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Part 1, a brief recap

Film students Alex and Brent conspire to get Ms. Stiles (Alex’s MILF mom) involved in a hoax project where she’d be tied up and gagged. She agrees, and when they begin she’s roped tightly to a chair and gagged. A sudden equipment snafu has Alex running for new batteries and Brent alone with Alex’s mom. Ms. Stiles gets flirty with Brent, and his cock ends up in her bound hands for an incredible bondage handjob. Brent scurries to cover evidence before Alex returns.




Alex marched through the front door frazzled, heart thumping, the two batteries and AC adapter with wires dangling from his hands. He closed the door and walked into the living room, where he had a clear view of his mother bound to a chair in the dining area, where he had left her, but a few extra ropes had been added. And she wasn’t gagged. “Sorry about the delay, Mom.” He set the adapter on the sofa. He cut his eyes at Brent, annoyed, and Brent turned away. Brent knew he’d fucked up. It was his fault Alex had to drive out for fresh batteries since the ones they had were DOA.

But his mom, his ever-patient mother, smiled. This was one of those times she was an angel. Here she was, roped to a dining room chair in one of her office outfits: yellow blouse (cut a tad low displaying her buxomness), grey satin skirt, pantyhose, and black heels. Her hands were bound behind the chair back, bands of rope crossed her waist and chest just above her boobs, another across her lap, and thighs, calves, ankles, the latter also tethered to a chair leg. As far as she knew this was a film project for a class. But it was really an elaborate ploy between Brent and himself to get her tied up and gagged and filmed. Brent had a thing for his mom, but if Alex was honest with himself, he loved seeing her all tied up, too.

“Lights, bro,” Alex said as he snapped a fresh battery to the camera stationed on a tripod.

Brent lit the four umbrella lights as Alex framed the shot in the monitor. He popped his head up and asked, “Where’s the gag?”

From the dining table Brent picked up the white scarf with lipstick stains and two saliva-soaked spots. “We might want a new one,” he said.

“Right.” Alex fumbled within the duffle and produced another stretchy scarf, this one black. He handed it to Brent and approached his bound mom. “I’ll hold her hair, you do the rest.”

Alex gathered Angela’s long, dark hair and held it away from her neck as she opened her mouth for his friend to insert the cloth. Brent managed two wraps of the gag between her lovely, plump lips and perfect teeth before knotting at the nape of her neck. “That okay?” Brent asked Angela.

She nodded and smiled, “Mmm-mmph,” blinking her large, green eyes. The thick cleave gag looked perfect. Nice muffling effect, too.

Back behind the camera, Alex said, “Remember the directions? Struggle some but not furiously. Like you’ve been tied up here for a bit and you’re tired.”

Angela nodded. “Mmm-mmph”

“Rolling…action!”

Angela shifted within her bonds. She craned her neck behind, trying to see how her hands were bound, wriggling her wrists. She shook her body, thoroughly tied to the chair back. Nothing loosened, Brent’s ropework was ace. Her boobs swayed back and forth between the wraps of white rope.

“Cut.” Alex unmoored the camera from the pod and knelt by her high heels, getting an angle that included the white ropes binding her ankles and the tether connecting them to the chair leg. “Just wriggle your feet, then hold them still for a bit, then stomp on the floor, and then still again.”

“Mmm-mmph”

“Action!”

She did as instructed, and when Alex was satisfied with that angle he did a few others: medium shot with her looking into the camera, plus one with her looking everywhere but. Closeup in profile, her gagged face filling the screen. Closeup in front, eyes wide and looking all helpless into the camera, and another with her looking off to the left and to the ceiling. He had Brent move the lights to get a decent closeup of her crossed and bound wrists, fingernails searching in vain for a knot to pick.

Alex told Brent to loosen the gag a little. The final shot called for her ejecting the cloth and saying her line. “And get into costume.”

“Got it,” replied Brent as he went over to Angela and worked on the gag. He had her look at him to make sure it still appeared tight. He went into the living room, stripped his button-down shirt off and dug in his backpack for his black sweatshirt and ski mask: his cliché robber costume.

As Alex set up the for the final take, he noticed his mom’s eyes were glued to the living room. Alex looked over to see Brent, shirtless, getting into his sweatshirt. Alex smiled inwardly. Well, he knew his mom hadn’t dated in a while, so checking out some college dude changing shirts was expected. Brent donned on the black ski mask next. “How do I look?” Brent asked, mask askew, his eyes nowhere near centered within the holes.

Angela giggled through her gag.

Alex shook his head. “You look a little hilarious. Go upstairs and use the bathroom mirror.”

Brent sighed and headed up the stairs.

Alex shared a grin with his mom, but hers was mostly hidden behind the black cloth gag.

Brent returned in all his dime-store robber splendor. Alex nodded his approval. “Ready Mom?”

She silently nodded.

“Action!”

Angela struggled for a moment, then concentrated on her gag, lips working, tongue probing the bottom, then the top, pushing. Shaking her head side to side she kept working her jaw. The gag at last popped from her mouth, hanging on her chin. A few more shakes dislodged it to dangle about her neck. Alex had been slowly zooming in from the wide angle, now in close. Angela’s green eyes locked with the camera lens as she said, “I really should have got a Home Defense Security Alarm!” Alex slowly zoomed out from here. “With no install fee, and just thirty-nine dollars per month, it’s a no-brainer! What was I thinking?”

The frame was wide once again, and Brent entered the scene, ski mask on. “What are you babbling about?”

“Oh no!” Angela lamented to the camera, expression comically disappointed, not really scared.

