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Between Roommates

At moments like this, when they were both relaxed, Alexandra (Alex) had to work hard to hide her feelings. It wasn’t fair, especially since they were both cooped up for the quarantine.

Then again, she was lucky. Even if she had a crush on her roommate, she could have been stuck with some jerk or jackass. One of her best friends, Amelia, hated her two roommates. They seemed to fight over everything, which Alex heard about every time they got on Skype together.

Each time she glanced in his direction, Alex worried he might notice and say something. Having a crush on him was bad enough, but she didn’t want to be a creep or risk having him laugh at her.

Still, the movie couldn’t completely hold her attention. They may have been seated on opposite sides of the couch, and Alex had her knees pulled up toward her torso, but she still experienced that gravitational pull. She wanted to read his expression, study the contours of his cheeks, the hue of his beard, and the lines of his build.

Alex may have been something of a tomboy, but she still wondered what it might be like to feel his arms wrap around her. Then again, she wondered if he would always see her as something of a little sister, especially with her loose-fitting jeans and sweatshirts. It didn’t help that she kept her hair cut short, especially around the sides and up along the nape of her neck.

What if she grew out her dark tresses? What if she could tie her hair back into a ponytail? Or pigtails?

A little bit of revulsion shot through her chest at the thought. Instead, a little smile tugged at the corner of her mouth as she contemplated a different possibility: having Trevor down on his back in her bed. She could grab his wrists, ride him hard, and make him call out her name.

But what if he was the kind of guy who expected a girl to be dainty and docile, cute and probably helpless? Again, she hated the idea, only she glanced over at this man. Trevor had his eyes locked on the screen. He was totally lost to the film.

Trevor might have been worth a couple of cosmetic changes.

Only he didn’t like her that way. At least, that’s what she had to assume since he never seemed to pick up on any of her cues. She nibbled on the inside of her mouth and wondered if she should simply confront him. Then again, if she confessed her feelings and he rejected her, what would it be like to live as roommates?

Trevor interrupted her thoughts when he grabbed the remote, jerked it up and pointed the device at the TV like it was an accusatory finger. “That is such BS,” he declared even as his finger slammed down on the pause button.

“What?” Alex asked.

“That,” he said, shaking the remote for the TV. “Seriously, just stop and think about it. Are we really supposed to believe that a woman could tie a guy down, just start touching him, and force him to get off?”

“Well, yeah…” Alex said because she didn’t see the problem.

“No,” he declared. His voice was taut with vehemence. “That’s not how guys work. Look, I get it that there is this stupid idea floating around online and in the media that men are super horny all the time and that we get hard no matter what, but that isn’t how it works.”

Alex had known plenty of guys and quickly said, “Yeah. It is.”

“What would you know?” Trevor demanded. “You’re not a guy.”

“But I’ve been with plenty of boys,” she retorted. “Besides, this is just biology. It’s a matter of friction and stimulation.”

“No way,” he said. “Even if you had me tied down, you wouldn’t be able to get me hard, let alone be able to force me to have an orgasm.”

Before Alex could stop herself, she asked, “Really? Wanna bet?”

She blinked only an instant later, shocked at the brazen words which just jumped from her mouth. Then again, it wouldn’t be a big deal because she expected Trevor to just hit the play button and return to the movie.

“I’m serious,” he said with a dismissive shake of his head. “You couldn’t do it.”

“I know I could,” she said. At the same time, she pressed her lips together into a contemplative line as she waited for his reaction.

Adorably, he just insisted, “No. You couldn’t.”

“Then prove it. Give me an hour. I’m sure, using my hands or mouth, I could get you off. I could do it within an hour. Easily.”

“No way.” He returned his eyes to the screen.

“If you really believe that, then you should accept my bet.”

He tossed the controller down against of the cushion between them. “Fine. What do I get when I win?” He straightened his back and crossed his arms over his chest.

Alex only took a second to think about exactly how she should respond. She kept her tone playful and maybe a little mocking at the same time. She needed to draw him in, to make sure his arrogance prompted him to make a mistake, one she could use to her advantage…

“What do you want?” she finally asked.

“You do all the chores for a month,” he said. “All of them.”

“What’s included?”

His fingers popped up as he listed them off, “Laundry. Garbage. Dishes. Vacuuming. All of it.”

