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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.
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–

About My Kinky Study Buddy:

I'd pictured being naked with Michael I don't even know how many times by now, but at no point did I think it would be like this. I couldn't have imagined the first time I disrobed in front of him would be at his command — and as a preface to him tying me up. For a study session!

This is already the hottest and most confusing night I've had in a while. Wonder where it goes from here.

Dani's got a problem: She needs to pass a test, but she's done a terrible job of keeping up with the material. With nowhere else to turn, she looks to her insanely hot new roommate, Michael, to help her do some last minute cramming.

But Michael's study methods are … unconventional. Dani's about to find herself in some serious bondage, and it only gets worse each time she gets a question wrong.

Is she going to make it through this kinky study session? There's only one way to find out!

This erotic short features bondage, some BDSM, male domination, female submission, playful kinky  games, and much more hot, steamy new adult action. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

I guess I should back up and explain that I've never actually tried bondage. I've always wanted to, but I've never been with a guy who was interested, so I've never ventured further into kink than a pair of fuzzy handcuffs and, one time, a blindfold. It seems hot. I like the idea of being completely helpless for someone else to do whatever they want to me. I like the idea of giving control over, of being dominated.

But there's a time and a place for these things, and as much as I wanted to mount Michael, I wasn't sure this could be defined as the time or place.

Then again, maybe that's not up to me.

My heartbeat picked up. I stared, wide-eyed, at the materials in the bag.

“Oh,” I said, surprised and a little aroused. “I ... huh. Okay, that sure is a lot of bondage stuff.”

“Yes, yes it is.”

“I still can't say I'm sure what that has to do with studying, though,” I added, my gaze now shifted up toward those huge, beautiful brown eyes of his.

“The way I see it, just reading from a book or taking a practice quiz doesn't really get you as involved as you should be,” he said. “Memory's tied to a whole bunch of things like smell and touch, so why not factor those in?”

I was stunned. Partially because, y'know, this was even happening. But also partially because he was making a kind of sense.

“You've put a lot of thought into this,” I said.

“It has worked for me and a few others I know,” he said, confidence in his eyes. “I figured you might be interested in giving it a try.”

I looked down at the bag, then back up at Michael. Every sexual thought I'd had in the past month involved him in some way. I wanted to climb on top of him and ride him until he begged me to stop. I wanted him to pound me hard, over and over, until we simply couldn't go anymore. I wanted to suck and stroke him until he came straight down the back of my throat. I wanted all of those things.

And now, I guess I wanted him to tie me up.

“Definitely,” I said.
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I'm not the most attentive student.

I've been gifted with the ability to do well on tests even without making an effort to keep up with coursework, and I've become lazy because of it. I'll skip homework assignments, I'll drift off during lectures, and more and more frequently as of late I'll just skip class entirely. Why show up when I know I'm going to do fine anyway?

It's especially hard to drag myself out of the apartment now that I'm living with Michael.

Oh, Michael. He came out of nowhere a month ago, answered the ad my roommates and I put online, and my panties haven't been dry since.

I'm not the type to lust after guys. I'm just not. It isn't the way I do things. But Michael, with his swimmer's body — and I do mean a swimmer's body; the guy does some silly number of laps a day — and his perfect hair and his affinity for walking around our apartment shirtless ... Michael's quickly turning that around.

I guess I still don't lust after guys. I lust after guy. One guy. Michael.

The promise of seeing him step out of the shower and make the walk to his room with nothing but a towel around his waist has been a driving force behind my staying home from class a few times now, and I'm not ashamed to say it.

Unfortunately, that and my other poor scholarly habits are finally catching up with me. I've been taking this one really dense class — communication law — and while normally I can tread water with the best of 'em right now I'm finding the water level to be way, way above my head.

It's just a field of study I haven't experienced before. It's a way of thinking I'm unfamiliar with. I'm a writer, a creative type. I don't deal with law and legislative speak. It might as well be another dimension.

So, suddenly, my ability to test well is no longer enough to carry me through. I need help. I need someone to assist me in getting the water level back under my head.

And who better to assist me in that regard than a swimmer?

“Hey, Michael?” I said one night, knocking lightly on his open door. He was fiddling around on his laptop, not paying attention, and I think I startled him slightly. His tight t-shirt clung to his body magnificently, and it was everything I could do to avoid staring.

