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About Tempted, Tied, and Teased by Teacher:

“You know and I know exactly why I'm here. We know what this is about. I'm as nervous as you are, but I don't want to spend the whole night beating around the bush — I'd much rather spend it with your face in mine.”

I've had a crush on Mr. Peters for a while now. He's always been the best looking teacher, hands down, and after I graduated, I was a little bummed I wouldn't get to see him anymore.

But then he contacted me a little bit after my eighteenth birthday, and we got to talking about all sorts of things: How to please the college boys. What I was into. If I'd ever been tied up before.

It looks like Mr. Peters is ready to give me one last lesson before I head off to college. I think it's going to be a good one …

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

–

An Excerpt:

“I've heard those college boys can be an awful lot to deal with,” he had written back. “But I'm sure it's nothing you can't handle ;)”

Holy shit. He can't be serious. Can he?

It was time to probe further into this. I had to know what he was getting at. But these were my very first communications with Mr. Peters in this context, and I didn't want to act on anything when I didn't know for sure what he was up to. What if he's just being playful? What if I'm reading way, way too much into two texts and a Facebook message?

“Is that so?” I wrote back. “And what makes you so sure about what I can and can't handle?”

When I put the phone down that time, it was almost across the room. I was so anxious, so nervous, so bizarrely on edge from this simple back and forth that had manifested out of nowhere in the past five minutes. I didn't know how to handle it. My body didn't know how to deal with the intensity of the energy coursing through it.

I'd been horny before. I'd been anxious before. I'd been excited and nervous and thrilled and pleased and terrified before. But never all at once. And that's precisely what I was at that very moment.
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I guess it should have occurred to me when Mr. Peters completely ignored me until right after my eighteenth birthday.

I worked with him on the school newspaper for the entirety of my junior and senior year. We'd passed each other plenty of times in the hall between classes. Hell, he could have said something to me when we were on the field after graduation — but instead, he more or less ignored me.

And of course, me, being the schoolgirl, had a healthy little crush on him anyway. So, after graduation, I was eager to add him on Facebook. I figured even if I didn't use it much, I wanted to be able to reach out to former teachers in case I needed a letter of recommendation.

That's what I told myself, anyway. The real reason was, of course, the crush. That stupid, pointless bundle of feelings I carried on my back through the halls of our high school and wore on my face whenever he was around.

Whatever, I figured. College is coming soon, and with college antics come college boys, and with college boys come the end of my stupid little high school crushes.

But then, I turned eighteen. I did all the normal stuff an eighteen-year-old from South Jersey would do: hit up a few clubs, hit on a few guys, hung out in a 24-hour diner until the early morning hours. You know the deal.

The morning of the day after my birthday, I noticed Mr. Peters had left me a message on Facebook. My heart jumped a little bit into my throat when I saw it waiting in my inbox.

“Congratulations on turning eighteen, Meghan!” it read. “So proud of you and the rest of your class! Seems it was just a few days ago you were walking in as a freshman, but you developed into a lovely young woman right before my eyes. Please feel free to text or call sometime, in case you need anything or want to catch up.”

His number was below that, and I stared at it for quite a while before ultimately deciding to enter it into my phone.

I wasn't sure how to process it. Here's this young, hot high school teacher, giving his phone number to a former student right after she turns eighteen — and after several years of her being so obviously into him. How do you react to that kind of thing? Was he displaying an interest beyond the basic friendliness between a teacher and a former student?

And why wait until I turned eighteen?

Teachers didn't just go and give their former students their personal cell phone numbers, did they?

That night, I tossed and turned for a while before I finally gave up entirely on sleep. I lay there in the dark, one hand behind my head, the other holding my phone up.

Maybe it was the crush. Maybe it was the late hour. Maybe it was just the overconfidence of a freshly eighteen girl. But I decided, at that super early hour, to text him.

“Hey, Mr. Peters!” I wrote. “Are you up? I just wanted to say hi.”

The message sat in 'sending' limbo for longer than usual, almost as if it wanted to give me time to think about what I was doing. But I didn't have any second thoughts. I had a crush, and a phone number, and no reason not to use one to sate the other.

Besides, a decent enough series of texts might have given me enough to close my eyes, set my imagination loose and touch myself for a while before trying to get back to sleep.

Worth a shot, right?

I didn't expect to get any sort of reply, really, so to receive one almost immediately came has one hell of a surprise. My eyes widened as I saw the text flash across the top of my screen, and I opened it quickly.

