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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 Showing Her the Ropes: The BDSM Shop Chronicles:

“I want you to do whatever you want with me. I want you to tie me as tightly as you want, make me as vulnerable as you want, and take me in as many positions as you can think of. I can handle it. I will handle it. I will beg you for it if I have to. But I want you, and I want you now.”

Fresh out of college and with little in terms of job prospects, Tracy acts on a recommendation from her roommate and takes a job at a local BDSM shop. She's hardly ever had sex before, much less worked at a sex shop, so she's nervous.

But there's something just under the surface in Tracy, and she knows it's likely to come up: She's deeply obsessed with bondage and submission. She yearns for someone to show her the ropes.

Luckily, her fellow employee Brett seems up to the challenge. But can Tracy conquer her sheepish nature and make it work with him? Can she get what she's looking for?

This short erotic romance features plenty of bondage, male domination, female submission, and much, much more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

We kiss, and I can barely contain myself. My breasts push against his hard torso, and their sensitivity sends electric pulses through my body. I'm throbbing for him. I want him hard, fast, and now. Our lips separate. I stay on my toes, because I want him to feel my breath on his cheek as I say what I'm about to say.

“I want you to do whatever you want with me. I want you to tie me as tightly as you want, make me as vulnerable as you want, and take me in as many positions as you can think of. I can handle it. I will handle it. I will beg you for it if I have to. But I want you, and I want you now.”

I come down off my toes, and as he stares down at me, I realize what a huge gulf there must be between the meek, blushing girl he met only a few hours ago and the fiery-eyed woman in front of him now.

What a difference a few hours make, eh, sweetie?

He leans down and kisses me again, then pushes me up against one of the shelves.


~1~

I never pictured myself working at a sex shop. I'd never even been in a sex shop, right up until the day of my interview.

You'd figure that would kind of turn a potential employer off — no pun intended — but, here I am, working at a sex shop.

It's not that I have anything against sex. I'm all for sex. I wish I had more of it. But I spent so much of my time in college with my nose to the grindstone, I didn't really get to spend too much time with my mouth on … whatever the sexual equivalent of the grindstone might be.

The problem was not one of opportunity. It's not like I spend hours at the gym or do yoga or any of that stuff. I'm not a perfect ten. Not in the least. I just have that bookish thing going on, and for some reason, guys flock to that. I just didn't take advantage of it too often.

Don't get me wrong: It's nice to be wanted in that way, to know you can exert that kind of control over a guy with little more than a glance. But I've never been about control. 

Quite the opposite. I don't want control. I want to be controlled. I want to be taken, to be made helpless. I want to know what it's like to give myself over completely and surrender to the whims of whomever sees fit to dominate me. I'll read a lot of damsel-in-distress stuff and place myself in her shoes. Or ripped blouse. You get the idea. I want to be her, to know what that's like.

I blush just thinking about it. Which means I was blushing all through that interview I mentioned.

I was also so wet I had to change afterward.

That's ultimately what drew me to this place. After a summer of looking for a job, it became obvious there weren't too many employment opportunities for an english major, no matter how impeccable her GPA was. Teaching was almost an option, except I was missing one particularly big piece of the puzzle: I was set to start working on my master's degree at the beginning of the spring semester. In the meantime, though, I still needed income.

That's when my friend Alexia suggested the sex shop.

“It's not skeevy,” she told me. “It's run by good people, and they treat their employees well. Plus, they're a specialty shop, so you don't run into such a wide assortment of weirdos.”

“If the opening words of your pitch are 'it's not skeevy,' do you really think you've got a winning suggestion?” I said, and she rolled her eyes before giving me a playful bump on the arm.

“I used to work there,” she said. “I can get you in the door for an interview, you've just gotta show up and be your adorable self. No jumping through hoops required.”

I wanted to shoot it down. I really, really did. But I also really, really needed money. My personal pride was quickly losing the battle against a pressing need to eat and pay rent.

