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  FOREWORD: THE MOMENT


  Annabel Joseph


  I’ve always had a thing for short stories.


  I cut my teeth on Ernest Hemingway, then started on the O. Henry Award anthologies, containing the most notable short stories of each year. When I got older and kinkier, I started reading erotic anthologies, and oh, that was a wondrous discovery. The thrill of short stories and eroticism together…well. More on that in a sex. I mean, sec. Ahem.


  My love for short stories isn’t a time-saving thing—I’ll read a bajillion-page book if it holds my interest. People who love short stories don’t love them because they’re short. They love them because they’re sharp. Short story authors hone desire and emotion to a glittering, fine point and then jab you with it. See? Do you see?


  As much as I love short stories, I generally write full-length novels, where there’s lots of space to tell a complex story. Novels allow for twists and turns, for chapters’ worth of buildup, but a short story demands brevity and finesse, and that fine, glittering point I mentioned earlier. Maybe it’s better to call it a moment.


  Oh, the moment.


  In a short story, there is always that moment when you realize something out of the ordinary is happening. It might be a sneaky, provocative tease of a reveal, or an earth-shattering shock that blows your mind. Either way, you’re hooked, and you read on until you reach that fine, glittering point the author meant to poke you with. In erotic tales, the moment is almost always about fulfillment, or connection, or a realization of something about oneself. In the best moments, you, the reader, find pleasure or joy.


  In bondage too, there is that moment when you find yourself trapped in rope or cuffs, or yarn, or plaster, or one of the other delightfully creative bondage methods in this volume. In the best cases, you’ll feel yourself without recourse for getting away, and you’ll think Ah, and Oh, and What will happen to me now, and Will I be able to endure it? Will it change me?


  How?


  Or perhaps you’re the one doing the binding, and your moment arrives at the sound of your subject’s pleasure. Or terror. Perhaps it’s that moment when your gaze locks on your partner, and both of you realize, Wow. We’ve created this moment together. We’ve created this magic between us, at least until the bonds let loose.


  The lovingly crafted erotic tales you’re about to read also build to a moment. In some cases it’s a quiet moment, and in others, a surprising or humorous moment. No matter what kind of moment, it will make you feel something. That’s good bondage—and good short-story writing. If you’re like me, you’ll pause on the page to enjoy the desire, or discovery, or emotion. Perhaps you’ll go back to reread and savor it again. Perhaps you’ll even go off to find a partner to savor it with in a more hands-on way.


  To me, short stories and bondage go together as perfectly as subject and rigger, as top and bottom, as Mistress or Master and slave, because they all strive to create these memorable moments. If you’re reading this collection, you probably already agree with me. If you don’t agree with me yet, read a few stories and you’ll see.


  I wish you many fine, glittering moments in reading, in bondage and in life. And if you haven’t had any moments lately, perhaps it’s time to start looking for them. I promise you’ll find many inspiring ones in the pages of this book.


  Annabel Joseph


  New York Times bestselling author of Comfort Object


  INTRODUCTION: BONDAGE AT HOME AND AWAY


  Every year, different themes emerge from the submissions I receive for the Best Bondage Erotica series. This year bondage writers stuck close to home—literally. This year, I received stories like “Housewarming the Craftsman,” by Daddy X, and “Stuck on You,” by Jenne Davis, focused on housing, real estate and home improvement, that are both humorous and offer some creative forms of containment that prove you don’t need a Red Room of Pain to make someone writhe. While in “Tying the Knot,” by Rob Rosen, bondage gets mobile, there’s a sweetness to this engagement story that tethers the protagonists close to each other, and their marital home. In “Bound to Lie” by Nichelle Gregory, two business adversaries battle it out in the boardroom for the ultimate form of control.


  In these kinky tales, bondage happens as part of yoga, knitting, a birthday present, with a collar, a cage, duct tape, a webcam, and a very sexy pair of thighs. Bondage, in some cases, is in the eye and mind of the one being bound. It’s what happens after these eager, curious, brave characters are trussed up, immobile, secure in their trappings, that makes for the most powerful sexual encounters of all.