“Hey, Meghan!” it said. “So pleased to hear from you! How’s your first summer as a graduate going? You getting ready for college?”

Pleased to hear from me? At this hour? And to respond so quickly? What the hell does all of this even mean?

“It’s going really well,” I texted back. “Had a great birthday, and yeah, I’m gearing up for college. Looking forward to meeting the college boys ;)”

I had second thoughts about that one from the moment I hit ‘Send.’ There weren’t any contexts where it was appropriate for a student who’d just turned eighteen to be texting their attractive former teacher with a winking emoticon. I couldn’t tell if my inhibitions were being dulled by the late hour or my overt horniness, but one way or the other I was acting in a way I just didn’t normally act — and I was afraid the consequence was going to be offending or losing Mr. Peters.

I put the phone down and stared at the ceiling. I actually thought about shutting it off, turning it over and just going to sleep. In fact, I was getting ready to do just that when it vibrated yet again.

Almost dreading what it might actually say, I turned it over and stared at the screen.

“I've heard those college boys can be an awful lot to deal with,” he had written back. “But I'm sure it's nothing you can't handle ;)”

Holy shit. He can't be serious. Can he?

It was time to probe further into this. I had to know what he was getting at. But these were my very first communications with Mr. Peters in this context, and I didn't want to act on anything when I didn't know for sure what he was up to. What if he's just being playful? What if I'm reading way, way too much into two texts and a Facebook message?

“Is that so?” I wrote back. “And what makes you so sure about what I can and can't handle?”

When I put the phone down that time, it was almost across the room. I was so anxious, so nervous, so bizarrely on edge from this simple back and forth that had manifested out of nowhere in the past five minutes. I didn't know how to handle it. My body didn't know how to deal with the intensity of the energy coursing through it.

I'd been horny before. I'd been anxious before. I'd been excited and nervous and thrilled and pleased and terrified before. But never all at once. And that's precisely what I was at that very moment.
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If I was incapable of sleeping before, sleeping now was completely out of the question. I was too wired, too on edge. My mind was running a mile a minute, trying to think of all the different ways in which this could play out.

The phone went off again.

This time, instead of hesitating or dreading what might be on the screen, I picked it up and checked it out immediately.

“College boys are into more diverse things,” he'd written. “They're into all sorts of things high school girls probably haven't tried yet. But you seem like you've tried plenty.”

The subtext was rapidly becoming text, and I couldn't be happier see that transition.

He was right, of course. I'd tried plenty. My high school days were not at all without plenty of experimentation, and I'd done a lot of things with my fellow classmates that I'd rather not describe here. But the vague way in which Mr. Peters talked about these college boys and what they might be into intrigued me. Were there boundaries in college I didn't — or couldn't — know about yet?

What was he trying to steer me toward with this line of conversation?

I decided to pry.

“I've tried my share,” I wrote. “What do you mean by more diverse things? What are college boys into? And how do you know?”

When I put the phone down this time, my other hand went straight into my pants. I kept it over my panties, not wanting to get too deep into masturbation to actually handle whatever was coming next over the phone, but I couldn't let this much sexual tension build up without actually doing something about it.

Besides, maybe it would tire me out. Maybe I'd manage to get sleep.

I worked my hand over my panties, the smooth fabric feeling slick and sensual under my hand. I could feel through it, feel how my neatly trimmed bush gave way to my super sensitive clit and very, very wet pussy. The warmth radiated through the fabric, hot and balmy on my hand, and I twirled it in flat circles, my legs open, my eyes shut, my mouth agape.

I was just getting worked up, just getting my heartbeat going when the phone went off again. Once more, I checked it without any hesitation.

Give me anything I can use to keep going, I thought. Anything I can work with. Don't let me down now, Mr. Peters.

“Well, for instance,” he'd written, “have you ever been tied up?”

I dropped the phone. It landed on my collarbone with a pretty solid thud, and actually hurt a little bit. I couldn't have cared less.

No, I hadn't ever been tied up. But I was fascinated by it. I'd watched plenty of videos online, from the softcore to the incredibly hardcore. I'd seen women bound and gagged and contorted and bent over and fucked in every single hole, sweat and come and juices pouring out of them, gags invading mouths, eyes wide with pleasure or pain or horror or amazement as they took whatever was dished out.

