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The College Bondage Film Project
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Alex hit the blunt and passed it back to his roomie Brent. Sunday night in the dorms. No social engagements (at least none they were invited to), nothing due tomorrow—no papers, no tests—so here they sat. Alex sprawled on the old green sofa wedged between their beds, Brent sat cross-legged on the floor, stroking his thick blonde beard. Alex scrolled Tinder on his phone, swiping. The blunt returned. He toked, passed it back. Brent’s phone caught his eye. “Whoah! What ya got there?”

“I was trying to find that picture of Kallie and her friend.”

“That wasn’t it. Scroll back, I wanna see.”

“I was one-handing and hit the wrong folder.” Brent ashed the blunt and left it in the olive green ceramic tray on the floor, smoke spiraling upward.

Alex reached for Brent’s phone and he pulled away. “What’s your problem?”

“I want to see that pic again!”

“Dude, leave it. Seriously.”

Alex flipped his flop of dark hair from his eyes. “Bro. That was some hot chick tied up, ya bondage freak. Let me see.”

“So what? Get your own porn.”

“I’m not being critic. I just wanna see!”

“Ah! I found it!” Brent turned his phone to face Alex.

Alex squinted through the haze of the smoke and the haze of his high. “So? That’s Kallie and Livia.”

“You know her? She’s like—”

“She’s not tied up. Go back to the other pic!”

Brent plucked the blunt from the tray and took a hit, passed it to Alex, who rolled his eyes at the distraction tactic, but hit it anyway. “I’m done.” Alex leaned over and stubbed it out. “Quit being embarrassed about your kink. I’m interested because we might be into the same shit.”

“Not falling for it.”

“Falling for what?”

“I show you my porn and you tell everyone I’m a bondage perv.”

“No one cares. This is our second year bein’ roomies. Cut me some slack, bro.”

Brent released a long, exaggerated sigh. He concentrated on his phone, fingers tapping. “Here.” He handed the phone to Alex.

In a heavy wooden chair sat a woman with shoulder-length red hair. She was bound tightly to it with an abundance of rope, criss-crossing her breasts. Four different coils bound her legs from ankles to thighs. She sported a traditional office look: navy suit, pantyhose, and black heels. A white cloth gag bisected her full, red lips. Her eyes stared into the camera lens, wide with mock fear. “Classic! Very nice.”

Brent frowned as he took back his phone and turned it off.

“Don’t be like that. The pic was great!”

Brent shot him an annoyed look. “Nice. Are we going to jerk each other off to it?”

Alex cackled. His laugh was infectious, giving Brent reluctant giggles. Alex spread his hands. “Bro. I’m not giving you shit. I’m into similar stuff. How could we be buds for over a year and not even know this?”

“Whatever, dude.”

“Come on. Quit being all squeamish. Everyone’s into something a little odd or different. I would’ve totally gave you shit if you had pics of women peeing on each another.”

“Oh.” Brent’s eyes narrowed. “So you’d fetish-shame if it wasn’t your fetish?”

“Joking! But we wouldn’t be having a conversation about it. I’da looked at a peeing pic and thought ‘ew’ and went on with my life never mentioning it.”

“Nice. But probably same.”

“See? How about lighting the blunt again?”

“Thought you were done?”

“Mistakes were made.”

Brent handed the blunt and lighter to Alex. The blunt came back to life. “When did you discover that women tied up and gagged were, like, super-hot?” Alex asked.

“You really wanna keep going on this, huh?”

“Why not? What luck is it that my bud, my roomie, is into bondage? I haven’t talked about it with anyone before. And you’re over there being all embarrassed and shit.”

“Talking about it feels weird.”

Alex leaned forward. “Have you tied up any of your girlfriends?”

Brent hesitated. “Yeah. Lany. Remember her?”

“Good for you! She was your first college girl, right?”

“Yeah. I brought it up one night at her dorm. She was all about it. Thought it was fun. I tied her to her bed with her robe sash.”

“Nice! She liked it?”

“Yeah, but we didn’t go out for very long. She wasn’t that into it.”

“Maybe she just wasn’t that into you.”

“Dude, fuck off.”

“What I’m saying is she liked the bondage just fine. Did you do it more than once?”

“Yeah.”

“See? The tie-up stuff wasn’t the issue.”

Brent shook his head and dragged on the roach until it burned his fingers and he dropped it. “Shit.” He picked it from the worn tile floor and placed it in the ash tray. “So it wasn’t the sex. It was me.”

“Or whatever. Who knows? Bet you didn’t try with anyone after.”

“Not yet. Got sorta gun-shy, I guess.”

“I get it. But next time you get someone in the bed—”

“Not on the first night!”

“Maybe not. Anyway, back to my first question. When did you, um, discover bondage?”

Brent tilted his head, “Why am I on the hotseat?”

“Put me on it, I don’t care! We got more weed.”

Brent rolled his eyes. “I don’t know. A TV scene with some girl tied up always gave me a super boner. When I was younger I tied up my older cousin Jenna for fun a few times. Gag, too.”

“Me too! I mean, I tied up my mom in games, too!”

Brent froze. Smirk on his face.

Alex’s heart fell down to his socks. “It was just a game man, why you looking like that?”

“Your mom’s really hot, dude.”

“Shut up and fuck off!”

“Seriously. She let little Alex tie her up?”

“Don’t be making things weird.”

“You’re the one who brought this up!”

“But now you got the hots for my mom.”

