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About Stuck: My Freshman Bondage Awakening:

Internally, I chastised myself for being aroused by that picture. And, even more disgracefully, by him. That horrible smirk, that hair, that attitude. He was everything I shouldn’t even like, but here I was, thinking about how much I would have loved being the girl in that picture because it would mean he’d be tying me up.

Liv's a college freshman who hasn't even managed to move all of her stuff into the dorm before she runs into Trevor, the editor of the college's literary magazine. He's cocky and annoying and maybe a bit aloof, but the thing that sticks out most to Liv is that he seems to have somehow honed in on her secret, unexpressed affinity for bondage.

She's confused and angry, but most of all she's curious. And Trevor seems more than happy to help her explore each and every one of those feelings.

This short erotic romance is packed with bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, new adult antics, and plenty more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

He pushed me up against some metal lockers lining the wall, and we hit them with what felt, in the silence, like a very loud crash. My eyes shot open and I jerked my head up. Trevor pulled back a little, then smiled.

“Publications suite’s dead after six, Red, and it’s way past six,” he said, and kissed along my neck. I quivered, and shut my eyes again.

“Don’t call me that,” I whispered between gasps of pleasure as he nibbled my earlobe and kissed along my jawline.

“More appropriate now than ever,” he said, and when I opened my eyes to ask him what that was supposed to mean, I was reminded of our surroundings. Of everything in the room. Of us. All bathed in a deep, red light.

I shut my eyes again and exhaled deeply, trying my best to convey just how infuriating and lovely he could be all at the same time. I don’t know if it worked, but then again I wasn’t paying that much attention to the subtlety of his reactions as he was busy pulling the collar of my shirt down a little and kissing my collarbone.

Now there’s an area I had no idea I wanted kissed. It fired a small electric jolt through me, and I reacted appropriately. I could feel my panties growing beyond damp and venturing into wet. Every single action he took, every bit of pressure on my skin was a thousand tiny, warm needles prickling along just under the surface, rolling in waves up and down my spine.

He moved down from my collarbone, lifting my shirt up to my bra and kissing down my exposed stomach. Each kiss made me twitch. I placed a hand on the top of his head, urging him downward, toward my pussy. That’s where I wanted him.

He resisted, though, and didn’t kiss any further down than just below my bellybutton. I looked down, wondering what the issue was when he seemed so eager only a moment ago, and he was looking up at me with a smile.

“Have you ever been tied up?”

“Never,” I said.

“Do you want to be?”

The second I waited before answering must have felt like forever to him. I know it felt that way to me.

“Absolutely,” I said.
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stuck (adj.)

1. baffled or nonplussed

2. (foll by on) keen (on) or infatuated (with)

3. caught or fixed

I had a whole bunch of concerns when I first left for college: Are the classes actually going to challenge me? Will the social ladder be any easier to figure out? Will I be able to get into the school paper?

Those things were front and center in my mind, with very little room for anything else. After all, what else could there be?

I think the first moment I realized things were going to be very different from what I'd anticipated was move-in day, a few seconds after my parents pulled away. I watched them go, and my mother craned her neck in her seat to watch me grow smaller and smaller in the distance.

It had to be tough for her, seeing her little Liv not only grown but now, for the first time, living on her own.

It was tough for me, too. I'd never been away from home like this.

It was also tough for me because I somehow left my phone in their car.

They were around the corner and gone before I noticed, which left me two options: Leave my belongings behind and chase them down on foot, or hope my roommate's phone would be available. It didn't occur to me at the time that I could just use the phone in our dorm room. In fact, that would continue to not occur to me for a full week.

Like I said: very little room for anything else.

But for better or for worse, something else was just about to come along. His name was Trevor.

There are so many things that are lost to my memory thanks to the whirlwind that was move-in day of my freshman year, but one of the things I can remember very, very clearly is the first time I ever met Trevor.

I thought he was a douchebag.

He strolled up, medium-length hair unkempt and swept to one side, a tight t-shirt with a small jaguar on it — some local band he'd seen in Philly, I guess — and a bundle of small magazines in his hand.

Hey there,” he said with a smile, either completely unaware of my plight or choosing to ignore it entirely, “welcome to Arbor Forest. I'm Trevor Morris. Can I interest you in a Subsect?”

My head was spinning. I didn't have time for this. I needed to get inside, to speak to my roommate. I had to call my parents, tell them to turn the car around. Who the hell was this guy?

“What?” I said to him, hoping he'd take the hint.

He didn't, of course. “A Subsect,” he said, and held one of the small magazines up for me to see before practically pushing it into my hand.

“Subsect of what?” I said, looking down at the magazine, hoping against hope that I'd done so in the right way to convey my irritation.

It didn't. Of course. “Subsect,” he said, as if repeating it a third time was going to make things any clearer. “It's our campus literary magazine. I'm the editor in chief, and I'm handing out copies to incoming freshmen. Meeting times and locations are on the back. Since you're the artsy type, I'm hoping I'll see you there.”

I looked up from the magazine, my eyes narrowed. “You mean if I'm the artsy type, right?”

“I said what I said.”

“Yeah, and what you said was since. I'm pretty sure you meant if.”

He smirked. For a brief moment, I thought it was cute. Then I just wanted to slap it off of his face.

“I pick my words carefully, Red,” he said, and glanced at my hair. Which wasn't red. “I have to. I'm an editor, after all.”

I narrowed my eyes even further at him calling me Red, but opted to let that one go. I had better things to do.

“I choose my words pretty carefully too, Jag,” I said, casting a glance to his shirt. “I'm going to be working for the school paper, after all.”

He smiled at the jag comment. Much as I didn't have time to notice these sorts of things, I couldn't help but notice it was a very pretty smile.

“Oh come on, you don't want to be with those dorks,” he said.

“I do, in fact. And right now, I'm going to choose my words carefully when I say 'thank you for the magazine, but I respectfully decline and would like to get back to moving in.'”

That smirk. Again. I wanted to slap it. Or lick it. I couldn't be sure.

Wait, what?

“All right, I can take a hint,” he said. “I'll see you at the next meeting, Red.”

“I'm not going to your stupid meeting.”

