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About Giving Him Control: Submitting for the First Time:

“All at once, I wanted him more than anything I'd ever wanted in my entire life. I wanted him to be inside me. I wanted him to taste me, to run his tongue up and down my folds until I cried his name in pleasure. I wanted him to slip himself into me and thrust over and over until we collapsed, sweaty and together, into a panting heap.”

I admit it: I'm a control freak. It's just the way I am. I've been that way for as long as I can remember, and when I started bringing boys into the bedroom I found it followed me there as well.

And that was the comfort zone I was more than happy to stay in, right up until Parker came along and changed all of it in the span of a few days — all thanks to a silly little class project.

He got me to give up control, to submit myself to a man and let him take over entirely. And, to my surprise, I liked it more than I ever could have imagined.

This steamy short romance features bondage, male domination, female submission, new adult action, and plenty more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

“Put your hands together in front of you,” he said, and I obeyed. He looped the rope around both of my wrists and then cinched it by looping the rope once or twice between them. It was a little roughly done, but honestly a great job for a first-timer. I stared down at it, admiring the handiwork — and taking note of how pushing my arms together in front of me in this dress gave me some truly phenomenal cleavage.

“Lay down,” he commanded. All of the playfulness was gone. All of the light, couldn't-care-less attitude had been replaced with something much more firm and, dare I say, sexy. It was exhilarating. Every bit as intense and fun as it had been first discovering my affinity for being in control.

I brought my legs up onto the bed and laid down, my legs together, my arms still in front of me, hands bound together at my stomach. I looked at him, expectation in my eyes. He was focused on grabbing a belt out of the backpack.

“Reach for the headboard,” he said. I did as he said, and as he looped the belt around the rope binding my wrists together and secured it around the base of the headboard — locking me in place with my arms stretched overhead — the helplessness of the situation finally hit me.

My choice of dress had left me very, very exposed. I wasn't baring my breasts or anything, but I was certainly close to it — and they looked pretty phenomenal with my arms up over my head. The chill of the air on my increasingly warm skin was only amplified by now having more skin exposed to it. I shivered gently, secretly thrilled I'd shaved my armpits in the shower earlier despite having done it the day before as well.

When he stood up, clearly done with my hands, I tugged hard on the restraints. They weren't going anywhere. I was stuck. Not completely and utterly stuck, mind you — I still had my legs free — but as tied down as I'd ever been.

I tried to process the insane array of feelings flowing through me at that moment, but it was a challenge. Parker was a calming presence, but I was still extremely nervous. The control freak in me was panicking a bit at the fact that I was no longer in command.

Despite all of that, however, I simply could not have been more turned on.
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The first thing I should probably tell you is I'm a bit of a control freak. I like things to be done a certain way, and if they aren't, it's like an itch that I can't scratch. I like my apartment to be arranged a certain way, I like my work to get done in a certain order, and if there's a group decision to be made, I'm typically the one making it. 

It's just how I've always been, with just about everything.

Up to and including sex. This obsession with control has permeated just about every aspect of my life, and I wish I could tell you I was the kind of girl who craved control outside of the bedroom but secretly wanted just the opposite between the sheets — but the truth just wasn't that exciting. I wanted to be on top, I wanted to be dominating, I wanted to be the one calling the shots.

And typically, I was. There weren't many guys who challenged me on that front, and I was perfectly content to just keep within that comfort zone.

And it probably would've stayed that way, too — if it weren't for Parker, and the one night that changed absolutely everything.

I didn't much care for Parker when I first met him, and I think a lot of that had to do with the way he carried himself. He was so completely unconcerned, so loose and carefree. He'd stroll into our psychology course a few minutes late every other weekday carrying nothing but a notebook, and spend most of each class either fiddling around with his phone or doodling.

What annoyed me most about him, though, was his ability to do just fine despite the complete lack of dedication. He'd be buried deep in whatever website or forum he was reading on his phone and the professor would call on him, expecting to catch him unaware — only to find that he'd answer whatever questions she had as flawlessly as if he were reading straight out of the book.

Our professor, Ms. DeWinter, found it annoying, and usually made herself very clear on that subject — but the guy was obviously paying attention in his own stupid, seemingly distracted way, so she let it go. All the time.

I guess I've already been pretty obvious about it, but it's worth mentioning directly: Parker's laissez-faire attitude annoyed me to no end.

You have to understand where I'm coming from when I say something like that, because it's going to factor into the rest of the story I'm about to tell you.

I worked hard in college, especially during my first three semesters. So when I entered the second semester of my sophomore year carrying a 4.0 and a stress level just a few notches below nuclear, it irked me severely to watch a guy who clearly couldn't have cared less just waltz in and perform so well despite his obvious lack of effort.

That's what bothered me about him. The only thing, really, because if I were able to put aside my disdain for his attitude, I'd have found him insanely attractive right off the bat.

He was tanned and toned, but in an entirely effortless way — as if someone upstairs had simply determined this guy was going to look like he was carved out of granite and no force on the planet was going to change it. His hair was perpetually mussed, his face forever wearing a five o'clock shadow that undoubtedly took at least a little effort to maintain.

He dressed in typical college boy fashion, with shorts or jeans and a t-shirt that grabbed him just enough in all the right places — not leaving a whole lot to the imagination, which freed up said imagination to think of all the different ways in which I could work with a boy like that.