“For an entire month…” Alex repeated as though she was worried.

“Unless you don’t think you could do it,” he said. When Trevor smiled, he revealed the edges of his teeth.

“And if I win, you have to take me out on a date.”

“What kind of date?”

She wobbled her head from side to side like this was an off-hand thought, something she needed to figure out right now because she certainly hadn’t been imagining her roommate taking her out for the last couple of weeks. “Something romantic. Maybe a candlelit dinner at the park.”

He raised an eyebrow and studied her.

“Fine.”

“You have a deal,” she said, holding out her hand. Before they shook on it, however, she said, “But to make sure it’s fair and just like the movie, I get to tie you down.”

He hesitated.

“Unless of course, you aren’t sure you’re going to win,” she taunted her roommate.

He grabbed her hand and shook it up and down. “Deal.”

“Let’s go,” she said.

“What? Right now?” Some of the color seemed to drain away from his cheeks. This young man may have believed he could handle anything, but he wasn’t so sure, not anymore.

“Yes,” she stated. Right now. Unless of course, you want to forfeit. Is that it? If you are already hard and now you’re going to lose because men can’t really control themselves, that’s fine with me.”

“Fine. Right now.” He jumped to his feet, and he marched right past her.

Alex watched her roommate head down the hallway to his bedroom. The door opened but didn’t close. For her part, she scurried back to her own room. She went to her closet and pulled out those silk ropes.

She had used them once with an ex-boyfriend. It had been part of a game, something she had enjoyed far more thoroughly than she had originally expected. Even now, she took her time as she contemplated what it would be like to have a boy tied down. She wanted his arms and legs spread out for the corners of the bed, his naked frame on display for her.

Feeling girly and giggly, she actually hopped up and down before swinging her hands right in front of her.

There.

She burned off some of her excitement, but she couldn’t wait to have Trevor in this exact position. A stupid, excited grin played across her face for the next couple of seconds. Then she exhaled slowly, forced her features under control, and looked serious again.

Alex headed back out into the hallway. She found her roommate sitting there on the edge of his bed.

“Strip,” she ordered.

He saw the strips of white, silk rope wrapped around her forearm. A nervous gulp ran down her roommate’s throat as he contemplated what was about to happen.

“Now,” she said.

Trevor looked at her for a couple of seconds, and she wondered if maybe he would try to back out of this. But no. He found his courage, and he started to pull off his shirt. His shoes, socks, pants and boxers followed. Eventually, he was naked in front of her.

“You won’t even be able to make me hard,” he promised.

“We’ll see,” she answered with a flirtatiously breezy confidence rippling through her voice. “We’ll see.”

Once he was naked, he stood in front of her. Other guys might have gotten nervous in front of a pretty girl like Alex. Maybe it was her tomboyish appearance that made it easier to do this, but he actually wiggled his hips from side to side. His flaccid shaft flipped to the left, then the right.

“Good luck,” he threw back at her sarcastically.

“I won’t need it,” she said. “Now lay down on the bed. Spread your arms and legs.”

“You had better get used to taking out the garbage,” he said as he climbed up onto his mattress. Luckily for both of them, his bed had a set of four thick posts, one at each corner.

Once he was on his back with his limbs spread, she climbed up on top of him.

“The clock starts now,” he said. If he was trying to unnerve her, it didn’t work. In fact, she tied him down with quick, efficient movements. She pulled the knot tight on his right wrist, then his left. From there, she secured each rope to the bedposts.

“Here,” she said as she pulled out her phone, set the timer, and showed it to him.

The clock started ticking down.

He puffed out a breath and kept his legs spread even as she gently grazed her fingertips from his neck, down his shoulder, and along his chest. As he concentrated on anything aside from the petite girl in front of him, Trevor managed to avoid any sign of sexual stimulation. There wasn’t even a twitch.

If Alex was nervous, she didn’t let it show. In fact, she seemed utterly focused on tying down his legs. She secured his left, then his right. Finally, she crawled forward, placed one hand beside his head to support her weight, and looked down at him.

All at once, Trevor realized he had never been this close to his roommate. He could smell the aroma of her shampoo, something like cherries or strawberries. Not only that, he noticed that little bit of gloss she wore along her lips. For a girl who disdained makeup, she really was pretty, he realized.

