bear.

I moan into the gag, and Colt looks down at the vibrator.

“You must have driven yourself crazy with this thing,” he says, and flicks it off. “That's a shame. I've wanted to fuck you for so, so long; you could've just asked.”

He leans in, and I shut my eyes, the anticipation of whatever's about to happen simply overwhelming me.

“Then again,” he continues, “I guess you did. In your own way.”

And, with my eyes closed, I feel two of his fingers press directly onto my clit.
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Like I said, I'd done a great job of tying myself up. And it's a good thing, too, because otherwise the release of pent-up energy that shoots through my body in that moment would be dangerous. My eyes shoot open and I tense every muscle — hard. I gasp around the gag.

Colt smiles at me, then quickly, mercifully, slips his fingers down between my folds, gathering my wetness on his fingers. He rolls them around, and I feel every movement multiplied a thousandfold as pleasure rips through my body.

I tug hard at my restraints, wanting to grab him, wanting to pull him into me, feel him enter me. I want all of the control. I want none of the control.

His fingers curl inside me, pressing on my inner walls, feeling their way around. I moan into the gag, grinding my hips as best I can against his hand. His other hand slides its way up my sweat-slick torso and finds its way to my breast, where it grabs hard and then pinches my nipple.

I yelp into the gag, a mix of pleasure and surprise firing its way out of my chest and into my spine. I hear him snicker.

And suddenly, he removes both hands. I moan in a mix of protest and frustration, but see he's standing up to remove his pants. His belt buckle flies open, and all I can think about is how many times this evening has turned on a dime.

I spend the week in fantasy, I spend twenty minutes in a nightmare, and now I'm right back in a fantasy.

“You showed me yours,” he says, taking another hard look at my body. I wriggle it for him. “So I guess it's only fair I show you mine.”

His confidence is justified. As he pulls down his jeans and boxers, I crane my neck to lift my head up off the bed and get my first glimpse at him fully naked. His cock is huge, throbbing and erect. He wants me so, so badly. I want him every bit as much. I want that cock inside me, want it working me until I beg.

He climbs onto the bed, quickly, gracefully, and braces himself over top of me. I position my hips, readying myself for him, and he kisses me along my neck and shoulders, running his tongue up behind my jaw, nibbling gently at my earlobe. I'm moaning with pleasure. I'm lost in it.

His lips travel down my body, stopping briefly at my nipples, my stomach, and my groin, before slowly climbing back up toward my neck. Finally, his naked body is even with mine, and I can feel the heat of his cock as it throbs against the outside of my pussy.

I'm desperately wet for him. I just want him inside me. I'm wriggling my hips as best I can, hoping maybe I can slip him into me before he notices what's going on, catch him off guard, but he's not having any of it. He's keeping rhythm with me.

He knows I'm his to control. It's exactly how I wanted it, and the feeling of it is so powerful the cuffs and chains are the only thing keeping me from leaping out of my skin with anticipatory ecstasy.

Finally — finally — he slides into me, slowly, and I gasp long and hard as I feel his length fill me fully. The first two thrusts are slow and cautious. After that, they're anything but.

I've had my share of men, and I've experienced my share of styles. There have been tender men, men who were careful and patient and warm. They were boring to me. There have been powerful men, men who took what they wanted and fucked as hard as they felt like fucking. They were way, way more fun.

Colt is one of the latter, but so, so much more.
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I have never been fucked like this in my life. He's thrusting hard into me and I'm barely able to keep up. I'm barely recovering momentum after the last thrust when the next one finds its way into me and I'm bouncing with it all over again, my tits heaving up and down as he rides me deliberately, powerfully.

He bites my earlobe again, and I yell into the gag. My eyes are clenched shut. I'm pulling hard on the cuffs, and they're digging into the skin of my ankles and wrists.

With his breath hot and thick on my neck and his mouth practically in my ear, his every grunt is magnified. It's the metronome to which I'm timing my own movements, doing what little I can do in my situation to respond to his enthusiasm by grinding my hips on him, feeling my clit rub against his base.

My hands grab whatever they can, alternating between clawing at the sheets and balling into fists. Every muscle in my arms and legs is growing exhausted from the sheer effort of tensing over and over, of struggling with the mix of pleasure and restraint. 

He's sweating now, too, our heat just too much for our systems to bear. He's thrusting hard, over and over, the energy of it simply impossible to believe. I'm screaming in pleasure into the gag, my jaw sore, my lips tired, my teeth hurting. In any other situation these sensations would be wildly uncomfortable — but right now, with Colt, with his cock inside me, with his breath on my neck, I couldn't care less. It's all just adding to the wave after wave of pleasure rocketing into me.

The headboard slams against the wall. The bed creaks from the strain. I'm slipping further and further away from my earthly bonds, bracing for the onslaught of orgasm, knowing it's going to send me so far over the edge of sensation I may never return. Why would I ever want to?

Colt's getting ready to come as well. His grunts are getting louder. It's only pushing me even closer.

As his grunts get higher and higher in pitch, I completely lose control and the orgasm rips through me like a hot knife through butter. I'm lost to it, I'm adrift. It rolls in waves, up from my throbbing pussy and into my stomach, my chest, my neck. It pulses down my legs.

I feel a rush of chemicals release from my brain, and it's like someone dumped warm water down my spine. I tense yet again, curling my toes, flexing every muscle.

As this last part happens, Colt pulls that huge cock out of me — it's glistening with my juices, and even in the glow of orgasm I admire it — and strokes it twice before it fires, its white, sticky load shooting out in bursts onto my stomach and chest. It's hot on my skin. I stick out my chest as best I can, wanting to give him the best possible show as he finishes up, and he appears to appreciate it, spasming with pleasure.

He's breathing hard. His cock is pulsing hard, bouncing gently with every heartbeat as we both come down and enter the afterglow.

He looks up at me, the both of us drenched in sweat, and smiles.

“I guess we'll be ordering in, then?” he says, and I giggle into the gag. His come is all over me. I feel it cooling. I want to taste it, to taste him.

“I'll take that gag off soon, so you can tell me what you want to order,” he says, getting up and walking over to the bedroom door, no doubt on his way to the bathroom. “But it's going right back on for round two, before the food gets here.”

Already I feel myself getting warm all over again to the idea.

Years of self bondage practice, finally paying off, I think, eagerly awaiting his return.
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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!
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