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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 Reignited: Bondage with an Old Flame:

It was only one encounter. It was only one night — several years ago, back when they were still in college, back before the real world took them in different directions. But that night and that encounter have been etched in Penny's memory ever since, and Keith has since become The One that Got Away.

Except he never really did get away — he's always been right there, tantalizingly out of reach.

Or so Penny thought.

When a mutual friend sets Penny and Keith up to housesit together — without letting either one know the other is going to be there — in a house with an incredible, kinky secret behind a locked door, how will they react?

Will their passion be reignited?

This steamy short romance features bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, a new adult romantic relationship, and plenty more! Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

My skin was hot to the touch. I could tell by the look in his eye that we were putty in each other's hands — it was just up to one of us to reach out and make it happen.

I popped off my shoes and started to strip down, talking all the while.

“We both remember that night in the hotel, Keith,” I said. Shirt gone.

“We both remember how you pinned me, how you held me there and kept me from struggling too hard,” I said. Pants, gone.

“We both remember you forcing yourself onto me, reaching down into my pants, reaching inside me,” I said. Bra. Gone. Dropped unceremoniously onto the ground at his feet.

“And we both remember how much we wanted to take each other, right then and there,” I said. Panties. Gone. Slipped slowly and gracefully down my hips and legs, my wetness evident within them.

Keith took long, sweeping glances at my naked, ready body — the first he'd ever truly gotten — and I could see the bulge in his pants pushing hard outward. I reached out hand and cupped it, my palm taking the intense pulsing heat of him into its care. He tensed and gasped slightly at the feel of it, and I smiled warmly at him when he looked up at me.

“I was putty in your hands,” I said. “I was as helpless as I'd ever been.”

I leaned in and kissed him, long and soft, letting my lips linger on his as I pulled back again.

“I want you to make me feel that way again,” I whispered alongside his ear. “And then I want you to take it further.”


~1~

I should have known something was up when Julia just wouldn't take “no” for an answer.

We've lived within a few miles of each other ever since we both graduated from Arbor Forest. We were assigned to be roommates freshman year, and though there were tense moments here and there we ultimately got along so well we stayed roommates for the next three years after that — so there are few people walking this planet who I've spent more time around than my lovely Julia, and as such I really, really should have known something was up when she just wouldn't take “no” for an answer.

It seemed like such an innocuous request, too.

“I just need you to housesit for the weekend,” she said. “Not even the whole weekend! Friday night into Sunday afternoon! That's practically half a weekend.”

“Jules, that's not even remotely close to half a weekend,” I said deadpan back into the phone as I slid a few books into alphabetical order on my bookshelf. Using the phone makes me restless. “In fact, it's almost, like, ninety percent of a full weekend. I'm not going to do the math, but I'm confident that's more than half.”

“Okay, it's more than half a weekend, but it's not like I'm asking you to actually do anything, either.”

“You're asking me to do something right now,” I said, opening my laptop and clicking idly at a few random articles online. “You're asking me to housesit. Asking me to do something is the opposite of not asking me to do anything.”

“You're just being a pain in the ass now, right?” she said, clearly growing impatient. “Like, you're giving me a hard time and then you're going to say okay? That's how this is going, right?”

I smiled. She knew me well. But ...

“I am giving you a hard time, yeah, but I'm also going to turn it down,” I said. “I'm just not feeling it, you know? I'd kinda hoped to spend the weekend in and relax a bit.”

Julia sighed into her end of the phone. I'd seen that coming.

“Penny, you've been spending the weekends in and relaxing for the better part of a year, now,” she said. “If you're going to do it again this weekend, you might as well get paid to do it.”

It wasn't a terrible point, but I didn't feel great about staying in someone else's house for a whole weekend by myself. It struck me as weird. I was trying to find a way to put that without making it sound like I thought Julia and her fiancé were freaks or something.

“I appreciate the offer, but can't you find someone else?” I whined.

Visions of another nice, relaxing weekend danced in my head. Bubble baths. Good books. Maybe some time alone with my vibrator. I wasn't being reclusive, I was just enjoying the single life. It had just kinda become the way things were after Jared and I broke up. At first it was depression that kept me inside, but after that wore off I'd found my quiet weekends to be a wonderful little respite from the hustle and bustle of the normal work week. Life as a reporter for the city's biggest daily newspaper was taxing, and quiet nights in were a huge improvement for my psyche over going out to bars and going on a bunch of fruitless dates.

Go ahead, tell me I'm well on my way to spinsterhood. I've heard it plenty of times. But I haven't given up on meeting someone, I've just found what makes me happy for now. There's nothing wrong with knowing what you like.

“You know I can't find anyone else,” she said. “Hardly anybody else lives in the area, and this is such short notice.”

“What about Keith?” I mumbled. I didn't want to bring him up at all, but if it meant possibly getting out of housesitting, I was willing to give anything a shot.

“I asked Keith already,” she said. “He's busy this weekend.”

Hearing Keith was busy this weekend piqued my interest more than I'd like to admit. If anyone were capable of breaking me out of my solitary habits, he'd be the guy. He was a mutual friend of ours that graduated with us and had stayed in the area, so the three of us hung out all the time. When Jules met her fiancé, the four of us hung out all the time. That's right about when I realized I had it bad for Keith, and it didn't take long for Julia to pick up on my little crush.

She'd urged me to get with him for a long time, and my continued obstinance drove her a little batty. It only got worse now that I wasn't going out as much as I used to, and she'd occasionally renew her efforts to get us together. As far as I knew, though, he wasn't interested — and I was fine with that. I had my bubble baths. I had my books. I had my trusty vibrator.

Man, that sounds a little sad. You're going to have to trust me, though: I was happy. Not ecstatic, not climbing mountains and singing or anything, but happy. 

“You aren't curious what he's up to this weekend?” Julia said, and I snapped back to reality. 

“What? Oh, uh ... no. No, I'm not,” I said, hoping she'd let it go then and there but knowing it probably wasn't going to happen.

“Okay, fine,” she said.

Wait, what? She didn't just ... give up like that, did she? Maybe the betrothed life is really mellowing her out.

“Look, here's the deal,” she said. “I'm not taking 'no' for an answer. I'm leaving Friday afternoon, and the keys are going to be in my mailbox. Now, you can either swing by and start housesitting that night, or you can feel guilty when I call you Sunday night crying about how I was broken into because nobody was guarding all of my precious valuables.”

“Your precious valuables?”

“Yes. Heirlooms. Family jewels. Gold dubloons.”

“You're really not going to let it go until I agree to this, are you?”

I could practically hear Jules smiling into the other end of the line, and I hated her a little for it. She knew exactly how to play me, and she always used her powers for evil. She'd grind me down until I agreed to do whatever she wanted.

I guess I can still have books and bubble baths at her place for the weekend. Right?

“Not a chance,” she said. “So just agree to do it, already, and I can leave you be to, y'know, do whatever it is you do on Wednesday nights.”

