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About Dorm Bound: Confessions of an R.A.:

“Picture yourself, bound and helpless in this position. You can't move. You don't want to move, but you can't anyway. You're stuck in place, blindfolded, unable to see it coming as I slide a hand up your leg, slowly tracing my fingers up your inner thigh. I stop just short of where you want me to be.”

There are plenty of things I love about being an R.A., but there are a few things I'm not wild about. For example, I hardly get any time to myself anymore — which makes it even more frustrating that I haven't been with a guy in a long, long while.

It's just as well, anyway. I've got some very specific fantasies — some very specific desires — that I'm not sure any guy I'm likely to run into around here will really understand.

Or at least, that's always what I thought. Now this new guy, Brody, has moved into the hall I oversee, and it's … it's almost like he knows me, knows my wants, knows my needs. Maybe even better than I know them myself.

But man, oh man, I wish I hadn't sent him that video last night ...

This short, steamy romance features bondage, BDSM, hot new adult action, female submission, male domination, and a whole lot more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

“Speaking of which,” I say, “you might want to consider headphones. Or at least a lower volume than whatever you're using. I could hear your little bondage movie extravaganza from out in the hall.”

I expect any number of reactions to that, from shock to denial to embarrassment to outright panic. What I get is something I hadn't anticipated at all: a calm, matter-of-fact gaze that said he had no interest in hiding anything.

“My bad,” he says. “I'll keep it down, next time.”

Between the looks, the attitude, the fetish, and the complete lack of concern for showing off all three of the above ... wow.

Under just about any other circumstances, I would leave it at that and just move on with my day. In fact, I'm even considering it for a second before that ticking time bomb of arousal deep within me convinces me to do otherwise. The words come out of my mouth even while the rest of my brain is fighting them every step of the way.

“Next time? So is that the kind of thing you watch often, then?”

“Why?” he says, now blocking even more of the door with his sizeable but very lithe and trim body. “Is that going to be an issue?”

“Not an issue at all. I just think it's interesting, is all. You don't seem embarrassed that I caught you watching it.”

The look on his face is somewhat serious, but his tone is lighthearted: “I don't think anybody should have to be ashamed of what they're into, Jennifer,” he says. “I'm into control. I exercise it in just about everything I do.”

I gulp, and I hope he doesn't notice. If he does notice, he does a very good job of hiding it.

“What about you?” he says, and I'm caught off guard.

I stammer a few times before finally getting out, “Me? Oh, I, uh ...” and trailing off.

“Sorry, that was probably a little too forward of me,” he says. I'm still finding the whole 'speech' thing a little difficult, so I make a gesture to let him know it's all right. “I'm just saying, you're an RA. That's a position of control. You must find it a little bit interesting?”

I don't say anything. I'm frozen in place. He continues.

“Or maybe you're looking for something else. Something a little different. Maybe you don't want control at all.”

He reaches his hand out slowly and runs it along where my jaw meets my neck. I shudder and breathe in heavily, my eyes shut.

Wait. What the hell am I doing?
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Everything is dark. 

I shake my head from side to side and rub it along the pillow to try and maybe move the blindfold a bit — get a better look at what may or may not be coming my way — but it's to no avail. This isn't some sleeping mask he picked up off the floor; it's folded-up tissue held in place by an unrelenting layer of duct tape. It's simply not going anywhere.

And neither am I, actually. He's looped belts at each corner of the bed, using the bedframe as an anchor point, then attached a set of handcuffs to each belt — and those are secured neatly around my wrists and ankles, keeping me spread out, forcing me to wait patiently for whatever's next.

I'm eager for him to get back, actually, for a couple of reasons. The first and foremost is pretty straightforward: He's got a long tongue and he knows precisely how to use it. The second has more to do with the gag in my mouth. It's a wadded up sock, held in place — much like the tissues covering my eyes — by a few strips of duct tape.

I wouldn't mind the sock so much, really, if he hadn't picked it straight up off the floor. I'm pretty sure I wore it during my morning jog yesterday. It doesn't reek or taste awful, but it certainly doesn't smell or taste all that great, either.

Oh, and, of course: I'm completely naked. As in, the blindfold and gag are the only things I'm wearing. He didn't even leave me with a pair of tiny panties to maintain some form of dignity in case someone should come barging into my dorm room because of a fire alarm or something.

You'd think this situation, in its totality, would be distressing — but the truth is I'm wet as can be. I've no doubt my shaven pussy is glistening in whatever moonlight is making it through the window, and every second I'm forced to wait here only adds to the arousal, the anticipation, the sheer undeniable sexual tension of it all. My nipples are hard as rocks, and are no doubt standing like proud, tiny pebbles on my pert little breasts.

I imagine most who get caught in this sort of situation might be hoping and praying for some kind of savior, some kind soul to come along and release them from their predicament.

Not me, though. I got myself into this willingly, and when my savior comes, he's going to be carrying a cup full of ice cubes and a couple of clothespins.

He's going to tease me. He's going to run his hands up and down my naked, helpless body and give me just enough of what I've been craving for so long to leave me dangling on the precipice of a full, body-rocking orgasm before taking it all away and frustrating me to the point of thrashing in my restraints — all to start the cycle anew.

And when he finally does take what he wants — by giving me everything I want — my sensitivity is going to be so heightened I'll practically be begging him to stop, but he'll know better because I won't have uttered the safeword. He'll keep going, keep pushing me further and further along the brink until I simply can't hold it in anymore and come so hard I almost pass out, the strength of it rolling through me like nearby thunder as I thrash and writhe against the restraints, completely at his mercy.

He knows me. That's all there is to it. He knows everything there is to know about me, inside and out — especially inside — and will utilize it as much as possible to make me quiver with anticipation just from a powerful stare across a crowded room. He's got that much control over me — and I couldn't be happier.

Just then, I hear something at the door. I turn my head to look toward it, even though I know I won't be able to see anything. It's instinct, and a profound desire for whatever's about to take place to get going already, because waiting much longer is going to drive me insane.

The door opens, and I hear a few quiet footsteps before the door closes softly. The footsteps continue, closer and closer toward the bed. The dorms they give the RAs here at Arbor Forest are basically small studio apartments, with the living room, dining area, and bedroom all in one lengthy space. The floor is tile all the way to the beginning of the “bedroom” area, where it becomes carpet.

That's what helps me judge exactly how close the footsteps are. The sharper, more pronounced sounds of shoes on tile quickly switch over to the duller, more bass-heavy sounds of shoes on carpet as he gets closer and closer. I squirm, unable to shield myself, unable to see what's coming, unable to cry for help, unable to do so much as turn over and avoid the worst of whatever he has to offer. I'm his and his alone, a toy for his enjoyment — no more, no less — and I will only be rewarded with the pleasure I'm craving if he thinks I've been good.

And then, the phone rings. My eyes shoot open, but they've been closed for so long that what little daylight has gotten through my curtains blinds me immediately. It's a second or two before my eyes adjust, and I use that time to fumble around my nightstand with one hand to try and get my phone to stop blaring.

It does, but not because of anything I've done. Missed call. I stare at the screen to see who it was from, and of course it's the RD. I sigh, and drop the phone back on the nightstand.

