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All June I bound the rose in sheaves,


Now, rose by rose, I strip the leaves.


—Robert Browning




INTRODUCTION


Bondage. I still get a shiver down my spine when I say that word. I love the way the hard B sounds. I love the images that bloom in my mind when I consider what the term encompasses.


Believe it or not, this is my tenth bondage-themed collection for Cleis Press. (Where did the time go?) From Best Bondage Erotica to Slave to Love to Hurts So Good, I have been a busy little editor, collecting the very best BDSM stories for your pleasure.


With Bound for Trouble I’ve uncovered new jewels, glimmering examples of the ultimate in erotic writing. Every writer in this book focuses on a different facet of the bondage theme. Some characters use tools, some words, one uses paper chains. There are male subs and femme-dommes and the reverse. But what these writers have in common is the same type of fascination that I have with the theme. I am addicted. Obsessed. Plain and simple, I’m bound for trouble.


To Sophia Valenti, bondage means:


          Perfectly still. That’s how I wanted him. Unable to move, unable to speak. Unable to schedule yet another meeting or conference call. I wanted him to stop moving and be fully present in the moment, instead of rushing through it because he was already planning the next one.


To Tamsin Flowers, bondage means:


          I’m half kneeling on the bed, with my face in the pillows and my arse in the air. With a rip my panties are gone. I feel his hands slowly caress my naked buttocks and a shiver of anticipation runs through me.


To Teresa Noelle Roberts, bondage means:


          A length of soft rope, cooler than the warm June air, passed over the bare skin of my belly. I sighed and leaned back against him. He was shirtless but still had jeans on, and the contrasting textures of denim and furred skin, along with the texture of the rope, pushed away the day’s petty concerns. “We’re trying something new tonight,” he purred in my ear.


To Kiki DeLovely, bondage means:


          She regards me with such intensity I feel desperately vulnerable and still somehow safe enough to let her in. Though she needs no invitation. Lux fully knows this is hers for the taking. So she takes it and I accept my role as a willing sacrifice, laying my body down before her. I allow her to forge away at her own pace; accept whatever is left when she is done. Her eyes taste every last curve.


To Rachel Kramer Bussel, bondage means:


          I tried to prepare myself for the rush of blood about to flood my tender flattened buds, but you can never truly be ready. That’s part of the thrill of kink for me—the unexpected, the way even the most familiar activity can catch you off guard, make you feel like a virgin all over again as the pain crashes down.


To Andrea Dale, bondage means:


          To be tied down—or strapped or chained or whatever—was the crucial act. To be made to believe I was helpless. (I wouldn’t be, with the safeword, but still.) Helpless to whatever she wanted to do to me, pain or pleasure. Helpless to whatever she wanted me to do: come or not come, react or wait in excruciating anticipation.


Each writer approaches this subject in a bold, unique way—but all of the stories are tied together with one chrome-colored theme: bondage.


Flip the pages. Choose a story. Whether you’re an aficionado like myself, or a neophyte to this dark, velvet world, get ready to be Bound for Trouble.


XXX,


Alison




TEA OR COFFEE?


Tamsin Flowers


So, hell, now I find myself hog-tied, wrists bound to ankles with silky red rope, in the swanky riverside apartment of some guy that, until just over an hour ago, I’d never laid eyes on. All I’ve got on is a pair of black lace panties and a pair of Rupert Sanderson stilettos, having left my dignity somewhere over by the door. I’ve never been tied up before, I’ve never been spanked before and I’ve certainly no idea what’s going to happen next. And I have to say, I think I’m enjoying myself. But how the fuck did I get myself into this in the first place?


I think it was something I said.


Tonight was an evening that came with expectations built in. An expectation of meeting someone, the anticipation of excitement or of disappointment, a feeling that one thing might lead to another. Speed dating. It wasn’t my first time but it was definitely the first time that the one thing had actually led to another. Previous outings on the speed-dating merry-go-round had been underwhelming but, eternal optimist that I am, I couldn’t see any harm in giving it another go and—hey presto—it seems to have delivered.


