
        
            
                
            
        

    
Their Taboo Bondage Bet

by Addison Price

Copyright © 2015 by Addison Price

–

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 Their Taboo Bondage Bet:

“Think of all the fun we could have had, playing with one another,” he said, walking around her now, eyeing her up, and finally stopping just inside the doorway of her bedroom. “Think of the games we could have played, switching back and forth, me tying you up, you tying me up. Think of all the helpless situations we could have put one another into, all of the teasing.”

Rachel's done plenty of experimenting in college, but there's taboo experiment she's been unable to explore, and it has to do with her step, Marco.

She's about to get the chance to change all of that, though, and it's going to go in directions she'd never expected — as their interests are far more similar than she'd hoped.

This erotic short features bondage, teasing, BDSM, and plenty of taboo action! 

–

An Excerpt:

“Bondage,” he said. “Dominance. Submission. All of it. You're just as into it as I am.”

Her legs were wobbling.

“Think of all the fun we could have had, playing with one another,” he said, walking around her now, eyeing her up, and finally stopping just inside the doorway of her bedroom. “Think of the games we could have played, switching back and forth, me tying you up, you tying me up. Think of all the helpless situations we could have put one another into, all of the teasing.”

Rachel reached out for her desk chair to try and steady herself.

“Doesn't that sound like fun to you?”

She didn't say anything in response.

Quickly, before she could react, he reached out and ripped her towel away, pulling it down and exposing her naked body. Rather than screaming and covering herself up, Rachel gasped loudly and stood there, completely still, breathing heavily.

Marco looked her up and down, taking every inch of her in the way she'd done so many times to him.

“I thought so,” he said. “Tell you what: Go ahead and get dressed, then meet me downstairs. I've got a bit of a proposition for you.”

With that, he was gone. It was another couple of seconds before Rachel could be bothered to pick her jaw up off the floor.


~1~

Rachel had always liked the saying, “the heart wants what it wants.” Now in her second year of college and exploring her own sexuality, she'd become enamored with something a little more carnal: “You can't help what turns you on.”

Some people are into domination. Some people are into submission. Some people are into bondage. Rachel was into all three.

What really vexed her, though, was the latest thing she'd gotten into: her stepbrother.

Mother dearest had decided after almost a full decade of being a bachelorette that she was finally going to tie the knot again, and so at the age of twenty Rachel was introduced to the young man — two years her junior — she'd be calling her stepbrother from now on: Marco.

Immediately, she knew she was in trouble.

He was stunning. Like, legitimate turn-heads-in-the-streets gorgeous. The first time she met him, she started blushing immediately and felt an all-too-familiar warmth rush throughout her body. Those blue-green eyes, that sweeping brown hair, the way his young frame had just enough muscle to start showing in all the right places— 

Oh, no way, she thought to herself as he leaned in for a hug and she smelled him for the first time. No fucking way. This isn't even fair.

But fair or not, that was the way things were going to be, and so Rachel had to get used to the fact that some part of her wanted nothing more than to rip her stepbrother's clothes off and ride him until he popped like warm champagne.

Thankfully, they went to different colleges so she didn't have to worry about running into him too frequently. But family gatherings were always an awkward dance for Rachel as she tried to take every inch of Marco in through her eyes while nobody else was looking, storing the images in her head for later on, when she'd rub away at her clit until it was raw and she collapsed into bed a sweaty mess.

You can't help what turns you on, Rachel thought to herself mockingly after one such session, smelling herself on her fingers before turning over and shutting her eyes to sleep. But fuck, wouldn't it be convenient.

–

It was at one of those family gatherings that Rachel's mom and stepfather decided to tell her and Marco they were going away on a small vacation the following week.

“We know you both have class during the week, but if you could both be here on the weekend to watch the house, that'd be fantastic,” her mother said.

Rachel, wide-eyed, tried to find the ripcord for this situation almost immediately.

“Why do you need us both to be here for the weekend?” she said. “I'm capable of watching the house on my own. I'm sure Marco is, too.”