“I said what I said.”

I grunted in frustration and looked down at the tremendous pile of crap I still had to take into the dorm. I needed to focus.

“By the way, when you get some time later, you might want to check that dog-eared page,” he said just before turning to leave. “I picked it out just for you.”

I didn't bother responding, and by the time I looked up to see if he was still there, he was long gone. I looked at the magazine, which I still had in my hand. It looked like a lot of literary magazines, I guess: pretty font, a cover photo that was just indecipherable enough to be artsy and interesting. 

Out of what I convinced myself was morbid curiosity, I flipped the magazine open to the page Trevor had dog-eared.

It was a full-page photo of a woman, topless but covered up — even if only just barely — by red ribbons. Those same red ribbons were tied tightly around her wrists and held her arms aloft, one out to each corner of the top of the photo, in the form of a Y. Some of the red ribbon was also wrapped around her eyes, blindfolding her, and her mouth was agape. Whether it was open in shock or pleasure was difficult to discern, but she was certainly feeling something.

It was hot as hell. Without even thinking, I fiddled with the large bracelet on my wrist. In a previous life, it had been a bondage cuff. I'd picked it up at a yard sale and modified it so it wouldn't be quite so recognizable, and it stood proudly as the one and only outward expression of my internal fascination.

I wanted to be like that lady in the picture. I really, really did. But I'd never met anyone I felt comfortable enough with to actually express those feelings to.

I shook my head and tried to focus instead on the work I still had to do. The last thing I did before closing the magazine was check the credit underneath the photo.

Trevor Morris.

Oh, boy.

Meeting my roommate, Anne, was decidedly less confusing. She was a double major — theater and communications. I didn't have the heart to tell her how unfortunate those two choices might be, though I think even if I did she wouldn't have listened. She was one of those enthusiastic types, bless her heart.

And besides, I was busy majoring in journalism. Hard to cast too much shade on someone else's choice in major when your own is going down in flames.

Discussing our plans for our respective majors had me thinking about the first newspaper meeting of the year. It was tomorrow, during the free period. Subsect's meeting was also set for tomorrow, in the same room — just in the evening instead of during the day.

Not that I checked, or anything.

Okay, fine. I checked. Once all of my stuff was put away and Anne was off showering, I thumbed through Subsect, checking out some of the poems and stories within. Lots of short fiction, lots of tiny, not-so-great poems, and lots of photography.

A fair chunk of it was Trevor's, but none of his other shots were quite as ... I guess I'll say it, arousing as the one he selected specifically for me. I was confused by my own disappointment.

And what was that whole “I picked that one specially for you” thing about, anyway? He didn't know me. He'd only just met me. And I was being incredibly rude to him because he was being incredibly annoying at an incredibly inopportune time.

He was like a bad cough. I just couldn't shake him. My thoughts ran to him as if by habit. Every time I'd go for a few minutes without thinking about him and his stupid jaguar shirt, I'd congratulate myself on how long I'd gone not thinking about Trevor, and then boom: Trevor's running around my mind all over again. It was a vicious cycle, and I wanted nothing more than for it to end.

At least for a little, so I could get some sleep.

But I tucked in for my first night living “on my own,” as my roommate slept in the stacked bed above me, I touched myself. And as much as I hated to admit it, Trevor's photo took center stage in my imagination.
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The next morning, I found myself watching the clock particularly hard as free period approached. My first ever college newspaper meeting. It felt like I was back in little league softball, waiting on deck, knowing soon I'd be at the plate and having to prove myself.

I was always miserable at softball. I tried not to let that part of the analogy wreck my focus.

As my sociology class let out — ten minutes before the beginning of the meeting, which was of course all the way across our small but deceptively sprawling campus — I sprinted across the quad and along the sidewalk leading up to the student center.

By my phone's clock it was only eight minutes, but it felt much, much longer. 

Which only made it more torturous when I failed to gauge the angle as I was running by someone and ended up knocking the books out of their hand. 

They were about as cool as you could expect someone to be in that situation, which might have had something to do with the fact that I spent the entire time apologizing rapid-fire like some sort of madwoman, but as smoothly as that ended up going, it still made me late. 

A few minutes late to a college newspaper meeting doesn't sound like a big deal, and I guess in almost every other circumstance it isn't, but I was determined to make as good an impression as possible and what little I'd heard about the paper told me the new editor this year was particularly strict. She had big plans for herself after college, and so the paper was her own personal stepping stone to be ground underfoot. 

Imagine my disappointment and dismay, then, when I opened the door to the publications suite of the student center and found a room packed with people, all seated, with the editor in question standing at the head of the room and shooting daggers at me with her glare. 

All at once, I saw my journalistic dreams being strangled. This lady was pissed at me already. That had to be some kind of record. 

As if she read my mind, the editor tore into me immediately.

“If that's how you treat meeting times, newbie, I'd hate to see how you handle deadlines ”

A light chuckle ran through the room. I could feel my face and ears grow a deep shade of red. 

“Sorry, I was just-”

“I can't even begin to tell you how little I care, newbie,” she said harshly, and I realized that by making myself late for the very first meeting I had set myself up to be the example this lady was determined to set. 

I glanced around the room for a place to sit, not finding anything. A few people were sitting on the floor, and each second she kept those beady, angry eyes trained on me made the floor look like a better and better option.

“So are you going to sit, or are you just here to interrupt the meeting before going on your merry way? We have work to do, you kn-”

“Hey, what do you say we take it down a notch, Kat?”

Wait. What? I recognized that voice. My head snapped up, looking toward whomever said it. There was no way. No possible way. 

Yes way. There was Trevor, arms folded, standing just in front of an alcove I guessed he'd been neatly tucked into until now. There were another two or three people crammed into the space as well, now that I was looking.

What was he even ... ?

“I don't remember asking you, Trevor,” Kat said. The glare she shot him was particularly nasty. However badly I'd pissed her off by showing up late, Trevor had at some point made it look tame in comparison.  I sensed a definite history there. 

“I'm just saying, you're pissed about that girl wasting your time, but here you are bitching her out and wasting even more time to do so. Doesn't make sense.”

