



Bound to Please

by Layla Lewis

Table of Contents

Title Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Teaser

Select Other Works | by Layla Lewis

NEW from Layla Lewis!

Quickies: Series

Quickies: Thematic Bundles

Quickies: Odds and Ends

Standard Fare: Series

Standard Fare: Thematic Bundles

Standard Fare: Odds and Ends

About the Author

AI Disclosure Statement

Copyright Information | Bound to Please (2nd Edition)

Sign up for Layla Lewis's Mailing List

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One
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Anna wondered if she were actually going to lose her virginity right here, in a basement study room at the university library. On a first date, to boot. Her very first date, ever. She'd been waiting a long time for this, though. And now it looked as if her first date and the loss of her virginity might become rolled together all into one—he was looking at her with just that kind of gaze.

They were talking, sure. Exchanging anecdotes about how geeky their lives were, and the social pariah status this lent them. But Anna had had that conversation more than once. She'd never been looked at like this before. Though her mouth kept making the appropriate responses, her attention was otherwise occupied by the rush of blood to her nether regions.

Tom's voice suddenly shuffled to a halt. Still gazing into her hazel eyes with his own large, deep brown ones, still leaning in toward her with an elbow on a knee, he reached out with his free hand. He closed the inch of space between them and laying his huge, knobbly hand over the hand she rested primly in her lap. It wasn't exactly holding hands, but it was close.

“Your hands are cold. Are you nervous?”

She nodded. The warmth of his palm over her icy fingers was pleasant, and she turned her hand palm-up so she could reciprocate the touch better. She dropped her gaze to the veins of his hands, his round knuckles, smoothing her thumb over the surprisingly soft skin with its sparse black hairs.

“You have such a delicate touch,” he admired.

“Thank you.” He didn't return the caress, though. He seemed to be holding back.

Genteelly, he looked at her as if she were a member of the nobility. With restraint barely concealing that already he was almost bursting at the seams with desire for her, he asked, “May I kiss you?”

Her breath hitched. Caught off guard, the only thing she could think to say was the truth. “You don't need to ask.”

And indeed he didn't. Indeed, he stood from his chair, leaned over her and took her face in his two hands. She wondered briefly if his neatly trimmed beard would be scratchy, and then the only thing she could think of was the silken feel of his lips on hers. It wasn't scratchy at all, or if it was, she didn't notice.

She'd been kissed before, but never like this. His dexterity was astounding—he parted and opened his lips while moving his head to hers organically, three-dimensionally. This was not the pre-programmed move-head-in-circles of an adolescent. This was the experienced kissing of an artful, knowledgeable lover. The gentle friction on her full, sensitive lips was already enough to make her start trembling. And he hadn't even done anything with his tongue yet.

When he did, he didn't ask; he didn't hesitate at the entrance to her mouth. Instead, he smoothly slid his tongue in as if her body were as familiar to him as his own. She willingly let him in, letting him claim her tongue, running his own over and over it as she tried to reciprocate through her building shaking.

Suddenly, he stopped and broke off, releasing his hands from her face. He leaned down and confidently seized her wrist, and she let him move her hand to his crotch. For the first time, she noticed the large bulge there, just before he pressed her hand to the warm, thick member through his clothes.

“You've got me so hard already.”

Her fingers moved as much as they were able to with her wrist captive to him. Somehow, she had always thought of a clothed erection as being rather like the ridgepole suggested by the expression “pitching a tent.” Now she realized that his clothing actually held his cock flat to his body, lying off to the side and slightly curved. She wasn't sure which end was which, and felt rather foolish for being so uncertain.

When her fingers moved over what she thought might be the tip, he gave a sighing “Mmm...” and involuntarily clenched her wrist tighter. Then he released her hand, saying, “Yes, touch it if you want to.”

She brought her other hand over and, with a combination of curiosity and arousal, stroked along the length of his cock, putting gentle pressure to figure out just how the amazing, mysterious organ was configured in there. When she found a spot that made him gasp, she stuck to that spot, running her hands over and over it.

He began to buck his hips, then without warning, stepped back, away out of reach. She felt a brief moment of anxiety, and then he said, “Enough. Oh, Anna, you could make me come right here.” He panted in and out a few times. “Are you sure you want to go this far today? I mean, I've only just met you.”

Anna didn't know how much clearer she could have made her actions, but all the same, she knew the eagerness she was displaying wasn't considered normal for a woman, even a normally tomboyish woman with pixie-short hair. She'd just have to let him know she was abnormal, that her body had lusted for this for so long she wasn't ready to wait even another day. “Yes. I found you attractive the moment I met you, and I've known since then that I want to lose my virginity to you. Now.”

He seemed to accept this at face value. He didn't try to probe for ulterior motives that weren't there, or second-guess her emotional state. It was refreshing. “Good. Because I want to take your virginity. Not now, not here...but soon.”

“Today?” she whimpered in protest. “Soon” could mean anytime in the next week.

“Today.” He hesitated. “You also mentioned something in your profile about...bondage fantasies. Is that something you want to try today?”

“I want to try everything today.”

He quirked an eyebrow ironically.

She huffed a quick laugh. “Okay, not everything. But anything you want to do. You don't need to ask me again. I can take care of myself.”