“We figured you'd say that,” her stepfather replied. “And you're not wrong. But we figure the two of you don't get very much time together, and this might be a good opportunity.”

“But—”

“Also,” her mother added, “we'll be paying you both a hundred dollars for watching the house.”

Rachel, who had been in the middle of a retort, froze.

My mother and stepfather are going to pay me triple digits to stay in the same house with the stepbrother I want to fuck ten ways from Sunday. Is this real life?

She glanced over at Marco, who glanced right back at her, then back to her mother.

“Don't know how I can turn that down,” she said.


~2~

The next weekend, Rachel spent the Saturday morning drive to her mother and stepfather's house thinking of all the ways in which this might not be such a bad thing.

“He'll probably just fuck off and go hang out with his friends and expect me to lie for him,” she said to nobody in particular. “That'd be a win-win.”

When she got to the house, she was surprised to find two things: One, her mother and stepfather's car was already gone; and two, Marco's car was already in the driveway. She hadn't expected them to leave so early, and the notion of being truly alone with Marco for the next two days only just now struck her as a potential reality.

Immediately, her mind wandered. She thought about all of the things she could do with a young, inexperienced guy like Marco — all of the things she could teach him. She wondered how timid he would be as a lover, how softly he'd fuck, how much she'd have to convince him to ignore the taboo of what they were doing and just go with it, just feel the flow.

She wanted to pull him into her, hard, over and over until he came all over her stomach and tits. She wanted to feel that, wanted to see the conflict in his eyes as he tried to reconcile in his mind the fact that his stepsister was such a great fuck.

Hell, she might even introduce him to a little bondage. Oh man, the things she could do with his body stretched out and naked in front of her. The things she—

“Hey sis,” Marco's voice called from the porch, and Rachel was forced to snap out of her fantasy. He liked to emphasize their relationship, and it bugged her to no end. Then again, that was almost certainly why he did it.

“It's Rachel,” she shot back, “and hi, Marco. Did they seriously leave already?”

“They were gone before I even got here,” Marco replied. “Looks like it's just you and me.”

Later, Rachel would realize the grin on Marco's face at that moment was saying so, so much more than she'd realized. Later, she'd realize not only was he far from the inexperienced young man she took him to be; he was, in fact, ready to teach her a thing or two.

Those realizations would come later, though. For now, Rachel could only focus on the fact that Marco's shirt left absolutely nothing about his physique to the imagination. His nipples poked lightly against the fabric, and she thought about how fun it would be to just corner him right now, lift his shirt up and run her tongue over those nipples to see how he would react.

It took more self control than she'd care to admit to avoid doing just that. Already feeling the tension and anticipation growing in her increasingly sensitive nipples and pussy, she brought her stuff up to her old bedroom and shut the door behind her.

She masturbated to take the edge off, thinking the whole time about how big Marco's cock might be.


~3~

Leaving her dorm so early in the morning had meant not being able to shower, so after pleasuring herself Rachel decided to freshen up. In the walk from her room to the bathroom, she insinuated from the sounds of the television switching channels downstairs that Marco was hanging out on the couch in the living room.

The shower was uneventful but reinvigorating, and Rachel avoided the temptation to rub her tender nipples or slip a finger between her folds as the warm water ran over her body.

I can't treat every upright moment of this weekend like it's just passing time until the next moment I can get a hand down my panties, she thought to herself, struggling to focus on lathering, rinsing, and repeating.

As she stepped out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped tightly around her naked body, Rachel noticed she didn't hear the television on in the living room anymore. She shrugged, thinking nothing of it. It was a big house, after all — and she had no reason to believe Marco didn't just decide to take off for a while.

Whether or not that was wishful thinking, what Rachel didn't expect to find upon opening her bedroom door was Marco, on her bed, actively poking around on her laptop.

“What the hell are you doing?!” she yelled, and when his reaction wasn't complete surprise and thinly veiled attempts to cover up his actions, she realized quickly that something was amiss.