This is how it went down. The first two guys that sat in the hot seat opposite me were dull. One was tongue-tied, while the other couldn’t stop talking. About himself. The third man was nice but ancient. The fourth, good looking but weird. But the fifth was interesting. Tall, I noticed as he approached my table. Confident, authoritative, he had the air of someone used to being in control. He sat down and gave me an appraising look; there was no trying to hide the fact that he was looking me over, checking me out. I might not have liked a look like that in a different situation but I wasn’t gonna kid myself—this is what we were both here for, after all.


I looked him up and down, too, and he was some physical specimen. Strong jaw, broad shoulders, beautiful hands and a luxuriant head of burnished copper hair. His dark eyes held mine until I felt compelled to look away.


“What’s your name?”


“Vayle. Yours?”


“Lucas.”


Our eyes met once again. There was a certain intensity to his stare that made me want to find out more about him. Made me want to touch him or see him without his clothes.


“What do you do?” I said.


“Tea or coffee?”


“I’m sorry?”


“Do you drink tea or coffee?” His voice held a note of impatience.


“Coffee.”


“Whisky or gin?”


“Gin.”


“Chanel or Prada?”


“Prada.”


“Negligee or naked?”


“Naked.”


There was no pause between questions, no time for me to consider the answers I was giving. It was like a game of word association and I was happy to play along.


“Oral or anal?”


I faltered for a second and then said “Both.”


“Top or bottom?”


“Bottom.”


Lucas suddenly stood up.


“Come on, let’s get out of here,” he said, holding out a hand to me.


I glanced around the room. The other participants were busy talking as fast as they could to get in all they needed to say before their four minutes ran out. The man at the table next to mine, my next prospect in other words, was ugly beyond ugly. Lucas was good looking and unpredictable.


“I’m with you,” I said, pulling my coat off the back of my chair and grabbing my bag.


So that’s how it all started. He took me to a bar and ordered me a gin and tonic.


“Drink it,” he said, already halfway through his.


He ordered us each another. There was no doubt who was in control. Lucas set the agenda, and I was content to sit back and enjoy the ride.


“I’d like you to come back to my apartment,” he said. “Would you consider it?”


I knew what that meant. He wanted to have sex with me. And after two gins and a month-long sex drought, I wanted to have sex with him. He seemed like someone who would know what he was doing.


Lucas did know what he was doing and now I’m lying on my back on his bed, tied up and virtually naked. He walks across the room toward me, still fully dressed in a crisp white shirt and sharply tailored gray trousers. He’s taken off his shoes and socks and his belt is undone, flapping around the waistband of his pants. He has thoroughly kissed me and I have allowed him to undress me and tie me up. I feel sexually charged, wet and ready for his pleasure and mine.


He stands over me, looking down, and I can read naked lust in his eyes.


“Safeword?” he says.


More word association?


“Firebreak.”


Then he flips me over, so now I’m half kneeling on the bed, with my face in the pillows and my arse in the air. With a rip my panties are gone. I feel his hands slowly caress my naked buttocks and a shiver of anticipation runs through me.


“God, you have a beautiful arse,” he says.


Warm juices are pooling high in my cunt and I know that if I shift my position, they’ll flood down my leg. I hold as still as I can, relishing the thought of how that’s going to feel. But then Lucas trails a finger down my arsecrack and round to the soft folds of flesh between my legs. He discovers the reservoir of my desire and I hear his breath hitching in his throat.


“You’re so ready to play, aren’t you?”


“Yes,” I say. “So ready.”


And he uses his hand to spread my wetness forward to my clit, which hardens at his brief touch, and back between my buttocks, making me arch my back to push them higher in the air.


“There’s only one thing I can do to a beautiful arse like yours,” he whispers, his face close to my ear as one hand runs down my back in a long stroke.


“It’s all yours,” I say. “Do what you need to.”