“Everyone has the hots for your mom!” said Brent before breaking into peals of laughter. “C’mon! Don’t be a goob! How did that start? Tie-up games with your mom?”

“I don’t know.”

“Bullshit! You put me on the hotseat. Your turn! I wanna know! Spill that tea!”

Alex regretted the high-as-balls confession that he’d tied up his mom. Yes, his mom was beautiful, both then and now. She had long, slender legs, D-cup boobs, long wavy dark hair, and maintained her round butt by riding her bike. She had been the hot mom on the block, which sometimes got Alex a round of teasing. But never too much. No one wanted to be unfriended by the lad with the smokin’ hot mom.

“I don’t know, bro. It was pretty spontaneous. Just me and a jump rope and an idea.”

Brent leaned in. “Gag?”

“A bandanna over her mouth—hey. No more. Cut it.”

“We’re just talking.” Brent pulled the bamboo weed stash box from under Alex’s bed and went to work on a new blunt. “She got you this box, didn’t she?”

Alex nodded, a little stung by the former direction of conversation, and thankful for a turn. His mom had indulged his odd penchant for tie-up games way back when. The last playful game that involved bondage was a fair while ago, but it still snuck into his mind now and again. His mother was hogtied on his bed in some kidnapping scheme he’d cooked up. She was belly-down on his bed, in denim shorts and a black tank top. Her bare feet were connected to her crossed and bound hands by white rope. Her perfect wide damsel eyes blinked over that thick black scarf that cleave-gagged her. Her red toenails and perfectly soft soles with curvy arches had his absolute attention, catching the sun slanting from the window.

Thing is, he’d seen her in her underwear and in a bikini, and never thought a thing about it. That was just mom. Nothing exciting. But her, or any woman in a movie or whatever in a bondage situation, captivated him in a way that nothing else did.

“How cool of your mom to buy you a freaking weed stash, a nice one, as your off-to-college gift?” said Brent, sweeping the ground cannabis into the waiting tobacco wrap.

“What?” Alex had drifted into that memory of his mom hogtied, but he recovered to catch what Brent had said. “Yeah, she’s cool. You’ve met her.”

“But it’s not like we hung out much. It was that time we drove back to your casa to pick up some gaming stuff right? She’s funny, too.”

“Yeah. You guys seemed to hit it off. And she asks about you sometimes.”

“You never told me that!”

“What’s the big deal?

“It’s just nice. That’s all.”

“Just a mom saying mom things.”

“Sure, but it’s nice when someone thinks about you.” Brent licked the filled tobacco wrap and rolled the blunt.

“Well, I’ll let you know the next time she says something.”

Brent smiled at his blunt creation. “Viola!” It was his schtick to pronounce it “vi-OH-lah,” like an ignorant American taking a stab at a French word with English pronunciations. Brent lit it and passed.

Alex took a small hit. “Nice” They passed it to and fro a few times before Alex declared, “Done. Done.”

“Okay, okay.” Brent took one more puff and stubbed it out.

They sat in a comfortable stoned silence for some moments before Brent realized, “We don’t even have any music.”

Alex shook his head and giggled.

“Don’t move, I’ll fix.” Brent tapped his phone a few times and the room speakers came to life, very soft tones, growing slowly in volume. Percussion rose and faded quickly.

“You son of a bitch. You can sure pick a mood, bro: Hans Zimmer, Dune, Dream of Arrakis.”

Brent pointed his finger like a gun and shot Alex. “This is why we make great roomies,” Brent said.

“Right.”

“Music. We’re both film students. We’re gonna make shit that’ll change cinema.”

“Hell yeah.”

It wasn’t silence this time, but an interlude of cinematic music from genius Hans Zimmer. Brent, again, breached the pause. “That’s how we can do it. We can pull this off. Dude.”

“We can do anything, bro. Anything.”

“Indeed. We can conjure up a fictitious film project and get your mom all tied up. And it’d be on video.”

Alex blinked. He recalled the brain-recorded audio of Brent’s last statement and replayed it a few times, making sure his stoned self had it right. “I know what you said, but…what?”

“Listen.” Brent’s eyes became intense, not cloudy with all the ganja. “You’re mom is cool. Like, unpretentious, laid-back. She’s cool enough to get you a weed box. That puts her into a very narrow category of high coolness. Coolness royalty. She’s trusting you won’t be so stoned out of your gourd that you won’t do well in your studies. You with me?”

Alex narrowed his eyes. “Go on.”

“She played your pretend tie-up games years ago—all innocent, I’m not saying anything otherwise—don’t climb up my ass—so she does these things for her only son. But not only being permissive, I theorize, but she likes it.”

Those last three words struck deeply with Alex. He never considered that. He thought he was the only one that liked it, or rather, was sexually obsessed with it. Bondage. Tying up women. The gags. Enjoying their helplessness, vulnerability. He made up elaborate schemes and games to get his mother bound and gagged. Brent just may have hit on something. Mom didn’t just do it to make her son happy. She may, just very well may, like being tied up. Even if it was by her son for some pretend game.

Another thought came roaring up from his subconscious, given life by Brent’s simple, and likely correct observation and prompt: Mom was on to him the whole time. That he liked seeing her tied up and gagged on a level beyond innocent play. She knew this, and went along with the games. Shit.

Brent continued. “We can do it. Say, we need an actress for, for a commercial we’re making for class. It’s easy. She might go along with it just because she’s like that. All supportive and stuff.”