“Easy there, sis—”

“It's Rachel,” she shot back. “I'm Rachel. You're Marco, and I'm Rachel. We didn't grow up together, we don't share a bloodstream and we sure as fuckin' hell don't share our laptops — so I reiterate, what the hell are you doing?”

He smirked. She hated it when he smirked. It was cocky, which was bad enough, but it was also painfully attractive.

Rachel was a little displeased with herself to realize it had taken a not at all inconsiderable amount of willpower to avoid dropping her towel the moment she saw Marco was on her bed.

“I needed to look something up, and I didn't bring my laptop with me this weekend — so I decided to use yours,” he said.

Rachel's mind was going a million miles a second, trying to think of the state she'd left her computer in last: which folders were on her desktop, which photos were in her 'recent documents' menu, which websites were pulled up or might be in the browser history.

There's no way I left all of that shit just hanging out in the open, right? There's no way I'd be stupid enough to let all of that material just sit in plain view while my fucking nosey stepbrother is under the same roof, right?

Marco turned the laptop around so the screen was facing Rachel, and it was all her worst fears confirmed: There, on the screen, was a gorgeous, tanned and toned brunette, stretched in a harsh spreadeagle position by white cotton ropes on every corner of a bed, a vibrator placed precariously onto her clit. Her eyes were shut and mouth open in ecstasy, muscles straining against the ropes holding her in place.
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Rachel was mortified, but surprised by her own refusal to deny that picture was something she'd been looking at. Were any other person standing in her room and pointing out that image on her laptop, she'd be jumping straight into a categorical denial — so why, now, was she getting ready to own up to it?

Holy shit, girl, you've got it bad, she thought to herself. You're honestly thinking about trying to parlay this into fucking your stepbrother? Are you that desperate to suck the boy's dick?

Before Rachel could get a word out, Marco swung the laptop back around and began clicking away again. She couldn't see what he was doing, but she didn't have to — she knew he was just pulling up more and more evidence of her fascination with bondage and everything bondage-related.

“You know what I find most interesting about this, sis?” Marco said, this time not emphasizing the word. Maybe he was just too wrapped up in what he was seeing?

“What's that?” Rachel asked, doing everything she could to avoid eye contact — and tightening the towel wrapped around her.

“What I find most interesting about this,” he said, his eyes still glued to the screen, “is it may very well be the first thing — aside from a last name — that we have in common.”

That took a second to sink in. Rachel stood in silence for a few seconds before cocking her head.

“Um. What?”

Marco finally looked away from the screen and back up at her, and she could swear she was looking at an entirely different person. Gone was the boyish stepbrother she'd been so ashamed of lusting after, and in his place was this young man of considerable confidence, carrying a look in his eyes that spoke of anything but inexperience.

Rachel suddenly felt herself getting very, very wet.

“It really is a shame we didn't get a chance to grow up under the same roof, Rachel,” he said, and placed the laptop back down on the bed. “Otherwise we might've both been aware of it.”

He stepped toward Rachel and she stammered, struggling to find the right words for this situation.

“B— Been aware of what?” she said. She gripped the towel tightly, her mind racing and thigh dripping with her juices.

Marco smiled. She wanted to ride that smile. She bit her lower lip.

“Bondage,” he said. “Dominance. Submission. All of it. You're just as into it as I am.”

Her legs were wobbling. She wanted to throw the towel down and rush him, feel his hands on her tits, feel him grab her ass as she climbed on top of him and mounted him like it was her calling.

“Think of all the fun we could have had, playing with one another,” he said, walking around her now, eyeing her up, and finally stopping just inside the doorway of her bedroom. “Think of the games we could have played, switching back and forth, me tying you up, you tying me up. Think of all the helpless situations we could have put one another into, all of the teasing.”

Rachel reached out for her desk chair to try and steady herself.

“Doesn't that sound like fun to you?”

She didn't say anything in response.

Quickly, before she could react, he reached out and ripped her towel away, pulling it down and exposing her naked body. Rather than screaming and covering herself up, Rachel gasped loudly and stood there, completely still, breathing heavily.

Marco looked her up and down, taking every inch of her in the way she'd done so many times to him.