It's probably just for a few months, and after that you're going to be busy with school and internships all over again, I thought to myself, gears grinding. Besides, maybe some exposure to that world will be nice after how thoroughly you ignored your poor pussy's needs for the past four years.

“Fine, I'll do it,” I said, acting much more reluctant than I really was. “Just let me know who I have to call and how hard I'll have to suck them.”

“Tracy!” Alexia said, faux shock on her face. “There will be none of that, I promise. Just do well on the interview and you're in.”

“What's the specialty?”

“I'm sorry?”

“The specialty,” I said. “You mentioned it's a specialty shop. What do they specialize in?”

In one of those moments where one person has no idea how interesting the conversation just got, Alexia wasn't even paying attention to my reaction when she told me it was a BDSM shop.

I blushed immediately.

I also got very, very wet.

This is going to be trouble.


~2~

And so as I said, here I am, working in a sex shop. It's my first day, actually. I was told to show up half an hour early and I do, letting myself in through the back around half past noon.

Erica, my manager, is already there and shuffling some paperwork around on her desk. It's a few seconds before she looks up and sees me.

“Tracy!” she says, and stands up to shake my hand. “You eager to start your first day?”

More eager than you realize, I think while looking out at the rows and rows of bondage and BDSM paraphernalia.

“Definitely,” I say with a smile.

“Excellent.”

Erica walks me over to the front of the store, where the register's already been set up, and tells me a few of the last-minute things she says I'll need to know. I appreciate her kindness, but I also hardly hear what she's saying. I'm too busy taking quick glances out to this one leather harness that looks like it would fit me so, so snugly. I picture myself wearing it and nothing else, my arms bound behind me, straining against the rough and creaking leather.

Anybody could do whatever they wanted to me if I were in that thing. I'd be helpless.

“And I think that's it,” Erica says, finally finished with her rundown. I'm bringing myself back to attention as she's winding down. “Any questions?”

“None at all,” I say.

“Great! I'll be in the back for most of the afternoon, but gone after five. Don't worry, Brett's going to be getting in right around then to handle everything up to closing at nine, so you won't have to worry about working alone.”

“Sounds wonderful to me,” I say, but internally I'm wondering about this Brett fellow.

Alexia mentioned him once or twice when she was talking up the shop, trying to get me to apply. Apparently they know each other somehow, but when I asked her for more details about how they met she was oddly reluctant to elaborate.

“He's a really great guy,” she said. “You're going to like him a lot. And he'll definitely like you, too.”

“What makes you say that?”

“He's into your type,” Alexia said, and left it at that.

Brett is a cute guy's name, I think to myself while standing at the register waiting for the first customer of the day to wander in. Maybe Brett's a cute guy. Maybe Alexia's right, maybe we'll hit it off. Maybe we'll do more than just hit it off. I could definitely use the action.

I realize I went from thinking Brett's name is cute to thinking it'd be nice if Brett and I threw down for a quick fuck in the span of a few sentences, and shake my head to clear the thought away.

Holy hell, Trace, get a hold of yourself. It's been a while since you got some, yeah, but let's draw the line at mounting a guy the moment he walks in just because he has a cute name. Sound good?

I take another look out at the displays. Straps I want to feel around my wrists and ankles. A really pretty ballgag I wouldn't mind being jammed into my mouth. A riding crop I want to feel on my ass.

I get a warm tingle throughout my stomach and groin, and my pussy starts reminding me that I haven't even masturbated in ages. That's a streak that ends when I get home tonight, for certain, but in the meantime it's going to be torturous.

Yup. This is going to be all sorts of trouble.


~3~

You'd be surprised how much working in a sex shop is like working in almost any other shop. I spent the afternoon handling orders, ringing people up, and organizing shelves. Here it's whips and zippered hoods instead of groceries and jeans, but the basic action's pretty much the same.