I sighed loudly, getting one last bit of protest in before conceding.

“Fine,” I said. “I'll do it.”

“Great!” Julia said. “The keys will be in the mailbox, along with whatever instructions I think you might need for the weekend.”

“I still think it's a little weird that you're so insistent,” I said. “You do have locks on your doors, don't you?”

“You already agreed to this, so I don't wanna hear it,” she shot back. “We'll be back Sunday afternoon. Thanks again, Penny!”

“Yeah, yeah.”

We hung up, and that was that: I was going to be housesitting that weekend, despite my best efforts.

I guess it's not so bad, really. I still get my peace and quiet, just ... somewhere else. There are worse things.

I wandered into my bedroom and picked up the book on my nightstand — a nice little bodice-ripper that had plenty of heat to distract me from the mild frustration I was feeling at the moment — and lay down on the bed, one hand slipped idly into my short shorts.

When I closed my eyes and tried to picture some of the sexier scenes depicted in the book, I placed myself into each one — opposite Keith.


~2~

If I'm being fair, I guess I should note that Julia's continued efforts to get Keith and I together aren't entirely without foundation. My crush on him goes back a while, like I mentioned, but if that were it — if there were only a crush to speak of — I think she'd have left it alone a long time ago.

But there's more to it than just a crush. And I don't really think of it as anything, especially now, and as far as I know Keith doesn't think of it as anything either, but back then it lit a fire in me and had me yearning for him badly. It wasn’t the start of my stupid little crush but it was certainly what fanned the flames, and I have nobody to blame for it but Billy Idol and Madonna.

I'll explain.

College is wonderful for its ability to bring together people from all walks of life who, when given little to no responsibility and plenty of time, will come up with the dumbest or most audacious plans imaginable — and, because of said lack of responsibility and excess of time, be able to follow through on those plans without any issue. For our group, that meant pooling our money together and renting one of the nicest rooms at a casino down at the shore for an evening.

We had a guest list of around thirty people, each chipping in a bit of money and offering to bring something of their own to the party. We weren't looking to have a huge, crazy blowout — just a really fun little night of luxury.

I think it was Jules who suggested we make it 80s-themed. We drew names of 80s icons from a hat, and each of us had to dress like whomever we picked. Keith got Billy Idol, I got Madonna.

From the very moment Keith picked Billy Idol, I had no control over where my mind wandered. I kept thinking about him decked out in tight black pants with no shirt, his washboard torso making me melt the whole evening. Idol's whole pseudo-bondage look was such a turn-on for me, and I had no idea why but I was more than happy to go with it if it meant Keith would be decked out that way for a night.

As for Madonna? I had to spend some serious time in the local thrift shops trying to find the right combination of edgy and gaudy to really nail her style down. By the time I was done, I was looking in the mirror at someone else entirely. This Madonna-fied Penny wore bright red lipstick and tight black clothing with a bunch of bright, silvery accoutrements. She was a little bondage-y herself, and just staring at her in the mirror turned me on a bit more than I was comfortable with.

I remember looking in the mirror, one hand rubbing my breast and nipple, thinking about what Keith might look like that night and hoping I'd be brave enough to make a move.

When I did finally see him that night, it was no longer a question of whether or not I'd be brave enough to make a move; it was a question of whether or not I'd be able to control myself enough to keep from making too big a move. He looked incredible, that toned and tight midsection of his peeking out from behind a vest that showed off his equally toned arms. He wore a bright platinum wig of short hair, a bunch of jewelry, and a sneer that he'd obviously been working on for a while.

When we spotted one another across the room, the beeline he made for me was a huge relief. I'd been worried he would think I looked ridiculous.

I mean, I guess that’s the whole point of an evening like that, but these are the things you worry about when crushes are involved.

“Look at you,” he said, a smile on his face. I smiled back. “Interesting choice, going with the ‘Like a Virgin’ era. I promise not to read into that at all.”

I feigned shock. “You keep that up, mister, and you’re going to be dancing with yourself.”

He laughed hard, and it felt good to get that kind of reaction out of someone I was so interested in.

Jules — decked out in her best Jem — swung by right about then. She was already a little drunk. I didn’t notice quite how far gone she was at first, but it was quick to make itself apparent.

“Well, well,” she said, putting her arm around mine and leaning on it a little harder than usual, “look at this power couple! I’m glad you both decided to really go for it with the costumes. We’ve got a Springsteen over there who thinks all he needs is a bandana.”

“Penny was just schooling me on 80s-era puns,” Keith said. “I think I might’ve ticked her off with a ‘Like a Virgin’ reference.”

“Oh ho ho!” Jules exclaimed. I could see where this was going, and I panicked for a second trying to think of anything to pull her off that track — but to no avail. “Don’t let my little Penny fool you. She seems pure as the driven snow, but the only thing that she’s been driving is—”

She froze. “The only thing being driven— she’s as pure as—”

Keith was doing his best to stifle his laughter, but it wasn’t working very well. I wasn’t quite so jovial. This was the beginning of a long slide into a night of rather obnoxious drunkenness for our Jules, and it was a lot of fun to watch — but I’d prefer if it didn’t come at the cost of telling my crush I was loose.

“She’s fucked a lot,” Julia finally said, the proudest look on her face. Keith cracked up, and Jules wandered off in the way only drunk people can.

“Don’t, uh … don’t mind her,” I said, playing damage control. “She’s inebriated. And I’m not a slut.”

“The thought never crossed my mind,” he said, and it was genuine enough for me to truly believe him. There was a warmth in his eyes and smile that — even in spite of the Billy Idol getup — made me feel comfortable.

I’d never been good at handling crushes. Managed to make a fool out of myself time and time again, actually. But with Keith, everything felt natural. Everything felt normal and simple and calm.

Internally, however, I was a little divided.

You’re going to have to cool it a bit. He’s been friendly, nothing more. You’re looking at every little detail way more closely than you need to and it’s just going to get confusing, so maybe step back and relax before you go saying something stupid.

“Do you want to get out of here for a bit?” he asked, as if on cue.

Oh. Well, okay then. Never mind.

“Get out of here?”

“Yeah,” he said, gesturing toward the door. “It’s a big casino-hotel, I’m sure we can find somewhere a little quieter and less party-ish. You seem like you need a bit of a break.”

The party scene really hadn’t ever been me, and I was grateful for him noticing. We walked out of the party together, and I couldn’t have cared less if anyone noticed.


~3~

We decided to try and make our way up to the very top of the hotel, where we could get a good view of the rest of the city. It involved wandering down a few wrong hallways and incurring the stares of more than a few confused casino patrons.

“I guarantee you we’re not the weirdest thing to have wandered these halls,” Keith said at one point.

Eventually, we made it. We’d gotten as high up as we could get in the hotel, and found a surprisingly secluded spot off in an alcove with a window overlooking the city. It was picture-perfect, and the view — if you’ll pardon my dramatics — took my breath away. I couldn’t think of anything more perfect than being there, right then, with Keith.