He glanced at me quickly, that same stupid smirk on his face. I had to admit, I was happy to see it. For a multitude of reasons. 

Kat knew Trevor was right, so with a hefty dose of indignation she looked back at me and gestured for me to sit wherever I could find a space. I did so, on the floor, near the back of the room. 

Trevor stood the entire time. I know that because I hardly managed to look away. 

The rest of the meeting passed without incident. I ended up getting assigned to cover the weekly small concert series that brought local bands to the student center each Tuesday evening. Kat didn’t seem too thrilled at the notion of giving me a chance, but she didn’t crush me again like she did at the beginning of the meeting. In his own way, I guess Trevor saw to that.

After the meeting adjourned and people filed out, Kat stormed away into her office and closed the door behind her with more than a little force. Trevor stayed behind, reading a book — it was Sartre, in case you were looking for a reason to roll your eyes — with his feet up, seemingly not a care in the world.

He looked so unassuming. When I saw him during move-in, he seemed like any other goofy college boy with too much confidence and no presence to back it up. But the way he stood up to Kat without even flinching, in front of an entire room full of people … it commanded a sort of authority. I don’t know how else to describe it. In that moment, when they were going at it, he was clearly the one with all the power. So where did it go when he wasn’t using it?

How many layers were there to this guy?

I wandered over slowly, hoping he’d notice me before I got there. He didn’t. Or at least he acted like he didn’t. I suddenly realized there was no way for me to know anymore.

“Hey, Trevor,” I said.

He looked up from his book. “Oh hey, Red, how’re you doing? Got that Tuesday Night Tempo beat, not a bad gig for a newbie.”

“I’m going to put aside the fact that you just used two nicknames I hate, because I wanted to thank you for standing up to Kat back there.”

I sat down on a chair a few feet away. He took his feet down from the chair they were on and sat up.

“Oh, that?” he said, gesturing toward Kat’s office. “That’s nothing. Last year I ran against her for editor in chief of the paper just so I could annoy her. We go back a ways.”

I tried to act surprised, but that sounded very much like the kind of deliberately annoying thing Trevor would do. From what I knew of him, anyway.

“That sounds terrible.”

“If you ask her, sure,” he said with a smile. “I had a good time, though.”

We sat there in silence for a bit, me checking over the notes I’d taken during the meeting and Trevor knocking out a few more pages of Sartre.

“So,” he said, and I picked my head up quickly. He didn’t look up from the book. “Did you check that page of Subsect I marked off for you?”

“No,” I said, matter-of-factly.

That made him look up from the book. His eyes narrowed. I crumbled.

“Okay, yes.” That blushing I’d tried so hard to get rid of after the beginning of the meeting was coming back with a vengeance. He smiled.

“Thought so,” he said. “What’d you think?”

“It’s a very nice photo,” I said, avoiding eye contact. “You’re a very talented photographer.”

He shut the book and leaned forward a bit. I watched him carefully.

“I wasn’t talking about the quality so much as the content,” he said in a low voice, just above a whisper.

“The, uh— the content?”

“Yeah. The bound woman. Helpless, spread out, nearly naked. What’d you think of that?”

Something in me stirred. I felt myself getting turned on. I pictured the photo all over again, the first time I’d thought about it since I touched myself to it the night before. That woman’s expression, the pale, freckled skin of her exposed torso, the way the ribbons pulled hard at her arms … it was beautiful. Elegant. Erotic. Kinky. Everything I wanted out of a sexual experience, right there on the page. And without even knowing me, he picked it out for me as if I’d ordered it myself.

I swallowed hard. “Very provocative,” I said.

“That’s it? Provocative?” He looked like he didn’t believe me. I didn’t like how well he could apparently read me already. “Interesting.”

“Interesting how?”

“Well, Red—”

“Don’t call me that.”

“I’ve got a bit of a sixth sense for this sort of thing,” he said. “Nothing quite that supernatural, but I can typically call it from a mile away when someone’s into kinky stuff like that.”

I wasn’t avoiding eye contact anymore. I was looking right at him, afraid to even blink. He was looking into me.

“And I’m not at all ashamed to tell you, Red: You’ve got it written all over you.”

I did my best to look shocked and offended. I could tell it wasn’t really working, but I stuck with my guns.

“Excuse me? What’s that even mean?”

“Well,” he said, “I can’t really explain it all that well — but let’s start with that cuff you wear around your wrist.”

He gestured toward it and I looked down at it, then back up at him. Again, I was doing my best to convey shock and confusion.

“This?” I said. “Th— This is just something I found at a yard sale, I didn’t know it was—”

Again, he wasn’t buying it.

“Uh huh,” he said, and leaned back again. “I bet.”

I don’t know if it’s because he refused to believe me or if I refused to even believe myself, but one way or another I was starting to get angry. How dare this guy come out of nowhere and act like he’s known me for years? What right did he have to climb into my brain and get in the way of everything else I’d been preparing for? He came out of nowhere, dropped some tied up naked chick in my hand and suddenly he gets to act as if he’s read my life story? What the hell?

I stood up. He apparently saw it coming, because he barely reacted.

“Okay, I think I’m going to go now,” I said, trying to spit the words. “You don’t know me. You don’t get to act like you know me. You don’t get to try and tell me what I’m into. Maybe that whole ‘annoying on purpose’ thing works for some people, but it doesn’t work on me. We clear?”

He looked up at me, nothing but calmness in his gaze. It was infuriating.

“So, I’ll see you at tonight’s Subsect meeting, then?”

That was even more infuriating.

I stormed off, positive that I was in the right. And, even thinking about it now, I was. He had no right to talk to me the way he did. He shouldn’t have.

Even if he was spot on.
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I can’t even remember anything about the two classes I had between my little meeting with Trevor and the early dinner I had with Anne. The sunset was beautiful through the tall vertical windows of the cafeteria, and all I could think about was how much I wanted to throw Trevor into it.

“You seem a little distracted,” Anne said.

I snapped back to attention. “Huh?”

“Yeah, that’s kinda my point. What’s wrong?”

I’d been doing a particularly poor job of lying today, but I guess I decided to give it another go.