My vibrator, intrepid little sidekick that it is, continues to work hard on my clit, but the moment has passed and I've been ripped harshly out of my little fantasy. I pull it out from under my shorts, shut it off, and drop it into my nightstand's open drawer.

Frustrated, I collapse onto the pillow. I'm no longer aroused enough to get off, but I'm still just a little too horny to get anything done without being massively distracted. I shut my eyes and tell myself I'll call the RD back in a few minutes, then spend those few minutes thinking about how long it has been since I got any kind of action — much less the kind I've been fantasizing about lately.
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I get up to splash some water on my face and call the RD back. The reason he called, he tells me, is there's a new student moving into my dorm and I'm supposed to make sure the new guy gets acclimated.

“Nothing too complex,” the RD says. “He's a mid-semester transfer sophomore, so it's not like he's going to need to be told what college is or anything. Just make sure he knows the dorm's ground rules, that sort of thing. You know the deal.”

“Sure, not a problem,” I say, my phone disposition leagues more cheery than my actual disposition.

The RD thanks me and hangs up quickly, as he tends to do, and I'm left standing at the kitchen counter in my tiny dorm apartment wondering whether or not it's worth getting a shower and changing into more appropriate clothing just to wander over and tell some sophomore a bunch of stuff he probably already knows.

It's not that I don't like being an RA. I actually love being an RA. Especially now that I'm not overseeing the freshman dorms, where things tend to be a little chaotic.

I'm just frustrated in general, lately, and a lot of it has to do with the fact that I haven't been with anyone in ... a while. Like, at least since the beginning of last semester. That was a solid six-and-a-half months ago.

I've had opportunities here and there, I guess: guys who pick up on the fact that I've got a body crafted by yoga and long morning runs, who like my long brown hair and deep blue eyes, who are surprised a girl as pretty as they believe me to be would ever be as smart as I am ... but none of them have excited me, really given me that charge I need to take things to the next level.

I'm not against hooking up or anything, it's just that in order to truly get what I want out of someone, I have to trust them implicitly. And none of the guys I've had opportunities with have struck me as the type I trusted enough to give me what I want.

What I want, in case you haven't pieced it together, is someone who isn't intimidated by me — someone willing to take control, to dominate me the way I want to be dominated. I want someone to tie me down and make me theirs, to bind me and force me into helplessness before taking whatever liberties they want with my naked body.

I don't think that's a whole lot to ask, really, but the catch is I need to truly trust someone before I can embark on that kind of adventure with them — and I've yet to stumble across that magical combination of dominance and trustworthiness that would really allow me to sink into someone, give them all of the control and allow myself to be taken over.

In the meantime, I've got my fantasies and my trusty vibrator. Unfortunately, neither of them were able to get the job done in time today.

I look over at the nightstand, wondering if maybe it'd be worth it to start over, to get myself going all over again to hopefully push through into an orgasm and get it off my mind. It's hanging over me, clawing within me — that nagging bit of arousal that simply won't go away, knowing I was so close to getting off before being interrupted.

Then I remember I have a sociology class to get to in an hour or so, and a new resident to welcome aboard immediately after that, and I figure maybe a little extra time in the shower will help me get over it and settle myself a bit before tackling the day.

Perhaps predictably, in the shower I can't help but start drifting off into fantasy again. I sit myself down in the tub — it's not comfortable, but it's better than standing — and let the hot water wash over me. It's not quite burning hot, but it's definitely up there. I've always loved my showers to be as hot as possible without venturing into dangerousness, and in moments like this, where I just want to sit back and drift away, it makes things especially easy. It surrounds me like a blanket, comforts me, makes me feel calm and safe.

My legs are apart, feet flat on the bottom of the tub. Without even thinking, I reach a hand down to my pussy and begin rubbing, feeling the heat of the water rush over and along my folds, making me quiver gently. I bite my lower lip and try to think back to the fantasy I'd manifested earlier: handcuffed, spread out on the bed, completely helpless, with him — a mystery figure, because lord knows I don't have any actual guys to drop into the fantasy just yet — approaching me, toys at the ready. His footsteps grow dull and thudding on the carpet as he gets closer and closer, and I wriggle and writhe and struggle but there's absolutely no use in fighting what's coming—

My phone rings again. Or, rather, my alarm goes off. I'd set it for a half hour before class begins, because that's the cutoff for when I truly need to get moving.

The growl of frustration I let out from the floor of the tub reverberates off the walls as I yet again find myself having to cut my time short, and I realize I've only made my overt, unquenchable arousal that much worse. No handling it until after I get back from class and orientation for that new resident, now.

Under my breath, I curse the decision to ever become an RA. I stand up and finish the shower, my cell phone's alarm still ringing for several minutes before I'm able to climb out, towel myself dry, and turn it off.

It's going to be a long damn day, and it hasn't even started yet.
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Sociology crawls by at a pace that would make snails impatient, and I'm out of the classroom before the professor even finishes saying that he'll see us next week. Sounds rude, I know, but I sit right by the door and it no doubt went completely unnoticed.

The reason I'm in such a rush is I've decided when I get home I'm going to turn off my phone, draw the blinds, and go to town on myself harder than I have in weeks. There's only one thing in the way of my doing that, and it's this stupid mini-orientation I'm supposed to give the new resident.

The walk across our relatively small campus doesn't take more than fifteen minutes, but it feels like ages. My skin is warm, even in the somewhat chilly air, and I feel like I've been wet for hours. It has been about as distracting and frustrating as you might think, to the point where before I even walked into the dormitory I was compiling a mini-playlist of sexy videos in my head that I'd be sure to load up onto the laptop as I settled in.

But first, of course ... the new resident. I don't even have a name to go by, as the RD neglected to give me that information during our brief phone call this morning and I'd been in no mood to call him back. Not like it matters, anyway. I just have to tell this guy that I'm the RA, give him some ground rules, let him know not to set off the damn smoke alarms, and give him my contact information in case something goes bonkers. I'm pretty sure I can do that even without the first-name basis. Whatever gets me back to my room more quickly.

While walking down the hallway toward the new resident's room, I realize I'm being a little ridiculous and stop myself for a few seconds.

Yes, you're frustrated. Yes, you've got plans of your own. But you've also got a job to do, and traipsing around like a petulant child isn't going to really help anybody. Get in there, be cordial, get the guy set up and quit your bitching.

I tend to give myself a bunch of these little pep talks, because it's easy for me to distract myself a little too much.

I take a few deep breaths and continue down the hallway, composing myself one final time before knocking on the new resident's door.

There's a noise coming from inside that I don't recognize — or rather, I think I do, but there's no way it is what I think it is.

“Hello?” I say, donning my friendliest voice. “Hello, are you the new resident? I'm Jennifer, I'm your new RA. Could you come to the door please? I just have some orientation stuff to go over with you.”

Through the entirety of my little introductory speech — delivered professionally and with care to a closed door — I notice the noise is still going.

It's definitely what I think it is, but thankfully it sounds like it's just coming from a set of laptop speakers: It's the sound of a riding crop coming down hard on someone's bare skin. She hisses and gasps in response.

