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–

This is a work of fiction. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. All characters are 18 years of age or older.

–

Sign up for the Addison Price mailing list!

It's just an e-mail every two weeks or so, and you'll get advance notice of upcoming free book deals and a tally of the latest Addison Price titles!

Just click here!

–

About Curious: A Bondage Romance:

"People don't understand how I could love being submissive. How I could love being tied up and told what to do. What they really don't get, though, is that it's not all about bondage and taking commands. It's about trusting someone enough to let them take control. It's about being so sure of them — and of your ability to handle whatever they send your way — that you can sink into yourself and just go with whatever flow they dictate, knowing you're safe."

Okay, look: It's been a while since I've been with a guy, but I'm not desperate. When I look at Darren, I don't see just some college boy who'd make for a good romp in the sack. When I look at Darren, I see something so much more intriguing, so much more intense. So much more … dominant.

And it's not just because the first time I really saw him was while he was browsing books on BDSM in the school library.

That might be enough to scare some girls off, but not me. I want to explore that. I want to know more about it. About him. I need to. I'm just that curious.

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

–

An Excerpt:

Handing over my other wrist felt like a bigger deal. I only had the two, after all, and letting him tie the second one off meant he was officially taking complete control over me, removing whatever freedom I had and replacing it with whatever he deemed appropriate. It scared me to no end, but it also thrilled me. I was wet, my skin was on fire, and my pulse throbbed in my ears.

He finished the tie, and there I was: completely and utterly helpless, unable to bring my arms back inward. I was vulnerable. Exposed. Incapable of escape. And hornier than I could ever remember being.

I thought back to the words of that lady in To Submit, To Serve. “It's about trusting someone enough to let them take control,” she'd said. “It's about being so sure of them — and of your ability to take whatever they send your way — that you can sink into yourself and just go with whatever flow they dictate, knowing you're safe.”

There in the library, tied to a shelf and unable to move, staring into Darren's eyes as he looked over his handiwork with a certainty and resolute sexiness radiating off of him, I fully understood what she meant. He was gorgeous, and I knew he felt the same way about me, and together we were doing something kinky and fun and risky — but most of all, we'd been trusting enough with one another to take this leap.

The feelings and thoughts that swirled through my stimulated mind were almost too much to bear. I needed him to touch me, I needed him to be closer. I needed to feel his skin on mine, and I needed it to be right then. I looked at him, pleading with my eyes, hoping I wouldn't have to say the words, trusting he'd know exactly what I meant — and he absolutely did.


~1~

When's the last time you were truly curious?

I don't mean "I wonder what's in my cabinet right now," or "I wonder what my cat does when I'm not home," I mean really, truly curious. The kind of curious you get when you meet someone incredible for the first time, or get exposed just enough to something so fascinating there's a burning inside you to explore it further, to find out everything you can.

Think back. Try to remember. When's the last time something really came out of nowhere and took over your life? Dominated your time?

For some people, that's probably not an easy question to answer. For me, however, it's easy as could be.

I can even give you the time and place: It was during the free hour on a Monday, my sophomore year of college, on the fourth floor of the library.

I don't buy into the whole "fate" thing, but I will say that I normally never went to the fourth floor of the library. For anything. But I had a particularly nasty headache that day, and wanted to go somewhere I knew I could be alone and get some quiet time to read a little — and maybe even nap in the sunlight that came through the library's large windows every early afternoon.

The reason I needed a nap was the same reason I had a headache: I hadn't slept the night before. My roommate was a lovely girl, she truly was, but she and her boyfriend were nowhere near as quiet as they believed themselves to be, and because I was either too friendly or too much of a wuss, I just stayed there, in my bed, quiet as a mouse while they rode one another softly, keeping their dirty talk as low as possible.

For a while, my little plan was working to perfection. Everything was quiet, everything was peaceful. The throbbing in my head was slowly fading away, and I was getting a good amount of reading done. What's more, I was even beginning to doze off in one of the big comfy chairs.

It was a classic college afternoon: free of real responsibility, free of worries, with nothing in the world but time and maybe a backpack full of notebooks. I sank deeper and deeper into the chair cushions, my only concern the fact that I had a class at 2:15 and couldn't drift away for too long.

Then I began to think about the night before. About my roommate, in bed with her boyfriend, doing what college kids do when they're in bed together and the dorm is quiet.

I castigated myself for not saying anything while it was happening. To me, it was just another example of how much of a pushover I could be. I hated that about myself, but it was the one thing I'd never been able to fix.

But now, in the light of day, with it far enough behind me to see it a little more objectively, I thought about how much I enjoyed hearing them go at it. Hearing two lovers enjoy one another in that way was a thrill for me.

I know, I know. It makes me sound creepy. But I'm not, I swear. And I know that's what pretty much every creep says, but I truly mean it. It's just that I hadn't been with a guy in a long, long time. Or what felt like a long time, anyway: We were coming up on October, and I hadn't so much as gone on a date since before my freshman spring semester ended in May.

So I had a lot of pent up … energy. I'd taken care of myself just fine, thank you very much, but nothing really compares to sharing a bed with someone, sharing that trust and compassion. I wanted it badly, but I doubted I was gonna find it up on the fourth floor of the library in the middle of the day.

And of course, that's when he met my eye: Darren.

Not that I knew his name. Or anything about him, really, except he had a penchant for too-tight dark t-shirts and relatively decent jeans, and was browsing for books in the humanities section. His hair was cut fairly short, and stood in a dark brown mess atop his head. That chiseled jawline, those pointed eyes, everything about him screamed desirability.

He didn't see me, though, and so I was being sneaky for the second time in roughly twelve hours, keeping to myself, holding a book up so I could quickly look down into it if he happened to glance up and see me looking at him.

He didn't, thankfully, and I was able to keep an eye on him for a while as he perused various titles, pulling one out here and there only to put it back and keep moving along the shelf. 