I'd watched those videos and thought about how fascinating it all was, how wonderful it sounded to actually give yourself over to someone that completely, to allow them to do whatever they wanted with you and know that you couldn't do anything to stop it even if you felt like trying.

Were the college boys into that sort of thing? Did they want to do that to me? Because if they did, I'd be more than happy to oblige.

More importantly, though: Did Mr. Peters want to do that to me?

Because I'd be so happy to oblige you'd have to peel me off the ceiling.

At some point my hand migrated under my panties. I hadn't even realized it. The sexual tension and anticipation had taken over and told my subconscious mind that they were tired of fucking around. My fingers grew slick with my juice, rubbing across my clit like the hands of a DJ, working back and forth, up and down, left and right, circling, manipulating. When I did bring my fingers down to my pussy, it was to sink knuckle-deep into it, curling slightly and flicking back and forth.

I imagined they were someone else's fingers, someone older and more experienced. The fingers of someone who knew what they were doing and what a girl wanted. What she needed.

I imagined they were Mr. Peters's fingers.

The hand that wasn't down my panties was busy reaching up my shirt, pulling and pinching my nipples. It tugged and rolled around on them, feeling the hardness of them. I could feel my pulse through them, I was so turned on. My breathing was quick and shallow, and my skin felt warm.

I decided if I was going to keep this momentum, I had to sacrifice a little right now — because Mr. Peters needed a response.

I wondered if he was on the other side of these texts with his massive, erect cock in his hand, stroking himself and working himself into a frenzy over every text like I was. I wondered if he was anticipating where this could go like I was, thinking about all the ways in which he could enjoy me.

Because I was certainly thinking that way about him.

“I haven't,” I texted back. “But I'm definitely interested. That something you know a little about?”

We were well past the point of dancing around it, now. This was no longer a game of chicken. We'd both put it out there, we'd both become far more vulnerable over the course of a few texts. No more were we concerned about coming on too strong.

I continued to work on my pussy and nipples, switching up patterns to keep myself on edge without actually going over. I wanted to give myself a proper time, let myself sink into this a little further. I thought about Mr. Peters, tying me to his bed, my arms and legs spread out to each corner. I thought about how vulnerable that would feel, how he might toy with me in that state.

Maybe he'd tickle me? Maybe he'd run his fingers up the insides of my legs, making me quiver and shake and beg for his touch? I certainly couldn't do anything to force his hand — if you'll pardon the pun — because I'd be in no position to do anything. Maybe he'd even blindfold me, keep me from looking at him while he set about doing whatever he wanted to do. It'd up the anticipation, wouldn't it? Not being able to see anything coming?

The phone went off again.

“Meghan, that's something I know quite a bit about,” he wrote. I bit my lower lip and started rubbing my hand across my pussy even faster when I read the next line: “Maybe you'd like a lesson sometime?”

My mind was zooming along at the speed of light, incapable of stopping for any kind of rationalizing or sensibility. I wasn't going to suddenly try and talk myself out of this, because the thinking required for talking myself out of this was, officially, out to lunch. I was on autopilot, a texting partner driven entirely by the libido of an eighteen-year-old girl with a bondage fetish.

“I'd like a lesson ASAP,” I wrote back. “After all, I start college soon. How's tomorrow night for you?”

If for some reason he has been playing around all this time, you've definitely just sealed it. This isn't a game anymore: You're trying to set up an actual bondage date with a man who was your teacher just a month ago. You're a little over one day into being eighteen, and you're already setting yourself up to fuck someone who'd have been in a whole lot of trouble for getting with someone only a few days younger.

My hand was soaked with my own juices. My other hand was done with my nipple and was instead grabbing my whole, ample breast, squeezing it tightly. I gritted my teeth against the mild discomfort of it, riding those waves because they brought me straight into further realms of pleasure.

Honestly, the orgasm ended up hitting me out of nowhere. I chalked it up to a mix of the late hour and the extreme circumstances making me way more sensitive than I normally was, but typically I'm able to keep myself on edge a whole lot longer than I did.

Because of that lack of edging, the orgasm wasn't as amazing as it could have been — especially with the material I had spurring me on. It rolled through me gently, still powerful but in a subdued way, like low waves on a quiet beach. I bucked my hips and thrust out my chest, my mouth open and gasping for air as tiny, infrequent jolts of electricity shot through my body, into my chest, down my fingers, making me curl my toes.