By the time five in the afternoon rolls around, I'm actually feeling confident about my ability to handle this gig. I've managed to control myself around the more “interesting” merchandise, and the work itself goes smoothly. I remind myself that I have to thank Alexia after I get home.

Work's going so well, in fact, that I completely forget Erica's stepping out at five and being replaced by Brett, the mystery boy Alexia thinks I'll be so keen on. As Erica scurries out the door with a few quick last-minute instructions, I'm left alone to mind the shop until Brett comes by.

Thankfully, he does so only a few minutes later.

And again, I'm reminded that I have to thank Alexia after I get home.

As he strolls in the door, the first thing I notice about him is that he's tall. I like height on a man. I like having to stand on my toes to kiss, I like the feeling I get when he looks down at me, I like everything about being more petite than my partner. There's probably some sort of submissive psychology behind that, but I've never given it much thought.

Until now.

See, Brett's not like a lot of guys who aren't sure how to handle their height. You know the type: They had a growth spurt in high school or something and everything in the decade since has just been awkward lankiness. Brett looks like he grew into his height with enough time to really own it. He strides confidently, and doesn't hunch over. It makes him look powerful.

Domineering, even.

I'm melting just a little bit before he even makes eye contact.

“Hey, you must be the new girl,” he says, and walks over to the counter. “Tracy, right? I'm Brett.”

He holds out his hand to shake mine and I'm almost too distracted by his looks to even realize it. His hair is a dark brown, cropped close, and it sets off the deep grey of his eyes. He looks like he hasn't shaved in a few days, but the stubble works for him because his jawline could probably cut glass.

Tracy, you know nothing about this guy outside of the fact that he looks like he'd be a lot of fun to ride. Keep it together, girl.

I stammer briefly before shaking his hand.

“That's me, yes,” I say. “Nice to meet you, Brett. Alexia told me a little bit about you.”

“That so? I hope it was good stuff.”

Brett is settling in, taking his coat off. I have quite an imagination, but his shirt doesn't leave much to it. Brett's obviously comfortable with himself. His shirt is small enough to reveal a tight, swimmer's physique. I feel myself grow slightly flush, and struggle to rein it in quickly.

“Oh, definitely,” I say. “Nothing but nice things.”

“She told me a little bit about you, too.”

I freeze. “She did, did she?”

He nods, and smiles. “Says it's not at all a coincidence that you applied to work in a bondage shop.”

I remind myself that after I get home and thank Alexia twice, I'm going to have to kill her.


~4~

I find myself in the unenviable position of wanting desperately to explain — which is to say lie — that I'm not actually into bondage and BDSM while also wanting desperately to probe a little further and find out if that's the kind of thing Brett would be eager to explore.

A million thoughts run through my head all at once. Brett, thankfully, has his attention elsewhere at the moment: He's helping out a customer on the other side of the store.

It's only a few seconds before I realize the blushing I feel isn't blushing so much as my skin growing hotter and body getting more and more sensitive by the minute. I don't know if it's the direct way Brett confronted me about it, or maybe it's the environment we're in, but no matter the cause, I'm growing more and more okay with the notion of confessing my kink to this beautiful guy and seeing where that goes.

All of the restraint — no pun intended — that I showed earlier in the day has faded entirely, and I'm reduced to the horny mess I worried I'd be. I'm feeling warm. My panties are damp. All of the pent-up sexual energy I haven't released, all of the guys I could have fucked, all of the fun I could have had, it all comes swirling back at once and I catch myself watching Brett and the customer very closely.

And then I stop myself.

What the hell are you doing, Trace? You're more responsible than this. You have a job to do and bills that need to be paid, you can't go getting yourself fired over a silly fetish and a silly crush. For all you know, he was making fun of you. Relax. Just get through the day, and each day after that's going to be way, way easier than the last.

I breathe in deeply. I breathe out. Slowly, my pulse stops pounding in my ears. I'm no longer overheated. I'm calm.