“I thought so,” he said. “Tell you what: Go ahead and get dressed, then meet me downstairs. I've got a bit of a proposition for you.”

With that, he was gone. It was another couple of seconds before Rachel could be bothered to pick her jaw up off the floor.
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Walking down the steps with wobbly legs wasn't easy, but nothing short of a natural disaster was going to keep Rachel from finding out about Marco's “proposition.”

She kept rolling that word around in her head. Proposition. The fuck does that even mean? A business deal? Am I buying shares in Marco Inc.? Who talks like that?

In reality, the rambling thoughts were a deliberate attempt to keep her mind off of how excited she was. She'd considered this weekend going any number of ways, but she never thought this — under any circumstances — would be one of them.

Her panties were already soaked through. She'd opted not to wear a bra, figuring there really wasn't much point by now and, as an added bonus, the cloth felt particularly nice against her throbbing, hardened nipples.

The television wasn't on downstairs, but she figured Marco would be in the living room anyway, and she was right. He was seated on the couch, calmly leaning back, a smile on his face. On the coffee table in front of him was a smallish, black duffel bag.

“I don't like that outfit quite as much as the towel,” he said, and she shot him a look.

“What's this about?” she said, still trying to act as if she was above all this foolishness.

He was seeing right through her. She loved it.

“Well, Rachel, what I figure is this: We've got two whole days with the entire house to ourselves, and we've got similar interests when it comes to the sort of fun that could be had within those two days.”

He motioned for Rachel to sit on the couch, but she declined.

“I propose a game,” he said. “I say today, we take turns tying one another up. We each get a chance to make the other person as helpless as possible, and whoever takes the longest to get out — or gives up the quickest — has to spend tomorrow as the other person's slave.”

Rachel's heart was pounding. She was already breathing more heavily. The thought of having Marco tied up and helpless, completely at her mercy — or, even better, the thought of being bound and vulnerable while Marco did whatever he wanted to her — had run through her mind many, many times on quiet nights as she ran her fingers around her moist clit, but she'd never suspected it might become a reality.

“So,” he said, breaking her trance. “What do you say?”

She eyed the black duffel bag, only now realizing she'd never seen it in the house before.

“Is that yours?” she said. He smirked at her not answering his question, but nodded. 

“Yeah, that's my personal … collection,” he said, and gestured for her to open it.

Rachel leaned forward and opened the bag. Inside was a massive amount of cotton rope, zip ties, a few rolls of duct tape, and a couple of other odds and ends — the Bondage Enthusiast Starter Kit, if ever there were such a thing.

“That's a pretty good collection for someone fresh out of high school,” she said, and looked back up at him.

“I imagine you've got one of your own,” he replied.

She didn't answer, which was all the answer she figured he needed. After a few seconds of silence, she put her hands on her hips and bit her lower lip.

“How do we decide who goes first?”
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They decided to flip a coin. Rachel stared through it, her mind in a million other places. She was thinking about how, no matter the outcome here, she was going to get the chance to tie and be tied by her stepbrother. She thought about stretching him out on her bed, making him helpless and feeling him squirm under her as she climbed on top, ran her hand down that tight torso of his and under his waistband.

There was no way he'd have escaping on the mind with her hand wrapped firmly around his cock. And that wasn't at all the last thing she wanted to do to him.

“Call it in the air,” Marco said, and flipped the coin.

“Tails,” Rachel blurted out, snapping back to reality just in time to do so.

It fell through the air and landed on the ground between them, its momentum stopping hard on the carpet.

Heads.

“Looks like I get to tie you up first, sis,” he said, that familiar smirk on his face.

Rachel did her best to look disappointed, but her own nipples were giving her up. They poked hard through the fabric of her shirt, teaming up with her heavy breathing to make it very clear that she was, in no uncertain terms, extremely turned on.

“Where do you want me?” she said, her voice low.

Marco's eyebrow raised for just a second, and then he was back to business.

“Let's go upstairs,” he said, and so they went up to his room, Rachel's legs threatening to give out with every step.