Brent stood behind the chair and cupped her chin and popped in a white rolled-up ball of sock. Angela “Mmmphed!” in genuine surprise. This wasn’t in the script! Brent stretched the scarf gag over that, and jerked it tightly, stuffing the sock wad into her mouth and intersecting her lips, binding it there. The second wrap of the gag covered her lips, tight against her face. Brent knotted it roughly. The gag was far more mouth-filling and tighter than before.

Angela didn’t break her poise, but soldiered on. As scripted, she rolled her eyes toward the ceiling and slumped her shoulders, defeated. She mewed through the gag, just barely registering a bump on the audio mixer.

Brent exited the scene.

Angela sat there, moaned and sighed through the gag like it’d been a long, hard day.

“Cut!”

Angela’s eyes refocused on Alex and she arched an eyebrow.

Alex answered the silent question with a grin. “We planned that to be a surprise to get a visceral, true reaction. And it worked, didn’t it?”

Angela rolled her eyes again, this time the emotion behind it was truly real.

Alex pulled the camera from the tripod and approached her. “Just need a closeup of the rolling-eyes bit. You do that really well.”

Angela gave him an annoyed, motherly, “Mmmm.”

The last shot was captured and Alex looked to Brent, now mask off, hair askew. “Anything else?”

“I think you covered everything. Should we switch the gag?”

“Sure, you take that one out, I’ll get the tape.”

Brent picked at the knot of the scarf beneath Angela’s hair as Alex re-mounted the camera on the tripod.

Once the gag fell from her lips, Brent pulled the balled (and wet) sock from her mouth. Angela said, “Tape? Did I hear you say tape?”

Alex dug in the duffle on the sofa and produced a roll of silver duct tape. “Yes.”

“That will ruin my lipstick.”

“Well, actually, the last gag already ruined it. This one totally covers your lips. Before the next scene, you can redo your lipstick as we set up in the basement.”

“Oh.”

Brent held up the black scarf and pointed to the remnants of lipstick.

“Okay, I see.” She giggled. “So, how’d I do?”

Brent looked to Alex and he replied, “Perfect! Thanks for doing all this, Mom. I really appreciate it. And again, really sorry for the hard time getting things going.” He cut an icy glance at Brent.

“It’s all fine. And quit giving Brent a hard time!” She smiled at Brent. “Anyone can make a mistake.”

“Yeah, quit harshing me. I said I was sorry.”

Alex handed the roll of tape to Brent. “Okay. Let’s just get the rest done.”

Brent approached waiting Angela with the duct tape. “How do you want this?” he asked Alex.

Alex stood beside Brent in front of his chairbound mother, who sat expectantly. “One strip horizontal, then an ‘X’ over that.”

“Jeeze, wouldn’t one strip do?” asked Angela.

“Ha, sure, but we’re going for a look here,” replied Alex.

Brent tore a strip from the roll. “Ready?”

Angela chuckled. “I guess. Shut me up. Again.”

Brent applied the first strip and smoothed it over her face with his fingers. The next two he applied over the first, which covered a good bit of her cheeks and jawline. He smoothed them, too, carefully and firmly. And stepped back. “How’s this?” he asked Alex.

Alex looked through the camera monitor. He nodded. “Great. You okay, Mom?”

“Mmmm.” She rolled her eyes one last time.

“You can shake your head to tell me if something’s wrong.”

She giggled beneath the tape gag. Then nodded. “Mmmmm”

“Okay, great. We’ll get the same shots as before, minus the closeups of your feet and hands. Ready?”

Angela nodded, eyes smiling above the tape sealing her lips.

“Action!”

◆◆◆

Brent carried a light stand down the basement steps. It was unfinished, with cinderbrick walls painted white. The remains of an old, gray carpet had been tetrised piece by piece on the bare concrete floor. The air was chiller here, and Alex had turned on the space heater and aimed it at the post where his mother would be bound. Brent erected that lightstand and retreated back up the stairs that emerged into the small kitchen. Angela leaned against a countertop in a red robe that draped to her knees holding a glass of wine. Alex slipped by them both with the camera and tripod on his way down. She waggled the glass at Brent, sloshing the red liquid around without spilling. “Another?”

Brent thought he really shouldn’t, but again, it would be impolite to refuse his gracious host. “Half a glass, sure. Thanks.”

Angela tipped the bottle to his glass on the counter. It was a touch over half. Brent took a sip.

Alex came back up, paused at the two. “Your hands too full of wine to get the rest of the light stands?”

Brent chuckled. “On it, dude.”

As Alex made his way out of the kitchen for more equipment, Brent sat his glass on the counter and as he turned to follow, Angela smacked him on the ass.

Brent turned, seeing Angela, wineglass in her non-butt-smacking hand, a saucy smile on her lips. “I’m not tied up right now,” she whispered.

Brent froze, not sure what to do. Should he step back and give her butt a love tap? Alex’s footsteps in the dining room had him headed back that way for another light stand. What a weird situation. It was pure paradise with Alex gone and he was alone with his sexy, tied up mom whacking him off while he handgagged her and fondled her tits. But now he was afraid the dynamic between him and his best friend had been dramatically altered with this secret. The situation at the moment felt odd, at best. A bit tormenting, too. His mom obviously wanted to bang him and he felt the same, but Alex was a potential bomb in the situation. Brent couldn’t tell him what was going on. But it wasn’t like he was her husband. Alex was her son. Did that make things even weirder? Yes, he concluded, that made it weirder. Much weirder.

The rest of the basement set up went without further butt taps or anything else that would add to the sexual tension and anxiety. The wine helped. His glass was empty by the time they were ready to get their actress tied up for the next phase of the shoot.

◆◆◆

Alex peered into the monitor after having Brent adjust the lights several times. Any more adjustments would have to be made after his mom was in position. He flicked the camera off. “Mom!”