“Nothing,” I said. “Nothing’s wrong. Just, y’know, thinking. I guess.”

Anne gave me one of those ‘wow, really’ kind of looks, and I had no choice but to take it.

“Why don’t you just talk about it?” she said. “If nothing else, I think your pasta would be very appreciative.”

I looked down at my plate and saw that I’d been twirling my pasta this entire time. It sat in a huge ball at the end of my fork. I suddenly realized the fingers on my twirling hand were pretty tired.

“Ugh, okay,” I said, and dropped the fork. I folded my arms in front of me and leaned in on them. Anne leaned in as well.

“There’s this guy—”

“Already? Damn, Liv, way to—”

“There’s this guy,” I repeated sternly, “named Trevor. He stopped by when I was moving in yesterday. I guess he’s the editor in chief of the literary magazine here, Subsect?”

Anne’s eyes lit up and she reached for her bag. She rooted around in it for a second or two and came up with, of course, a copy of Subsect.

“Yep, that,” I said, not even wanting to look at it. “Anyway, he came by and handed me a copy of the magazine and said a whole bunch of annoying things and called me Red for whatever-the-hell reason and then he was gone, but not before marking a page in the magazine that he wanted me to look at, because he said he picked it specially for me.”

Anne blinked. “That’s … odd. That whole thing is very odd.”

“Yes, it’s odd,” I said. “And so I look at the page he says he picked specially for me, and it’s the picture on page forty-two.”

Anne stared at me blankly, and I realized ‘the picture on page forty-two’ wouldn’t mean a damn thing to someone who hadn’t spent most of the past twenty-four hours thinking about it in one form or another. I gestured for her to open the magazine and turn to the page, and she did.

Her eyes widened when she saw it.

“Wowza,” she said. “That’s, uh … wow.”

“Right?”

“That’s hot, is what that is.”

I had been ready to shift the conversation into talking about how weird it was for a guy to come out of nowhere and do something like that, and what a weird position it was to put me in, and how I just wanted time to settle into college life before having to chase off weird boys doing weird things, but I was caught off guard by Anne’s assessment of the picture and had to slam on the brakes.

“Uh, what?”

“It’s hot,” she confirmed. “That’s a really hot picture.”

“The hotness of the picture is not really the point,” I said, exasperated. Was I talking to a series of brick walls? What the hell was going on at this school?

“I get that, and I’m with you when you say it’s weird, but I call it like I see it and that picture’s hot,” she said.

I rubbed my forehead. It was one of those things I did when I was stressed.

“So anyway, I put the magazine away and forget about the whole stupid Trevor thing, right up until this morning, when I go to the newspaper meeting,” I said. “I’m late getting to the meeting and the editor in chief—”

“Of the paper.”

“Of the paper, right. The editor in chief of the paper is absolutely tearing me a new one in front of this huge group of newspaper people, and I’m just kinda sitting there taking it because I don’t know what else to do, and then — out of nowhere — who comes to my aid but—”

“No way!”

“Yes way,” I said. “Trevor. Turns out he writes for the paper, too. I guess people double dip in the publications around here.”

“What’d he say?”

I explained how Trevor smacked Kat down and got her off my ass. I explained how I ended up getting a beat even though I got off to such a terrible start, and how Trevor was the one to thank for that. And then I explained how when I walked over to thank Trevor, things were going more or less okay until he brought up the picture.

“He said he marked it for me because he was convinced I’m into bondage or something,” I said, blushing slightly. “Said he has a, like, sixth sense for it. And he wouldn’t believe me when I told him no, and he was acting like he’s known me forever, so I got pissed and I left.”

Anne sat back, her eyes still wide. “Wow.”

“So now,” I continued, “here I am with a ball of over-twirled spaghetti and a brain that can’t focus and it’s all because this stupid guy came out of stupid nowhere and tried to read my stupid fetish tea leaves.”

I shook the fork free of the spaghetti ball and had my first bite since we sat down. Anne looked like she was taking her time to think about what to say next, and I was thankful for it if only because it gave me time to try and calm myself down.

Not only was I still angry, but thinking about the picture — and how commanding Trevor had been during the meeting, how he somehow shined a spotlight on a desire I’d never told anyone about — had my heart pounding a little harder. Internally, I chastised myself for being aroused by that picture. And, even more disgracefully, by him. That horrible smirk, that hair, that attitude. He was everything I shouldn’t even like, but here I was, thinking about how much I would have loved being the girl in that picture because it would mean he’d be tying me up.

“I think you need to nip this in the bud,” Anne finally said.

I looked up at her. “What do you mean?”

“Well, he’s only known you for about a day,” she said. “If you really don’t want this guy around, you need to make that known as quickly as possible. If he can’t take the hint after that, then you worry about it, but for now it could just be a matter of saying, ‘hey, dude, back off.’”

I’d only known Anne for about a day, too, but I could tell she was going to be extremely helpful over the coming year.

I decided I was going to pay Trevor a visit after the Subsect meeting.
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After dinner, Anne left to meet up with some other folks from her class to do whatever it is theater people do when they’re not doing theater things. I returned to the dorm, where I decided a shower was in order. I wanted to feel as fresh and relaxed as possible for tonight’s confrontation.

As I got undressed and grabbed a towel, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I was pale. Freckled. Much to my chagrin, I noticed my complexion wasn’t at all unlike that of the woman in Trevor’s picture.

I cursed myself for making that connection. I was supposed to be relaxing now, and here I was thinking about Trevor and his bondage radar all over again.

I thought about what Anne said about the picture, though, and I couldn’t disagree with her. It was hot. Everything about it. The red of the ribbon, the way it clashed with the woman’s skin, the way her expression held some mix of fear and arousal, the way her arms were pulled taut … it worked. It all worked very, very well. I wanted to be that woman, to feel myself tied and helpless. I wanted to know what it was like to give myself over to someone that completely, to be that comfortable with someone, so comfortable I could be naked and exposed and blinded and bound into such a position.

I could feel myself getting wet, and I decided it’d be best to take care of business before my shower rather than after.