When they got to the bedroom, Rachel sat down on the bed expectantly. Marco stood there, black duffel bag in his hand, clearly thinking about what he wanted to do with her. After a few seconds, he appeared to have an idea.

“Kneel at the foot of the bed,” he said. “With your back to it.”

“Wh—”

“And no talking,” he said sharply.

Rachel went quiet immediately. Marco had apparently switched into domination mode, and it was a change she liked.

She knelt at the foot of the bed with her back to it, as he'd asked, and he had her move back so her lower legs were tucked under the bed itself. He then told her to spread her knees apart, and tied each knee off at one side of the bedframe. As he knelt down to tie the second knee, Rachel noticed — she thought she'd spotted it before but now was completely certain — Marco's cock was hard, pressing defiantly against his gym shorts.

Is he getting just as much out of this as I am? Holy shit.

She had to wonder if that was even possible. She was wetter than she'd ever been, and she was worried at some point it was going to start showing through the tight grey shorts she had on. These were concerns she couldn't voice, though, and so she just kept breathing heavily and watching Marco work.

He stood up and surveyed her legs, obviously pleased with the situation and the job he'd done. He wasn't at all trying to hide his erection, and even smiled when he caught Rachel admiring it.

That's when he grabbed her left wrist, pulling her arm outward and slightly behind her. Rachel's back arched against the foot of the bed, her shoulderblades pushing against the lip of the bed, her chest forced outward. Marcho looped some rope around her wrist and ended up tying it off at the head of the bed.

Rachel finally saw where he was going with this tie, and it was like nothing she'd ever seen or experienced. By the time he grabbed her right wrist and pulled her other arm outward and slightly behind, she was arched against the foot of the bed, essentially spreadeagle — and completely helpless.

It was only now that she understood the depth of her stepbrother's fascination with bondage — and there was absolutely nothing she could do about it now.
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Marco stepped back and surveyed his work. He was obviously proud of this tie — and, it appeared, rather proud of the massive bulge in his shorts. Rachel was still surprised by just how unabashedly he was letting it show.

“I guess your time begins now,” he said, glancing down at his phone to mark the time. “Go ahead and try to get out.”

That's kinda the last thing I want to do right now, she thought to herself, staring at Marco's bulge. Still, she decided to give it some effort. Having Marco as her slave tomorrow would mean she could get in as much fun as she wanted.

She struggled, realizing quickly this was not going to end in her getting out of the tie. Marco was just too good at this shit, too proficient with the ropes. She grunted in frustration, shaking hair out of her eyes.

Marco walked back over to the duffel bag and opened it, removing a pair of scissors. Rachel eyed them suspiciously.

“I'm not giving up that quickly,” she said.

Marco smiled. “It's not for the ropes,” he replied.

Rachel froze.

“See, sis, I know we're just finding out now that we have this whole bondage thing in common, but I think we've got something else in common,” he said, kneeling in front of her. “I think … I think you've wanted to fuck me since the first time you saw me.”

Rachel went to say something — though she wasn't sure what — and Marco shushed her.

“And I know for a fact I've wanted to fuck you since the first time I saw you,” he continued. 

Rachel tensed. Did I just hear that correctly?

Marco traced the closed scissors lightly over her clothing, running them over one of Rachel's erect nipples. Even through the fabric, it was enough to drive her crazy. It hit her like a bolt from the blue, and she gasped sharply.

“Someone's enjoying herself,” he said, obviously satisfied with the way things were going. Rachel wasn't even trying to get out now. Her eyes were clenched shut, her head was back and her mouth was hanging open — a picture of arousal.

When Marco began to cut her shirt open, Rachel flinched briefly. She opened her eyes and snapped her head forward, struggling lightly against the ropes holding her so tightly in place. But she wasn't going anywhere, and even if she could go somewhere, she certainly didn't want to.

This is so, so wrong, she thought to herself. So fucking wrong.

But I couldn't care less.

He cut slowly up the front of her shirt, right down the middle, up her flat stomach and over her chest — which her position was doing a good job at forcing upward and outward. Her pert, sensitive breasts fell out of the shirt easily as it split open, and her tender nipples were finally exposed to the air. She inhaled deeply as it happened.

