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About Discovered By the Delivery Guy:

Okay, so I've been lusting after our delivery guy, Justin, since the semester started. It doesn't mean I want to date him. I'm just not looking for that sort of thing … but that doesn't stop be from wanting him. Bad.

And when a slip of the tongue leads to Justin finding out over the phone while we're placing an order, I'm about as embarrassed as I could possibly be.

That is, until my roommate decides she's going to handcuff me to my chair and leave the keys with Justin when he comes by to drop our order off. Now I'm stuck, and entirely at his mercy …

… and I couldn't be happier.

This hot erotic short features bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, new adult antics, and a whole lot more!

–

An Excerpt:

I thought about him picking me up in those strong arms and dropping me onto the bed, ripping my shorts off and fucking me raw right there, door open, for all to see. Or maybe he'd carry me straight toward the wall and slam my back against it, making the drywall shake, taking the breath out of me for just a second before I regained all of it and expelled it in short bursts while he stuck his cock inside me and rode me up and down. Fuck, it could all be so perfect. I could bend in ways he'd never imagined.

“This is actually a whole hell of a lot of fun to watch,” Tricia said, and I shot her yet another glare in the hopes that it would get my point across. It didn't, of course: She kept talking.

“I'm just saying, maybe this is perfect,” she continued. “You've been lusting after this guy and playing this stupid game all semester long, so maybe it's time you actually did something about it. Maybe this is the perfect opportunity to act on it. Jump his bones! Go crazy on him, pull him into the room and just ride him into the ground.”

“Yeah, I'm ... I'm not going to do any of that,” I said.

“But you want to, right?”

My eyes darted around the room, desperately seeking a way out of the conversation. Hell, desperately seeking a way out of the situation in general. It simply wasn't happening, though.

“Of course I want to,” I said. “I've wanted to for a long time, now. I've wanted to do all sorts of unspeakable things to that boy's body since the night we moved in here and he dropped off our pizza.”

I gave up on pacing and sat down in my desk chair, which I'd pulled out toward the middle of the small room in an effort to find something to lean on during the very first moments of my little faux pas. I shut my eyes and put my hands on my head, leaning back and lamenting my own horny stupidity.

I heard Tricia shifting around, but I had no idea what she was up to. Honestly, I couldn't have cared less. There were other things going on, and I needed time to think.

Unfortunately, that level of distraction is precisely what allowed Tricia the time and space she needed to sneak over to her dresser drawer and grab a pair of handcuffs.
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“If you're truly interested in the guy, I don't see why you can't just ask him out,” Tricia said. “At the very least, you'll end up saving plenty on delivery costs. He's probably sick of lugging those salads all the way into the dorm for you.”

I shot a glare at Tricia. We were in our dorm room, bored on a Tuesday night. I'd suggested we order some food, which launched us into the conversation I was doing my damnedest to get us back out of — and failing miserably.

I guess I kinda had it coming. I'd been ordering just about every Tuesday night, as well as many Thursday and Sunday nights, and it didn't take long for Tricia to pick up on my odd little pattern, especially when we had plenty of stuff we could eat or at least work with in the dorm itself.

No, it did not at all take long for Tricia to pick apart that the impetus for my odd eating habits was the work schedule of Justin S., a stunningly handsome boy whose last name I didn't know quite yet because his nametag didn't relinquish such information.

He was tall — taller than any guy I'd ever been with, that was for damn sure — with a build that said he spent plenty of time at the gym but wasn't looking to be bursting out of his shirts. His complexion was tanned and jawline chiseled, hair cut short but still just a little bit messy. In short, if you had asked me to create my perfect man in a laboratory, Justin S. is precisely the individual I'd have produced.

So I'd find myself ordering stuff even when I didn't necessarily want it, aching to get another glimpse at Justin and his incredible build. That boyish smile, the way he snickered whenever I opened the door to our room and he saw I'd gone and ordered yet again ... he was onto me, no doubt about it, but he didn't seem to mind.

And why should he? I hated to brag, but I was a pretty solid catch myself. I swam regularly, and the dark hair I kept in a ponytail perfectly set off my dark eyes and olive skin. I was short but had the body of a gymnast — which I was, until I decided swimming was the kind of thing I'd be able to stick for longer.