“Where do you need me?” asked Angela as she descended basement stairs.

Alex was glad she was without her wine glass. “Sit with your back against that post,” he said as he pointed.

She sat on the floor easily and crossed her hands behind it without being asked. Alex grabbed a coil of rope from the pile on the laundry table and went behind his mother to get to the tying. He knelt to get her hands, seeing the red marks from the ropes of the previous scene. He got a little concerned and worried. “Did we tie you too tight the last time?”

“No. It was fine.”

“Well, maybe don’t tug at the ropes so hard in this time.”

“Did the shots come out okay?”

“Yeah, they were great.”

“Then I’ll keep doing what I’m doing. Can’t have you guys getting a shitty B instead of an A.”

“Okay, Mom.” Alex grinned. “Cool you’re so into your role.” He looped rope around her crossed wrists. To Brent: “You can get her ankles and legs, right?”

Brent nodded and went to work.

Once finished with the wrists, Alex pulled a twenty-footer from his back pocket and wrapped it around his mom’s chest, more than a little self-conscious. Her robe was open a bit, revealing her nightie beneath. And the layer below that was a black bra elevating her generous boobs. He first thought the bra was an unrealistic touch. Then he remembered his mom was rather vain, just wanting to look good, and the bra pushed up her boobs so they did really look great behind her thick bathrobe. The rope went above her boobs, crossing a bit of exposed chest on the first loop. The next went below, and he wrapped the extra as a cinch between both loops in the back, behind her left arm. The top was held up by the boobs, the bottom by the cinch. The ropes bit nicely into the soft, thick fabric of the robe.

Alex stood back by the camera, noting that the chest ropework made her breasts stand out even more. Good. Maybe a little too good. She’d see this footage later, surely, and would she think he deliberately roped her boobs to accentuate them for more than the sex appeal purpose of the video? He hoped not. This situation was uncomfortable enough, despite being really hot.

“Hey,” yelped Angela.

Brent was tying her bare thighs above her knees, below the bottom of the robe. “Sorry. Did that pinch?”

“A little. I’m fine. Just startled me.”

Alex noticed Brent’s eyes harden in concentration, getting that cinch between her thighs without further biting of her skin. He had to reach between her thighs to get it right. Alex knew he was really enjoying that bit. Perhaps he shouldn’t have given him this particular job.

When done, Brent stood back, clear of the shot. Alex lowered the tripod for an angle more flattering to someone seated on the floor. Perfect. Almost. Her ankles were crossed, tied that way by Brent, but her slippers were still on: pink and fuzzy with white, rubber soles. He wanted this shot barefoot. He loved bare feet, his second fetish. Combined with the bondage it was sometimes overwhelming. In a good way. He wondered if his mother had ever noticed his thing with feet. He certainly loved her feet. They were perfect. And seeing her soles when her ankles were bound…he stopped that train of thought and concocted a way to get her slippers off without being too obvious about wanting video of her arched, wrinkly soles. That was the whole purpose of this shot. Barefoot, soles at the camera.

He straightened up from his bent position by the camera in its lowered position and knelt by his mom’s feet. “It will be better with these off,” he said as he pulled one slipper off, gripping the heel and tugging. “The bottoms of the slippers are dirty, and bare feet indicates you were relaxing before the robbery.” Why did I have to add that? Can I be more stupid and obvious?

“Glad I did my feet yesterday,” she replied.

Her red-painted toenails were perfection. Alex liked red the best. Angela sometimes sported other colors, even black. But he loved the reds best: maroon, burgundy, crimson. He stood with both slippers in hand and studiously ignored her beautiful bare feet as he walked to the laundry table. He suppressed the urge to sniff the slippers before placing them on the laundry table.

Back at the camera at her feet in the monitor. They were  crossed, right over left, her arches and sole wrinkles on display. He scooched the tripod over a bit for the best angle, maximizing the curve of her arches. Her head was at the top of the frame, her left heel sitting on the carpet on the bottom.

“Gag?” asked Brent.

“Yeah, yeah. The red bandanna first.”

Brent retrieved it from the duffel, a large one, twenty-seven inches to a side, and used the table to fold it properly: corner-to-corner, then folded into a long strip. Alex held his mom’s hair out of the way. “Open up, Angela,” requested Brent with a grin.

“This part feels like I’m at the dentist.” Angela opened her pretty mouth wide, eyes right into Brent’s.

Brent inserted the middle of the folded bandanna, the thickest portion, between her lips and teeth. Behind her neck he pulled it tight, but not too hard, and knotted it. Once finished, Alex fretted over her hair, placing some over her shoulders, the ends brushing the top rope.

Back at the camera with Brent behind him, Alex asked, “Ready?”

“Mmm-hhmph!” Angela nodded and grinned.

“Okay, for this one don’t lift your knees. Keep your feet in the shot. Don’t move them more than a couple inches to either side.”

Angela nodded again, and waved her bare soles at him, back and forth and wiggled her toes.

Was she on to him about the feet thing? Did the adorable feet-waving mean that? Was he overthinking everything? Alex shook his head to clear the demons. “Action!”

Angela twisted in her bonds and pitifully mewed behind the gag. Her soles moved about, alternately wrinkling and stretching, well-lit by Brent’s expert lighting, her soft, gently-curved arches highlighted.

It had been a rocky start to the shoot upstairs, but once everything got sorted, it flowed perfectly. His mom looked magnificent bound to that post, gagged, her soles swaying helplessly to and fro. 

#

After the cut on the final shot of the scene, Brent asked, “One more, right? Different gag?”

“We’re gonna try one more thing, Mom,” said Alex as he placed the camera back on the tripod. You’re not too tired, are you?”