“Okay, okay. Hold on.” Alex pictured himself approaching his mom with a project from class. She’d have to be tied up in some scene. There were two catches: First, she’d know he was into bondage and wanted to see her all roped up. Because of his kink, his obsession. He’d have to face that and act like that wasn’t the thing, if nothing else, to save embarrassment. Second: She might not want to have a video out there with her in bondage. No matter how necessary for a scene, no matter if it were goofy or humorous. Anything on digital video was forever. She might decline on point two alone.

She might decline on point one. Even though she liked it. (Was this really true? He wasn’t 100% certain.) Mom might be really uncomfortable with her adult son and his friend tying her up for any reason, let alone filming the whole thing.

But he wanted to. He couldn’t hide it from himself that his memories of tying up Mom were more than just fond. They were pretty hot. And doing it again would be…mind-blowing.

Alex looked to Brent, whose eyes were set wide in the excitement of plans being laid. He awaited with great unmasked anticipation. Brent surely wanted to tie up his mom even more than he did, and without all the mental baggage Alex had. “All right. Let’s come up with a plausible project,” Alex said. “And take it from here.”

“You got it.”

“Something simple. If you even suggest a half-nipple of nudity—”

“No!” Brent threw his hands outward in surrender. “No, way, man. Straight up. Just something with a little bondage in it.”

Alex nodded. “All right. Let’s get to work.”

◆◆◆

	The next day after Mid-20th Century Film History, Alex found Brent squatting on the dorm floor with a high-end video camera. Alex recognized the university equipment. He opened his mouth to ask what he was doing, but shut it remembering the stoned conversation last night. The whole morning he thought it was just that: talking. He knew Brent didn’t have any projects due. Alex wrestled out of his backpack and plopped it on his bed. “Did you already recruit Mom?”

	Brent smiled and replied, “That’s your job. I just wanted a little practice with this cam.”

	Alex sat heavily on the bed next to his pack. “I’m not even sure she’ll be up for it. And I totally don’t know how to ask. Considering she’ll be 100 percent on to why we’re actually doing it, well—”

	“I’ve already been thinking about this.”

	“Obviously.”

	“About how to convince your mom! Just go home for the weekend, go out to dinner…does your mom drink?”

	Alex nodded. “A little.”

	“Perfect. Someplace with wine, then. How many glasses does she usually have with dinner?”

	“One or two.”

	“Start pitching the idea when she’s halfway through her second glass. It might be enough to put her over the edge if she’s hesitant.”

	Alex nodded and sighed. “Pretty good strategy.”

	Brent picked up his phone and tapped. “Sent you the rough script. It just poured out of me this morning.”

	“That was fast.” Alex opened it and read. “Going with the home-owners’ alarm company bit, huh?”

	“Obvious, I know. ‘If you don’t get our security system, you may come home to find your wife all tied up and gagged!’”

	Alex read on. “Before I show her this, let’s edit out all the detail of how she’s tied to that chair.”

	“No problem. You don’t need the script to get her in on it, just the concept. She’ll want to help her only son with any college project.”

	“Yeah. But that’s not the sticky point. She’s going to realize that her son still wants to tie her up.”

	“Tell her it’s my idea.”

	“Oh, I will. But I don’t even know if that’s believable.”

	“From what you told me last night, she’ll go for it.” Brent got up and sat on the old sofa. “Hey. Pretend it’s all nothing but a project. She’ll do the same.”

	Alex nodded, chewing on all this. Worms of nerves writhed in the pit of his stomach.

	“Don’t act weird. She’ll go for it and be doing the same thing, just acting like she wants to be helpful. She won’t even blink at the tied-up bit. So don’t go talking about the times you tied her up back in the day.”

“Right. I never act weird.”

“You might get nervous and start acting weird.”

Brent went to his desk behind the sofa. He rummaged in the bottom drawer and pulled out a small flask. “Take this and fill it with a little something to calm your nerves.”

◆◆◆

	Alex brooded in his car outside his house in the cool autumn evening. Would it be a relief if his mom agreed to do the shoot? Or would it be more anxiety? Maybe it would be a relief if she said no?

	He sipped whiskey from Brent’s flask, followed by a stick of spearmint gum. He aggressively chewed, wondering how long he sat out here in his car. Was it five minutes? Ten? Either would be suspicious. He unbuckled his seat belt and bit the inside of his cheek. “Fuck! Fuck! Oh fuckity fuck!” With his left hand cupped over his pained mouth he reached into the center console with his left. He yanked out an old Taco Bell napkin. Dabbing inside his mouth proved his suspicion: He’d bitten hard enough to elicit blood.

	The porch light came on. 

	Alex hastily put the wet and blood-spotted napkin back in the console and slammed it shut.

	His mother came out. Between the waning rays of the day and the ick yellow of the porchlight she was decently, although not quite flatteringly, lit. But it hardly mattered with her. She cut a great shape in the worst of light. She waved to him, then turned to deadbolt the door, bending slightly, her rounded bum facing him, wrapped in tight denim, tiny twinkles sparking from the swirls of rhinestones on her jeans. She turned, placing the keys in her slung gray leather purse (also blinged with rhinestones). Her tight forest green cardigan sweater accentuated her D-cup breasts. She smiled and descended, and Alex was riveted by her slightly bouncing boobs more than the wide, bright smile of a mom excited to be going to dinner with her son.

	Why’s she coming out here? his mind screamed. Along with: No time to hit the flask one more time. Followed quickly by: Shit I just had a drink and she’s expecting me to drive.