Even so, he had every intention of winning this bet.

For Trevor, it wasn’t even a question of doing the chores. Instead, he wanted to prove everyone wrong. Men could control themselves just as easily as women. A female couldn’t actually tie him down and make him hard and force him to come. Those were just obnoxious stereotypes, and he would prove it right then and there with this girl.

Hardening his resolve, he closed his eyes as she finished tying him down.

That was a mistake because she reached up, and she started to stroke the underside of his cock. Her fingertips played along his soft skin. She teased him, and electric desire began to burn through his body.

Despite this, Trevor managed to keep his member nice and soft.

No way, he told himself. He wasn’t going to let this girl take advantage of him.

She stroked and teased, softly squeezed, and worked her fingertips along his member.

“You’re wasting your time,” Trevor said. He had to bite down for a moment, however. Before he realized what was happening, his pulse started to quicken. “You might as well give up right now. Go on,” he said. “You can save yourself an hour and a little bit of embarrassment.”

Surprising him, Alex pulled her hands away. “Struggle,” she ordered.

“What?”

“I want to be sure you can’t get up,” she said. A coquettish smile tugged at the corners of her mouth now. Not only that, her eyes seemed to sparkle as she waited for his decision.

“Fine,” he said as he rolled his eyes. Trevor told himself he only did this because he wanted to waste a little bit more of her time. After all, the clock was on his side.

Taking another breath, he glanced over his shoulder to the left, then the right. He saw the snug, white ropes around his wrists. But now, he pulled. His muscles flexed, and he tried to slide his hands free.

It didn’t work.

He began to pull a little bit harder.

Alex enjoyed the show.

Perhaps this wouldn’t turn him on, but she loved every second. She had no idea why seeing him wiggle and struggle sent shivers of pleasure running through her body, but she resisted the urge to bite down on her bottom lip. Then again, she could have simply kissed him…

Maybe later.

For now, she said, “It’s cute watching you fight. You know, you’re helpless. That means I can do whatever I want with you. I can make you so hard.”

“No, you can’t,” he repeated.

“Look at that,” she said as she rested her hand on his chest. “Your heart is beating so fast, Trevor.”

“That’s because I tried to get up,” he said.

“Yes, you did,” she replied.

She stroked his cheek, his neck, and his shoulders. Her fingers slid along his clavicles, but he just chuckled, “I’m not some girl. That’s not going to work on me,” he said. From there, her fingernails seemed to graze along his flanks, just barely scratching him. He tried not to enjoy it, but fresh desire reverberated through his frame. Fortunately, he didn’t have to let any of those reactions show, and his shaft remained soft, proving his point.

A man could control his body. He could keep from getting hard, no matter how she touched him or tried to turn him on.

“How much time has gone by?” Trevor asked.

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” she said.

He glanced over at the phone. Unfortunately, it was face down.

“Don’t worry,” she purred. “The alarm will go off. Of course, it’ll be too late for you by then. Right now, you can just enjoy my touch.”

Her fingertips continued to dart along his body. Then she went for his scrotum with one hand and his cock with the other. With the base of her right thumb, she massaged the base of his cock.

That felt good, he reflected. Even so, he concentrated on filing his taxes, paying the power bill, and dealing with the landlord. Those unsexy thoughts demonstrated his self-control.

“You like this,” she said. “You might try to fight it, but I can see it in your eyes.”

He focused on her, their eyes met, and he had this one moment where he realized just how pretty she really was. Sure, she dressed like a tomboy, but there was something about the soft contours of her cheeks, the way the light glistened on her lips, and the shine in her eyes. All at once, he wondered what it would be like to brush his fingers through her short hair.

Banishing those thoughts, he tugged on his restraints again. The ropes held him down, making sure he wasn’t going anywhere.

“You like this,” she said. Then she licked her lips, she leaned down, and her mouth was so close to his cock.

Fresh embers of arousal began to glow at his core. He tried to ignore them, but she teased the underside of his scrotum. She played with him, working him slowly. Those gentle massages started to trigger something deep within him.

No. No way. He wasn’t going to let it happen. And yet, he could feel those first hints of an erection.