You might think I'm not making him sound like much, but you'll have to trust me when I say his looks were more than the sum of their parts. Much like the way he handled coursework, he'd perfected a way to expend minimal effort and reap the best possible benefits.

I had no idea how to handle my attraction to him. The control freak in me wanted to walk over and slap him across the face, but everything else in me wanted to hold that face in my hands and stare at it, to look into those eyes and kiss those lips and run my hands through that hair before grabbing it and making him do my bidding.

It made every single psychology class just a little more confusing, and I often found myself distracted. Which is why I didn't hear Ms. DeWinter the first time she called my name.

“Kinsey!”

I snapped back to attention quickly, shifting my gaze from the back of Parker's head to the annoyed face of Ms. DeWinter. I struggled to put together what I thought her question might have been, but couldn't come up with anything.

“I'm sorry,” I said. “Could you repeat the question?”

Some of the class giggled, and I realized I'd screwed up. Ms. DeWinter's face somehow managed to convey an even higher level of annoyance.

“There was no question,” she said. “I'm trying to tell you who your partner is.”

Of course. I sank into my seat a little bit. One of the major projects for the beginning of the course, as told to me by the syllabus, was supposed to be an observational report on role reversal.

“Everybody in life plays a role,” Ms. DeWinter had explained a few classes ago. “Some of those roles are chosen, some are determined, and some simply evolve out of who we are as people — products of our own personalities plus whatever outside influences might happen across our paths.”

“You're going to be randomly partnered up with someone in the class,” she continued, “and your assignment over the following two weeks will be to figure out a role you and your partner occupy — then reverse those roles and observe one another for whatever changes might occur in personality or behavior.”

It sounded like a neat little experiment to me at the time, which made it particularly embarrassing that I'd been paying so little attention while Ms. DeWinter read us our pairings.

“It's interesting to me that you chose to space out while staring at the back of Parker's head, Kinsey,” Ms. DeWinter said, making it very clear she knew she was humiliating me, “seeing as that's your partner for this project.”

I looked down the row toward Parker, who somehow managed to pry himself away from his notebook long enough to turn around and look right back up the row toward me. We hadn't locked eyes too many times since the semester started, and I felt my face grow a little warmer as those dark irises pierced me.

He nodded at me, and I nodded back. That was the beginning and end of our first real interaction. Still, my mind raced with possibilities.

What 'role' do you really occupy? What would you be willing to give up or switch entirely for this project? And what do you think Parker's going to suggest? Oh, hell. Parker. You're going to have to meet up with him a few times, right? Is that a good thing or a bad thing?

Hopefully you understand why I try to be such a control freak: When my mind is given the opportunity to run with something, there's almost no catching up with it. I was completely lost in thought when Ms. DeWinter dismissed us, and so I was still sitting at my desk staring blankly down at my notes when Parker wandered over to talk.

“Hey,” he said, and I flinched in surprise. “Oh, uh … sorry. Didn't mean to scare you.”

My heart fluttered a little. “No, not at all,” I said. “Just, um, looking at notes. What's up?”

“Well, we're partners,” he said plainly, handing the conversation over to me before I was truly ready to take it. There were a few seconds of silence before I picked it up.

“Right,” I said. “Partners. So, we'll have to discuss the project a bit. Do you want to meet up somewhere later on today? I'm free after six.”

“I'm done for the day, so whatever works for you is fine,” he said. Internally, I winced. Please tell me I won't have to drag things out of you the entire time we're working together.

“Okay,” I said as patiently as I could. “Six thirty in the coffee shop in the basement of the student center. Does that work for you?”

“Sure,” he said. “See you then.”

He turned around and was out the door, just like that.

I was conflicted. On one hand, this was going to be an opportunity to explore this silly little superficial crush of mine. On the other hand, his passive attitude irked me to no end, and I dreaded having to work with it for any length of time.

The control freak in me couldn't wait for one side to win out, so I could either be lost in my stupid crush or over him entirely.

I spent the rest of my time that afternoon not paying attention in any of my classes, barely able to focus on anything other than Parker and the conflict brewing within me. I started by thinking about what might work best for us as a pairing, which got me thinking about us as a pairing, which got me thinking about what he might be like in bed, which introduced me to all sorts of fantasy I simply wasn't prepared to deal with at that moment.

It was a ridiculous slippery slope, and internally I scolded myself for not pulling on the reins a little harder while I slid down it.

There's just nothing to be done about it, and that's what's bothering you so much, I thought to myself while sitting in class and maneuvering my pen around my notebook to make it look like I was paying attention. You can't stand the fact that this is beyond your control, and it's driving you bonkers. You think he's hot. That's all there is to it. He's a treat to look at. So what? Lots of guys are attractive.

That line of thought kept running in circles through my head until I got to the coffee shop — a full half hour early, just so I had some extra time to maybe get myself settled.
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When he finally walked in, he was a half hour late. I'd been sitting there stewing in my own turbulent sea of thoughts and fantasies for a solid hour, and I was ready to explode. In fact, I was rather proud when I didn't blow up at him immediately upon seeing him.

“Nice of you to finally join me,” I mumbled at him as he sat down, bottle of diet soda in his hand. The look on his face said he was already regretting this partnership — but not regretting the fact that he'd agreed to meet me in public first.

“Relax,” he said. “I'm sorry. I know I'm a half hour late, but I figured—”

“I've been here an hour,” I said quickly, and immediately my brain rewound the tape and began interrogating itself. How is that his fault? What's the point of even bringing that up?