Marco finished the cut all the way up to the collar of her shirt, then made two more cuts: from the collar to each sleeve. With that, he pulled her shirt out from behind Rachel, and she was completely topless.

The air hit her exposed body in a confusing symphony of arousal and sensitivity. She felt chilly, but at the same time hot to the touch. Her nipples craved any kind of attention, but also seemed to be dreading it.

A few more quick cuts, and Marco had removed her shorts. Now she was clad only in her panties, spread and helpless in front of her stepbrother.

He leaned in, teasing a kiss. She leaned forward as best she could, only for him to lean back again. She groaned in frustration and anticipation, but that was short-lived — as he then leaned forward into her chest and flicked at her sensitive nipples with his tongue.

It drove her mad, sending warm currents through her and forcing her to struggle harder than she had to this point. Marco was a maestro, his tongue and roving fingers plucking away at all the strings that conspired to soak her panties even more thoroughly.

Marco apparently took notice, as when he slid his hand down her torso and over her panties — a move that would have propelled Rachel through the ceiling if she weren't tied down so well — he pulled back.

“Oh,” he said. “Looks like someone's about done with these. I think they'll have to go as well.”

And with two quick snips, Rachel's panties were gone. Her glistening, freshly shaved pussy was ripe for the taking, and her stepbrother apparently had no intention of passing that opportunity up.
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He started tenderly, Rachel noticed, and she was conflicted because she definitely wanted these moments to last as long as possible but — on the other hand — she also wanted him to go wild on her and take her, his hands and mouth working her until she cracked.

He began with light kisses along her neck and shoulders, moving slowly and deliberately down to her breasts. He worked on every area he could without actually touching the nipples, circling them like a shark, lightly nibbling here and there and maybe, just maybe brushing one with his nose or tongue, but not giving her the satisfaction of full contact.

When he finally did, she threw her head back and moaned, her eyes shut as her body trembled.

He felt her with both hands, his thumbs running over her nipples at the same time, his tongue flicking over them faster and faster, occasionally nibbling hard on one of them just to gauge her reaction. She'd moan sharply, tugging on the ropes — but obviously had no intention of telling him to stop.

So he didn't, keeping that up as one of his hands drifted further and further downward on her body. Over her stomach, over her hips, around to her ass, and then finally back around front, to her tender mound, still smooth as could be from the attention she'd paid it in the shower.

And that's when he finally slipped a finger onto her clit.

She could have exploded right then and there. The anticipation he'd created through his teasing — from laying down the bondage gauntlet to all of the movements he'd made since he got her helpless — culminated here and now, when he'd finally given her enough to possibly attain release.

He wasn't done with her, though, and Rachel got the impression he knew he could string her along for as long as he wanted. He rubbed her clit slowly, deliberately, using her own juices to turn his fingers into a silky and slippery platform upon which she was trying to grind her hips.

When he did finally slip a finger between her folds and inside of her, she threw her head forward and bit down hard on his shoulder, trying to keep quiet.

“There's nobody else here,” he whispered in her ear. “Nobody else can hear me doing this to you. Nobody else knows what we're doing to one another. You can let it out. I want you to come for me. I want you to come loudly.”

She moaned into his shoulder before putting her head back once more, pulling hard on the ropes and screaming as his fingers made patterns in the tender flesh of her pussy.

My stepbrother's got magic fingers, she thought between crippling waves of pre-orgasmic ecstasy. Who knew his stepsister would ever find that out?

His fingers moved faster and faster inside of her, taking brief detours to rub her clit. His other hand flicked and pinched and rubbed her nipples and breasts — and he supplemented that with his mouth, the triple threat of sensations proving almost too much for her to bear. Her heart was pounding, she was sweating hard, and her stepbrother was about to fingerfuck her into the best orgasm she'd ever had.

“Come for me,” he said loudly. “Come for me! I want to hear it!”