  Whatever form the bondage takes, each of the characters you’ll read about in Best Bondage Erotica 2015 struggles and delights in the power and intimacy invoked in the name of knowing one’s place, literally and figuratively.


  Rachel Kramer Bussel


  Red Bank, New Jersey


  THE CENTERPIECE


  Erin Spillane


  I stop at the open door of Greg’s office and hesitate. Many nights with him are a surprise, and I have yet to experience one that I didn’t like.


  I am completely naked except for the ballerina heels on my feet, which are beautiful, with flowers made out of beads and lace covering the entire surface. I’m walking on the tips of my toes, making balancing extremely difficult, so my full concentration is on each step I take.


  Inside, I can see Greg working at his desk. He is an utterly beautiful man, and he’s all mine. Short black hair, deep-green eyes and a goatee that shapes his wide, full lips. His nose is straight and long and his cheekbones are prominent and high. He rarely shows any facial expression when we play, making it hard to determine his mood in the moment. He simply takes my breath away.


  “Oh love, you are going to make such a beautiful centerpiece tonight,” he says as he comes over to me and takes hold of my elbow, guiding me into the room.


  I’ve been in this room many times over the past year, but tonight, there is an odd table over by the fireplace that I take a moment to study. It’s a half circle, the flat end facing the fireplace, almost like a blackjack table. And where the dealer would stand is a pole straight out of a strip club. About a foot up from the table, attached to the pole, is a small shelf that sticks out toward the seats. Chains and leather straps dangle from all ends of the equipment. On the shelf, a rather large piece of metal sticks up, already wet with something, because it shines from the overhead light.


  I stand there getting wet, thinking of what Greg plans on doing tonight. Arousal courses through me and I tingle all over, while my legs start to shake from the strain of standing in these heels and the excitement of what’s going to happen.


  Greg doesn’t give me long to look over the table before he’s urging me over to it.


  “I bought this for you, love. I think you’re going to like it. Now, up you go, stand on the table.” His voice is calm, but his eyes shine with excitement.


  I’ll never tell him, but his eyes always give him away.


  With his assistance, I stand on the table and look down at him for my next instructions.


  He gestures for me to sit on the shelf with my back against the pole. I can see now that the metal piece on the shelf is actually a steel ribbed dildo. I carefully start to lower myself, letting the metal touch the entrance of my pussy, when he stops me with a hand on my ass.


  “Now, love, that won’t do. I have something else to fill that hole.”


  I stare at him in shock. There’s no way that’s going to fit in my anus. I look toward the door as if to escape, and Greg just chuckles. I wouldn’t make it far if I ran, especially with these ballerina heels on. But to be honest, I wouldn’t run from this night anyway. Greg would never hurt me.


  I maneuver my body until the tip of the metal rests against my asscheeks. The heels make it impossible to push my body down any farther without falling. I look at Greg for help.


  I know not to speak without permission when we play, but I don’t have to worry. I trust Greg and he always seems to know when I need something.


  “Let me take your weight,” Greg says. The feel of his cool hands on my hips has goose bumps breaking out on my heated skin.


  With his support, I move my feet to the side, until my ankles are at an odd angle and touch the table.


  Greg pushes me down and the pain of being so full, so quick, sends an odd sensation through my body. It takes my breath away. My eyes water while my body tries to adjust to the large object in me.


  “Breathe, love. Take a nice, deep breath for me.”


  I try, but it’s hard. I end up taking short quick breaths, which earns me a hard swat on one of my nipples. I’m so wet, I should probably be embarrassed about my reaction, but as the pain works through my body it makes me feel so alive. Energized and eager for more.


  Before my body adjusts to the invasion, a warm, tingling sensation starts to spread through my insides from the plug. I look up at Greg in horror, and he calmly stares at me. I bounce up and down to try and alleviate the burn, but Greg grabs one of my legs in his hand and swivels the pole around. The motion sends the metal deeper in my ass, holding me immobile. I dangle from the pole by just the piece in my ass and Greg’s grip on one of my legs. The shelf between my leg digs into my thighs.