“Oh! Dani, hey,” he said, looking up from his screen.

“What're you up to?” I asked him, coy smile on my face.

He returned it with a warm smile of his own. “Nothing at all. What's up? I thought you were out with the other girls.”

I'd stayed home to try and get some studying done. It was going very, very poorly. The other girls, meanwhile, were out to dinner. Even if I didn't have studying to do and a Michael to ogle, I don't think I'd have gone with them. Having an excuse or two was just convenient.

“Nah, I stayed in,” I said. “Got a lot of studying to do. Big test tomorrow for comm law.”

“Ugh, comm law was the worst,” he said.

I had no idea he'd taken the class. I hoped my eyes didn't light up too much.

“You've taken it?” I said.

“Oh, yeah. Didn't ace it or anything, but I did okay. Still, tough class. You've really gotta pay attention in there.”

“Advice I wish I'd gotten at the beginning of the semester,” I mumbled, looking off to the side. 

Michael chuckled at my plight.

“I thought you were supposed to be Queen of the Tests,” he said, a big smirk on his face. “All that big talk, and it's this comm law class that has you on your knees?”

It's not the only thing that could have me on my knees, you know, I thought to myself. You say the word and I'm on you like you've never seen before. I'd pop you like warm champagne.

“Yeah, well,” I said, not really intending for the sentence to go anywhere. Which is good, because it didn't.

“I'll tell you what,” he said, putting his laptop off to the side and sitting up in his bed. “I don't have any of my old notes, so you can't really crib off of those, but I remember a thing or two and I can help you out tonight if you'd like.”

Boom, trap sprung.

“Oh, you'd do that for me?”

“Yeah, sure,” he said. “I don't have a whole lot going on tonight and I'd love to get to know one of my roommates a bit more.”

“Likewise,” I said. 

Internally, I melted a little. Michael, he of the pristine body and frequent half-nudity. The mysterious boy who came out of nowhere and stole my focus. This guy who ran through my mind every night as I touched myself before bed was going to be spending some one-on-one time with me. I got wet at just the thought of it.

“Sounds great,” he said. “I'll meet you downstairs in a few minutes, all right?”

I nodded, and wandered off to my room to primp a little. Obviously I couldn't change out of my sweats — that might be showing my cards a little too quickly — but I could at least make it so I was rocking those sweats.
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I was downstairs rocking said sweats when Michael bounded down the steps, that tight t-shirt and some gym shorts all that stood between him and me. I tried not to think about that, about how easy it would be to just slide a hand up his leg and grab hold of whatever I wanted. I needed to focus on the task at hand for at least a little bit.

I mean, I did still need to pass this test. And even putting that aside, I couldn't make my more lascivious motives even more apparent. After all, I'm not the type to lust after guys. Right?

The second thing I notice about Michael as he comes down the stairs is he's carrying what appears to be a duffel bag. It's not huge or anything, but it's big, and I don't remember seeing it before. Not even when he was going to the gym or intramurals.

“Uh, it has been a while since I studied for something,” I said, “but I don't remember it involving, y'know, gear.”

He just smiled at me and sat down a few feet away from me on the couch, placing the bag on the floor in front of him.

“Hey,” he said, a cocky smile dominating his face. “You asked for my help. I'm here to offer my help. I mean, I don't have to help, so if you don't like my help, I can just take my services elsewhere ...”

“You and your services stay put,” I said quickly. “I just want to know why you're bringing your locker room to our study session.”

He looked at me, then down at the bag. He picked it up and placed it on his lap.

“Well,” he said, “I've been a fan of this one particular study method for a while now, and I think you might get a lot out of it.”

He unzipped the bag and moved the flap over. I peeked inside.

Inside the bag was a bunch of pearly white rope, coiled into individual bundles. I could also make out a ballgag — I'd never used one but I certainly knew what they were for — and what appeared to be a pair of handcuffs.

I guess I should back up and explain that I've never actually tried bondage. I've always wanted to, but I've never been with a guy who was interested, so I've never ventured further into kink than a pair of fuzzy handcuffs and, one time, a blindfold. It seems hot. I like the idea of being completely helpless for someone else to do whatever they want to me. I like the idea of giving control over, of being dominated.