I felt warm, which I could only attribute a little bit to the booze. The rest of it was sheer arousal, a powerful sensation welling up from within and filling me with desire. He looked so good, and I’d been ready to take him from the very moment I’d spotted him. Now, up here, alone, we were in the right place for me to act on those urges — but I was frozen to the spot.

“Beautiful, right?” he said, looking out the window at the city. I mumbled my agreement, too much spiraling around in my head for me to form coherent sentences at the moment.

“So, it’s March of our senior year,” he said after a minute or two. “Got any big plans for after you graduate? Real world’s coming up pretty quickly.”

“It looks like the paper I interned for last summer is going to take me on board full-time,” I said, wanting so badly to look at him but unsure how to carry myself. “Beyond that, I’m not doing a great job of planning my life out just yet. What about you?”

He waited a few seconds before answering. Our gazes were locked on the view out the window. I wondered, briefly, if maybe he was going through the same internal crisis I was.

“I’ve got some freelance writing and editing gigs lined up,” he said. “Maybe I’ll take that show on the road and travel a bit before really landing somewhere and doing the whole ‘career’ thing.”

I didn’t respond. The thought of us graduating, moving into the real world, getting jobs, talking about careers … it all seemed so foreign. Like that was something other people did, not us. Not our group. But it loomed on the horizon like some great ship, masts and sails slowly peeking up as if from out of nowhere, unbearable in its slowness and inevitability.

Quietly, I wondered how much I’d had to drink. It wasn’t like me to get existential unless I had a good buzz going.

“Sorry,” Keith said. “We should talk about something less future-tense.”

“No, it’s fine,” I said. “I just get worried.”

“Worried?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Like, here I am coming up on the end of my college career, and I guess in a bunch of ways I’ve grown up, but in a bunch of other ways I’m the same person I always was. Scared, shy, timid. I feel like those things should have been beaten out of me already, you know? Like there was a day in junior year where someone was supposed to come by and shake us and say ‘now, now you’re an adult, so deal with it,’ but I missed that day and now I’m stuck like this.”

He looked at me for the first time since we got to the window. I noticed, but didn’t want to pry my gaze away from the city. My heart was fluttering wildly in my chest.

“You don’t strike me as any of those things,” he said. “You’re usually pretty quiet, yeah, but in the ‘I prefer a good book’ kind of way, not the scared, shy, and timid kind of way.”

“I guess. It doesn’t always feel like that, though.”

Another few seconds of silence. They were practically stationary. Glacial.

“Sorry,” I said. “I probably should’ve warned you I get a little gloomy when I’m buzzed.”

He smiled at me, and put his hand on my shoulder. I turned toward him, looking up at him, into those beautiful eyes. The lights of the city made them shine even more than usual.

Even with that stupid wig, you’re kind of gorgeous.

“You know,” he said, “this would probably seem like a much deeper moment if we didn’t look like idiots.”

And just like that, he broke the wall I’d erected. My smile returned, and we shared a quiet laugh. It felt good. I felt good.

And then we were looking at each other in that way. You know what I’m talking about: when you’re absolutely certain you’re both thinking the same exact thing but neither one of you are quite brave enough just yet to go through with it. It's a beautiful, helpless kind of shared moment.

We both moved in at the same time, our lips coming together powerfully before he grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled me in closer, wrapping his arms around me, bathing me in his warmth.

We stood there, holding one another, kissing deeply and breathing heavily, feeling the heat of it, appreciating each and every moment that had led us to this point.

He shifted his weight forward, and together we went into the wall, my back hitting hard. I was surprised to feel almost energized by it, as if the impact had some kind of arousing effect on me. It made me bite his lip in response, and together we got a little ... rougher.

I could feel the bulge in his pants pressing hard into the area just above my groin as we groped and fondled one another, hands roaming quickly, lips dancing within one another, heat building. I reached down and gripped him through his pants, feeling the throbbing heat of his cock in my hand, and he gasped. His hand, which had been firmly wrapped around my breast and lightly tweaking my nipple, made its way down to my crotch. He slipped two fingers between my legs, no doubt feeling how hot I was for him down there. I wondered if he could feel how wet I'd gotten.

Suddenly, his hands were around my wrists and lifting my arms up, and I didn't have time to respond before they were fully over my head. He pinned them both with one firm hand and used the other to grope me freely as he kissed along my neck, biting my earlobe. I gasped over and over again, now breathing even heavier than before, wanting him inside me, wanting him to take me.

I'd never been pinned before. I'd never done anything submissive before, actually, and the feeling was exhilarating. It was as if I'd been missing out on a basic food group for my entire life, and only now, here in the top floor of a beautiful casino-hotel overlooking an equally beautiful city, did I understand I not only enjoyed that food group but craved it, needed more of it just to function.

I struggled lightly, not wanting to break his hold, not wanting his firm control to slip away. It was turning me on so much more than I thought something so innocuous could, awakening within me a surge of sexual desire I hadn't even been aware of.

He slipped his hand off of my breast and down my torso, slowly sliding down my stomach and along the beltline of my pants. Three fingers roamed between the belt and my hot skin, hovering in place, waiting to see if I'd object.

Of course I didn't object.

He flipped his hand around and slipped it under me, underneath my panties, his fingers moving along my neatly trimmed bush and finally between the lips of my soaked, anxious pussy, massaging me, making me moan with ecstasy even in this public setting.

His fingers wriggled within me, making me move my hips to his beat, making me writhe with pleasure. He'd taken my arms away from me, and now he'd taken all self control I had. I was his. I was completely and undeniably his.

It wasn't long before he had me on the very edge of orgasm, so close I could taste it. I bit his earlobe and neck, breathed hard into his shoulder as I struggled to keep from screaming out as the waves of ecstasy ripped through me, roaring like a freight train along my veins and down my extremities, making my knees weak and my eyes clench shut. My mouth hung open, but no noise came out, and I felt everything within me tense as it all came to a head.

And then, release — and suddenly, a bunch of sensations I'd been ignoring or incapable of feeling hit me all at once along with afterglow. I'd dug my fingernails into my own palms without even noticing. I'd bitten my lip so hard it almost felt like it was getting ready to bleed. I'd breathed so hard and fast into Keith's shoulder that I could see a large red spot on his skin.

He let my hands go and they collapsed downward, falling limply to my sides as we kissed again, lightly this time, and he removed his other hand from my pants.

He pulled back a bit and smiled at me warmly. I smiled back at him. In that moment, everything was absolutely perfect.

We walked back to the party hand in hand, and for that night we were as close as close could be — but without letting anyone else know anything had occurred. That morning, when we all woke up and went our separate ways out of the hotel room, I wondered what might happen between us.

That's where the story falls apart, though. Nothing happened. He never mentioned it, and neither did I. We hung out a few more times before graduation, but never alone, and never in a setting where we could really talk about what happened. I got the job at the paper, and Keith did his traveling thing for a bit, but ultimately we both separately settled down in the same town, along with Jules, not far from Arbor Forest. We’d see each other plenty over the coming year or so — including before, during, and after the debacle that was my relationship with Jared — but never act on or speak about what had happened that night.