  “I have a special lubricant I thought we’d use this time. Remember the ginger lube we saw the other day? I bought it. I love watching you squirm on the pole. The feeling lasts for a while. Even after I get you down from there, we might have to wash you out to stop it. It has some cinnamon in it, too.”


  The thought of the lube worries me. No matter how much time has passed, new things still have the ability to frighten me.


  I can’t stop gyrating on the pole. I try to escape the heat but I can’t; he won’t let me. How long does he plan to keep me up here? How long will it last? And how will he clean it out later? The questions pelt my brain one after another. Tears squeeze from my eyes. I cry out without thinking, and it earns me another swat on my nipples.


  “Grab the pole above you, and don’t let go,” he demands in a tone I can’t ignore. I instantly grab hold of the pole above my head, no hesitation in my movement.


  Greg takes hold of my legs above my knee, and I am so happy when he places my thighs on the shelf. The pressure lessens, and I feel some relief. The shelf is only large enough to hold me to my thighs, so my knees are bent and my toes point straight to the ground. His rough hands caress my legs before separating them until I am in a split position. The shelf is two pieces, one for each leg, and Greg reaches down to find the leather and metal straps to wrap around me from my upper thigh to above my knee. It doesn’t take him long to complete the process, binding my legs and leaving me no give to close them.


  I look down at the wide-open display I’m bound to. My pussy is completely bare, spread open with nothing to shield it or the anal plug that I sit on. Instinctively, I tighten my muscles to see if the shelf will move at all, but it’s locked. My predicament settles in, and I shiver in bliss. I love this part, the point of no return.


  Helpless.


  Greg steps away from me and looks at his handiwork. When his gaze makes it to my face, one side of his mouth twitches slightly.


  He turns to grab a chair that he pulls over in between my spread thighs and climbs onto it. This close, I can smell his subtle cologne, a smell that always comforts me. He reaches up to pry my hands from the pole and raises them even higher. Pulling my body taut, he shackles my wrists to the fur-lined cuffs that dangle from the top.


  “Some of my friends are coming over tonight to go over some business. You’re going to be our centerpiece. Centerpieces look so nice, and I think you might be the prettiest any of them has ever seen. Sometimes they smell nice. I have a feeling this will be one of those times.” He reaches between my legs and swirls his finger in my opening. “Become the perfect centerpiece, and we’ll have a wonderful night.”


  I give him a nod; I will be perfect. He smooths my hair back and kisses my forehead. Out of his back pocket he pulls a piece of fabric, which he wraps around my head and settles over my eyes. The fabric is thick, with no give. I can’t see anything.


  Without sight, my other senses are now amplified. I hear the chair scrape over the wood floor as he places it back at the table. His footsteps are soft, barely noticeable. And then everything goes silent and I strain to hear anything that will give away his location.


  I’m not sure how long I sit there before I hear him walk back to me. Time has no meaning, not when I’m lost to every sensation my body has to experience. His breath warms my chest seconds before his mouth engulfs my nipple and he sucks, hard. Greg gives my other nipple the same treatment before rubbing something onto them. The burn begins immediately. It’s the same lubricant from the plug, and my nipples immediately pucker. My body clenches with the pleasure of the heat, but it only lasts for a moment before he puts a nipple clamp on and screws it tight. He quickly places a clamp on my other nipple before I even feel the pain from the first one. With both clamps on and tightened, pain shoots through my chest and brings tears to my eyes. But I am still getting wetter.


  All my muscles are so tight, I can barely draw a breath. I know I have to breathe through it, but it’s hard. I think I am about to pass out from lack of oxygen.


  But Greg knows this and barks out, “Breathe. Now.” And because he told me, and I don’t want to disappoint him, I do.


  “The clamps match your heels. They have such beautiful flowers on them,” he breathes into my ear.


