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About Bound to Tease: Dominated:

And yet, as angry as I was, as frustrated as I was ... I was also incredibly turned on. The balls on that man, to not even know me for a full day before thinking he could predict I'd wear a vibrator he gave me to class. The sheer ego it must have taken for him to think pushing the button on the remote would result in anything other than silence. And to be right about all of it.

Megan's the editor in chief of the college paper as the new semester begins, and she set some ground rules for herself — one of which is no fooling around with her subordinates. But a monkey wrench by the name of Trevor is about to wreck that plan for her, as she finds him unbelievably hot and he's about to ask her if he can write a kinky column. 

As a parting gift for that first meeting, he gives her a remote control sex toy — but keeps the controller for himself. Megan, normally dominant, is about to find out just how fun giving up control can be!

This erotica short features bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, new adult action, and much, much more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

I'd definitely been thinking about the vibrator pretty much non-stop, but I hadn't at all been prepared for it to go off. When I did, I dropped my pen and yelped loudly. The vibrator worked its magic, sending a powerful thrumming current through me, supercharging my nervous system. I felt it in my bones. My legs shook. I saw little sparks.

And then it was over. The vibrator was off again.

The class stopped when I yelped, and everybody either turned to look at me or, in the case of those behind me, just stared down the stadium seating of the auditorium to get a better look at the girl who'd just lost it in the middle of class.

Among their ranks, only a few rows behind me, was Trevor, a smile so wide it could swallow me whole. I tried not to stare at him, since it would only look even more weird or suspicious.

Thankfully, I was able to keep my breathing under control. My blushing, not so much, but I could explain that away as embarrassment. I apologized loudly, saying I'd just bit my tongue while chewing gum, and class resumed.

That absolute fucker. That complete and total fucker. That one hundred percent no doubt about it unleaded no filter all natural King Fucker of Fuck Mountain. I'm going to kill him.

Now with nobody really paying attention to me anymore, I turned again and shot him a glare. He shot back that same smile. The fucker.

He responded to my glare by turning the vibrator on again. His hand was in his pocket, controlling the remote discretely. Only one of us was being forced to deal with the consequences.

It didn't hit me quite as hard this time, because it wasn't as completely out of the clear blue sky, but it was still way more than I thought I could handle while sitting in an hour-long lecture. It rolled in torrents through my body, making me wetter than I thought possible, dampening my panties, forcing me to try and keep my breathing under control while my heart pounded faster and faster.

Off again. On again. Off. On. He switched it back and forth, over and over as I tried my best to keep from squirming hard in my seat.


~1~

I told myself a whole bunch of things when I became editor in chief of our college paper. One of those things was a basic ground rule: Never, under any circumstances, was I going to hook up with any of my subordinates.

Hooking up with the people you work with is a bad enough idea, never mind hooking up with people you're supposed to be the boss of. There's no telling what kind of drama can come of it, so the moment I found out I was going to be the editor, I decided to make the office off limits for myself — no matter how enticing it may be.

I didn't expect to regret that decision on the very first staff meeting of the year.

Trevor — I'd learn his name later — slid into the meeting late, mumbling some excuse about being a freshman and not knowing the campus all that well. To be honest, I don't remember much of anything about what he said. I was too busy staring.

He wore a tight shirt and loose pants, a look I've always had a thing for but never understood quite why. You can't help what turns you on, I guess. His hair was dark and messy, and the five o'clock shadow cradling his perfect jawline only made me want him more.

He looked like he'd just rolled out of bed. I wondered what lucky girl he'd been next to.

The rest of the meeting went off largely without a hitch, though I had the other editors talk most of the time because I was too distracted. I went out of my way not to look at Trevor too much, but every time I snuck a peak I couldn't believe how unfathomably hot this guy was and how wet he was making me with just his presence.

It had been a while since I'd been with somebody, but it certainly hadn't been long enough for me to want to jump just any guy who walked through the door. No, Trevor, with his laid back attitude but piercing and attentive eyes, was clearly something special.