“I … thought you said to be here at six thirty,” he said.

“I did.”

Another one of those moments of silence passed between us. I wanted to stare at him, but I couldn't. I wanted to appear casual, but I couldn't. I just wasn't sure how to handle myself.

“Man, you really are wound pretty tight,” he finally said, a half-smile crossing his lips. He leaned back in his chair and twisted the cap off of his soda, taking a quick sip before closing it again.

Something about his tone intrigued me. He sounded as if he'd expected me to act this way. Like he already knew me. But we hadn't had any classes together, or shared any mutual friends … had we?

“What … what do you mean by that?” I asked, genuinely curious. I leaned forward, arms folded on the table.

“I mean you're tense,” he said, apparently in disbelief that he had to explain such a thing.

“No, I meant … you made it sound like you've heard that from somewhere,” I said. “Have you?”

“We have a friend in common.”

That wry smile crossed his lips again, and I felt the hair on the back of my neck stand on edge as I ran through my memory banks and tried to recall the social circles I'd been privy to since getting to college. I'd only been with a few guys freshman year, and only one guy at the very beginning of sophomore year, but I didn't recall seeing Parker anywhere whenever I hung out with—

“Jake,” Parker said, having obviously caught on to the fact that I was racking my brain. “You were with my buddy Jake for a bit toward the end of last year.”

Jake. Of course. The one guy I'd really let myself go nuts on since getting to college. The one guy who'd given me free reign to do whatever I wanted to him, to tie him down and ride him until he broke, to tease him, to make him beg for just a little more of me.

Suddenly, my face felt very, very hot. I felt an immediate urge to flee the table, maybe the entire school, and just never return.

“Relax,” he said. It was the second time he'd told me to relax since he sat down. It was also yet another demonstration of his ability to read me pretty easily. “He didn't give me all the sordid details. He just told me you're a control freak.”

I was just beginning my sigh of relief when:

“Especially in the bedroom.”

My stomach flipped over.

Here was this gorgeous guy — this guy I'd lusted after for weeks, even if only superficially — sitting across a small table from me telling me he'd heard about my kinky tendencies. Telling me he knew things about me that only a few people in the world knew.

My pulse quickened. My face grew hot. I may or may not have audibly gulped.

I was losing control of the situation. I had to pull the ripcord.

“I should probably go,” I said, and began to slide off my chair. I hoped I could slip off of it and just fall into the earth, deep down into the core, where nobody could ever find me again.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” he said, sitting up suddenly — the most energy I'd seen him expend in any one go. It made me pause.

“I didn't mean to embarrass you,” he said, sincerity in his voice. “I honestly didn't. I really don't care about what Jake said, and I don't have any way of knowing it's true. And I wouldn't even be bringing it up, but … it gave me a bit of an idea.”

I was frozen in place. “An idea?”

“Yeah,” he said, suddenly drifting into uncertainty.

I hadn't seen much of Parker yet, but I'd never seen him uncertain. Passive, sure. Uncaring, sure — but not uncertain. It gave him a vulnerability that appealed to my dominant side, made me want to explore whatever he was thinking just a little bit further. 

I was curious. I couldn't help it. I decided to sit down and listen to what the gorgeous boy had to say.

“Okay, so,” he started, clearly trying to choose his words carefully. We were both leaning in over the table now. “I'm pretty much the least take-control guy out there. I don't like having to make decisions, I don't care if things are done just the way I want 'em, and I'm perfectly okay with whatever someone else wants to do just about all of the time.”

“I've gathered as much,” I said with a smirk. He smiled back at me, and his face in that moment was so warm and pleasant to look at that I could have stayed lost in it for hours.

“And from what I understand and what I've seen, you're the opposite of that,” he continued. “You want everything done your way, you want to have control, you want to be the one calling the shots. Is that fair?”

“That's fair,” I said, a tad bit distracted by the fact that hearing the object of my little crush talk about how much I liked control was making me slightly wet.

“So it seems we've both got pretty specific roles. I'm the passive guy, and you're the … well, the—”

“Control freak,” I said. He was visibly relieved he didn't have to finish the sentence, but I didn't do it for his sake. I legitimately wanted to hear where this was going, because I had my suspicions — and if they were correct …

“Okay, so, if we're going to have to work together on this, why don't we try making those the roles we reverse?”

I sat up a little, and so did he — I think out of reflex, because he was probably ready for me to slap him in the face. And maybe, in any other circumstance, I would have. But something about him and the sheer insanity of what he was proposing had me interested enough to want to hear more. I leaned forward again, trying to convey my intrigue. He caught on, and continued.

“Obviously I don't mean we, like, sleep together,” he said quickly. “But if you're the dominant type and I'm—”

“Submissive,” I said.

He nodded, but seemed unsure about using that word. “Submissive,” he said. “If you're dominant and I'm submissive, why don't we try turning that around somehow? We can switch those roles and sort of gauge how we both respond, then write it up and submit it for our project.”

That minor wetness I'd casually noticed a few minutes ago was increasing in severity. My pulse wasn't just faster, it was now harder and more intense. My palms were a little sweaty. “Isn't that a little … steamy? For a psychology project?” I said.

“It doesn't have to be,” Parker replied. “Like I said, it's not like we have to screw or anything. We just have to switch roles long enough for each of us to get a grasp on what it's like, then report whatever we find.”