The thing Tricia failed to understand — the thing I'd tried to explain to her while dancing around the inherent awkwardness of it — was that I had absolutely no romantic interest in Justin. I couldn't have cared less about asking him out because I didn't want to go out with him. I wasn't looking for that kind of thing in a man. I was busy enough with school and freelance writing, I didn't need a relationship clogging up my time as well. I just wanted a good, solid, fuck. I just wanted someone who wasn't afraid to toss me around and have a little fun with me, someone who'd pin me down and take me the way I wanted to be taken. That's all I wanted, and while I didn't know if that kind of thing was in Justin's personality, a girl could certainly dream.

“You can't ask people out when they're on the clock,” I said, pulling the deli menu out of one of my desk drawers. I didn't even need to see it — I already knew what I wanted — but I guess the illusion of not already knowing precisely everything that was on the menu helped me feel like I had some modicum of control over my own horny doings.

“Why the hell not?” she said. “It's not like he hasn't shown up here more often than most of our friends. Who cares if he's on the clock?”

“You don't ask someone out when they're working because they don't have a choice but to be there,” I shot back. “It's rude as hell. Nobody likes that. Nobody likes working a register and having someone ask them out, nobody likes waiting on a table and having someone ask them out, and nobody likes delivering food and having someone ask them out.”

“Well, you know where he works, so why don't you just meet him there after hours one night?”

“Yes,” I said. “Surely, that's the answer: stalking.”

Tricia rolled her eyes and I rolled mine right back, then we both smiled at one another. We got into these little fights an awful lot, but they were never anything other than friendly. Giving one another a hard time was what we'd built this whole friendship on from the very beginning, and living together had worked out wonderfully for a few years now.

“I'm not asking him out because that's not the sort of thing I'm looking for,” I said, dialing the phone after we shared a few seconds of silence.

“Not the sort of thing you're looking for?”

“Yeah,” I said as the phone started ringing on the other end. “I just want someone to—”

The heavy Italian voice on the other end rumbled through the line, and I stopped to let the man — his name was Marli — know my order. I got only part of the way into it before he cut me off and told me he knew what I was getting. Briefly, I wondered about how healthy it was to have a delivery place know exactly what kind of salad and breadstick combo you were ordering before you even got the words out of your mouth. I decided to ignore it for the time being.

“Hold on for just a second please,” Marli said, and I said okay into a suddenly empty line. I was on hold.

“Just want someone to what?” Tricia asked as I listened to the lo-fi music coming out of the phone's earpiece.

“I just want someone to ... you know,” I said, trying my best not to say it all out loud.

Tricia, perhaps knowing this was driving me crazy, just gave me an expression that said nothing more than “go on.”

I clucked my tongue and sighed, then rolled my eyes again. Perhaps it was just the thought of Justin, or perhaps it was horniness brought about by the mild daydreaming of what I'd been longing for — but I finally broke down and decided to just spill it.

“I just want someone to give me a good fucking,” I said. “I just want someone to take control and give me everything they've got, you know? I just want to get tied down and ridden until I can't take it anymore. That's what I want. A hard, dominant, Justin-style fuck.”

It was a second or two before I realized there was no more music coming from the other side of the phone anymore. My eyes went wide and my face got all sorts of hot.

“Well, uh, I'm ... I'm not sure we carry that, but I'll see what I can do,” came the voice from the other end.

But it wasn't Marli.

No. No fucking way. No, please don't let that be—

“Anyway, your total's going to be nine-fifty,” the voice on the other end of the phone said, and I'd heard that exact total enough times to know precisely who was talking.

Justin. Of course.

“Give it about twenty, twenty-five minutes,” he said, and I could practically hear the oh-lord-that's-embarrassing-for-her smile on his face as he hung up the phone. I was still speechless, still struggling to come to terms with how badly I'd just screwed up.

Tricia looked at me, the biggest grin on her face.

“He ended up hearing a good chunk of that, didn't he?” she said.

I nodded, mouth still agape, phone still at my ear.

