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

About What He Taught Me About Bondage:

Benjamin's the kind of guy I'd spot across a darkened room and spend the rest of the night trying to get his attention. He's just that attractive, just that mysterious.

He's also who my psychology professor paired me up with for a class project on fetishes.

I'm no stranger to fun in the bedroom, but there are plenty of things I haven't tried yet, and the fetish we were assigned — bondage — is something I'm completely unfamiliar with. Luckily, Ben seems to know plenty about it and may be willing to teach me a little of what he knows.

Where it goes from there, of course, is anybody's guess …

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

–

An Excerpt:

On the bed, back in reality, I stretched my legs toward the foot of the bed, parting them slightly, trying to give myself even more of an idea of what that helplessness would be like.

“Picture yourself, unable to move,” Ben's voice told me, warm and calming, as he stood over me and pinned my wrists. “Picture yourself completely at the mercy of someone else, incapable of doing anything to stop them, incapable of defending yourself, incapable of anything but allowing them to have their way with you. Picture how much they'd make you wait for what you want, and how little you could do about it. How much you'd long for a free hand, just to reach down and touch yourself — and how much your partner would revel in your frustration.”

I let out a low moan, and immediately had trouble figuring out if it had been the me in my fantasy or the me in reality — if I'd actually produced that sound.

“Stay perfectly still,” he told me softly, and I did.

I wanted anything but 'perfectly still,' though. I wanted action. I wanted him to climb on top of me and pin me from the front. I wanted to feel this same helplessness with him in the driver's seat. I wanted to give him control over every little thing, let him take my body for a spin and see what he could do to me if given the opportunity. I wanted to know some of the tips and tricks he'd picked up in his experience with bondage; I wanted to know everything he knew and then some. I wanted him to kiss me on my exposed arms and down my tight shoulders, then lift my shirt and kiss me down my stomach slowly, dutifully, as I breathed heavier and heavier and he slid downward, pulling my shorts down, pulling my panties down, burying his face into my pussy and licking me for hours on end.

I wanted all of it. I wanted him. I wanted to give myself to him.

I was shaking.
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“The idea,” our professor told us, “is to explore a sexual fetish in-depth — to better understand what makes it appealing to those who practice it, to better understand the psychology of it.”

As I looked around the room intently at the other nineteen students in my class, wondering who I’d be partnered with and what particular fetish we’d land on, I couldn’t help but notice how I seemed to be the only one feeling just a little anxious.

It’s not that sex made me nervous. Not anymore, anyway; I’d gotten that little hitch out of my system just before prom, right before graduating high school and being thrown into the melting pot of college. I’d come to understand that sex wasn’t anything to be scared or nervous about, and I enjoyed it way, way more than I thought I would.

But when I got to college and realized how hugely important sex was — and how many different varieties and kinks there were, just waiting to be explored — I froze up a little. My high school experiences had been largely plain, because simply the newness of the act itself was enough to be incredibly hot and powerful back then. It felt weird to be considering something that happened only six months or so ago as “back then,” but college had turned out to be an entirely new environment and I was still struggling with whiplash.

In college, it was no longer enough to just have sex. We’d all done that, we’d all enjoyed it, and we’d all moved on — explored ourselves and others, discovered what turned us all on. We found kinks we enjoyed, practices and positions we’d never have even been able to consider only half a year before. I’d listen in on conversations around campus and be stunned at just how many girls talked openly and frankly about what they’d done last night — and, more specifically, how they’d done it.

I found it all fascinating, no doubt, but I also found myself left out of those conversations more often than not because I was one of the few who just hadn’t found anything that suited me. I’d played around a bit with a few boys here and there, hoping maybe one of them would be into something that’d wake me up, but to no avail. It was frustrating, like knowing there was a pot of water dangling perilously over my head — knowing it would, at any moment, tip over — but not having any idea when or why it might actually spill. The tension was incredible, but not in any way that enabled me to act on it.

In short, I was stuck. And it made me a little anxious.

So as I looked around the room at everybody else in the class and wondered who I’d be partnered with, seeing nobody else make an outward display of the same anxiety I was feeling only made it all the more frustrating.

“Amanda,” the professor said, and I snapped back to attention. The professor was holding a stack of papers. “Please take one and pass it down.”

I sheepishly took the stack of papers, grabbed one off the bottom and passed it along to the young lady to my left. She gave me a look that was somewhere between “you poor girl” and “you complete loon,” grabbed the stack, and that was the end of our interaction.

Exasperated, I looked down at the sheet. It had an outline of what we were supposed to be doing for the project — basically everything the professor had been talking about for the past half hour or so — and the complete list of fetishes we were supposed to investigate with a partner.

“It’s already on the sheet several times, but I want to make it perfectly clear to everybody in the room once more, just in case you decide to skip straight to the list at the bottom,” the professor said loudly as the sheets made their way around. “This is to be purely research-based. You are not being assigned to couple with your partner, you are not being assigned to actually perform any of the acts on this page, and you are not being tasked with engaging in any activities you would not normally engage in. Everything in the papers you hand in at the end of this semester will be something you gleaned from research — be it books, movies, journal articles, or otherwise.”

A few giggles and sarcastic groans emanated from the other students, and the professor smiled back at them.

“Yes, I know,” he said. “Academia is cruel like that. Anyway, now that we’ve got that out of the way, I’m going to announce your partners. I’d like to remind you that we’re not going to dedicate any class time to this project, so please arrange with your partner to meet up or communicate properly and exchange whatever information you both might find.”

I was really only half-listening. I kept staring at the list, wondering if some of these words were secretly in another language that everybody else knew but me. Thankfully, about half of the list was stuff I recognized — so I at least had a decent shot of not immediately being in the dark.

“Colby and Peter, your topic for this project is spanking,” the professor announced. Another smattering of giggles murmured through the room, and I looked over as Colby and Peter — two people who I’d never even seen talk to one another — glanced at one another and smiled.

There’s some of that anxiety I was looking for, I thought to myself, knowing very well I couldn’t enjoy it too much because my turn would be coming soon enough.

“Bethany and Franklin,” the professor said, obviously having organized this project a bunch of times before and not breaking his stride as nervousness rolled over the class like a heavy fog, “your topic will be group sex.”

More giggles. Bethany and Franklin actually sat only a seat or two away from one another, and I’d seen them talking on their way into and out of the classroom a few times. They definitely didn’t look like anything more than acquaintances, though, and the thought of them having to spend the next few weeks talking about orgies was pretty entertaining.

“Amanda and Benjamin,” the professor said, and suddenly I was bolt upright in my seat. I tried to act casual and probably failed miserably as I looked around the room, trying to figure out who the hell Benjamin was. It was a name I hadn’t even heard mentioned in class in the weeks leading up to this, and I thought my mental inventory of the class had been pretty complete.

That’s when I spotted him, and only because he’d already spotted me. We locked eyes for the first time that entire semester, but that wasn’t for my lack of staring — the boy I now knew as Benjamin had attracted my attention early on in the semester, and been a bit of an object of lust. If you’d come up to me and said, “Amanda, I need you to design your perfect guy,” I’m pretty sure Benjamin was precisely the sketch I’d have laid out for you.

He was tall — six-foot-something, easily — and lithe, with the build of a swimmer. His body was incredible, and he was apparently well aware of it because he wore plenty of tight t-shirts that showed off his chiseled chest and flat abs. I’m not ashamed to say I’d daydreamed about running my hands over every single bump and ridge in that torso a few times.

His attractiveness didn’t stop there, though. His jet black hair peaked out from under his trusty baseball cap in small locks and twists, complementing his dark brown eyes and dark five o’clock shadow as it ran along his well-defined jawline. His eyes pierced without any kind of effort. In fact, that’s what I think drew me to him most: the utter effortlessness of his sexuality. He didn’t try, he just was. 

And he was looking right at me. And I was looking right at him. The moment seemed to last for ages.

“Your topic will be bondage,” the professor said. I’d forgotten he was even in the room.

I looked at the professor quickly, but he was already on to the next pairing and topic. Then I looked back at Benjamin, who was busy writing something down into his notebook. The fluttering of my heart — which had almost cartoonishly kicked up when Benjamin was announced as my partner — shifted from a pleasant, light sort of thing to a heavy, uncertain sort of thing in only a second.