Much as I'm into being dominated, I've never tried anything quite that serious — but I've certainly seen plenty of videos with it, so I know it when I hear it.

“Just a second,” a deep voice calls from the other side of the door, and I hear the laptop's volume get turned down — but not quite all the way. Then I hear a few quick steps toward the door, and the locks come undone.

The door swings open and reveals a guy so gorgeous, my overly aroused state almost catches up to me right then and there. I'm taken aback, and stutter a little bit as I try to remember exactly why I came here — and, more importantly, try to remember I didn't come here to jump the new resident's bones.

He's tall, with dirty blond hair neatly maintained in a close cut. He's wearing what looks like a fairly expensive button-down shirt and some cargo shorts. Only a few buttons toward the bottom of the shirt are actually buttoned, and the rest of it hangs open to reveal the tight white t-shirt underneath.

He's a picture of masculinity, easily the sexiest guy I've seen in ages — and I just caught him watching bondage pornography. Moreover, I just caught him watching bondage pornography and he didn't even bother turning it off.

Alarms go off in my head, but I do my best to stay focused.

“Hey there, I'm Jennifer,” I say again. “I'm your RA.”

“Hi, Jennifer,” he says, his eyes meeting mine for the first time. They're smoldering, the color of dark smoke. “It's a pleasure to meet you.”

Ohhh, believe me, honey, the pleasure's all mine. Or it will be, anyway. Looks like I've got an identity for that faceless man in all my fantasies as of late.

“Likewise,” I say, a warm smile on my face. “I'm here to help you get acclimated, answer any questions you might have, that sort of thing. Do you need help with anything immediately?”

He turns around to look behind him, and I notice his room is not only already very well put together, but it looks as if it has been lived in for a few weeks already.

“Nah,” he says, “I think I'm good on that front. Just got moved in this morning, spent a bunch of time getting everything exactly where I want it.”

In the background, I can just barely make out the sounds of the riding crop going to down on whatever poor girl is on the receiving end. I don't know if he notices that I can hear it, but if he does, he doesn't appear to care.

“Yeah,” I say, taking a good look at the room behind him, “I was going to say, it looks like you've already been living here a while. You weren't kidding about getting everything set up exactly how you want it.”

“I'm very particular like that,” he says, and his eyes tell me there's a whole lot more to the statement than he's letting on. “I like everything to be in its place. Bit of a control freak that way, I guess.”

I feel myself get just a little bit more wet at the words “control freak,” and it feels like my face is a solid shade or two more red than it was when the door first opened. I do my best to hide all of it, though, and soldier on with the conversation.

“I, uh ... I don't think I ever got your name,” I manage to stammer. We share a smile.

“Brody,” he says.

“All right then, Brody,” I say, just barely keeping it together, and pull a sheet of paper out of my backpack. “This is the orientation sheet we give everybody. Some of the information on it is a little out of date because we didn't update it after the beginning of the semester, but everything important is still the same. There's the emergency number, the number for the RD, and my number, down at the bottom. You'll want to give that one a call if you have any questions or concerns.”

“That so?” he says, looking down at the paper. “First girl I meet at this school and she's already giving me her number? Neat, I'm going to like it here.”

Swear to all that is holy, that joke coming from any other guy — and I do mean any other guy — would have warranted a sideways glance, but he somehow made it charming, made it natural. It's still stupid, mind you, so I smile at it and give him a look that says “you idiot.”

“It's just my room number, Casanova,” I say. “Not my cell phone number.”

“Uh huh,” he says, his eyes now locked with mine. I'm taken a little aback again. “And what happens if I need something and you're not in your room? What then?”

“Well, you've got an emergency number there—”

“Sure, sure, but I've gotta say I'd feel an awful lot more comfortable if I had yours.”

“I bet you would.” I smirk at him.

“Sorry,” he says. “I'm coming on a little strong, aren't I?”

“A little bit, but that can be forgiven,” I reply. “Besides, I'm your RA. It's my job to deal with you newbies, and most of you say and do pretty dumb things when you first get in.”

I glance around him, over to the laptop on his desk. The video that was playing on it is over, apparently, and I can't quite make out the screen from here but it looks like it was coming from a streaming site. I wonder quietly to myself if it's one of the ones I use.

“Speaking of which,” I say, “you might want to consider headphones. Or at least a lower volume than whatever you're using. I could hear your little bondage movie extravaganza from out in the hall.”

I expect any number of reactions to that, from shock to denial to embarrassment to outright panic. What I get is something I hadn't anticipated at all: a calm, matter-of-fact gaze that said he had no interest in hiding anything.

“My bad,” he says. “I'll keep it down, next time.”

Between the looks, the attitude, the fetish, and the complete lack of concern for showing off all three of the above ... wow.

Under just about any other circumstances, I would leave it at that and just move on with my day. In fact, I'm even considering it for a second before that ticking time bomb of arousal deep within me convinces me to do otherwise. The words come out of my mouth even while the rest of my brain is fighting them every step of the way.

“Next time? So is that the kind of thing you watch often, then?”

“Why?” he says, now blocking even more of the door with his sizeable but very lithe and trim body. “Is that going to be an issue?”

“Not an issue at all. I just think it's interesting, is all. You don't seem embarrassed that I caught you watching it.”

The look on his face is somewhat serious, but his tone is lighthearted: “I don't think anybody should have to be ashamed of what they're into, Jennifer,” he says. “I'm into control. I exercise it in just about everything I do.”

I gulp, and I hope he doesn't notice. If he does notice, he does a very good job of hiding it.

“What about you?” he says, and I'm caught off guard.

I stammer a few times before finally getting out, “Me? Oh, I, uh ...” and trailing off.

“Sorry, that was probably a little too forward of me,” he says. I'm still finding the whole 'speech' thing a little difficult, so I make a gesture to let him know it's all right. “I'm just saying, you're an RA. That's a position of control. You must find it a little bit interesting?”

I don't say anything. I'm frozen in place. He continues.

“Or maybe you're looking for something else. Something a little different. Maybe you don't want control at all.”

He reaches his hand out slowly and runs it along where my jaw meets my neck. I shudder and breathe in heavily, my eyes shut.

Wait. What the hell am I doing?

My eyes fly open and I gently swat his hand away. We stand there in silence for a few seconds before he finally speaks up.

“I'm sorry,” he says. “That was inappropriate.”

“Yeah, yeah it was,” I confirm, trying my best to sound offended or upset or anything other than what I truly am, which is absurdly and unbearably turned on.

“Look,” I say, “I've got some work to do, so unless you have any questions—”

“No, sure, go ahead,” he says, pulling back. “I'm sorry again.”

“Right, okay, uh ... okay. Right. I'm going to go now.”

“Have a nice day, Jennifer.”

“You too, Brady.”

He corrects me — “It's Brody!” — as I walk quickly down the hall toward my door. He retreats into his room and shuts the door, and I hear it as I'm fumbling for the keys to mine.

When I finally get in, I close the door behind me and lean against it, my back pressing hard into the painted steel. I'm breathing heavily. My panties are soaked.