My brain flooded my system with calming, soothing chemicals, and I sank deep into the sheets, pulling the comforter over me and feeling its weight press down on me.

The phone vibrated from underneath the comforter. I reached below, grabbed the phone, and brought it up to where I could see it.

“My place, nine o'clock,” he'd written, along with his address.

Holy shit. This is actually going to happen, isn't it?
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The next day flew by, and I was hugely grateful for that. I don't know if the heat at the apex of my thighs could have withstood a slow day. Mr. Peters and I only sent one text to one another, and it was during the afternoon: a quick confirmation that plans were still on for me to head over to his place at nine.

Part of me wondered if maybe I'd dreamt the whole thing. When I finally woke up late in the morning, the first thing I did was check my phone to make sure it had all really happened.

When I saw that it had, I was confronted with a mix of relief and nervousness. Yes, this amazing, absurdly hot thing had happened and was going to happen — but that also meant tonight was going to be a very, very big night.

I told my friend to cover for me because I was going to be going on a hot date, then told my parents I was going to be over at that friend's house until pretty late. I could've gotten away with telling my parents I was going on a date, but then they'd want to meet the boy and ask questions about the boy, and I figured I wouldn't really have answers to a lot of the things they might want to know — and they weren't likely to enjoy whatever answers I could give them.

So, with my bases covered and my pussy about as wet and ready as ever, I made the drive over to Mr. Peters's house. It was only across town, but it felt much, much longer than that. I suppose I should've been relieved that most of the day had gone by so quickly and only now did it choose to slow down, but instead I was annoyed — petulant, even — that this slowing of time should get in the way of such a huge evening.

When I'd finally arrived, I parked my car all the way up his driveway, far from the street. Didn't need any of my friends driving by and spotting it.

All these actions I'd taken to avoid detection, to avoid getting caught, only made the whole thing hotter to me. This taboo nature of our rendezvous was something my rebellious side could really get behind. The teacher and the student. The adult and the fresh, new eighteen-year-old. What wonderful things he could do with this body. How I longed to find out.

I walked confidently up to his door, but internally I was a mess. My stomach was in knots, my heart was pounding. My skin felt warm, some mix of anxiety and arousal bringing all of my blood to the forefront.

Part of me, despite reviewing the texts several times over, still thought maybe there was some kind of joke in play here. Maybe, just maybe, he hadn't been serious about any of it. Maybe I was being a ridiculous girl.

But either way, I had to know. And if I wasn't, in fact, being a ridiculous girl, my dampened panties made it perfectly clear how wonderfully rewarding things could get.

I knocked, and it was only a few seconds before he answered. They felt like the longest seconds of my life up to that point. When he opened the door, I was greeted by the man I'd last seen at graduation — tall, with black hair and dark eyes, a tight sweater showing off his admirable physique and a pair of nice slacks highlighting his sense of style.

He was everything I remembered, everything from my fantasies.

I was too enamored to even say hello, at first.

“Hello, Meghan,” he said warmly, and I melted. He waited a few seconds before trying again. “Are you okay?”

I snapped back to reality. “Oh! Yes. Yes, I'm fine. Sorry about that, guess I was out to lunch for a second.”

The look on his face said he was beginning to wonder if maybe the brand new eighteen-year-old girl might not be the ideal bondage partner, and I was determined to cast those notions aside as quickly as possible.

“May I come in?” I asked, wearing my most innocent — but sexually charged — of looks.

“Of course,” he said, and stepped to the side, gesturing for me to go ahead and step inside.

I did so confidently and deliberately, not displaying any of the uncertainty and fear that were bubbling inside me.

“Can I get you anything?” he said as I placed my purse down on the couch. “Water, soda, tea?”

“I'm fine, thank you,” I said with a smile, looking around at his place.

It was pretty minimalist, but very well put together. He obviously knew a thing or two about maintaining a clean and tidy place. It made sense, since I'd hardly ever seen him looking out of sorts in the hallways at school.

“What about some food?” he said, looking a little unsure of what to do to get the ball rolling. We both knew exactly what we wanted out of this encounter, but someone had to take the bull by the horns. “I ate earlier, but there are still some leftovers if you're—”

“Mr. Peters,” I said.

“Please, call me Matt.”

“Matt,” I said. “You know and I know exactly why I'm here. We know what this is about. I'm as nervous as you are, but I don't want to spend the whole night beating around the bush — I'd much rather spend it with your face in mine.”