“I'd like to take care of yourself...for you,” he quipped seductively. She guessed he was saying he'd rather touch her sex for her than leave her to masturbate on her own. “But more seriously, you'll be able to take care of yourself better if I give you a safeword. A safeword is—”

“Oh, I know what a safeword is. I've done a little reading on the internet.”

“Good. Then I don't have to hold myself back as much as I normally would with someone new to kink. Your safeword will be 'banana'.”

“'Banana'?” she laughed.

He smiled back. “You're very unlikely to say it accidentally during sex.

She cocked an eyebrow at him. “Oh, I don't know. Suppose I get so aroused, I just start screaming, 'Banana! Banana! Oh, God, banana, I'm coming!'?”

“Shhh! We're still in the library!” he stage-whispered urgently, though he couldn't seem to stop himself from laughing.

“Oh no, we're in the most poorly policed study rooms in the universe and we're talking about sex! Should I be worried?” she asked with mock fear.

“Yes, yes you should, but not for that reason. Stand up and come to me.”

She did so, walking into his open embrace and wrapping her hands around his waist. “Why should I be worried, then?”

“Because you train far too easily. You came to me without any hesitation, just because I said so. This lifestyle could suck you in before you know it, and in six months' time, you could be parading through a full dungeon in nothing but a pair of black leather boots and the collar around your neck as I lead you around on a chain.”

That did sound a little extreme. Though also...enticing. Sexy, even. She shook her head. She didn't want to find that kind of thing sexy. A little light bondage in the home was one thing, but being led around in front of a whole bunch of other people? It would be completely humiliating, if it weren't so hot. But that was in the future. There would be time to think of that later. “I don't care about that right now. Where are we going?”

He shrugged. “My apartment.

“Okay.”
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She followed his lanky strides out the door, suddenly aware anew that they were in a library. That they had been in a library, doing naughty things. She shivered with delight. She'd never been someone who did naughty things in public places before. How had this man managed to change her so quickly? Or had she always been this way, ready to abandon her denial of her passionate side at the least provocation? She suspected it was a mix of both the man and her own true nature.

His apartment was a bachelor pad, but a nice one. More importantly, a clean one. “What are these for?” she asked, gesturing to a pair of chains dangling from eye-bolts in the living room ceiling.

“They're for hanging plants,” he replied, but some quirk of his voice made her turn to look at his expression. His eyes were twinkling, and his mouth twitched as he tried to suppress a smirk.

“Oh. I see. They're for tying people up.”

“Clever girl,” he complimented. “You're going to help me demonstrate how they work.”

“Oh!” Her heart started beating faster, though with nervousness or arousal, she couldn't tell. A return quip occurred to her, and she grinned at him impishly. “Thank you for telling me.”

He guffawed, realizing she was twisting the usually sarcastic phrase into a literal one—“Thank you for telling me, rather than asking me.” But then his face turned serious. “Prove to me you still remember our safeword before we get involved.”

“Banana,” she replied instantly.

“Good girl.” He drew her into his arms and bestowed a kiss on her forehead. “One last question, and then I promise I'll stop asking you things. Do you have any medical concerns? Mobility limitations, poor circulation, tendency to faint, anything that would change how I can tie you up?”

“No, nothing like that. I'm pretty healthy.”

“That makes it simple.” He let go of her and stepped back. “Take off your clothes.”

“Wh-what?” she stammered.

“I'm going to see it all eventually anyway.”

He had a point. Still, it seemed somehow wrong to do this standing up, in his living room, in broad daylight, while he remained fully clothed. And stripping in front of him, how could she fail to be aware of her body's various imperfections, the little flaws she focused on when she examined herself in the mirror? The couple pounds of extra weight she carried on her thighs, the two little moles right next to one another on her left breast, the small scar on her abdomen from her appendectomy when she was a young teenager...This was real life; there was no airbrushing that stuff out.

“I can always tie you up and then cut your clothes off you instead,” he play-threatened.

No way. She loved this skirt, and the blouse was one she ended up wearing every week. She started with the long, flowing silk skirt, unzipping it at her hip and letting it drop to the floor. At least she was still fairly covered at this point, since she'd worn bike shorts under the skirt for a little more coverage. As she stepped out of the skirt and picked it up to drape it neatly over a chair back, she heard him breath, “Wow.”

She looked askance at him.

“I may not have mentioned this before, but I kind of have a thing for spandex, and...wow...your ass looks amazing in those shorts when you bend over like that. I was going to tie you up totally naked and facing me, but now I've got other ideas. You can leave those on.”

She didn't know why his admiration of her body should feel so good, but it was deeply fulfilling. Experimentally, she turned back around and rolled her hips at him.

“Oh, yes,” he groaned, and in an instant, he was behind her, and she could feel his hard cock against her ass through their layers of clothing. “Please, don't stop.”

She pushed into him, feeling the building wetness in her overflow into the shorts. She found that when she moved a certain way, the bulge of his cock pushed a little ways into her pussy, stretching the fabric of her shorts. She did this several times, until he held her hips and stilled their movement.

“Enough. Stay there and take off everything but the shorts.”

She took off her shoes, then her shirt, then, with only the smallest of misgivings, her bra. Out of the corner
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