But there's a time and a place for these things, and as much as I wanted to mount Michael, I wasn't sure this could be defined as the time or place.

Then again, maybe that's not up to me.

My heartbeat picked up. I stared, wide-eyed, at the materials in the bag.

“Oh,” I said, surprised and a little aroused. “I ... huh. Okay, that sure is a lot of bondage stuff.”

“Yes, yes it is.”

“I still can't say I'm sure what that has to do with studying, though,” I added, my gaze now shifted up toward those huge, beautiful brown eyes of his.

“The way I see it, just reading from a book or taking a practice quiz doesn't really get you as involved as you should be,” he said. “Memory's tied to a whole bunch of things like smell and touch, so why not factor those in?”

I was stunned. Partially because, y'know, this was even happening. But also partially because he was making a kind of sense.

“You've put a lot of thought into this,” I said.

“It has worked for me and a few others I know,” he said, confidence in his eyes. “I figured you might be interested in giving it a try.”

I looked down at the bag, then back up at Michael. Every sexual thought I'd had in the past month involved him in some way. I wanted to climb on top of him and ride him until he begged me to stop. I wanted him to pound me hard, over and over, until we simply couldn't go anymore. I wanted to suck and stroke him until he came straight down the back of my throat. I wanted all of those things.

And now, I guess I wanted him to tie me up.

“Definitely,” I said.

“Before we get started, you need to understand something,” he said. “You're giving complete control over to me. You're going to be bound and helpless. You're going to have to accept and overcome whatever mental or physical obstacles I place in front of you. This isn't something to take lightly. Do you understand?”

Oh fuck, I might come right here if you keep talking like that. “Yes.”

“Say you understand.”

“I understand.”

“Say you're at my command.”

“I'm at your command.”

He sat back and placed the bag on the ground. For me, it was tough breaking out of that moment. I was breathing heavily. My panties were damp. My skin felt flush.

“Excellent,” he said. “Let's get started.”
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“The first thing I need you to do is take off your sweats,” he said.

I froze. Right off the bat, I was hesitating. If I was supposed to be his slave for the time being, I was already doing a pretty poor job of following commands.

“I, uh ...”

He just looked at me, understanding, but firm. “Is there a problem?”

“Well, the thing is I'm not really wearing much under these,” I said. “I'd be down to my bra and panties.”

The thought of being in nothing but my underwear in front of him was so alluring I could feel one part of my brain screaming at the rest of it. This is exactly what we've wanted this whole time! Don't back down now! He's practically asking you to get mostly naked in front of him!

“You said you're at my command, right?”

“I did, but—”

“And you want my help passing this test, right?”

“Well, yes.”

“Take off your sweats.”

I didn't need to be told a third time. Off came the hoodie. Off came the sweatpants. I wasn't wearing an especially alluring set of underwear, but it didn't take much to make my ass look fantastic. I had to actively stop myself from trying to cover up my chest. I was blushing.

“I guess this is already pretty memorable,” I said, forcing a sheepish smile.

I'd pictured being naked with Michael I don't even know how many times by now, but at no point did I think it would be like this. I couldn't have imagined the first time I disrobed in front of him would be at his command — and as a preface to him tying me up. For a study session!

This is already the hottest and most confusing night I've had in a while. Wonder where it goes from here.

“So, here's the deal,” he said. “For every question you get wrong, I tie you a little bit more. You'll see what I mean once we get rolling, but just assume that if you miss a bunch of questions you're going to be very, very stuck.”

The word 'stuck' reverberated in my head for a while. I thought about being bound and helpless, exposed to Michael and whatever he might want to do to me. I pictured him putting a hand down my panties and my being completely unable to do anything about it. I imagined what it would be like to have him grab at my breasts, squeezing them, pinching my nipples all while I struggled to pull away, a ballgag in my mouth, my eyes wide and pleading not for him to stop but to keep going, to push further. I wanted him badly, so badly I was willing to cede dominion of my own body over to him. This was my wish. It has been granted. Now, for him to act on it.

“All right,” he said, holding up my comm law book and reading from one of the sample tests within. “First question.”