I suddenly noticed he was staring at me with a kind of assuredness that said he already knew I was going to approve of this insane little venture. Perhaps I should have been offended by that. I don't know. Either way, I wasn't. Quite the opposite, in fact: I was enraptured. I was fascinated by the idea of exploring this further, of submitting to Parker, of giving him control. It was something I'd never allowed a man to do, and even if it wasn't going to end in sex, it was still going to be interesting — especially since I really, really didn't mind the idea of him taking advantage of the situation. I couldn't allow myself to think that way, though, and — for his benefit and mine — I decided to ask him about some ground rules.

“Say we do this,” I said, the smile on my face already giving up the fact that I was all set to agree to it. “Say I let you tie me down. How do I know you won't exercise your newfound control to take advantage of me?”

“Well, for one, you can keep all your clothes on,” he said. “That can be rule number one: Neither of us loses an article of clothing.”

I nodded.

“For two, you can have a friend call you every ten minutes or whatever to make sure you're okay,” he added. “She'll know where you're at, and if she doesn't hear from you, she'll come running.”

I nodded again.

“Sound fair?”

“Sounds fair,” I said.

In my head, I was already trying to think of ways to circumvent those rules.
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We agreed to meet the next night around seven, at Parker's apartment. Unfortunately for my sanity, I didn't have any classes that day — so the wait felt much, much longer than it should have.

With my roommate in class the entire day, I had our dorm room to myself. I spent much of that time thinking of all the different ways the evening could go.

First and foremost, I was nervous about giving up control. That was a given, though. It was the point of the whole exercise, wasn't it? To step outside my comfort zone? But I think when Ms. DeWinter conceived the project, she hadn't expected any of her students to take it in this direction. I don't think she expected any of them to turn it into a bondage game.

The idea of being completely helpless, of knowing I couldn't do anything to stop Parker, of truly giving up any sort of control, was something I'd never even considered, much less actually tried. But those messy good looks and that laid-back attitude hit me just right in all the places that mattered, and so here I was, only hours away from giving over the reins for a night.

But what if I was making too much out of this? What if he meant exactly what he said, and didn't plan on making any moves? What if he was just going to tie me down and see how I handled it — no teasing, no playing, no hijinks of any kind? I knew on the surface I should be completely okay with things going down that way, but even just the possibility of it filled me with a strange disappointment.

On the other hand, what if this evening's possibilities excited him as much as they did me? What if he was thinking right now about all the different ways in which he could take advantage of me, all the different ways in which he could make me squirm and squeal and beg him for any kind of release? Wouldn't it be worth it? To see such a typically dominant lady on the receiving end?

As the late afternoon came around and the clock slowly advanced, I found myself in bed trying to get some reading done for class. I was failing miserably. Within a few minutes of cracking the book open, I was already distractedly thinking about what was to come. Without even thinking, I brought one of my hands down to the crotch of the knockaround shorts I was wearing and rubbed gently, my hips gyrating slightly as I felt the warm rush of pleasure roll through me.

I thought about how wonderful it might be to discover he was just as turned on and fascinated as I was, to be tied down and helpless and find out he wanted me just as much as I wanted him. I thought about how incredible it might feel to pull helplessly on the ropes or belts or handcuffs keeping me in place as his hands roamed up and down my body, feeling every nook and cranny of me, teasing but not quite pleasing my most sensitive spots as he took me on a journey of submission I never thought I'd embark upon.

My hand began moving faster and faster as I slipped it under the waistband of my shorts and played with my increasingly wet folds, slipping a finger down between them, feeling the heat of my own juices lubricate it as it drifted upward toward my clit.

I worked in delicate circles around my clit, my eyes clenched shut, my tongue running over my lips. Over and over again in my mind, that one magical hypothetical moment played out: Parker, discovering that my reaction to being dominated was so favorable I couldn't contain my arousal — and deciding he no longer wanted to hide his own.

The very thought of it excited me so much I found myself quickly on the brink of orgasm. My hand moved more and more quickly, and small beads of sweat began to form on my brow. My other hand, which had been steadfastly holding onto the book I was supposed to be reading, had given up its charge and was now under my shirt, caressing and lightly pinching my nipples. It sent small, sharp jolts of pleasure through me, directly countering the warmth and radiance my other hand was creating underneath the waistband of my shorts.

When at last I was as close as I could be to the edge without going over, the control freak within came out of nowhere and presented me with an intriguing option: don't get yourself off. Don't come. Stop just short of orgasm, and leave yourself craving just a little bit more. Walk into Parker's apartment with arousal weighing heavily on you, and approach the evening with an inner heat so powerful it can't be ignored.

Even if he doesn't take advantage, even if you walk out of there late tonight completely unfulfilled, you'll be one soft touch away from exploding with ecstasy the moment you get into bed. Isn't that worth it?

And what's more, the control freak continued, doesn't that idea appeal to us? Isn't the notion of exercising that much control over yourself exactly the sort of thing that has made this situation possible?

She had some strong points, and they were powerful enough to make me stop in my tracks. I pulled my hands free of my shorts and chest and gripped the sheets, breathing hard and sweating lightly. My pulse throbbed in my temples.

It took me a full twenty minutes to calm down enough to get into the shower with full confidence that I wouldn't just go and touch myself all over again.