Lucas steps away from me and bends to open a drawer in the bedside cabinet. I hear him rifling through stuff and wonder what he’s doing; looking for a condom, I hope, a little belatedly given my situation. But when he straightens up, it’s not a condom that he has in his hand. It’s a red leather paddle and he’s using his other hand to test its flexibility. He slaps it against his palm a couple of times; the slapping noise has some weight behind it and deep inside me muscles clench. Goose bumps rise and I would be lying if I said I’m not scared. But at the same time I’m excited, more excited and more turned on than I can ever remember being.


I shut my eyes and bite my lip, waiting for the first slap. A soft caress of my left buttock takes me by surprise and relaxes me a split second before the paddle makes contact with my right. I gasp as the sting radiates through my flesh, leaving a burn on the surface and a spasm deep within. A cool hand assuages the burning sensation, but then my left buttock falls victim to the paddle’s bite. I shriek at the shock of it as it burns a path through me, waking up feelings and desires, making me shiver as I realize I want to feel it again.


And it comes again, on the other side once more, adding another layer of pain, building on the last one, and then again, like a series of seismic waves, shaking me to the core. I’m breathing fast as a firestorm grows between my legs; each soft caress Lucas administers between the blows becomes torture in its own right as I push back against his hand, willing it to stay there, to press harder, to slide down between my cheeks, to press his way into me, into my arse, into my cunt, to fill me up as my muscles clench around him, as I reach that perfect moment…but he doesn’t do it. He withdraws his hand and replaces it with the sting and bite of the paddle, making me cry out again or making me bite my lip.


“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” he whispers in my ear at one point.


“Yes,” I hiss.


And I realize that he’s right. I might not have known it before; it was beyond the realm of my experience. But this is what I’ve needed all along. This is what’s been missing so far. The thoughts blur as the pain builds and the longing for fulfillment sweeps over me again and again.


Then I hear the paddle drop to the floor. In the silence that follows, I can hear Lucas breathing heavily, either with the exertion or excitement. Both I think. He pulls something from the drawer. A condom this time; I hear the rip of the package. Seconds later, the soft firm nudge of his cock. He guides it up and down between my buttocks and then lets it slide down and lie along the folds of my labia. I push myself against it, moaning softly with my need to feel it plunging deep inside.


“Where would you like it, babe?” he says.


He teases me with a finger, first sliding it slickly into my cunt and then, once it’s wet and slippery, easing it into my butt, making me gasp loudly. It feels so good both times I can’t decide.


“Wherever you like,” I say.


“Good answer,” he says. “But first I’m going to untie you.”


Seconds later my wrists are free and Lucas places my hands gently on the top of the headboard.


“Hold tight,” he instructs.


I do as I’m bid, stretching my back up; I’m still kneeling on the bed, holding the headboard, awaiting his pleasure. He’s kneeling on the bed behind me. He uses a hand to spread my legs wide and I feel his fingers parting my labia. Then, ever so slowly, he pushes the tip of his cock upward into my cunt. He’s large, one of the largest I’ve ever had, and it’s a good, tight fit. With his hands on my shoulders, he rams it home, and then his hands slide round my sides to cup my breasts. He pulls me back against him and starts rolling his hips to draw himself in and out. Now my body’s arching against his as his big cock grazes its way up and down against the sweet spot inside.


An orgasm starts to bubble softly as he sweeps in and out. Then suddenly he changes the game. Lucas pushes me forward and his hands pull my buttocks wide apart. From somewhere he grabs lube and I feel a shock of cold down the length of my crack; his fingers getting me ready. Without a change in the rhythm, he pushes his cock into my yielding arse. My orgasm explodes on the first stroke, making my muscles clench hard around him. With a cry as loud as my own, he comes, his cock surging and throbbing within me. I can feel its heat and I can feel the pulse of his climax, the sensations stoking my own. My body spasms again and then the heat starts to dissipate.


I feel limp and wrung out, and there’s a final bite of pain as he pulls out his cock. We slump together on the bed, our bodies slick with sweat, awash with the smell of sex. I wait for the pulses to subside and slowly my breathing returns to normal. Lucas, still panting, peels off the rubber and drops it over the side of the bed. Then he flips me onto my back and straddles me. His face is serious as he looks down on me.