I hate the cliché of “the one that got away,” but it became a cliché because of guys like Keith.


~4~

When I got home from work that Friday evening, I decided to grab a quick sandwich at a local deli and eat it when I got to Julia's house. If I was going to be dragged into this whole housesitting thing kicking and screaming, I was at least going to enjoy half an Italian sub while I did it. I packed some clothes and whatnot in a small bag and made my way to the car, muttering to myself the whole way.

On the way over to Julia's, I thought about all the different ways I could screw with her stuff ever so slightly, as a sort of mild-mannered revenge. I wasn't anywhere near as mad at her as I'd indicated when we talked, and she knew that — but that didn't mean I couldn't have fun.

I was just coming around to the idea of sticking a bullion cube in her shower head when I got to the house and noticed something that made my heart skip a beat and the hair stand on my neck:

The front door was open.

The large glass storm door wasn't, but the front door itself was absolutely ajar — by a foot or more. Someone had either been in or was still in her house.

Slightly panicked, I pulled my phone out and was getting ready to dial the police when I pulled a little further along the street and noticed there was a car parked all the way at the very end of their driveway — just out of view from where I was when I first noticed the door was open.

It was Keith's.

Suddenly, all of that nervousness about having to call the police and explain the situation to them — and then explain to Julia that I'd managed to let her house get broken into barely a few hours into my care — was completely out the window. It was replaced with nervousness about what the hell Keith could be doing there, and why Julia had insisted on my housesitting for her if he was in the neighborhood. I wondered if maybe we'd gotten our wires crossed at some point, or if maybe she figured I'd flake out and called Keith in as backup.

I parked the car out on the street and walked over to the mailbox, then checked inside. Sure enough, there were the keys Jules told me about — along with a small note.

Curious, I pulled it out of the mailbox and unfolded it.

“Penny,” it read, “If you got to the house when I assumed you would, you're probably noticing right about now that you're not alone. Don't panic: That's by design.”

I felt like after one or two sentences into the letter I should've better understood what was going on instead of just having more questions, so I was already getting frustrated with it. Nevertheless, I continued.

“I'm repaying you for donating your weekend by giving you time alone with Keith, which I think you've always wanted but never known how to make it happen.”

“I know you're going to do whatever you want,” it continued, “but I really hope one of you capitalize on this and say or do whatever it is that has gone unsaid or undone for so long.”

“By the way,” she'd scrawled at the bottom, “you'll notice there's an extra key here (white tape around base). If you're really out of ideas as to what to say or do with Keith, go to the living room and look down the hallway. Second door on the left.”

I looked at the keys. There was, in fact, one smaller key in the set with white tape around its base. I didn't know what to make of that, so I filed it away for the time being.

In fact, I didn't know what to make of any of this. I didn't like it when people meddled in my affairs, especially if they were deeply personal things like relationships. Not that I had a relationship or anything with Keith, but what happened between us that night in college was just that: between us. Sure, we hadn't acted on it — and I guess I wished we'd acted on it — but that's just how things go sometimes, right? That's just life.

I wondered if maybe I was standing out there by the mailbox trying to parse this whole situation because I was afraid of going inside and confronting it head-on. Past that, I wondered if my fears of confronting it head-on weren't actually based in my fears of opening up and being vulnerable to Keith. What if he rejected me? What if the moment had long since passed? What if there was nothing to be done about it, and Jules had just tried to set us up for no damn reason?

There were too many questions, but I wasn't going to get any answers standing outside of the house at the mailbox like a total creep. I put the note and the keys into my purse and made my way to the front door.

Keith was in the living room, reading a note he’d apparently found placed on the coffee table. I startled him when I opened the door, but his fright was quickly replaced once again with the confusion I’d interrupted.

“The hell is going on with this?” he said, holding up the note — not angry in the least, but certainly perplexed.

“Seems to me like our Jules is a little matchmaker,” I said, and reached into my purse to pull out the note she’d left in the mailbox. “How did you get in? The keys were still in the mailbox.”

“She told me to look for a set under the potted plant by the door,” he said, and held up the set Julia had left him. They matched mine, all the way down to the smaller key with the white tape around its base. I chose to leave that alone for the time being and work on the most pertinent mystery: What the hell do we do now?

“It's kind of silly for us both to be here, isn't it?” I said, trying not to sound too hopeful that Keith would just be completely okay with taking over the housesitting responsibilities for the weekend.

He looked down at the note in his hand and then back up at me, and held it up for me to take it from him.

“Maybe it does,” he said. I grabbed the note and read what Julia had written.

“Keith,” it read, “Thanks for agreeing to do this. There's plenty of food in the fridge for the weekend, and obviously you're more than welcome to whatever you need around the house.”

Pretty innocuous so far, I think. I kept reading.

“Slight change in plans, though,” it continued. “You're not going to be alone. I've asked Penny to housesit this weekend as well. Don't worry, you're going to be just as much a surprise to her as she is to you.”

In my head, I was thinking about all the ways in which I could have my revenge on Julia for ever setting this kind of thing up.

“Consider it my last-ditch effort to get you two together. I don't know what sort of gaps need bridging or conversations need to be had to make it happen, but I'm sick of sitting on the outside hoping for it and doing nothing.”

Your attempts to seem like the hero in all of this won't stop me from wrecking your shit, Jules. I hope you understand that.

“I tried to schedule this just right, so hopefully she's getting there just as you're reading this. Wouldn't that be awesome? You'll have to let me know if that's how it works out.”

At the bottom, the note had a similar little postscript about the mystery key with the white tape.

I looked up from the note at Keith, who was looking at me somewhat intensely. I wasn't sure what to make of his expression, so I decided to tread carefully.

“Ugh, Jules,” I said. “Sometimes she's unbelievable, you know?”

Keith nodded, but hesitantly.

“Well, yes,” he said.

I waited a few seconds for him to finish his thought, but he didn't seem intent on it.

“Were you going to say something?”

He blinked. “No, no I don't ... think so. Maybe. I don't know.”

“That's almost every possible answer.”

“I just think maybe she's not entirely wrong,” he finally blurted out. It hung in the air, my expression probably reading like some mix of relief and shock.

Just like that, in my mind I was transported away from my mild anger with Julia and straight into that night at the hotel, when he brought me to that beautiful view overlooking the city and took me right then and there — not fully, not with everything, but with enough to claim me, to make me his and his alone.

That night I experienced a connection, an arousal, an overwhelming scorching hotness that I hadn't even realized was possible.

Of course, bringing those feelings back from the dead brought with them the rest of the associated baggage: the initial hurt from when we didn't pursue anything further, the subsequent tiny pangs of longing that would bubble up whenever he was in the same room. Most of all, the feeling of unrequited desire — or rather, the feeling of not knowing if my desire was, in fact, unrequited.