Concentrating on his breathing, he worked hard to distract himself. Somehow, he couldn’t remember the power bill, taking out the trash, or their landlord. His heart kicked faster, and he pushed his fingertips down against his palms. His nails dug into his skin, so that little flicker of pain almost distracted him.

Almost.

Those incessant sensations continued to run along his nerves.

“Boys are all the same. You might try to deny it, Trevor. That’s okay. I’m going to show you just how hard you can get. In fact, I might be able to make you beg.”

“Never,” he snarled.

Much to his surprise, she just laughed. “It’s okay. Even if you don’t beg, I’m still going to win the bet. And you’re going to take me out on a date. It’s going to be very sweet. I think I’m going to decide what you wear. Nice black pants, maybe a button-down shirt. Oh, and I think you’re going to get us a pair of steaks and some salad.”

“It’s never going to happen,” he said.

Trevor raised his head and looked down along the length of his body. His shaft was already semi-stiff!

She gave him another squeeze, moved her hand up and down in those rhythmic movements. He tried to breathe out, to force his body to relax, but it wasn’t long before he stiffened some more. Still, it wasn’t a complete erection. He knew he could get harder. At this point, there was no way he would climax.

Fine. She managed to beat him on this point. Maybe she could get him hard, but that wouldn’t win the bet for her. Arousal was one thing; an actual orgasm would be completely different!

Biting down, he looked up toward the ceiling.

Even after she let go, Trevor didn’t understand what she had planned or what might happen next.

She pulled away and stretched forward with feline grace. Right as he looked up toward her, she straddled his chest and leaned down. He tasted her lip gloss as she started to kiss him.

Alex gently brushed her fingers along his neck and cheeks as her mouth pressed down to his. At first, their lips moved together.

Trevor did his best not to react or respond. He didn’t want to kiss her back!

After a few seconds, however, he decided this felt incredible. He didn’t want to enjoy it, but it was just a couple of kisses, he told himself. They could make out, and his point would remain intact: even if she turned him on, she wouldn’t be able to make him climax!

If Alex felt hurt having this boy just lay there, she didn’t give any sign of it. In fact, she had one hand between his legs as she continued to press her lips to his.

Occasionally, she made these quick little moaning sounds. They reverberated through his body and resonated against his ears.

Trevor had never really paid much attention to his roommate as an actual girl. Instead, she had been something closer to a friend and maybe a business partner. Together, they confronted the landlord, dealt with repairs, and lived together. She was pretty cool, doing her chores and paying rent on time. Not only that, she had good taste in movies, but Trevor still didn’t pay much attention to her, not when there were so many other girls out in the world.

But now his shaft was rock hard, her lips continued to glide along his mouth, and he was close to losing the bet.

No, he promised himself. No way. He wouldn’t get off.

Only now her fingers gently caressed and teased and pressed down on his shaft. Next, she took him in her hand and moved her fingertips up and down again and again.

She broke off the kiss, and he couldn’t help himself, “What’s wrong? Getting frustrated?” Perhaps those words would have been more biting if she hadn’t noticed the way his cheeks had started to redden.

“What’s wrong?” Alex replied in turn. She had her hand on his chest and sensed his heart kicking against the bars of its cage. “Are you turned on?”

“You don’t win the bet with an erection,” he shot back.

“Let’s see what we can do about that then,” she replied.

Trevor waited for her to start touching him again. Instead, she grabbed onto the hem of her baggy T-shirt and pulled it up along the length of her body. The next moment, he saw her smooth, pale skin, her flat stomach, and even her bra.

One thought echoed between his ears: Woah.

This girl looked fantastic!

With her short hair and generally baggy outfits, Alex never played up her femininity. She was always a cute tomboy. No one would mistake her for a boy, but she didn’t have the long hair, low-cut tops, or snug outfits that would have showed off her body.

Now he had to wonder why.

Not only that, Trevor worked hard to pull his eyes away from her, only she yanked down her pants. Suddenly, she was right there in front of him in nothing but her matching black bra and panties.

She looked exquisite, he thought. She was amazing, like some model.

Without meaning to, he started to imagine what it might be like to run his fingers along her sides, up the soft curves of her breasts, or to press her down against the mattress and kiss her.

Biting down, he pushed those thoughts aside. He banished them from his psyche because he would not and could not lose this wager.

