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About Bound, Gagged, and Made to Wait:

And that's how I got here. The keys to my freedom are across the room. I'm unable to move. I'm unable to speak. There's a vibrator driving me absolutely insane — and the guy I hold a torch for is going to be here any minute now, to find me like this.

Lila's had a fetish for bondage for as long as she can remember. She's even gotten great at self bondage, and has a system to make sure she can get out of whatever she puts herself into.

Unfortunately, her system never accounted for her mischievous roommate. Nor did it account for the fact that this mischievous roommate knows Lila's only an hour or so from hosting a study session with the object of her affections, Josh.

Lila's about to be sent up the creek without a paddle. She's about to be bound, gagged, and made to wait. And who knows how Josh is going to react …

This erotic short features plenty of bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, humiliation, kinky predicaments, and much more! Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

“Josh says he'll be over at nine, which means you've got ... hrm, about an hour. That's a bit longer than I thought,” she says. She walks back over toward me and, for a brief and wonderful second, I think she's getting ready to take pity. But then I see where her eyes are aiming.

“If you're going to be here that long,” she says, “you're probably going to want that vibrator kicked up a notch.”

My struggling and whining don't make a difference. She easily gets a hand on the vibrator and switches it to a higher setting.

Every muscle in my body tenses as this new level of sensation runs through me, powerful, impossible to stop. I writhe and struggle and whimper, but I'm not getting away from it and it is not relenting.

“Like I said, Lila,” Remy says as she prepares yet again to walk out of the room, this time serenaded only by my moans, “you'll thank me eventually. Have fun!”

She walks out the door and closes it behind her.

And that's how I got here. The keys to my freedom are across the room. I'm unable to move. I'm unable to speak. There's a vibrator driving me absolutely insane maintaining its position on my clit just beautifully. And the guy I hold a torch for is going to be here any minute now to find me like this.

Who knows what the hell's going to happen then?

I hear footsteps. They stop in front of the door. I can't even bring myself to look or mmph in his general direction. He knocks. Twice. Three times. I, of course, don't answer.

I hear a key being pulled down from the top of the doorframe.

I hear it enter the lock.

The door opens, and there he is.

And here I am.
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I suppose I don't have anyone to blame for this but myself.

Let me set the scene for you, here:

I'm currently alone in my dorm room, laying on the bed, completely naked. I'm sort of sitting up against the headboard, with my arms out to either side. They're out to either side because my wrists are securely cuffed to each side of the headboard.

My legs, meanwhile, are spread and tied in sort of an upside-down goalpost kind of formation, my knees tied as far outward as they can go and anchored to the bedframe on either side of me, my ankles securely tied by longer ropes all the way down at the foot of the bed.

As you might imagine, this leaves absolutely nothing to the imagination. I'm as spread and helpless as I've ever been.

Oh, and of course, there's the gag. It's actually a bunch of my own wadded-up panties, sealed off by duct tape and left to stew in my mouth.

The cherry on top, though, is the vibrator securely fastened to my leg, angled just right so the business end of it is seated directly on my clit. It's driving me absolutely insane, but there isn't much of anything I can do about for the foreseeable future.

“The foreseeable future,” in this case, is about a half hour. Because right now, it's 8:30 at night — and Josh is supposed to be over around nine.

I'm not going to be able to get out of this in time, and he's going to find me here, bound and helpless and spread like a Thanksgiving turkey, and he's going to see absolutely everything — and when he then has to help me out of this mess by grabbing the keys on the dresser across the room, my complete and utter humiliation will be complete.

And why do I know I'm not going to be able to get out of this in time? How did I end up naked, bound and helpless on the bed with a vibrator perfectly situated over my clit? How did this evening go so, so terribly wrong?

Well, like I told you: I don't have anyone to blame but myself.

Remy really didn't help, though. And I'm going to have to kick her ass for that later.

See, I could have gotten out of this. I'd have been embarrassed, for sure, and I wouldn't have lived it down in a million years, but I'd have gotten out of this and I wouldn't be here looking like a sexual buffet for Josh — oh, Josh, object of my affections, it has been so nice knowing you as more than just the boy who had to find me this way — and I wouldn't be horny beyond belief because I wouldn't have this stupid vibrator tapdancing on my most sensitive area.

A whole bunch of things would be different. If only Remy weren't so damn unpredictable.