I laid down in bed and put my head back, spreading my legs slightly, feeling my trimmed bush under my hand. I used my own juices to slick my fingers before bringing them upward slightly, to my clit, where they ran in slow circles. Normally this was the sort of thing I’d build up to, but I was on a schedule.

At least, that’s what I told myself at the time. The fact was, thinking about that picture so much meant I’d been horny all day and desperately needed the release.

With my free hand, I grabbed my breast, rubbing it hard. I flicked my finger over my extremely sensitive nipple, and actually flinched at it when I first made contact. I rolled two fingers together around the hard pebble of the erect nipple, pinching it gently. It made me breathe in hard, and I bit my lip.

Meanwhile, the hand down by my pussy was doing wonderful things to my clit. I felt every millimeter of my own anatomy, every ridge, every fold, every bump. I slipped my fingers down into myself, hooking myself gently, feeling the penetration of my own fingers and reveling in the invasiveness of it. Then back up to my clit, where my fingers moved in increasingly quick circles. My breathing picked up with my heartbeat, and I could feel a thin sheen of sweat developing on my skin.

With my eyes clenched shut, I imagined what it would be like to be that woman, tied up, helpless, naked, completely under Trevor’s control, knowing I wouldn’t get out unless he took the ribbons down himself. Knowing he was taking photos of me, knowing he’d have those photos for his own use — whatever that might be. I imagined him leaning in close, breathing on me, making me long for his touch.

I imagined him kissing me. Quickly and gently at first, a peck here, a peck there. But finally he’d lean in and kiss me hard and slowly, his lips meshing with mine. I’d feel him against my naked skin as he pulled himself into me, bit my neck, kissed my exposed breasts.

I’d give myself over to him completely, and he would take me, no questions asked because there’s no need when he already knows all the answers.

Those thoughts were running through my head when the first wave of orgasm ripped its way through me. I gasped, then held my breath. I felt the muscles in my pelvis clench and release several times over, the pleasure rolling along, making me curl my toes and hang my mouth open in ecstasy.

When it was over, I sank into the bed, a warm smile on my face.

It was only on the tail end of the afterglow that I realized how conflicted I was about what I was getting ready to do — but I told myself it had to be done. I couldn’t let someone who barely knew me think they could get away with talking to me that way.

And, perhaps even more importantly, I couldn’t have Trevor running around in my head so much. One day of it had been daunting enough. I couldn’t even imagine what a whole semester would be like.


~5~

The shower was uneventful, and it turned out my little pre-shower distraction had the added benefit of making me just in time to miss the Subsect meeting. I smiled at the thought of Trevor holding off on starting the meeting, assuming I’d be there like he said I would. I pictured his disappointment when he realized maybe he didn’t know me as well as he thought.

And then, I felt a twinge of remorse. It took me by surprise, and I cursed myself for it almost immediately. Why should I feel bad?

As I approached the door of the publications suite, I wondered if maybe I was overreacting. He hadn’t said anything malicious, after all, and he wasn’t stalking me or anything, so why did I feel so obligated to give him a hard time?

I steadied myself before grabbing the doorknob, turning it, and walking in.

Trevor was completely alone in that familiar position of his, leaning back, feet up. Still reading Sartre. He didn’t look up from the book at all when I came in, and the door shut behind me without him so much as budging.

I was getting ready to speak up when he finally broke the silence.

“You know, the meeting time is printed right there on the magazine,” he said, and looked up at me with a calm smile. “I double checked and everything.”

“Because you’re an editor,” I said.

“Because I’m an editor.” He went back to reading his book. “So, Red, what brings you here at this late hour? I thought you said you were coming to the Subsect meeting.”

Oh, hey. There’s that anger. Thought I’d lost it.

“I didn’t say that,” I spat. “You said that. I guess that’s your thing? You don’t even know me, but you’re acting like you do, and it’s pissing me off.”

He looked up from the book again, but didn’t say anything. I was maintaining eye contact this time around, but it was a struggle. I didn’t want to look away, but looking at him also made me think of just an hour or so earlier, when I was touching myself to thoughts of him and his photograph.

“That’s what I came here to talk to you about,” I said. “I don’t know you, and you don’t know me, and because of that, you don’t get to talk to me the way you do. Do you understand?”

There was what felt like a tremendously long pause before he finally nodded, closed the book and put it on the table in front of him.

“You know what I think is going on here?” he said, standing up. We were at eye level now, both standing, but he wasn’t coming any closer.

“What?”

“I think I was spot on. I think you’re into being tied up. I think you looked at that photo and you wondered what it’d be like to be that woman, to be tied up and naked and blindfolded. And I think it wasn’t at all the first time you’ve fantasized about that kind of thing.”

True thought it was, I didn’t confirm any of it. I stood there, waiting for him to continue. He did.

“And I think when I came along and shined a light on that, you freaked out a little because it’s something nobody else knows about you and you can’t stand the idea that someone like me picked up on it almost immediately. And so you’ve got it in your head that I’m some piece of shit with a bad attitude, when really I’m just a guy who saw the bracelet-cuff-thing you wear and took an educated guess that you might be into some of the same stuff I’m into.”

We were both quiet, then. He gave me an opportunity to interrupt him, to interject, to bring my own side of the story into things. I didn’t, though, because it seemed like he already had a pretty good grip on it.

“Am I wrong about any of that?”

I looked down at the ground, then back up at him before rolling my eyes indignantly and sighing. He just kept staring at me.

“If I came on a little strong, I’m sorry, really, I am,” he said. “But I really can sense these things about people, because it’s something I’m into and enjoy, and when I saw you, all I could think was, ‘hey, I bet this girl gets it.’”

“I do,” I said quietly.

“Okay,” he said.

We were quiet again. The silence didn’t hang awkwardly or even pensively. If anything, I would say it hung appropriately.

“So you thought the picture was …”

“Provocative,” I said with a smile. He smiled back.

And just like that, the air had cleared. A day that felt years long had finally worn out its last bit of conflict, and there we were: the two of us, alone, just the fluorescent lighting to keep us company.

He suddenly perked up.

“Hey,” he said, “can I show you something?”

I arched an eyebrow. “Sure, I guess. Where?”