  I try to imagine what I look like. The clamps are heavy, pulling my breasts toward the floor. My chest is pushed out and pulled tight from the bonds at my legs and arms. I try to draw even, slow breaths so my breasts won’t jiggle, but it doesn’t matter how hard or shallow I breathe. With the heat and burning in my anus, I can’t stop moving anyway. I don’t have much room, but I take advantage of the space I do have. I’m not sure I could stop even if Greg told me to at this point.


  “Only two more accessories, love. I can already hear the gentlemen downstairs.” Even though my body is on fire, that statement sends a shiver through my body. I hear the men, too. Greg is serious. How exciting!


  Something cold touches the mouth of my pussy and slowly, Greg pushes the device in. It’s a tight squeeze with the large anal plug taking up so much room, but it goes in smoothly.


  “Now this, this has those beautiful beaded flowers and butterflies hanging off the end. It looks like your greedy little mouth is a spring garden in full bloom. Lucky for us, it’s so wet there we don’t have to worry about watering them anytime soon. This piece has different vibrations but I’ll let the gentlemen play with that.”


  Once he secures the new device to the plug so that it will stay in place, one of Greg’s fingers gently plays with my pussy. I’m on the verge of coming when he pulls his fingers away and places them on my lips. I pull his fingers into my mouth and lap at them. It’s an exotic experience to taste oneself and even though I don’t think I’ll ever get used to it, it doesn’t bother me like it once did.


  The pain from my nipples and the fullness in my ass and pussy have me silently begging to come. God, I wish he’d let me orgasm. I’d do anything at this point to fly over the edge. But Greg likes to drag our play out, and in the back of my mind, I know it will be so much better the longer I wait.


  Something rubber touches my lips; I automatically open my mouth so Greg can push a gag in. Oval in shape, it almost touches the back of my throat, forcing me to breathe through my nose. My lips stretch wide to accommodate the intrusion, and my tongue is held immobile. A whimper escapes, but he just pats me on the thigh.


  “Don’t worry, love, this too has those beaded flowers decorating it. It is absolutely lovely.” Something heavy is placed on my head, like a crown. “And so you are complete head to toe, here’s a small headpiece in the same design. Ah, stunning, you are absolutely stunning.”


  Greg steps away, then stops. I can feel the heat of his gaze as he looks at me. I know Greg finds me beautiful and that makes me almost preen in pride. I hope his friends do, too.


  I lose my sense of balance for a moment when the pole is turned. I assume I’m now facing the table. In the distance I hear the office door close. Greg has gone to get his friends.


  Left to my thoughts, my arousal subsides some when I think about how close my body is to where the chairs are placed. The table is rather small; all they would have to do is reach over slightly to touch me. I am chained up, completely adorned, and any number of men are coming to sit at the table that I am the centerpiece of. He has bound almost every part of my body.


  My anus and nipples burn but the feeling spreading through my body from those places is amazing. I feel like I am on fire in the best possible way. If the gag weren’t in my mouth, they would hear my harsh pants when they arrive. I remind myself to breathe slow and steady.


  I imagine I make a beautiful picture with my small frame, bound and aroused. Oh, how I wish I could see myself, but I will have to leave it up to the men to judge.


  These men and Greg will see me as a centerpiece and for tonight, I am. Tomorrow, it’s back to the real world and a computer. But I will wring every ounce of pleasure I can out of tonight.


  My body is flushed and covered in a sheen of sweat. Knowing people will see me like this has cream gushing from my body around the vibrator inside me.


  When I hear them walking in the hallway, my breath catches. It’s showtime.


  The door opens and the footfalls get closer. No one speaks, so I have no idea how many people are here. There are multiple footsteps though and it sounds like all five chairs are pulled from the table. I hold my breath, trying to hear more, but the room falls silent.


  I start to squirm in my prison again, every inch of my body on fire. I have no idea what is happening or what I am to expect and in my mind, I try to picture the people in the room. Men and maybe some women, watching me. It is a heady concept. One I wish to hold on to. I feel beautiful and in control of the room. But that doesn’t last long.