It looks like I've got about a half hour to kill, so let me go ahead and back up a bit to explain how I found myself in this situation.
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I guess I should start with the obvious: I'm very, very into bondage. Not so much the whole BDSM thing, with the beatings and the whippings and the calling people “sir” — not that I have a problem with any of that, it's just not quite my bag — but just the idea of being bound and helpless. Being someone else's toy, being unable to stop them from doing whatever they want.

Something about that level of exposure, that level of complete vulnerability ... it sings to me. I've had a fascination with it ever since I was a little girl, when I'd tie up my Barbies and pretend Ken was treating them like damsels in distress. As I got older, hit puberty, and discovered the Internet, I realized those little fascinations of mine weren't just odd predilections: They were fetishes.

I didn't think it was funny or entertaining to see Barbie tied up, I thought it was hot. I just hadn't known it yet. Suddenly, with the whole of the web open to me, my fingers were moving faster than ever — first across the keyboard, then across ... well, myself.

It's no coincidence at all that the same summer I discovered my bondage fetish — or rather, the fact that it was a fetish — was the same summer I really discovered masturbation. I couldn't even begin to tell you how many nights I went to bed sweaty and exhausted after slipping a hand down my pajamas and enjoying myself for a while.

My parents must have known, but they also must have figured it was just a phase teenagers go through. I'd be over it soon enough.

And as far as they knew, I did get over it. In reality, though, I just got much, much better at hiding it.

So that's how I ended up crafting all sorts of elaborate bondage fantasies for myself, thinking of all the different ways in which I'd like a big, strong man to tie me down and have his way with me — or just leave me there, helpless, struggling, doomed. The possibilities were endless.

Naturally, reality could never quite match my imagination. I had to settle for more down-to-earth fun. At the age of sixteen, I purchased my first handcuffs. At the age of eighteen, I actually got someone to use them on me for the first time.

The two years in between were filled with all sorts of self bondage learning and adventures. I won't bother recounting them here, but trust me when I say there were more than a few times I screwed up royally and almost ended up getting caught in some very, very precarious positions.

I got really great at tying myself up, though, and even managed to start venturing into more complicated things like using keys frozen inside ice cubes.

In fact, that's a nifty little device that served me well all the way through the end of high school and the beginning of college. I'd already put it to use a few times here in the dorm room, with plenty of success.

Until today.

But if I'm being fair to myself, here — even if I don't necessarily deserve it for getting myself into this kind of situation in the first place — I should note the ol' key-in-the-ice-cube trick was working just fine until Remy busted into the room.

In case you're not familiar, the ice cube mechanism I'm talking about involves freezing a handcuff (or lock or whatever you're using) key inside an ice cube, then either hanging that ice cube above the bed or placing it somewhere nearby in such a way that you can't get to the key before the ice melts. Once the ice melts, you're free to unlock yourself and go on your merry way.

That's the system I had in place to let me out of this mess. Unfortunately, I hadn't banked on Remy.
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Remy's been my friend since well before we got to college. Probably as far back as freshman year of high school, actually. She's seen me at my best and worst, and there's nothing we wouldn't do for one another. When college came along and we made the decision to live together, it came as naturally as anything could.

Unfortunately, Remy's also one of the most vocal and active supporters of my love life.

She tells me it drives her nuts sometimes, watching me dance around a guy, wrestle with the notion of asking a guy out, act shy around a guy ... the whole gamut. I tell her it's because I'm naturally kind of shy. She tells me that's no way to go about things, and that I need to put myself out there.

We were actually talking about that very topic this morning, before she left for what was supposed to be the entire weekend. It was Saturday morning, and I was spending the weekend on campus because my family was on vacation off in the northwest, so when Remy told me she was going to be heading up to her sister's place until late Sunday night, I considered it a good opportunity for me to get some self bondage in — and hold that philosophy study session with Josh that we'd been talking about late in the week.

It's just ... I'd been hoping for those two things to be completely separate events. But here I am, naked as the day I was born, as exposed as I could possibly be, and Josh is going to wander through that door — again, something that'll only be possible because Remy made it so — with a notebook and his philosophy textbook in his hand and wonder what the hell I'd meant when I told him we should study for the midterms.

Wonderful.

Sorry, I keep getting distracted. I think it's the vibrator. I'm wriggling my hips and trying my damnedest to dislodge the thing, but it's no use.