	She opened the door and looked in, the very tops of her boobs in full view of the car’s overhead light. “I guess you were waiting for me just to notice you and come on out?”

	“Not really, I was planning to come in first.”

	“You’ve been sitting out here for ten minutes!”

	“I bit the inside of my mouth.”

	“Oh. Okay. Are you all right? Need an ice cube?”

	“I’m okay now.”

	She tilted her head in her “are you sure you’re sure?” way that was fully understood at a glance.

	Alex knew an ice cube would stem the swelling so he was less likely to bite it again during dinner. Also, another nip of the whiskey wouldn’t hurt. “Okay, I’ll take a cube.”

	“All right.” She straightened up.

	“Also, do you mind driving? It was a long drive out here.”

	“Meet you in the garage.”

	Once she disappeared into the house he took another shot.

◆◆◆

	The dinner was pleasant, as Alex forced himself to be himself and did his best to relax, aided by another hit from the flask in the bathroom. When he managed to crunch the swollen interior cheek again chewing a piece of chicken breast, he was more thankful for the whiskey than his mom’s ice cube.

	But time was ticking. Her second wine glass neared the halfway mark. He feared he may have driven all this way just to chicken out. And his dinner was almost finished. His mom was done with hers, the vestiges of her New York Strip (medium rare) had been pushed to the side.

	The whiskey had done its job: Alex felt less nervy. The sharp edges of his anxiety had been blunted.

	“I can tell when’s something’s bugging you,” his mother prompted, running her finger idly around the edge of her wine glass.

	Enough whiskey to be slightly tipsy, yet not enough to mask his feelings from his own mother. “Got this project coming up,” he replied, doing double-duty to cover his anxiety and proposing the role. “We have a good idea, something cute and funny. We have to do a sixty-second spot, a commercial.”

	“That doesn’t sound hard. Not for you two. Brent’s your partner, I’m guessing?”

	“Right. But commercials are a lot harder because you only have a minute. Every second counts to tell the story, have emotional impact, hit the viewer in a way that makes them remember the product.”

	“Never thought of it like that.”

	“We have a handle on the idea, part of the script. We don’t have our lead.”

	“There’s got to be a ton of actors at school that will show up for literally anything,” Angela said as she sipped her wine.

	“No. Not anything. And if we want this to look right, it can’t be a student.”

	“Why?”

	“It concerns a homeowner. So we need someone…a little older.”

	“Okay.”

	“I mean, you’d be perfect for it,” Alex ventured, mouth dry.

	“Sure, since I actually do own a home. I’d be happy to help. If you can work around my schedule. Work and all.”

	“Great, thanks.”

	Angela arched an eyebrow. “Is this why you’re taking me out to dinner?”

	“Partially. I needed to check in and catch up, too.”

	“Suuure,” she said with her knowing look. “Anyway, what do I have to do? My role or whatever.”

	Alex’s heart caught. This was the moment, the thing that knotted his guts for days. The proposal. It might go all to hell from here. He pictured her laughing at him, rolling her eyes, and saying, emphatically, no. And behind that no was her knowledge that he had a bondage kink fueled from his tie-up games with her, and that he really just wanted to have her bound and gagged and on video, for future masturbatory purposes. The embarrassment would crush him and if this was the fate of the evening, he’d be too humiliated to even call her again anytime before Christmas. It was early October.

	But the need was too great, the need to tie her up just one more time. His commitment to his friend, his best friend in the world, was great. So, there was great pressure. Immense. He had rehearsed this moment in the mirror, feeling foolish, feeling scared, but not as scared as he felt right here, right now, his mother looking at him with her eyebrows raised, awaiting his response.

	Quietly as he could manage, he breathed in, a last-ditch effort to discover a tiny bit of necessary Zen. Alex cleared his throat, he didn’t mean to it just happened and it skewed his mental balance slightly. His mom stared at him with her big green eyes and he was already feeling about as large as an ant, but he mustered his courage. “It’s for an alarm company, a home security company. It’s meant to be a little humorous and the gist of it is,” he looked directly in his mother’s eyes as he attempted an easy, relaxed smile, “and we have this shot of the homeowner all tied up—”

	Something changed, subtly in Angela’s expression, something so small and so fast Alex couldn’t tell what it was, or if it had really happened.

	“—and they work the gag out at some point and say something like, ‘I should have called Blitz Alarm!’ and the robber returns and puts the gag back in and then they look into the camera, all wide-eyed. Played for a laugh.”

	His mom smiled broadly. “That’s a cute idea.” Another sip of wine.

	Alex cleared his throat again. “Are you up for it?”

	“I already said I’d help out. If all I have to do is be tied up and say one line, that sounds easy-peasy.”

	Hearing her say she’d be tied up, and so casually, stirred his penis to rise. Even though a lot of the stress of the night, of the whole week, vanished, this was an unexpected addition that reignited some anxiety.

	“So, sounds like I’ll be tied to a chair? Or were you thinking of me tied up to a post in the basement? From the way you have it scripted, it doesn’t sound like I’ll be bound and gagged on the floor, scootching about for my cell phone.” She giggled.

	Hearing his mom describe versions of the scene had him fully erect, painfully poking his confining jeans. The napkin on his lap had risen. This restaurant had no tablecloths. Between his dick and the whiskey, Alex gambled and said, “We thought it would be best to shoot a couple different scenes, and in post decide what works the best. Or, have two or three versions of the commercial, like a real marketing company would have available for rotation. Extra credit never hurts.”