  Soft murmurs fill the space around me, but I’m so focused on my own predicament, their words don’t make sense. Every part of my body is held in tight to the pole. I am a centerpiece, not a participant of the conversation. And I love it.


  I know time passes, but I don’t know how long it is that I sit here, waiting. Waiting for what, I can’t fathom. Maybe nothing. I am, after all, part of the decorations. And decorations don’t usually receive much besides a passing glance and possibly appreciation.


  Paper rustles, voices ebb and flow. The smells of cologne and perfume invade my senses. I sit in the middle of it all, trying hard not to move too much, yet unable to control myself.


  Finally, calloused fingers start to stroke my pussy and I feel other fingers fiddle with the vibrator and turn it on. It starts to wiggle inside of me. Not vibrations, just a movement, and I gasp. A set of hands grabs hold of the clamps on my nipples and pulls straight out. I moan long and loud behind the gag in my mouth.


  Someone from behind swats my ass, which means there could be more than the five men I had originally estimated to be in the room.


  I suck on the gag so as not to make any more noise. Centerpieces don’t make noise. Hands pet and stroke me from my arms down to my ankles. I try to concentrate and count how many, but the pleasure is sending my mind into a fog. There is one hand on each of my arms, and one hand on each of my calves. Other hands stroke my thighs, while someone’s fingers play with my pussy. Rough hands caress my belly and breasts, too.


  They are touching me everywhere and I give up trying to figure it out. I let myself sink into the sensation, enjoying each stroke, swat and pet.


  The hand at my pussy starts to pinch and stretch my lips around the vibrator, over and over again. The ones playing with my breasts are gentle and soft, caressing the mounds and jarring the clamps on every pass. A pair of lips starts to kiss around the gag in my mouth. Oh, how I wish that the gag were gone. I wish I could kiss the rough lips so close to mine. The intimacy of the act always makes me wet and hungry for more.


  Someone turns the vibrator on—a hard, fast massage. I start to pant again. I squirm in my bonds for all I’m worth, trying to reach the pinnacle. I must look like a spectacle, but I don’t care. I can’t care. My body has its own agenda and it’s begging for relief. Between the heat, the caresses and the vibrator now on high, I can hardly even concentrate. I’ve lost my mind; I wouldn’t be coherent if I could talk.


  As my body flies higher and higher, tears leak from my eyes with my frustration. I am so close, just a few more moments. If only one of them would touch my clit.


  And yet there is nothing I can do. I’m tied down tight and stuffed full. I can hardly move to give myself the additional stimulation needed to come.


  I lose track of time as I strive to reach climax. My body becomes sore, and I can’t work the kinks out.


  Finally, finally, one of the people in the room pinches my clit between thick fingers. Someone else pulls a clamp off my nipple, and I start to come immediately. The blood rushing back to my nipple hurts so good, I’m sure I passed out for a moment. I’ve never felt anything so intense in my life. I’ve never been so high. I’m having trouble breathing. Shocks keep flowing through me, and I’m now bound to the pleasure my body is experiencing.


  As the pleasure slowly wears away, I start to feel the pain in my limbs from being in this position for too long. My nerves scream at me to move, but I can’t until they let me down.


  The other nipple clamp comes off and two mouths latch on to soothe my nipples. They’re so sore and the feeling of the lips sucking them isn’t really that pleasurable, but I enjoy the roughness and pain.


  The vibrator is pulled from pussy, but I still feel the vibrations move through my body. It has gone on for so long, I know I’ll feel the vibrations long into the night. Hands unlock the straps along my legs, and someone lowers my poor arms.


  Then I hear footsteps leaving the room. The door closes and Greg takes my blindfold off. I blink, trying to focus on his face. When I see his brilliant smile, I want to collapse.


  “Beautiful,” he whispers before taking me off the pole and cradling me to his chest.


  Carrying my sore, pleasured body to the couch, he holds and rocks me until I fall asleep.