“Wait!” I said, holding a hand out. I could see the subtlest hint of frustration climb across Michael's face.

“Yes?”

“I think there should be a reward for right answers,” I said.

“The reward for right answers is you don't get tied further,” he responded.

“But I think it would be easier to remember the things I get right if I had a powerful visual memory to associate with it,” I said.

I was making it up as I went along, of course, and performing admirably. That's the instinct that allowed me to pass so many tests without really trying, and now I'd finally realized a real-world application. Michael's eyebrows went up, but he kept listening.

“I think,” I said, slowly, “for every question I get right, you should remove one item of clothing.”

He looked down at what he was wearing: a t-shirt, gym shorts, a pair of socks. Presumably some boxers.

“You wouldn't have to get too many questions right for me to be naked,” he said with a smile.

“You never told me how many questions I can get wrong before I end up completely bound and helpless,” I shot back. “That's up to you, right? If I'm going to be struggling and squirming and writhing, tied up in my underwear, wouldn't you want to be close to naked too? For, you know ... whatever opportunities might come along?”

Nailed it. Home run. Out of the park.

“I think you've got a point there, Dani,” he said.

I knew I wasn't outsmarting him so much as just giving myself over to him a little more thoroughly, and he knew it too. I think he liked the idea of someone being able to play his game at his level.

All right, then,” he said. “First question.”
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I squirmed in my seat, worried the dampness in my panties would be given away at any moment. Then again, it was beginning to become pretty obvious Michael was more than a little turned on by the proceedings as well. He cleared his throat before he asked:

“What's the section of U.S. copyright law that allows the use of copyrighted works in reporting—”

“Fair use!” I said, excited to cut him off. I knew I'd nailed that one — and, more importantly, I knew that meant something had to come off of Michael. 

He looked up from the book, clearly unhappy that I'd been so disobedient. I shot him a look that said I was sorry for speaking out of turn, and he simply sighed.

“That's correct,” he said.

Internally, I squealed and clapped my hands. Externally, I was a rock. I'd definitely seen Michael shirtless plenty of times, but I'd never been so close to him or gotten to study his body so closely for any real length of time. Now, he had no choice. 

As if he was reading my mind, he whipped his shirt off. I felt a renewed heat begin radiating off my skin. I had to squirm again. 

“No more softball questions,” he said, and I could see the minor flexing of every muscle in his arm as he held the book aloft again. I waited patiently as he searched for something he thought was suitably challenging. 

Shit, he looks really confident in this one. I thought about how in only a matter of minutes I could be bound and gagged, unable to help myself and struggling in Michael's ropes.

A significant part of me really wanted to get this one wrong. 

“Name for me the test that determines the extent of protection for commercial speech,” he said. 

Looks like my prayers were answered, because I don't have a damn clue. 

My blank look said it all, but Michael's body language told me he wanted to hear that I didn't know. 

“I don't know,” I finally said after a few moments of hesitation. “I don't know the answer to that.”

“I'm afraid the answer is the Central Hudson Test,” he said, and he couldn't have looked happier about it. 

“Nobody in the history of communications law has been this thrilled about a test question,” I said to him playfully. 

“Nobody in the history of communications law is about to tie up their hot, mostly-naked roommate because she got a test question wrong,” Michael replied with a smirk. 

I'm pretty sure he just called me his hot roommate. I don't think I've heard him say that about any of the others. Interesting. You might have just tipped your cards, my friend. 

Then again, maybe that was on purpose. 

Either way, it hit me hard in all the right places. My skin tingled and crackled with the excitement of knowing I was about to give myself over. My pussy was drenched, and only growing wetter. I bit my lip, and he eyed me up and down while reaching into the duffel bag and pulling out one of the coiled bundles of rope. I eagerly awaited instruction. 

“Turn around and put your hands behind your back,” he said. The authority in his voice was something I hadn't ever heard out of him, and it was a struggle not to jump him right there. Especially knowing he was attracted to me the way he was. 

I did as I was told, crossing my wrists behind me. He took them in his hands and uncrossed them. I heard him unravelling the bundle of rope, and it wasn't long before I felt it wrap stiffly around my wrists. He went around them four or five times, then took the extra rope that was left and looped it between my wrists, cinching off the tie and making it so there was no way I was pulling myself out of it.