	“Sure. I’d love to be an actress for your project.” Angela’s smile beamed. “I’ll help out. When were you thinking?”

	“Next weekend. Can we use the house, too?”

	“I thought that was a given, unless Brent’s parents have a better house.”

	“He lives too far away.”

	“I forgot. So, what do you want me to wear?”

	“Well, two outfits, I guess. One scenario has you nabbed interrupting the burglars by coming home from work early, so your office clothes.”

“All right.”

“The other at night before turning in, so you’ll be in your bathrobe,” lied Alex, since they had only concocted the first scene, not even considering the possibility of tying up his mom twice…or even more!

“Easy.” Angela downed the remains of her wine glass. “Ready for the check?”

Alex’s throbbing cock was a pressing issue. “I think I’ll have some desert. Ice cream.”

“A little chilly for ice cream.”

“I really have a craving for some.”

◆◆◆

	Brent cheered and leapt up from the sofa and fist pumped when the news came via Alex’s text.

	“Keep it down in there!” came the muffled admonition through the west wall.

	Brent’s cheer devolved to a loudly whispered, “Yes, yes YEEEESSS!” That beautiful bastard Alex had pulled it off. He was going to tie up and gag that hot MILF. He punched his pillow several times in elation. He read the text again. The news was almost good enough to jack off to.

	But he didn’t.

	Yet, the more he thought about Ms. Stiles tied up and gagged, blinking those huge damsel eyes above her thick white cleave gag in his mind’s eye, the harder he got.

	The next text dinged: Mom’s up for doing two different outfits/scenes. I pitched her the office wear PLUS something in her bathrobe.

	Alex, that fucking hero, deserved a big blunt and a plate of cookies when he returned to the dorm. He replied, toning his excitement down several notches: That’s awesome. Good work! On your way back?

	Yep. Just got into the car.

	That meant Brent had plenty of time to pull out his laptop and enjoy his collection of MILFs in bondage. And imagine Ms. Stiles roped to a chair, gagged, as he opened her top, unhooked her bra, unleashing those considerable orbs. And placing his face between them as she “Mmphed!” behind her gag.

◆◆◆

	Brent sat shotgun as Alex drove. The trunk and backseat were loaded with camera and mic and lights, all checked out from the university film department. Brent resolved to be cool, to not rattle his partner Alex in any way. He would not go on and on about how freaking awesome it was to be tying up, and filming, Alex’s hot mom. He could tell his buddy was a little nervous. Hell, so was he. This was no small thing. This might be the greatest event in his life so far.

	He’d whacked off twice in the dorm bathroom before they packed up to leave. He figured that might lessen the chance of springing a boner when roping up Ms. Stiles. Now that he thought about it, he felt a slight change in the blood flow to his crotch. Oh well, it was still time well spent.

	The scripts had been finalized, but they didn’t decide how the tying and the gagging would go. He was fine allowing his buddy to do all the ropework. As long as he was there, witnessing the erotic fabulousness of it all and possessing the video…that was enough. He’d allow Alex to call the shots. It had to be a little weird for him. A different vibe. He obviously loved the idea of tying up his own (hot) mother, but in the end, she was still his mom. So Brent treaded lightly and carefully. He didn’t need an Alex freakout to ruin things or make shit awkward.

	 Not much was said on the long drive. Music blared from a Pandora station on Alex’s phone. Brent was fine with that. Talking at this point, about the shoot anyway, might raise the specter of awkward. Be professional, he repeated as a mantra to himself.

	They pulled into the driveway and exited the car. Alex went directly to the trunk. Brent stretched in the warm sunshine of Indian summer. A beautiful day. They would have to keep the curtains closed, for lighting reasons and tied-up Ms. Stiles reasons.

	Ms. Stiles popped from the front door, in a pale yellow short-sleeved blouse, although a touch loose and very tasteful, was cut a little low and her breasts were, well, there. Her skirt was business gray and dropped just above her knees. Below the knees Brent noted her pantyhose and black pumps. Ms. Stiles’ makeup was turned up to sexy. Eyelashes and eye liner maxed, ruby lipstick giving her plump lips an unnecessary, yet stunning, boost. He’d never seen her like this. “You guys need any help?” she asked.

	“Hello, Ms. Stiles,” greeted Brent, grinning. “We got it all, no worries.”

	She disappeared back into the house and Brent helped Alex up the steps, three trips, with all the equipment. They placed it all in the living room. Ms. Stiles sat on a dining room chair, legs crossed, sipping a glass of red wine. Alex gave her a critical look. “What? This is my acting debut. It’ll make my lines smoother.”

	“That’s not the last glass of the bottle, is it?”

	“No, Mr. Director, your actress isn’t drunk.”

	“Good.” Alex eyed the kitchen. “We need to close the curtains, position the chair, set up lights.”

	“Fine, arrange things however you need them.” She stood up, glass in hand, looked to Brent. “You guys want a glass of wine before we get going?”

	With his best innocent voice, Brent replied, “It’s another year before I’m old enough to imbibe, Ms. Stiles.”

	She laughed. “Like you haven’t been getting plastered since you were fifteen! I was young, too. Have what you like. And by that I mean one single, responsible drink.”

	“Sounds good to me!” said Brent.

	Alex shot him a harsh glance with an arched eyebrow as he set up a light stand in a corner of the dining room.

	Brent did not want to do anything to bother his friend. This was all happening due to Alex’s machinations and relations, and he could be the undoing of everything, too. But damn, he really could use a drink. Just one, as suggested by their beautiful host. Besides, she was already in the kitchen with the open bottle pouring.