He nodded, the look in his eyes shifting from nervousness to ... desire? Arousal? It was hard to tell with him sometimes.

“You've got it,” he said, and gestured down the hallway leading out from his living room.

I looked down it before I walked, seeing a bathroom on the right and a darkened bedroom at the very end.

“Straight down the hall,” he said, and we walked together.

I somehow made it all the way to the bedroom without my legs giving out from sheer nervousness. Putting it all out there like I did in the living room had lessened the anxiety a bit, but this was still a grown man and I was still about to submit myself to him.

When he turned on the light in the bedroom and I saw what was waiting for me, I gasped.

It looked like he'd built it himself. It almost looked like a stick figure — one large bar at the top, running perpendicular to a small bar that came out of the middle of the horizontal one and ended in two long bars at an angle to one another forming a “V,” its apex at the other end of the small, perpendicular bar. Each bar had a series of protruding from it, where rope or chain or whatever you wanted could be looped through and used to secure someone.

Beside this Blair Witch-looking thing was a huge mass of bundled and coiled ropes, pearly white and looking pristine, clashing hard against the dark blue of his comforter.

“What is that?” I said, pretty confident I already knew the answer but wanting to hear it from Mr. Peters.

“It's a frame,” he said. “You're going to be tied to it, and anything past that is up to me.”

My nipples pushed hard against the fabric of my shirt. I hadn't worn a bra — which wasn't an accident, obviously — and though it wasn't chilly in Mr. Peters's house, the blood pumping through my veins was finding all sorts of places to make its presence felt. A hand in the right place right then may have been able to send me right over the edge.

I'd been silent for a few seconds, and it was clearly making Mr. Peters a little uncomfortable.

“Is this maybe a bit too extreme for you right now?” he said, a look of genuine concern on his face. “We can start slower, if you want.”

“No,” I said quickly. “I like this. I want this. Zero to sixty. Like the videos I've watched.”

He looked surprised. “You've watched videos on this sort of thing?”

“I may only be eighteen, but I've had my own fetishes for a while now, Mr. Peters,” I said.

“Please. Matt.”

I had to stare up at him to really make sure I was looking into his eyes. “I'd much rather say Mr. Peters,” I said.

He didn't challenge me on it.
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I walked up to the bed and ran my fingers along the frame. It was a little chilly to the touch, but it felt wonderful anyway. Powerful. Immobilizing.

I turned back toward Mr. Peters, who was watching me eagerly.

“Before we begin,” he said, “I need to know you really, truly want this — that you're game to be bound and dominated, right here, tonight.”

“I want this,” I said back, not wavering in the slightest. “I want this. I want you to tie me up and dominate me. Right here. Tonight. Mr. Peters.”

He nodded. “Take off all of your clothes.”

I bit my lower lip and took my time, my shoes and socks slipping off about as slowly as I'd ever removed them. Next came my shorts, which I slid off one hip at a time, letting them drop gently, gently down my thighs and calves until they finally hit the floor. He watched them the whole way. I know, because I kept my eyes locked on his the entire time.

Next was my shirt, which I grabbed gently down by my waist and slowly, slowly brought it up my flat, tanned stomach. My lack of bra, if it wasn't already apparent, quickly became so as my shirt came up the underside of my pert tits. They bounced as it passed, and when it caught my nipples I flinched at the tiny jolt that fired through me.

And there I was, standing in nothing but my smallest panties, an eighteen-year-old girl baring just about everything to her teacher. He looked me up and down, and the look in his eyes was pure lust. I wanted to climb up onto him, to mount him and fuck him hard right where he stood.

“Your panties, too,” he said.

They came off slowest of all, glacially sliding over my ass and thighs, being reduced to nothing but a very small pile of fabric on the floor after they'd come all the way down.

Now there was nothing between him and me. He looked over my body, its youth and beauty, the gorgeous apex of my legs where my pussy sat in waiting, warm and wet.

He wanted me. I wanted him. We were going to have each other, but only in the way he wanted. And I was completely okay with that.

“Lay down on the bed,” he said, and I didn't need any further instruction. I glided onto the bed, slipping neatly onto and around the frame — which was surprisingly close to my own dimensions, but not at all exact.

I was kind of surprised. I didn't think it would be comfortable at all, but everything settled in just the right place and I found myself able to lay back on it without too much trouble. It wasn't as comfortable as the bed itself would have been, but it worked. It was something I had no problem laying on while Mr. Peters did whatever he wanted to do.