I've never been mad at him for it, because it was always a mutual thing. I could have acted on it at any time. Even if I got rejected, I'd have known outright whether or not something was there. Is it too late now, though?

For a moment, my mind reeled at how much of a turn this evening had taken in so short a span of time. I snapped back into reality, knowing one of us had to say something soon.

Thankfully, it was Keith.


~5~

“When's the last time we were alone together?”

I pretended I had to think about it to any serious extent before finally answering. I don't know if it fooled him or not, but even if it didn't he played it off well.

“It was that night in the hotel,” I said. “When we took the elevator up. The night of the 80s party.”

He nodded, indicating with his expression that that's what he thought the answer would be.

Even then, standing there in Julia's living room — tricked into being alone together — and as confused and hesitant as I'd ever been, I couldn't help but notice how attracted I was to Keith.

There was just something in him that warmed me, made me feel comfortable. Made me okay with being vulnerable. And he had a magnetism to him that made it seem like when he was in the room, absolutely nobody else was. For all those times we'd hung out together in a group and never actually been alone, to some extent I felt like we'd never been anything other than alone.

“That was a really good night,” he said, blushing — actually blushing — and struggling to make eye contact.

“It was,” I said, my voice tinged with a mix of wistfulness and nostalgia.

Another few seconds of silence.

My heart pounded hard in my chest. My skin felt warm, the hair on my neck stood. I felt like a powder keg upturned next to an open flame, waiting for just the tiniest ember to set me off. I felt like all of the energy, all of the longing, all of the desperation of the past few years was welling up inside me just aching for a reason to explode out and act upon these feelings of lust and love and everything in between.

Finally, I couldn't take it anymore.

“Why didn't anything happen afterward?”

He looked at me, apparently surprised that I'd been the one to finally say it.

“Is there any particular reason?” I continued. “Everything about that precious little bit of time we spent together seemed to work, didn't it? It just made so much damn sense, Keith, and then nothing happened!”

I could see he was getting ready to go on the defensive, which I guess I couldn't blame him for after my outburst, but he had it all wrong—

“Are you seriously getting mad at me for—”

“I'm mad at us both!”

He froze.

“I'm mad at us both, Keith,” I said, my mouth going faster than my brain could process. I was on autopilot, words spilling out of me like a river going over a waterfall — a torrent of words I'd longed to say for years and wasn't sure could ever be stopped. “I'm pissed at you for never speaking up and asking me out. I'm pissed at myself for thinking that was the way it had to be! I could have made a move, either one of us could have made a move, and it would have put an end to so much of this bullshit waiting around. I never would have ended up with Jared, he never would have ripped my heart out and I wouldn't have become the sad, lonely girl my friend has to trick me into being social and making any kind of move!”

He didn't have any idea how to react. That was fine for the time being, because I wasn't done.

“Do you have any idea how many nights I went to bed thinking about you? Wanting to call you, wanting to see you, wanting to feel you again? I hated it,” I said. “And it all goes back to exactly what we talked about that night at the hotel: feeling like I'm just not cut out for the real world, for adult interactions, for normal life. Feeling like the same timid, immature little girl I always was. Even now, I'm sitting here saying it and I'm pissed off all over again because it just shows how little I've changed.”

I stopped. I felt like I was done. I was breathing heavily, staring intensely at Keith — who, to his credit, didn't appear anywhere near as freaked out as most guys would have been in his situation. He waited a bit to see if I had anything to add, and when I didn't, he spoke.

“You're right to be mad at both of us,” he said. “I'm mad at both of us, too.”

“You are?”

“I've thought about you so much over the past few years, but after you got with Jared and you two seemed so hot and heavy, I— I guess I just kind of assumed you were over it,” he said. “I assumed you'd given up on us ever being a thing.”

I just looked at him. “Did I really give you that impression?”

He looked as if he were struggling to come up with the right words, pacing himself to make sure he didn't speak incorrectly. I envied that self control, already more than a little embarrassed at how much I'd dumped out on him.

“You didn't not give me that impression,” he finally said, and I took back a little of my envy. I got what he was saying, though. “I'd been interested in you since long before the party, and thought we had something after it — but then I didn't say anything, and you didn't say anything, and ... we didn't do anything.”

I thought back to the way he’d held me that night, the way he’d pinned me against the wall and taken my breath away. The way his wrist, firm and powerful but gentle and caring all the same, held my arms above my head and kept me from resisting as he slipped his hand inside me and made me moan his name.

I thought about all the nights I’d slipped my own hand inside myself, rubbed myself, made myself moan to thoughts of him, the memories running through my head rapidly, replaying over and over, the struggle to remember each and every sensation, to replicate it in my mind so that it may play out within my nervous system anew each time.

And then I thought about how we could have had all of that and so, so, so much more — if only we’d been sensible enough to speak to one another, to capitalize on the opportunities laid bare.

“We never capitalized,” I said. “We had such a great chance, and we just never took it.”

“No,” he said, “we didn’t.”

“Do you know what I was thinking when you pinned me against the wall that night?”

“What’s that?”

“I was thinking, ‘I’ve never done anything like this before,’” I said. “I’d never done anything like that — never submitted to anyone, or allowed myself to be dominated in that way — with anyone, not once, not ever. And I’d sure as hell never done it in a public setting. I should have been so nervous. I should have been terrified.”

“But you weren’t,” he said, stepping closer.

“But I wasn’t,” I replied, advancing slightly myself. “Because all I could think about was how right it felt, how intensely hot it was.”

We both stepped a little closer. My heart was firing rapidly enough to explode out of my chest. My legs were shaking.

“How much I wanted you,” I said. We were barely a foot away from one another, now. I was looking deep into his eyes. “How incredible it felt to be … to be taken like that, to have you touching me, inside me.”

He reached out and grabbed my shoulder, just like he did that night. I quivered slightly, and let out a barely audible gasp. His other arm went to my side and pulled me in — and yet again, in only a matter of seconds, he’d taken me from deep and all-consuming thought to intense physical passion. We were on each other with a ferocity and desire so difficult to describe I almost can’t bear to try — but it felt like being in the center of a firestorm, a swirling, raging cyclone of intense glowing heat spiraling upward with no end in sight. We were swept up into each other, swaying and catching ourselves as our combined force kept threatening to knock our entwined forms over.

It was as if the few years we’d just so passionately discussed had never happened at all. It was as if we walked out of that hotel hallway and come off the elevator straight into this living room, magically a few years older and less ridiculously dressed, the both of us not caring how or why we’d traveled through time — but instead only caring that we were together, knowing whatever forthcoming hardships would be easily conquered because, no matter their substance or significance, they could simply never be more powerful than the two of us.

His hands traveled the length of my upper body, along the muscles and bones of my back and around to the front, first reaching over my shirt to grasp and grope my breasts and then, quickly, under my shirt, moving aside the cups of my bra to get to the soft flesh underneath. His fingers dug into me gently and I felt each one, felt his thumbs roll over my nipples, felt the warmth of his palms on my bare skin. It made me dig my fingernails into his back — directly into his back, even, as I’d slipped my hands up his shirt as well, craving the feel of the muscles and tendons just under the surface of that tight, tanned skin.