I tested it slightly, and he paused so I could do so. My wrists weren't budging. We were half a minute into him tying me up, and I was already pretty much helpless.

Or at least, I thought I was. What was to come soon proved I didn't even understand the meaning of the word.
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After he finished my wrists, I began to turn back around to face him, figuring he was done.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” he said, gesturing for me to turn my back toward him again. “What makes you think I'm done?”

“My wrists are tied,” I said, as if it were common sense. “I figured that was it and you were going to give me the next question.”

The look on his face told me the rules had changed a little, so I listened carefully.

“That's the way it was going to be,” he said. “But unfortunately for you, you went and switched up the rules a bit — even though I'm the one who's supposed to be in control, here. You said it yourself, I get to determine exactly how much you get tied for a wrong answer. And since you're going to make me strip for every answer you get right, I've decided to make you suffer a bit more every time you get something wrong.”

I wanted to argue, but I really wasn't in any sort of position to do so.

“Now,” he said, “turn back around. I'm not done with your arms.”

I turned back around, not even sure what he could mean by not being done with my arms.

As the rope looped loosely around my elbows, I realized I was in for a tie more strict than I'd anticipated. He looped the rope around my elbows four or five times, just like he did with my wrists, then pulled it tight. My elbows came together harshly behind my back, squashing my shoulder blades together. I gasped in a mix of pain and surprise as he looped the remainder of the rope between my elbows, cinching that tie off as well.

Whatever lack of movement I thought I was experiencing with my wrists tied was nothing in comparison to the lack of movement I felt now that my elbows were tied. I couldn't move my arms. Period. Every time I tried, my entire torso would have to go with them.

“There we go,” he said. “That's a little more like it, don't you think? Snug, right?”

I struggled some more, groaning, expressing my discomfort. It was brutally uncomfortable, but as I got accustomed to the strain of it, the helplessness began to sink in and I started to get more and more turned on. I turned to face Michael, struggling hard so that my breasts would jiggle in my bra.

He tried to act as if he wasn't looking, but he definitely was. It made me hot. I wanted to be an object to him, I wanted him to desire me. I wanted him to want me in the way I wanted him: so badly he had no choice but to take me eventually.

He cleared his throat again, very clearly trying not to look at my tits.

“What's wrong, Michael?” I said, struggling some more, leaning forward so he could get a better look at my cleavage. “You seem a little distracted.”

“That sort of game would work a lot better on me if I actually had to answer any questions, Dani,” he said, smirking, and pushed me back. I fell backward into the crook of the couch, barely able to brace myself with my bound arms. He laughed. I just looked on, frustrated.

“Next question,” he said, holding the book up. “This one's a two-parter.”

“Wait, does that mean I—”

“Explain the two major differences between trademark and copyright,” he said loudly, to keep me from interrupting him again.

Fuck, come on, you know this. You didn't read about it, but you know it. It was some common-sense thing, too, wasn't it? I could swear I was in class that day …

I decided to take a shot. Who knows, right?

“Trademark begins at the moment of creation of the product,” I said, groaning a bit, as the ropes seemed almost as if they were getting tighter. “And copyright begins at the first commercial use?”

He looked at me, waiting for me to finish. Something about the look on my face told him he'd be waiting for a long time.

“Okay, that's a big swing and a miss,” Michael said with that goddamn grin on his face yet again. “The answer we were looking for was: Copyright is only federal, while trademark is state and federal. Also, copyright's the one that begins at creation. Trademark begins at first commercial use.”

If it were at all possible for me to sink into the couch, I would have. “I'm such an idiot,” I grumbled.

“You're not an idiot,” Michael said with conviction. “You just haven't applied yourself to this stuff.”

“Well, I doubt I'll forget anything I hear tonight,” I said, trying to wriggle my arms again. “The muscle pain alone's going to be a great reminder.”

“I'm glad you feel that way, because I get to add two more pieces to your tie.”

“I figured as much.”

He grabbed two more coils of rope out from the bag.

“Lean back,” he said, and I did.