“You’d never been spanked before, had you?”


I shake my head, still not trusting myself to talk.


“You’d never been tied up?”


“No.”


“You’ve had no experience of domination and submission?”


“No.”


“Did you know you could have stopped me with your safeword?”


I swallow.


“I didn’t want you to stop. I wanted it to go on.”


His eyes soften.


“When I asked you, ‘Top or bottom?’ what did you think I meant?”


“Top or bottom bunk.”


I feel stupid.


He climbs off me and off the bed, walking over to the window. The lights of the city are spread out before him.


“Lucas?” I whisper. “Don’t send me away.”


He turns around and his eyes still have the soft expression.


“You’ll need to be trained. I want a lover who’s willing to wear my collar. Could you do that?”


I don’t know what he means, but I want to find out.


“Yes, Lucas. Please train me.”


So that’s how it went down on that evening of expectations. It was all due to something I said. I wonder what would have happened if I’d said “top”?




SIMPLE PLEASURES


Sophia Valenti


Perfectly still. That’s how I wanted him. Unable to move, unable to speak. Unable to schedule yet another meeting or conference call. I wanted him to stop moving and be fully present in the moment, instead of rushing through it because he was already planning the next one.


I understood where he was coming from, I really did. Marco was a busy man. His life was a maelstrom of appointments. Between meetings, travel, and business engagements masquerading as social events, it was a wonder we found any time to date. Though I’ll admit that sometimes he managed to fit me in by double booking. Trust me, I’d gone to my fair share of corporate shindigs, during which I’d smile and make polite conversation that was only interrupted when impossibly slender wannabe actors would wander by with trays of tiny food. The servers would flash their professionally whitened smiles, but when I looked into their eyes, I could tell they’d rather be somewhere else. It was similar to the look of longing I’d see in Marco’s eyes at the end of a tiring day, when he’d let his guard down. I knew he loved his work, but he was wrapped up in a tangle of obligations. Having taken control of his family’s business, he was determined to make it even more successful than it had already been. Pride and ambition fueled him, but he didn’t know how to switch off those feelings in order to recharge.


The world may have seen a bold, successful executive, but I saw a man who desperately needed someone else to take the reins—if only for a little while.


I’d seen glimmers of that desire the times I’d wrested control from him in the bedroom. The first time I flipped us over and rode his cock, I saw his eyes light with fire. The next time, I took things a step further, holding his wrists over his head as I ground my body against him and took my pleasure. I watched his face soften as he surrendered to my will and lost himself in pure, unadulterated lust.


I felt like his true nature had been revealed to me for the very first time, and it tripped something inside me. I wanted to see that look again. I wanted him exposed and vulnerable, abandoning everything he thought he needed to be.


While he may have lavished me with expensive presents, that moment of clarity and release would be my gift to him.


To date, every one of our sexual encounters had taken place at his luxurious penthouse suite, but for my plan to be successful, I needed to take him out of that space. It would only remind him of every responsibility he needed to forget.


Every time we spoke during the week I was mulling my seduction, I was more tight-lipped than usual. Mainly because I was having a hard time making polite conversation. My mind was busy conjuring up different scenarios that would end with Marco in my thrall. I could see him—leather cuffs wrapped around his wrists, hands chained overhead. That lone image haunted me, fueling my lust at inopportune times, like when Marco called to ask me what I wanted to do that night.


It was clear that he’d sensed something was on my mind, and he was eager to head off what he perceived as an impending problem. That’s my Marco—a man of action. His response to my aloof behavior was to clear his entire evening. He made a point of letting me know that night would be solely about the two of us. I let his announcement hang in the air. Before responding, I wanted to savor the fact that he’d rearranged his schedule for me—and let his discomfort last a few seconds longer. He seemed so eager to please me, and I got an indecent thrill from the notion.


After a long pause, I told him I’d love to spend the night with him. Marco then tossed off the names of a half-dozen ultraexclusive restaurants, but I shot down each suggestion. He seemed confused.


“I was thinking something more cozy. Like, say, Chinese takeout on my living room floor.”