	“Thanks, Ms. Stiles.”

	“You can relax the formalities. Call me Angela.”

	“Okay,” said Brent as he walked into the kitchen.

	“Anything for you, Alex?” she called into the dining room.

	“I’m good, Angela.”

	“You, mister, stick with calling me Mom. Don’t be a weirdo.”

	Alex laughed.

	Brent took a sip of the red wine. The bottle beside indicated it was a Malbec from Chile. He sipped. Nice. Not that he knew a damn thing about wine, but it felt classy on his tongue. And he was close enough to Ms. Stiles, Angela rather, to smell the wine on her breath. She walked back to the dining room.

	“Help me with the table,” said Alex.

	The table was moved over, giving room to frame their actress in a full shot without it blocking any of her body. But the corner of the table would remain in the shot, adding balance and a sense of place. “Have a seat, Mom,” said Alex, hand gesturing to the chair.

	Both of the film students stood behind the camera as Angela sat, cross-legged and with a glass of wine, lips slightly upturned in a small and patient smile.

	Lights were moved and adjusted until they agreed it was perfect. They looked to one another. It was time to tie her up. Alex said, “I’ll get the bag.”

	Brent knew he meant the bag of ropes and gags.

	“Time to tie me up?” asked Angela.

	“Yep,” replied Brent. 

	Alex unzipped the smallish duffle and came to the table with four bundles of ropes. Brent knew by their sizes there were two ten-footers, for wrists and ankles, and two twenty-footers, for waist or thighs. He didn’t have a gag with him.

	Angela sat her empty wine glass on the table.

	“Okay, cross your hands behind the chair back,” instructed Alex.

	Brent watched, mesmerized, as Angela moved her arms as requested, looking behind her as Alex set to work binding his mom. She looked back to Brent and he reflexively looked back to the camera, a little embarrassed caught staring.

	“Are you going to help?” asked Alex. “Tie her feet and connect them to the chair leg.”

	Brent’s heart leaped in joy. He walked to the table, slowly, in no hurry at all, at least he hoped, and grabbed a coil of rope and kneeled by Angela’s feet, which she accommodatingly placed side-by-side. Brent folded the rope in half and circled her delicate ankles with the double-strand.

	“For being a humorous commercial, you’re tying me pretty tight, there, son,” said Angela.

	“Do you need me to loosen it?” asked Alex.

	“It’s fine, I just expected something a little different, I guess.”

	Brent scootched Angela’s bound ankles to one of the chair legs and tethered them there. Once finished, he stood.

	“I’ll get her legs,” said Alex, “how about you take the other rope and wrap it around her waist?”

	“On it.” Brent looped the rope around Angela’s waist and the chair back, just making it tight enough to sink into her belly slightly. He didn’t want it to be uncomfortable. But he didn’t want it sliding down, either. Or appearing too sloppy. As he tied the knot and looked it over, he believed he’d managed the proper balance.

	He stood and watched Alex finish the rope around her thighs, just above her knees, and head back to the duffle of rope.

	“Are you getting more rope?” asked Angela, tone playful.

	“One more,” said Alex as he returned with another twenty-footer, uncoiling as he walked. “I’ll wrap this one around your lap and the chair seat.”

	Angela giggled. “I guess this is sort of comical. So much rope!”

	Alex grinned and knelt to work on the final bit of bondage. The final rope, anyway.

	Brent stationed himself by the camera and pretended to look at it, even though he constantly stole glances at the tied-up Ms. Stiles.

	Alex, still kneeling by his chair-bound mother, said, “Bring the white gag.”

	Brent fished it from the duffle, a long stretchy scarf, perfect as a cinematic cleave gag. Thin if wrapped between the lips once, thick if wrapped twice.

	Alex stood behind his mother, gathering up her hair. “I’ll hold her hair out of the way,” he said.

	Deal, thought Brent. He was going to gag this beautiful tied-up damsel. He estimated how to position it to manage two wraps of the stretchy cloth between her full, ruby lips. “Open up, Ms. Stiles.”

	“Angela.”

	“Open up, Angela.”

	She obliged and Brent slipped the first length into her mouth, then the second. He pulled, slowly but firmly, to get the whole thing tight, pulling the corners of her mouth back slightly, not severely. He knotted it behind her neck and Alex allowed her hair to fall before arranging it neatly over her shoulders.

	Angela’s eyebrows went up as she looked to her son. “Mmph?”

	“Yes, you look great,” replied Alex. He patted her on the shoulder and she giggled, muffled through the gag.

	Both stood behind the camera as Alex flipped it on, checked the framing once again in the monitor, and said, “We’re starting with a full shot. Don’t look directly into the camera lens. We need you struggling against the rope, but not too stridently, like you’ve been here for a bit but you’re still trying. And make some helpless sounds through that gag, but don’t articulate. Just pretend you’re gagged with several socks.”

	“Mmph?”

	“Yes, like that. Don’t be saying ‘help’ or anything. Not yet.”

	Angela nodded, “Mmmm-mmph”

	“All right, rolling…action!” 

	Angela tested her bonds, twisting about in the chair. She turned her head, trying to see her tied wrists, then attempted to bend over to see her ankles, the waist rope and her hands bound behind the chair back hindering her progress. Brent watched, both through the monitor and the live view, soaking up every lovely second of Angela bound and gagged. Angela stamped her feet on the wood floor in mock frustration.