Angela smiled with the bandanna gag still between her lips. “Umm ohay.”

Alex kneeled by her. “Guess we need this out. Brent?”

Alex gathered her hair and Brent worked on the knot, then pulled the gag from her mouth. She licked her lips. “I’m fine for another go. This is the last one, right?

“Yep.”

“How’s my lipstick?”

“Could use a touch up,” said Alex. “Need to be untied?”

“Just my hands. I think. Just bring me my makeup kit. There’s a compact mirror in there, too.”

Alex went upstairs and Brent went behind her to work on undoing her bound wrists. “Do you have your cock out?” she whispered.

“No!” Brent whispered back.

Angela laughed. “Why not?”

“Oh my god,” he replied, shaking his head.

“I’m kidding, of course. Take a chill pill.”

Brent shook his head and grinned nervously as he pulled the final loop, freeing her wrists.

Angela brought her hands to the front of her. Her arms above the elbows were still held fast by the ropes around her chest. She lowered her head, resting her reach while still bound, finding she could touch her lips. “Okay, I don’t need my boobs untied, but someone needs to hold my hair and someone else my mirror and we can do this.”

“Boobs? It’s your chest.”

Angela gave him a smirk. “Like you two didn’t tie me like this to emphasize my boobs. The side shots must be phenomenal.”

“No. I mean—”

“Sex sells, I get it. Is your professor a straight guy?”

Brent hesitated. There was no professor involved, of course. “Yeah. Sure is.”

Alex’s footsteps on the basement stairs quieted them. And shot Brent a little dose of paranoia. What a situation. His best friend’s mom had jerked him off an hour earlier and he had to pretend that didn’t happen. For the rest of his life.

Alex approached with the makeup kit, a striped zipper-bag. He knelt and opened it.

With one hand she dug about and produced the correct shade of lipstick and her compact mirror. “Alex, hold the mirror so I can see at this angle. Brent. Hair.”

Brent and Alex shared a glance at Angela directing them. They both knew it was necessary if this was to be done without untying her from the post.

Angela pouted her lips and applied the lipstick, tracing the contours of her mouth expertly. After rubbing her lips together and producing a light smacking sound, she smiled for the mirror and said, “All good.” She dropped the lipstick back into the makeup bag and crossed her hands behind the basement post. “Tie me back up.”

Brent released her hair and grabbed the rope. He loved her asking to be tied up. She must know what she’s doing to me, he thought. After he finished binding her wrists he had a tremendous urge to reach around and play with her tits. Or reach up that robe and feel her pussy through her panties. And make her wet. He cleared his throat and banished the erotic thoughts, lest his penis made its presence known to all by tenting his pants. He stood and went to Alex who adjusted the tripod low.

Alex looked to Brent. Brent raised his eyebrows. Alex nodded, expressionless. The exchange was clear to Brent. This had been discussed the day previous. Brent retrieved the ballgag from the duffel. Angela might balk at the use of a fetish item. But Alex had told him he’d do his best to convince her without being pushy. And if she was uncomfortable with the concept, they’d use the tape again.

Brent stood between bound Angela and the duffle of bondage items on the laundry table as he dug through it for the prize. He extracted the ballgag, a black rubber ball hung on a black leather strap with a buckle. It was his, but he’d never had the opportunity to use it until now.

Alex snagged it from him and moved toward his mother whose eyes widened at the sight of the latest gag.

“Seriously,” said Angela. “That looks a little extreme for a commercial.”

Alex bent over, the ballgag swinging gently from his fingers. “I know, and that’s the point. This might be the coup de grace that makes our commercial more edgy than the rest.”

“Okay…”

“The first mainstream film that I know of that had ballgags in it was Pulp Fiction, and that’s almost thirty years ago now. It’s still an edgy thing. Very edgy for a commercial.”

“A burglar would have a ballgag with him?” Angela gave him a skeptical look.

“This one would. He knew you were home and came prepared. Really prepared. So, you up for it?”

She sighed rather dramatically. “All right. I guess. You artistes are really out there.”

Brent’s heart leaped out of his chest, but he stood still as a utility post, poker face plastered on. Inwardly, he cheered. He really, really, wanted that ballgag in her mouth. And with that freshly re-done lipstick!

“Great! Thanks Mom!” said Alex. “I promise it will look fantastic! Now, uh…”

Angela sighed and opened her mouth wide without further prompting for the ballgag.  Brent gazed, still fixed in his position by the table, as Alex inserted the black ball through her lips, and gave it a little push to pop it behind her teeth.. It fit perfectly, as if designed for her mouth

“Mmmm!” Angela’s eyes widened again.

“You gonna get her hair?” Alex asked Brent.

Brent hustled to the other side of the post and lifted her hair. Alex buckled the gag at the base of her neck on the very last notch. It wasn’t severely tight, the strap pulled the corners of her lips back a touch, but not too  much. Brent allowed her hair to fall and Alex to fuss with it. He walked to the light stands, one by one, flicking them on. Once done, Alex was ready, eyes in the monitor.

“Action!”

◆◆◆

Brent and Alex untied and ungagged their actress after all was done. Ropes and stands and lights and tripods were carefully packed away in bags and cases and ferried upstairs to the trunk of the car. Angela sat at the dining room table in her robe, slippers back on, and sipped a glass of wine. Brent emerged from the basement, protective case of lights in hand, and Angela grabbed the white cloth napkin from the table, stretched it corner-to-corner, rolled with a few twirls into a loose band, bisected her lips, bit down on it and, “Grrrrr.”

Brent almost dropped the case. As much as he loved the display of Angela playfully gagging herself, he really didn’t want a stray boner right now.