Men couldn’t be manipulated, not as easily as all of the women of the world seemed to think. Completely sick of that cliché about guys getting turned on at the drop of a hat, he would prove her wrong.

In those first couple of seconds, he tried to close his eyes. He couldn’t.

He couldn’t look away.

There was something magnetic about her gaze.

Granted, Trevor had experienced this before with other women. He might go out to a bar or a club. In high school, he remembered some of the gorgeous cheerleaders, those blondes who were Alex’s opposite in so many ways. Those girls in their short, pleated skirts, their little pink and purple tank tops, always drew his attention.

Now the same thing happened with Alex, but it didn’t matter. Again and again, he told himself that some part of his body or biology may have responded to her proximity, but Alex wasn’t going to win this.

Breathing out slowly, he forced himself to relax.

“This isn’t going to work,” he said. “You could take everything off, and it wouldn’t matter.”

“I’m not taking anything else off,” she said, “not right now, that is.”

“What, what are you going to do then?” Trevor flinched when he heard that stutter in his own voice. It was ridiculous. They were roommates! They had spent so much time together, just watching movies, playing video games, and hanging out.

They were friends. They were roommates. Nothing else. Nothing more.

I’m not going to lose this. I’m not going to let her beat me! Trevor promised himself without making a sound. Only now, he tried to look away, only something drew his attention.

With a supreme exertion of will, Trevor closed his eyes. He hid himself behind the dark of his eyelids and waited.

Nothing happened.

Silently, he urged the timer to speed up. He wanted it to ring and buzz at any moment, thereby proving his point. That movie was ridiculous, and men couldn’t be forced to come!

The seconds ticked by.

Suddenly nervous she had something else planned, Trevor opened his eyes and found her looking down at him. In that exact moment, she licked her lips, leaned down, and he continued to watch.

On some level, Trevor figured out right away what she had in mind. He understood what was about to happen, and that’s why his legs twitched, and he flexed his arms. He tried to pull away, to twist his body to the left or right, like he might be able to escape.

This wasn’t panic. Instead, it was a different kind of determination as he tried to pull himself away from the mattress. He yanked and twisted, jerking the ropes tight as he tried to free himself.

It didn’t matter.

Her fingers slid along the underside of his cock once again. She just barely touched him, yet those caresses definitely triggered something within him. The arousal continued to pump along his body, leaping from nerve to nerve like little bolts of lightning.

“What’s wrong?” Alex taunted. “You look scared? You think you’re going to lose the bet? Is that it?”

He had to answer, so he managed to call out, “Never. You’re not going to win this. You won’t!” He meant those words with every ounce of certainty he could muster.

If she didn’t give him another squeeze, he might be able to relax, he decided. That’s when he looked up, just in time to watch as she licked his cock. She started on the right side now. Her tongue was warm and wet and felt so good.

Then she licked the left side.

A shiver of desperate need reverberated through his body. It felt like an earthquake, only Trevor was the only one who felt the world shake around him.

She continued to lick him, gently flicking her tongue along the underside of his shaft, then his left, then his right, again and again. Each motion brought him closer and closer to an orgasm.

He clenched his eyes shut and tried to think of his taxes. Random numbers and phrases like “standard deductions” flashed through his head, and they helped pull him away from the cute girl giving him a blow job.

Then she stopped, and he didn’t understand why. It was a mistake to open his eyes, only Trevor couldn’t quite help himself. Before he considered what was about to happen, he glanced down along the length of his body and saw her. Their eyes met, her lips curved up into a smile, and then she started sucking on his cock.

She wrapped her lips tight around his circumference, forming a seal.

“This isn’t going to work,” he said again.

She pulled away, and something close to regret flashed through his body, but that was just a physical response, he told himself. Trevor focused on her. “It doesn’t matter what you do. I’m in control of my body. I am.”

“Are you trying to convince me?” Alex asked before she dipped down and gave him another lick, “Or are you try to convince yourself?”

This time, he didn’t get the opportunity to respond. She dipped down again, tightened her wet lips around his shaft, and formed a tight seal. It felt so good, especially as she hollowed her cheeks and sucked. Then she moved her head down, taking one inch after another of his shaft.

No girl had ever gone down on him like this before.