It's just in time, too, as Brett's leading the customer — a nice lady who'd just seen a particularly kinky movie and just wanted to learn a bit more and maybe pick up some toys — to the register. He drops her off there and goes to the back, though I'm not sure for what.

The lady is buying a pair of handcuffs and a blindfold. I go through the transaction as if I've done it for years. I'm still calm, but I'm also still very distracted. The lady thanks me, I thank her, and she wanders out of the store.

She's out the door before I realize I couldn't even begin to tell you what she looked like.

After the door closes, I begin reorganizing the counter. It doesn't need reorganizing, but anything that keeps me from focusing on Brett is definitely going to be a good thing right now.

I'm doing such a good job at focusing on the counter, in fact, that I don't even notice it when Brett walks up to the front of the store. I only realize he's there when I hear him lock the front door. It startles me, and I look up.

“Brett? What the hell are you doing? It's barely six, we don't close for another four hours.”

Brett hears me and acknowledges my concern with a nod, but that doesn't stop him from flipping our 'open' sign to 'closed,' then walking over to one set of the blinds over the giant window displays. He shuts them, and the entire store goes a little darker.

“Brett?”

He ignores me that time, wanders over to the second set of blinds, and shuts those as well. A quick flick of the light switch he was standing near, and the store's about as dark as it can be. A few always-on lights and the blinds not being perfect are all that keep the place from being pitch black.

It's still plenty enough to see, though, which means when Brett walks up to the other side of the counter I'm behind and leans down over it, I can see the glint in his eye.

His face is only inches from mine. I can smell him. He smells delicious. He speaks, in a low voice:

“Alexia told me what you're into, Tracy, and I don't want you to be ashamed of it or worry about it. This is probably the last place you'd be judged for that kind of thing. Relax. Maybe you took the job here because you love bondage, maybe you took the job because you just need a job. Maybe it's both. I don't care, and nobody else here would.”

Remember that calm I was talking about? It's gone again. My heart's pounding. My head's swimming. I want to grab him, to pull him in and kiss him, to bite his lip and feel him grab me by the shoulders. I want him to bend me over this counter and rip my pants down, so he can feel for himself just how wet my panties are — and then feel how wet I am, how ready I am for him to take me hard, right then, right there.

“You … you didn't have to close everything down to tell me that,” I say, my brain struggling valiantly to tie up a loose end.

“That's because I want to do more than just tell you that,” he says. “I want to show you.”


~5~

Okay, calm down. Keep it together. This absurdly attractive man you've just met has informed you he not only knows about your fetish but wants to help you indulge it, and you just happen to be smack in the middle of a store full of every single toy you could ever hope to have on hand.

He's leading me by the hand into the back of the store, where we keep rope.

“Have you ever been tied up before, or is it just a fascination?” he asks.

My legs are weak. It's an effort just to keep moving. I want this so badly just the walk to the back of the store seems like an annoying hindrance.

“I've been tied up, yeah,” I say, meekly.

“Anything intricate, or has it been more of a 'handcuffs and headboards' kind of thing for you?”

“I haven't really found anyone who's willing to … y'know,” I say.

“I see.”

We're standing in front of the rope now. It's in huge bundles, separated by color and material. I remember passing by this section on my way to the back when I came here for the interview. In the back of my mind I thought about how wonderful it would be to feel those ropes around me.

Never in a million years did I think I'd be standing here only a week later with a man like Brett getting ready to indulge me fully.

Brett takes a few bundles of rope off the rack. He lets two of them drop to the floor, then begins unraveling the third. It drapes to the ground as he works it apart with his hands.

I can feel my pulse in my temples. Every sense is cranked up to levels I'd never thought possible.

“So,” he says, finally looking up from the rope, “would you like to get tied up?”

I've been staring at the rope too, and we're now standing so close I have to crane my neck a bit just to look him in the eye.

I don't say anything; I just put my wrists together and hold them up in front of me so he can see.