I was ready for him to bring my legs together and tie off the ankles and knees the way he did my elbows. I was ready for him to maybe pull me into a hogtie, or bend my legs behind me somehow, to make me immobile. What I wasn't ready for him to do was fold each leg in half and tie the ankle to the thigh. I watched with a mix of curiosity and arousal as he neatly knotted each one off, and I was left with two half-legs that I didn't have a whole lot of control over.

“So,” he said. “How are you feeling?”

I struggled valiantly, trying desperately to pull my arms free or get some kind of leverage with my legs. Neither of those things were going to happen. I had lost the use of each limb. I was now well and truly helpless. After getting exactly nowhere with my struggles, I fell back into the couch, breathing hard.

“Aw, poor girl,” he said, and I wanted to jam his face into my crotch and ride him until he couldn't breathe.

“Just give me another question,” I said, determined to even the score somehow.

Even if I was enjoying this far, far more than I ever thought I would.
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“Fine,” Michael said, clearly a little unhappy with my sass, and picked up the book once more. After a few seconds of browsing, he found something he liked.

“Ah, here we go,” he said. “How many parts are there to the definition of obscenity?”

Oh, I'm going to enjoy the hell out of this. Suck it, Michael.

“Three,” I said confidently. Despite all the things I'd slept through or ignored entirely in communications law, I found the rules defining obscenity to be inherently interesting. Something about a bunch of people gathering in a courtroom or chamber to discuss exactly how much fucking constitutes too much fucking. I couldn't get enough of it.

Michael had landed in the one part of the book I could've aced without a problem, and now he had to lose another article of clothing.

The look I was shooting him hopefully conveyed a mix of 'I got you good, didn't I' and 'okay, can we fuck already?' The look he shot back was just ambiguous enough to leave me guessing at his intentions.

That is, until he fully removed the gym shorts.

I don't know how they'd been doing it, but the shorts were managing to hide what looked like the biggest erection I'd ever seen.

It isn't enough for him to be handsome as hell and built like a swimmer, he has to be swinging a massive cock, too? How is that even fair?

He saw me looking at it. I couldn't have cared less. I wanted him to catch me. I was done with this stupid fucking game. I was tied up, I was helpless, I was in my underwear and I was horny as hell. I needed him inside of me, and I needed it to happen now.

“You enjoying the view?” he said sarcastically, but the gleam in his eyes told me he'd been waiting just as long as I had for things to escalate this far.

“That depends,” I said. I leaned back a bit on the couch and used what little control I had over my legs to spread them wide. My panties were visibly moist. My pussy was soaked and ready for him, and I needed him to know. “Are you?”

Michael stared hard. He looked at my breasts, heaving with each deep breath I took. He looked at my tight stomach, at my tanned and toned legs, and finally at my panties. They were the only thing between him and the ravaging he wanted to give my cunt.

He shook his head quickly and looked me in the eyes.

“We're here to help you study,” he said. “And we're going to—”

“Shut the fuck up,” I said, sharply. He quieted down immediately, but I could tell I only had so much time to talk before he remembered who was supposed to be in control.

Not that it could have been hard to remember. Only one of us was tied up.

“You think I don't know why you're always walking around the house without a shirt?” I said, not breaking eye contact. “You think I haven't caught you taking peeks at me over and over again tonight, even before I was tied up?”

Michael raised a hand to signal he was about to make a point. I cut him off again.

“I'm in my underwear,” I said, “I'm hornier than I've ever been, I'm completely helpless to stop you, and my panties are soaked through because I've been thinking about you fucking me all night. And now I look at you, with your cock as hard as any cock has ever been, and I'm thinking I'm not at all the only one who hopes this 'study session' ends with you inside of me.”

The next couple of seconds were … tense. He stared at me. I stared at him. I'd finally put it out in the open. We both knew what we wanted. Now it was just up to him to capitalize, because I wasn't in a position to make the first move.
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Thankfully, I didn't have to make the first move.

He leans forward, his warm flesh contacting mine for the first time. I feel the muscle and power of his torso against my soft, pert chest and it sends me into another level of desire. If my hands were free I'd be digging claw marks into his back already. He's scalding hot to the touch, and it's everything I'd ever hoped for. He leans in and kisses me hard, the force of his lips and tongue almost knocking me even further backward. I try to brace myself with my arms, but in their state they can't be of much use.