Whatever he was looking at it, he seemed plenty fascinated by it. I couldn't make out any titles, but he had been standing there for quite a bit before I finally gathered up the courage to go say hello.

I guess I should correct myself a bit, there: I gathered up the courage to go over and pretend to be looking at books around the same area he was looking in. Which I hoped would, through either coincidence or sheer force of will, end in me greeting him in a way that didn't embarrass me or repel him.

College is complicated.

I slowly made my way over, backpack slung over my shoulder and held in place with one hand, as I browsed the shelves much like he did — one finger running along the spines slowly, taking in the titles one by one. He'd just picked one out and was pulling it off the shelf when he finally noticed me. I was about ten feet away.

He looked over at me, and I did my best to make it look like I just happened to look over at him at the same time. He smiled at me, and I melted a little inside then smiled back.

It was a beautiful smile. And also a mildly familiar one. Suddenly, the thought occurred to me: Wait, do I know this guy? I racked my brain, trying to think of all the different times or classes or meetings or places in which I could've run into him, and came up with absolutely nothing.

In the meantime, it appeared I'd frightened him. He turned slightly, and was making his way back down the shelf in the direction he'd just come from, apparently trying to make a graceful exit without scurrying away like a terrified squirrel. 

My brain was firing on all cylinders, desperate to know where I recognized him from. I'd carried a 4.0 GPA through my freshman year and was on pace to do it again this semester, but my brain had decided to go out to lunch when this one thing — this one critical piece of information — was really all I needed.

Suddenly, there it was: He'd been in my Growth and Development of Jazz class last semester.

I had what I needed. But he was already almost down at the end of the row of shelves, and getting ready to turn the corner. I couldn't chase after him, that'd just be … bad. On so many levels, that would not be a good thing. But I couldn't let him go, either. He was too attractive, and I'd gone too long without even so much as a walk-and-talk with a guy.

A million different scenarios fired through my mind. Shout his name? Can't do it, don't know his name. Drop something and pretend you need help? Yeah, that's good, he'll think you're decrepit. Throw a book? Sure, assault is a really great way to kick off any relationship. Wait, relationship? You're just trying to get his attention. Still, you probably shouldn't throw a book. Maybe if you—

"Jazz!" I half-yelled.

He stopped walking, and turned toward the source of whatever silliness had just happened. That source of silliness happened to be walking toward him, and while he didn't quite have a deer-in-the-headlights look about him, I think I'd managed to scare the poor guy.

Regardless, he was very polite as I caught up with him and said hello.

"Sorry about that," I said. "I saw you browsing along and was just trying to think of where I know you from, and I remembered it at the last minute."

I'd somehow managed to start the conversation off with something that wasn't a total lie. Victory for Sophie.

"You probably don't remember me, so I guess this is weird," I continued. "But—"

"You're Sophie," he said. "I had a Growth and Development of Jazz class with you last semester. You sat in the third row of the auditorium, off to the left, with two friends you walked in with just about every class. One was a guy."

I froze in place, unsure of what to do with the information dump he'd just presented me with. All of it was completely accurate, but … what the hell? How did he remember that much?

"Wow, yeah," I said, suddenly not at all sure on how to proceed. "You have a good memory."

"In some situations, yeah," he said with a smile. "I'm Darren. It's nice to meet you."

"I'm Sophie," I said. "But I guess you knew that."

He chuckled. And that's when I realized I didn't really have anything beyond what I'd already just used. Okay, you've started a conversation … now what? You can't really say "you looked cute so now I'm here."

"So, you, uh … checking out some books?" I said, making it all up as I went along. If you could believe that.

Luckily, he seemed more amused than frightened.

"Yeah, I'm just browsing around," he said. "Want to do a little reading, and I hear this is the place to do it. What about you?"

"I too have heard that this is a place for reading," I said, internally wondering if leaping from the window four stories up would be enough to put me out of my red-faced misery.

"I mean," I said, course-correcting, "Yeah, I'm browsing around, too. Trying to get a jump on a Sociology paper. What're you working on?"

His eyes went just a little wide, and I realized he might be trying to make something up as he went along as well. "Oh, I'm just here working on a Sociology paper, too," he said.

We stood there for a few seconds, neither of us really sure what to do next. Finally, perhaps mercifully, he looked down at his phone to check the time. 

"And speaking of Sociology, I have to be getting there shortly," he said. "My class starts in about ten minutes."

Wow, way to scare him off, Sophie. Way to completely and utterly terrify the boy. Maybe you should consider a career in whatever the opposite of wedding planning is.

"Right, right," I said, forlorn but trying not to wear it on my face. "Well, it was nice to actually meet you, Darren."

"Nice meeting you too, Sophie," he said, and smiled at me. It was warm and friendly, and that surprised me a little. I'd been so resigned to him thinking I was a freak show that I never entertained the notion he might actually find me a little charming. "Maybe we can meet up like this again sometime soon."

And with that, he turned and started walking fast for the door. I hadn't completely blown it, but I hadn't knocked it out of the park, either. Maybe this whole 'getting back into dating' thing was going to be a little bit harder than I'd thought.

I still had some time to kill, so I wasn't in any sort of rush, which was good because I must have stood in that library aisle for the better part of ten minutes, just wondering about what my next move could be.

That's when, on a whim, I decided to actually look at the books Darren had been browsing. I don't know what made me think of it, really, especially since he said he was only looking at them so he could work on a Sociology paper, but it seemed like an interesting enough thing to do with my time — especially since he hadn't actually walked out of here with a book. Who does that, when they're hoping to work on a paper?

I walked over to the section he was looking at and began browsing the titles. I don't know what I'd been expecting, but whatever it was, it sure as hell wasn't what I was staring at.

This was an entire small section on the nature of fetishes. Submission. Domination. Bondage. BDSM. All sorts of things I only had a passing knowledge of, and couldn't believe would even be sitting here in a library — much less being browsed by the stone cold fox that was Darren. 