“Wonderful,” he says. “But we're going to start with your hands behind your back.”

He lets go of the rope with one hand, and uses that hand to grab my shoulder — firm, but not rough — and spin me around. I oblige, and place my arms as close together as I can fit them behind my back.

“Fold them,” he commands.

I'm not sure what he means, but I figure it out quickly when he grabs my one arm and bends it at the elbow so my forearm reaches across my back to my other arm. I immediately fold the other arm so I'm holding each elbow in my opposite hand behind my back.

“Very good,” he says, and I feel him begin to wrap the rope around the middle of my forearms, right under the space between my shoulderblades. 

The rope is rough on my skin, but I cherish that feeling — the texture of it, the bite of it. As he loops it around and around and I feel my forearms get more and more restricted, there isn't a fiber in my being that wants anything else in the world.

I close my eyes and inhale deeply, biting my lip.

“This is called a box tie,” he says, bringing a length of rope around my chest, just under my breasts. He tucks the rope up under them, and they hang over it. The pressure of it makes me realize my tits are especially sensitive right now, and I flinch a little in response.

“Everything okay?” he asks, and I just nod. He keeps tying.

The rope wraps all the way around my chest and back around to my folded arms, where he knots it off. Another length is then draped over my shoulders, between my breasts. He loops it under the middle of the rope that's running beneath my breasts, then pulls it back upward and over the other shoulder. As he tightens that rope and knots it off — again, to my wrists — my breasts are separated and lifted. They're very pronounced now, and I stare at them, fascinated.

He spins me around and does some staring of his own.

“Very nice,” he says with a grin. “You're a natural.”

I smile up at him. He's barely started tying me up, but I'm already more turned on than I've been in weeks. I want him to lean down and kiss me. I'm about to get up onto my toes and try to make it happen myself when he spins me around again.

So close.

I feel another length of rope being prepared. This one gets tied off in the bundle of ropes forming between my shoulderblades, then looped around both of my upper arms, just above the elbows.

I didn't realize there was more to the tie, but now that he's secured my upper arms I realize I'm about as close to helpless as I've ever been. Moreover, I realize Brett really knows his stuff. My arms are completely pinned to my back and sides, and there isn't much of anything I can do about it.

“Right now you're probably realizing you're pretty stuck,” he says, and I chuckle as I struggle to prove him wrong.

I can't, of course. He's right. I'm stuck.

“More importantly than that, though, is this: You're not losing any circulation.”

I hadn't even thought of that, but he's right. Not only is this a completely immobilizing tie, but it's so comfortable I don't doubt I could last a long, long time in it.

“This is why I love the box tie,” he says, fiddling with the ropes a little bit. “Super limiting, but also the sort of thing you can keep someone in for hours and hours without any trouble.”

I look over my shoulder.

“Hours and hours, huh?” I say, completely unable to hide my glee. “Are you planning on keeping me tied up for hours and hours?”

“If that's all right with you,” he says, and I remember he doesn't really know me well enough yet to realize I'm putty in his hands. I decide to rectify that.

I spin around and stand on my toes, leaning into him, craning my neck up so my lips can meet his. He reacts quickly, as if it were pure instinct, folding his arms around me and leaning down.

We kiss, and I can barely contain myself. My breasts push against his hard torso, and their sensitivity sends electric pulses through my body. My pussy throbs for him. I want him hard, fast, and now. Our lips separate. I stay on my toes, because I want him to feel my breath on his cheek as I say what I'm about to say.

“I want you to do whatever you want with me. I want you to tie me as tightly as you want, make me as vulnerable as you want, and take me in as many positions as you can think of. I can handle it. I will handle it. I will beg you for it if I have to. But I want you, and I want you now.”

I come down off my toes, and as he stares down at me, I realize what a huge gulf there must be between the meek, blushing girl he met only a few hours ago and the fiery-eyed woman in front of him now.