When the meeting adjourned, I practically fled into my office. I needed some privacy, some time to myself to process what I'd felt down below for that boy I'd only just met.

Which, of course, only became more difficult when he walked right into my office, shut the door behind him, and plopped himself down on the couch without a word.

My heart raced. I stared, then stammered and tried to figure out what was going on.

“I, uh ... can I help you?” I said. 

His eyes were locked with mine, and it made me melt a little. I don't know what it was about this boy that radiated sex, but I'd never experienced anything like it.

“I'm Trevor Morris,” he said, and held out his hand to shake mine. It was soft, but hot to the touch. I still felt the residual warmth even after pulling my hand back.

“Okay,” I said, my brain going a mile a minute. “I'm Megan. Can I help you, Trevor?”

“Okay, so,” he started, and leaned forward. His shirt clung to him beautifully. I wanted to run my hands up and down that torso. “I've been freelancing for a few different websites over the summer as a sex columnist, and I was looking to get my column into the paper. I figured you'd be the person to talk to.”

Everything after the words “sex columnist” was a blur, but I got the gist. I blinked. I'd been expecting any number of things — some freshman always has some crazy request in the beginning of the year, because they just don't know any better — but at no point had I even considered the possibility that this stunning young man would be asking me to sign off on his sex column.

“A sex column?” was all I could muster at first. It couldn't have sounded too intelligent.

“Right,” he said, not missing a beat. I wanted to pull his hair. I wanted to feel his lips on mine. “I write about all sorts of sex-related things, but mostly BDSM and various toys.”

“BDSM?”

His eyebrow arched. “You're not familiar?”

The last thing I wanted to appear as — for a bunch of different reasons — was uninformed, so I was quick to clarify.

“I'm familiar with BDSM,” I said. It wasn't a lie, though I hadn't really played around all that much with it, either. “I'm just ... surprised, I guess. You review sex toys, too?”

“Oh, I'm full of surprises,” he said with a smile. From any other guy, it'd sound corny. From him, it was cute. Maybe even a little hot. “And yeah, I review toys. Actually ...”

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a package in an envelope. It was small — obviously small enough to fit into his pocket — and contained what looked like a very tiny remote and a plastic ... egg, of sorts. The plastic egg was thinner than an actual egg, small enough to sit in his palm. It had a slight curve to it, and a looping cord kind of thing on one end.

I didn't want to jump to conclusions, but I was pretty sure I knew what this was.

“It's a remote vibrator,” he said, removing all doubt. “You insert it, then use the remote whenever and wherever. The range on it is twenty feet or so, which means you can give the remote to someone else and let them control it from across the room.”

I stared at it, my mouth slightly agape. I had no way of knowing, but I believed this to be the first time anyone had tried to pawn off sex toys in the editor in chief's office.

“I know editors aren't allowed to take bribes, so I don't want you to base your decision on whether or not I can have a column on this, but I'd like you to have it. As a gift.”

Now I was staring at him. How brazen, how completely out of the blue. How bizarre. How sexy.

“You're brand new to this school and to the newspaper,” I said, “and you're in here handing me a sex toy as a gift?”

“That seems to be the gist of it, yes.”

“You know I can't—”

“It's a gift, from me to you,” he said. “I caught you staring at me during the meeting, and judging by the way you're blushing I think it's safe to say you don't find me repulsive.”

I hadn't even been paying attention to that. I was, in fact, blushing pretty hard. It only got worse as I laughed and tried to play it off.

“Anyway, I figured we could play a little game with it.”

He had a way of saying things that grabbed my attention. I sat up in my seat. “A game?”

“Yeah,” he said, and took the egg from his palm, holding it up to place it in my hand. I accepted it. The remote was still in his possession.

“I'll give you a week to think about it,” he said. “I'm going to hold on to the remote, though. At next week's staff meeting, if you're going to give me my column, I want you to place that vibrator inside you. Then I'll have my answer.”

I blinked again. “But how will you know—”

He held up the remote and smiled.