I spread my arms to reach along the horizontal bar and stretched my legs along the two branches of the “V,” putting my head back and realizing this was, in fact, going to make me so much more vulnerable than I thought it might.

I shifted my hips, so turned on I couldn't help moving them slightly. Mr. Peters looked down at me, studying my body, taking a long glance at my breasts and glistening pussy.

“You're a beautiful young woman,” he said. I didn't say anything in response; I just gave him a look that said yes, yes I am — and I'm all yours.

He approached the bed and grabbed a coil of rope. The loose end of it fell to the ground as he uncoiled it, and I realized the bundles of rope were much longer than I thought. He was looking to do a very good job of restraining me, apparently.

He walked up toward the head of the bed and began looping the rope around the eyelets on the bar and around my wrist, criss-crossing the rope all the way up my arm until he reached my shoulder, where he tied it off.

While he walked around the bed to grab another bundle of rope and start tying the other arm, I tried to budge the one that was tied down already.

It wasn't going anywhere. Not even a little bit.

Holy shit, my whole body's going to be like this? He could do whatever he wants!

Internally, my stomach was back to doing flips — but so was my cunt. I was breathing heavily. I looked down at my breasts, nipples poking up mightily against my chest, and watched it heave as I took great, anxious breaths.

Mr. Peters tied the other arm in the same way he'd done the first: quickly, neatly, and tightly. When he was done, he stood up to admire what he had done and I squirmed as best I could, unable to get more than the bare minimum of movement out of either arm.

“You comfortable?” he asked.

“I'm not uncomfortable,” I said, a wry smile on my face. He very obviously liked to watch me squirm. I looked down at his crotch and spotted an enormous bulge. I wanted to feel the heat of that erection between my legs, wanted to feel him inside me.

“Excellent,” he said, and moved to grab more rope.

Next came my legs. He tied them the same way he tied my arms, stopping about three-quarters of the way up either thigh.

As he worked his way up, I realized how sensitive my body was to touch right then. Each and every light graze felt as if he were running a powerful vibator over me, the frequency and strength of it running directly up my spine and giving me goosebumps, making me struggle against his handiwork.

When he was done the arms and legs, he stood back and told me to struggle as hard as I could.

I obeyed, but it was very obvious that I wasn't going anywhere. Not without him cutting or untying me out of this, which I hoped was still a long way off.

“You know what you're doing,” I told him, my eyes screaming for him to fuck me and fuck me hard. I was naked, I was spread, and I was helpless. What more could he possibly need?

“As do you,” he said, pointing toward my hips as they bucked and writhed. “The college boys are going to love you, Meghan.”

“I don't give a fuck about the college boys right now,” I said, picking my head up off the bed. “I just want you, Mr. Peters. Hard.”

He smiled. “Not just yet,” he said, and I dropped my head back down, shaking it in frustration.

I'm naked and tied to his bed. What does a young beauty have to do to get ravaged around here?

“Don't get pissy with me,” he commanded, and I checked my attitude quickly. “You said you wanted to be dominated, and this is part of that. You don't have a say in what happens next.”

I nodded. “Yes, Mr. Peters.”

“Now, I noticed you have a bit more movement than I'd like in that tight abdomen of yours, so I think I'll do something about that.”

He grabbed yet another length of rope from the pile and began to wrap it around the bar going up my back, looping it in crossing patterns over my stomach and tits. He made sure my tits weren't covered by the rope. I could only hope it was because he wanted to play with them later.

“Very good,” he said, standing up and again asking me to struggle. I did, but there was nothing for me to gain. I was as helpless as I'd ever been, a naked eighteen-year-old in the home of a teacher who, today, was giving lessons in bondage.
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The first thing he did was walk to the foot of the bed and lord over me, staring hard at my body, looking me in the eyes and letting me know without any words at all that he was completely in control. I decided to give him a show while he was down there and softly bucked my hips, pushing them upward.

I was trying to grab his attention. I wanted in looking at my pussy because I wanted him in my pussy. The anticipation was beyond anything I'd ever experienced.

If you so much as breathe on me just right, there's a good chance I'm going to come flying out of these bindings and embed myself in the ceiling.

I wondered if maybe I'd said that out loud as his eyebrows went up and he leaned onto the bed, bracing himself with one strong arm and moving ever closer to the apex of my thighs. I continued to squirm, continued to move myself as best I could, wanting him to see the glistening wetness that was my cunt and treat it appropriately.