What a difference a few hours make, eh, sweetie?

He leans down and kisses me again, then pushes me up against one of the shelves.


~6~

He steps forward and grabs my head in his hands, leaning in to kiss me once again. His hands travel down to my neck, then my shoulders, my arms. They're warm, and my skin's hot to his touch. My skin tingles. Every inch of me is his.

As his hands move to my breasts, he grips one in each large hand, gently squeezing and kneading. It sends wave after wave through me, my nipples hard as rocks and rubbing against the material of my bra. It's enough to make me gasp heavily, and I clench my eyes shut.

His hands are working downward now, and so is the rest of him. He kisses me where my jaw meets my neck, then along my neck, then on my collarbone as he pulls my shirt down as far as the neckline will allow. He drops down further, lifting my shirt up as far as the ropes will let him and kissing my stomach. I quiver at his touch.

Because we're standing, with my arms bound the way they are I'm basically stuck doing whatever it is he wants to do. Within me, however, is a desire to run my hands along his back, to dig my nails into him, to reach down and grab his cock through his jeans.

I don't do any of those things, though. I'm helpless. I keep repeating it to myself.

I'm helpless. I'm completely helpless. I'm tied up and at his mercy.

And it's everything I wanted it to be.

He's kissing lower and lower now, pulling my pants and panties down further with every peck of his lips. I move my hips to help him, but he's got it under control. Further and further they go, exposing more and more of my lower abdomen, and then finally the top of my bush. He kisses along the very top of it, gently along the space between the top of my bush and my hip bones, in the soft, sensitive area there, and it makes me shudder.

Finally my pants and underwear come down all the way. I slip my shoes off and he works my clothes over my feet. I'm now half-naked, everything below my waist in plain view.

“You're beautiful,” he says, and kisses up my thigh. I shudder again, this time spreading my legs a little, hoping his hips will find themselves on my hot, glistening pussy. More than anything right now, I want him to touch me there in one form or another. I'm dripping with anticipation. I need some kind of release.

But he's not ready to give me that just yet, and his kisses travel just to the right of my groin as he pecks his way back up my stomach and finally to my lips once more.

He then leans over and grabs another length of rope. I watch as he unravels it. He does it smoothly and easily, without ever taking his eyes off me.

This is exactly the kind of man you've been waiting for all this time. You thought you were missing out — but the anticipation of this moment would be worth it a thousand times over for this man and this scenario.

He squats back down, running the rope behind my left leg. He taps me on the calf.

“Lift your leg,” he commands, and again I oblige. I lift it partway, a little scared to only be on one foot, but his reassuring grip has me confident I won't be falling over.

Up he lifts my leg, higher and higher. It's bent at the knee, the rope wrapped in a thick loop right above the bend.

Higher. Higher. By the time he stops lifting my leg, my knee is just above chest level. It's strenuous for certain, but nothing I can't handle. He ties the rope off at the top of the shelving, and my pussy is wide open and exposed for him to do whatever he pleases.

He moves in close, and I can feel his body heat. I can also feel his hard, thick cock pressing against his jeans — and against my stomach. I want him in me. I try to grind my hips, but it's no use. The position I'm in makes it impossible to do much of anything.

He reaches down and presses on my clit. I explode.


~7~

“You like that, do you?” he says, and I don't even dignify with it a response because I'm pretty sure my reaction is extreme enough to dictate that I do, in fact, like it.

That's underselling it. I love it so much my body's not even capable of dealing with it. For a few brief seconds, I'm barely even able to stay up on the one leg I've got. The electricity that fires through my body, the heat that runs up and down my spine, the waves of pleasure ringing through my pussy — they're all working in concert to keep me from forming a coherent thought.

“Y-y-” I stammer, and he chuckles before placing a finger on my lips. The same finger he had just placed on my clit. I smell myself on him. I taste myself on him.

“Sssh,” he says. “Just relax.”