Holy shit, I thought to myself. That might be the single hottest thing anybody's ever proposed to me.

I tried to process that proposal for a second. This had already been an absurd meeting, and it was going so, so fast ... but man, the thought of having a vibrator inside me, going off during the meeting, under someone else's control entirely ... it was just too exciting and weird and arousing to pass up.

“Deal,” I said, having no idea what I was in for.


~2~

That night, I sat on the bed in my dorm room with the vibrator next to me, just wondering about whether or not it'd be a good idea. A half day or so removed from Trevor, his panty-dampening looks and his insane proposal, it didn't seem like the slam dunk I thought it was when it first occurred. Yes, he was hot. Yes, what he was suggesting sounded hot. But I couldn't let it go down that way.

Could I? I knew I'd put that boundary up for myself before the semester even started, and a part of me hated the idea of giving it up so early, but these were special circumstances, weren't they? What editor ever expects to get tempted with this kind of offer on the first damn day?

Maybe it was horniness. Maybe it was curiosity. Maybe it was just poor decision making. But what I decided to do, to see exactly what leaving the vibrator in during next week's meeting might actually entail, was put it inside myself for my last class of the day — some major-dependent introductory garbage that only became mandatory this year, meaning people from every year were being forced into it.

I slipped my jeans off and pulled my panties down, revealing the finely trimmed landing strip of bush I kept above my pussy. Despite having plenty of opportunities in the intervening hours, I hadn't taken care of the pent-up sexual tension within me, so the prospect of slipping the vibrator inside myself already had me plenty wet all over again.

I took the plastic egg — I'd washed it off pretty heavily when I got home, just in case — and held it up against myself, letting my folds settle over it slightly. It felt amazing to have any kind of contact on my desperate, glistening pussy, but the fact that this was an item Trevor had handed to me only half a day earlier somehow made it even hotter. I pictured him, with his messy hair and his tight shirt, holding it out, expecting me to take it, knowing I would take it. 

I wonder if he had any idea what kind of control he had in that moment. I wonder if he realized he could have asked me to do just about anything and I would have considered it. I wonder if he's thinking about me right now, if he realizes I'm holding the toy he gave me up to my cunt.

I got it wet with my juices, feeling the warmth of myself on my fingers, and slipped the vibrator in. 

It slid in easily, the cord — which turned out to also be an antenna — dangling out for easy removal. I didn't realize how simple it would be to keep the thing in place. I'd never done anything like this before, so I'd had plans to wear really tight panties and yoga pants just in case. I was glad to see I wouldn't have to do that.

Well, here goes nothing.

The walk to class was, to the untrained eye, completely uneventful. Internally, however, it was a different story. I couldn't believe I was getting away with walking around in public, a vibrator inside me. It felt like every person I walked by was only a split second away from pointing and expressing their shock. But nobody did anything. Nobody noticed. The whole world was going about its evening, and there I was, a remote control vibrator in my pussy.

For a second or two, I regretted not having the remote in my possession — then figured it was actually more arousing that I couldn't control this thing even if I desperately wanted to.

The class was being held in a large auditorium, and I slipped in early to grab a seat somewhere around the front. I didn't like sitting in the very front row, but a childhood of bad eyesight had gotten me accustomed to sitting pretty close to the chalkboard. Now, even with contacts, I didn't feel comfortable sitting too far away.

The rest of the class streamed in one by one over the next five minutes, though I honestly couldn't have been bothered to even register any of their faces. I was too focused on how much I was going to pleasure myself tonight, vibator or no vibrator. I thought about all the different ways in which Trevor could take me.

I wanted him to push my face into my pillows and rail me from behind, thrusting hard, over and over while I screamed his name into the sheets. I wanted him to pull my hair, to ride me hard and fast and unprotected. I wanted all of it, and I wanted it as quickly as possible.

Pretty strong turnaround from the whole “no fooling around with any subordinates” thing, but hey, plans change. Right?

The professor came in a few minutes late, which I didn't mind because the minutes were passing like seconds while I drifted off into Trevor-related sexcapade fantasy. As he started the lecture, I idly flipped open my notebook and held a pen in my hand over the blank page.