	“Shit!” shouted Alex! “Cut” He turned to Brent. “The battery’s in the red.”

	“Weird. I’ll get the backup.

	“I thought you checked everything!”

	“I did!”

	“You obviously didn’t check the level on this battery.”

	Brent rummaged in the camera case. “I made sure everything was running right, did a test roll.”

	“The battery!”

	“I never got batteries that weren’t fully charged and ready to go!”

	Alex sighed loudly and looked to the ceiling for answers. “I hope the backup is full. And that it’ll be enough.”

	“I’m sure it’s fine.”

	Angela’s eyes darted from her son to his friend and back.

	Brent clicked the other battery into place. Alex lit the camera.

	The red flashing battery symbol hardened Alex’s brow.

	“We can go AC, right?” Brent went back to the bag and rummaged. “Oh fuck.”

	Alex turned to his friend. “Are you telling me—”

	“It’s not here.”

	“You said you checked everything!”

	“They never gypped me equipment!”

	“There’s always, always, a first. Check everything!” Alex glared at Brent.

	Brent, cowed, fingered his beard nervously, scrambling his brains for a solution.

	Alex threw his hands in the air, “Godammit!”

	His mom was still seated, unable to do anything otherwise, but released a small, “Mmph?”

	“Sorry, Ms.—I mean, Angela—give us just a second.”

	Brent could see Alex stood at the edge of a freakout. Brent had to think, and think fast. This was spiraling out of control. “Call Lesman’s, the local video place. See if they’ll rent you batteries. Or an AC hookup.”

	“Right. Okay, right.” Alex pulled his phone from his back pocket, looked up the phone number and dialed.

	Brent went to Angela. “You want the gag out of your mouth?”

	She shrugged, looking right into his eyes. What did that mean? They were unable to shoot at the moment, Lesman’s was a fifteen-minute drive away, if they even had what they needed, and she was ambivalent about having her gag removed? Or was she the type of person so accommodating that she’d be fine being somewhat uncomfortable as things were sorted?

	“Yes! Can you hold it for me? Please?” Alex nearly shouted into the phone.

	Brent sighed with relief. “Looks like they have what we need.” He whispered to the captive actress, “Sorry about this.”

	Angela smiled. She actually smiled with that gag in her mouth. Despite the stress of the moment, Brent felt his dick perk at the sight of pretty MILF Angela Stiles smiling while gagged and roped tightly to a chair.

	“All right, I’m out of here,” Alex said as he opened the door. “Untie Mom.” He was gone, the car’s engine starting seconds after.

	Brent went behind Angela’s chair and picked at the knot of the gag. When loosened, he slid the cloth from her lips, which she quickly licked. “You don’t have to untie me, you know. It’s not uncomfortable.”

	“It might get to be, after a bit.”

	“I’m not worried. And I’ve heard the words ‘continuity of scene’ enough to know it’s better if we just wait for Alex to get back.”

	“We only got a minute of footage. Very easy to re-shoot.” Brent mentally kicked himself for saying that. Here she was, willing to remain tied to the chair for the duration, and he was arguing her out of it like a dumbass. But he hesitated in untying any rope.

	“First, get me a glass of water, okay? My mouth is a little dry.”

	“Okay, no problem.” He headed to the kitchen.

	“Top cabinet over the dishwasher are the glasses,” She called from the dining room.

	Brent found a tall glass and headed for the sink.

	“There’s filtered water in the fridge in a pitcher.”

	He turned and opened the fridge, which stood by the dining room entry. He glanced at her, sitting so pretty in her bondage. He poured her a glass.

	“Straws are in the drawer beside the dishwasher.”

	He found a straw and set it into the glass. Now if he could manage to get her a few sips without a getting a hardon it would be a miracle. He silently prayed for a miracle. He couldn’t exactly face away from her as he served her the water. “Here you go.”

	“Thanks, sweetie.” Angela’s lips clasped about the straw.

	Brent’s dick responded with embarrassing swiftness. God, oh god, she’s gonna see of course she’s gonna see she’s looking down at the glass of water and I got this bulge just a foot from her face how can she not see ohmygodohmygod—

	Angela parted her lips, releasing the straw (and leaving tiny smudges of lipstick), looked up and swallowed. “Thank you. You’re a peach.” She smiled up at him as Brent drew back with the glass, about to turn and set it on the dining table, but he froze at her next words. “Instead of untying me how about adding another rope or two? It would make the best use of our time, right?”

	“Uh…”

	“There’s a ton of rope in Alex’s bag. I saw.”

	He forgot about his bulge for a second, despite it reminding him with every heartbeat. “Maybe you’re right. Heh.” Brent went to the duffle bag and procured another length, one of the twenty-footers. He approached Angela as he uncoiled, hoping the dangling rope would hide his unrelenting, pulsing wood. He knelt beside her legs and began looping it around her calves below her knees. His fingers brushing her legs, legs in silky pantyhose, did nothing to abate the blood flow to his crotch. But he was almost certain, from this position, she had no view of his pants tent. He cinched and the knot had to be tied behind her calves due to his running out of length, just beneath the seat of the chair, where both of his hands were immersed in the feel of her legs. He knew how tie a square knot without looking. Brent risked a look up to Angela’s pretty face as he completed the knot.

	Was that a wink?

	“You sure know what you’re doing.”

	He swore that she gave him the briefest wink ever. Was she being playful or flirty? Was there really a wink? He wasn’t positive. And he was afraid to stand.

	“Where you gonna tie that next rope?” she said in a challenging tone.