Bondage? Really?

Ew.
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“Bondage? Really? Awesome.”

Krista, bless her heart, had a different take on things when I got back to our dorm room later that night.

She was a friend from high school — not a best friend, really, but enough of one to think living with her freshman year would be better than living with a total stranger — and so I knew she’d always been the more … adventurous one. Not that she’d bounced around the hallways of our high school seeing and doing all the things I was just now being exposed to, but she’d definitely had her fair share of fun and didn’t really have a problem telling me all about it.

You’re probably picking up on it already, but in case not: Sometimes, I found it a little annoying.

This was one of those times, but for some reason I didn’t have it in me to say anything.

“Bondage is a good time, Mandy; you should really give it a go,” she said. “Remember Ricky Jackson, that guy I took to prom?”

I tried my best to make it look like I was too focused on my textbook to answer, but she saw right through me. It didn’t help that I was finding myself more engaged with the conversation than I imagined I might be.

“The college sophomore, right?” I murmured, not looking up from the book.

“Right,” she said, not missing a beat. “He was totally into it. We went out to Palace Park a few times and did all sorts of fun things on the playground equipment. All kinds of shit I’d have never even thought to do.”

My mind ran wild with the possibilities. Palace Park was a combination park/playground in our hometown, set way back from the road and poorly lit. It was designed that way so people wouldn’t be tempted to play on it at night, but of course that only meant it became a local hookup spot. There was tons of the normal equipment you’d find on a playground — balance bars, monkey bars, lots of netting and small bridges and a bunch of platforms — and I couldn’t stop myself from wondering aloud what Krista and Ricky’s antics entailed.

“What sorts of bondage-y things could you do in Palace Park?”

As if she were just waiting for me to ask — imagine that — Krista jumped into an explanation that sounded suspiciously as if she’d rattled it off plenty of times already.

“Well, one time he brought handcuffs and cuffed my hands above my head onto those hanging handle things you’re supposed to swing from,” she said. “Another time he used some zip ties to lash me onto one of those big, rope, walking net things.”

“Zip ties? Jesus,” I said, shuddering at how uncomfortable it sounded.

“Doesn't sound great, I know, but you're hardly thinking about it in the heat of the moment,” she shot back .“It was about as hot as it gets.”

I thought about all of the encounters I'd had thus far. How plain they all seemed in the face of such kinkiness, how boring my sex life would look if written out — and how completely unaware I'd been of these bedroom worlds only a few months before.

“So you've never done anything like that? Ever?” Krista asked, either skeptical or in full disbelief.

“Can't say I have,” I said. “I guess the opportunity just never really arose? Or maybe I wasn't with the right guy?”

“Have you ever watched porn?”

I could feel myself blushing and shying away from the question, which only made Krista press harder.

“Come on,” she said, “I just told you about getting my kink on in a playground, I think we're well past the point of hiding stuff from each other now.”

“Sure, I've watched porn,” I said, suddenly confident, but praying she wouldn't inquire further. I had no way of knowing how far this confidence might stretch, and I didn't want her to test it.

Naturally, she did.

“So what kind have you watched, then?”

“What kind ...?”

She stared blankly at me.

“Christ, Mandy, you're kidding, right? I mean what sort of porn was it? Fetish, three-way, rough, what kind of sex was it?”

I had to think back a bit. It had been a while, since what I'd seen didn't really do anything for me and the memories of my sexual encounters from high school were recent enough to get me going whenever I had the time to slip a hand down my panties.

“It was pretty plain,” I said, my toes curling in my socks at the awkwardness of my own answer.

“Yeah, all that straightforward missionary position 'I love you baby' porn out there must be flying off the shelves,” Krista said, rolling her eyes.

I wasn't sure how to respond, but didn't really have to as she was busy grabbing her laptop and bringing it over to the bed. She plopped down next to me and I leaned back a bit, propping myself up with my arms. Krista brought up an incognito window in her browser and went straight over to Google.

“If you're going to be doing a project on this stuff, you're going to be watching a lot of this eventually anyway,” she said as she typed in a few choice words: bondage, bdsm, fetish. A huge array of videos popped up, some more severe looking than others. “Might as well jump into the deep end.”

The first video Krista clicked on was something from the production company of Nicholas Belmont, who I'd heard of in the news every now and then. It was a straightforward bondage session that started with a brief interview of the model, a raven-haired fitness freak with striking features and a toned body I could only wish for.

“That's Winnie,” Krista told me as the model — Winnie — talked to the producer about what they were going to do during the shoot and went over the various safewords. “She's been really popular as of late. No idea how many different videos she's been in, but she's super flexible and hot as hell.”

I raised an eyebrow at Krista, who I never knew to play fast and loose with her orientation. She shot a look right back at me.

“I appreciate hot in all forms, Mandy,” she said. “I don't swing that way, but I don't have any problem admiring from the sidelines.”

Curiosity sated, I turned back toward the screen.

The interview faded to black, and when the screen came back Winnie was no longer comfortably seated in a wooden chair. She was, instead, tightly bound to what looked like an upside-down wooden Y. She was completely naked, her lithe and muscular body about as toned as any I'd ever seen, punctuated by her deeply colored nipples and her finely trimmed bush. Her arms were wrenched tightly above her head, her wrists bound with rope and secured to the top of the upside-down Y so it stretched her body to what looked like its breaking point. Her legs were similarly tied to either branch of the bottom of the upside-down Y shape, spreading her out and making her vulnerable to pretty much anything. The look in her eyes was a mix of anticipation and terror.

Theoretically, I should have been horrified. Theoretically, I should have been disgusted. I'd never even been exposed to fuzzy cuffs, and here I was watching a hardcore bondage video with my good friend next to me on the bed.

But I couldn't look away.

I was transfixed. Utterly helpless to do anything but watch with fascination and increasing arousal as this helpless woman squirmed and moaned against her bindings. Her eyes went wide as the producer approached and fixed a vibrator onto a pole, which he placed in just the right spot to leave the business end of the vibrator firmly jammed up against the poor woman's clit. He then launched into a spelling bee of sorts, asking the woman how to spell various words — insanely difficult words, mind you, ones I'd never be able to get even in the best of circumstances, never mind the circumstances Winnie found herself in — and only allowing her the pleasure of the vibrator when she got them right.

It was tense. It was powerfully sexy. Whenever the vibrator turned on, Winnie would moan hard and flinch, pulling on the ropes with what must have been considerable strength, given her muscles, but she wasn't going anywhere and the vibrator certainly wasn't shifting.

I watched, unblinking, my panties getting soaked more and more by the second. At first I didn't even really notice, I was just that fascinated, but eventually it was all I could notice. My nipples throbbed, my pulse was going insane, my skin felt hot and the hairs on my neck were standing. This was a level of arousal I'd never even come close to understanding before, the sort of thing I couldn't even fathom by bringing up old memories of boring high school fucking. I leaned forward.

“You okay there, Mandy?” Krista asked, the knowing tone of her voice clueing me into the fact that maybe I was being a little too obvious. 

I looked over at her and she had her eyes squarely on my hand, which was resting on my leg, the ring finger gently stroking the inner part of my thigh and edging closer and closer to my now completely soaked pussy.

I pulled it back immediately, embarrassed by my own reaction to what I was seeing. Krista snickered at me and shook her head.

“I’d say ‘you poor thing,’ but I kinda envy you,” she said. “You’re going to have a lot of fun with this project.”

She paused the video and put the computer aside, then got up to stretch.

“That’s if I can manage to even really talk to my partner,” I said, staring off at nothing in particular.

“Ah, yes, the elusive Benjamin,” Krista replied mid-stretch. “He of the stunning good looks and very few words.”

“It’s not like I gave him much to work with after class,” I said. “I could barely contain myself. Ended up just muttering a bunch of ‘we should meet up about this sometime soon’ crap with no actual point, and I honestly can’t tell you if I ever made eye contact.”