It rolled up her body in waves, exploding up her torso and through her chest and finally up into and out of her throat, an ecstatic scream so loud she swore she'd tear the roof off the house.

And then, silence. She went as limp as the ropes would allow, her breath heavy and panting. She tried to move the hair out of her face by rubbing her head on her shoulder.

For all her experimenting, nobody had ever managed to make her come as hard as her stepbrother just did.

And yet, as the afterglow kicked in, one thought and one thought only began to dominate her mind: I have to pay him back.

“I give up,” she said, panting. “Now let me out. It's your turn.”
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When Marco checked the clock, he found Rachel had lasted only twenty-seven minutes. He was clearly thrilled with that outcome, and Rachel knew she had to work hard and fast if she was going to make him her slave for tomorrow.

But after seeing just how massive and unrelenting Marco's erection had been throughout her whole ordeal, Rachel realized the perfect plan had practically fallen into her lap.

Marco let her out quickly, and when she immediately set about gathering the rope, he expressed his surprise.

“You're not going to put any clothes on?” he said, his eyes slightly wide. Rachel was still completely naked.

This was very much part of her plan. “No, I think I'll stay like this,” she said. “Is that going to be a problem?”

“N— Not at all,” Marco stammered.

I can't believe how easy this is going to be, Rachel thought to herself. She patted the surfaced of the bed.

“Get up here,” she told him, and he hesitated briefly before walking over and sitting on the bed.

She had him lay down across the width the bed, his head on one side and his feet dangling over the other side, bent at the knees. She tied his hands together in front of him, then pulled them up and over his head, tying them off to the bedframe below. She then moved across the bed and tied his feet together before securing them to the bedframe as well.

She was done quickly, with no small talk and having spared no movement. She looked down at Marco, who was now stretched very tightly — his arms and legs secured quite strictly across the width of the bed — and smiled.

The confidence he exuded only a few minutes ago was fading rapidly. She could see it in his eyes as he pulled at the ropes and found out just how little movement she afforded him.

She looked at the phone, then held it up to show she'd noted the time.

“You think you're so fucking slick,” she said, putting the phone down. He looked up at her, confused.

“What?”

“You're thinking, 'hey, all I have to do is last twenty-eight minutes and I can fuck my stepsister however I want all day long tomorrow,' is that right?” Rachel said, standing where Marco's knees bent at the edge of the bed. “You're thinking this is the easiest bet you've ever made. Am I right?”

Marco smirked. “I mean, you're not far off.”

“Because it's not like I'm going to hurt you,” she said. “I'd never do that.”

His smirk disappeared. He lightly tugged at the ropes.

“Well, you're right about that,” she said, walking her fingers up Marco's thighs. “I'd never hurt you.”

He seemed to relax with that, but tensed up again — this time with pleasure — as one of her hands brushed his still very erect cock. It stood majestically over his tautly stretched frame. Rachel slipped fingers from both hands under his waistband.

“But, bro, your dear stepsister — the one you've wanted to fuck since you met her, the one who's naked and pulling on your gym shorts while you struggle in bondage — doesn't have to hurt you to torture you, does she?”

She pulled his shorts and boxers down in one quick motion, his massive cock flicking out from under the waistband with some force. Marco gasped at what Rachel could only assume was a combination of pleasure and surprise.

“Judging by how long you've had this hard-on,” Rachel said, tracing her finger around its base, reveling in the way he writhed, “you've been about ready to pop for about a half hour.”

Marco picked his head up and looked her in the eyes, suddenly quite aware of what was about to happen. Rachel responded by gripping his cock — it was piping hot, so warm and throbbing — in her hand, hard. He gasped.

She smiled.

“Do you really think I'm going to need twenty-eight minutes to make you beg?”
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As more Addison Price titles come along, this space will be filled with more information about what they are and where to find 'em. Also coming soon: A mailing list, so you can keep abreast of any new releases.

Please Review!

If you've taken the time to read all this way, I'd love — love, love, love — if you could take a little bit more time out of your day (or evening) to write a review for this book. A few reviews can go a long way, so please consider it!

Thanks for Reading!
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