Holy shit, what just happened?
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My heart's pounding too fast and hard in my chest to really process anything, so I stand there at the door for a little bit trying to calm myself down. My panties are soaked, my face feels hot, and I'm shaking just a little bit.

Five minutes. It took him five minutes to reduce me to a gibbering mess. Way to exert your authority as his RA, Jennifer. Real solid work, there.

I wander over to the kitchen to grab myself a drink of water, and it just can't get into the glass quickly enough. I'm rattled, but not by fear or disgust or even anxiety — just sheer, unrelenting horniness, and my mortification at it being brought directly to the surface by a guy I'd only just met.

The water's not at all cold, but it feels chilly sliding down the back of my throat. The chill spreads throughout my stomach as it continues its journey inward, and I'm able to catch my breath and compose myself a bit before trying to think of my next move.

Wait. Next move? Why do you even need a next move? It was a weird first encounter with a guy you're not allowed to be involved with, and nothing more. You don't need to follow it up with anything, or do anything about it. You just need to calm down and go about your day.

Except calming down and going about my day, as planned, means I'm aiming to climb into bed and pleasure myself. And there's no way in hell my hand's going beneath my waistband without Brody and his chiseled jaw filling every single one of my fantasies, acting out all of the naughty, forbidden things I've been dreaming about since I first hit the dry spell I'm in now.

But would that really be such a bad thing? Would it be so bad to fantasize about someone who lives in your hall? Sure, you're supposed to be a voice of authority to all of them, but you can maintain that while still harboring a bit of a lust for one of 'em, right? You've got at least that much self control.

And that sounds all well and good to me, but then I think of that light, grazing touch Brody ran along my jawline, near my neck, and I shudder all over again, and I realize this isn't a matter of just having a little crush on someone. This is full-on desire, an attraction fueled not by my desperate horniness but rather by just how powerfully Brody radiates sex — and isn't afraid to own up to it.

He's dominant, he's commanding, he's forward, and he's stunning to look at. If I had to make a list of things I was looking for, that'd be most of it. You might be in trouble here, Jennifer.

And just as I was thinking of ways in which I might be able to get transferred to another hallway — so I either didn't have to worry about seeing him anymore or I'd be free to see him all I wanted — I get a knock at the door.

It makes me jump, and I almost drop my glass of water. I place it carefully on the counter and walk over to the door, then look out the peephole.

It's him. He's standing there, at my door, with his backpack on and a look of genuine concern plastered across his face.

“Who is it?” I say, knowing the answer but wanting to hear it anyway.

“It's Brody,” he says. “Doesn't your peephole work?”

He stares into it, and suddenly all I can see is one of those big, dark, smoky eyes. It fills the peephole frame, and I'm swooning just a bit at feeling so close to his face.

“It's a little busted,” I say, thinking on my feet. “Give me a second.”

I try to compose myself quickly — for what feels like the millionth time today — and open the door, forcing a smile instead of the bitten lip I want to show.

“Hey there, Brody,” I say, forcing the cheer into my voice and trying to kick the stammering away. “Can I help you?”

He seems taken aback by how casual I'm being, and for a second I think about reaching out and touching him the way he touched me, letting him know whatever lust he'd shared in that moment was, in fact, mutual. I hold off, and he speaks.

“Actually, I was just on my way to my first class, but I wanted to stop by and apologize for earlier,” he says. “I came on way too strong, and that's just inappropriate. Probably on a bunch of levels.”

“Yeah,” I say, not even thinking, “RAs aren't really allowed to get involved with the people living in their hall, it's a whole big thing they talk about in the rules—”

He looks at me inquisitively, and I realize maybe my best course of action — if I wanted to convince him I wasn't interested — would have been to tell him yes, yes of course it was inappropriate, because we'd only just met and I hadn't expressed any interest and he shouldn't be hitting on every girl that just happened to knock on his door ... anything, really, other than something that implied “well, it would be great except there are all these rules in the way.”

But it's too late to backtrack, and his inquisitive look is followed by what I have to admit is a pretty sensible question:

“So the major problem is that it's against the rules?”

I stammer for a bit, unsure of how to handle myself, but Brody mercifully cuts me off and lets me off the hook.

“Look, I have to get going — class, I like I said,” he says, and takes a step back. “I just wanted to make sure I apologized. I'll see you around the hall, yeah?”

“Yeah, definitely,” I manage to say, and he turns to walk away.

I watch him go for a few seconds, then duck back inside and shut the door.

You're not doing too well as an RA, Jen, but you're certainly doing a great job as a teenage girl with a crush on the poster hanging above her bed.

Internally, I kick myself. And to think, this day started so simple. I'd been frustrated, sure, but not with myself. That was a whole level of frustration I wasn't prepared to deal with today, but here it is, biting me on the ass.

I sit around the dorm room for a little while, half waiting for him to come around again, half thinking about maybe letting my vibrator have another go at making me forget some of the day's lunacy. Thoughts of him keep racing through my mind, and I keep doing the best I can to push them down, forget they exist. They're not going anywhere, though.

He's everything you want in a guy, including — as exhibited by his apology at your door — courteous. He's the whole package, and there's no way you'd let something as stupid and easily overcome as the RA rules get in the way of that, so what's the problem? What's keeping you from making a move? Or at least opening up a bit?

I wonder if maybe this dry spell — this seemingly interminable lack of action — is forcing me to be guarded. Maybe I just don't want to get hurt jumping into something too quickly. And, hell, “guy I just met today” is the very definition of “too quickly,” isn’t it? There's no way I consider him anything more than a good looking guy who just happens to live near me if I'm not on the tail end of months upon months' worth of nothing more than a vibrator to keep me company.

Right?

There has to be a way for you to dip your toes in the water here. There has to be something you can do to show interest without going overboard and being the gibbering idiot you've been twice now in front of him. You just have to think.

And think I do — and the answer strikes me almost immediately, as clear as day, beautiful in its simplicity: I’ve been overthinking it.

Later that night, I still haven't relaxed in quite the way I'd planned on relaxing when I first got back to the dorm. I'm too giddy. It's childish, I know, and some part of me is kicking some other part of me for acting in such a way, but it has been forever since I've been this excited by a guy, and the feeling's so fresh I can't help gushing a little.

I'm almost positive I heard him get back in earlier. His door's one of the few on that side of the hall, and I know my other residents' schedules pretty well.

I muster up one last bit of courage and open my door, then wander over to his. I knock on it lightly, still hesitant but pushing myself forward as best I can.

Well, you can't hear anybody getting the shit flogged out of them, so maybe this will somehow manage to be a little less awkward.

“Who is it?” Brody asks from the other side of the door.

“It's Jen, your RA,” I say. “What's the matter, doesn't your peephole work?”

The door swings open. Brody's smiling face greets me. “Funny. Callback humor. I like it.”

“I'll be sure to keep that in mind,” I say.

We stand there in silence for another second or two, and I remind myself that I came over here, not the other way around.

“Um, look,” I say. “I think we got off on the wrong foot.”