“Yeesh,” Krista said, now wandering over to her desk and grabbing a notepad and pencil. She liked to draw when she was in a conversation. Initially, I thought it was rude — but it turns out it’s the only way she can manage to pay attention. “You have, like, talked to boys before, right? Like, you’re aware they inhabit the planet in great numbers.”

I gave her a glare, which she didn’t see because she was too busy drawing. “Of course,” I said. “I’ve talked to plenty of guys. I’ve had sex with plenty of guys.”

“Plenty, huh?”

“Enough to know I can talk to them,” I shot back. “I don’t know what it is about him that freezes me up. It’s kind of pathetic, and I don’t know how I’m supposed to work on this project with him if I can barely even make conversation.”

“The fact that you’re so into the subject matter probably won’t help things either, so—”

I sat upright and put on my defensive face. “Hold on a minute now, who said anything about me being into—”

“Oh come on,” Krista said, cutting me off. “I saw the way you were staring at that video, and I saw where your hand was going. You can’t fool me, Mandy. You may not have tried bondage before, but whether you realize it or not you’re sure as hell into the practice.”

Just then, there was a knock at the door. I looked over at Krista, who shrugged as if to say she had no idea who it was, either. As she pulled herself away from her notepad and walked over to the door, she said over her shoulder:

“Anyway, I was just going to say you should try to look at it as clinically as possible. If you’re into bondage and you’re into Benjamin, you’re going to have a hard time keeping yourself together if you approach it with any part of you that isn’t your brain.”

Krista opened the door without even looking through the peephole, which was an unfortunate oversight on her part because as it swung open, she found herself face-to-face — and I found myself locking eyes yet again — with Benjamin.
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“Hey,” Benjamin said to Krista, his voice quiet and a little husky. “Sorry to bother you, I was just dropping by to talk to Amanda.”

He gestured toward me when he said my name, and I felt my heart flutter just a little bit past the already insane beat it was maintaining. My skin, which had only managed to cool itself a few minutes ago, was right back to heating up.

“Ah, yeah, Mandy and I were just talking about your project,” Krista said. “You’re Benjamin, right?”

“Just Ben, please,” he said warmly, his eyes only briefly leaving mine as he spoke to her. “And I kinda already knew you two were talking about it. These doors aren’t all that soundproof.”

Krista looked back at me with an apologetic mixture of excitement and horror, her teeth showing and her eyes a little wide.

My bad, her look said.

I’m going to murder you in your sleep, my look said back.

Krista turned back toward Benjamin and tried to backpedal while making her way past him and out of the room.

“Oh, that was just me being weird,” she said. “You should probably ignore just about everything I say. I’m very drunk, you know. I’ll leave you two alone for a bit.”

Ben turned to watch her move past him and down the hallway. “You don’t seem drunk,” he said to her as she wandered away. 

“I’m a pro!” she called back, fading down the hall toward the commons area of the dormitory. Much as I wanted to kill her, she could be pretty funny.

Ben turned back around and looked at me again, then gestured as if to ask whether or not he could come in. I nodded and waved him in, too nervous to say much of anything. He stepped into the room and closed the door behind him, then leaned against the wall next to it.

“Mandy, huh?” he said, after a few awkward moments of quiet.

“Amanda, please,” I replied quickly. “She’s the only one who calls me Mandy, and I can’t get her to stop.”

“Sounds good,” he said, then looked down at the floor. I did the same, unsure how to proceed.

A few more seconds of silence.

“You’re probably wondering how I turned up at your room like this,” he said suddenly. “Promise I’m not stalking you or anything. I grabbed it off of the online directory after our post-class meeting was so, uh …”

“... unproductive?” I said, finally looking up at him again.

“Sure, let’s go with that,” he said with a smile. “I just figured we should talk a bit about what we’re going to do for the project. I didn’t mean to walk in on you guys or anything—”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” I said, trying to complete the backpedalling Krista had failed so courageously in performing on her way out. “Krista’s an idiot sometimes, she just says things to say them and it gets her in all sorts of trouble. I wouldn’t make anything of it. She’s just trying to get a rise out of me.”

He looked over toward the desk for a brief second, then back to me. “Ah, okay,” he said. “So you’re not into—”

“No and no,” I said, eager to steer the conversation literally anywhere else. “Just Krista being Krista.”

“So, then … what’s that?” he said, gesturing toward the desk — and that’s when I realized exactly what he’d glanced at only a few seconds before.

There, on the desk, was Krista’s laptop: still open, still awake, still displaying the paused video of Winnie, bound, naked and sweating on the upside-down Y.

Shit. Shit shit shit. Double shit.

“Oh, uh,” I fumbled, leaping off the bed and scrambling for the desk, “that's just something Krista was looking at, she's—”

“So she was drunk and looking at porn? With you in the room?”

I paused. “Yes.”

The silence hung for what felt like an eternity, and I had no choice but to sit there and wait for whatever was going to come next. I wondered how professor Walsh would feel about me doing the project on my own. I wondered if “because I freaked him the hell out” would be an acceptable reason when he asked me why my partner had abandoned me.

“Okay, um ... let's start over,” Ben said. “I don't know what I walked in on or what Krista was really saying or you two were watching bondage porn, but we've got a project to do and I don't know about you but I'd hate for my grade to suffer because of a crippling case of awkwardness.”

I stared for a second or two, as it felt like that was the most I'd ever heard him say at once. It was pleasant, though — calming, even — and it brought me back down to earth.

Yes, this incredibly hot boy is in your room, alone with you, and he thinks you've been watching porn. Yes, you're supposed to be working with him on a project about sex. Yes, you're wet and you're hot and if you're not careful you're going to just jump straight into thinking about riding him at a full gallop and — oh, well, damnit, there that goes. Get it together, Amanda.

“That sounds good,” I said, forcing a smile. “I'm really sorry I've been so disheveled, it's really not how I normally go about things.”

“No worries,” he replied, and grabbed the chair out from my desk to sit in it, across the small room from me.

I sat back down on the bed.

“So,” I said. “The project.”

“Kinda crazy, right?” he said, a small smile on his face. “I imagine there are about nine other awkward conversations happening right about now, trying to figure out what the hell to do.”

I giggled. Another little stint of silence, though they appeared to be getting less and less uncomfortable.

“Do you know anything about ...?” I said, fishing to see exactly where our discussion was going to take us.

“Bondage?” he said, leaning forward a little in the chair.

Just him saying the word and focusing on me like that was enough to send my heart pattering away yet again. I crossed my arms — hoping to hide my hardened nipples, in case they decided to poke through my shirt yet again — and leaned forward too, my eyes squarely on him.

“You mean, like, have I tried it?” he asked, his poker face about as solid as could be. I wasn't going to get anything out of him unless he absolutely wanted me to, and something about that was intensely alluring. 

“I'm sorry,” I said, “I didn't mean to get too personal, I know—”

“I have,” he said quickly, not at all embarrassed. I, in the meantime, probably turned bright red and flinched.

“Oh,” I said. “Okay. So ...”

“Have you?”

“No,” I blurted out. The conversation was going in a direction I'd never expected it might, and my mouth was moving faster than my brain could keep up with. “No, I've never, uh ... never done anything like that.”

“Uh huh,” he said, glancing back over toward the laptop screen — which I only just then noticed was still displaying Winnie's little bondage predicament. I wondered if it were possible for my face to suffer from having the blood rush into and out of it so frequently in the span of just a few minutes.

“Is that why Krista was showing you that?” he asked, gesturing toward it. “Because you don't know anything about it and she wanted to give you a kickstart?”

I suddenly found myself having difficulty making eye contact again.

“Yeah,” I muttered. “I hadn't even ever really watched anything bondage-related, so she wanted to 'introduce' me, I guess.”

“Ugh, hell,” Ben said, and stood up. I didn't have a chance to react before he walked over to the desk and quickly shut the laptop. Winnie was gone. “That probably shouldn't be your first foray. Way too extreme, especially if you're totally new to it.”

“I mean, I've read a little bit about these things,” I said, suddenly a tad defensive. “I've read a bit here and there about BDSM, seen shows that talk about it—”

“We're not talking about BDSM, though,” he said. He sat back down in the chair and leaned forward again, his eyes not leaving mine. I did my best to return the favor. “We're talking about bondage.”