“So,” she said. “What're you thinking about tipping him?”
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“Okay,” I said, putting the phone down and trying to collect my thoughts, “there's no way he knows for certain that I was talking about him, right? I mean, I could have been talking about anybody.”

“Anybody named Justin,” Tricia said.

I stopped mid-pace. “I didn't say Justin.”

“You definitely said Justin.”

“Oh Jesus fuck I absolutely said Justin.”

I resumed pacing. Tricia was doing everything she could to avoid cracking up, and I appreciated her for it, but it was also driving me a little batty.

I continued to pace the room, unsure of what to do or how to react.

What if I just act like nothing happened? Or maybe I just ... don't answer the door? Or make Tricia answer the door?

Then I remembered how often I saw Justin around campus, performing various deliveries here and there. It'd be almost impossible to avoid him — campus was too small for that sort of thing, especially around the dorms. No, I had to tackle this head on.

The back of my mind, meanwhile, was running rampant with all sorts of ideas that weren't exactly helpful.

Jump him the moment you open the door. If he didn't know you wanted him before, he sure as hell knows it now, so why not take advantage of it? Doesn't every delivery guy dream of the cute college chick who answers the door and wants a good fuck?

I shook my head to clear my mind of those thoughts and work rationally, but it wasn't working at all. I kept thinking about Justin's build. That face. Those pecs. That tight, muscular ass that his slacks hugged so beautifully. He was a perfect specimen, and now he was well aware how desperate I was to see said figure without a delivery uniform on.

I thought about him picking me up in those strong arms and dropping me onto the bed, ripping my shorts off and fucking me raw right there, door open, for all to see. Or maybe he'd carry me straight toward the wall and slam my back against it, making the drywall shake, taking the breath out of me for just a second before I regained all of it and expelled it in short bursts while he stuck his cock inside me and rode me up and down. Fuck, it could all be so perfect. I could bend in ways he'd never imagined.

“This is actually a whole hell of a lot of fun to watch,” Tricia said, and I shot her yet another glare in the hopes that it would get my point across. It didn't, of course: She kept talking.

“I'm just saying, maybe this is perfect,” she continued. “You've been lusting after this guy and playing this stupid game all semester long, so maybe it's time you actually did something about it. Maybe this is the perfect opportunity to act on it. Jump his bones! Go crazy on him, pull him into the room and just ride him into the ground.”

“Yeah, I'm ... I'm not going to do any of that,” I said.

“But you want to, right?”

My eyes darted around the room, desperately seeking a way out of the conversation. Hell, desperately seeking a way out of the situation in general. It simply wasn't happening, though.

“Of course I want to,” I said. “I've wanted to for a long time, now. I've wanted to do all sorts of unspeakable things to that boy's body since the night we moved in here and he dropped off our pizza.”

I gave up on pacing and sat down in my desk chair, which I'd pulled out toward the middle of the small room in an effort to find something to lean on during the very first moments of my little faux pas. I shut my eyes and put my hands on my head, leaning back and lamenting my own horny stupidity.

I heard Tricia shifting around, but I had no idea what she was up to. Honestly, I couldn't have cared less. There were other things going on, and I needed time to think.

Unfortunately, that level of distraction is precisely what allowed Tricia the time and space she needed to sneak over to her dresser drawer and grab a pair of handcuffs.
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By the time I realized she was coming for me, it was way too late to get up and shift out of the way. She clamped a hand down on one of my wrists and pulled it down, behind the chair, forcing me to lean back in the seat a bit.

“Tricia, what the fuck are you—”

“Hush,” she said, grabbing my other wrist while I thrashed and panicked in surprise. She was way, way stronger than me — those crew chicks were crazy that way — and didn't have a problem keeping my small frame in place. I didn't even realize she had the cuffs in her hand until I heard them jingling around as she struggled to keep my wrists together behind the chair back.

“This'll go much easier on both of us if you just calm down,” Tricia said. I kicked and tried to stand, but she was keeping too firm a grip on my wrists and keeping them pulled down too tightly. I couldn't get any leverage.