When I stepped out and had to decide what to wear, I took a few things into consideration — but the foremost thing was the fact that whatever I wore would be my biggest indication to Parker that I wanted something more out of this evening than a silly psychology experiment.

Ultimately, I decided upon something … accessible: a spaghetti-strap dress that came down a little past mid-thigh. It wasn't too hugely revealing, but it certainly could be — and that was precisely what I'd aimed for. With my knee-high boots, it looked like just the right mix of inviting and intimidating.

Okay, this is it, I told myself as I stared in the mirror before heading over to Parker's apartment. You're not going to force the issue, you're not going to entice him directly, you're not going to take any kind of control. You're just going to submit and do what he tells you, and whatever he decides to do with what's presented to him is not up to you.

The walk from my dormitory to Parker's apartment was around fifteen minutes long. It felt like hours.
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When I finally got to his apartment, a new wave of uncertainty ran over me and it took just about everything I had to reach up and knock on the door. I managed, though, and he answered promptly.

“Hey there,” he said, decked out in his customary tight t-shirt and loose shorts, “come on in.”

Maybe I was being a little unfair to Parker when I imagined what his apartment might be like, but I'd expected it to be far, far worse than it was. I like things tidy. Everything has its place. My side of the dorm room is always spotless, so much so that it irks my roommate to no end. Considering Parker's attitude and the effort he put forth with … well, everything else on the planet, I guess I'd expected his place to be a mess.

On the contrary: His place was pristine. A bit minimalist, a bit spartan, but as clean as it could possibly be. I was shocked, and I think he read it on my face almost immediately. He didn't say anything about it, but his smile said volumes.

“You can put your stuff down wherever,” he said. “Feel free to grab a seat in the living room, I just have to go finish cleaning up in the kitchen really quick.”

Cleaning up? This is a guy who cleans up after himself in the kitchen? Wait. This is a guy who cooks?

Some light clattering of plates and running water came from the direction of the kitchen, and a minute or so later he was back in the living room and I was forced to focus on what we were actually here to do rather than the cleanliness of his place.

It had been a good distraction. So good, in fact, when he walked back into the room the flop my stomach did took me completely by surprise.

“You want anything?” he asked. “Water, something to eat?”

“I'm fine,” I said. I noticed him checking out my dress, and I wondered if maybe the message I was trying to convey with it was getting through loud and clear.

“You look nice,” he said warmly.

“Thank you,” I said. “Just kinda threw this on at the last minute.”

“Sure doesn't look like it,” he said, barely above a whisper, and seemed embarrassed to have said it aloud. I smiled at him as his face got a little red.

He looked down the hall that branched off of the living room, and gestured toward it. “Well, unless you want to talk about more ground rules or something, do you want to get started?”

“Let's,” I said with a nod, and we walked toward what I presumed was the bedroom.

It was just as impeccably maintained and minimally furnished as the rest of the apartment, and internally I reminded myself to compliment Parker on his ability to keep a place neat. I walked over by the bed and stood there watching him as he rummaged through the closet.

“This isn't exactly something I've done a lot of,” he said, pulling a backpack out of the closet, “so you might have to correct me if I'm doing something wrong. I've done a little research online, so I think I've got the gist, but—”

“I thought the whole point of this little exercise was that I wouldn't correct you or take control of things,” I said, a playful lilt to my voice.

He paused, backpack in hand. “I guess that's true,” he said.

He placed the backpack at the very foot of the bed, then opened it and showed me its contents. Belts, ties, one or two lengths of actual rope — the sorts of things an inexperienced bondage enthusiast would definitely use until they managed to build up an actual supply of restraints. For a second it brought me back to high school, when I'd tied an old flame of mine to the headboard with some extension cord before going down on him. It was the first time I'd ever taken control like that — and hitting the ground running had been so exhilarating I just never looked back.

“Does this look like it'll work?” he said, snapping me back to the present.

“Oh, uh … yeah,” I said, surely not impressing him with my expertise. “Yeah, those will do fine. You probably shouldn't use those ties, though — they'll wrinkle pretty badly.”

“I'm not exactly the type to wear ties anyway,” he said, and we shared a small, nervous laugh.

I sat down on the bed. Parker stared down at me, clearly wondering exactly what his boundaries were with the evening. I decided to set them for him quickly.

“If I'm truly giving you control tonight, that means I can't be the one calling the shots,” I said. “You're going to tell me how you want me to be positioned, you're going to tie me down however tightly you want, and I'm going to just have to go with it. I'm okay with all of that.”

He nodded.

“So don't think too hard,” I said. “Take actual control, not just the illusion of it.”

He nodded again, but wasn't saying anything. I rolled my eyes gently, then decided to meet him a little more halfway.

“Look, I'll help you through it a little bit: Do you want me to take off my boots?”

He thought for a second or two, staring down at the matte black material. “No,” he finally said. “No, I think you should leave them on.”

“It's not 'I think you should leave them on,'” I said, “it's just 'leave them on.' You're in control now. Don't be afraid to act like it.”

He gulped a little, and in that moment he just looked so damn cute. It was like having my own little bondage apprentice, eager to soak up all of the knowledge I'd accumulated.

“Now,” I said, looking down at the bed, “how do you want me to be positioned?”