I do my best to calm myself. I realize my eyes are shut. I open them and stare up at him, the longing now so intense I'm trying to think of ways to slip my bonds and pull him into me.

Helplessness has been and continues to be great, but you've got me so worked up I can think of nothing other than fucking and fucking hard.

As if reading my mind — to some extent, anyway — he begins to unbuckle his jeans. I look down at it, eager to see exactly how big his cock actually is. What I felt through his jeans when he was pressed up against me seemed huge, and I bite my lip in anticipation.

It is, in fact, huge.

Bigger than any I've ever handled, anyway, and part of me wishes my hands were free so I could see just how far of it I could fit down my throat. I want to stroke him, to feel the heat of him on my palms and tongue.

Instead, he squats down again, his head now level with my cunt. I've never had someone go down on me before, and in my current state I'm not even sure how to react.

“Oh my G—” I manage to squeeze out before he buries his face in me, his nose deep in my bush, his tongue running mad laps between my folds.

Any words I had been planning to say are immediately put on hold.

It's hard to describe what it feels like, going most of your young adult life without sex and then not only going from zero to sixty but going in such a way that your every fantasy is being fulfilled — while also creating and fulfilling new ones.

For example, I had no idea that I wanted to be tied and helplessly spread open in the aisle of a sex shop while a man went down on me.

Fantasy conceived, fantasy realized.

His tongue was magical, warmer and more powerful than any vibrator or kind finger could ever hope to be. I writhed at its touch, I pushed my hips as best I could in its direction. I wanted it to press harder, to push inside me, to be bathed in my juices. I wanted him to taste me as much as he could.

After licking wonderful circles into my folds, he moved up to my clit, parting my bush gently with one hand while moving his tongue up under its hood and licking directly on my button, flicking it, dancing with it.

Pleasure ripped through me, and I thought for a second it may be a race between when I have an earth-shattering orgasm and when I simply pass out from the overstimulation.

I didn't have much time to think about that, however, as he was soon up out of his squat and standing again. I looked down at his cock. It was rock hard, long and throbbing — and aimed directly at my eager, glistening pussy.


~8~

The first few thrusts are slow and gentle, making sure that my small frame can handle him entering me fully. I stretch to accommodate him, and push myself forward as best I can.

I told you, I can handle this. Trust me to handle this, Brett. Trust me. I've trusted you.

The next thrusts are harder, and every inch of him disappears into me. I stare down at it, wanting to see, wanting to watch. His one arm reaches up and wraps around the leg that's tied to the top of the shelf, while his other reaches behind my head and grabs my hair. He's gripping both tightly as he sets his feet and begins thrusting harder.

And harder.

And harder.

I feel as if I'm being fucked by a train. He's a machine, a tremendous mechanism specifically built to plunge itself into me over and over. Every thrust pushes me hard into the shelves, and the minor pain of it only adds to the growing sensations flying throughout my body.

The heat of him pressing every button inside of me, the two of us throbbing with one another, our pulses racing, our blood pumping — it's a cacophony of feeling and sensation, something I've never experienced the likes of before. I moan for only a few seconds before I'm screaming in pleasure.

“Is that how you wanted it?” he asks between grunts as he dominates me.

“Yes! Fuck! Yes!”

Contributing anything more intricate to the conversation at this point is a total pipe dream.

After only a few more pumps I realize I don't feel any weight on my right foot anymore, and that's when I notice he's actually holding me up, his arms wrapped around me tightly as his cock plows into me with powerful consistency.

I lean forward, burying my face into his neck. I bite hard, over and over, enough to leave marks, enough to let him know where I've been. I make him feel my breath on his neck. I lick and kiss along the spot where his jaw meets his neck. I feel his breath on my neck as well. I hear his grunts in my ear. We are one, a sweaty, writhing amalgam, together here in the aisle of a sex shop, doing something I'd never have had the bravery to do only hours before.