“Tricia, fucking stop!” I said, trying my best not to yell but finding myself ready to at a moment's notice. “What are you even—”

“I'm solving a problem,” she said. “You may not like how I'm solving said problem, but I'm solving a problem.”

I could feel the cuffs click into place around one wrist, then wrap around one of the slats in the back of the chair and click into place around the other wrist. Just like that, I was secured in place. Unless I planned on taking the chair with me, I wasn't going anywhere. Tricia stepped back, and I struggled.

“You cuffed me to a chair? How the fuck is this solving a problem?!”

“Hey now, I'm not quite done yet,” she said, and spun the chair around to face her. It also happened to be facing the door, something I missed at the time but would soon realize.

I looked up at her, confused and angry, and she simply looked down at me with a smile that said something akin to bitch all you want, you know I'm doing right by you with this.

“You know,” Tricia said, taking a long look at me, “between the low-cut tanktop and the short shorts, I'm thinking this may just be enough to get you laid.”

I furrowed my brow, unsure exactly of what was going on — but quickly enough, it all fell into place.

“Oh, holy shit, you wouldn't,” I said. “You wouldn't, you wouldn't, you fucking wouldn't.”

“Oh I most definitely would, Aubrey,” she said, and leaned forward, grabbing my shirt, pulling it up slightly. I kicked — not directly at her but enough to let her know I was willing to defend myself — and she backed up.

“Hrm,” she said. “I think we're going to have to take care of those gams if we're going to make sure you're a neat little package for our favorite delivery boy.”

She wandered over to her dresser while I struggled with the cuffs — they still weren't going anywhere — and she pulled from one of her drawers two sets of leggings. They were stretchy enough to do just about anything she wanted with them, and when she knelt down to secure one of my ankles to each front leg of the chair, they were able to do the just quickly. In what couldn't have been much more than twenty seconds, she had my legs secured to the chair — a nice matching set to go with my arms, rudely pinioned to the chair's back.

Fucking great.

Slightly out of breath from having to dodge my kicks and struggle with tying me, Tricia stepped back and admired her handiwork. She was good, no doubt about it: I'd gone from being a stressed out lady just trying to drown out the noise to a damsel in distress in only a minute or two.

“Gotta admit it, girl,” she said. “Bondage looks pretty good on you.”

As much as I didn't want to admit it, bondage felt pretty good on me, too. I hadn't had the opportunity to experiment with it too much in the past, but right then and there — even if I hadn't willingly gone into this situation — I found myself more than a little turned on. My skin was hot and breath heavy, even though the struggling I'd done wasn't anywhere near enough to get me winded.

No, my exasperation was of a different nature, the sort that results from being hopelessly turned on. My nipples poked hard against the fabric of my tanktop, which didn't do much to hide them from the outside world even when they weren't rock-hard. I'd opted not to wear a bra because I'd figured I would have the chance to put one on before the food got here. I suddenly doubted I'd get that chance at all. As much as I struggled and fought and cursed at Tricia for putting me into this predicament, the truth of the matter was I was just then realizing how much I enjoyed being rendered helpless. 

I loved the idea of needing to be let out of something, I loved the idea of being at someone else's mercy. It appealed to me, woke something deep within me that made my pussy wet and my thighs warm. It was relatively new territory for me, and as much as I hated Tricia for what she was doing I had to admit her forcing me to sail these waters was going to be interesting, to say the least.

Just then, there was a knock at the door.
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Suddenly, all of the good will I'd managed to drum up about this predicament was completely out the window. I looked quickly over at Tricia, who looked back at me with that same stupid smile on her face as she walked over to the door.

“No! Tricia!” I whispered harshly, struggling hard against the handcuffs and leggings. They weren't moving, though, and I couldn't do anything more than rasp vulgarities and pull on the restraints as she sauntered over to the door and opened it up.

It was Justin, of course. Here with our food, of course. And the look on his face — or what I could see of it before I turned my head and tried to hide my face — was something I'd have called in almost any other situation 'priceless.'

“Oh Jesus fucking Christ, Tricia—”

“Um ... hey, guys, I'm here with your ... food ...” Justin mumbled, standing in the doorway.