Michael's hands move along the tops of my thighs and up my sides, finally settling on my breasts. They squeeze hard, and I gasp in pleasure as he slips his hands underneath my bra and grips hard, my nipples singing little electric songs into my nervous system. I moan in accompaniment.

His hands travel back down my sides, to my knees. With my legs tied the way they are, he has no trouble spreading my legs and giving himself full access.

Unfortunately for him, I still have my panties on. He looks down at them in frustration, and then turns back to the bag. I'm about to ask him what he could possibly need more rope for when he turns back toward me, a pair of scissors in his hand.

“Never supposed to start a tie without 'em,” he says proudly, and I almost want to tell him to shut the fuck up with his quips and just get my panties off.

He grips the fabric and pulls it upward. The air feeds incredible on my wet cunt. I throw my head back and clench my eyes shut. With a few quick snips, the panties are gone. He rips them out from under me and lets them fall to the ground.

I'm now leaning back, my legs spread wide, my arms bound behind me. My tits are as pushed out as they could possibly be.

I don't know how in the world I could look any more fuckable than I do right now, and if this throbbing down below is going to stop anytime soon, I need Michael to understand that immediately.

Michael's not quite ready to stop teasing me, though, and he runs his fingernails down my inner thighs. Hard. They leave little reddish pink trails running straight toward my pink, desperate pussy. I gasp reflexively.

He leans down, way down, so his head is level with my cunt. I'm keeping an eye on him, because I want to watch the moment where he finally dives in and makes me his. He's hovering just above me, his lips and tongue only fractions of an inch from where I want them to be. I'm shaven, I'm wet, I'm ready — I just need him to take that one final leap, and he's not doing it, and I'm getting more and more frustrated. I feel like it would only take one flick of the tongue to send me into orbit.

And that's when he flicked my clit with his tongue, sending me into orbit.

I'm gasping and moaning and screaming and groaning all at once. If you recorded it and played it backward, it might actually sound almost the same. There's no way to make any coherent sense of the sounds that were coming out of me while he was licking my pussy, but that's only because my brain was running in a thousand different directions at once.

I was lost in it. I was adrift in a sea of pleasure and ecstasy, incapable of finding land and not giving a shit if I ever did again.

I pull hard against the ropes. It's just as useless as it was the other dozen times. I don't care. I don't want to get out of them, I want to feel them bite into me. I want to feel him lick me and run his fingers through me and tease me and please me and each and every possible thing in between, and I wanted to be incapable of stopping any of it.

And that's just what was happening.

His tongue runs back and forth through my folds. He's tasting me, he's lapping me up. I watch his face as he tastes my juices, and it only makes me hornier. As two fingers on his hand slip into me, the penetration makes me scream with pleasure. The fingers dance and twirl and curl inside of me, pushing buttons that hadn't been pushed by his tongue, and I'm writhing and squirming at his touch like some kind of instrument he's controlling.

Then again, I guess that's exactly what I am. Without the rope, I'd be all over the place. I'd be crawling on the ceiling. 

That's right around when I came the first time. It sent a warm, powerful wave throughout my body, and I could do nothing to contain it — so it had what I can only assume was a wonderful time making me spasm and gasp wildly while it jolted my system with muscle tension and relaxation, a constant cycle, for what felt like ages.

Michael slowed his fingers down as he felt my pussy grip them, and that's when he stood up to remove his boxers.


~8~

Even though I'd been granted a pretty good estimation as to how big Michael's cock was, seeing it in the flesh still felt like an incredible surprise. How was I supposed to fit that whole thing inside of me? How was I supposed to suck on that? It was too big, wasn't it? There was no way he was going to try and—

And that's when he crawled forward, climbed on top of me, and rested his hard shaft on my glistening folds.

The heat of it — especially in combination with the situation in general — made me gasp for what felt like the hundredth time. He was going to take me, and that was final. I wasn't going to be able to do anything about it. I kept focusing on that, over and over, and was already good to go for our next round.

He kisses me once, softly, on the lips, and I'm wondering why he decided to back off a bit on the pace when, suddenly, he thrusts into me hard and without warning.