Angela removed her makeshift self-gag and giggled. She picked up her phone. “Number?”

Brent hesitated, looking out through the living room to see where Alex was.

“His head’s in the trunk right now,” she said. “Hurry.”

Brent spilled his digits.

Angela confirmed.

Alex entered. “Is that the last thing?”

“Yep,” replied Brent as he hustled out the door to the car. He placed the case within and shut the trunk. He returned to the house for goodbyes. Angela hugged him hard. Brent felt her heavy breasts pressed against his chest. This elicited flashback of her bare tits in his hands earlier. He wanted to do that all over again.

Back on the road, night had fallen and the streetlights punctuated the darkness. “I thought that went well,” said Alex, after moments of silence.

“Yeah. Better than expected.”

“How so?”

Brent felt a cold shiver. “Um, I didn’t think she’d be cool with the ballgag.”

“Ha. Right? Me neither. It sure looked awesome, though.”

Brent wanted to concur, but stayed silent.

◆◆◆

Brent sat against a pile of pillows in his tiny dorm bed, legs beneath the sheets, lights dim, laptop casting its glow with the scenes they’d shot over the weekend with Alex’s mom. So. Smoking. Hot.

Alex wasn’t here, and wouldn’t be back for a couple hours, so Brent set to editing the footage into his own versions of the “commercial.” His favorite scenes were from the dining room, where they had her roped to a chair in her blouse, skirt, and heels. First, cleave-gagged. Second, tape-gagged. It was really, seriously, good. Ms. Stiles, or rather Angela as she had insisted on, was a smoking hot MILF and while all tied up—exponentially so. She could be rich running an Only Fans. He’d love to help with that.

Brent shook his head. He couldn’t whack off again, his dick might break off, or maybe contract a case of rug burn, despite his generous application of lube. On his screen she looked at him, eyes wide over that “X” tape gag that he’d applied, smoothing each strip over her luscious lips until they could not utter a word. A single, perfect, frame. He captured it and added it to his growing photo collection of Angela in bondage.

He pulled out his phone and connected to his laptop. While Alex was gone getting the batteries and AC cord while his mom was tied to that chair, things had got a little…well he had her tits out (at her insistent urging!) and she’d jerked him off with her bound hands. No one knew that’s he’d discharged the batteries and removed the AC power adapter from the carry case. He just wanted some time alone with Alex’s mom all tied up and gagged. Just to look at her. Even if all that happened was untying her. He didn’t expect all that to happen. But he sure was glad it did.

Also, no one knew that he’d set his phone down on the dining table after and set it to record video. He’d checked the file that very night. Sure, it was terribly framed with Ms. Stiles at the far left, and no video lights were on, so it was a little dark and grainy, but he had a shot of her tied up with her tits out! He watched the whole thing for the first time full screen on his laptop. He couldn’t help it, his hand slipped beneath the covers. Her tits were glorious! Closing his eyes, he clearly remembered how they felt, her alabaster skin, erect nipples, delightfully large and bumpy areolas.

The a twinge of guilt that poked his consciousness about the surreptitious filming of Angela evaporated at the sight of her tits in his hands as she moaned through that cleave gag! Man, if Alex knew…

His phone chimed. A text from Angela: When are you going to stop by and show me the finished commercial?

Holy shit. It was real. And she really did want him to come back.

Alex isn’t invited, she added.

This did nothing to blunt his hardon beneath the sheets. Fire to the flames, for real.

He swiftly switched the screen to his calendar. He scanned, knowing that Angela had a day job and usually returned home by six in the evening. Thursday night? He sent. Seven?

She replied, Perfect. See you!

Brent feared she wasn’t serious about seeing him again. Angela had been, maybe, just a little drunk and flirty with this college dude. Now his penis had something-way-out-of-his-league awaiting him in two days.

All right. He’d risk rug burn for this. He couldn’t get rid of his hard cock any other way.

His phone chimed again. In the hope that it was Angela, he picked it up. She’d sent a selfie. Her mouth was taped over with several strips of silver duct tape, her green eyes large in feigned fear.

His breath caught.

His phone chimed again.

Another photograph.

Same as the first, but now she winked over the tape gag.

Brent came so hard he screamed.

◆◆◆

Wednesday morning Alex sat alone in the dorm as Brent endured a composition class. Comfortable on the ratty sofa, his laptop ran footage of his mother in bondage from the weekend. He’d refused to look at a single frame until today, conflicted feelings roiling within his belly.

This was his mom.

But damn if she didn’t stir some forbidden feelings all tied up and gagged in all this footage. And he didn’t have to talk her into it. He simply proposed it and she readily accepted without blinking. Hell, she even smiled at the proposal.

So, the equation had to be: She liked being tied up and didn’t even mind if he filmed it. He liked seeing her tied up, she knew this, and she didn’t mind him tying her up and filming it. Therefore, his mom liked the idea of her son tying her up and filming her.

What other conclusion was there? The logic was sound.

But the emotions still wrestled within.

And the video aroused. No denying it. Especially this one angle he had of her sitting tied to the basement post in her bathrobe, with her bare soles positioned in the foreground and her cleave-gagged face in the background. Her perfect feet—her red-painted toenails and smooth, soft soles and arches—taunted him in their cross-ankle tie. It was overwhelming but the forbidden bit—this was his mother—bothered him. It made him guilty and angry. All this despite of the logic of the equation that she was not only fine with the situation, but liked it. Enjoyed it. Encouraged it.

He resolved to get this through his brain. His mom was hot, and a whole lot hotter all bound and gagged. If she was okay with the situation, why shouldn’t he be? Fuck what everyone else would think. They wouldn’t know, anyway.