I realized it was kind of stupid to try and hide my face when he not only knew who I was but knew precisely what I looked like, so I looked back toward him and did my best to act as if this was all one huge, hilarious joke. I plastered a smile onto my face and hoped for the best.

“Sorry about this,” I said. “You're probably wondering what's going on. You see, I—”

“She,” Tricia interrupted, “has wanted to fuck you from day one. Like, it took you all of a minute to set up shop in her thighs.”

“Tricia!”

“And — having noticed you looking at her in much the same way she's been looking at you — for the sake of brevity and wanting to see my friend get laid have decided to take the steps necessary to get this shit going,” she continued.

She looked back at me, furiously stewing in the chair, then looked up at Justin, who was still standing in the doorway, stunned, with a salad in his hands.

“If for some reason you two don't want to take advantage of this opportunity,” Tricia said, pulling twenty bucks out of her pocket and placing it into Justin's shirt pocket, “there's twenty for the food and a pretty generous tip. I'll take that.”

She grabbed the salad, and started walking out the door. I called after her, unsure of what the hell she thought she was doing, but she basically ignored me. Before leaving my field of vision entirely, she turned back toward Justin — who was, still, standing there absolutely clueless.

“Oh,” she said, and fished the handcuff keys out of her other pocket. “You're going to need these.”

She held the keys out for Justin to take, and he hesitated before doing so, looking at her and then me with the widest eyes I'd ever seen.

“I'm just going to go enjoy my salad for a while,” Tricia said, walking down the hallway out toward the commons area. I heard her voice as it trailed down the hall. “You guys will have the room to yourselves for a while, if you want it.”

Justin stared down at me, and I stared back up at him. My face was too many shades of red to even count, but I was also — perplexingly — turned on beyond the telling of it. My heart was racing, my skin felt hot and my nipples could cut glass, but none of it had to do with being anxious or nervous or even angry.

I was angry, don't get me wrong, but ... it wasn't the most prevalent thing I was feeling at that moment.

Justin walked in and let the door close behind him, but didn't approach any further.

“I'm really sorry about her,” I said. “You know how pranks go. This one definitely got a little bit out of control.”

“Right,” he said, and walked around the back of the chair. He was apparently going to let me out without my even asking, which I was definitely grateful for ... but also a little disappointed, if I'm being honest.

You're going to pass up this opportunity entirely? This hot girl who's completely into you is bound helplessly to a chair in skimpy clothes and you're just going to leave that on the table? Jesus Christ, really?

As Justin moved closer, I could feel his heat. He was radiating, absolutely solar. I wondered if he always ran that hot, or if there was something spurring him on. As his hands ran over the cuffs to get them in position for unlocking, I noticed his hands — despite holding the cold salad only a few minutes before — were just as hot as the rest of him.

Just as he was beginning to get the keys toward the locks, he paused.

“So, wait,” he said. I perked up. “Was this ... was this whole thing a prank?”

He stood up and walked back around to the front of the chair, looking down at me. I looked up at him, mild confusion on my face as I struggled to find an excuse for what was happening.

“Because, I mean, there were some pretty interesting things said on the phone earlier—”

“Oh, that,” I said with a small laugh, “that was all part of it, yeah, definitely. Tricia put me up to it.”

“I see.”

“And then she did this!” I said, my faux exasperation probably not at all coming off as genuine. “She doesn't know when to stop, I think.”

Justin looked down and turned the keys over in his hands.

“Interesting,” he said. “Because when I heard what I heard on the other end of the line, I thought maybe it sounded like you were looking to fuck me pretty hard.”

I gulped. My eyes went wide. I wasn't doing a very good job of playing it cool.

“And I was thinking, that would just mean the feeling was pretty mutual,” he said, his expression changing, as if to punctuate what he'd just told me.

I was struggling to process it, unsure what to do with the information, desperately horny and hopelessly conflicted and physically helpless and—

“I guess what I'm saying,” Justin said, bending over and leaning on the arms of the chair, so his face was only inches from mine, “is ... I'm game if you are. And it'd be a shame to waste this little setup we've got.”
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I simply looked at him, lust filling every corner of my imagination as my heart filled my chest with machine gun fire. Gone were my fears, my anxiousness, any anger I had about what Tricia had just done — and in their place was an incredible desire, a complete and all-consuming need to have this beautiful man right here, right now. I wanted to let him take me, wanted to let him do anything he wanted, wanted him to put whatever he'd like wherever he pleased.