Anyway, so the late afternoon rolls around — somewhere around five, I think it was — and I start setting things up.

The first thing I put into place is the ice mechanism. It's attached to a string and sitting on the top of our blinds in such a way that when the ice totally melts, the key's going to slip down and be carried in a gentle arc by the string until it ends up within grabbing distance of my hand, right by the bedpost.

It sounds complicated, but I've done this plenty of times in a bunch of different settings.

From there, I strip completely naked — taking a bit of time to admire myself in the mirror, noting that I look particularly nice today, what with my deep red curls and flat stomach. It leads gracefully down to my neatly trimmed bush, which itself leads artfully down to my pussy. I'm already wet at the thought of making myself helpless, which is how it usually works. I can barely even look at an ice cube tray anymore without getting just a little bit turned on.

The first things that actually get tied are my legs. I figure out exactly what position I want to be in and then secure my ankles in place where they need to be. Then come my knees, and that's when the exposure of the position really kicks into overdrive and I start getting extremely turned on. It's one thing to have your ankles bound by long ropes to the footboard, but it's another thing entirely to feel your knees pried apart by ropes, to look down and see your pussy completely on display, glistening and pink. It's a beautiful little sight, and the vulnerability of it drives me insane.

Speaking of driving me insane, that's where the vibrator comes in. I fasten it securely to my upper thigh, making sure it won't go anywhere, and put the very tip of it right along my clit — not too firmly, but just enough to keep me on edge without pushing me over. I'm extremely sensitive, so the idea of having that thing going full blast on my poor clit for an hour or more is almost unbearable. I keep it turned down to medium.

Then comes the gag. Maybe it grosses you out, maybe it turns you on — but I always use some wadded up panties. Sometimes I'll wear them for a few hours beforehand, just to warm them up and get my own taste on them. There's a humiliation aspect in it for me, and short of doing this in front of someone else, that's really the only way for me to ratchet the humiliation up a few notches.

Then there are the handcuffs. A pair on each top corner of the headboard, secured in place by belts. I've gotten so good at it that they don't budge, and I'm more than a little proud of my ability to make myself so helpless so quickly and efficiently.

I take a good, long look at absolutely everything before I click the handcuffs into place around either wrist. That's a real “no going back” kind of moment, and any screwup is enough to get you into serious trouble.

I'm careful about every little detail. Meticulous, even. It's easy when you enjoy it this much, but it's also a matter of knowing that one little omission in your mental checklist could be major, major trouble.

The little omission in my checklist was Remy.
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So, I'm bound securely to the bed and enjoying the feeling of the vibrator on my clit while I wait for the ice to melt. My eyes are shut, I'm focusing intensely on the feeling of the wadded up panties in my mouth and thinking about all the different ways in which someone could take advantage of me in this situation, all the ways in which I could be mercilessly fucked and fondled and forced to suck.

I imagine being stuck here, bound like this when a fire alarm goes off — and it's not an emergency, just something they have to check all the rooms for, and a firefighter comes in and finds me like this. Nude. Helpless. Horny beyond the telling of it.

Maybe he invites a few of the others to come check out what the silly girl in 214 did to herself.

Maybe they take advantage of the situation.

The vibrator hums and hums, playing its one very pleasing note on my helpless clit while I wriggle and writhe.

And then I hear a very familiar pattern of footsteps coming down the hallway.

I wasn't moving much in the first place, but I freeze. My eyes go wide. My heart starts pumping hard, and I quickly feel all the blood rush directly to my face.

Nobody's supposed to even be in the dorm this weekend. And those footsteps sound ... awfully familiar, don't they? Shit, please tell me Remy's not coming back early. Please, please, please tell me she's not—

I hear jangling keys outside of the door, and I start panicking. I struggle as best I can against the bondage, but I've done way too good a job. I'm not going anywhere. Neither is the ice. It has melted partway, but nowhere near enough for me to do anything with it now.

Those few seconds while Remy gets her keys into the door and actually walks into the room are among the longest in my life. If it's possible to live a few hours in the span of a few seconds, that's precisely what I accomplish — and those few hours are entirely spent thinking about how tremendously I've fucked up.

The door swings open, and there's Remy, staring wide-eyed at me.