“It’s here, in the office,” he said, and pointed over toward the alcove he was in when I saw him at the newspaper meeting earlier in the day. I hadn’t noticed before, but set deep into the wall of the alcove was one of those rotating darkroom doors. At the top was a sign, unlit, that read ‘IN USE.’

“A darkroom?” I said. “We have a darkroom here?”

“The publications office has been here for a while,” Trevor said. “The publications used to develop their own photography in here. It’s not really in use anymore, since the artsy folks all have their own darkrooms in the art building and nobody in the publications uses actual film anymore.”

We stared at the door, standing near one another, for a few seconds.

“Do you wanna go inside?” Trevor said.

“Is there even anything in there?” I said, assuming an out-of-use darkroom might be home to all sorts of junk — or just nothing at all.

“There’s definitely something,” he said. “You’ve seen a few lengths of it already, actually.”

He must have loved the look of confusion I gave him. I can only imagine how much more he loved the look of realization I gave him when I put together that he was talking about the ribbon.

“This is where you—”

“Yup,” he said. That smile. Oh, that smile. I wanted to lay it down on my pillow and ride it.

We walked into the darkroom together.
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It was, of course, pitch black. So for a few seconds, I was about as disoriented as one can be from just stepping forward a few feet. Quickly, though, Trevor was on the case: I heard him flip a switch, and suddenly the room was bathed in a low, red light.

Most of the equipment and such had apparently been taken out of the darkroom a while back. Trevor told me about how five or so years back the staff members of the various publications were given the option to turn it into closet space but declined.

“They said it was because they wanted their own space to be able to work with film if they decided to do any special projects, but the real reason was they wanted a space they could make out or fuck in when nobody else was around,” he explained.

“Those sound like special projects to me,” I said, looking around. He snickered.

“So,” I said, “when you came in here with Ribbon Girl ... I guess that means you weren’t the first person to have a lady naked in here.”

“I’m probably the first to have a lady naked in here and not get to first base,” he replied. I could just barely make out the smirk on his face, and decided I was tired of thinking about getting rid of it by smacking it off.

So I kissed it off.

For a guy who hadn’t shown an ounce of surprise or shock in the day I’d known him, he certainly seemed to be taken off guard by my rushing him, wrapping his face in my hands and kissing him. At first I got nothing but the outside of his lips, because he was just that unprepared, but — clever boy he is — he quickly caught on.

He wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me in close. I could feel the hard heat of his cock, straining against its jeans, pushed up against me. I wanted nothing more than to run my hand down there, to grab it from the outside of the jeans and then slip my hand underneath his waistband, feel that hot, swollen dick with my own flesh. I had spent the past day on some precipice, and was now allowing myself to be thrown over.

But not entirely over, and not just yet. I kept my hands up around his shoulders and back, digging my fingernails into him every now and then.

He pushed me up against some metal lockers lining the wall, and we hit them with what felt, in the silence, like a very loud crash. My eyes shot open and I jerked my head up. Trevor pulled back a little, then smiled.

“Publications suite’s dead after six, Red, and it’s way past six,” he said, and kissed along my neck. I quivered, and shut my eyes again.

“Don’t call me that,” I whispered between gasps of pleasure as he nibbled my earlobe and kissed along my jawline.

“More appropriate now than ever,” he said, and when I opened my eyes to ask him what that was supposed to mean, I was reminded of our surroundings. Of everything in the room. Of us. All bathed in a deep, red light.

I shut my eyes again and exhaled deeply, trying my best to convey just how infuriating and lovely he could be all at the same time. I don’t know if it worked, but then again I wasn’t paying that much attention to the subtlety of his reactions as he was busy pulling the collar of my shirt down a little and kissing my collarbone.

Now there’s an area I had no idea I wanted kissed. It fired a small electric jolt through me, and I reacted appropriately. I could feel my panties growing beyond damp and venturing into wet. Every single action he took, every bit of pressure on my skin was a thousand tiny, warm needles prickling along just under the surface, rolling in waves up and down my spine.

He moved down from my collarbone, lifting my shirt up to my bra and kissing down my exposed stomach. Each kiss made me twitch. I placed a hand on the top of his head, urging him downward, toward my pussy. That’s where I wanted him.

He resisted, though, and didn’t kiss any further down than just below my bellybutton. I looked down, wondering what the issue was when he seemed so eager only a moment ago, and he was looking up at me with a smile.

“Have you ever been tied up?”

“Never,” I said.

“Do you want to be?”

The second I waited before answering must have felt like forever to him. I know it felt that way to me.

“Absolutely,” I said.

He kissed all the way back up my stomach, up my neck, and finally he was back on my lips. His hands were firmly planted on my chest, squeezing, and it sent warm aftershocks through me — especially when he caught a bit more of my nipples. They were particularly sensitive, and reminded me constantly.

He pulled away. “Just a second,” he said, and walked over to one of the lockers on the other side of the room. He opened it without having to open any locks, and I finally realized just how abandoned this room truly was. Still, knowing we were in the student center — knowing we were in a public building that still had people wandering through it at this hour — was immensely arousing. 

I surprised myself with how daring I wanted to be in the heat of the moment. I wanted him to fuck me up against the window of the office overlooking the road that passed by the student center, in plain view of the world.

Instead, I stood there obediently, waiting for him to finish rooting around in the locker. When at last he came back, he was carrying a bundle of ribbons. My heart jumped a little in my chest, knowing those were the same ribbons that tied the girl in the photograph, knowing they were going to be used on me. Knowing I would finally get to feel that helplessness I'd been yearning to try for so long. 

“Holy out your wrist,” he told me. We were both breathing hard, but doing our best to maintain composure. 

“Wait,” I said.

He looked at me, puzzled. “Is everything okay?”

“If we're going to recreate that photo of yours, I think there's one important difference we need to take care of.”

Quickly, I swept my shirt over my head and let it drop to the ground. Standing there in only by bra, I turned around and offered him my almost entirely bare back — presenting the clasp for him to undo. 

“Would you mind?” I said, and waited to feel his fingers working the bra.