Back in high school, Trevor dated a girl from his English class, and she was cute, and she offered to go down on him, but she didn’t really know what she was doing. She lacked any kind of confidence and only swiped her tongue along his cock a couple of times before jerking her head up and maybe looking embarrassed.

Alex didn’t have that problem. She wielded the easy confidence of a woman who understood exactly what she could do with her hands, mouth, not to mention the rest of her body…

When he started picture this girl completely naked, Trevor slammed down on those fantasies. He crushed to them and shoved them aside.

He wasn’t going to lose.

This girl wouldn’t win this.

Alex bobbed her head up and down, serving and servicing him. Hot anticipation rushed through his body. It seemed to spin like a tornado, and he knew he could lose himself at any moment. He could let those winds of desire carry him away.

He didn’t. He wouldn’t!

She pulled away from his cock again, grinned, and said, “It’s funny watching you fight so hard. I mean, you’re tied down, and you can’t get away.”

“Is that what you think?” Trevor tried to snort with brazen confidence.

“You can’t get away,” she said.

“Every second is a point for me,” he said. “You should check the clock. I don’t think you have much time left.”

Trevor grinned triumphantly as uncertainty flashed across her face.

Only then she surprised him by very carefully picking up the phone and turning it to face him. Now, her fingers didn’t change anything, but then he saw how much time she still had left: more than twenty minutes!

“Don’t worry,” she said with a coquettish smile. “You won’t have to put up with a twenty-minute blowjob—unless you come first. That’d be fine with me if you want to give up right now.”

“I’m not going to give up,” he said a little bit too quickly. “And I’m not going to lose either!”

“Oh, boys. Sometimes, you get the silliest ideas stuck in your head. Just face it, Trevor. Males can’t control themselves. It’s all about biology. It’s all about physical responses.”

Before he could answer, she dipped down, wrapped her wet lips around his cock, and started sucking again. Not only that, she made eye contact across the length of his torso.

As he studied the shine of her irises, He wanted to look away. Still, there was something so mesmerizing about having this girl service him.

No, he reminded himself. It wasn’t “service”. Yes, it felt good, but she was determined to win. He wouldn’t let her.

As his breathing quickened, he again tried to lose himself to other thoughts. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t think of anything except this girl as she licked and sucked. The soft glide of her tongue, the moist motions of her lips…

Then she started going faster. She tightened her grip with her mouth, and it felt incredible. Delicious pleasure raced through his body even as he clenched his fists and concentrated on his breathing.

He wasn’t going to give in. He wasn’t going to give up.

Trevor wouldn’t allow her to win!

Then she pulled away.

“You stopped,” he said. “Does that mean you give up?”

Another smile touched her lips as she giggled. With one arm, she reached up and found the hook on her bra. She popped it open and let the top fall away.

In his mind’s eye, Trevor saw himself clenching his eyes shut or maybe just turning his gaze up toward the ceiling. He didn’t want to see her stiffened nipples or the perfect contours of her breasts. He didn’t want to realize that they were bigger than he had expected.

As hard as he tried, Trevor found himself intoxicated by the vision of this beautiful girl on her knees, poised right there between his legs. Then she poked one thumb into the elastic of her panties and started to pull them down. Inch by inch, the black silk slipped along her body.

As always, he saw her face, her neck, only now her chest was bare along with her slender stomach, and now he could see her vulva. His breathing quickened, only he told himself that she was using up the last of her tricks. She had used her hands and her mouth. Pretty soon, she would realize that she couldn’t get him off.

“I want you to know something, Trevor,” she said. She stripped away her panties and dropped them onto the floor. Completely naked now, she stretched forward and pressed her body down onto his.

Her stiffened nipples brushed over his chest. She was close now, so ridiculously close!

“I want you to know that I’m taking my time. I’m not frustrated. If you think, deep down, I’m angry or upset, then you’re wrong. I’m just drawing this out because I like playing with you.” As she said those words, she tapped the tip of his nose.

“That’s BS,” he growled back.

Only when she smiled at him and didn’t bother to respond, Trevor couldn’t be so sure. There was something just so in her expression.

Then she pulled back and went back to his cock and balls. With one hand underneath his scrotum, she teased that soft patch of skin. She made a growl jump from his mouth as she tightened her lips along his cock one more time.