He laughed softly. “That sounds perfect.”


I knew it would be.


This would be the first time Marco got a good look at my apartment. It was a midsized studio that was more than enough room for me, even though it was more like a walk-in closet to most people in his social circles. But it did have certain amenities that his luxury building lacked—like eyebolts in the headboard.


I didn’t point those out to Marco, though. He’d be aware of them soon enough. I wanted him to relax, so he’d be open to what I was about to offer him—a temporary escape from all that weighed on him. It seemed he was already on his way. He looked casual and comfortable that night, having traded his usual uniform of a custom-made suit for a white button-down and faded jeans. His normally perfect hair was a little less so, and the first few buttons of his shirt were open, revealing a patch of caramel-colored skin dusted with dark hair.


We had a relaxing dinner, sitting cross-legged and barefoot on my living room rug. Marco leaned back against the couch, wineglass in hand, gazing at me without speaking.


“What’s up? You have that look in your eye.”


“Thanks,” he said softly.


“For what?”


“For this. For something so…simple.”


“I think simple pleasures are the most satisfying.”


I brought my hand to his cheek, stroking it and feeling the barest hint of stubble scratch my fingertips. He turned his face, kissing my palm, and his warm, soft lips made my flesh tingle at their touch.


“The night’s not over, though,” I added.


“God, I hope not.” Marco’s dark brown eyes glowed with passion.


“Then come,” I told him, rising to my feet and offering him my hand. He stood and let me lead him across the room to my bed.


His hands immediately went to me, eager to strip off my dress.


“No, baby—my place, my rules. Hands at your sides.”


Marco seemed startled by my request, but he obeyed, his lips curling into a smile.


“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied teasingly.


“Mmm, I like the sound of that.”


I took my time unbuttoning his shirt and slipping it off his shoulders, sliding my hands down his muscular arms to caress his toned, tanned flesh. My hands lingered at his waistband as I leaned in for a kiss. He lifted his arms as if to embrace me, then remembered my command and snapped them back to his sides.


“Good boy,” I murmured against his lips.


A growl came from deep in his throat, and he kissed me roughly. His tongue was aggressive, diving between my lips. I could tell that he was struggling to keep his hands where they were, but the fact that he did made me ache for him. I felt the pulse of arousal beating deep inside me, escalating with every second he complied. I grabbed the back of his head, tangling my fingers in his thick, wavy hair to hold him in place. With my lips pressed to his, I felt the change within him. His aggression melted, transforming into a burgeoning tension brimming with unfulfilled need. His desire for me was still just as strong, but he held himself in check, even as his yearning increased a hundredfold.


Breathless, I pulled away, and we stared at each other for a heartbeat.


“So, do you have any other rules I need to know about?”


“Well, the most important one is that I’m in charge.”


Rising up on my toes, I kissed his cheek and leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “And that means you’re my plaything for the night.” Marco drew in a deep breath, seeming to hold it as he waited for me to continue. “That means I’m going to strip you down and cuff you to my bed. Use you for my pleasure. And if I’m satisfied, maybe—just maybe—I’ll let you come.”


Marco exhaled with a groan.


I brought my hand to the front of his jeans, feeling his erection as hard as ever beneath the well-worn denim. I cupped his bulge and gave it a gentle squeeze.


“It seems my plan agrees with you.”


“Yes, yes, it does,” he murmured.


“Yes…?”


“Yes…Ma’am.”


“There you go,” I said softly.


Reaching under my dress, I slid off my panties. They were already damp, merely from me telling him what I wanted to do to him. I balled up the satin and brought it to his face. “Open,” I commanded, tucking the moist scrap of fabric between his parted lips. Marco’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, and I smiled. That’s what I wanted. I wanted his world to stop; I wanted him to focus on what he was feeling both physically and emotionally. I knew this was new territory for him; he was used to being the man who made all the decisions. But there were no decisions to make, other than the one to submit. Having already made that commitment, he was completely free.