“Yeah, I—”

“Let me talk, this is the most coherent I've been all day,” I say quickly. “Yeah, you came on strong. You did. And, generally speaking, that's not okay. You shouldn't do that. But in this instance, it was perfectly okay. And I don't want you to think otherwise.”

He's standing there in stunned silence, and I do my best to fill it with more words before I lose my nerve.

“So, I'm going to give you my cell number,” I say, holding up a small piece of paper with my number scrawled across it. “Feel free to call in case of an emergency. Or, you know, whenever. Or just text. Whenever.”

I'm a bundle of nervous energy, and he can clearly tell, but he also seems pleased with this development. I am, too. But there’s a moment here that we really need to nail, because as it stands his RA — a lady who’s supposed to be in somewhat of a position of authority within the halls of the dormitory — has shown up at his door twice and looked very, very different each time.

This is dangerously close to how a lady gets branded as crazy, you know.

Thankfully, I don’t have to wait long before it’s apparent my risk has paid off.

“I, uh … okay,” he says, somewhat excitedly. “Thanks, Jennifer.”

“Jen,” I say. “And you’re welcome.”

“So then, how long should I wait before I text you?” he says, wearing something between a smile and a smirk on his face.

There’s a knowing look about him, a confidence rooted in something other than outright ego. He knows I put the ball in his court for a reason, and he likes the control it gives him. Now I just need for him to realize how much I like the control I just gave him.

“I’d say that’s entirely up to you,” I tell him, and begin the walk back to my room. I don’t want to cut things off so soon, but I’ve performed admirably in the face of complete, overpowering arousal, and the last thing I want to do is ruin it by reducing myself to a panting, horny puddle on his doorstep.

Or whatever counts as a doorstep in the dorms.

“Huh,” he says to my back as I’m walking away. “Thanks again!”

“You’re welcome again,” I say, without turning around.

The walk back to my door is hindered by knees that are suddenly a little weaker than they were only a few minutes ago. I couldn’t care less. I’m excited about a guy. It’s such a foreign feeling to me, and I can hardly contain myself.

I’ve barely got my door closed when my phone vibrates in my pocket.
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I don't recognize the number, but the message makes it pretty clear enough:

“Sooo did I wait long enough?”

I snicker, and consider sticking my head out into the hallway to see if he's waiting for me. I think better of it and check the peephole first, but he's nowhere to be seen. I wander over to the kitchen and grab a drink of water, since my sudden burst of confidence earlier has given me a bit of a dry throat.

The water is cool and calming, but my heart is still pounding as I wonder what to write back. The clock's ticking, though, and I don't want to seem like I'm too hesitant to reply, so I fire something back quickly before my mind can create paralysis through analysis:

“A few seconds longer and I'd have been in bed,” I write back.

That's not necessarily a lie. It's late, and I'm tired. It had been a long, exhausting day — much longer and more exhausting than I'd planned — and slipping beneath the covers and drifting away on a high note seems like just the way to go.

Besides, I have a vibrator calling my name, and a face and personality to assign to my fantasy's mystery man.

I know that sounds a little sad written out, but you're going to have to work with me, here. I've spent the whole day with damp panties and a mind seemingly predestined for distraction. If I'm going to get any kind of real sleep tonight, it has to come on the tail end of afterglow. I'm just too horny otherwise.

The phone goes off again. I decide to stop putting it in my pocket, noting that Brody's good about getting back to me quickly.

“Oh, well don't let me interrupt you,” he writes.

I retreat to the bathroom to brush my teeth, leaving the phone on the counter. It goes off again while I'm in the bathroom, which I know because I check it the moment I get out.

“Unless you'd prefer that,” he'd written.

I wonder if he's tried this on, like, every girl he's ever met and only just now found one that appreciated his attitude and fondness for bondage porn. I wonder what that says about me.

I decide I couldn't care less what that says about me. My smile's too big, my blood pumping too hard through my veins.

“Oh, I think I could use the distraction,” I write back. “I've had a little trouble getting to sleep lately.”

Have you ever gotten into one of those conversations you know is drifting in a certain direction, and you're super eager for it to get there but you're also completely enthralled by the anticipation and tease of the buildup?

There's this phrase photographers use, the “golden hour,” to describe the hour or so before sunrise and after sunset, where the sun's over the horizon but you're still getting light from it, so everything's lit in this beautiful, diffuse, golden light. It's the most lovely time to take photos outside.

It's also analogous to that moment in the conversation — that beautiful, transcendent moment where both people involved know exactly what's going on but are reluctant to place it out in the open for fear the direct light may harm its beauty.

Maybe that's a little too poetic, maybe it's just poetic enough. I don't know. All I can tell you is my heart's racing and my thighs are very, very warm as I climb into bed and slip a hand under the covers, waiting patiently for whatever's coming next.

I don't have to wait long.

“I wonder if we can't do something about that,” he writes.

I'm already rubbing a few fingers gently over my clit. I use my free hand to reply.

“And what do you suggest?”

A few seconds pass. The phone goes off again.

“Why don't we play a bit of a game?”

The hand under the covers is moving faster now, and my toes are curling.

“What kind of game?”

I hold the phone to my chest, just over my nipple, as I wait for the reply. I want to feel it, want to feel the frequency within me as the vibration is set off.

When the phone goes off, I flinch in surprise. I hadn't realized my nipples were so sensitive, and the minor vibration in the phone feels like some great, tremulous force firing tiny electric jolts through my body.

“I'm going to give you commands,” he writes. “You're going to follow them. You're going to keep the phone within sight, where you can read what I'm writing. You'll reply only when I ask you to. Do you understand?”

Holy shit, he's not screwing around.

I have to think about it briefly. Even though he's not in my room and not touching me directly, there's something powerful and next-level about this — something that says we're taking a step I hadn't anticipated us taking, even if we're separated by walls and rooms and a long hallway.

On the other hand, your door is locked and you're tucked into bed, so you're about as safe as you could possibly be. This gorgeous guy wants to dominate you from afar. What's the worst that happens? He gets weird and you shut the phone off? Or block the number? Or get him kicked out of the dorm? None of those things would be all that hard. This is the universe trying to ease you back into things, Jen. Maybe take advantage of it.

It has been a few minutes since Brody's last text, when he asked me if I understood his instructions. I hurriedly write back:

“I understand.”

The phone goes off almost immediately. I get the impression the texts are going to come much more quickly now.

“Excellent. No more talking, not until I tell you to.”

Well, I guess this is it, then. Time to see what he's got in mind.

“The first thing I want you to do,” he writes, “is strip down. Completely naked. I'll give you one minute.”

Obediently — never stopping to think how silly some might find it that I'm taking commands from a four-inch phone screen — I hope out of bed, quickly removing my shorts and tanktop. I'd taken my bra off in the bathroom, so my bare breasts are now exposed to the somewhat chilly air of the apartment. My nipples, hard and erect, stand proudly on my small, pert breasts.

Slowly, savoring every second of my time, I slip the last bit of clothing — my panties — off of my body. I feel the dampness in the crotch of them as they move down my thighs, past my knees and calves, and finally onto the ground.

I step out of them, and I am standing in my room, fully naked and exposed to nobody at all.

But it doesn't feel that way. It feels like he's in the room with me.