“What's the difference?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Bondage is one aspect of BDSM,” he replied quickly. “BDSM's a much bigger, much more complicated topic. Bondage is mostly just restraint.”

For once, the silence was actually warranted. I was confused. The look on my face clearly betrayed my cluelessness, as Ben was getting ready to explain further when I — maybe a little rudely — cut him off.

“I guess ... I guess I just want to know what the point of it is,” I said. “Like, what draws someone to that?”

“That's the whole point of the project, I think,” he replied, patient as could be. “We're supposed to dig into this and really learn more about it, what makes the folks who do it tick.”

His patience made me bold, and I jumped on it.

“Well, you're one of the folks who does it,” I said. “What makes you tick?”

He raised an eyebrow at me, and I smirked. I wouldn't go as far as to say that I was confident, but it felt good to have developed a playfulness in such a short span of time — especially after the bizarre opening to this conversation.

“You've never even given it any thought?” he asked, but not without me noticing his deflection. His voice was getting lower, more hushed — sexier, somehow. “You don't get what could be alluring about it? You aren't the least bit curious?”

I was taken aback, and I thanked myself for having covered up my now quite hard nipples with my folded arms earlier in the conversation. That familiar wetness was returning to my panties, and I noticed my skin felt hot under my own hands.

“Why don't you explain it to me?” I said, my voice getting just as hushed as his. I could feel something happening, but I wasn't sure what. It was like at the end of a date, when both parties want to lean in for a kiss but neither is sure the other wants it — but more intellectual than that, I guess is the best way to put it. This was a meeting of the minds, a challenge to and from one another, a game of chicken I just wasn't sure I could win.

My head was spinning a little.

“I'm not sure I know how to explain it,” he said. “There's a certain ... trust to it, a vulnerability. You're letting yourself go, letting yourself get taken by someone and placed into a situation you can't get out of. You're stuck there, incapable of moving their hands away, incapable of getting away from whatever they want to do to you. Your arms might be stretched over your head, so your whole torso is just ... on display and completely vulnerable. Your legs might be spread out, so all of your most sensitive spots are laid out like a map for your partner, and you can't control when or how or where they decide to act upon their power but you know for a fact they're going to, and that suspense — that anticipation — is completely terrifying but in the most incredible, sexy sort of way. It's enthralling.”

His eyes were piercing mine, wreaking all sorts of havoc in my mind to match the equally devastating impact his descriptions had on my ability to keep myself together. My panties were soaked, I was breathing heavily, and I felt drastically overheated. My nipples poked hard against the insides of my forearms, and I quietly prayed for the strength to make it through this conversation without jumping Ben and fucking him right on the chair he was sitting in.

“Like I said, I don't know how well I can explain it,” he said, sitting up a little, his voice still low.

“No, you, uh — you did a very good job,” I said, trying desperately to suppress a laugh and a powerful urge to pull his pants off. “I think I can understand it, I've just never tried anything like it so it's hard to jump into that mindset.”

Ben went to stand up, and it was everything I could do to avoid reflexively laying down and inviting him to join me on the bed. It was thus particularly confusing when he started walking over to the bed, but not where I was seated.

“Here,” he said, “lie down for a second and stretch your arms over your head.”

My brain, already strained to the breaking point by all the different unpredictable directions in which this night had flown, froze up at the idea it was just tossed.

“Um, what?” I said, completely unsure of how to proceed.

“Lie down and stretch your arms over your head,” he said, as if he were just repeating that two plus two equals four. He was standing at the head of the bed, leaning over it slightly and gesturing for me to follow his directions.

What? What kind of weird request is that? What's he going to do with my hands?

“I'm not going to tie you up,” he said, a small smile on his face, as if he'd heard what I was thinking. “I'm just going to hold your arms up over your head for a few seconds, so you can get a better sense of what I'm talking about.”

He's going to feel how hot you are to his touch. He's going to feel your pulse, and he's going to see your nipples poking hard through that flimsy shirt of yours, and he's going to realize just how turned on you are and suddenly what Krista was saying before she opened the door is going to make all sorts of sense to him — so maybe let's not do this—

And yet, despite those thoughts, I found myself laying down and stretching my arms up over my head to meet Ben's grasp.


~4~

I was doing my best to keep my heavy breathing hidden as I laid back, my reluctance to pull my arms away from my chest completely overridden by my enthusiasm and the anticipation welling up inside me. I craned my neck as best I could to keep an eye on the now upside-down vision of Ben — beautiful, striking Ben — as I began to stretch my arms up above me.

“You don't have to close your eyes or anything,” he told me, “but you can if you want to.”

He sounded completely sincere. I had no doubt he meant every word.

I closed my eyes.

I did my best to hide it when I bit my lower lip as I pushed my arms upward as far as they would go, feeling my shoulders and triceps stretch, feeling my back arch slightly off the mattress. I balled my hands into fists and kept them there, waiting patiently for his next move.

If he noticed my nipples poking hard through my shirt — which they most definitely were — he was enough of a gentleman not to mention it. 

There were a few seconds of quiet, and then:

“I'm going to grab your wrists and pin them where they're at, now. Okay?”

I nodded slightly, my eyes still closed, my heart pounding. Even without him grabbing onto me I could feel the vulnerability he talked about, the sheer exposure of the position I was in, the implication of helplessness that appealed to me far more than I'd ever imagined it would.

He didn't grab my wrists for a few seconds, and I was about to open my eyes when he spoke again.

“I need you to say that you're okay with it,” he said. “Tell me you want me to pin your wrists down.”

Oh Christ, this is hotter than I can handle. How'd I even get here? Where the hell do I go after this?

“I want you to pin my wrists down.”

“Thank you,” he said calmly. Externally, I tried to stay as still as possible. Internally, I was bouncing off the walls. My pussy was soaked, my lower lip hurt from biting it, my arms and shoulders felt the strain of my stretching ... it was like my entire body was a coiled snake, just waiting — praying — for any reason to snap. The tension was unfathomable.

Slowly, confidently, his hands clasped around my wrists.

I gasped softly as he did, even though his hands were warm and soft. I didn't hear anything out of him whatsoever as his grip tightened around my wrists — firm, unrelenting, but not at all uncomfortable and he pushed them down into the mattress.

Instantly, I understood just about everything he was talking about. Instantly, I grasped the concept of vulnerability not as a flaw but as a sexual gateway, vulnerability as a way to place trust in someone else's hands — literally, for me — and let them have complete control. With my eyes closed it was easy to picture I was anywhere but in the safe confines of Ben's grasp. With my eyes closed I could picture myself in Winnie's spot, my hands pulled high above my head with large coils of rope, my body stretched almost to the breaking point, sweat dripping down my naked skin as I wait, spread and helpless, for Ben to walk through the door and do whatever he wishes.

I imagined him grabbing my hair and pulling my head back. I could hear the yelp of surprise I'd let out as everything within me tensed and he wrenched me by my hair, as he reached his free hand up to run it over my body and tweak or pinch whatever he felt like touching. I could hear the moans of pleasure I'd release as he slipped that free hand further down, down my body until he got to my neatly trimmed bush and slipped two fingers between my wet, pulsing folds, entering me, curling inside me, making me feel absolutely everything.

On the bed, back in reality, I stretched my legs toward the foot of the bed, parting them slightly, trying to give myself even more of an idea of what that helplessness would be like.

“Picture yourself, unable to move,” Ben's voice told me, warm and calming, as he stood over me and pinned my wrists. “Picture yourself completely at the mercy of someone else, incapable of doing anything to stop them, incapable of defending yourself, incapable of anything but allowing them to have their way with you. Picture how much they'd make you wait for what you want, and how little you could do about it. How much you'd long for a free hand, just to reach down and touch yourself — and how much your partner would revel in your frustration.”

I let out a low moan, and immediately had trouble figuring out if it had been the me in my fantasy or the me in reality — if I'd actually produced that sound.

“Stay perfectly still,” he told me softly, and I did.