“I'm going to come,” he mutters, and suddenly the orgasmic edge that I'd been inching along this entire time has been pulled out from under me and I am hovering several feet past it, ready for my walls to come crashing down.

But … not quite yet.

“I want you to come on me,” I hiss into his ear. “Come all over me. Do it, do it now.”

He backs up and looks at me as if to confirm, and the look in my eyes makes it very clear that I am not fucking around. 

He thrusts a few more times — I'm struggling at this point to keep from coming before the grand finale, and it's taking more effort than I'd ever imagined it would — and finally pulls out. 

I'm taking him in fully now, looking him up and down, seeing the muscles in his arm and legs flex as he stands in place and strokes himself to orgasm. It appears to tear through him like a hurricane, starting at his toes and traveling up the coastline of his nervous system into his cock until it finally — powerfully — shoots out of him in thick rivulets.

It hits me like candle wax, hot and sticky, dripping along my stomach and thighs.

That's all I've been waiting for.

I choose right then to allow myself to orgasm, and it's entirely worth the wait. I feel the muscles in my pelvis contracting over and over as the waves rush through me, one after the other, warm and electric, tingling along every inch of me, making me curl my toes and clench my teeth. My legs shake. I dig my fingernails into my arms.

And, with one last, great, shuddering gasp, I am on the other side of it. I feel my brain kick out chemicals of satiation, and at that moment there is not a single thing wrong with the world.

I've entered afterglow.

So has Brett.

We stare at one another, panting, our chests rising and falling. He smiles at me. I smile at him. I feel … complete, somehow.

And that's when we hear a key in the lock on the front door.


~9~

“Oh, shit,” Brett whispers, and I'm not too far behind.

I struggle against the ropes, but I'm not going anywhere. He simply did too good a job. Brett's scrambling to pull his pants on. Suddenly, a weird sense of calm wipes out the panic I'd felt for that fraction of a second.

Not much of anything to do about it now, Trace. Erica's not going to let this fly. Maybe tonight you can get a jump on that new job search.

But when the door opens and the light from outside streams in, the person standing in the doorway isn't Erica.

It's Alexia.

“What the fuck is going on in here?!” she says, and I put my head back in relief.

Then I realize I'm still half-naked with my vagina on display, and I start wriggling, trying to get out of the ropes. It's just not happening. Brett's rushing over to meet Alexia, who has shut the door and is now walking toward us.

“Alexia? What the hell— how the hell—”

“You gave me a key, Brett, do you not remember that?” she says, and within seconds she's standing in front of me. Brett's off to the side, finishing up that whole pants initiative he started when Alexia first started opening the door.

“I happened to drive by and notice everything was shut and closed,” she says, seemingly admiring Brett's ropework. “I knew you two were working today, so I figured I'd stop by to make sure everything was okay.”

She looks me in the eye and smiles.

“I guess it was, wasn't it?”

I smile back, but I'm blushing hard. This is easily the worst thing she's walked in on. Still, she's taking it like a champ.

I have to remind myself that after I get home, thank her twice, and kill her, I have to bring her back to life so I can thank her again.

“Anyway, now that I know everything is okay, I guess I could be on my way,” Alexia says.

Brett, clearly a little embarrassed himself, just nods and looks anywhere but in her eyes. She laughs.

“Relax, you two,” she says, and pinches my cheek. I reflexively pull away from it. “I put this in motion because I knew you'd work out. I'm just glad you did. I hate being wrong. Good thing it hardly ever happens.”

“Good thing,” I say, only now really getting my head back into place.

“Good thing,” Brett says.

“I'll get out of your hair and leave you two to your own … well, devices,” she says, taking a quick look around the shop. “Remember to clean up after yourselves!”

And just as quickly as she entered, tossing our world into disarray for a few brief moments, she's gone, the door shut and locked behind her.

Brett stares at me. I stare at Brett. We smile at each other again.

“So,” I say. “About those devices.”
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