I don't know if I'll ever be able to fully explain what happened next. It was like a switch inside him had flipped — like some long-dormant cluster of cells in his brain that had allowed him to live a passive life had come around and decided to swing things hard in the other direction. I watched the look on his face change quickly from one of nervousness and timidity to one of certainty and temerity as he grabbed one of the lengths of rope from the backpack and approached me.

I won't lie to you, I was taken by surprise — and in an entirely great way. I got a little wet at the sight of him, determination in his eye, approaching me with an object of restraint. It was an entirely new experience for me — and if it was truly an entirely new experience for him, he was handling it like a true professional.

“Put your hands together in front of you,” he said, and I obeyed. He looped the rope around both of my wrists and then cinched it by looping the rope once or twice between them. It was a little roughly done, but honestly a great job for a first-timer. I stared down at it, admiring the handiwork — and taking note of how pushing my arms together in front of me in this dress gave me some truly phenomenal cleavage.

“Lay down,” he commanded. All of the playfulness was gone. All of the light, couldn't-care-less attitude had been replaced with something much more firm and, dare I say, sexy. It was exhilarating. Every bit as intense and fun as it had been first discovering my affinity for being in control.

I brought my legs up onto the bed and laid down, my legs together, my arms still in front of me, hands bound together at my stomach. I looked at him, expectation in my eyes. He was focused on grabbing a belt out of the backpack.

“Reach for the headboard,” he said. I did as he said, and as he looped the belt around the rope binding my wrists together and secured it around the base of the headboard — locking me in place with my arms stretched overhead — the helplessness of the situation finally hit me.

My choice of dress had left me very, very exposed. I wasn't baring my breasts or anything, but I was certainly close to it — and they looked pretty phenomenal with my arms up over my head. The chill of the air on my increasingly warm skin was only amplified by now having more skin exposed to it. I shivered gently, secretly thrilled I'd shaved my armpits in the shower earlier despite having done it the day before as well.

When he stood up, clearly done with my hands, I tugged hard on the restraints. They weren't going anywhere. I was stuck. Not completely and utterly stuck, mind you — I still had my legs free — but as tied down as I'd ever been.

I tried to process the insane array of feelings flowing through me at that moment, but it was a challenge. Parker was a calming presence, but I was still extremely nervous. The control freak in me was panicking a bit at the fact that I was no longer in command.

Despite all of that, however, I simply could not have been more turned on.
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I wriggled and squirmed a bit as Parker reached into the backpack to grab a few ties, and for a moment he looked over to make sure I was doing okay.

I made sure to stop biting my lip in anticipation before he could catch me in the act, and nodded when he asked if I was all right.

He pulled a few ties from the backpack and looked toward my feet, which were still together. He looked as if he was getting ready to tie them that way, and I quickly pushed them apart just a little bit, hoping he'd take the hint — hoping he'd tie my legs apart, one on either side of the bed, exposing me to him.

He got the hint. He cast one questioning gaze in my direction to make sure I knew what I was doing, and when I nodded down at him, he grabbed my left ankle and pulled it over to the side of the bed, near the corner.

He looped one of the ties around my ankle and knotted it off, then ran the other end of the tie around the base of the footboard. When he knotted that off, I tested it by pulling gently — and found it to be just as securely bound as my hands.

For someone who didn't know what he was doing, he was certainly more than competent.

When he grabbed my right ankle and pulled it to the side, I caught him sneaking a glance up my dress. I didn't mind. Hell, I'd have encouraged it if I had the guts to do so — but I was too caught up in the moment, too nervous, too much of a powder keg of anticipatory glee to really push him along. Besides, he seemed to be getting exactly where I wanted him to be just fine, all on his own.

That nervousness began making a last desperate push as Parker started knotting off my right ankle, as if that part of my brain suddenly caught on to the fact that my body was rapidly putting itself into a position it wouldn't be able to get out of.

But it was too late: I was stuck. Parker had done his job well — much better than I'd ever thought he would — and my experience as a submissive had gone from zero to sixty in a way I couldn't have ever predicted.

He stood back, admiring his handiwork, and I struggled gently against the ropes and ties. I wasn't going anywhere. He seemed proud of himself, and he should have been: I know if I'd bound someone so securely on my first attempt, I'd have been proud.

I grunted gently while I struggled, and could feel myself getting wetter by the second as my inability to move only intensified the situation. I thought about all the different things I wanted him to do to me while I was like this.

I wanted him to lift my dress up over my head, leaving me entirely exposed except for my panties. I wanted him to climb into bed beside me and feel around with his hands, running them over my body as I wriggled and gasped and quivered to his touch. I wanted him to rub my breasts, feeling my hard nipples between his fingers, pinching and rolling them gently as I pulled on the ropes and tried to get away, my anticipation and arousal only growing as my efforts continued to prove futile.

I wanted him to slowly kiss down my body, his lips starting at my neck and gently pecking all the way down — to my neck, to my collarbone, to my breasts, down my flat stomach, tracing a little path toward my mound but stopping just shy, choosing instead to drift over toward my hip bones, kissing in the little pocket between them and my groin, then down the inside of one leg and up the other — before finally coming back up and kissing me hard on the lips, so hard I didn't even notice his hand slowly drifting toward my panties.

I wanted to feel his fingertips fiddle with the waistband, pulling it up just enough to slip under it, and as I gasped with pleasure, I wanted to feel his hands slip under the material and into me, between my folds, playing with every single nook and cranny of me as I writhed to the beat he provided.