The phone goes off again, almost exactly a minute after his last message.

“Get back into bed. On top of the covers.”

I obey. The covers feel just a little chilly on my back, but warm up quickly. I notice my chest is moving up and down, as I'm barely able to control my breathing. My heartrate must be through the roof. My head is spinning. Time has lost any and all meaning; each text is only separated by a few seconds or a minute at most, but they feel like they take so, so much longer.

The phone goes off again.

“Spread out as far as you can, one limb to each corner of the bed. Make sure you can still read the phone.”

I inhale sharply, bite my lip, and stare at the ceiling as I reach my feet out to either corner of the foot of the bed, pushing them out as far as they'll go. My knees are locked, my legs taut. I then do the same with my arms, pushing them outward until I feel it in my shoulders, my elbows tightly locked, the fingers on my non-phone hand stretching as far as they'll go.

I picture ropes keeping me in place, forcing me out to this uncomfortably spread position, making me struggle just to keep my composure. I'm breathing heavily. My skin is on fire. I can feel the chill of the air on my wet pussy and it makes me shiver gently as I force myself into this X shape, taking up as much of the bed as I've ever tried.

My eyes are shut. He makes me wait a minute or two before texting me again. My eyes open eagerly, and I look over to my phone,

“Don't you dare move.”

A fresh wave of longing and arousal powers through me, and suddenly the simple command to not move is the most difficult thing I've been told to do in years. I can barely contain myself, barely keep my arms extended. I want to bring them in, tuck one into the apex of my legs and feel myself, give myself some sort of release after such an arduously challenging day.

But I do as I'm told. I don't move. Not an inch. Not a single finger or toe shifts in place. I feel an itch on the the side of my neck, near where Brody touched me earlier, and it drives me insane as I try to focus on anything else — but I don't dare move. Not at all.

Another text.

“Picture yourself, bound and helpless in this position. You can't move. You don't want to move, but you can't anyway.”

I bite my lip yet again. I feel my body overheating despite the chill in the room, and small beads of sweat begin to form on my forehead. I'm putty in his hands.

Another text.

“You're stuck in place, blindfolded, unable to see it coming as I slide a hand up your leg, slowly tracing my fingers up your inner thigh. I stop just short of where you want me to be.”

I shut my eyes to picture it, and it might as well be happening live. I feel everything. The gentle weight of his fingertips, the teasing of them, the slow path they trace up to my glistening, desperate pussy.

He stops just short. My chest is heaving. My shoulders are tired. I want him so, so badly.

Another text.

“You're still unable to see as my fingers shift suddenly from your inner thigh to your chest, where they gently run up and down the sides of your breasts.”

It's as if he's there in the room. I shut my eyes, I picture him — that face, those features, that body, those hands — traveling gently over me, making me moan with desire, making me pull hard against the restraints holding me in place. He says nothing. He allows me nothing. I receive nothing more than he wishes to give. I am his.

Another text. I open my eyes to read it.

“You feel my tongue, then, flicking gently on your nipple. Again, without warning.”

I actually gasp as I picture it, feeling the powerful electricity of it rocket through me. The warmth and wetness of his tongue. How badly I want it lower on me, inside of me.

You have no idea how badly I want it. Please, please let me show you. I'll do anything. Anything at all.

Another text.

“I'm on top of you now, my naked skin hot on yours, our heat beyond compare. You're helpless to stop me, helpless to do anything. You wouldn't want to, anyway.”

I'm there. I'm picturing him on top of me, that powerful body naked and hot above me, sinking into me, taking me over. I want to melt into him, be absorbed into him, feel the comfort of him surrounding me and making me his own. I need it. He can't possibly understand how much I need it.

Another text.

“I plunge into you. You feel every inch of me, hotter and more powerful than you'd ever imagined, as I fill you, complete you, make you moan and writhe against the restraints.”

My free hand is now gripping the sheets tightly, the fingers white with strain as I struggle to maintain my stretched position. At this point, it's less a matter of the physical difficulties of the position as it is the sheer level of arousal with which I've been confronted. It's beyond anything I've ever felt before, a purity and power of desire I simply hadn't known existed.

This is torture. He's torturing me, and he's not even in the same room. He's not even next door.

Another text.

“Touch yourself for me. Get yourself off. For me.”

He doesn't need to tell me twice.

With a quickness I was previously unaware I possess, I bring my arms and legs in. I bend at the knees and feel the burn of my shoulders as they come in, my free hand immediately diving down to my wet, desperate pussy and plunging between the folds, feeling myself. I gasp as the pent-up sensations of the previous ... however long it has been are finally given some form of release and I am rewarded for my patience.

It is blissful. It is beyond blissful. It is the golden hour magnified a thousandfold, a gorgeous an inescapably deep ecstasy, and it's all because of a boy I only just met who isn't even in the room.

I'd spent our little exercise on the very brink of orgasm, and I'm quickly shooting myself right over said brink when:

Another text.

I look desperately at the phone, hoping and praying he isn't going to make me stop or hold up. I couldn't bear the frustration of it, not after today, not after how far he'd pushed me.

“Take a video of your orgasm,” it reads. “I want to see your face.”

I do my best to get it set up quickly, but I'm so, so close and edging ever closer. The video starts recording just as the orgasm's first wave gets ready to rip through me.

It's a struggle just to keep the camera on my face as the waves of pleasure start powering upward within me, traveling along my spine and warming my body even further. It's like the warmest ocean you could be in, waves breaking along the shoreline of your nervous system, pelvic muscles pulsing to the beat.

I'm naturally pretty quiet when I come, but for Brody — for this boy who has played me like an instrument without even being in the same room — I am more than happy to give him a bit of a show. With my eyes shut and my mouth agape, I let out a long, powerful moan that escalates into an orgasmic yell.

And then it's over, and I'm in afterglow. I stare at the screen, lick my lips, mouth “thank you,” and stop recording.

I send it to him. The last thing I see before I fall into a deep sleep only a few minutes later is a final text from him for the evening.

It reads, simply: “Good girl.”
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The next morning comes way too soon, and I awake with the sun poking through my blinds and warming my face. At some point during the night, I curled up into a ball — probably in response to still being above the covers and very, very naked.

It's then that the fogginess of morning in my mind breaks away and I'm reminded, quite suddenly, of the fact that I — an authority figure in the dormitory and employee of this school — sent a video of myself masturbating to a student living in my dormitory.

Less devastating on a professional level but just as terrifying on a personal level is the fact that I went and did this despite only knowing said student for less than a day beforehand.

I do what I can to control the panic welling up within me, and try to figure out a course of action.

Don't call him right now. You're just a little too crazed at the moment to really come off all that well — and if he hasn't already sent the video to everybody he can or posted it to Facebook or is considering doing any of those things, talking to him in this state might only make things worse.

I turn over quickly to check my phone, see if maybe he texted me again overnight or maybe sometime early in the morning. He hadn't, of course.

I get out of bed and stretch my legs a little, try to get my blood flowing in a healthy way. I wander over to the kitchen and get a drink of water, hoping it will calm me — which it does, just a little bit. I take deep, soothing gulps and think about my next course of action. My brain stops spinning long enough for me to compose myself a bit and think of my next move.