I mmph into the gag, eyes wide as I can make them, gesturing frantically — or trying to, anyway — for Remy to shut the door. I'm almost positive she knows what I'm trying to convey, but the look on her face drifts from abject shock to coy, knowing amusement, and she leaves it open for a few seconds before finally tossing me a taunting look as she steps in and shuts it behind her.

“Ho-ly shit, Lila,” she says, and wanders very slowly over toward the bed, where I'm still thrashing like a maniac.

I wonder, for a second, if I can struggle hard enough to convince her this is something that was done to me, that I'm a victim, that I've been placed into this predicament and it's not at all my fault. Then I notice Remy's eyes drift down to the vibrator, securely fastened into place right where a vibrator should be, and I realize that my last potential excuse has just evaporated.

Remy admires my handiwork, staring down at my legs and my very, very wet and exposed pussy. It's nothing she hasn't seen in one form or another before — experimentation being what it is — but she's absolutely never seen it quite like this. Her eyes run all the way up my body, along that flat stomach I was admiring in the mirror only a little while ago, up to my perky breasts with the rock hard nipples jutting out, along each outstretched arm, and finally to my face, which is about as red as anything possibly could be. I'm trying to work the gag off of my mouth, but it's just not happening.

Remy's eyes wander again, this time trailing up the string leading up to the melting ice cube. Immediately, she knows precisely what's going on.

“Holy shit, Lila,” she says again. “Holy shit. You did this all to yourself?”

I nod, defeated, mmphing gently into the gag.

“That wasn't really a question,” she says. “I can sure as hell tell you did this to yourself. Wow. Wow, wow, wow.”

She runs a finger along my bound arm, and I try to shake it off. Of course, I can't.

“I knew you were into some fun shit, but I never knew you were into anything like this,” Remy says. “I never had any idea you were into anything this hardcore.”

I try to argue into the gag — it's not hardcore, it's just bondage, please let me out of it, I'm humiliated, I don't suppose we could totally forget this ever happened — but everything just sounds muffled and wordless.

“I don't suppose you were setting yourself up like this for Josh, huh?”

I shake my head violently from side to side, my eyes pleading. Remy almost looks a little disappointed.

“Bummer,” she says. “I don't know Josh too well, but I'm willing to bet he'd like this kind of surprise.”
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A word about Josh.

He's a great guy. Very smart, very funny, very cute. We've hung out an awful lot, and Remy's been pushing hard for one of us to make a move for a long, long while now. Unfortunately, it looks like we were both cursed with the same crippling affliction: shyness.

Whenever the topic of actually getting together comes up, we both blush and laugh and say the timing's just never been right and all sorts of other silly crap — but what it all comes down to is I want him, badly, and he appears to feel the same. We've just never had the guts to do anything about it.

I hadn't even planned on it tonight, even though we'd have the dorm room to ourselves.

But Remy's looking at me oddly as I struggle away on the bed, and I'm terrified I know exactly what she's thinking. That line about Josh liking this kind of surprise only seals it. My eyes find a way to go even wider, if such a thing is possible.

Remy wanders over to the blinds and reaches up on top of them, grabbing the ice cube. I groan at her through the gag and try to grab the string to get it out of her hands — to what end, I'm honestly not sure — but I'm in no position to win out and she gets away from me easily.

“I guess you'd really be needing these, huh?” she says, tossing the icecube around in her hands. I pull hard at the restraints and call her all sorts of unkind things from behind the gag.

“Well, that's cool and all, but—”

Just then, my cell phone rings. I look over at it, panicked, and see that it's exactly who I didn't want it to be: Josh.

Remy looks at me. I look at Remy. She saunters over.

“So, should I get that? You seem to be a little tied up right now,” she says with a laugh. If it were possible to kill her with a glare, she'd be dust. As it stands, however, she's picking up my phone and answering it, much to my frantic, muffled chagrin.

“Hello?” she says, a huge grin on her face, the icecube clenched firmly in her hand. Drips of water come out of the bottom of her fist, and she flicks them toward me. I try to dodge them, but of course it's pointless, and when they strike my bare skin I flinch and shiver.

“Oh, heeey Josh,” she says, her face very clearly expressing just how much she's loving her position of power. “Yeah, this is Remy. Lila can't get to the phone, she's ... indisposed. Can I take a message?”

I'm shaking my head and mmphing and everything else I can think of to try and get her to stop, but it's just not happening. The hell could I do about it, anyway?