Weird, I thought. That Sociology class must be pretty interesting.

And then I began to think about exactly how many Sociology classes there even were at Arbor Forest. There was only the one Sociology professor, and he couldn't be teaching a class now because he was supposed to be teaching mine in less than a half hour.

But that would mean … Darren was looking at these for some other reason. And what reason could that be, other than genuine interest? Or fun?

And that, right then, was when I got truly curious.


~2~

I ended up missing Sociology that day. Couldn't have cared less. I stood in that library aisle looking at book after book in the section of books Darren had been checking out.

It had been a while since I'd fooled around with a guy, but I think even if I were coming off of a fresh quickie in the bathroom down the hall I'd have found some of this stuff incredibly sexy.

The title that stood out most to be was To Submit, To Serve, a book with a somewhat simple red cover that hid some fascinatingly sexy stuff inside. It was about the mindsets that may lead someone to being submissive, and what it meant both to them and for them. There were all sorts of interesting little excerpts from writings and interviews, quoting a bunch of submissive folks about their various escapades and how submission had impacted their lives.

There was a quote that stuck out to me in a major way, and I still remember it word-for-word. They'd talked to some lady who had submitted to her then-boyfriend during college. Here's what she said:

"People don't understand how I could love being submissive. How I could love being tied up and told what to do. What they really don't get, though, is that it's not all about bondage and taking commands. It's about trusting someone enough to let them take control. It's about being so sure of them — and of your ability to handle whatever they send your way — that you can sink into yourself and just go with whatever flow they dictate, knowing you're safe."

Long quote, right? And I mean it when I say I can remember it word for word. I remember very clearly standing there reading that particular quote and being swept away by it, being taken aback by how beautiful a sentiment it unlocked in my mind.

I'd had my fair share of bondage-related fun. Nothing super serious — I'd never busted out a ballgag or worn anything made of leather — but I'd been tied to a few headboards here and there, and tied a few guys up when they'd asked for it. But I'd never really explored the mindset that surrounded it, that made it fun to be on either end of that kind of thing.

More important than all that, however, was the fact that I was getting incredibly turned on. Like, beyond anything I'd felt in a long, long time. My skin was flush, I was getting wet, and I was pretty sure my nipples were ready to poke right through my bra and go on a rampage. It was everything I could do to avoid touching myself right then and there, in the aisle, in front of the humanities section.

So I settled on retreating to the bathroom and doing it there.

Look, don't judge me. I know. It's gross, and terrible, and the kind of thing you read about in the paper and wonder how anybody could even go about doing something like in a public place, much less in a place so public they'd manage to get caught doing it, and nine times out of ten I would totally be on your side.

But: This sort of thing is how that happens. You're so horny and you don't even know it, and then you see or hear or read something that sends you right over the edge, but you're nowhere near the right place to do anything about it.

What's a lady supposed to do?

I took a quick look around the fourth floor to make sure there was nobody else around — there wasn't, and even if I weren't all the way up on the fourth floor I could be pretty certain about hardly anybody being in the library with classes in session on a Monday afternoon anyway — and walked into the bathroom, where I went into a stall, took off my pants, hung them up on the little hook on the back of the door, sat down and got to work.

My hand worked its way through my neatly trimmed bush, slipping between my folds and over my clit, gently massaging everything it could reach. It was like mana from heaven, a sweet release I didn't even realize I needed until I needed it so badly I was masturbating in a library bathroom.

Waves of pleasure shot through me as I worked on myself, small beads of sweat forming on my forehead as my arm flexed and released, my fingers curled and flicked. Just the actions alone weren't going to do it, though — I needed some sort of fantasy to bring me all the way around.

When I closed my eyes, the first thing I thought of was Darren. There he was, standing over me, his too-tight t-shirt long gone, replaced with his bare torso, the beautifully trim musculature of it catching the light in all the right ways as he put his hand on top of my head and forced me down, forward, closer to the massive bulge in his jeans. He rubbed my face on it, made me feel its warmth on my cheek, made me feel the throbbing of his pulse through the denim fabric as he got harder and harder.

"It's ready for you," he said, looking down at me, pleasure and proudness in his eyes as I reached up with my hands and massaged the bulge, felt its warmth and power in my palms. I unzipped his jeans, opened his fly, and pulled his cock out. It sprung out willingly, like a wild animal from a cage, standing at full attention, waiting for me to do something about it.

Again, he put his hand on top of my head. This time, he guided me to the tip of his cock. I touched it with my lips, again feeling the heat of it. I licked it gently and he shuddered, the pleasure rocketing through him but he, ever the proud dominant, being too resolute to show it beyond just the faintest of motions.

I took him into my mouth, letting him fill me, feeling the salty heat of him on my tongue and all the way into the back of my throat. He was enormous, bigger than I'd ever handled, and he controlled everything I did.

I even amended the fantasy mid-stride to accentuate his control, suddenly imagining my hands were tied tightly behind my back as he slid his cock inside my mouth. Instead of grabbing at the base of his shaft and stroking him up and down, I had to do my best with my lips and tongue, letting my saliva do all the work as I did what I could to please him.

And it looked like I was doing a good job anyway, because he kept his hand on the back of my head, gripping tightly every couple of seconds, thrusting his hips gently as I looked up at him, my eyes as wide as my mouth, ever so happy to be pleasing him this much.

And then he looked down at me, and that — well, that's when I came.

It powered through me, and it took an awful lot of restraint to avoid yelling out. I had to bite my lip hard, keeping my eyes clenched shut. Short bursts of what felt like electricity raced through my fingers and toes. My spine erupted in tiny fireworks, and the muscles of my pelvis clenched and released a few times. In seconds, it was mostly over, and there I was, in a bathroom stall in the library, panting.