I wanted all of that. I'd been doing nothing but thinking about it ever since the final knot was tied, but all he did was stand there and watch me — not creepily, but clinically. Following the assignment. Doing the work we were supposed to be doing. I knew it was the right thing to do — and he'd have no reason to expect otherwise from me — but a part of me couldn't help feeling disappointed. I didn't want to have to push him along, but it appeared I'd have to if I wanted to really get anything else out of him.

“How are you feeling?” he said, almost as if he was holding a clipboard and taking notes.

I tried to compose myself, to back away from my arousal long enough to answer properly.

“I'm doing okay,” I said. My brain ran in circles, trying to find a way to get him to ratchet things up a bit. “But ...”

He moved toward the bed. “But what?”

“I don't know if I feel … vulnerable enough,” I said. “I'm not sure we're getting everything we can out of this. Maybe it's just that I've done this to people before, but I feel like maybe you should make it more … strict?”

The look on his face was sheer confusion. I think he knew exactly what I was getting at, but he wasn't going to allow himself to go down that road because the consequences — if he was wrong, which he wasn't — were so heinous.

“Wh-what do you mean by strict?” he said. “You want me to make the ropes tighter?”

“No,” I said, still flying by the seat of my pants. “The ropes and ties are fine just as tight as they are. I just think you need to add more. Remember, I need to feel completely helpless. Completely vulnerable.”

“Well, okay,” he said. “You've done this before. I know I shouldn't be asking you for advice, but what should I do?”

I thought about how best to approach this without scaring him off, without pushing things too far and making the whole thing even weirder than it already was.

But I was tired of waiting for him. I was tired of the anticipation. I'd already let myself get tied up — for the first time ever — on a boy's bed in his apartment, after fantasizing about it earlier in the day and driving myself to the brink of pleasure without actually going over the edge. I felt like I'd done everything I could to make this happen, and was just frustrated that it hadn't already.

Screw it.

“Tie my knees to either side of the bed,” I said, looking him square in the eye.

“Um, what?” he said, shaking his head to make sure he heard me correctly.

“Tie my knees further apart. One to each side of the bed. We want me to be vulnerable, right? So we can see how I react?”

He looked down at my legs, which were already pretty well spread by the tie he had me in. I watched as his gaze slowly traveled up my legs and most of the way up my dress. I figured from his angle he had a halfway decent view of my panties, but couldn't quite see everything — and I wanted to change that as soon as possible.

“Are you sure?” he asked, and I nodded in response.

He shrugged and, reaching into the backpack, pulled out two more ties.

He worked just as quickly and efficiently on my knees as he had for everything else, and within a matter of minutes they were spread apart entirely. From above, I must have looked like some kind of upside-down, somewhat scantily clad goalpost. Just the thought of what I looked like from above, my legs bare and spread apart, my dress ridden all the way up and my panties exposed, made me wish even more that Parker would take advantage of the situation — or that I had a hand free to do it myself.

I struggled gently, writhing my hips as he looked down at me.

“Okay,” he said, apparently working hard at hiding the growing erection in his jeans, “how's this?”

“It's good,” I said, grunting and pulling hard at the ropes around my knees. They weren't going anywhere, either. “I do feel pretty vulnerable.”

“And how does that make you feel?” he said, again sounding as if he were holding a clipboard.

“I feel … comfortable,” I said. “I feel okay. I thought I'd be super nervous, super scared, even — and I guess I still should, since I'm tied up on a near stranger's bed, but—”

“Which reminds me,” Parker said. “You haven't gotten a single call from your friend. I thought that was going to be one of your contingency plans? To make sure I didn't, y'know, get fresh?”

He looked at me inquisitively, and I looked up at him with somehow even less to hide than I'd had only a few seconds ago. 

“I, uh … I must have forgotten to tell her,” I said. I didn't need any kind of mirror to see that the redness in my face was now going at full blast. There was no way he bought that.

“Uh huh,” he said. “And I'm sure you just happened to forget you were going to be tied up like this when you decided to wear that dress?”

Shit, you're losing him. Maybe it's time to just come clean?

“Look, I—”

“No, forget it,” he said, and set about untying my ankle. “I don't know why I thought this was a good idea.”

“Wait!” I said, only just now realizing how bizarre it felt to be getting into any kind of argument while I was bound and spread out helplessly on the bed of the opposition. “What are you doing?”

“I'm untying you, so you can go home,” he said, not even bothering to make eye contact. All of that confidence and certainty I'd loved only a little while ago was still just as present but pointing decisively in the other direction. “I'll tell Ms. DeWinter I want a new partner, and we'll just forget this ever happened.”

“Forget it ever happened? Why would—”

He continued to not make eye contact, and was just about done untying my legs.

“Look, Kinsey, if you've got a thing for me or whatever, that's one thing — but right now you're just a control freak who's trying to sample the other side of things, and I don't feel like being used for that. The fact that you respect me so little you thought I wouldn't catch on is just insulting. I thought we could have a little fun with this, make it a little more interesting. But you're just trying to get off on it, and you're using me to do it.”

“That's not what I—”

He made his way up to the head of the bed, where he was untying my hands. “I don't really want to hear it, Kinsey. This whole evening has been completely bizarre, and I kinda just want to put it behind me.”