“Nine? Right, got it,” she says. “I'm going to be out, so it'll just be you two. If the door's locked, she might've stepped out for a second. I'll leave a key on top of the doorframe, so just use that to let yourself in.”

I close my eyes, thinking hard about how all I would have wanted just a little bit ago was that sort of time alone with him. Now, of course, the very idea terrifies me.

There's no way she really leaves me here, right? No way.

I'd do just about anything just to hear whatever is being said on the other end of the phone.

“All right, then,” she says. She's smiling so hard. “Sounds good, Josh. I'll let her know. Have fun tonight!”

She hangs up, and I take that opportunity to start screaming at her through the gag. She acknowledges my anger and desperation, but she's not taking it all that seriously. I guess I can't blame her.

“Yeah, yeah,” she says. “I'm doing you a favor, Lila. No more dancing around this crap. You two have wanted each other for too long.”

I'm pleading. She can't tell because the gag is too good, but I'm offering to do all sorts of heinous things for her if she'll just reconsider and let me get out before Josh gets here.

She's not budging.

“Anyway, I came back to grab a few last-minute things before heading up to my sister's, so I'm going to go ahead and do that. I'll just leave these here. Josh can pick them up when he gets in.”

She puts the keys down by the door, and with them my last real chance of getting myself out of this. She then collects a few things from her dresser, drops them into her backpack, and turns to look at me again.

The look on my face would slap the smile right off of hers. If only such things could be.

“You'll thank me for this, eventually,” she says. “Trust me.”

She turns and walks toward the door. I try and tell through the gag one last time, trying desperately to turn things around. It doesn't work.

“Josh says he'll be over at nine, which means you've got ... hrm, about an hour. That's a bit longer than I thought,” she says. She walks back over toward me and, for a brief and wonderful second, I think she's getting ready to take pity. But then I see where her eyes are aiming.

“If you're going to be here that long,” she says, “you're probably going to want that vibrator kicked up a notch.”

My struggling and whining don't make a difference. She easily gets a hand on the vibrator and switches it to a higher setting.

Every muscle in my body tenses as this new level of sensation runs through me, powerful, impossible to stop. I writhe and struggle and whimper, but I'm not getting away from it and it is not relenting.

“Like I said, Lila,” Remy says as she prepares yet again to walk out of the room, this time serenaded only by my moans, “you'll thank me eventually. Have fun!”

She walks out the door and closes it behind her.

And that's how I got here. The keys to my freedom are across the room. I'm unable to move. I'm unable to speak. There's a vibrator driving me absolutely insane maintaining its position on my clit just beautifully. And the guy I hold a torch for is going to be here any minute now to find me like this.

Who knows what the hell's going to happen then?

I hear footsteps. They stop in front of the door. I can't even bring myself to look or mmph in his general direction. He knocks. Twice. Three times. I, of course, don't answer.

I hear a key being pulled down from the top of the doorframe.

I hear it enter the lock.

The door opens, and there he is.

And here I am.
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I'm mortified. I'm beyond mortified. I'm so beyond mortified I'm not even sure there's a word in the human lexicon for what I'm feeling at this very moment. My face is as red as it could possibly be. My skin — already hot to the touch from being so turned on — is running so much warmer I'm sweating. Loose strands of my hair cling gently to my neck and forehead, some of the many visible indicators of my distress level at this very moment.

“Holy shit, Lila!” Josh says, and immediately shields his eyes — then realizes he's going to need to see if he's going to try and get me out of this, so he brings his hand down.

Lovely boy that it is, he doesn't make it too obvious that he's checking me out. But he's definitely — beyond a shadow of a doubt — checking me out.

He rushes over and begins pawing at the handcuffs and belts, but they're pretty well secured. I mmph into the gag over and over, and he finally picks up on the idea that he should start there.

Despite being forced to maintain one position for a few hours, being handcuffed into said position, and struggling powerfully against everything holding me into that position, Josh slowly peeling the tape off of my face is easily the most painful thing I've had to deal with today. I groan and clench my eyes against it, and as soon as the tape is clear enough for me to spit out the panties, they come tumbling out from between my lips.

“What the f—” Josh starts to say, and can't even be bothered to finish. His eyes are wide in shock.

I look up at him, licking my lips to try and get the feeling back into them. I'm panting, I'm a little sweaty, I'm naked in front of a boy I've had a crush on for who knows how long, and thanks to my little buddy Mr. Vibrator down below, I'm hornier than I've ever been in my life.