Trevor had never enjoyed an enthusiastic blow job like this before. She seemed to revel in every movement right until that moment when she pulled away. Then she gently rose onto her fingers.

His brows creased with confusion. As hard as Trevor tried to figure it out, he didn’t understand what she had in mind. Then she straddled his flanks.

The soft skin of her legs pressed against his sides and she reached down. With her left hand, she started to play with her nipples. She traced one fingertip in figure-eights around each mound.

With her other hand, she reached for her slit.

He didn’t want to look; he didn’t want to watch.

“If you’re not interested in a show,” she teased, “you should just shut your eyes.”

He glanced up at her for only a moment, glowering hard.

“You’re adorable when you look frustrated, Trevor. I should remember that for our date.”

“There isn’t going to be any date!” Trevor grunted back at her.

By this point, he managed to fix his eyes on her face.

“Oh, you funny boy,” she said. “You still can’t face the truth.”

“I’m going to run the timer down,” he promised. Then again, Trevor couldn’t tell whether or not he intended those words for her or himself.

“Nope,” she said with a pop of her pretty mouth. “I can take you whenever I want. All this time, I’ve just been playing with you.”

He didn’t want to believe or accept it. Really, she was just trying to get into his head. Trevor tried to hold onto that simple idea. Only then, the frustration seemed to mount all at once.

At this point, she wasn’t even touching him, yet watching this girl masturbate with one hand between her legs and another on her chest seemed to pump incandescent fuel straight into his bloodstream.

He yanked against his restraints. He tried to twist his body from side to side. As hard as he fought, he couldn’t get away.

“You’re tied down,” she reminded him, “Just like that boy in the movie.”

“That movie was fake,” he snarled back. “It was garbage!”

“It may not have been a cinematic work of genius,” she allowed, “But it was definitely accurate in its portrayal of boys like you.”

His nostrils twitched, and he tried to throw himself forward. His lunge failed, and she smirked down at him.

“You’re going to watch me come,” she promised. “Then I’m going to take you.”

Again, he tried to pull his eyes away. He wanted to turn to the left or right. He could have looked at the posters on his walls or maybe focused his attention down on the carpet. Instead, there was something incredible about seeing her left hand massage her breasts. The way she teased her nipples, tweaking and caressing, made him want to reach out and grab her.

His instincts, however, had become entirely irrelevant. This girl knew how to manipulate him. He may have tried to kick out, but she hardly noticed. In fact, she would close her eyes, lift her chin, and pant or moan as she came closer to an orgasm.

With her fingers between her legs, she stroked and teased. She played with her slit, gently stroking and caressing. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Then she jerked one arm forward, grabbed onto his headboard, gripped it tight, all while she continued to play with herself.

Those eager, frantic movements brought her closer and closer. Her cheeks were a bright shade of red now, and then she cried out.

It started with a squeak and morphed into this playful moan of satisfaction. The relief flooded through her body as she came hard. Then she pulled back, smiled down at him, and said, “It’s not quite your turn.”

“Look,” he said. “Maybe we should just stop this bet right now.”

Despite her recent orgasm, Alex raised an eyebrow. She smiled down at this bound boy and asked, “Oh? Why is that?”

Trevor started talking, and he couldn’t even tell whether or not he hoped to burn some more time or really needed to convince her. Either way, he let the words tumble from his mouth, “Look, you made some good points. You got me hard. We could just call it a draw right now.”

“Are you scared?”

“What? No.”

“Are you sure you’re not scared that you are about to lose?” She took his erection back into her hand, gave him another squeeze, and giggled, “Because right now, it sounds like you’re scared.”

“I’m not scared,” he said between gritted teeth.

“There wouldn’t be any shame in it,” she replied reasonably. “I mean, no one likes being wrong. No one likes thinking that a pretty girl could come along, tie you down, and have her way with you…”

“That’s not what’s happening here!”

“Then what’s happening?” Alex asked playfully.

She was teasing him; she was messing with him.

Panting now, he promised himself again. He made another vow. He would not climax. He would not let this girl beat him! With everything he had, he would fight her. More importantly, he’d win!

“You’re trying to prove a point, but you can’t do it,” he said. “I’m not going to let you. I’m in charge of what happens here.”

“Oh? Are you?”