At the very least, you have to look like you're interested. It's the first day.

The vibrator sat inside me, dormant but very, very noticeably present. And nobody had any clue.

Or so I thought.

Because I'd come to this class, vibrator inside me, without even thinking. An introductory course, mandatory for the major, open to all grade levels.

Of course a freshman could be here.

Of course my freshman could be here.

Of course he'd bring the remote with him. After all, it's a class open to all grade levels, right? Maybe Megan's there. Maybe, just maybe, she's been thinking about you and the toy you gave her. Maybe it's been the only thing on her mind. Or maybe she was insulted by it and stashed it in her desk, never to be thought of again.

Either way, if you're Trevor, you've got nothing to lose in that situation by using the remote.

So that's what he did.


~3~

I'd definitely been thinking about the vibrator pretty much non-stop, but I hadn't at all been prepared for it to go off. When I did, I dropped my pen and yelped loudly. The vibrator worked its magic, sending a powerful thrumming current through me, supercharging my nervous system. I felt it in my bones. My legs shook. I saw little sparks.

And then it was over. The vibrator was off again.

The class stopped when I yelped, and everybody either turned to look at me or, in the case of those behind me, just stared down the stadium seating of the auditorium to get a better look at the girl who'd just lost it in the middle of class.

Among their ranks, only a few rows behind me, was Trevor, a smile so wide it could swallow me whole. I tried not to stare at him, since it would only look even more weird or suspicious.

Thankfully, I was able to keep my breathing under control. My blushing, not so much, but I could explain that away as embarrassment. I apologized loudly, saying I'd just bit my tongue while chewing gum, and class resumed.

That absolute fucker. That complete and total fucker. That one hundred percent no doubt about it unleaded no filter all natural King Fucker of Fuck Mountain. I'm going to kill him.

Now with nobody really paying attention to me anymore, I turned again and shot him a glare. He shot back that same smile. The fucker.

He responded to my glare by turning the vibrator on again. His hand was in his pocket, controlling the remote discretely. Only one of us was being forced to deal with the consequences.

It didn't hit me quite as hard this time, because it wasn't as completely out of the clear blue sky, but it was still way more than I thought I could handle while sitting in an hour-long lecture. It rolled in torrents through my body, making me wetter than I thought possible, dampening my panties, forcing me to try and keep my breathing under control while my heart pounded faster and faster.

Off again. On again. Off. On. He switched it back and forth, over and over as I tried my best to keep from squirming hard in my seat.

It was everything I could do to avoid slipping a hand down my pants, much less keep still.

I was forced to keep looking forward the whole time, knowing that whether I was watching him or not, a few rows behind me Trevor was grinning like an idiot — proud of this ingenious little torture he'd devised.

And yet, as angry as I was, as frustrated as I was ... I was also incredibly turned on. The balls on that man, to not even know me for a full day before thinking he could predict I'd wear a vibrator he gave me to class. The sheer ego it must have taken for him to think pushing the button on the remote would result in anything other than silence. And to be right about all of it.

I wanted to fuck him, and then I wanted to punch him, and then I wanted to fuck him some more. 

And he knew it.

Class dragged on for an eternity. The vibrator was either on a random setting or he was very good at shaking things up, because not once did I detect any kind of pattern. It kept me from being prepared, from knowing what was coming. It made every buzz of the vibrator a new little adventure, and only amplified its impact.

The moment the professor dismissed the class, I wheeled around in my seat and glared hard at Trevor. Yup, same damn smile. He arched his eyebrow and turned the vibrator back on. I flinched. He smiled harder. I glared harder.

I gathered my things — including a notebook without a damn word in it — as quickly as I've ever gathered them and stormed over.

“Oh hey, Megan,” he said. “Had no idea you were in this class. I've just been sitting here playing with the remote.”

I was torn between grabbing him to mount him right then and there or taking a swing and trying to slap that smile away.

“You look a little flush,” he said. “Is everything okay?”