“You're the one in the driver's seat,” I whispered, my eyes conveying every bit of “fuck me hard” they could.

He reached behind my head and grabbed my ponytail, pulling it back hard. I yelped, then moaned in surprise that melted into pleasure as he kissed along my stretched, vulnerable neck. I could feel the pulse flowing through it quickly and powerfully, feel the heat of his breath on my skin. It was magnificent, and I worked with my hands to get any kind of freedom, wanting nothing more than to reach up and grab him, to pull him closer to me.

He slipped the keys into his pocket and then used the one free hand — the one that wasn't currently wrapped up in my ponytail and still pulling hard — to reach up and grab my breasts, which were doing a very poor job of hiding in my tanktop. The struggling I'd done had exposed quite a bit of cleavage, and my sweatiness mixed with the thinness of the fabric to create a situation where my nipples were poking through very, very easily — and practically visible. Feeling his huge, powerful hand run along my breasts was incredible, and I savored every moment of it as he ran his fingers over my nipples, setting off tiny fireworks of sensitivity that screamed down my spine and rushed straight for my wet, waiting cunt.

He slipped his hand down into my shirt and let skin contact skin, let the palms of his hands meet my nipples directly, and it only magnified things, only made me moan louder and breathe harder as he took advantage of my sensitivity and helplessness. I was a toy. I was his to play with and use however he wanted, for as long as he wanted, with no limits or reservations. I was clay for him to mold, a bendable figure I wanted him to take advantage of in every way possible.

He reached all the way down my shirt — between my breasts and toward the hem of it — and pulled upward on it from the inside, and when I realized what he was doing I arched my back so he could better bring my shirt up. It slid over my damp torso, quickly coming up over my breasts — which fell out of it with a bounce and exposed my red-brown nipples to the world — and up to my neck. The wide cut of the 'collar' allowed it to slip over my neck easily without having to be brought up my arms at all, and he was then able to slip it down the back of my head and all the way down my bound arms. It collapsed at my wrists, dangling behind the chair like a limp rag.

He grabbed my hair again and pulled back again, this time taking advantage of the vulnerability of my position by kissing along my collarbones and breasts, licking and flicking my nipples with his curious tongue, placing small pecks and nibbles all the way down my heaving torso. I couldn't contain myself. My panties were soaked, I couldn't do anything to pleasure myself, and he was running roughshod through my nervous system with his many different ways of driving me wild.

When he'd kissed all the way down to my bellybutton, he looked up at me, one finger playing with the waistband of my shorts.

“I think we're going to have to do something about these beautiful legs of yours,” he said, and knelt down to untie my ankles from the legs of the chair.

They were free quickly — very quickly, in fact, as if he'd done something like this before — and soon he'd stood up and begun undoing the knot in the drawstring of my shorts. It had some difficulty coming undone — again, I was rather sweaty — but he got through it quickly enough, even as I sat there writhing and struggling, desperate to get a hand free so I could jam it down either my pants or his.

When at last they were undone, he began to slide them off. I planted my feet on the ground and arched myself, getting my ass off of the seat so he could use the leverage to bring my pants all the way down. He brought my panties with them, which meant he got to see my neatly trimmed bush and wet, shining pussy up close and personal with no temptation or prolonged introduction.

“Holy shit,” he said. “You're every bit as fucking gorgeous as I thought you were.”

The look I shot him likely conveyed something along the lines of every second you spend saying words to me is another second in which you haven't advanced toward fucking me senseless, so maybe we should get this moving along. I say that partially because it's exactly what I was thinking, but also partially because he then proceeded to get on his knees in front of the chair — between my legs — and place one of my legs on each of his shoulder.