We were both breathing so hard and giving off so much heat I thought we might make up for all of our lost time with a powerful fuck right then and there in the living room — but it was then that my eyes popped open and I remembered the notes Jules had left us.

I pulled back from Keith, my hands still on his back, his hands still roaming under my shirt.

“Say,” I said. “Are you at all curious about that … surprise, or whatever … that Jules left us?”

He looked at me for a second in utter confusion — now? You’re really going to ask about that now? — but soon caught on to what I was thinking.

“I am, actually,” he said. “Just a bit.”

“I mean, as much as I’m going to hate to admit it to her—”

“Right,” he said.

I looked down at Keith’s copy of the keyring, slipped one of my hands out of his shirt, and picked the keys up. The white tape around the key didn’t look particularly new — as if it had been used to mark this specific room for a while. My curiosity grew more intense.

“We’ve waited a few years for this,” I said, looking up at Keith. “Think we can put it off for another minute or two while we check and see what’s in this magical mystery room?”

The bulge in Keith’s pants, pressing hard against me, told me we couldn’t — but I knew he’d play along, anyway.

“I think we can manage,” he said with a smile, his eyes clearly indicating that he wasn’t going to give this little adventure too much time before he insisted we resume. I tried to communicate with my own eyes that I was on the same exact page, and together we walked down the hall toward the second door on the left.

It dawned on me that I’d never actually seen what was behind this door. It had always been closed whenever I was over, and I’d never bothered asking about it. Honestly, I figured it was a closet.

I slipped the key into the lock and it turned easily. When the door opened, we were greeted with near complete darkness. I reached inside the door and around the casing to feel for a light switch, found one, and flicked it upward.

And the both of us stood there in stunned silence, slack-jawed with surprise at what we saw within.


~6~

I want to stress that I’d never — in any of the time we spent living together or hung out — known Julia to be kinky. She certainly wasn’t the most vanilla girl in the world, and I could attest to that by the number and variety of things I’d walked in on over the years, but she also didn’t come off as the type to own leather thigh-highs and a variety of whips.

When the light in that medium-sized bedroom went on, however, I saw she owned those exact items — and much, much more.

With the limited space, Julia and her fiancé had created a BDSM playroom. From wall to wall and floor to ceiling, the room was packed with various implements of bondage and discipline — from a St. Andrew’s cross leaning in the corner, to a spanking bench over by the far wall, to a wooden chair with holes for straps and various other binding implements to be slipped through. I’d notice later that this chair had a huge hole right in the middle of the seat, which I could only assume would be used to do all sorts of horrible and wonderful things to your helpless partner’s most sensitive parts.

It was like something out of a movie, and I was struck with a feeling I couldn’t quite understand. It was some strange mix of disbelief, astonishment, embarrassment, excitement, and horniness that just wouldn’t let me speak with any coherence. My eyes as wide as saucers, I looked over at Keith. For once, I knew exactly what he was thinking — because I had no doubt his expression mirrored mine perfectly.

We stepped into the room. While looking around in amazement I noticed there was a small note taped to the wall.

Another note, Jules? This is a perverted little scavenger hunt you’ve got us going on, I hope you know that.

I plucked the note off the wall and read it aloud.

“Penny and Keith,” I read. “Hopefully you both followed through like I thought you would, because otherwise there’s just one of you reading this and that’d be kind of awkward.”

I looked up at Keith and smiled warmly. He returned it. I continued reading.

“Anyway, I’m sure I’ll have all sorts of questions to answer when I get back on Sunday, but for now, I want you to consider this your space. If it’s not your bag, that’s fine, but at least give it a try. I think you guys could surprise yourselves.”

I looked up at Keith again, and he was busy staring over toward the St. Andrew’s cross — which, at the time, I was only able to identify as ‘that big wooden X in the corner.’

“Holy shit,” he said.

I was inclined to agree. 

He walked over to the massive wooden X and ran a hand along the grain of it, then looked over at me. 

“Did you have any idea she and her fiancé were into this stuff?”

I was busy staring over at a shelf containing those aforementioned thigh-highs and various toys for pain and pleasure alike, but snapped back to attention when it became obvious Keith was actually looking for a response. 

“No,” I said. “I mean, it's not super surprising, I guess, but I had no clue they were this deep into it.”

Both of us were too busy looking around and taking in both the sights and the newfound knowledge to really say anything about how this impacted our situation — and for all I knew, I was the only one thinking it — but the thought was too arousing to ignore, so I went for it:

“It's kind of hot though, isn't it?”

Keith's attention shot toward me, no longer divided.

“What?”

I walked over to the cross and ran my hand along it as well, noting how sturdy it seemed, how heavy it must have been.

“I'm just saying, it's ... it's hot,” I said. “I've never tried it before, but the idea of being spread out on this thing? Helpless? Unable to move? Vulnerable to whatever someone else wants to do to me?”

Keith swallowed. His eyes were locked on me and I didn't glance down but if I were a betting lady I'd say that bulge of his had returned with authority.

I stepped in closer to him, running a hand along his broad chest.

“Don't you think that's sexy? Having me up there, naked and helpless, open to whatever you want to do?”

We were both breathing hard. I was having trouble containing myself, and it looked like Keith was experiencing the same.

“You could put whatever you want ... wherever you want ... however you want, and I wouldn't be able to stop you,” I said.

My skin was hot to the touch. I could tell by the look in his eye that we were putty in each other's hands — it was just up to one of us to reach out and make it happen.

I popped off my shoes and started to strip down, talking all the while.

“We both remember that night in the hotel, Keith,” I said. Shirt gone.

“We both remember how you pinned me, how you held me there and kept me from struggling too hard,” I said. Pants, gone.

“We both remember you forcing yourself onto me, reaching down into my pants, reaching inside me,” I said. Bra. Gone. Dropped unceremoniously onto the ground at his feet.

“And we both remember how much we wanted to take each other, right then and there,” I said. Panties. Gone. Slipped slowly and gracefully down my hips and legs, my wetness evident within them.

Keith took long, sweeping glances at my naked, ready body — the first he'd ever truly gotten — and I could see the bulge in his pants pushing hard outward. I reached out hand and cupped it, my palm taking the intense pulsing heat of him into its care. He tensed and gasped slightly at the feel of it, and I smiled warmly at him when he looked up at me.

“I was putty in your hands,” I said. “I was as helpless as I'd ever been.”

I leaned in and kissed him, long and soft, letting my lips linger on his as I pulled back again.

“I want you to make me feel that way again,” I whispered alongside his ear. “And then I want you to take it further.”

I pulled away and placed my back against the main body of the large, wooden X, then stretched my arms along the two upper branches, giving him a show, making him realize what making me truly vulnerable would look like.