Suddenly, I was hyper-aware of each and every noise coming from outside — and every noise coming from inside the stall. I panicked, just a little. How loud had I been? Had I made any noise at all? What about the sound of my breathing? It seemed loud to me, but … I mean, it was coming from me. That made it louder to me, right? What if someone from outside had heard? What if campus security was on its way over right now?

I had to pull back and calm myself down. It took a while, but I eventually was able to get everything under control. Quickly, quietly, I got myself back together and exited the bathroom.

Part of me expected to see thirty people gathered outside, staring in appreciation. Instead, there was absolutely nobody. Thankful for the digital revolution, I strolled out of the library and into the sunlight of a Monday afternoon with two things on my mind: a brand new submissive fantasy of mine, and the boy I had to find a way to get in touch with.

I decided to grab some lunch at the student center food court, figuring I'd be able to think a little more clearly if I had some grub in my gut. Plus, masturbating in the bathroom had been more physically demanding than it probably should've been.

I picked up a turkey sandwich and a diet soda and wandered into the outdoor seating in the student center courtyard, where I sat beside the small man-made creek that ran through campus, ate, drank, and thought. Mostly thought. In fact, probably a quarter of the sandwich ended up getting fed to a squirrel who stopped within about ten feet of me while I was wrapped up in brainstorming.

I couldn't just find him in a student directory or on Facebook or something. That would have been a level of public creepiness I wasn't exactly willing to try just yet. Besides, we'd already had our chance at small talk and absolutely nothing came out of it.

No, if I was going to really go about this, I had to — wait. 

We didn't need small talk. I'd already seen and been privy to one of our common interests. I didn't need to worry about finding a topic, I already knew what the topic should be.

If Darren was into dominance and submission, then I was going to meet him on that level. I'd never run into something sexy enough to make me want to debauch myself in public like I just had, and the idea of not only exploring that further but exploring it further with someone as sexy and mysterious as Darren would just be icing on the cake.

Which reminded me, I needed to pick up some icing.

Anyway, the point was, this was a home run. I didn't even need to figure out how to bring it up to him. I knew he was reading up on the subject, and I knew the only place in the library he could do that, so it was just a matter of finding him there again and being straightforward about it.

It wasn't a foolproof plan, of course. It relied on me being ballsy enough to approach him and start talking about fetishes and secret fantasies — in a public place, no less. It also relied on him not being so terrified of his experience at the library that he decided to just start reading online. So there were potential flaws, but I was willing to accept those potential flaws in the plan for what might end up being tremendous rewards.

Of course, it also meant I had to be in the library at the right time. I decided to try again around the same time tomorrow. The next free period wasn't going to be until next Monday, but I was afraid I couldn't wait that long. Besides, the worst-case scenario was a no-show, which would only mean more library shut-eye for me.

That night, my roommate and her boyfriend absolutely went to town on one another. It was egregious. Again, I didn't say anything. Again, I cursed myself. But this time, that little voice in my head that said it was pretty thrilling listening to them go at it was quite a bit louder.

I was okay with that.


~3~

The next day, I sat there in the library — the humanities section well in sight — with To Submit, To Serve on my lap. I flipped through it, finding passage after passage talking about different experiences with bondage and discipline and various other acts of dominance or submission  that read, to me, a little bit like a menu. Why, yes, I'd like a little bit of this, and maybe some of that, and well I had a little bit of this for lunch already today but it was good, so why not double-dip …

I had to look up from it and clear my mind a whole bunch of times, for a few reasons. One, I needed to be able to coherently interact with Darren if I was going to convince him this was something worth pursuing. Two, I needed a break from all the sexy reading. Masturbating in the library bathroom once is just a situational fluke of libido. Masturbating in the library bathroom two days in a row is a habit, and that's the kind of thing you make really, really bad headlines for.

Once again, the comfy chair was proving maybe just a little comfier than I'd anticipated. I found myself wanting to drift off to sleep again, my eyelids getting heavier as the sun drifting in through the windows seemed ever so warm.

And that's when he showed up again.

I had to blink a few times to wipe the fatigue out of my eyes and make sure it was him, but as he got closer — apparently without noticing me — I was certain. He wandered yet again over to the same section, where he began perusing the titles with his finger just as he did yesterday.

He was again wearing a too-tight t-shirt and what looked like the same pair of jeans. I couldn't come down too hard on him for that; this was college, after all. Besides, looking that nice in a t-shirt that tight meant he could wear whatever jeans he wanted.

As his finger wandered over the various titles in the way I wish it would wander over me, I noticed he stopped and looked curiously at a space in the books. It took me a second before I realized he was looking at the space from which I'd removed the book currently sitting in my lap.

He seemed to shrug and pull another book out, leaning against the shelves behind him and flipping through it. You know how, when you've read a good book a bunch of times, you can pick it up and flip right to a particularly good section? I didn't want to make any assumptions, but that's exactly what it looked like when Darren was flipping through this book. This wasn't the look of a man who was just curious, this was the look of a man who'd been here many, many times and read these titles cover-to-cover.

I flashed back to the fantasy I had yesterday, wondering how accurate my imagination had been. I wondered just how big that cock of his was, what the look on his face would be when I slid the entirety of it into my mouth and glanced up at him. I wanted to feel those hands on the back of my head, holding me in place, forcing me to take him in his entirety.

To get there, though, I had to clear a few hurdles. Maybe a bunch of hurdles, actually, but one in particular: I had to talk to him.

I was already wet. My heart was already beating fast, and my skin already felt hot to the touch. I had to rein myself in a bit and gather myself before even standing up. I forced myself into the following contract: Okay, you're standing. Now that you're standing, you do not sit. You do not take any steps that aren't toward that humanities section and the man you intend to talk to. You do nothing that doesn't resemble progress.

One foot in front of the other. Slowly, very slowly at first. To the point where I had to hope and pray Darren didn't look up from his book, because he'd see Mega Creepy Lady taking baby steps toward him and be forced to wonder if I'd escaped from a local facility and decided the fourth floor of the library was my new mother.