I wanted anything but 'perfectly still,' though. I wanted action. I wanted him to climb on top of me and pin me from the front. I wanted to feel this same helplessness with him in the driver's seat. I wanted to give him control over every little thing, let him take my body for a spin and see what he could do to me if given the opportunity. I wanted to know some of the tips and tricks he'd picked up in his experience with bondage; I wanted to know everything he knew and then some. I wanted him to kiss me on my exposed arms and down my tight shoulders, then lift my shirt and kiss me down my stomach slowly, dutifully, as I breathed heavier and heavier and he slid downward, pulling my shorts down, pulling my panties down, burying his face into my pussy and licking me for hours on end.

I wanted all of it. I wanted him. I wanted to give myself to him.

I was shaking.

“Are you okay?” he said from above, and I nodded quickly.

“I'm okay,” I said, my voice's state displaying just how barely in control of myself I was.

“You sure?” he said, the concern in his voice as genuine as anything else he'd said that evening.

“Yes,” I said.

Just then, there was a knock at the door.

My eyes shot open and I picked my head up to look in the direction of the knocking. Ben immediately let go of my wrists and stood up straight, and my hands stayed where they were for a split second before coming back down. I sat up as Krista called from the other side of the door.

“Hey, are you two still in there?” she said. “I didn't bring my key, so if you are, could you let me back in?”

I looked behind me at Ben, and he looked at me. We shared a moment, there. We both knew it. There was something to whatever had just happened, but it might have to wait until another time.

He nodded at me as if he already understood the look I was giving him, and made his way to the door.

“We'll have to talk about it a little more sometime later this week,” he said. “Maybe tomorrow?”

“Sure, tomorrow sounds good,” I said, almost breathless. The bubble of anticipation had burst hard, and I was trying my best to come down from the high of my arousal without melting into a puddle. “Here, let me give you my number.”

He handed me his phone and I typed in my number as a contact while Krista knocked again from outside.

“Guys? I can hear you, you know.”

“Just a second, Kris,” I said — then realized what that sounded like, and quickly opened the door to help alleviate whatever suspicions she had about what was going on.

Krista stood in the doorway for a few seconds, looking us both up and down as discretely as she could.

“Well, you've both still got clothes on,” she said. “I guess that's more than I expected.”

“Krista!”

Ben snickered, and made his way to the door, slipping by Krista and out into the hallway.

“I've gotta run,” he said, and turned around to wave. “I'll text you sometime before tomorrow night so we can keep working on the project.”

“Right,” I said. “Working. Right. Yes.”

“Good night, Amanda,” he said warmly. “And you, Krista.”

Just like that, he was down the hall and already heading toward the main entrance of the dorm.

“Ah, hell,” Krista said, closing the door. “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to interrupt anything. Were you two about to—”

“No,” I said. Krista looked surprised.

“Well, I don't think so,” I said, unsure of myself and still trying to piece together everything that had just happened. “Maybe? I don't know.”

“That's, like, every single answer you could give me except 'yes,”” Krista replied.

“Okay, here's what happened.”

I told her everything. I told her about how we'd started the conversation awkwardly, how her damn video was still on the screen when he spotted it, how we'd moved into talking about what makes bondage interesting to people, and finally, about how he'd pinned my wrists to the bed.

I talked at length about that part. Probably longer than I should have. Krista nodded through all of it, grabbing her notepad off the desk and drawing on it while I talked. When I was finished, she looked up at me as if to check and see if I was truly done.

“Sounds pretty serious,” she said, a smile on her face. “Sounds like you've both got a bit of a crush on one another.”

“I can't know that for sure,” I said. “Who knows, maybe he just acts like that. Maybe he's so into this stuff he doesn't think anything of it. It's not like he made any moves when he had me like that, and I don't know if he planned on it before you came around.”

Krista's face told me she didn't buy that for a second, but she played along.

“Well, he said he's going to text you, right?” she said. “I guess you'll just have to wait until tomorrow night before you can get any kind of real answer. Unless you want to try and get something out of him through texts.”

“Maybe,” I said, unsure of what I was going to do — or how I was going to handle the wait between now and whenever he decided to text me.

We both went to bed about an hour later, and when I slipped the covers up over my shoulders I turned my phone — which had stayed by my side for the duration — to vibrate and slipped it underneath the blanket.

I left it nestled between my warm and still very anxious thighs, pushing right up against my crotch. When I closed my eyes to drift off, I pictured myself as Winnie again — my arms stretched overhead, a vibrator jammed up against my clit, helpless to whatever might come my way.

The idea of Ben pleasuring me with a surprise vibration from my phone without him ever knowing it was almost enough to get me putting the phone aside and touching myself, but I abstained, figuring there was a chance the next night would bring something much, much more worth it.

I'd been asleep for a few hours, I think, when I was awoken by a sudden and sharp buzzing from between my thighs. It jolted me in bed, as I hadn't realized my pussy would still be quite so sensitive. Clearly, this specter of arousal wasn't going to go away until I'd been fulfilled one way or the other. I tried not to let it cloud my judgment as I read the text Ben sent me.

“Sorry to be texting you now,” he'd written, “but I can't sleep. You awake? We could talk about the project a bit more.”

“I'm awake,” I wrote back, not clueing him into how exactly that had worked out. “What did you want to talk about?”

It was another few minutes before he responded, and I spent them with the phone yet again pressed between my thighs. The wait for that tingling buzz was incredible for building anticipation, and when the phone did go off it was like a tiny spark of electricity that ran up my spine and made the hairs on my neck stand at attention.

“I dunno,” he wrote back. “I guess I just ... are you okay with what happened earlier this evening? Did that bother you at all?”

Poor boy thinks he might be scaring me off. I guess I can't let him know just how much he isn't scaring me off, otherwise I might end up scaring him off. What a tidy little mess this could be.

“It didn't bother me at all,” I wrote. “Quite the opposite: I enjoyed it. Thanks for introducing me to this whole bondage thing a little more gradually than Krista.”

I put the phone down again, but this time not between my legs. My hand went down there, rubbing gently against the outside of my shorts and, on occasion, slipping underneath the waistband to feel my bush and run along the delicate curves of my pussy's lips.

Another few minutes, another text:

“Haha, you're welcome,” he'd written. “I'm just glad you weren't bothered by it. I know it can be a little weird for people, and I wondered if maybe I'd done wrong.”

I was trying to think of a reply when I got another text, this one less than a minute later:

“I was thinking we could go into the vulnerability thing, and how it relates to trust. There's probably plenty of stuff we can write about on that front.”

I remembered Krista's advice, to keep things clinical and use my head. It struck me that he was doing just that, and suddenly in that moment the very last thing I wanted to do was keep things clinical. Suddenly, the last thing I wanted to do was allow this elephant to stay in the room, to give Ben anything but my most honest self. I was a small child, given a new toy and desperate to play with it.

Bondage may be something you're used to, Ben, but it's something you've just introduced me to and I'm interested enough to dig about as deep as you're willing to let me.

“Ben, I want you to tie me up.”

Short, sweet, and to the point. If I tried to write anything longer, I'd have thought twice and deleted it before it ever got sent. I found myself hitting 'send' on that text before I could even second-guess the decision, but by the time it popped up on my screen as having been sent I knew I'd done the right thing. I was being completely honest with him, because I was sick of this yearning. My entire sexual existence up to earlier this evening had a huge, fetish-shaped hole in it this whole time, and now that I'd found something to plug it with — and someone willing to help me plug it — the last thing I wanted to do was back off and fail to explore it further.

He texted back quickly:

”... are you sure?”

I was burning with confidence now, decisions being made well before I gave them time to ruminate.

He isn't confused, he isn't surprised — he just wants to make sure I'm positive I want to do this. That means he's been thinking about it, too. Krista might have been right: Maybe we do want each other, maybe there's something here that we didn't even know about before a day or two ago.

Maybe it means something that I already trust him enough to let him introduce me to true bondage.

“I don't know about you, but earlier tonight was basically the hottest thing I've ever done,” I wrote back. I was going to put it all on the table, and if he still wanted to go through with everything, bless his heart. “I didn't realize I was so into this stuff, and I want you to help me explore it a bit.”

Again, I sent the text before I could even think twice about it. The reply I got was almost immediate, and it sent me back to sleep with a huge, stupid grin on my face:

“I'll be there at nine tomorrow night,” it said. No more, no less.