With one powerful, lustful glance up toward me, he brought his face down lower and lower until finally his tongue was on my clit.
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It rocketed me upward in the chair, and it actually hurt my wrists slightly when I tensed everything and felt the world drop out from under me. His tongue on my hyper-sensitive clit was like mana from heaven, the answer to each and every one of the problems I'd ever had, the single most soothing and energizing thing that had ever been done to my naked body. It was that good, that worth the wait. He drew all kinds of shapes and circles around my clit with his tongue, playing all sorts of wonderful songs with it and getting plenty of different notes out of my vocal cords as I moaned and screamed along with what he was doing.

I tightened my legs around his head, pulling him in tighter, desperate to feel him even more snugly against me. He responded by bringing one hand up and slipping his fingers into my dripping pussy, which rocketed me into another level of pleasure I hadn't really been ready for. I let loose a string of vulgarities I wasn't particularly proud of but couldn't have cared less about in the moment as I saw fireworks go off behind my eyelids and felt my fingernails dig into my palms. Everything in my body shook and convulsed with ecstasy, every fiber of my being another conduit through which these sensations were being run at a voltage I'd never been able to anticipate. 

It was, simply put, one of the most overwhelming experiences of my life — and he'd only been down there for a few minutes.

His fingers ran in and out of me so quickly I couldn't even keep track of them, didn't know how many there were or exactly how far they were going. I just knew that whatever their number and position, they were hitting every single button. I could feel them ride over the bumps and crevices of the inside of my pussy, feel them bathe and wiggle in my juices, feel them penetrate deeper and faster with every single noise I made. 

I tugged hard on the cuffs, but they remained steadfast. Justin's incredible tongue and fingers were going to bring me to orgasm more quickly than I'd ever been brought to it before, and I wanted more than anything else on the planet at that moment to bring my hand around and grip his hair, to pull him further into me as he licked and fingered, to make sure he could taste and smell every bit of me as he brought me into an unyielding, unfathomable climax.

The orgasm shot through me as if fired from a cannon, the fuse being my clit and the spark being Justin's tongue. It tore through my body, leaving absolutely nothing in its wake as it rolled through every muscle and joint and sinew and tendon and fiber and orgam, everything tightening and releasing as it worked its will. This was not some vibrator-induced, hide-beneath-the-covers coming. This was not the sort of thing you kept quiet for. This was a force of nature, a storm without precedent, a category six world-ender of an orgasm that had me screaming bloody murder and struggling desperately in the chair.

When at last it let me go, Justin had stopped fingering and licking but he certainly didn't seem done with me.

He uncurled my legs from around his head and shoulders, then stood up. I was barely able to breathe and was drenched in sweat — some of it in my eyes, which I did my best to get rid of but to no avail — but could see the massive bulge in his work pants was rapidly coming up into view. He stood with it only a foot or two from my face, and then reached down to undo his fly.

As he unzipped it and his cock sprung out, I could have sworn it was going to damn near hit me in the face. It was huge, fully erect and throbbing with every pulse of blood that ran through it. I couldn't believe my eyes — but more than disbelief, I was taken over by a sudden and urgent need to suck that cock, to pleasure it more than it had ever been pleasured before and make Justin collapse with exhaustion by using my mouth alone.

I began to lean forward, and he pulled back slightly. I looked up at him, frustrated, confused. He looked back down at me.

“I want you to work for it,” he said, and gestured for me to move forward.

I shifted forward a little and reached out with my mouth again, but once more he pulled back. He gestured again, and I inched forward again. Now the handcuffs were pulling hard on my wrists, trying valiantly to keep my arms pinned where they were. It was working: I certainly wasn't going to be able to move much further.

'Much further' wasn't 'no further at all,' though, and so when Justin pulled back a third time he didn't even have to gesture before I was scrambling in the chair to bring myself — painfully and not without considerable effort — forward enough to get my mouth firmly around his cock.

I guess I'd shown him just how much I wanted it, because he then relaxed and brought it forward again, letting me really get onto it with my mouth, letting my lips wrap around its heat and rigidity. I could feel every bump and ridge on my tongue, feel the head of it poking at the roof of my mouth and back of my throat, feel his pulse rocket through his massive erection twice a second. I could smell and taste the sweat and work of the way, feel every hair, appreciate every inch of him as I brought myself down as far as possible.