He didn't look up, though. He was that engrossed. So when I got close — again, ten feet — and he looked up and flinched in surprise, I tried not to take it as a bad sign.

The beautiful, warm grin on his face told me there were no bad signs to be construed.

"Sophie! Hey!" he said, and quickly shut the book to put it back on the shelf.

"Hey there, Darren," I said, feeling a little more confident than I'd been yesterday. Hopefully it was showing. There was no going back, now.

"I was just, uh, doing some more research for that Sociology paper," he said, staring over at the shelf where his book should go. "Lots of weird reading on—"

And that's when he noticed the book I was holding in my hand. I think that's also when he started putting two and two together.

"That's an interesting read," he said, his voice suddenly lower and more serious. "Are you reading that for class?"

I looked down at it, then back up at him. "No, I can't say I am," I said, and decided to go all in with my next line as I gestured toward the book he'd just put back: "Are you sure you're reading that for class?"

He was quiet. He stared at me, those powerful eyes masking something either profoundly intrigued or profoundly annoyed. I couldn't quite tell which.

"This is the second day in a row we've run into each other here," he said. "Two days may be a coincidence, but I'm beginning to feel like this isn't that."

He took a step closer. I didn't back up. He took another step closer. Again, I didn't back up. We were within a few feet of each other now, not so close it felt weird but definitely close enough to where there was a certain … tension building.

"Funny," I said. "I was kind of thinking the same thing."

Darren seemed to be developing the same all-in attitude I had developed, and the result was some bizarre game of chicken to see who would break first. And there was no way to be certain what that breaking would look like.

"So," he said, "I guess the question we both have for one another is: What brings you here? Business or pleasure?"

I stared at that powerful jawline, that beautiful, lithe torso and those insanely strong eyes, and I was overcome with the same flood of arousal that had, just yesterday, made me do unspeakable things in the bathroom forty feet away.

But I'd come this far, and up until now my instincts had been spot-on. I knew plenty about the nature of Darren's trips here to assume he was into something beyond his nonexistent Sociology class, and I knew enough about my own desires to know we could have an awful lot of fun together if we trusted each other to go about it properly.

Internally, the same voice that made me walk, one foot in front of the other, over to Darren told me that this was it — that truly making the leap wouldn't be the act of a pushover, it would be the act of someone strong and resolute.

"Pleasure," I said. "Just like you."

One of his eyebrows shot up. "Making a hell of an assumption there, aren't you?"

My knees went a little weak. He didn't sound confrontational, but my body didn't care — it was so terrified of confrontation it was willing to fold like a cardboard bathtub at the first sign of a potential encounter. But I wouldn't let it. Not this time.

"I don't think it's an assumption at all, Darren," I said. "Because I don't think you're in a Sociology class. And I think you know this section — and these books — very, very well. To the point where you knew this one was missing from the moment you scanned the shelves."

I took two steps forward, this time. We were now close enough to where the tension was rapidly gaining mass into something more tangible, something more powerful. It couldn't quite be cut with a knife just yet, but we were getting there.

"So it's not a coincidence, then."

"That depends," I said. "Do you want it to be a coincidence? Because both of us could just walk away from this section and pretend this never happened. But we'd have a problem, then, because I don't know if I'd be able to do that. And judging by the way you know these books, I don't know if you'd be able to either."

He stared hard into me, and it was everything I could do to avoid collapsing under his gaze. He wasn't imposing or threatening or intimidating, he was just … so powerful. He was breathing heavily. His face was flushed.

I needed to have him. I was carrying so much momentum, it was impossible for me to put a stop to it.

"So," I said, "here's what I'm going to do: I'm going to trust you. I'm going to be completely honest with you, and I'm going to hope that you won't make me regret that. And when I'm done being completely honest with you, I'm going to ask that you be completely honest with me. And I'm going to promise you that you will not regret that."

We were both quiet again, until I spoke up after a few seconds.

"Do we have a deal?"

"Deal," he said, a small grin on his face. I hoped he was finding this whole thing as completely surreal — and unbelievably arousing — as I was. It was difficult to focus, what with the heat and moistness between my thighs.

"I think we're both into an aspect of BDSM," I began, "and I know for a fact I'm into you. I want to explore both of those things."

He nodded, then looked at me as if he were expecting more. I shook my head to indicate there was nothing else.

"Okay, then, here goes," he said. "I've been into you since the moment I saw you in that Growth and Development of Jazz class. That's why I made note of the guy you always walked in with. I envied him. But that was a silly little crush, and it faded — right up until I saw you, here, yesterday. Even then, though, I was okay with letting it go … until now. Now, I'm done with the idea of coincidences. I want to dominate you. I want to explore you. I want you."

I've since checked a whole bunch of the books that were in that section, and I can tell you not a single one of them has a quote I was as excited to experience as that one right there. It was as if a tremendous weight had been lifted off of me, and I was free to be enthusiastic again. Free to give myself to someone, free to experience the joys of trust and companionship once more.

And the best was yet to come, because my submissive journey started the very next day.


~4~

Darren and I parted ways shortly after that exchange, as I had a class to get to. We didn't kiss, we didn't hug, we didn't so much as touch. I was a little dismayed by that, but — as he pointed out — only good things could come from the anticipation growing stronger.

I didn't disagree with that sentiment, but it made the night a little more difficult when my roommate and her boyfriend, for the third night in a row, turned their bed into some kind of jungle gym for the evening. Part of me really wanted to record whatever they were doing, just to see how it was possible for two people to be so quiet while simultaneously making so much noise. They violated the very laws of physics to do whatever they were doing.