Instead, I felt one finger start in the middle of my lower back, right above my waistline, and trace its way slowly up my spine. I quivered yet again, goosebumps covering every inch of me. I heard him snicker. When he got to the clasp, it was undone in no time. My bra loosened, and I slipped it off of my shoulders. It fell to the ground, right by my shirt, with just a faint rustle.

I turned, exposing my chest to him for the first time. It was the first time I'd been even half naked in front of a guy since the beginning of the summer, and it felt wonderful to be that wanted, that desired. 

“You're beautiful,” he said, taking me in with his eyes, running his hands over my breasts, his thumbs over my nipples. They were electric to the touch, and I shook as he caressed them.

I held up my wrists. He looked down at them for a second, as if confused, and then I saw the lightbulb go off. He picked up one length of ribbon and grabbed my right wrist.

In the photograph, the ribbon was wrapped around the girl's wrist maybe a few times in what looked like a fairly uncomplicated sort of cuff. This time, I noticed Trevor was taking particular care to make the ribbon wrap around my wrist in a wide cuff pattern, with a more complex knot to tie it off.

I looked at it carefully, then up at him.

“The one for the photo was mostly for show,” he explained. “This is anything but.”

“I trust you,” I said, and we were both quiet again as he resumed his work.

Once he was done tying my wrist, he took the other end of the ribbon and secured it to one of the shelf bracers that ran along the wall just under the ceiling. It pulled my arm up high, and already I was feeling some of the helplessness I'd been longing for. It made me bite my lip in anticipation. When he was done knotting it off up there, I tugged on it a few times.

It most definitely was not for show. I wasn't going anywhere.

My eyes must have lit up.

“Usually, when someone allows an almost complete stranger to bring them into a secluded room and tie them up half-naked, they don't look quite so stoked about it,” he said with a warm smile.

“There's nothing 'usual' about this,” I said with a warm smile of my own. “But usually those people haven't been waiting for this sort of thing.”

“Fair enough,” Trevor said, and I held my left wrist up. He picked another length of ribbon up and went through the same cuff and knot process with that one.

He went to stretch my arm up toward the opposite side of the room — to put me in the same stretched, helpless Y shape as the girl in the photo — but hesitated and looked back at me. Internally, I stamped my feet and whined that he was taking too long. Externally, I gave him a quick nod to let him know that yes, this was all right. Yes, I wanted this.

When at last he finished tying off my left wrist, he took a step back and looked at me — admired me, spread out before him, open to whatever whims he might choose to exercise.

My heart pounded so loudly I could hear it in my ears. My skin tingled and was hot to the touch. My nipples felt electric in the air of the room. I was, finally, helpless. I was his, and his alone.

I was where I wanted to be.
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He took a few steps forward, leaned in, and started to kiss my neck. I lolled my head to one side to expose more flesh for him to peck and suck at, baring my neck and sighing with pleasure.

He stepped back again and took off his shirt in one smooth, effortless motion, and all at once I got to see his well defined torso, the chest perfectly shaped and molded, the abs washboard and tight. I wanted to run my hands over them, and the fact that I couldn't only turned me on more.

He stepped forward again and I felt the warmth of his skin on mine, the contact sending an odd mixture of calm and arousal throughout my body. I moaned as he slipped a hand between us and grabbed my breast again, pinching my nipple.

I kissed him on the neck and whispered, “you know, we still haven't replicated that photo just yet.”

He pulled back and looked at me, and when I nodded toward the ribbon and raised my eyebrows, he understood what to do.

As he picked up another length of ribbon and held it up to tie it around my eyes, he gave me one last chance to back out of what we were about to do. But I wasn't about to back out. Not now, not at all. All my fantasies, every hot dream I'd ever had, every image I'd ever touched myself to on a lonely summer night, all of it was coming to life for me right here, right now, and I'd be damned if he was going to let me leave this space without enjoying it fully.

“Go ahead,” I said, and flipped my hair back to make it a little easier.

The last thing I saw before the ribbon went over my eyes was his face, warm and tender — but carrying that command and power that I'd seen on display during the newspaper meeting.

God, the newspaper meeting. It was only this morning, but it felt like months ago at this point.

The ribbon slipped smoothly over my eyes, and everything was dark. As Trevor tied it off behind my head, I could feel his forearms on either side of my head. I leaned into one, smelled it, appreciated his scent. He kissed me on the forehead for my efforts.

The first thing he did with me now blindfolded — on top of helpless — was step back and leave me to wait, panties damp, suspense building. I bit my lip in anticipation of whatever he had in store, but for what felt like a full minute, nothing happened. I gripped the ribbons tightly. 

And without any kind of warning, felt the first contact: a sharp flick of my nipple. 

It shot hot electricity through me and I reeled, yelping in surprise. He laughed, then rubbed the now throbbing nipple to calm me. It worked. It also served to make me lean forward, straining against the bindings to try and get closer to him.

He rewarded me by stepping forward, his flesh again pressing against mine, and kissing me hard on the mouth. As he pulled me even more tightly against him I felt the rock hard cock in his pants pressing against me, so I wriggled as best I could along it, trying to get even more of a rise out of him.

It worked. He inhaled sharply, and I laughed.

He began yet again traveling down my neck and chest, placing small kisses and nibbles on every inch of real estate between my jawline and the bottom of my breasts. Further and further down he traveled, kissing my stomach, pecking at the muscles made taut through the stress of my position. As he got closer and closer to my waistband, he began to fiddle with the button and zipper on my jeans.

I breathed in deep, the anticipation now almost too much. I couldn't bear waiting any longer, but I had no choice in the matter. It only served to make the wait even more torturous. 

My jeans slid off without incident, and I was now standing, bound and blindfolded, in front of Trevor, the only scrap of clothing left on my body the tiny underwear I'd never imagined someone seeing tonight. It made me shake. 

More kisses, these decidedly lower than my waistline. He was near the top of my bush now, pulling the front of my panties down further with every lower kiss. A few more pecks and down came the underwear, tugged slowly down my thighs — damp beyond the telling of it — an inch at a time. When they got to my knees, he helped maneuver my feet as I kicked the panties free. 