What if ... what if you're completely overthinking this? What if he's not going to do anything with the video other than rub one out? Because what if he's not malicious or mean or coldhearted, what if he's just a guy who's attracted to you and wanted to do something fun? Are those really such far-fetched ideas? Or has it been so long since you've been with a guy that you simply can't trust one anymore?

I wonder, briefly, if maybe that's the issue. If maybe there's something here beyond mild panic at an admittedly irresponsible action, maybe it's a matter of just not being able to handle opening up to someone so fully.

But even then, I'd only known him for a day. Less than that. And suddenly he was sexting with me, calling me “good girl” and receiving sexy videos from my phone. Wasn't this too fast? What wouldn't be too fast for me at this point?

I look over at the clock. Classes started about an hour ago, and I wonder what Brody's schedule is like today. I throw on some sweats and prepare to head over to his room, figuring the only way for me to think at all today will be to communicate with him in one form or another about this.

Then I remember I don't really have to go to his room — I have his number. I can see if he's there, and use that as a jumping off point.

I pick up the phone and unlock it. The messaging app is already open, since I'd never closed it last night. His final “good girl” is still there, as is the video I sent. It's large on the screen. The first frame of it is pretty indistinguishable and that fills me with a bit of relief — but as I push play I realize not only can I make out the details of the room fairly easily, and even if that weren't possible, the end of the video features my face front and center, licking my lips and mouthing “thank you.”

It's hot. Scorching, even. I look really good in that state. But that's neither here nor there, and what little part of me thinks it's an attractive video is overridden by the part of me that wants to make sure it gets deleted from any and all devices for the rest of time.

I shoot a text over to Brody:

“Hey,” it says. No more, no less. I don't want him to think I'm pissed at him or anything — partially because I'm not, but mostly because I don't want him retaliating prematurely and posting the video everywhere — but I also don't want to make him think I'm entirely all that thrilled with the fact that I sent him that clip.

He responds almost as quickly as he did last night.

“Good morning,” he writes. “You sleep okay?”

My initial reaction is to say yes, I did in fact sleep okay, and thanks for asking — but I remember there are more important things to be discussed here and they're best discussed in person.

“Are you in your dorm room?” I write back. “Need to talk to you for a bit.”

It's a minute or two before he responds, and instead of the murderous anticipation I felt between each message last night, I'm filled this morning with an overwhelming dread each second my phone maintains its silence.

“In class most of the day, have some orientation stuff in the afternoon between 'em. Won't be back before seven tonight, I think. Why? Is everything okay?”

That's just about the last thing I'd wanted to read, but I try to keep it cool.

“Text me the moment you get in,” I write back. “Please?”

“Sure,” he writes back quickly. “Will do.”

I put the phone down next to me and drum my fingers on the counter. It's only about nine in the morning. Ten hours before he gets back. I have two classes and an RA meeting, which accounts for ... somewhere around three-and-a-half of those hours. Factor in getting a shower and getting dressed. That's four-and-a-half, total. Factor in lunch. Five-and-a-half. That leaves more than four hours that I have to occupy without somehow driving myself insane.

It's going to be a long, long day. Again.
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Most of the time, I love being right. This is not one of those times.

The day moves by slowly, somehow even slower than the day before. Each time I look at the clock I feel like at least five minutes have to have passed, but the second hand hasn't even completed one of its revolutions. And those are just the five-minute chunks. Never mind the hours. The hours might as well be sloths swimming through molasses. They're as good as permanent.

Even with all of that, each class is a bit of a blur to me. It doesn't pass by quickly, it just ... passes by. Everything is muffled and distance, because I couldn't care less to let any of it in right now. I've got enough going on. Thanks, but no thanks. Communication theory's just not gonna be my big focal point today.

There's probably a communication theory study in this whole mess somewhere, though, my brain points out, and it actually manages to force a wry smile out of me in the middle of the early afternoon doldrums. I'm thankful for it, but it's the only respite I get.

My final class ends at six. I complete the walk from class to my dorm in record time, and am sitting patiently by the phone — in exactly what I'd worn all day — when seven rolls around. I haven't eaten, I haven't had anything to drink. I can't be bothered with it. I'm just too nervous.

Seven comes and goes. Nothing from Brody.

Five after seven. Nothing.

Remember all those good feelings you had about him? How maybe he isn't a slimeball? That's great and all, but he's probably plastering that video onto closed-circuit televisions throughout the entirety of campus. Like, right now. It's probably the dean's screensaver already.

I know this probably sounds a little crazy to you, and on some objective level, I recognize that it is. But what you have to understand is I've gone from not being with any guys at all for months upon months, then finally picking up interest from one I'm truly into — and in less than a day he got me so wrapped around his finger I jumped straight into what could be a professional disaster for an RA.

And it's not just the RA gig I'm worried about. Student loans are another aspect of it. If I'm kicked out of my job as an RA, the school stops paying for my education and I'm a brand new level of screwed.

You're really not doing yourself any favors by thinking about all of this, Jen. Cool it. He said seven, and it's only eight after seven. Who knows what—

My phone goes off, and I nearly fall off the bed trying to pick it up and read the text as quickly as I can.

“Back in the dorm,” he's written. “What's up?”

I don't even bother responding. I head right over and knock on his door, the raps quick and impatient as he thumps his way over and unlocks it.

He opens it partway, concern on his face, and I push it the rest of the way open and make my way in. He shuts it behind me, the concern now sharing real estate on his face with utter confusion.

“Jen,” he says, “what's the prob—”

“You have to delete that video,” I say, not even bothering with the formalities. “You have to get rid of it.”

He stares down at me, my chest heaving, my skin flushed. It seems an awful lot like he can't believe he's having this conversation. Or at least he can't believe I'm so intense about it.

“The one you sent me last night?”

“Yes! Of course the one I sent you last night!”

I'm not yelling, but I'm definitely approaching that level, and Brody steps toward me in what looks like an attempt to calm me down. I step back a bit, and we maintain our distance.

“You don't get it,” I say. “If that video gets out somehow — whether you mean it to or not — I could be finished as an RA. And if I'm finished as an RA, I'm finished at this school. And if I'm finished at this school, I just have no idea what happens next.”

“Jen, I—”

“It was silly and stupid and I can't believe I even did it. I'm not typically that kind of girl, Brody. I've done my fair share of kinky shit — more than my fair share — but I've never done anything like that, and certainly never with someone I'd only just met. It was stupid. It was silly and it was stupid.”

“Maybe—”

“And I can't believe I waited all day! You've had the better part of ten hours to do whatever the hell you want with the video, never mind if you actually got moving way earlier than me!”

He steps forward and grabs my arms. Not stiffly, not painfully, but firmly. It's not the move of someone acting violently so much as the move of someone just trying to get a damn word in. I realize maybe I've been doing a bad job at that, and try to calm myself slightly so he can talk.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” he says. He's actually got a bit of a smile on his face. “Whoa. Also, whoa. This is seriously all coming from the video you sent me last night?”