But instead of proceeding directly into it with his tongue or fingers, he stopped just short.

“Fuck!” I hissed, and craned my neck to look at what might be going on down there. I thrusted my hips, frustrated beyond the telling of it, but I wasn't going anywhere he didn't want me to go.

“You need to learn foreplay,” he said. “The college boys, they don't know anything about it, and you're going to need to teach them. So you need to learn foreplay, and you're going to learn it here.”

He kissed me gently on the thigh as I threw my head back onto the bed, this time in pleasure rather than anger. I moaned gently, shutting my eyes and feeling the soft caress of his lips on my smooth, shaven skin.

The kisses traveled gently upward, onto my mound, up to my bellybutton, along my ribs and finally up to my breasts, where they paused for a while to deposit themselves over and over around my fresh tits and erect nipples.

He bit me gently on one of them, and I gasped out a yelp in response. When I opened my eyes and looked up at him, he smiled, then leaned in and kissed me on the lips.

I can't believe I'm kissing Mr. Peters. Holy shit, I can't believe I'm kissing Mr. Peters.

His lips were soft but commanding in their firmness, very clearly running the show. The force of him pushed my head back, and I returned the favor. Soon we were animalistic, kissing each other hard, my lips getting lost in his.

He pulled back, breathing hard, and kissed along my neck and collarbone as I writhed and wriggled under him, hoping against all hope he'd end this silly foreplay nonsense and plant his cock deep into my waiting pussy.

His hands moved over me in gentle patterns, and I did my best to move along with them. It was impossible for me to keep up, though: I couldn't move, and he was roaming all over me. I could feel sweat beginning to bead up on my forehead, the product of his body heat doubling mine, the arousal driving me mad.

My eyes were still closed when he climbed on top of me.I could feel that huge bulge I'd seen earlier, the throbbing heat of it pressing hard against his slacks as it sat against my leg while he continued to kiss and caress me.

He shifted gently and suddenly he was directly on top of me, the bulge pressing hard against my clit.

He knew exactly what he was doing. It made me moan loudly and pull hard on the ropes. They, as always, stayed resolute.

“So when the college boys ask you where you learned what you know,” he whispered into my ear, “what are you going to tell them?”

I could barely contain myself. I was a powder keg, an absolute bundle of sexual tension ready to explode.

“I'm going to tell them,” I said, barely getting it out between the throbs of his cock bulge on my clit, “that I learned it from you, Mr. Peters.”

He bit my earlobe in response, and I moaned again, biting my lip and looking up at him, so hot, so dominant.

He sat up onto his knees and grabbed at my breast, pinching my nipple gently. I, again, responded favorably.

“Seems you're into a bit of pain, Meghan,” he said. “We should explore that sometime.”

“Sometime?” I said. “You don't mean tonight? There are going to be other times?”

He smiled down at me, warm but ever domineering. “Oh, Meghan. There are going to be plenty of opportunities for us to explore your love of pain. Right now, though ... right now is just about getting you accustomed to being teased and toyed with while bound and helpless.”

I squirmed some more. He rubbed himself through his slacks.

Finally, without warning, he brought one of his hands down directly onto my cunt and put a fingertip on my clit. I almost shrieked in pleasure and surprise, pulling hard and futilely on the ropes as the anticipation exploded away in one tremendous burst, the feeling of this new finger in a new place casting aside any tension and going straight for the jugular.

Mr. Peters ran his finger around my clit, moving it in circles, giving it all of the attention I'd desperately wanted out of him since the very first message he sent me.

My body felt like it was aflame. The rope bit into me with every movement, the helplessness of my predicament not allowing me any respite from the sensitivity and desperation firing through me with every slight move of his magical fingers. He would dip down between the lips of my pussy, taking some of my juices to lubricate his finger and keep treating my clit like a queen, massaging it, gently pleasuring it while I pulled and gasped and yelped and moaned, my eyes clenched shut.

“Do you want to be fucked?” Mr. Peters asked me.

I didn't answer immediately. I was too lost in the moment. He stopped, and I groaned again in frustration.

“I said, do you want to be fucked?”

I nodded, biting my lip, and then said it loudly: “Yes! Yes. Yes, I want to be fucked.”

“Say please,” he said, his fingers so precariously placed over my most sensitive spots.