“You and me, walk and talk,” I said through gritted teeth. “Right. Now.”

He got up and we walked out of the auditorium, out of the building and into the open air. I started heading toward my dorm, indicating I wanted him to follow me so I could berate him properly.

“Keep your hands where I can see them,” I commanded, and he took them out of his pockets.

Sneaky little ...

“Do you have any idea how much trouble you could have gotten me into?” I said. It was late enough that there weren't too many people walking the campus at this hour, so I had no qualms about raising my voice a little. “I'm the editor in chief of the paper, I get caught fucking around like this and it's going to be a problem.”

He didn't say anything.

“And with a writer! Jesus Christ!”

There was a quiet second, and then: 

“Wait, so does this mean I have the column?”

I stopped walking. So did he.

I laughed, and he followed suit.

When we picked up walking again, I'd already calmed a little.

“What makes you so confident?” I said. “How can you just saunter into my office, sit down on the couch and ask for a column, then give me a sex toy and know — fucking know — that I'm going to use it? Where do you get that kind of gumption?”

“I can read people pretty well,” he said. “It's a talent of mine. Makes me a good writer.”

“We'll see about that,” I said.

“Wanna know what I read when I looked at you?”

My brain ground to a halt, then suddenly sped up and took off at lightspeed. Inside me, the vibrator was off but I was still feeling its effects.

“Sure,” I said.

“You're tall,” he said.

“Very astute.”

“Almost every tall girl I've ever known has been dominant, has liked some kind of control. You're the editor of the paper. You walk around in those knee-high boots, even though you don't need 'em. You shy away from looking at me, even though I turn you on, because you're uncomfortable with how little control you have over that sort of thing.”

Nothing he was saying was particularly wrong, and I hated him a little for it. But, as with everything else, I was conflicted. It also felt very arousing to have someone hit the nail on the head so cleanly. I felt vulnerable, but in a hugely arousing way. It's tough to describe because it's a place I've been very few times.

“I happened to have that toy with me because I was just coming from collecting my mail down in the student center before hopping over to the meeting,” he explained. “I get sent things that like pretty regularly for sampling and review. When I saw you, I thought, there's a powerful, dominant lady who could really use someone to take a bit of control away, just to let her unwind a little.”

I didn't say anything.

“Am I wrong about any of that?”

I waited a few seconds before telling him he wasn't. Those eyes of his were yet again locked on mine, and I wanted so badly to grab his head and pull our lips together. The authority this guy carried, the sheer power of him. I wanted to fuck right there on the lawn.

“You talk a very big game, Trevor Morris,” I said.

“You're the one taking me back to your dorm,” he shot back.

“Maybe I'm just interested in whether or not you can back it up.”

He held up his backpack. “The toy company sent me more than just that vibrator in your pussy,” he said. “Want to head upstairs and see for yourself?”


~4~

“More,” as it turns out, meant a whole litany of things I'd never tried before. I stood with my mouth agape as he poured the contents of his bag over my bed: some rope, a few leather cuffs, a pair of handcuffs, a blindfold. Enough to secure someone quite thoroughly.

“I have a confession to make,” I said, staring at the materials on my bed. “I've never actually let myself be restrained by a man.”

He nodded. “Dominant,” he said. “You ever tie someone else up?”

“Once or twice, but nothing ... nothing this serious,” I said, grabbing some of the rope and one of the leather cuffs. “This is serious shit.”

While my attention was diverted toward the stuff on the bed, he'd somehow managed to slip his hand into his pocket without my noticing. I only picked up on it the split second before he reactivated the vibrator.

I nearly doubled over in pleasure and surprise. I moaned loudly, feeling the frequency rumble through me and get me somehow even more turned on than I already was.

He smiled, then turned it back off. I stood, trying to catch my breath.

“You seem a little less angry this time,” he said, ever so coy.

“It's a little less public this time,” I responded, a smile on my face.

“True enough,” he said, and reached for the handcuffs. “But I think you've had plenty of teasing for the night. I think you need something a little more concrete. You earned it, what with how well you were able to play everything off in class.”