I expected him to stand, to admire his work and my naked body, but instead he kissed back up my thigh — with me gasping in pleasure the entire way — and, after lifting my one leg up over his shoulder, buried his face in my anxious pussy. 

I had not been expecting it, and I think if I weren't tied in place I would have launched through the ceiling. My body tensed as a powerful wave of pleasure roared through it like a freight train. I felt his tongue exploring my folds, tasting my juices, circling around my clit to tease it without actually touching it. I now had most of my body weight on one foot, and under any other circumstance I'd probably find this uncomfortable — but not now, and not here. I moaned loudly and ground my hips into his face as best I could, head thrown back in bliss. 

It felt as if every second he licked me stretched on for an eternity, and I didn't want it any other way. I'd never been with a man so certain, so domineering — and certainly never had one's face between my thighs. He moved his mouth along my cunt with care, slowing down and speeding up to keep me guessing. I curled my toes as he got closer and closer to making me come.

I was right about on the edge of coming, actually, when he stood up. I groaned in protest, but only for a second, as I soon felt his warm fingers slip into me. Naturally they penetrated me further than his tongue could, and the areas of me that had gone unexplored were now throwing celebrations within me. I felt the fireworks. From behind the blindfold, I saw the sparks.

I pulled hard against the ribbons, my position not conducive to helping Trevor get me off. Each time I did he would steady me with his one free hand, as if reassuring me that I'd get mine in due time. As his fingers brought me ever closer to what felt like it was going to be a world-ending orgasm, I began to display a little more patience. It was a struggle, but the rewards were too great to pass up.

So imagine my dismay when he pulled his fingers out.

This time I did more than just groan in protest. I was in the middle of uttering “motherfucker” when he, still standing, cranked my leg up again — exposing my dripping wet pussy. He held the knee of that leg up in his bent elbow, and I was perplexed as to what was going on—

Right up until I felt his hot, thick cock enter into me, hard and fast.

I had no idea he'd even taken his pants off. I couldn't figure out when he had the time, or why I hadn't noticed. I also didn't care. I screamed in ecstasy, the discomfort of my position and the pleasure of his hard cock inside of me roaring through me like a freight train. It pulsed through my veins, lit a fire in me I was unaware even existed. My lower abdomen was aflame, blood rushing too it faster than it could escape. My skin grew flush, and I could feel beads of sweat beginning to form on my forehead.

What had been a relatively chilly darkroom was suddenly the hottest place on the planet, and I was in no position to cool myself down.

He thrusted hard, grunting each time, matching my own grunts and moans. For all the flowery prose and photographs that he published in his magazine, it turned out Trevor fucked with more power and tenacity than I'd ever expected.

The air was thick with us. I could smell him, his sweat, my own juices and sweat — everything, absolutely everything. My senses were heightened, beyond anything I'd ever felt. My breasts bounced with every one of Trevor's thrusts. They'd be sore tomorrow, along with my wrists and the foot carrying my weight. I didn't care.

There was only here. There was only now.

And as Trevor began somehow thrusting harder and faster, I realized he was about to come. The very idea of him coming inside of me while I was here, helpless, at his mercy, was exactly the push I needed to fly right off of that cliff and into the warm embrace of orgasm.

As Trevor began to come, every muscle within me tensed. I could feel a cramp forming in the leg that was carrying my weight. Trevor let out one final, massive grunt of pleasure and exertion — and then, in one glorious, sweeping wave, every single muscle within me relaxed. My brain, previously running on overdrive, shut down entirely. I was spent. I relaxed in my bonds, letting them hold me up as much as I was comfortable.

Trevor pulled out of me but stood with his stomach against mine, his arms wrapped around me, the two of us breathing hard.
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As he untied me, we talked about what had just happened. He asked if I'd ever fantasized about any of that, and I told him I'd fantasized about all of it. He asked if he was my first, and I told him no — but he was, without question, the best.

After he untied me, we relaxed on the floor. It was a little chilly, but we needed chilly. There, laying together naked in the dark, his arm around me, I thought about how quickly this had all come together. It was only a day ago I was looking to rip this boy's head off. Now here I was, feeling grateful to him for bringing to life every fantasy I'd had since I first discovered pornography.

He stroked my hair and kissed me on the forehead. I kissed him on the lips.

We drifted off to sleep.

When I finally stirred and came back to the waking world, I had no idea how much time had passed. I panicked a little, and shook Trevor so he'd wake up. He did, and quickly.

“What's going on?” he said. 

“We feel asleep,” I hissed.

“Well, yeah, I gathered that, but I meant why were you waking me up?”

“We're still in the darkroom. Who knows how long it's been?”

Trevor propped himself up onto his elbows, his face saying he knew I had a point but he didn't feel like moving from the spot.

“I guess I can go check,” he said.

He stood and quickly pulled on his shirt and jeans. I was sorry to see those go back on. I was still fiddling with my bra when he entered the spinning door of the darkroom and disappeared onto the other side of it.

I heard him moving around outside. I heard him fiddle with a doorknob, though I couldn't be sure which one.

A little more movement, and I heard him enter the spinning door. It turned, and there he was again, a wide grin on his face.

“What are you so thrilled about?” I said.

“Well, I have good news, and I have bad news,” he replied. “The bad news is, the student center's totally closed for the night. Which means we're stuck in here for the night, because they have motion detectors in the main areas out there and we'll set off an alarm if we go outside.”

I rubbed my forehead. “Okay, uh … what the hell does that mean for us, then?”

“Well, that's the good news,” he said, and his grin grew even wider. “I've got a key to Kat's office, and her mini-fridge is forever well stocked. And, if we're going to be stuck here, I'm sure we can find plenty of ways to pass the time ...”

My grin quickly matched his.

Trevor kissed me, quickly, excitedly. “What do you say we go raid the minibar?”
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As more Addison Price titles come along, this space will be filled with more information about what they are and where to find 'em. Also coming soon: A mailing list, so you can keep abreast of any new releases.

Please Review!

If you've taken the time to read all this way, I'd love — love, love, love — if you could take a little bit more time out of your day (or evening) to write a review for this book. A few reviews can go a long way, so please consider it!

Thanks for Reading!
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