Except for Brent.

He could be trusted, right? This wouldn’t slip out at some party when vodka flowed like the mighty Mississippi? No. He couldn’t think of that. Impossible. His mind played mean tricks in his odd situation, giving him anxiety where none should exist.

But it was still there.

Yet, he didn’t stop staring at the single frame of his mother’s beautiful bare soles facing the lens of the camera. Or at her gagged face slightly out-of-focus in the background, her lips around that big black ballgag.

That last bit was ballsy. In the past, with his “innocent” games with her, he’d seen her gagged with over-the-mouth cloths, with bandanna cleave-gags, she’d even acquiesced to tape a few times—masking tape and painter’s tape, stuff that really didn’t stick much. But back then, a ballgag wasn’t on his radar. It remained something unknown until he’d accidentally discovered it through cruising for bondage at an age too young to be cruising for porn at all. But he’d remembered the sight of his first pretty mouth with a ball strapped in it.

Mindblowing.

And here he sat, staring at his mother with one he’d strapped into her mouth himself.

He sighed, and reached down to unzip his pants to nut on the sight of his barefoot, tied up, and ballgagged mother.

◆◆◆

Brent pulled up in Angela’s driveway and turned the lights off. He’d never been so nervous and excited before in his life. Perhaps that was wrong. That was last Saturday when he’d dallied with her with the risk of Alex walking in on them. This time, he would be tying up Alex’s mom without Alex in the vicinity. He was back at the dorm, completely unaware. Brent had prepared to hand him lies about a date with someone certainly not his mom when the subject of this evening came up. He’d been chatting up a few girls on Tinder lately that weren’t students at their university, so he was prepared to show him someone’s profile pic that absolutely was not Angela. Was she on Tinder? Maybe he should increase his age range and see if she popped up.

He pulled his backpack from the passenger seat and made his way up the five porch steps. The door swung open and Angela, in a smart navy business dress, said, “Someone’s early.”

“By five minutes.”

“Punctuality’s nice.” She held open the door and allowed Brent to pass. “What’s in the bag?”

Brent knew she knew. “I sell girl scout cookies.”

“Really? That season’s not here for a few months, so I bet there’s not a single cookie in that backpack. Have a seat,” she gestured to the sofa.

Brent sat the pack on the coffee table. “Caught me. I totally lied.”

“I knew it. Wine?”

“Sure.”

Angela disappeared into the kitchen. From his spot on the sofa Brent looked at the dining room table and chairs and remembered so vividly Angely bound to one of them just days ago.

“Did you like that wine from the weekend?”

“Yes.”

“Good. I do, too.”

She soon returned with a glass in each hand.

Brent sipped. Twice. “Oh. Was I supposed to swirl it and sniff first?”

“Only if you’re a pretentious wine snob. So, you got those commercials done?”

“Not quite. We have the voiceover done on the chair scene, but not the other one. Still working on graphics. But we have rough cuts on both if you’d like to see.”

“I’d love to.”

Brent tapped his phone screen a few times.

“Cast it to the TV.”

Brent liked that idea. He hadn’t seen the footage on anything larger than his laptop screen. “All righty.” As he tapped away to connect to the sixty-inch flatscreen, a bold idea struck. He didn’t know how this evening was supposed to pan out except he knew Angela wanted him to tie her up. So, he’d have to make the first move. Be dominant. She needed to be dominated. And as much as he wanted to see her bound and gagged on that big screen, having her as his bondage toy in real life was a level beyond. “You know,” he ventured, “it’d be pretty hot to have you tied up here on the couch as we watched you tied up on the TV.”

She gave him a saucy grin and picked up her glass and quaffed a long draught. The glass clinked when she returned it to the glass top of the table. “You move fast for a college boy with an older woman.”

“Ha…maybe I do.”

Angela faced him with a dead serious expression. “One,” she counted on her finger. “No hitting me. No slapping. No choking me. Light spanks on the ass are fine.”

Brent nodded. “Okay.”

“The safe word is ‘Shakespeare.’ If I say that you stop everything and talk to me. If I’m gagged really well, I’ll be snapping my fingers. So, if I snap, you get the gag out pronto and see what I need.”

“Got it.”

Angela searched his eyes and Brent felt it. “I’ll be careful,” he said. “I won’t hit. That’s not my thing anyway. If you say ‘Shakespeare’ I’ll stop everything.”

Angela grinned and swallowed the last bit of wine. She turned her back, crossed her wrists, and looked over her shoulder at him.

Brent appreciated the sight of Ms. Stiles (even though she wanted him to call her Angela it was far more arousing to mentally refer to her as Ms. Stiles) sitting there, waiting, eagerly, to be tied up. With her wrists submissively crossed, looking at him through the corner of her eye.

The backpack was unzipped and he retrieved a shorty coil, unspooled it, folded, and wrapped the slipknot around her wrists and wrapped three times before the cinching.

She now faced forward, silent, her wrists bound. Another ten-footer emerged from the bag and he knelt to get her ankles. She didn’t have shoes on. He noticed her bare feet within the pantyhose when he opened the door. He liked high heels, but it certainly wasn’t a deal-breaker. He moved her feet together (she gave no resistance, playfully or otherwise), side-by-side, not crossed, and bound them. He stood.

She looked back at him, large eyes blinking. Angela looked fantastic bound hand and foot, at his mercy. “How about that video?” she asked.

Without answering, he reached into the pack, into a different compartment, and pulled out the long white scarf they  had used on her Saturday.

“So, you don’t want my commentary?”

He smiled. “Not so much.”