I walked up to him slowly, placing my hand on his chest and leaning in close, my face only inches from his. Beneath my hand, his chest felt hard, powerful, cut.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“If you've been this willing to give up control, I wonder if you'd be willing to take it a little further,” he said. “I wonder if you'd be willing to let me tie you up, maybe give you a taste of that submission you've been so reluctant to let yourself enjoy. Let yourself feel dominated, rather than dominant. Does that sound good to you?”

Before I could even answer, he turned the vibrator back on. I closed my eyes and breathed hard out of my mouth, barely able to maintain my composure.

“I uh— yeah— yeah, it does,” I managed to say. “It does sound good.”

“Great,” he said, and turned the vibrator off again. “First command: Take off your clothes.”

The switch from how he'd been only a second before was tremendous. Gone was the freshman boy, and in his place was a man — dominant, commanding, resolute. I felt myself flood, the warmth of my longing for him radiating throughout my body.

I did as he said, and began removing my clothing.

It felt bizarre, this freshman standing in my room commanding me to strip down to nothing while he watched. His eyes ran over every inch of my body, taking it all in. He paid particular attention to my breasts, and I couldn't blame him: if there were any part of my body I had utmost confidence in, it was them. I smiled at him as he admired them. 

“You like what you see?”

“You're beautiful, he said, and for the first time I noticed those baggy pants were betraying a massive erection. 

I was slow in taking off my panties, wanting to tease him as he had teased me. Dragging it out. Making him wait. He was patient, but I could tell it was getting to him. It pleased me, exercising that small amount of control. It was all I allowed myself, however, and so I stood, completely naked, in front of him. 

He gripped the handcuffs and held them up. “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

I did as I was told, slowly spinning and placing my wrists together behind my back. He clicked the cuffs on slowly, teasing me right back as they locked into place. 

“They're double locking,” he said as I tested them for resistance, of which there was none. “Do you know what that means?”

I shook my head. 

“It means they lock in both directions,” he explained. “Once they're locked in,  they won't get any tighter. That's important because it means you don't have to worry about them suddenly getting too tight on you if you put weight on them.”

“Why would I put weight on them?” I asked, genuinely curious. 

“You'll see in a second or two,” he said, and reached for the leather cuffs and rope.

I rolled through the possibilities in my head, images of various acts of submission flying by as I sank deeper and deeper into the beauty of it, endlessly enraptured by what was happening. I wanted him to take me in whatever form he wanted, whatever position, for however long he deemed necessary. 

“Lay back across the bed,” he said, and I suddenly understood the importance of be double locking handcuffs. The weight I put on them didn't hurt, but it would have been enough to tighten them around my wrists.

I laid back on the bed, squirming to make myself comfortable. I kept my legs together, reluctant to expose myself so easily. He wasn't having any of that. He knelt down and wordlessly secured a leather cuff around each ankle, then stood up and grabbed the rope. 

“What next?” I said, looking up at him, longing for him, desperate for his touch. I hoped my squirming would entice him, and he was very obviously sporting a huge, throbbing hard-on, but he wasn't giving in just yet. 

For the first time in a bit, he smiled down at me. “You'll see in a second,” he repeated. “Don't be impatient.”

“You're making it hard,” I moaned. 

“I could say the same of you,” he said, and cast a quick glance down at that erection I'd noticed. I smirked. 

Quickly, he knelt down and grabbed my ankles by the cuffs. He tied one end of the rope to one of the ankle cuffs, ran it around the post at the head of the bed, then under the bed, around the post at the foot of the bed, and to the other ankle cuff, pulling it tightly. The result: I was completely naked with my hands cuffed behind my back and my legs spread as wide as they could go. My wet pussy was as accessible as it could have been, the landing strip pointing the way.

Not that he needed to be shown. I barely had time to consider how exposed I was before he knelt down and buried his face in me.


~5~

The first thing he did was tug on the looped string or antenna at the bottom of the vibrator. With all the excitement of the bondage itself, I'd almost forgotten about the very thing that had convinced me to do this.