  AN UNFORGETTABLE RIDE


  Elise Hepner


  The tiny electronic ping thrummed through her nerve endings, competing against the claustrophobia of purring engines, honking horns, and the deep chatter of pedestrians lining the sidewalks in gobs. Anna was hyper-focused, to the point where each sound almost hurt as she huddled in the squeaky, fake-leather cab seat. More than anything she wanted to pull the scratchy trench more securely around her nakedness—but the ropes stopped her. Hank had been thorough with his binding, as always. Her wrists chaffed from the delicious friction and she butted her nose against the simple silk blindfold, while knowing the action would get her a whole lot of nothing in the way of results. At least she could pretend she was more in control—even if she loved being out of it. Spinning, churning stomach, adrenaline making her voice thready and her hands shake: sweet ol’ discipline.


  Tonight Hank whistled in the driver’s seat of the cab, making a jerky left turn that bounced her in the seat. Her ankles were cuffed with a spreader bar, leaving her no way to snatch any traction from the slick mats at her feet. Instead, all she could do was wait. Every second her thoughts grew more scattered, more certain Hank’s game was all a weird joke.


  “Time for our first customer, babe.” Hank’s voice trickled in through the partition and Anna’s hands clenched together, body taut as a shudder ripped up her spine. “You ready?”


  “Ready for what? What are we doing?” There wasn’t a way to keep the tremulous note from her voice. “Hank? Hank!”


  He jerked the wheel to the right and the cab slowed to a stop. Anna nearly choked, her throat went so tight at the idea—at the thought—


  “Hank, are you really…you can’t be serious! Babe! What… what the hell?”


  “Do you trust me?”


  “Yes!” she hissed out.


  But not before the jerk of the door made her start. The smooth, cold kiss of air pressed through her light trench coat against her nakedness. She licked her lips, coming away with the unpleasant taste of the red lipstick Hank had applied after she’d been blindfolded. A Trollop Red, supposedly. Colors were the least of her worries as the seat moved with the weight of another person and Anna both threw back her shoulders while also pulling away the barest inch. The slap of spicy masculine cologne seeped through the cab. She heard a rough, grating chuckle that would have been sexy if she could see the whole package; instead, it set every inch of her body on alert.


  “Nice.” The stranger’s voice had a bass growl with a Southern drawl and he made a purely masculine noise of approval in the back of his throat. “May I, Hank?”


  At least Hank knew the man. Not a pure stranger. Like that was any real comfort while Anna pressed against the back of the cab’s seat, nestled against the loose springs. Despite herself, she got a little wet when the cab jerked away from the curb. No turning back; Hank wouldn’t listen, wouldn’t have an end to whatever plan he’d cooked up.


  “What’s mine is yours.” Hank swore at someone on the road and swerved to the left.


  With her boyfriend’s permission the stranger’s hand landed like a slap on her thigh, trailing goose bumps all along her upper body as she shivered in her bonds. Nothing made sense, but everything was blindingly clear. She struggled with a whimper, even while her nipples peaked so the coarse fabric rubbing against them made her teeth clench until her jaw ached. His finger drew small circles on her inner thigh. His touch was warm and weighted, with a press that was full of unspoken intentions while the cab jerked and jostled its way through busy streets.


  “If someone got a look inside…” She tried to speak louder than a whisper, but the air was caught in her lungs, taken away by his all-consuming presence. The stranger sunk into her pores until he was the only thing she was aware of while his fingers drew complicated designs on her naked skin.


  “Let ’em look.”


  Before she could get out another word his fingers skimmed up, palm clenching over her bare, slick pussy. She jumped, crying out, unable to close her legs to the intrusion, torn between excitement and shame that he would probably sense her arousal on his slow and exploratory fingers while he played her pussy as if it were a toy.


  “Shit,” she swore, eyes half-lidded behind her blindfold.