My gasps are replaced with one loud, moaning scream as he shoves himself into me, every inch of him, hard and fast. It's a feeling I've never felt before, a fullness and fear and ecstasy I can't truly describe. The room's spinning. I've never been fucked into delirium before, but I think this might be it. My entire body is bouncing up and down on the padded couch to match his thrusts. My tits are bouncing wildly in their bra.

I throw my head back and just hang on for the ride.

We're both sweating now, us two animals just going at it here on the couch, the book I was supposed to be studying having long been knocked to the floor.

Right about then is when I realized I had bitten off more than I could chew. I desperately wanted him to finish either in me or on me, but I also knew my cunt — and I guess more importantly, my arms — were not going to take much more.

“I want you to come all over my face,” I said to him as he ramped up for what seemed to be his final set of thrusts. “Come all over my face and make me yours.”

He looked down at me, kissed me hard between huge, deep breaths, and nodded. The grimace on his face told me he was right on the edge of coming, and I braced myself.

In one smooth motion, as quickly as I think it could have been done, he pulled out of me, stroked himself twice, and by the time he was bringing his huge cock level with me, a thick rope of hot, white come was firing out of the tip and across my waiting face.

I moaned at the satisfaction of knowing he'd gotten off all over me. He collapsed, sweaty, onto the couch, laying beside me as I reclined and tried to catch my breath.

“I don't suppose you have those scissors on hand,” I said to him as early as I could muster it, not wanting to disturb his afterglow but also not wanting to lose permanent function of my arms.

“Oh, right, yes, sorry,” he said, scrambling to grab the scissors.

With a few quick cuts, my elbows were free. That alone felt like all the relief I needed, but immediately after he freed my elbows he set about freeing my wrists. They were mine to control again in a matter of seconds. I rubbed them, admiring the rope marks around each elbow.

I picked up the sweatshirt I'd dropped at the beginning of this whole mess and used the inside of it to wipe my face off. 

“You were incredible,” he said, running a hand through my hair. “Absolutely incredible.”

“I assume you mean my scholarly prowess,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. He chuckled at the comment.

“You know what I mean,” Michael said.

“I know what you mean,” I said with a nod.

He looked down at the book, splayed on the floor, practically untouched save for a few sexually tense moments early on in the evening.

“I guess we didn't get too far with your studying, did we?”

“Eh, I've never been good at studying,” I said. “Why start now?”

We laid there, quiet, for a few seconds before Michael sat up a bit and looked again at the book.

“On the other hand,” he said, “there are still plenty of questions to go over. And your legs are still tied.”

I smiled at him. He smiled back.

“I'm afraid I still have a whole lot to learn,” I said.

“Such a shame that is,” he said, and picked the book up.


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?

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!

Also by Addison Price:

The Billionaire's Kinky Secret:

I'm putty. I'm clay. I'm yours to mold and do what you wish. Don't worry about how tight the knots are, I will stay however you command for as long as you command it.

But, if you're going to be back there, you might as well make the knots as tight as you can.

Anne's a recent graduate who has inherited a small house in a college town. She's looking to rent it out, and is surprised when the very first applicant is a mysterious and well dressed man.

He's clearly got no need to rent small, so she knows there's something going on … but what sorts of secrets could he be hiding?

She's about to find out, and the answer's something she'd never expected.

This short erotic romance features bondage, some BDSM, male domination, female submission, a sexy billionaire, and much more hot, steamy new adult action. Enjoy!

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00VAPIDL2
Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00VAPIDL2

Also by Addison:

Stuck: My Freshman Bondage Awakening:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V5PQGF2

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00V5PQGF2

Anything You Say, Officer: Detained:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V7RG59K

Link (UK): http://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B00V7RG59K

My Roommate the Dominatrix:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V2MO0OW

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00V2MO0OW

Showing Her the Ropes: The BDSM Shop Chronicles:

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V1K17Y6

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00V1K17Y6

Serving the Bondage Billionaire:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UYEWB3Q

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UYEWB3Q

My Crush Caught Me in Bondage:

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UTZFK5G

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UTZFK5G

Campus Bondage Society: A BDSM Story: 

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00UMKOR4S

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00UMKOR4S

Anything You Say, Officer: On the Bondage Beat

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

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

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
Ses) ﬁf;ﬂ