And a part of me, in that moment, wonders if maybe the horniness isn't all due to the vibrator.

What if you're so turned on because this situation is basically the very thing you've been fantasizing about since you first hit puberty? What if you're so turned on because Josh came in here looking like he was going to be one of those men from your fantasies, the ones who don't bother untying you but instead have their way with you?

What if Remy was totally fucking right? What then?

I look up at Josh, trying to come up with words but failing completely. He's looking down at me, and I realize he's totally given up on trying to get me out of this.

What if we both just realized exactly what's going on here?

What then?

“You did this to yourself,” Josh says, a little calmly. I nod.

“All of this? You did all of this to yourself?”

I let out a sigh, and sit back for the first time in what feels like forever, my arms still outstretched, my legs still spread, the vibrator still doing its thing. “Every last bit,” I say.

Josh takes a look at the setup. The peeks he's taking at my body, while he's at it, are no longer covert.

“But you're handcuffed,” he finally says. “How were you going to—”

With one cuffed hand, I gesture over toward the door, where the keys sit in a small puddle. I don't say anything, but the look on my face apparently conveys everything I want it to.

“Remy,” Josh says, a smile on his face.

“Remy,” I reply, answering his smile with a coy smirk of my own.

Josh takes another long, slow glance at my body. And why not? I'm on display. It must be a fairly nice display, since he keeps checking it out.

“I had … no idea that you were into this sort of thing,” he says, running a finger along the rope that connects my ankle to the foot of the bed. “Have you always?”

I'm getting ready to answer his question when it dawns on me that the position he's in is about as unique a situation as any he'll ever be in again.

“You know, Josh,” I say, making sure my eyes meet his, and struggling to keep my composure despite the vibrator's best efforts, “this isn't what I planned on at all. I thought I'd be out of this ages ago. I thought I'd be showered and fresh and ready for you. I thought it was going to be a nice night of studying and hanging out.”

He glances over at the books he threw onto the floor when he walked in and saw me here, and the look on his face says that's what he was expecting as well.

“But if I'm going to be completely honest with you, that's not what I wanted at all.”

He looks at me, now, his brow furrowed in a mix of confusion and curiosity. I think he knows what I'm saying, though, and I don't hold back.

“What I wanted was for us to quit this bullshitting around and actually do something,” I say. “I've wanted you for so long I can barely stand it, and every single ounce of me truly thinks you feel that way about me.”

It feels weird, to be saying such commanding, powerful things from such a vulnerable position, but it feels right. And Josh is responding, in more ways than one: I notice a significant bulge in his jeans, and it's only getting larger as we go on.

“I do feel that way about you,” he says.

We're silent for a few seconds, our eyes locked. The only noise to be heard, funnily enough, is the buzz from the vibrator. I can still feel it, and it's still doing a number — but I'm too focused on this, too focused on Josh and this moment to give a shit. Besides, the potential rewards coming my way if I pilot this thing home are greater than any vibrator could provide.

“So,” I say, shifting my hips a bit, drawing new attention to my completely wet and exposed pussy, “what're two people in our positions supposed to do?”
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He doesn't even bother answering. He's on me immediately. He leans over the bed to kiss me and gives up on playing it safe in a matter of seconds, dropping his whole body down to lay crookedly with mine and kiss me hard on the lips.

We smash into each other, the raw animal passion of an entire age of longing being brought to the forefront and lit in one massive eruption of desire. His tongue dances in my mouth, the warm wetness of it feeling to me like the answer to a riddle I'd long given up on answering: welcome, appreciated.

His hands travel up and down my body, grabbing and groping whatever they can land upon. First it's my thighs, hot and pink and shuddering under his touch. He avoids hitting the vibrator, and so it continues to do its job quite admirably. His hands travel upward, closer and closer to my waiting cunt, but he's not going to give me what I want quite that easily.

They travel up the sides of my torso, sliding along the taut muscles of my abdomen and along my ribcage, the thumbs pointed inward and brushing along my nipples. It feels like a set of electric jolts that fire through me and I flinch hard in response, gasping for air as he pauses to make sure I'm alright. The pause is enough for me to regain my composure somewhat, but it's completely lost again as he starts teasing my nipples, rolling them between his fingers, pinching them, leaning in to bite them gently. Each sensation is magnified a hundred times over, a thousand times over -- sending me into the stratosphere, making me struggle hard in my bindings.