That night, I dreamed of Ben's hands. They were everywhere. There were dozens, some holding my legs open and in place, some holding my arms up high above my head. I was completely helpless within his many, many grasps, and as he fondled my breasts and played with my nipples and pinched and tickled and ran his fingers through my folds and deep inside of me, I was riddled with a pleasure I'd never felt before.

I woke up from the middle of that dream with sweaty sheets and a desperate need to slip a hand down my panties.

I didn't, though, in the hopes that I was right about what the next night might bring.


~5~

I didn't want to do the math to see just how little sleep I got that night, but if pressed I'd have to say it was fewer than four hours. I was too wired, too anxious. Krista got up to find me puttering around on my laptop, unable to sleep and just browsing around various websites.

“Did you even go to bed last night?” she asked, pulling her hair into a tight ponytail as she always did in the mornings.

“I'm meeting up with Ben tonight,” I said, unable to bother with small talk in such a frenetic state. This was news I had to share, and for too long I'd been waiting for Krista to wake up so I could share it with someone.

Her eyes went wide.

“No shit,” she said. “For the project? Or for something more?”

I couldn't wipe the stupid smile off my face. “In a manner of speaking, it's for the project,” I said.

Krista's face spoke volumes. She had a ton of questions. I waited for the first one to escape her lips.

”'In a manner of speaking'? What's that supposed to imply, Mandy?”

I suddenly realized I didn't know if I wanted to incur Krista's judgement by telling her I'd volunteered in the early morning hours to be tied up by a guy I'd only spent a little bit of time with the day before. And that this meant she'd have to vacate the room for a while this evening. My tired mind wondered if maybe there was some way to back off of my 'in a manner of speaking' quip, but the pin was already out of the grenade on that and I had no choice but to push forward delicately.

“He's coming over tonight,” I said carefully, “and he may or may not be bringing some rope with him.”

Krista's jaw dropped. “Mandy! You little minx! Look at you go.”

I did my best not to react to her reaction externally, but internally I was breathing a massive sigh of relief.

“So that little demonstration he gave you last night must have really thrown you for a loop,” she said, walking over to our minifridge and pulling a small Starbucks drink out of it. “I mean, if you're willing to try the real thing and all.”

“I guess so,” I said, feeling my face get warm. I wasn't at all accustomed to talking about anything even remotely sexual out loud, even with Krista, and it was weird to be discussing my plans tonight — even if there was no guarantee they were going in that particular direction — so openly. My thoughts drifted to what might happen when I was bound and helpless, completely at Ben's mercy, and my heart started beating harder and harder in my chest.

“Interesting,” she said. “Was he the one who chose to do it here, or did you tell him to come over?”

“He set the time and place,” I said, unsure why she was asking about it.

“He knows you're in a dorm with a roommate, but he still volunteers to do that kind of thing at your place,” Krista said, nodding and looking off at nothing in particular. “Very cool. I'd be way more worried for you if he was asking you to come to him.”

Oh, Krista. So protective of me, even if she was actively encouraging me being tied up by a guy she'd only met once.

“I don't think I'd have agreed to it if it were anywhere else,” I said.

“I can be out of here whenever you need me to be,” Krista replied, wandering over to her dresser to grab some clothes for the day. “But I want you to call me at some point to let me know you're all right. If I don't hear from you, I'm going to come running.”

I smiled at her, but she was too busy rummaging through her drawer. “Thanks,” I said. “I'll do that.”


~6~

The rest of the day crawled, partially because I watched the clock far too often. I didn't really have anything else to do that day, so I spent much of my time reading or looking up different bondage videos to try and get some better understanding of the world I was dipping my toes into.

I found a whole lot of Winnie's videos, some more severe and hardcore than others. There were plenty like the one Krista had shown me, where Winnie was reduced to a heaving, sweaty, post-orgasmic mess. There were also plenty where she was fully clothed and just bound and gagged in a particular predicament — sometimes babysitting, sometimes because she'd been robbed, sometimes because she'd been caught doing the robbing.

All of it appealed to me. All of it was sexy, all of it was arousing. I couldn't help but be enraptured by her form, writhing and struggling against the ropes or straps holding her in place. I pictured myself in those situations, pictured what it may be like to be that helpless. And whenever I got around to picturing those things, I would realize anew that I was going to be in one of those very situations before the end of the night, and I'd look over at the clock yet again to find that it had only advanced five or ten minutes.

It was absolutely torturous.

However, at no point in my surplus of time did I second-guess the decision I'd made. Ben had, in our short time together, proven well enough to me that he wasn't the type to take advantage of the situation if I didn't want him to. He'd shown to be a genuine guy, one more concerned with making sure I was comfortable than with enacting his own fantasies right off the bat.

That's all I could want out of a partner who's introducing me to these things. That's all I could want out of a partner, actually: patience, a lack of pushiness, a calming touch.

I thought about those eyes of his, and how they looked hovering over me the night before as he pinned my wrists down. I thought about how unfrightened I was, how incredibly safe I felt even in such a vulnerable position. I couldn't think of any other guy I'd ever met that I'd be comfortable with in that situation, but not only did he make me feel comfortable — he made me feel comfortable enough to want to push things further, to move outside my absurdly limited comfort zone and explore something truly sexy and interesting with someone new.

Can it really be this easy?

Most of my video watching was done in the late afternoon and early evening, as Krista had left in the early afternoon and told me she'd be gone until the next morning unless I failed to call tonight.

I told her being gone the entire evening wasn't necessary, but she shrugged me off.

“I'm more than happy to crash on someone's couch if it means my Mandy's going to do a little growing up tonight,” she said, and I shot her a glare that was equal parts 'thank you for that' and 'go to hell.'

Most of my video watching being done in the late afternoon and early evening, however, meant my already tense and anxious state was in something akin to overdrive by the time nine rolled around and I heard a knock at the door.

I was actually about to hike up the relatively short dress I was wearing and slip a finger under my panties when the knock startled me into pulling myself together and, face flushed, nipples hardened underneath my bra, skin heated, I answered the door.

Ben looked as great as ever, that cap of his just barely keeping his hair in place. He greeted me with a smile, his backpack hanging off of one shoulder. I had no way of knowing for sure just yet, but I had my suspicions that there weren't any books to be found in that backpack.

“Hey Amanda,” he said, his voice every bit as attractive as I'd remembered. “How's it going?”

“Going great,” I said, flattening out my dress a little with my free hand and opening the door widely with the other. “Come on in.”

He didn't have to be asked twice. He walked into the room and looked around for a place to put his backpack down. I shut the door behind us and pulled the chair out from my desk, gesturing to it. He got the hint and put the backpack on the chair. I stared down at it, my heart pounding away in my chest so hard I could feel my pulse in my temples. It felt like one hand in just the right place could bring me to the floor in a crumpled heap.

Is it possible to be too turned on for a bondage lesson? Is that even a thing?

“Thanks for the chair,” Ben said, and put his hands in his pockets. We stood there, looking at each other, the room completely silent.

There was already enough tension running through my body, so having more of it in the room simply wasn't going to do. I tried to break it as quickly as I could.

“Wow, shades of last night,” I said with a giggle. Ben snickered, and it felt as if I'd made a good move.

“Sorry,” he said with a smile. “I just don't think I've ever really been on this side of things.”

“On this side of things?” I asked. “You mean, like, you haven't tied anyone up before?”

That'd make a bit of sense, actually. He seemed to know an awful lot about what it was like to be tied up. He was definitely focused on that, rather than the experience of being in control ... is he submissive, rather than dominant? Is that why he seems so nervous right now?

“Oh, no, I've done plenty of tying,” he said quickly, as if desperate to dispel the notion that he was anything less than experienced, willing, and able. “I just ... I can't remember someone ever cutting to the chase like you did.”

Phew.

“I'm sorry about that,” I said, even though I wasn't sorry in the slightest. “It's just something new, and I—”

“You don't have to apologize,” he said. “I'm glad you did. It's actually really ... well, hot, if you don't mind my saying.”

My already blushing face probably jumped a few more shades into the red. I fought the urge to fan myself off.

“Don't mind it in the least,” I said with a smile.