And a growing part of me still loved every minute of it. While laying face-down, quiet as a mouse, I actually managed to sneak my hand down underneath me and touch myself gently as they went at it. Ultimately I wasn't going to get anything out of it, of course — any motion beyond very simple movements of the wrist or finger would've gotten me discovered almost immediately — but I still got to capitalize sexually on their escapades, and it made me feel a little better about my inability to confront them.

Darren wasn't just geared toward building the anticipation mentally, either. He made me promise to meet him in the same aisle of the library at the same time on Wednesday, but he wanted me to get there a half hour beforehand.

"I have two surprises for you," he said. "One of them is entirely on you, but the other I'm bringing with me."

I had no idea what that kind of thing could actually mean, but I figured anything that could happen in a library probably wasn't all that dangerous, so I told him I'd be there a half hour early on Wednesday.

I ended up getting there about an hour early. I was just too anxious, too wired. This was too exciting a day for me to do anything other than throw myself at it as hard as I could. Unfortunately, it meant I had to wait in the library for a half hour that felt like a miniature eternity.

At almost exactly a half hour before we were set to meet, my phone vibrated in my pocket. I pulled it out to check, and of course it was Darren.

"You where I told you to be?" he wrote.

"Absolutely," I wrote back.

"Your phone's on vibrate, right?"

"As proper library etiquette demands, yes."

"Good. Put it between your legs, against your crotch. Don't you dare move it or touch yourself."

If you go back and stare at that line for a minute or two, you'll experience exactly what I experienced right then. I mean, I knew what he was getting at, but … there was no way it was powerful enough to really do anything, right? I mean, I'd never tried it, but it had to be too weak to really get me going.

"Okay," I wrote back, and that was it before I dropped it between my legs, up against the apex of my thighs, and squeezed it into place.

That's when the calls started.

The first one made me jump, and that's when I realized the phone didn't have to vibrate powerfully enough for me to get off — it just had to vibrate powerfully enough to tease me. And that's precisely what it did.

The sensation was bizarre, I think in part because it was coming from something I regularly played with in public. It rattled me, shook my nervous system just a little bit and made me seriously wet. My heartbeat jumped a little bit, and I could feel goosebumps all over my body as call after call would come through at random intervals, making me feel helpless to the tiny black square of metal and glass that I carried with me everywhere.

I understood then why Darren said I wasn't allowed to touch myself. Between the sexiness of being told what to do and the light intermittent buzzing between my thighs, I was a distracted mess. I wanted nothing more than to retreat to the bathroom once more, taking control of the sensations flooding my pussy and handling them the only way I knew how. With every second that ticked by, that option seemed more and more appealing.

What made it even more frustrating was knowing that I was wasn't allowed to move it — which meant, because there were no clocks visible from where I was sitting, I had no way of actually checking the time. I wondered if that was something he'd planned on or if it was just a really happy bonus. For him. And I guess me, but I was less than willing to admit it right then.

Finally — and I do truly mean finally — I saw Darren come around the corner and into view. He looked so, so fucking satisfied with himself, and I almost wanted to slap it off his face. But I also knew it was at my expense, and … that turned me on quite a bit. Especially now that he was here, in the flesh, and we could begin exploring each other properly.

I stood up to greet him and he gestured for me to stay where I was. I obeyed without even thinking about it. He walked over to me, slowly, a backpack slung over his shoulder. I realized I hadn't seen him carrying one either of the previous times I'd seen him here, and suddenly felt an intense desire to — among many other things — find out what was inside.

I had a feeling I wouldn't have to wait very long to find out.

“Hey, Sophie,” he said, walking up alongside the chair with his phone out. He pushed something on the screen.

“Hey, Darre—“

I was interrupted by my own phone going off again, surprising me this time, the quick buzzing in my groin given a little more power by having caught me off guard. He smiled down at me while I squirmed.

“Hey, Darren,” I finished saying, my face a little flushed.

“You hanging in there?” he said, gesturing toward the phone between my thighs. “Looks like this is a bit of a challenge for you.”

“I think I'll make it,” I said with a wry smile.

“Good to know. You can take it out now, we're going to be getting up and going elsewhere.”

I again obeyed, removing the phone from between my legs and tentatively standing up. I realized I could still feel the vibrating in my legs. It was less arousing and more just … odd, I think would be the word. Either way, it was new, and new felt great.

“Follow me,” he said, and we walked over to the elevator. He hit the up button, and we waited patiently for a few seconds before I realized something.

“Wait, the fifth floor is off limits, isn't it?”

“Normally, sure,” he said, staring up at the unlit arrows above the elevator doors. “But you'd be amazed what you can get into around here if you've got the keys they give the student council members.”

“Oh. You're a student council member?”

“I never said that,” he said, and looked at me sheepishly.

So, wait. Did that mean he'd stolen the keys from someone? Or copied them illegally? Or swiped them from an office somewhere?

I decided to leave that one alone.

The elevator got to us and opened with a loud ding, which due to the nature of our rendezvous somehow managed to sound a little taboo.

“After you,” Darren said, and gestured toward the open doors. We got in and he slipped a key into the keyhole that read FIFTH FLOOR ACCESS, then pushed the normally non-functioning button above. It lit up, the doors shut, and we were on our way up.

The fifth floor of the library was, to my knowledge, normally reserved for big, important things that the deans or university president were holding. When they needed a bunch of nice space in an impressive building without the chance of being interrupted by us idiot college kids, the fifth floor of the library was the place they went. I heard there were archives of some sort up there as well, but I hadn't paid a whole lot of attention to any rumors I heard because I'd never figured I would be going up there.

So interesting to be proven wrong. And in such a way.

The elevator stopped and opened with a loud ding. As the doors parted, I half expected to see rich mahogany lining the walls with deep red carpets, with recess lighting and a few ornate shelves. Instead, I saw what looked like basically every other floor of the library: some seating, a bunch of books, and what looked like the entrance to a very nice conference room all the way at the other end of the floor.

“Huh,” I said.