My eyes were closed when he began to tug on it, so it was only after I felt his breath on my folds that I realized he was pulling it out with his mouth, the string clenched between his teeth.

As it came out, I realized just how sensitive I'd become down there — the notion of him putting something back inside me suddenly seemed like the single most incredible thing in the world, and I needed for it to happen as soon as possible. I pulled on the rope keeping my legs apart, but it wasn't going anywhere.

I'd never been dominated, and so there were a whole bunch of things I wasn't prepared for when he began to eat me out. The first thing I realized was that being unable to do anything about the position I was in made me focus more on the sensations involved. Not being able to control my hands or move my legs meant I was forced to rely on him and only him for any kind of contact, and that need intensified the firing of every nerve.

I was alive and engaged in a way I'd never known before, this young man's tongue flicking and flitting around my cunt like a hummingbird, never stopping in one place for too long before moving on. I wanted him to stay in one spot, but I also desperately wanted him to keep moving to new ones. I wanted to feel everything, to know what it was like to have every inch of me canvassed by his thirsty, quick tongue.

He played with my clit over and over, the tip of his tongue rattling against it, lifting the hood of it and twirling in tight circles around it. I picked my head up to watch him, and he had his eyes on mine. I'd never had a boy look up at me while he went down on me. Turns out it's basically the hottest thing ever.

I felt myself grow wetter and wetter, the muscles in my pussy tightening and relaxing as he found new and different regions to probe with that masterful tongue of his. I was so, so close from a full day of feeling teased — and so when he started to use his fingers, I just didn't have a chance.

I came, and came hard. Harder than I'd come in ages. If not ever. The muscles in my pussy clenched and relaxed around his fingers, and I did my best to writhe my hips and grind clit against his tongue as the orgasm shot down my legs and arms and rattled my brain until I simply couldn't focus on anything but the feeling of having him in me, working on me, licking me, owning me.

It was magnificent. Flawless, even. I felt a sheen of sweat on my skin. I struggled to catch my breath.

He stood up, admiring his handiwork. The editor in chief of the college paper — his future boss — was sweating and panting, naked and spread out before him. All he had to do was take one picture, and I'd be ruined. The thought of him taking advantage of something like that terrified and enticed me.

“Are you going to fuck me?” I asked, writhing my hips again, hoping he'd take the opportunity.

“Eventually, yes,” he said with a smile, and went for his backpack.

I was confused. Was he leaving? What the hell?

“Where are you going?” I asked, slightly panicked.

“I'm not going anywhere,” he said, and pulled a small laptop out of the bag. “But I was thinking … I had a lot of fun teasing you today, and the idea of teasing you even more is intoxicating. And I do have some reviews to write, because these products have worked pretty well.”

I didn't say anything. The look of confusion on my face probably said it all.

“So, here's what I'm thinking,” he said, and laid down on the bed next to me, playing idly with one of my nipples. It was hard as a rock and sent tiny electric shocks through me as he pinched it between his thumb and forefinger. I gasped in response. “I'm thinking I put the blindfold on you and put the vibrator back while I sit here, a few feet away, writing my reviews.”

I groaned. He shushed me.

“It'll only take an hour or so, and in the meantime, I'm going to have the vibrator on random, so you'll have that entire hour to get worked up all over again,” he said. “Doesn't that sound like fun?”

“Not as fun as you fucking me hard, right here and now,” I said, moaning once more.

He leaned in close, and I realized he had the blindfold in his hand. He kissed me on the forehead.

“Megan, in an hour's time, I'm going to fuck you so hard you're going to forget all about the frustration of the day and beg me to make you come again and again,” he said. “You're going to be sore for days. You're going to touch yourself to the memory of it for months. But for now, you just have to be patient.”

I bit my lip and nodded. He slipped the blindfold over my eyes, and all was dark.

I flinched as he slipped the vibrator inside me — but not as hard as I flinched when he turned it on.

My night was only beginning.
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