Another moment of quiet, this one the sort of easy quiet a couple might enjoy. That didn’t escape my attention, and I feel he noticed the same thing.

“Do you want to get started?” he asked, and briefly I had to remind myself that we were actually here and doing this because of a class project — and, regardless of whatever extracurricular activities might result from our little bondage experiment, we were going to be learning things that’d help us in that project. It was okay to be “clinical,” as Krista would say.

“Sure,” I said, my heart up in my throat and my knees a little wobbly.

We both just stood there, each of us waiting for the other to make the first move. I wasn’t sure how to go about this sort of thing, and he wasn’t striking me as being too sure about what to do either.

“Sorry,” I said with a small giggle. “I haven’t exactly done anything like this before, is there anything I should—”

“Oh! Right,” he said, his eyes going wide briefly before he walked over toward the bed and gestured for me to climb onto it. “Sorry about that. Yeah, if you could just get onto the bed — like how you were last night.”

“Not a problem,” I said, shaking with anticipation. I wondered for a moment if wearing a dress might have been a terrible idea. I wondered how spread my legs might end up, and how easy it might be for him to tell how incredibly turned on I was.

Then again, if he didn’t figure it out last night, there’s a good chance the boy’s blind.

I pulled my dress up against the backs of my legs and got onto the bed, then laid down with my hands on my stomach and my legs out straight.

So far, so good. Keep it together.

From this position, though, it was easy to tell how heavily I was breathing. Knowing my arousal was getting that much more obvious only made it harder and harder to keep myself contained. I kept thinking of the videos I’d watched, thinking of Winnie doing her thing as a bondage model, moaning into gags, sweating against ropes, smiling her way through post-shoot interviews and talking about how great an experience her bondage trials were.

I want him to take advantage of me. I want him to get me helpless and then decide he’s going to improvise. I want to be taken by surprise, and I want to be completely unable to do anything about it. How do I tell him that? Or is it something he’s already thinking about doing?

He walked down toward the foot of the bed, grabbing the backpack along the way. He unzipped it quickly and effortlessly while on the move, as if this were something he’d done a million times. He reached into the bag and pulled out a length of coiled, white rope. I gulped. Thankfully, it went unnoticed.

“Now, you’re sure about this?” he asked one final time, giving me every chance he could to turn back or think twice.

I appreciate that, but you have no idea what kind of powder keg you’re working with right now and I need you to do something about it.

“I’m sure,” I said, holding back so, so many words.

He reached down and grabbed my right ankle, then looped some of the rope around it, knotted it off, and pulled it tight. The final knot was snug around my ankle but not so snug as to cut off circulation, and the remaining length of the rope was wrapped around one of the posts at one side of the foot of the bed. It happened in a matter of seconds, but as he pulled away and went to grab more rope out of the backpack, I realized it had only taken him those few seconds to completely take that leg away from me. I pulled on it. It wasn’t going anywhere. 

I’d find it hard to explain just how much of a turn-on that moment was for me without getting way too flowery on you, so you’ll just have to understand that right then was when I discovered my little newfound fascination with bondage was, in fact, a full-on fetish. Nobody had ever even tied off one of my legs before, and now — only a single limb into what was to be a full-body bondage experience — I was struggling to keep from reaching down and rubbing myself.

Watching Ben go to work was something else entirely, an aspect of the experience that I’d never even considered. He was quick and methodical, with a look of pure concentration on his face normally seen only on surgeons and bomb technicians.

Before I knew it, the other ankle was tied off at the other side of the foot of the bed. My legs were effectively spread, though not so much that my dress rode up and revealed me more than I’d care to be revealed this early on. Or, I should say, if my dress did hike up enough to reveal my panties, Ben was yet again being a gentleman and pretending not to notice. I had no real way of knowing.

My arms were still folded lightly across my stomach, rising and falling quickly with my breathing. Ben moved around to the foot of the bed, and I followed him the entire way with my eyes. He was still focused on the task at hand, but took a break from that to place one of his hands on mine.

“Everything okay so far?” he asked. “You still doing all right?”

I’d been biting my lip and didn’t even realize it. I nodded. “I’m doing fine,” I said. “Very, very fine.”

Ben slipped a small smile my way and kept going around to the head of the bed, where he stood with the backpack and pulled out another length of rope.

“Stretch your arms over your head and give me your wrists,” he said calmly but firmly, and I did exactly what he said without any delay.

I wonder if that’s a talent you pick up eventually. I wonder if you get to the point with this stuff where you can just tell people to do things and they’ll go right ahead and do them without even realizing they’re taking orders.

I don’t care how he got to that point, come to think of it. It’s just hot.

With my arms stretched up over my head it was kind of hard to follow what he was doing — my neck only bends so much — so I had to go by feel. He placed both of my hands together, palm-to-palm, and looped a section of rope around them both. He wound it around a few times, the remaining rope swinging around each time, then did something to the loop and brought the rope between my now very snugly bound wrists, which only served to make things even tighter as he cinched the rope off and took away any chance I’d have had of slipping out.

“How does that feel?” he asked, bending over a bit so I could see him, upside-down, standing over me.

I worked with the wrists a little, realizing almost immediately I simply wasn’t going to get out of this unless he decided he wanted me to get out. It was like another kick to my libido, another salvo of arousal and sexual tension flooding through me as I began to truly understand how helpless I was going to be.

“It feels great,” I said, hoping he’d grasp what I was really trying to tell him. If he did, yet again, he was being a gentleman about it. He went back to work.

I felt another tug on my wrists as he looped another thing of rope around the knot between my wrists and then attached it to the headboard. My arms were up over my head, yes, but with quite a bit of wiggle room, and I thought they might stay that way — until he pulled hard on the rope attached to the headboard and it pulled everything upward. My wrists, followed by my shoulders, followed by my torso and hips, followed by my ankles. Everything felt the strain as he tugged hard on the rope and pulled me tighter, tighter, tighter. I gasped in surprise and arousal, the sensation of helplessness crashing over me in sudden waves as I finally — finally — understood the sort of things Winnie was feeling on that upside-down Y.

I finally understood the stretching of the shoulders and the strain on the joints. I finally understood what it was like to feel your torso taut and immobile, knowing your entire abdomen was as exposed and vulnerable as it could be. I finally understood what it was like to be completely incapable of closing your legs, knowing anybody could come along at any time and do whatever they wanted to you and your only available response would be to wiggle and writhe in your bindings.

I finally understood all of it, and it was the hottest I’d ever felt in my life.

I reveled in it, I writhed and wiggled and shifted and did everything I could to enhance and explore this feeling of helplessness, to better know what my limits were and to enjoy the fact that those limits were extremely strict.

I gave up on trying to hide my arousal. I hadn’t worn a bra under my shirt and my hard nipples were now poking right through it, much like they had the night before. My panties were completely soaked, and my dress was now — thanks to my struggling — riding up enough for Ben to be able to tell. My heavy breathing was now coming through my mouth, exiting me in deep, sharp gasps as every new sensation filled me with a new level of pleasure I’d yet to experience. My eyes were closed, my brow furrowed.

I was, very clearly, enjoying myself. And I didn’t care if Ben knew it.

“I’d ask if you’re okay, but that seems pretty self-explanatory right now,” he said, and I could hear in his voice just how deeply satisfied he was with what he was watching. I nodded anyway, but didn’t bother opening my eyes or stopping my little show of writhing.

It was more than just milking the helplessness for all it was worth: It was about trying to entice him, trying to get him to act on the feelings I knew were there. We’d both experienced a small piece of it last night, and there was no way it wasn’t on his mind as he watched me, stretched and helpless, struggle within the bindings he’d just created. I wanted him. I didn’t care if he knew. And if he took long enough, I was going to tell him outright.

“So,” he said. “Are you understanding the appeal of it a little more?”

I opened my eyes and looked at him: He was standing on the side of the bed now, hovering over me, his eyes taking in the sight.

“Definitely,” I said. “I definitely am.”

His eyes suddenly seemed to get a little more focused. They were piercing again, trying to burrow into me.

“Tell me what you’re feeling,” he said. “Describe it for me.”

I nodded again and closed my eyes, my mouth open in a silent moan as I wriggled hard against the ropes and tried to find the words.