I want to pull him into me. I want to wrap my legs around him and squeeze him like a python, force that cock of his inside me and make him fuck me until we both collapse from exhaustion.

On the other hand, this whole "damsel in distress" thing is treating me pretty nicely. Every bit as nicely as I thought it might.

Josh pulls back from my lips and we stare deep into each other's eyes. I'm doing everything I can to communicate where I want this to go without actually saying anything. Funny how I wanted so badly for the gag to be removed, but now with it long gone all I want to do is see how far I can get communicating with my lover wordlessly.

The answer, apparently, is really, really fucking far.

Almost as if on cue, Josh gets up from the bed and begins to strip. First comes his shirt, peeled off his torso by both hands, one on either side, coming up from the bottom in one swift motion -- quick, determined, and sexy as it could possibly be. Remy will never believe me if I tell her this, but I swear it's the truth: I'd never noticed just how brutally well put together Josh is until this very moment.

It's not that he takes decent care of himself or seems to be in okay shape; it's more that he's as cut and chiseled as anybody I've ever seen. Each muscle is purely defined, and together they writhe underneath his skin as he moves. I can think of nothing I want more than to run my hands over it, all feel the heat and sinew under my touch.

Maybe sometime soon I'll get to do just that. For now, though, I've no choice but to follow his lead.

As I watch Josh's statuesque form undo his belt buckle and slide out of his pants, I'm studying every detail as closely as possible and gyrating my hips as best I can. The vibrator has somehow avoided pushing me over the edge just yet, but I'm so on the brink I feel like one good glance from him could make me come harder than I've ever come before.

What I wouldn't give for a free hand right now. For a free anything right now, really.

For the first time, I notice the enormity of the bulge in Josh's boxers. It's tremendous. Unless there's some kind of trick being played by the light, the cock I'm about to take is easily the largest I've ever seen.

I wonder how often he's pulled on it while thinking about me.

He brings his boxers down and it springs out, fully erect and throbbing, every bit as large as my imagination had let me believe. My astonishment at the sight of it is not at all for show, and he snickers at me as my jaw drops slightly.

"Well, thank you," he says, somehow maintaining a sheepish grin even in the face of such extreme mutual arousal.

He slides down onto the bed and our eyes are locked. I wonder briefly if he's going to bother untying me for what's about to come, but the determined and powerful way in which he's going about this is telling me I'm going to stay strapped in for as long as he wants. I couldn't be happier about that, and when he leans in, I hope the kisses and bites I'm placing along his neck are all the indication he needs.

For a brief moment, I wonder if maybe my position won't actually allow for him to enter me fully. I wonder about telling him to untie my legs. I wonder about telling him to remove the vibrator, because right now with everything that's going on I can't guarantee I'm going to last very long at all.

I wonder all of these things, but all of my ponderings are rendered moot as he effortlessly and strongly slides inside of me -- his entire length, without hesitation. I was just that wet, just that ready.

It fills me like nothing I've ever felt before, hits every single button and releases a flood of new feelings and sensations within me that I simply wasn't ready for.

Not being able to guarantee that I'd last very long at all turned out to be a massive overstatement.

Between all of the anticipation, all of the pent-up energy, all of the vibrator's machinations, and finally Josh's full length thrusting hard into me, I come.

I come harder than I've ever come before, and it's simultaneously the most freeing and overwhelming thing I've ever felt. Every muscle in my body clenches and releases at the same time, the muscles in my pelvis and lower abdomen tense and release over and over, and I feel an almost chemical warmth seep downward from my head all the way to my fingertips and toes as they stretch and curl and struggle with the energy flowing through them.

I see sparks. I see fireworks. I see the insides of my eyelids as I clench my eyes shut and scream with ecstasy, the sound of it hurting my own ears -- not to mention poor Josh's.

If it bothers him, though, he seems to take it like a champ. He slowed slightly to give me a little leeway and let me enjoy the first orgasm, but he's right back in the saddle and riding me hard within a few seconds afterward, thrusting his entire length in and out of me like some kind of incredible machine.

When my eyes aren't shut in orgasmic bliss, they're open and watching his muscles move under his skin. It's beautiful, like nothing I've ever really paid attention to before, and I'm transfixed. A thin sheen of sweat forms on his back, and it shines gently in the light of the dorm room, only highlighting the peaks and valleys of musculature in his back as he enters and exits me over and over.