Marco clenched and unclenched his fists as I unfastened his jeans and slid them down. His hard cock sprang free, but I didn’t touch it—no matter how tempting it was. There would be time for that later. As he stood before me, naked and vulnerable, I let my eyes roam over his body. His formidable muscles were tense with lust and anticipation. He could have stopped me at any time, but it thrilled me that he chose not to.


With a gentle hand on his chest, I backed him toward my bed. He kicked away his clothing and let me direct him, settling himself where I wanted him in the center of the mattress. He lay on his back against the ebony comforter, and I straddled his hips. I was keenly aware of his erection—hot and hard—just inches beneath my naked slit. I was sure he could feel the heat emanating from my slick, wet sex. I pulled my dress over my head and tossed it aside, finally as naked as he was. My pale pink panties were still wedged between his lips, and I leaned forward, flicking my tongue against them. Marco uttered a muffled groan that was laced with frustration.


Reaching under the pillow, I pulled out a set of leather cuffs. They were soft and supple but would hold him fast.


“Hands,” I commanded, and Marco didn’t delay, offering me his wrists. The sound of metal against metal as I buckled the cuffs into place made my cunt clench with anticipation.


After kissing each of his hands in tender acknowledgment of him putting his trust in me, I raised his arms overhead, attaching each cuff’s clip to an eyebolt embedded in my wooden headboard. Marco gave a small tug, but his hands went nowhere. He exhaled and briefly closed his eyes, his resignation fueled by relief and absolute surrender. He seemed more at peace than I’d ever known him to be.


I lowered my body, pressing his stiff cock against his stomach as I trapped it between us. Rather than taking him inside me, I rocked my hips forward and back, riding the length of his shaft. With my hands pressed firmly to his chest, I writhed above him, my dance fueled solely by my desire. Tilting my body just so, I was able to get the pressure and friction against my clit that I craved.


As I worked my body in a perfect rhythm, I kept my eyes locked on Marco’s. The lust and desperation that were reflected back at me only served to excite me further. His face and chest were flushed, but he kept his body rigid and still. The beautiful boy—he was playing by my rules. He was letting me use his handsome body to work myself closer and closer to climax. I felt the pleasure rising, flooding my body until it burst in a bright explosion of ecstasy.


I was loud when I came, crying out and squeezing my thighs against his body. When the last wave washed over me, I collapsed against Marco, crushing my breasts against his heaving chest.


After yanking the panties from his lips, I kissed him deeply. I heard the clicking of metal overhead as he tugged at his cuffs, and I smiled against his mouth. Reaching back, I took hold of his cock, so slick and hot. With deliberate slowness, I lowered myself onto his shaft, taking him in deep. My cunt clenched around him, and Marco’s cuffs rattled once more. I could see the conflicted feelings flashing across his face. I knew he wanted to ram up into me, to take what he so desperately desired. But he’d promised to let me be in control—and deep down he liked that. So he obeyed. He lay as still as possible and surrendered to the pleasure that filled him as I rose and fell, riding him until he groaned with abandon and came inside me. All of that sublime tension in his body disappeared as he let himself go and focused on nothing but bliss.


Afterward, in between heavy breaths, Marco dared to speak.


“You’re right.”


“About what?” I asked, trailing my fingers down his chest.


“Simple pleasures are the most satisfying.”




PAPER CHAINS


Annabeth Leong


Malinda knew Lorrie well enough to read her mood by the way she chewed her cereal. She sat in the chair next to her wife and poured herself a bowl to match. “Spill,” Malinda said.


Lorrie put down her spoon and blinked. With her angelic face and wavy blonde hair, the innocent act would have worked if Malinda hadn’t seen it a hundred times before.


Malinda narrowed her eyes. “Come on. You’re obliterating those poor cornflakes. What’s going on?” Then she looked away to give Lorrie a little space.


Malinda toyed with the salt and pepper shakers they’d gotten from their wedding registry a year ago and stroked the petals of the pink anniversary roses she’d given Lorrie earlier that morning. She had a complicated, extravagant evening planned. In her gut, she feared she would overwhelm Lorrie, who so frequently seemed fragile. Malinda still could not bear to cancel any of it. She could not master her need to make Lorrie happy, to give her anything and everything necessary.