Brent fashioned a large knot in the middle of the scarf and held it in front of her lips. Without being verbally prompted, she opened, eyes locking to his. He pushed the fabric ball past her teeth. She bit down. He sat beside her and knotted it, trying to get it under her mane of hair, but he snagged some of it beneath the scarf. Carefully, he pulled the interloping hairs from beneath the scarf gag.

Angela faced him, ruby lips around that white cloth and tested her muffler. “Mmph. Mmmm.”

She exaggerated the effect, and he loved it. Now, for the video version of Ms. Stiles bound and gagged. He tapped his phone screen a couple more times and the TV lit with a POV shot of someone entering the household, closing the door. As they traversed the living room (passing this very television except turned off and dark) the muffled cries of a woman trying to talk behind a gag became distinct. And there in the dining room, bound to a chair with a thick gag between her lips, sat Ms. Stiles, eyes wide and pleading. The scene froze. Voiceover for the commercial remained to be inserted over the next ten or so seconds.

Brent cut his eyes to the Ms. Stiles next to him, seated and bound, staring at the screen. She smiled through the gag. Maybe she liked how she looked as well.

The scene on the TV cut to hands opening a window from the outside, then Ms. Stiles startled seeing the intruder, about to scream, then a hard cut to her bound to that chair, a wide angle from the side, her crossed and tied wrists straining, her gagged face.

Brent grinned at the scene. Ms. Stiles smiled, too. Brent placed a hand on her thigh.

She looked away from the commercial and scootched so they touched. And Angela rested her head on his shoulder, watching the commercial from her new perch. Brent didn’t know how this night would transpire, but he liked it so far. He moved his arm to drape it about her and pull his captive close.

Was she snapping? He stiffened and she leaned forward: she managed to applaud with her hands bound behind her. She approved of the first rough cut. He laughed, leaned her back next to him and rolled the next video.

Brent didn’t watch it, not really. He was absorbed in the reality of having Ms. Stiles bound and gagged next to him. Cuddling, even! With his arm around her he kept stealing glances at her face, her lips and gag the focus of his arousal.

She applauded again when the clip reached its end.

“So you like what we’ve done so far?”

She nodded.

“I sure loved working on it.”

“Ah mmmmph.”

Brent translated that as, “I bet.” He maneuvered so he straddled his helpless damsel, a knee on either side of her. He gripped her hair and pulled her head back to the sofa cushion, and kissed her exposed neck. Nibbled her ear. Nipped her neck some more.

Angela moaned, eyes slits.

He straightened up, releasing her. He pulled her forward a bit and reached behind, felt for the clip holding the neckline of the dress, and undid it without too much fumbling. The zipper slid down. The shoulders were pushed down and her black bra holding back her incredible tits greeted him with lacy patterns. Did she actually wear this to work? Thinking about the coming evening? Brent decided this was so, because he loved the idea too much to dismiss it.

Now she wriggled beneath him, grunting behind her gag, eyes hard in defiance. He pinned her head back down with a tight grip on her hair. Slipping a finger beneath a bra cup he probed for her nipple and fondled it until it stood out against the silky fabric. He smiled down at Ms. Stiles. Helpless Ms. Stiles. He unclipped the bra from its front latch and the cups separated, but didn’t completely reveal their bounty. Each cup he moved aside, still pinning her head by her hair.

“Mmmph! Mmmmmmm!”

She struggled, but not fiercely. Playfully, but her expression spelled pure defiance at his liberties. Cupping a bare breast he grinned like a lottery winner. An evil lottery winner.

She bucked. Brent and the sofa shook with her playful resistance. Her free breasts shook, too, swaying. He held firm and dipped his head to taste her left nipple. Licking, which prompted some giggling, then sucking, which garnered a gasp followed by a purr.

Brent suddenly stood, looking down on his bound and gagged and willing victim. She sat up, stared back at him. He considered sweeping her up in his arms and carrying her upstairs to the boudoir. But could he? He was reasonably certain he could carry her to the dining room, but bending her over the table might be a little much for a first night of bondage fun. Besides, she made it clear he owed her an orgasm this time, and banging from behind might not do the trick. It would for him, he was 100% certain. But, he had the goal of this being a regular thing, and he didn’t want to fuck it up by fucking her the wrong way.

Brent nodded unconsciously as a decision was made.

He bent down by her ankles and untied them. She offered no resistance to this, but her eyes observed his activity questioningly, eyebrows up, wary. He stuffed the coil in his pocket and hauled her up to her feet. He pulled her to him with his left and squeezed a naked breast with his right. “We’re going upstairs for…more intimate things.”

Angela shook her head furiously and grunted, the bulk of the noise stifled by the gag. Brent spun her around and maintained a firm grip on her upper arms and pushed her forward toward the stairs. She leaned back into him, resisting, but once they were past the area rug they stood on hardwood, and the pantyhose on her feet made her slip and he maneuvered his damsel easily. Up the stairs. He flicked on the hall light with an elbow. A carpet runner gave Angela a touch more grip to resist him, and she pushed back, twisting, angry grrrs coming from around her gag. The hall was short. Five doors: two on each side and a skinny one at the far end, a linen closet, likely. The open door to his right was a bathroom. Two were closed. Keeping a hold of Angela with his right, he opened the door to the left: Den with a desk. He moved a few steps, dragging his captive along. He opened the last door on the right: he could make out a bed in there, so he reached in and flicked on a light: The Dune poster told him this was Alex’s room. He turned the light off.