“Yeah, it's nothing hugely special to look at, right?” Darren said. “The conference room is really nice, but we won't be going there today.”

It dawned on me that I honestly had no idea where we were going or what we were doing; I'd simply followed this guy without really questioning his orders.

Is this being submissive? Am I being submissive right now? If so, he's good. I didn't even realize it.

He walked over to one of the shelves, with me following close behind. There were all sorts of old books I'd never seen, and I realized these were university archives and a bunch of leather-bound first editions I didn't even know Arbor Forest had. I whistled quietly while looking at some of the spines.

“Yeah, this is the floor you only get to if you're given specific permission by the university president or one of the deans,” Darren said. “Everything's a little more high-class up here, even if it doesn't quite look like it at first.”

I was running my hand along the shelves, afraid to touch any of the books. Darren put his backpack down and unzipped it, rooting through its contents. When I looked down at him, he was looking up at me.

“And for our purposes, the most important aspect of that high-class treatment is the reinforced shelving,” he said, and held up two large, heavy coils of rope.

I froze. I guess my eyes went wide, because he immediately got up with a look of concern on his face.

“Are you going to be okay with this?” he said, genuinely enough to make me understand he cared about my answer. “We don't have to do anything if this is moving a little too fast for you.”

“I'm okay,” I said, staring at the ropes. “I'm fine. I've just never really done anything like this before.”

“You've never been tied up?”

“I've been tied up plenty of times. I've done the tying, too. I've just never done it in public.”

“Fair enough, though I should note: This isn't really all that public,” he said. He gestured out toward the completely empty floor.

“You know what I mean,” I said, and we both smiled gently.

“Well, if at any point you're uncomfortable with what's happening, you just let me know and we'll stop immediately,” he said. “Understand?”

“I understand,” I said.

The rope sat in his hands, coiled and ready, as if looking for a reason to explode into the air and wrap around me, making me helpless, making me his.

“What do you want me to do?” I said, looking at him and then down at the ropes.

“For right now? Just give me a wrist at a time,” he said, and placed the rope down on the shelf next to me.

I did as I was told. The took me gently in his hand, then grabbed one of the bundles of rope and began looping it around my wrist, careful not to let it overlap or bite into me. It felt firm but polite, maybe even calming. It went around about five or six times, forming a wide, thick cuff on my wrist, before he looped the rope around that cuff perpendicularly and cinched it off.

My wrist was now officially bound, but not to anything.

Darren immediately fixed that, wrapping the loose end around one of the eyes in the shelf, stretching my arm outward and upward. When he was finished, my arm was outstretched diagonally, my hand just above head level.

“Tug on that,” he said, and I did. It wasn't going anywhere. At all. It surprised me with how little it refused to budge, and what might have originally looked like concern quickly turned into arousal as I realized how relatively helpless I'd become in a minute or two.

“Very good,” he said.

I was inclined to agree.


~5~

Handing over my other wrist felt like a bigger deal. I only had the two, after all, and letting him tie the second one off meant he was officially taking complete control over me, removing whatever freedom I had and replacing it with whatever he deemed appropriate. It scared me to no end, but it also thrilled me. I was wet, my skin was on fire, and my pulse throbbed in my ears.

He finished the tie, and there I was: completely and utterly helpless, unable to bring my arms back inward. I was vulnerable. Exposed. Incapable of escape. And hornier than I could ever remember being.

I thought back to the words of that lady in To Submit, To Serve. “It's about trusting someone enough to let them take control,” she'd said. “It's about being so sure of them — and of your ability to take whatever they send your way — that you can sink into yourself and just go with whatever flow they dictate, knowing you're safe.”

There in the library, tied to a shelf and unable to move, staring into Darren's eyes as he looked over his handiwork with a certainty and resolute sexiness radiating off of him, I fully understood what she meant. He was gorgeous, and I knew he felt the same way about me, and together we were doing something kinky and fun and risky — but most of all, we'd been trusting enough with one another to take this leap.

The feelings and thoughts that swirled through my stimulated mind were almost too much to bear. I needed him to touch me, I needed him to be closer. I needed to feel his skin on mine, and I needed it to be right then. I looked at him, pleading with my eyes, hoping I wouldn't have to say the words, trusting he'd know exactly what I meant — and he absolutely did.

He moved forward and swept into me, grabbing my head and kissing me hard. Our lips melted into each other, this great massive tension that had built between us in such a short time finding release in the form of animalistic kisses as we got lost in each other's mouths. His tongue danced over mine. I bit his lip. He bit mine in return. He pulled back and kissed me on the neck, grabbing the back of my head to better expose my bare skin, and I gasped as he nibbled and kissed all the way up and down, pulling my collar to the side to expose my neck even further, taking whatever he wanted.

His hands moved downward and traveled over me, feeling me, caressing me as he got to know my body. Even if I did have an immediate choice in the matter, I'd be happy to let him do this, happy to let him squeeze and grope and pinch and run those powerful, supple hands over every bit he wanted to grace with his touch. Every single inch of it felt as great as anything I'd experienced in months.

He pressed his body against mine, and I felt the bulge in his pants pushing hard and hot into me, desperate to touch me. I was desperate to touch it, too.

As his hands sunk lower and lower, so did he. He was outside of kissing range now, and I was left with no option but to watch him as he dropped down lower and lower, lifting my shirt slightly to kiss my flat stomach. It shuddered under his touch and lips, pulling inward, the bellybutton dancing for him. He smiled up at me, and I smiled back down at him as he continued venturing lower.

“Remember,” he whispered up at me, “we stop whenever you want to.”

I was almost breathing too hard to even respond, but I managed to get out in a breathy whisper: “Keep going.”

He nodded, and looked back down at what he was doing: unbuckling my belt. It came undone quickly, and as he unbuttoned my jeans and pulled them down to expose my panties, I was about ready to explode. I'd never done anything like this before outside of a bedroom. I'd never experienced a guy like this, a guy so sure of himself but so innately trustworthy that I felt I could allow him to take control so quickly and so decisively.