My hands were free. I sat up to confront him on some of what he was saying to me, but he was already back at the foot of the bed pushing the various restraints back into the backpack.
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“Parker, I—”

“I told you, I don't want to hear it,” he said, and walked over toward the bedroom door. “I think the best thing for you to do would be to just go home.”

“I don't want to go home,” I said. “I want to stay right here. We have a project—”

“Forget the project!” he said. “I don't even know why I suggested doing something like this. I don't know why I thought we could just make the most of being paired together, why something like this would ever work without getting to weird, or why I thought anyone who got off on being dominant would ever see being dominated as anything other than sexual.”

“It wasn't sexual?” I said, without even thinking. I probably wasn't doing much to help my case.

“Not to me!” he said. “And I figured that's what you'd want! I figured it was uncomplicated fun, the kind of thing we'd actually enjoy working on instead of whatever boring-ass ideas the rest of the people in our class are going to come up with. I didn't want it to go any further than that. I mean, I've had my eye on you for a while, but—”

He's had his eye on me? Like, romantically?

“Look, Parker—”

“No, I—”

“I've let you talk quite a bit,” I said firmly, the controlling side of me now back in the saddle after being put on hold for so long. “I think it's time I got to talk.”

He gestured for me to go ahead.

“I guess a big part of me didn't realize you were truly serious about this being nothing more than a little fun for the project,” I said. “And I guess that part of me was pretty disappointed when you didn't seem as enthused about the steamy side of it as I was. And I don't think you really understand what being submissive actually means for someone like me—”

“Can we please just—”

“You don't get it!” I finally said — blurted, really — and he was taken aback by the outburst. I did my best to calm myself in the next second or two, then continued. “You don't get it. I'm placing every last ounce of my trust in you with this. Every last bit of it. I've never let a guy tie me up like you did in there, and the fact that I enjoyed it as much as I did has me so turned around I can barely see straight.”

“I don't know what you expect me to do with that,” he said. “Like, okay, so you're into being tied up, what—”

“It's not the act,” I said, relieved we'd finally gotten around to the point I'd so poorly been trying to convey this whole time. “It's who I'm performing the act with. Tonight wasn't about convincing you to do anything. Tonight was about convincing myself.”

He stared, seemingly aware now of where I was going with this. The look on his face had changed from annoyance and contemptuousness to a guarded kind of warmth. I continued.

“I've been with my share of guys, Parker, but not one of them — not one — has gotten me to trust him like you have. Maybe that doesn't mean a whole lot to you because you haven't known me all that long, but to me it's a huge deal. To me it means something.”

He took a step forward. I did the same. We were only feet apart now. I could hear his heavy breathing, and I didn't doubt for a second he could hear mine. There was a charge in the air, a tension so palpable  it hung like deep humidity.

“Okay, then,” he said. “What does it mean? Tell me what it means.”

“It means there's a chemistry here,” I said, taking another step forward. He matched me. We were within arm's length of one another now. “It means there's something beyond a stupid partnership for a stupid class project. It means what I thought was a stupid little crush is actually … something a little more than that.”

“A little more?”

“A little more.”

I placed a hand on his chest. His heartbeat was a small machine gun under my fingertips. We stepped even closer toward one another, our bodies almost coming together.

“I've already trusted you more than any other guy on the planet, and you've rewarded me by not taking advantage of it,” I said. “I appreciate that. More than you could possibly know. But now, I'm standing here in your bedroom and telling you, unequivocally, without a shred of doubt in my mind ...”

I trailed off, and he moved in even closer. Our bodies were pressed together now. I could feel his warmth, the heat of him, the bulge in his pants pressed gently against me. Our faces were inches apart, moving closer and closer as I spoke barely above a whisper.

“I'm telling you to take advantage of it.”

We kissed, powerful, flowing, unstoppably lost in each other's lips, our tongues dancing back and forth as I placed my hand behind his head and pulled him in further. His hands, buried firmly in the small of my back, pulled me closer to him, as if he wanted me to climb inside him, to become a part of him.

It was a beautiful, wonderful realization of many of my deepest hopes and fantasies for the evening, all come to life and played out in one dramatic, sweeping moment. Within me, I felt a warmth and arousal I'd never felt before — as if something were finally coming awake within me, a part of me I never knew existed but now could no longer live without.

All at once, I wanted him more than anything I'd ever wanted in my entire life. I wanted him to be inside me. I wanted him to taste me, to run his tongue up and down my folds until I cried his name in pleasure. I wanted him to slip himself into me and thrust over and over until we collapsed, sweaty and together, into a panting heap.

I pulled back, peeling his lips away from mine, pushing the warmth and comfort of his body away.

He looked at me as if he'd suffered a great loss — said something wrong, or done something wrong, or somehow misplaced my trust as subtly as he found it in the first place. I did my best to calm him with my expression as I stepped back, and it worked long enough for me to do what I needed to:

Hike my dress in the back, reach up, grab my underwear, and pull it down.

I could feel the dampness of my panties have the slightest bit of resistance pulling away from my folds, and couldn't wait for Parker to discover just how ready I was for him. The panties slid out from under my dress — I'd been careful not to let him see anything just yet — and down, down my legs, over my boots, and finally onto the floor. I stepped out of them and stood in front of him, newly commando.

The look on his face was a beautiful mix of surprise and enthusiasm. Wide-eyed, mouth slightly agape. I had him in the palm of my hand. Now I wanted to be in his.

“I think,” I said, “maybe we should try that tie again.”
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