Without hands, I had to rely on my lips to do the best the could. They wrapped tightly around the shaft and worked with me as I moved my head back and forth, riding up and down on this incredible cock as Justin placed a hand on top of my head and rested it there gently.

I knew it wouldn't last that way, and I was certainly right. In only a few seconds, he'd decided he wanted to better exert his control. I felt some light pressure coming from his hand and then, without warning, he was forcing me hard onto the entirety of his cock. I couldn't get away, I couldn't move, I couldn't even shift slightly enough to get my nose free from the base of it. I couldn't breathe, and as he held me in place I struggled gently, wanting to give him a proper show all while enjoying each and every second of the helplessness he was so generously granting me.

“Struggle against it,” he said. “Struggle for me. Get away from it.”

I did what I was told and tried to pull myself away, pull myself off of his huge cock but it was no use — he had all the leverage, he had all the power. He just wanted me to know it. I was soon in desperate need of air, and it was only when I began struggling much harder than he relented. I pulled up, inhaling deeply, trying to catch my breath.

He pulled his cock away from me entirely, and I almost asked him what the hell he was doing before he bent down, grabbed my ankles, and — in one swift motion — lifted them up, squatted down, and inserted himself into my now very, very exposed cunt.

I nearly exploded with a mix of oversensitivity and pleasure, the sheer enormity of him difficult for my tight and hypersensitive pussy to take in. That didn't stop him, though, and he began thrusting harder and harder, my dripping folds running up and down every inch of him as we both moaned, gasped, and screamed our way through it. I could feel myself impacting the front of his pants with every single thrust, feel his each and every inch as he slid out of me and back into me, and it was all as incredible as I could have hoped.

Still inside me, he held there for a second and actually picked up the chair — with me still in and attached to it — and moved it over toward the bed. Once it was there, he pushed it alongside the bed, trapping my arms between the chair and the mattress. It wasn't necessarily comfortable, but I didn't necessarily give a shit.

He fucked even harder, now no longer burdened by the potential of the chair tipping over, and I was rocked by thrust after thrust of incredible power and precision. He was like a machine, like a huge, tremendous machine sent from some wonderful factory to do everything within its power to exhaust me sexually. I was his. I was nobody else's, I was nowhere else, I wanted for not a single thing beyond him and the cock he was plowing into me with over and over, here, in my dorm room, as I sat handcuffed to a chair.

His low grunts got louder and more pronounced, and soon I recognized what was happening: He was getting ready to come. I wasn't sure if he was planning on coming in me or on me, but I couldn't have cared less. I was happy just to be receiving him, happy just to be experiencing this, to have gotten the rough fuck I'd longed for.

When his grunts became screams and he pulled out, shooting a hot rope of white, sticky cum all over my tits and face, I very nearly came again right then and there. It was so hot, so filthy, so incredibly degrading and sexy that I simply couldn't help myself. Already I was thinking about how I'd touch myself to this experience for months and years to come, and the very thought of it got my motor running even more.

He spun around and collapsed backward onto the bed, ass-first, his cock still hard and pushing far out of his fly.

“That was fucking incredible,” he said, and I nodded, unable to gather the breath to agree.

Just then, there was a panicked knock at the door. Justin and I looked at each other, sweaty, covered in various juices, and then back at the door.

“Aubrey! It's me!” Tricia said from the other side of the door. “I left my key in there and I need to ... well, I need to get into the bathroom. Can you, y'know, help a sister out?”

I smiled, and when Justin looked over I could see that he was smiling, too.

“I should probably let her in,” I said, quietly so she couldn't hear. “I mean, she's kinda the reason this just happened.”

Justin looked off to the side for a second, then back at me.

“Sure,” he said. “But she can wait just a little longer, can't she?”

He trailed a finger up my leg, starting at my knee and moving toward my inner thigh. It tingled, it sent tiny pinpricks of pleasure all the way up my spine and made me shiver.

I looked at Justin and bit my lower lip.

“I think she can wait as long as we fucking want,” I said, and Justin set about bringing me to the brink once more.
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