He pulled my jeans down all the way to my ankles, and my bare legs shivered gently in the chilled air of the library. He didn't pull the jeans all the way off, I guess opting to leave them on as some sort of improvisational binding around my ankles. Whether or not he intended it, I appreciated it.

He reached back up and grabbed the waistband of my panties, tugging at them lightly as he kissed just about where my trimmed bush began. I again shuddered, quivering and squirming in my bonds. I pushed my hips out gently, wanting him to go further, wanting him to quicken the pace. But the pace was entirely his to control, much like the situation, much like myself.

He kissed along the top of my bush and into the nook between by groin and my hip bones, and I nearly collapsed. That's a sensitive area for me, and he'd nailed it without even trying. 

I gasped hard and my legs gave out a bit. The ropes held me up just fine. Darren looked up at me, the look on his face asking if I was okay. I nodded. He continued.

He pulled again at my panties, and this time they came down. I felt the wet fabric that had been over my pussy pull free, and with that I was fully exposed. He looked intently at my folds as he pulled the underwear down, down, all the way to my ankles, where it joined the pile of fabric there.

Without a word, he moved back upward, kissing along my inner legs, traveling slowly up my thighs with his lips and hands. I breathed heavily, my heart pounding. I pushed my hips out, trying to encourage him. He spread my legs gently with his hands, knowing between the standing position and the jeans and underwear around my ankles I didn't have much leeway.

I was glistening and ready for him. Desperate for him. So full of desire and longing I could barely keep my composure.

He placed one finger on the wet lips of my pussy, and I was ready to melt into the ground. I moaned, biting my lower lip and pulling on the ropes.

“You're so sensitive for me,” he said. “It's amazing.”

I didn't say anything in response. I was too busy sinking into this feeling, this amazing trust and the ecstatic rewards I was reaping.

He leaned in close, his face only inches away from my pussy, his eyes never leaving mine. I was shaking with anticipation. He took his sweet, sweet time, and part of me wanted to kick him for it — but most of me was just thrilled beyond the telling of it to be in such a position.

He traveled the very last couple of inches quickly, and buried his face into my pussy, his nose in my mound, his tongue lapping away hard at my clit.

I could have exploded right there, incapable of even understanding the severity of the sensitivity he'd cultivated. It just wasn't anything my body could comprehend or process. I became a madwoman in this ropes, pulling hard at them, moaning and groaning loudly, my eyes clenched shut, my hips pushing out.

I hadn't had a guy down there what felt like a very long time, and I'd forgotten how warm and pleasing the tongue can be compared to the feel of my fingers or the hard, unforgiving plastic of a vibrator. I writhed under him as he licked between my folds, moving a hand up to slip his fingers inside me and please me multiple ways.

He flicked away at my clit with his tongue and the inside of my pussy with his fingers, and I wondered if it were possible to pass out from overstimulation. I pulled again and again at the ropes, unable to grant myself even a modicum of freedom — and happy to know it.

The heat, the sheer hotness of it was unbelievable. I tried mustering words, trying to let him know I was about to come, but nothing came out. My mouth just hung open, wordless, as nothing but breath poured through it. I felt small beads of sweat growing on my forehead, just the exertion of being on the other end this onslaught to my senses overheating my helpless body.

My moans grew louder and louder, slowly climbing into screams of pleasure, these ferocious noises I'd never heard myself produce before. My blood raced through my veins, my nipples were diamonds on my chest pushing sensitively against the inside of my bra. I was a pile of kindling rapidly smoldering and ready to burst into flames.

In a way, I'd been holding back. I wanted the anticipation to build, wanted to feel these feelings for as long as possible.

I was done with that bullshit.

The edge I'd been teetering on exploded away and I flew out into space, the orgasm ripping through me in a way I never thought one could. I clenched my eyes and teeth, curled my toes, flexed every muscle in my body that could be flexed and let the energy flow, running up and down my spinal cord and all around my nervous system as everything went into some crazy form of lockdown, immune to every outside rationale or sensation that wasn't Darren's tongue and fingers. It was hot electricity, running through me so hard that when I no longer had the energy to clench every muscle I simply collapsed into it, the ropes and shelf holding my weight. My shoulders strained, and it only added to the cacophony of sensations racing around my body.

Finally, with one last moan, I got to the other side of it. I felt the the chemistry of my mind change as the contentedness and pleasure rolled around inside me like wind over a field of grain.

Afterglow.

Darren, who'd stopped when I was in the middle of thrashing around like a lunatic, looked up at me and smiled.

“Are you okay?” he asked, already knowing the answer, and the look in my eyes when I glanced down at him only confirmed his suspicions. He stood up, and we kissed hard. I tasted myself on him.

I held my head against his shoulder for a minute or two, coming down from the high of the orgasm and allowing myself to return slowly to the coherent world. Darren, in the meantime, was reaching outward to untie one of my wrists.

“What are you doing?” I said lightly.

“I'm just—“

“You aren't going to ...” I trailed off, glancing down at the bulge in his pants. It was still quite pronounced, and didn't seem to be going anywhere anytime soon.

“I didn't know if that was something you'd be okay with so soon,” he said. “I'm perfectly okay with not—“

I stopped him with a quick glance. He stared at me, I stared at him.

“This is as much as I've ever trusted someone else, Darren,” I said, doing what I could to gesture toward my bound wrists. “And I think it's paying off in spades.”

He looked at me, unsure of what to do with that statement. I couldn't blame him.

“I'm just saying,” he said, “if you're unsure or you don't want to—“

“I'm saying I trust you enough to let you decide,” I said.

We stood there in silence for a few seconds, him looking at me, me looking at him. I was completely at his mercy, but never more certain in my life.

I knew for a fact he was going to make the right call.
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