“I’m completely trapped,” I said. “You’ve tied me down and made me completely helpless, and there’s absolutely nothing I can do about it. I’m as vulnerable as I’ve ever been. You could do anything you wanted to me right now and there’s absolutely nothing I could do to fight back, and it should be terrifying but it’s actually kind of … freeing.”

I heard him shift slightly. “Explain that.”

My eyes still closed, I continued. “It’s freeing because in order to allow you to do this to me, I have to trust you — and I do trust you, I obviously trust you very much or I never would have let you do it, and the reward for that trust is this incredible vulnerability. My dress is hiking up, I’m as exposed as I could be shy of being naked, and you’re standing over me with complete control over what happens next. I don’t have a say in anything, and because I trust you, I know that lack of control isn’t anything I have to worry about. It frees me of responsibility.”

“Very good,” he said. It sounded like he was writing something down. I was too horny to imagine focusing on anything but the bondage, so for a second I was confused — but then I realized it was good at least one of us was considering the project. I certainly wasn’t going to be able to focus on it after all of this.

“What else are you feeling?” he asked, some mixture of genuine curiosity and — dare I say it — arousal in his voice. Maybe my writhing was getting to him.

I paused before I said anything, unsure of whether I wanted to tip my hand this early. But, after hours of watching bondage videos and feeling the anticipation welling up within me — and after hours of thinking about how perfect Ben had turned out to be as a partner not only in this project but perhaps beyond — I was ready for things to advance.

“I want you inside me,” I said, deliberately, matter-of-factly. I heard Ben’s writing stop in its tracks.

“I—”

“I want you inside me, Ben,” I repeated. “I want you to take advantage of me, take advantage of how helpless I am and make me yours. I don’t care how you do it or how long you take or how much you toy with me along the way, but I’m giving myself to you — I’ve allowed myself to be stretched and exposed for you — and I want you to accept that gift. Touch me, lick me, fuck me, whatever you want. Please. I’m yours.”

My eyes were still closed — it felt like the only way I could deliver that kind of monologue — and it made the ensuing pause almost as torturous as the arousal of the previous day. Slowly, though, I heard Ben put the pad and paper down on Krista’s desk. I heard him wander over to the bed.

When I opened my eyes, he was taking off his shirt. His body was everything I’d pictured it to be, and I moaned and bit my lip, the anticipation beyond compare as he climbed onto the bed next to me.

Without a word, he moved his face closer to mine and kissed me gently just above the lips. Then, just below. Then — one quick peck, right on the lips. He pulled back and looked me in the eyes. I looked right back at him, then lunged forward as best I could and met him where he was, my lips engulfing his for a brief second before his took over. Our tongues danced with one another, and I bucked my hips and arched my back, desperate for him to feel me, desperate for him to run his hands over me.

He ran a hand along the hem of my shirt, grazing my tight, taut stomach before he finally reached up under the shirt entirely, the warmth and softness of his hand feeling wonderful on my hot skin. He didn’t have to be poked or prodded or convinced: He knew what to do, and I was more than happy to sit back and let him take over.

His hand groped my breasts gently a few times, switching back and forth occasionally as I moaned and groaned and struggled against the ropes. He rolled my nipples between his fingers, pinching gently, and I would give tiny yelps of surprise each time. Each pinch was like a small jolt of hot electricity through my body, each sensation something I’d never quite experienced before.

He lifted my shirt, and I arched my back even more to help him. It slid slowly up my torso, exposing my stomach, the subtle bumps of the bottom of my ribcage and finally my breasts, perky in the gentle light of the dorm room, the nipples fiercely erect.

“You’re incredible,” he whispered, and kissed in small bunches down my body, starting up near my collarbone, down toward my breast, nibbling briefly on the nipple before moving further and further downward, pausing at my quivering bellybutton before looking up at me, his hands gently tugging on the waistband of my dress.

As I looked down at him, a split second away from giving him permission to continue doing whatever it was he felt like doing, I was suddenly reminded of the one little matter I had to take care of lest we wanted to be interrupted later.

“Ben,” I said, and he looked up quickly.

“What’s up?” he asked, concern in his voice. “Is everything okay?”

“Everything’s totally okay,” I said hurriedly, “I just … I have to call Krista. I have to let her know I’m okay, or else she’s going to barge in here sometime soon.”

Ben put his head down and laughed, and I joined him. He climbed up on the bed slightly and grabbed my phone, which was on the nightstand.

“She’s in your contacts as Krista, right?” he asked, scrolling through the options and selecting her name as I confirmed it.

He hit dial and slipped the phone between my arm and my ear. Because of the way my arms were wrenched over my head, it stayed there easily. 

I can’t help but feel like he’s pulled that little trick before.

The phone rang three times before Krista picked up.

“Mandy? That you?” she asked, and as I went to respond I noticed Ben was going right back to what he was doing before — only he’d hiked my dress up and was working on gently tugging my panties down.

“Oh, shit,” I whispered to myself, and quickly found myself hoping Krista didn’t hear it.

“Mandy? Is everything okay?”

Because my legs were spread the way they were, my panties weren’t coming down. He’d instead opted to move them to the side. My pussy was exposed to him now, glistening and there for the taking. I was dripping wet, desperate for him to slip himself inside me in any way, shape, or form. My eyes were wide as I looked down at him, and he gave me a wry smile as he looked back up at me briefly before slipping his face down below the level of my dress — and straight into my pussy.

The shock of pleasure rolled through me like a freight train, all of the tension and anticipation of the previous day being released in one incredible wave. It shot along my limbs, electric fire traveling along my nervous system and making every muscle tense well beyond what I’d thought possible. It was ecstasy, pure and simple, and it wasn’t anything I was prepared to feel while holding any kind of legitimate conversation.

A fact which Krista apparently gathered through my incredibly loud moaning.

“Aaahaha, fantastic! I can hear you’re apparently having a pretty good time,” Krista said, the joy in her voice obvious. “I hope our buddy Ben hasn’t given you too much to handle.”

Ben’s tongue was flicking at my clit with a speed and professionalism I hadn’t expected, and it was bringing all of that tension within me to the surface extremely quickly. He’d only been going down on me for about thirty seconds when the first wave of orgasm began to well up.

“Holy shit,” I said, not even caring that Krista was going to hear everything. “Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit holy shit holyshitholyshit—”

The orgasm might as well have launched me into orbit. I was somewhere else. I was beyond the atmosphere, beyond the stars, floating out in an endless void, all by my lonesome, with nothing but my throbbing pussy and a litany of muscles tensing and releasing to keep me company. I saw sparks behind my eyelids and clenched my hands so hard my fingernails dug into my palms.

I was sweating hard, gasping for air and out of my mind with pleasure — and Krista had heard everything.

“My little girl’s all grown up,” she said, obviously pleased with where things had gone. “I’ll be back in the morning, okay?”

I could barely mutter a response at first, but then managed a weak and challenged “okay.”

“And you tell Ben not to let up,” she added. “He’s got a whole night with you, and I want to come home to a whole new woman in the morning.”

Even in my exhausted and exasperated state, I smiled. Ben, who’d been watching me to make sure I was all right, reached up and grabbed the phone out from the space between my head and arm.

“Hey Krista,” he said, keeping an eye on me, “it’s Ben.”

He smiled. “Yeah, I’m taking good care of her. You’ll get her back in one piece.”

A pause, as Krista told him something else. I couldn’t hear what it was.

“Sure,” he said, and held the phone up a few feet above me.

“Krista says she wants you to moan for her one more time,” he said. “She’s been a good friend to you, I don’t think you should disappoint her.”

As if I needed any extra motivation, he chose that moment to slip two fingers inside me and flick them even faster than his tongue. The resulting moan could probably be heard several doors down, so Krista got plenty of it.

Ben brought the phone back up to his ear, a huge grin on his face. “You’re welcome,” he said to Krista. “See you around.”

He hung up and looked into my eyes, presumably reading the incredible exhaustion on my face. Exasperated, orgasmic, ecstatic, horny, insatiable. Pick any one of them. Pick all of them. That’s how I felt.

“So,” he said, placing the phone back on the nightstand, “where were we?”
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