She leaned forward again, only now she nuzzled the contours of his neck with the tip of her nose. Electric ecstasy ran through his body as she started to kiss him. She grazed her teeth along his neck. She started to suck. “Think I can give you a hickey?”

“Go ahead,” he said. “Waste your time.”

“Or maybe I should just fuck you hard,” she said.

“It won’t make any difference,” he tried to say, only now his voice shook with insecurity.

She was a beautiful girl, and Trevor didn’t know if he had ever been this aroused before.

When he spent time with other girls, they had always been somewhat perfunctory when it came to sex. They almost acted like it was a chore. Except here, Alex clearly reveled in having him bound and helpless.

Her eyes swept along his body, and she couldn’t help but think of what it would be like to date him and to get him into this position every night…

Suddenly, a quarantine didn’t sound so bad. She smiled, gently kissed his neck for a few more seconds, and finally pulled back.

He must have sensed what she had in mind because he said, “Don’t do it. Don’t bother. It’s not going to make any difference.”

“What’s that I hear in your voice?” Alex teased. “Is it desperation? Yes. I think it’s desperation. You’re scared. You know what I’m about to do to you because you’re a boy, and boys can’t help themselves.”

His nostrils twitched with aggravation, but then she took a hold of his cock. She aimed it to the right angle, slid back, and started to lower herself down.

His breathing sped up all over again. Trevor sucked down one puff of air after another as he tried to maintain control. He just needed to focus. He needed to concentrate…

He could do this, he tried to believe. He could beat her!

Alex leaned forward, closed her eyes, and savored the way he stretched the walls of her slit. Her breathing came even faster now. Her heart was kicking, but she let a wild smile touch her mouth.

Then she started to move up. She took her time. She clenched down just a little bit.

“That’s amazing, Trevor,” she said. “You think are going to do this again after our date?”

“There’s, there’s only a little bit of time left,” he replied.

Feeling playful and maybe a little cruel, she reached over and grabbed the phone. She showed it to him.

Minutes. They still had minutes left!

He bit back his frustration, clenching his jaw and concentrating as hard as he could. He tried to hold those defenses as she started to ride him. “Oh, it’s okay if you want to hold out,” she teased as she slid her body up and down.

Savoring the friction and motion of her pussy against his cock, she kept going, “This is incredible. I mean, if I’m with a guy, I’m usually worried he’s going to come in the first couple of seconds. But look at you. You have all of this self-control!” She burst out laughing.

Trevor held out. He maintained his defenses. Even as those sensations raced through his mind and body, he somehow managed to keep himself from losing control. He didn’t feel the exquisite throbbing, the pulsations, or any other part of an orgasm. Instead, he just had this beautiful little tomboy on top of him, riding him hard, and he somehow managed to keep an orgasm from racing along his body.

He was doing it!

He might actually win this!

Then she slowed down. She started to pull away, and there was this moment when he thought she had finished with him. He thought maybe she would just let him win…

“I knew it,” he mouthed. “I knew it! I win!”

Right as the triumph started to flood through his body, she sped up. She lowered herself down, taking his every inch. The walls of her hot, wet slit encircled and trapped him. She enveloped him right in that moment when she started to pull back up again, and she went faster now. So much faster.

The exquisite vibrations seemed to run through his body until it happened.

Trevor glanced at her, he started to think of her lips, her breasts, and he focused on the tight heat of her slit. It was all too much.

He slipped for just a moment, losing control, and his body took over. With a growl of frustration, he felt himself come so hard! It was like some nefarious itch. He didn’t want to scratch it. He wanted to jerk his hand away, only he couldn’t resist.

In that same moment, he listened as Alex moaned. She cried out, screaming as another orgasm rippled through her body. They came together; their respective orgasms pulsed along their nerves, making them tighten and tense.

She rode him hard for those intense seconds until she finished. Then she pulled away, leaned to down, and kissed him.

Utterly spent, he felt like he had nothing left. His heart kept hammering, and he could barely catch his breath, but she leaned down and whispered, “Our date is going to be on Friday at seven. Wear something nice.”

She untied him and sauntered out of his bedroom and down the hall because she decided she wanted to take a shower.

Again, he tried not to look, but he studied the contours of her back and the curves of her ass as she walked away. Just like that, he realized what kind of power a girl like Alex could wield against him.

The End
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