Lorrie gave the little shrug that meant something was definitely wrong. Malinda took a bite of her own cereal and chewed as slowly as she could to give her wife plenty of time. Lorrie responded much better to patience than to repeated requests.


The third bite in, she finally talked. “I don’t want to go to that restaurant tonight.”


“I’ll cancel the reservation,” Malinda said immediately. “We can go wherever you like.” She smiled and offered her best compromise. “I’ll even take you for sushi if you want.”


Lorrie shook her head, her blue eyes hidden behind feathery wisps of her hair. “It’s not just that restaurant, though I appreciate the offer of sushi.” She sighed. “I don’t really want to go to a restaurant. I want to do something really special for our anniversary.”


“I’m going to make sure it’s special, I promise.”


Lorrie pushed the cereal bowls out of the way, then touched the back of Malinda’s hand. “That’s just it, Malinda. I want to do something special. For you. For once.”


Malinda forced herself to meet her wife’s gaze. She’d started to understand what this was about. “Lorrie, I like the way things are. I don’t need anything from you.”


“I know. Believe me.” Tears trembled at the corners of Lorrie’s eyes. She looked so tired and defeated that Malinda’s heart broke a little.


“Hey,” Malinda said. She kissed Lorrie’s cheek quickly, before she could allow her nerves to create distance between them. This was not how she’d wanted their anniversary to go, but if one year of marriage had taught her anything, it was that tears and fights seemed to come most reliably at the times they felt obligated to “be happy.”


Malinda searched herself, trying to figure out why she resisted so strenuously when Lorrie wanted to do something for her. “What did you have in mind?”


“I want to tie you up and make you come.”


Malinda’s heart dropped into her stomach and kept going down to her feet. She stammered for a moment. “I know how you feel about making me come, but—”


“Please, Malinda. I want to.”


Malinda swallowed hard. As far as sex went, she preferred to give rather than receive. Hell, as far as anything went. Accepting another person’s efforts overwhelmed Malinda, making her feel too exposed and filling her with squirming uncertainty about her own worthiness. In bed, this discomfort compounded with her body’s sensitivity, magnifying the slightest touches until pleasure became almost agonizing. Under the best of circumstances, Malinda could barely tolerate having her cunt licked. She would much rather make Lorrie feel good, touching and teasing her body and basking in the simple joy that sensation seemed to bring to her wife.


Lately, though, Lorrie had been asking more and more frequently to go down on her. Malinda used to try to endure that when they’d first been together, but over the years, she had gotten skilled at avoiding that particular issue. Now she realized she hadn’t dodged her wife’s requests as smoothly as she thought. She sighed and studied the expression on Lorrie’s face. Her wife was so beautiful—too beautiful for Malinda, really—and it seemed crazy to turn down her fervent wish to make Malinda come.


Still, Malinda couldn’t bring herself to agree. To buy herself time, she shifted their conversation. “And you said you want to tie me up?”


Lorrie squared her shoulders. “Yes.”


“That BDSM stuff has been so trendy lately,” Malinda said after a minute. “But I don’t like the idea of pain. I don’t want rope burn.”


“Malinda.” Lorrie leaned forward and took her hand. “I don’t want to hurt you. I want to make you feel good, and this is the only way I could think of to get you to let me.” She seemed so earnest and lovely that Malinda could not refuse.


Malinda sighed, making the sound far more theatrical than it had to be. She succeeded in winning a smile from Lorrie. “All right,” Malinda said.


The smile that lit Lorrie’s face made it all worth it. Lorrie gave Malinda a peck on the lips that lingered a little. She pulled her cereal bowl close again and settled into a placid chewing rhythm.


Relief flooded Malinda’s body. Disaster averted. All she had to do was let her hot wife make love to her. She could manage that. Ought to be able to, anyway. She ignored the churning in her gut. She wolfed down the rest of her breakfast and promised Lorrie she’d leave work right at six so they’d have plenty of time for anniversary celebration.
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