It only just then dawned on me that he hadn't said anything in a long while, and he may not be on the same page.

There's a chance you just ruined everything with this, Penny. You'd better hope this hail Mary of yours connects.

I thought about how heartbreaking it would be to come this close to something truly spectacular with Keith only to be denied yet again, and for a brief second I considered coming down from where I was and pulling on my clothes in a quick scurry out the door, out of the house, hell, maybe out of the town.

But within a matter of seconds, it was obvious I didn't have to worry about any of that. The look on Keith's face was suddenly one of determination, the same kind of glance I'd spotted from him when he pinned me that evening in the hotel. It was dominance, pure and simple. Even if I didn't identify as a submissive personality, I could tell a dominant one from a mile away — and I didn't have to, because he was standing right in front of me and looking to take every advantage I was offering him.

Quickly, he wheeled around and looked along the shelves next to the X. The large, leather cuffs — four of them — were waiting right there, and he grabbed two in each hand as he turned back toward me, then placed them on the ground at his feet.

“Give me your leg,” he commanded, and I did so, bracing myself against the X and raising a leg so he could grip my calf in one hand and wrap one of the leather cuffs around my ankle.

I was caught up in a mix of terror and arousal, unable to determine if my rapid heartbeat was a product of my fear or my horniness — but not caring one way or the other. I could feel myself dripping down the one leg that was still planted on the ground.

When the cuff was secured, he let my leg drop and I placed it back on the ground. He then bent over and pushed my leg gently outward, spreading me until my ankle reached along one of the lower branches of the X. It clipped into place neatly with a loud, metal locking sound, and when I pulled against it a second or two later I found it to be far, far more restrictive than I'd imagined.

When he did the same with my other leg, it really sank in just how vulnerable I was going to be. My trimmed bush was the only thing hiding the glistening, pink throbbing flesh of my pussy, and I was helpless to close my legs, incapable of keeping him from getting to whatever he wanted.

And perhaps most surprising to me was the fact that I wanted it that way.

Keith stood up from buckling in my second ankle and locked eyes with me once more, him standing high over me — especially now that my legs were spread and I was forced down lower than usual — and making me want him harder than I'd ever wanted anything or anybody in my life.

“What are you going to do with me, Keith?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Whatever I want,” he replied sternly, and my heart skipped a beat as I struggled against the urge to bring a hand down to my desperate, longing sex.

He bent down to pick up another cuff, and held it in front of him. “Arm,” he commanded.

I brought one of my arms down and offered it to him. He took it gracefully into his firm grip and slipped the cuff around my wrist with no hesitations, a movement he'd learned and perfected within all of two previous attempts. It was so hot, seeing him so confident in what he was doing, knowing he was — step by step and limb by limb — tying me down and making me ready for whatever he felt like doing next.

Once the cuff was secured, he reached up with my wrist in his grip and secured my arm to the top of the X. It stretched me more than I thought it might, and I realized it was going to be a bit of a challenge staying on my feet and not putting all of the weight on my wrists. Again, though, I couldn't have cared less.

He did the same with the other arm and wrist, and when the final lock clicked into place, he stepped back to admire what he'd done.

I struggled against the restraints, my eyes on him the entire time, trying to get myself free, trying to see if there were any way — should I want to, which I most certainly didn't and wouldn't — to escape. There was none. I was stuck. I was spread out, completely naked, and fully vulnerable to Keith's machinations. My heart pounded. I felt my pulse running hard and hot under my skin, felt the air on my exposed pussy.

This was my introduction to true bondage. It hadn't even really begun yet, but it was already the hottest thing I'd ever experienced. I longed for Keith, I was desperate for him to get started, desperate for him to do whatever he wished with me.


~7~

For the first minute or two, he refused to touch me. It was torturous. He'd come within a fraction of an inch of my body — hold his fingertip so, so close to the quivering skin of my stomach or thigh — only to pull back the moment I tried to lurch forward and get some sort of contact. I felt like I was perched on a great precipice, just one right touch or gesture away from tumbling end over end into an earth-shattering orgasm — but he wasn't letting me go that far just yet, and every inch of my body screamed for him because of it.

When he did finally touch me, the first bit of contact was on my hip. I felt it like a gunshot of pleasure, quick and burning hot, tracing upward along my side, moving inward to carve a gentle path along the side of my breast as he continued toward my arm, which he traced the inside of. I flinched several times, so sensitive I could hardly handle it. I gasped hard and bit my lip, for some reason trying to maintain control of myself. Soon, I'd realize we were long past the point for such things.

“Fuck me,” I whispered, my eyes shut, my body as ready as it had ever been.

“Not yet,” he whispered back, his voice stern. I moaned and pulled on the restraints holding my arms aloft, but my protestations went nowhere.

“You look so fucking sexy,” he said, again in a low whisper. “Vulnerability is a good look for you.”

“Do whatever you want to me,” I fired back in a half-moan, half-whisper. I was writhing around in the restraints, gyrating my hips, desperate for any kind of further stimulation. I was so close to coming but had no recourse, and the wait was very slowly killing me.

He turned toward the shelf once again and grabbed something off of it. At first I couldn't see what it was, but I soon made it out to be a blindfold. He walked toward my naked form and held it up in front of me, as if to ask if I were okay with wearing it.

I closed my eyes and nodded my head forward slightly, offering it up for him. He took the hint quickly, slipping the blindfold over — and just like that, I was completely blind on top of being immobile and desperately horny.

The combination was, right off the bat, almost too much to bear. I kept thinking there was no amount of stimulation or action that wouldn't push me over the edge, and then he'd find something else that pushed me just a little bit further without sending me over. I thought back to a philosophy class I once took, where the professor talked about a concept called Zeno's arrow.

It's possible to always be moving toward your destination but never actually make it there, the professor had said. If you always travel some sub-100 percentage of the distance to your destination, you will forever be closing the gap to it but never quite reach your goal.

It felt bizarre to be thinking of it right then, but there was no better way for me to really conceptualize how I kept creeping closer and closer to my orgasmic cliff without actually spilling right over the side.

I quivered. I shook. My legs were already tired from trying to hold me up at the slight angle the X was stationed in. I could feel the heat of my skin generating beads of sweat on my forehead and various other places along my exposed body. I thought about what I'd do to hide that sweat if I had any control over myself, and the thought of being so helpless that I couldn't even wipe down my forehead was, again, a massive turn-on. I inched even closer to the edge.

The darkness of the blindfold was all-consuming, and every second in which Keith wasn't touching me was another eternity of torturous anticipation. I would gently run his fingers across my torso, snickering to himself as I moaned and writhed and struggle with what little movement I was allowed.

“Please,” I pleaded, “fuck me. Please. I've been waiting and ready for you for years now, please just fuck me hard, please?”

He didn't say anything in response, and I was stuck biting my lip and tugging hard on the restraints yet again.

And then, with no warning whatsoever — and with the blindfold keeping me from having any indication it was coming — I felt them: two of Keith's fingers, thick and warm, nestled quickly and perfectly onto my pussy, between my folds.