The last door he pushed her through. The master bedroom. The bed was a large four poster, the posts thick and sturdy. Of course. He briefly wondered how often she’d been tied to it. He lifted her up and she squealed. He carried her to the bed, feet kicking, and plopped her on the mattress. Leaping onto the bed he straddled her again, reaching up her dress and grasping at the waist of her pantyhose. Her eyes grew wide and she shook her head back and forth, mock horror on her face. He freed her ass and legs of the hosiery and threw them to the floor. He pulled up her skirt and discovered her panties beneath: A tiny affair, lacy, and begging to be pulled away. And sniffed. But he wasn’t comfortable enough with Ms. Stiles for such a vulgar display. The panties joined the pantyhose on the floor.

Damn, it was dark in here. Brent spied a lamp on the nightstand flanked by candles. He turned on the lamp. Soft light. Perfect. Although he considered himself a romantic, pausing to light some candles in this moment would ruin everything. The fantasy was now, immediate. Unless, he mentally reconsidered, he dripped hot wax on her tits. She didn’t mention that as being out of bounds…but he didn’t want to test boundaries on their first night alone.

That thought thrown aside, straddling this mostly nude damsel, he gazed at her full, natural tits. She lay on her back, bound hands pinned beneath her. He had one rope in his pocket and the rest were in his backpack downstairs. He pulled out the rope and grabbed a leg and began looping around her ankle. She pulled from him, but he managed to hang on. Once he made a cuff, he tethered her foot to the post. She sat up, glaring.

He smiled back and hustled away, after more rope. He quaffed the rest of the wine in his glass downstairs, dug in his pack and pulled a couple of neat coils and headed back to the bedroom.

Brent found his captive folded up near the post she was tethered to, her bound hands picking at the knot that held her ankle. He laughed, pushed her down on her back, and went to work on her right ankle as she “mmphed!” in frustration. Once her ankles were bound he gloated over his captive as he stood at the edge of the bed. “Looks like the fight is over. Sit tight. Relax a little.”

She struggled up to a seated position and shook her head hard side to side, tossing her hair and swinging her breasts. Her legs were spread and attached to the posts at the foot of the bed. The dress was but a wrap about her midriff, her bra dangled to the sides of her tits. Her body shadowed the sacred place between her legs. He crawled onto bed, slowly, still fully clothed. He liked her being nearly naked as he remained clothed. It was dominating. He felt huge. And at the moment, his cock felt huge, too.

With a hand placed on her chest he forced her back down, firmly, gently. He lay on his side next to her and reached down between her legs. Her pussy dripped wet as fern fronds in the rainforest. With a finger on either side of her clit, he slowly massaged her. Her defiant stare softened. His free arm, propped on elbow caressed her closest tit. God such magnificent tits! And at the moment, they were his. All his. He squeezed her breast and fingered her clit and looked into her eyes above her knotted cleave gag.

She moaned.

He was hitting the right buttons. Hell, all the bondage foreplay likely had a lot to do with that. It certainly had everything to do with the insistent throbbing in his jeans.

He circled her clit with his fingers, softly, slowly. And then increased the pace, as did Angela’s breathing. He maintained a consistent pressure, but increased the speed of his fingers, now back and forth, back and forth. Angela pressed her head back into the pillow, her eyes squeezed shut.

Brent moved his hand from her breast to his zipper. It had to come out. But this distraction sullied his rhythm, and Ms. Stiles eyes opened. He managed to wrestle his erect cock from his pants and drawers and jammed it onto the side of her thigh, and resumed his attention to her nether region.

Her eyes closed again. His free hand covered her mouth, muffling her moans further. The touch of her lips to the palm of his hand had him instantly on the edge. Her eyes popped open and wide and glazed, holding his stare.

He rubbed his member against her thigh as he ratcheted up the pace of his flicking, his fingers drowning, her juice dripping to the duvet. Her moans beneath his hand growing in volume and pitch.

Her eyes squeezed shut again.

So did his own, as his mind’s eye lifted from his body and hovered over the bed where the bound and gagged and spread Ms. Stiles lay at his mercy, yet the feel of her screaming mouth beneath his hand vibrated with a deliciousness that he could endure no longer and—

She screeched, literally screeched into that cloth gag, into his hand, into his ear as he exploded his own juice onto her thigh, shuddering, his abdomen seizing and curling him up, pulling his palm from her sweet lips.

There was darkness, and only the sound of breathing. Two people gasping, exhausted, spent. How long did he lay in a fetal position, clothes on but dick out? He didn’t know. It may have been days, but he knew only a minute or so had passed. If even that.

He recovered enough to sit up.

His captive, eyes now exhausted, gazed back at him.

Brent, now conscious and back in the living world, fully emerged from the glorious time living a fantasy with a bondage MILF. He considered tucking his wet penis back into his pants, but rejected the idea. He did not want wet, uncomfortable underwear.

With his clean hand he pulled Ms. Stiles’ gag from her mouth so it lay, also wet, soaked actually, on her neck. She grinned tiredly. “You got class in the morning?”

Brent chuckled. “Yeah. Nine-thirty.”

“Poor baby. Obligations.”

“You work tomorrow?”

“Have to be there at eight sharp.”

“Well. Schedules. Life.”

Angela blew a long breath of air through pursed lips. “You’re still ahead by an orgasm, you know.”

“Ah. You’re correct in your score-keeping.” Brent’s eyes slid up and down her body, partially coated with a sheen of sweat. He considered proposing the idea that germinated in his brain, but then, he needed to leverage his power, not ask. He would tell her what’s coming next. “I’m going to untie your hands from behind you. Then, I’ll tie them to the headboard. I’ll replace your gag with something a touch more effective. And after you’re once again secure and silent,” he bent over her, his face an inch from hers, “I’ll even the score. Just because you’ve been a good girl.”

She pouted her lips he met them with his, and the kiss was long, and slow. At last when their lips parted, she whispered, “May I request the ballgag?”
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The next part is in the works. Or maybe already released...
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