I don't say anything for a few seconds, but that's okay because he picks up the ball and keeps moving with it.

“Well, you'll be happy to know, then, that I deleted the video first thing this morning.”

My eyes go wide, and the relief on my face must have been pretty obvious because he actually chuckles at me.

“You can check for yourself,” he says, pulling his phone out of his pocket. He unlocks it, then hands it to me. I'm too busy staring up at him to even look down and check.

We stand there for a few seconds, silence enveloping us, and he suddenly furrows his brow a bit.

“This ... wasn't all about the video, was it?”

I avert my eyes, and he realizes he's hit the nail on the head.

“This is a trust thing. You weren't sure you could trust me, but you did — implicitly — and you woke up in the harsh light of day and it drove you a little bonkers, didn't it?”

“I did not go—”

“Okay, bonkers was a bad choice of words. But I'm basically right, aren't I?”

I'm able to make eye contact again, and this time I notice it may very well be the first time I've seen him quite so serious.

“It's ... it's been a while,” I say. “I haven't been with a guy, trusted a guy the way I want to trust a guy ... in a while.”

I didn't even notice at first, but Brody's managed to pull me in closer and closer while we've been standing together. I'm close enough to feel his warmth now, and it feels good. Calming. Assuring.

He appears to be choosing his next words carefully, and I'm more than happy to give him all the time he needs.

“It's tough for submissive types,” he says, finally. “Even if you're not, like, living the lifestyle or anything, to really give yourself over to someone, to make yourself someone else's for a night or a relationship or ... anything, really, it's just not easy. It's huge to be able to muster up that kind of trust. And that's trust that can't just be granted, it has to be earned.”

I'm pulling myself in closer to him now, my head on his chest. His heart was pounding within, consistent, resolute.

“And last night ... I hadn't earned that. And I'm sorry I didn't stop it earlier. I was just excited. Really, really excited.”

“I was, too.”

I use what little wiggle room I have to stare down at the phone. I scroll through the messages sent last night, and see the video's nowhere to be found. Nor is it in the videos folder. Or anywhere else, that I can see.

He really did it. Huh.

I look up at him, just a little bit of mist in my eyes. If asked, I'm going to insist that it's actually allergies. I'm stubborn like that.

“So,” I say, handing his phone back and using my newly free hand to run it up his back and pull him in a bit tighter, “maybe last night you hadn't earned that trust. You're right about that.”

He looks down at me, sincerity on his face when he says, “Right, and I'm really so—”

“Ssh,” I say, and put a finger on his lips. “I'm just saying ... I think you've earned it now.”


~8~

Everything is dark.

I shake my head from side to side and rub it along the pillow, trying to dislodge the tissue-and-duct-tape blindfold from its place — but it's not going anywhere. He's done a fantastic job.

Truly fantastic, actually. Everything's as I'd pictured it in my head: the looped belts at each corner of the bed anchored by the bedframe, the handcuffs looped around the belts and my wrists and ankles — just tight enough to make sure I'm absolutely not going anywhere but not tight enough to cause me too much discomfort.

I'm completely and utterly helpless, forced to wait for whatever's coming next.

Also much like my fantasy, I'm completely naked. He didn't even see fit to leave me with a pair of panties. All I'm wearing is the blindfold. I feel incredibly vulnerable, fully and irrevocably exposed — and I couldn't be happier. I feel my pussy's dampness, and I imagine it glistens in the light streaming in through the window.

There are some key differences from my fantasy, though. For one, I'm not gagged. I imagine that's going to come into play sometime in the very near future, because from what little I managed to see before he blindfolded me, he's packing some serious heat and he's going to want to put it just about everywhere he can.

The second — and most important — major difference, of course, is Brody himself. My mystery man is no longer a mystery. He is reality, he is flesh and blood and thrusting heat. He's everything I could possibly want out of not only a dominant but a man and a partner.

You'd think this situation, in its totality, would be distressing, but the truth is I'm as comfortable as could be. Not physically, of course — the restraints are pulling me pretty much every which way — but mentally. Emotionally. It's a level beyond anything I'd ever fantasized about because it's a level I'd never even realized existed. To have such faith in someone, to trust someone so fully that you can be this vulnerable to them and not fear for your well being ... well, it's pretty magical.

You'll have to excuse me for being poetic. I've gotta pass the time here somehow, and if I focus too long on the anticipation welling up inside me I just might drive myself insane.

Brody's in the room somewhere. I know it for a fact. But he's sneaky, too sneaky, and because of the blindfold I have no idea where his next little tease or torture is actually going to come from — or even what it's going to be. Could be ice, could be a riding crop he's been hiding from me. Could be pretty much anything.

The thought of any of those options is enough to send me right over the edge and into blissful orgasm, but I'd have to have a hand free, and ... well, yeah. That's not happening.

That's when I notice it: a cold drop of water. It hits my stomach, and I shudder and gasp in response. I can practically hear him smiling, lording over me with the ice in his hand, wanting to cackle as it slowly drips onto my naked body and forces me to struggle in vain.

He drips the ice along my torso, giving me goosebumps, making me focus on every tiny sensation. Once or twice he manages to land one directly on my nipple, and it causes me to practically jump off the bed in response. It's too much, too much for any one person to handle. He's too good a dominant, knows too many of my weak points too early on.

Imagine what he's going to do to you when he truly knows you better, when he's had a chance to chip away at you and figure out exactly what makes you tick. Imagine what lengths he's going to push you toward when that happens. You'll think you've been hit by a truck.

Suddenly the ice is gone, and I'm given a very brief reprieve before I feel weight down on the bottom of the bed, between my thighs. I barely have any time to brace myself before I feel him bury his face into my pussy, his tongue flicking madly away at my clit, pushing between my folds, lapping me up.

It's the first direct stimulation he's given me in what feels like hours but couldn't have been more than a few minutes. I'd been ready to burst with just the right touch, and he's gone and provided that exact touch at just the right time.

The orgasm comes quickly, ripping through me, making me thrash and pull on the restraints as much as I can. It roars through me like a freight train, and when it's finally through me, I collapse deep into the bed — as deep as I can go, anyway — panting and sweaty.

“What is that, eight? Nine? Seems like that one came a bit too quickly for you,” he says, and I'm barely able to mutter a mostly breathless response.

“I don't care,” I try to say. “You're amazing.”

I think he understands me, but he has an agenda on his mind and he's not about to be swayed from it.

“That's great, but if you're going to let yourself get tied up naked to my bed, I feel I at least owe you a truly good time.”

Tell him you've had a good time, tell him taking any more would be insane, tell him you're already so sensitive you can barely think straight.

I consider my options. I consider where I'm at, what I'm doing, and exactly how much fun there is to be had for a lady getting her first real action in months — and experiencing a real dom for the first time.

“What do you say, Jen?” he says, and I hear the smile in his voice. “Should I keep going?”

Maybe don't tell him a damn thing. Maybe let him push you as far as you think you can go, and then a little further. And a little further. And a little further.

Maybe you've given him the reins for a reason. Let's see where he wants to take you.

“Please do,” I say, and grab onto the cuffs as tightly as I can because I know the ride's really only just getting started.
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