His body is incredible. His scent is incredible. Even his grunts are incredible -- things I'd never expected to hear coming from his vocal cords, like hearing an old favorite instrument played in an entirely new way. It's sexy as hell, and I notice that instead of cringing with sensitivity as I usually do after an orgasm, I'm actually building toward a second one.

Josh sounds like he's well on his way, too. His thrusts are getting quicker, his grunts louder and more quickly paced. I think briefly about whether or not he knows I'm on birth control, and if he plans on finishing inside me. I want it, obviously, but I almost feel like ... something's not complete. I want to submit more fully. I want him to make me his tool. I want to feel him take me over.

Without even thinking, I hiss into his ear between gasps of pleasure and fatigue:

"Fuck my mouth."

He pulls back to look me in the eye, and the look on my face tells him I'm not at all fucking around.

He pulls his cock out of me and situates himself on the bed so I'm staring right down the length of him, and for a moment I wonder if maybe my mouth has written a check that it can't cash. He's huge. He glistens and throbs in the light, and I can smell myself on him as he brings himself to my lips.

I wrap them around his head first, slowly moving my mouth over him, sheathing him, allowing him to drive further and further into me. It fills my mouth with a tangy heat, pins my tongue down and feels like more of a gag than the wadded-up panties ever were.

Regardless, I sink further and further down onto it. I gag once, and he pauses, but I look up at him and command him with my eyes to keep going, keep pushing, keep making me his.

He does, and soon he's fully inside. The moans escaping him are phenomenal to listen to, and I realize I'm making noises as well. I can't help it. This is a realm of submission and pleasure I hadn't in a million years pictured being privy to, and the idea of sharing this with Josh is simply beyond compare.

Maybe that's a little too poetic for the experience itself, though, because when it comes down to it I'm getting properly fucked in the mouth, gag reflex firing at random, eyes tearing -- and I'm in another world.

He grabs the back of my head, forcing me down further, burying my nose into his bush, and it only drives me to suck harder, to roll my tongue underneath his shaft all the more, to deliver pleasure as he's commanding me to do.

His thrusts increase in speed and power, and I realize it's because he's getting ready to come. He mumbles it, I think, but it's hard to hear over the sound of the movement and the heavy breathing and everything else going on at the moment.

I don't care. Warn me. Don't warn me. Fire straight into the back of my throat or pull out and shoot across my face. Whatever you want to do. Make it as filthy or as clean as you'd like, just make sure I get to finish you off.

And do I ever.

He grips the back of my head, hard, and forces it down again. He holds it there this time, making it difficult for me to breathe, and I feel his cock throb hard as he shoots thick white ropes directly into the back of my throat.

I'm barely able to keep it together, but I just don't give a shit. I'm too ecstatic. And not just from feeling Josh's load slide down my throat, either -- the excitement of it in combination with the vibrator has me on the edge of coming yet again.

A second orgasm is rare for me, so I don't know quite what to expect. What I get -- and it's accompanied by my screams of pleasure and overstimulation -- is yet another freight train of muscular tension and relaxation, followed by a release of calming chemicals that have me sinking deep, deep into the bed.

Josh turns the vibrator off, mercifully, and collapses onto the bed beside me. We lay there together -- or rather, he lays and I sit half-upright -- panting and sweaty.

We bask in the afterglow for a while, and it feels like neither of us want to wreck the moment by saying anything. 

Unfortunately, I'm getting pretty uncomfortable.

"Josh, sweetie?" I say, quietly.

"Yeah?"

"Can you ..." and I move my hands around as best I can to signify it's time to let me out. He jumps up and grabs the keys, then sets about letting me out. I breathe a sigh of relief, and when I get my hands back, I have to bring them in slowly to avoid a searing pain in my shoulders.

That's free enough for now, though, and while Josh is going about untying my legs, I grab him and pull him up to me. We lay there, in each other's arms, quiet, content.

And then I remember Remy. And I remember that this wouldn't have ever happened if it weren't for her and her obstinance.

That clever bitch.

"Remind me to tell Remy she was right," I say softly.

Josh picks his head up and looks at me, perplexed, but I don't say anything else. He puts his head back down after a few seconds, and we drift away.
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