I exploded.

I was a thrashing mess of arousal and lack of control, every muscle tensing suddenly, moans and groans of ecstasy fleeing from my open mouth. They were punctuated by my sharp inhaling and exhaling, desperate attempts by my body to keep up with the influx of sensations. I was, more than ever before, at his mercy — and he'd just proven in a split second exactly how much control he could exert.

He leaned forward, pressing his warm body against mine, and I continued to struggle as he held his fingers in place and kissed me hard on the neck and shoulder, licking, nibbling, biting. I welcomed all of it. I had no choice, but didn't want or need one.

“Are you sure you're ready?” he whispered into my ear, the hot breath pushing some of my hair aside as it flowed by. “Do you want to take this step?”

I turned toward him, even though the blindfold wouldn't let me see, and nodded while firmly biting my lower lip yet again.

“Yes,” I said. “Yes, yes, yes. Please.”

He pulled back, and suddenly the warmth of his body was gone — as were his fingers. I tried to stick with them as they pulled away, but I could only arch so far out from the wooden X, and the frustration mounted ever higher.

I struggled to listen for what he might be doing, but heard nothing. For a short time, I thought he might have left me there. Fear nearly gripped me before I heard a shuffling footstep come closer to me.

There was a bit of noise from below, and I felt something happening around one of my ankles. There was an increase of pressure, then a decrease.

Suddenly, my ankle was free. I pulled it inward slightly, giving myself a bit of a sturdier base. My weakened legs were apparently going to get a break, but my relief was partially corralled by my lack of understanding as to what was going on.

The other ankle was freed seconds later, and I pulled that leg a little more inward as well. I was finally standing properly again, and the muscles that had been screaming for any kind of relief — which I'd been able to ignore pretty well to this point — were sated. 

I was about to ask what was going on when I felt a hand behind my knee grip hard and pull upward. I gasped in surprise as my leg was pulled out from under me, and as a result the other tired leg crumpled quickly, leaving me hanging by my arms.

The strain on my shoulders was immense, but my surprise and arousal shot through the roof as I felt Keith grab my other leg and lift up on it as well. I no longer had a foot on the ground. I was supporting my entire body weight with just my arms, my legs held aloft by Keith's strong form.

And then he pulled them apart.

Only then did I realize what was about to happen — but I didn't have time to brace for it.

When he plowed forward, his thick, hard cock entered me with such force that I felt the entire wooden X shake in response. I screamed in pleasure and surprise, my eyes clenched shut even behind the blindfold, my hands clenched into tight fists.

It was the culmination of every bit of longing and desperation and wistfulness that had haunted me since that night we spent together at the hotel, dressed like idiots, drunk and infatuated. I'd pictured this moment so many times, imagined it in so many ways and places and positions, but I'd never pictured it this way — never once thought I'd be fucked this hard by this man who'd dominated my fantasies for so long and was now dominating my reality.

Each thrust felt stronger and stronger, the force of it causing some incomprehensible mix of pain and pleasure within my pussy while filling me with an unbelievable heat.

I've wanted this for so long, how could it possibly be exceeding my expectations?

Sweat — mostly from me, I imagine, but some from him — built up between us, collecting where our bare skin contacted, dripped from my forehead, and made my hair cling to my neck and shoulders. His breathing, hot and heavy along my jawline, helped set the rhythm to which I moved myself, trying desperately to keep the pace with him as he fucked me harder, harder, harder.

That cliff I kept mentioning, the precipice of orgasm I'd been creeping up to?

Left it in the dust. Went flying over it so quickly I propelled outward horizontally, like a cartoon character unaware the ground had dropped out ages ago. The orgasm welled up inside of me, impossible to hold back any longer, and exploded throughout my body. I tensed everything, I felt everything grow tighter as my open mouth stopped making noise for the first time since he'd entered me.

His thrusts were the punctuation marks to each tense and release of the muscles in my pelvis. His grunts supercharged me, made me feel electric. My palms were sore from my fingernails digging in so hard.

I was ready for afterglow, but I didn't get any time to enjoy that — as Keith was continuing, and with force.

The thrusts grew quicker still, somewhat more shallow but just as powerful as before. Internally, somewhere between the out of control insanity of orgasm and the sheer surrealism of the situation, I tried to debate what I wanted him to do.

This whole thing started with a submissive experience, let it end with one as well. Submit fully, give yourself over, let yourself be his canvas.

He leaned his head in, his breathing and hissed grunting happening right next to my hear. I leaned up and, through my clenched teeth, hissed:

“Come all over me.”

He didn't respond. I had no reason to think he didn't hear me, really, but I didn't care — I wanted to say it again anyway. I wanted to feel this moment, to let it go on for as long as possible.

“I want you to come all over me, baby. Do it.”

He bit my shoulder, and I gasped in response. I took it as his way of saying he'd heard me, and maybe I should just shut the fuck up and let him do his thing.

And do his thing he did. His thrusts seemed to slow for a second, his breathing slowing along with them — and then the grunts grew louder, his grip grew tighter, and I felt him pull out of me. I was already building up to my next orgasm, so I was a little disappointed, but I knew what was coming next and that alone was enough to keep me from voicing my frustrations.

His groans grew in pitch and intensity before he finally let it go, and as he let my legs drop to the floor I felt a hot stream of his cum streak across my stomach and hip. Be it from my increased sensitivity or just the heat of the situation, it felt initially as if it burned. As it dripped and slid down my damp skin, I tried my best to get my legs under me but failed miserably. I was simply too spent, too completely drained from the whirlwind session we'd just experienced.

Keith, still breathing heavily, stepped forward and leaned into me. Every inch of our naked skin that made contact felt like home — like a comfortable, safe zone in which I could sink forever, free from worry, free from distraction.

I felt him reach up toward my head, and suddenly the blindfold was gone. I squinted against the light, even though there wasn't much to speak of.

For a minute or so, we simply looked at each other, lost in one another, lost in the insanity of what had just happened and the circumstances that had put us there.

When he finally spoke, it was so quiet as to barely register.

“It felt right,” he said.

I leaned up as best I could and kissed him, again letting my lips linger.

“Yes, yes it did,” I replied.

More silence. I didn't mind it in the least. I would take every second of it in stride. Life was just too fucking good.

Finally, again, he was the first to speak.

“What happens now?” he said.

I thought about that for a few seconds.

“Well,” I said, “I've got a sandwich in my purse. I guess we could split that.”

We both laughed quietly, and when he looked at me as if to say I knew what he really meant, I looked at him as if to say yes, I did, but just wanted to savor this moment a little longer.

There would be plenty more, no doubt, but this — this was the one I wanted to really remember, the one that would replace our hotel rendezvous. The night these two drifting, aimless ships had finally come crashing together, and were never to be separated again.

I'd waited years for it. I wanted all of that time back. But if I couldn't have those years back, I at least wanted to cherish these minutes.
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