“Please! Please, Mr. Peters? Please?”

He stared at me, a smile on his face, and I thought for a second he might whip off his pants and go for it right then and there. Instead, he shook his head.

“There will be time for that later,” he said. “For now, you have to continue to learn your foreplay.”

“Fuck!” I hissed, letting my head drop again to the comforter. I heard him snicker.

I was just about to pick my head back up and demand he fuck me when, out of nowhere, he sank his fingers through the lips of my pussy and directly inside me, working them quickly, back and forth across everything, my juices allowing him full and immediate access.

I was in another world, another solar system, another galaxy. I saw spots. The room spun. My brain simply didn't know how to handle this influx of pleasure and the profound mix of sensations that had already made up the majority of my evening. I screamed in ecstasy, the grin on Mr. Peters's face reaching from ear to ear.

I shuddered. I quivered. I shook and twisted and groaned and touched all of the bases in between. It was so phenomenal it bordered on unbearable. The bed creaked under me as I struggled hard, finding not an inch of leeway in the grip of the ropes.

I couldn't bear waiting any longer. I'd never kept myself this close to the edge without selfishness sending me right over, and the fact that I couldn't do anything about it this time was going to drive me insane. I had to have release. I had to come, or I was going to explode.

And yet, at the same time, the longer I was kept waiting, the more turned on I got — the closer I got. It felt infinite, this stretch I had to run on, and not being able to decide when that stretch ended was the ultimate in teases.

“Do you want to come?” Mr. Peters asked. My eyes were shut, my head thrown back, my mouth open wide. “Is that what you want, Meghan?”

“Yes!” I said, barely coherent. “Yes, please, please let me come, Mr. Peters. Please!”

“I'll give you a choice,” he said, his fingers still doing their magic inside me. “You can come now, or you can get fucked later. What would you like?”

For that, I opened my eyes. I stared at him, furious and hornier than I've ever been.

“You can't make me choose,” I said. “That's so unfair!”

He pulled his fingers out of me all at once. My body went into panic mode. No. No, you can't just stop. Not now! Not now! I'm so, so close! Please! Please! Please!

My brain screamed at me. My body was on fire. I had to make a decision.

“I want to come!” I said quickly, and he rewarded me by thrusting his fingers deep inside me again.

And then, there it was. Finally. Mercifully. I thought I could drop off the bed and through the earth, out the other side into the warm waters of the Pacific, peaceful and floating. It rolled through me like a train on a track, the kinetic energy finally getting somewhere to go and unleashing like a spring, shooting in tremendous bolts down my spine and out of my bound limbs.

I spasmed. I jerked within the confines of the ropes. I felt the muscles in my pussy tighten around his fingers as he kept working them, kept bending them. My hips bucked as best they could.

After about thirty seconds, it was over. I lay in repose, breathing heavily, sweating profusely, my body completely spent.

And only then did I realize the huge mistake I'd made in choosing to come now rather than get fucked.

“Interesting choice you made,” Mr. Peters said, looking down at me and smiling.

I was just barely catching my breath, just barely coming back into the land of reality, but already I was determined to talk my way out of what I'd just gotten myself into.

“That's not fair, Mr. Peters, you can't ... you can't do that! Please!”

“One of the things you're going to have to learn in college is that your actions have consequences, Meghan,” he said, tracing a finger up my stomach and across my nipple. I shuddered. “Consider this your first lesson in understanding that.”

He moved so that the bulge in his crotch was within reach of my hand, and I stretched as best I could to get a firm grip on the hot, throbbing cock in his slacks. He stiffened up, and I locked eyes with him.

“Mr. Peters,” I said, massaging him with my hand, feeling him grow hotter and hotter for me. “I don't think you understand how much I want this.”

He looked down at my hand, then back up into my eyes.

“Oh, but I do,” he said. “And that's exactly why you're going to wait there for an hour while I decide whether or not you're going to get fucked tonight.”

I groaned and began to protest loudly, but he placed a finger on my lips to shush me. I could taste myself on him.

“This is a much better deal than the one you were given only a minute ago, my dear,” he said. “You should probably consider keeping quiet, lest it be taken away.”

I understood him. I understood my place. I hushed up.

He caressed my face with his hand. “That's a good girl,” he said.

And as he stood up and walked away, turning out the bedroom light on his way out, I thought about all the lessons I couldn't wait to teach those college boys.
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