  Unable to keep her head while her pulse throbbed against her temples and made her ears ring, she ground up into the pressure of his hand. She groaned, goaded by her base impulses. With a small grunt his thick fingers slid home into her center and she bucked, jerking from the pulsing pressure directly against her G-spot. A gasp caught on her lips. It came out as a sigh when he started a swift rhythm that delved deep, while he worked her clit with his thumb.


  So much of the picture was wrong. Her toes wiggled, tensing, as she desperately tried to open her legs farther for his rough, punishing examination. So. Good. So. Wrong. With her arms tied behind her back the sharp pinch of her shoulders deepened into pain while she rode his fingers. His breath was hot on her neck, mutters of encouragement caressing her sensitive, dewy flesh. Every inch she strained made it worse as his fingers stretched her, the tension just on the verge of being too much for her to handle. Breaths sawed in and out of her lungs, burning, twisting into small cries while she imagined Hank’s eyes glued to her glistening pussy as another man fucked her into oblivion.


  “Do…you…like…the…show…baby?” she panted, arching her back so the stranger’s fingers pressed at just the right angle, making her writhe while her inner walls clenched tight. “Is it…good…for you?”


  “I love the way he fucks you, babe. You’re so flushed and hot. I want my mouth on your nipples, my teeth teasing them until your breasts are red from my roughness. You like that, huh? What I wouldn’t do to pull over this cab into a dark alley…” Hank hissed in through his teeth and moaned as he applied the brakes a little too hard.


  The jerky motion sent them both hurtling forward as she impaled herself on the stranger’s digits at the same time that he stretched her with another finger. She bit her lip from the brunt of pain, a quick ache that twined up her spine as her inner walls pulsed, fluttering around the invasion.


  “So warm. So wet.” The stranger laughed again. “Let’s see how your mouth feels against my cock. Will it be as delightful as your cunt on my hand?”


  Before she could reply he snatched a handful of her hair in his tight fist and she jerked back on impulse, igniting a fire across her scalp. He twirled her long auburn hair around his fist—once, twice. She wet her lips, still riding her high of ecstasy because he never stopped fucking her with his fingers. There wasn’t time to catch a thought before her awareness was shattered, flitting in a million different directions.


  “I want you to come, screaming, while your mouth is sealed around my shaft.”


  With the explicit directive whispered against the tip of her ear, he wrenched her down until her open mouth was pressed down on his freed erection. Somehow he’d undone his pants and she hadn’t noticed, too focused on his fingers inside her cunt. But now there was no denying the weighty, throbbing press of him on the back of her throat. She tried to swallow past the musky, throbbing taste of him. Not enough air, not enough space. He was everywhere, filling her to the brim as she struggled to take him inside her body.


  He bucked his hips and groaned while she experimentally slid her tongue down his shaft. A shock twanged through her muscles when she realized his cock listed slightly to the left, unlike Hank, who was a straight shot. The stranger’s shaft eased down the back of her throat with the force of his timed thrust upward, familiar yet so different. Anna fought back the urge to choke, throat muscles constricted. A cry hurtled up to her lips as the strange man circled her clit with his thumb. No escape. The cab surged through the darkness somewhere in the city and she couldn’t deny that the possibility of someone seeing their odd tryst made the wicked surprise all the more of a turn-on.


  “I can feel her pussy clenching my fingers, Hank. She’s close. Gonna come all over me soon.” The stranger spoke, breathless, straining while he used his grip on her hair to keep her head bobbing on his cock.


  Anna’s lips tingled, cunt pulsing from the tense ecstasy that was flowing outward into every atom of her being. Her limbs thrashed against her bonds. She saw a brief flash of light at the edge of her blindfold, while a complete stranger shoved his cock against the back of her throat before withdrawing in an edgy dance that left her on the brink of losing oxygen. The purr of the cab and Hank’s soft swearing buffered the first wave of orgasm as she struggled to ride it out. All of her choice—gone—which only made her hotter, an edge that flushed her skin and made her inner muscles clamp down hard on the stranger’s fingers. He thrust his cock up into her mouth in short, quick bursts that made her moan.
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