	“Um…” His mind spun, then screamed Her chest! Ropes around her big tits! Do it! Above them! Below them! Crisscross! “I have an idea.” He stood and stepped behind Angela with another long rope. He hesitated, just for a second, then folded it, placed it around her chest above her breasts (the view from above was spectacular, her milky-white tits laying together in that low-cut blouse) and started the slipknot behind the chair.

	“Well, that’ll curtail your access,” she said.

	Brent’s mind blinked to white noise at her words. But he recovered, slowly, as if in the fog of war, time itself slowing down. But this was the fog of unexpected sex. With his best friend’s hot mom who was tied to a chair. Access. She can only mean access to her tits. She could not have meant anything else. Don’t act stupid. Be the man she’s looking for. Don’t fuck this up. Tits, for the love of all things unholy, her freaking tits.

	“Ah. Guess you’re right,” he said as he tightened the rope, not loosening as she had clearly requested.

	She pulled in a breath at the constriction of her chest.

	Brent inched it even tighter.

	“I’m going to scream if you pull that any tighter,” she whispered, labored.

	Brent held the ends of the rope with one hand and clamped his other over her plump lips.

	“Mmmph! Mmmmm!”

	Brent smiled and straightened up a little, allowing his cock to touch her arm abover her elbow. He throbbed against her.

	“Mmmmm!”

	“You’re being unruly. That gag’s going back in.” He tilted her head up with his hand over her mouth and leaned over to look into her eyes, wide with excitement.

	Angela nodded.

	Brent released his grip on the rope about her upper chest and grabbed the bandanna, still wet in the middle, and spliced her lips with the cloth and tied it behind her head, tighter than it was before.

	Angela moaned with surprise, then giggled in pleasure.

	Brent stepped in front of her to drink in the sight of her gorgeous, gagged face, her round eyes staring back.

	She purred through the gag.

	He went back behind her and ventured a hand on her neck, sliding down her chest, into her blouse. His fingers slipped beneath her bra. He kept going. Angela purred more. He reached her nipple and the world turned, the universe tilted—Brent acknowledged this was, so far, the very apex of his life. He’d tied up a girl for sex before, and as arousing and sensational as that was, this moment with Ms. Stiles’ tit in his hand as she sat helpless, tied up and gagged in a chair, blew other past bondage experiences away. He gripped her nipple aggressively, before cupping her substantial breast again.

	Angela threw her head back into his chest and their eyes connected.

	He placed his left hand around her porcelain neck.

	Angela’s eyes narrowed.

	Brent didn’t squeeze, he just kept his one hand on a glorious boob and the other on her neck.

	Angela wiggled her chest back and forth in her bonds and reached her tied hands backward to his thigh. She rubbed up and down. Her nails felt sharp, even through his jeans.

	This is crazy, Brent thought. And Alex will be back in…Brent looked about for a clock. How much time had passed? Maybe fifteen minutes?

	Brent unbuttoned Ms. Stiles’ blouse one-handed, fumbling a bit. Six buttons down was fine. Her black bra was sexy, even though it looked to be of the functional variety, not lacey or anything. He peeled the cups back, one at a time.

	Angela moaned and giggled behind the gag.

	Brent leaned forward to ogle her tits before grasping one in each hand. He gripped and kneaded heaven itself.

	“Unthiph!” she said, the gag garbling her speech.

	“What?” Brent panted. “Should I take this out?” he said, reluctantly releasing a tit and fingering the side of the scarf in her mouth.

	She leaned forward, the small distance her hands bound behind the chair back would allow and found his crotch, and his painfully hard cock.

	Brent realized what she had tried to articulate. Unzip. Brent moved just slightly, away from her hungry hands, unzipped, unsnapped, unbuckled, and his pants fell around his knees. He shucked his briefs down. Angela leaned back and now she had a naked hardon in her crossed and bound hands.

	Brent leaned forward, gripping her tits as if they were a life raft in a churning, stormy sea.

	She caressed his member deftly, her fingernails not brushing his skin once. Although she did lightly scratch his balls, but that felt wonderful. Until this moment, no one had ever scraped nails across his bag. All this was done sight unseen as she leaned her head back onto his shoulder. And giggled again, muffled. The sight of her smiling gagged face and her bare tits almost set him to spooging instantly.

	She one-handed his shaft as her head tilted forward, milking him. He released her left tit and gripped her mouth over the gag. “Mmmmph!” she cried.

	Brent squeezed his eyes shut and shot his load, convulsing, the world spinning as he felt faint. He dropped to his knees, panting, awaiting for balance to return.

	Angela looked to the side, her eyes searching for him. “Mmph?”

	“Oh, shit. Hold on.” He stood, affixed his drawers and pants, made it to the bathroom and returned with a wet soapy towel. He cleaned off her hands and dabbed at the bits on the chair back and the back of her blouse.

	He returned to Angela’s front. Her glorious tits still out. “Oh, sorry!” he said and unknotted the gag and allowed it to drop to her lap.

	“You owe me one, there, Brent.”

	“Um. Okay.”

	“You come over sometime without Alex. Know what I mean?”

	“Um, yeah.”

	“Quit stuttering,” she said as she laughed at him standing there with a soapy cummy hand towel staring at her bare tits. “And spray some Febreze around.”

	“Okay.”

	“And untie me and let me straighten up before he gets back!”

	“Okay, okay!” But Brent stood there, feet moored to the floor.

	In an exasperated tone, Angela slowly said: “Step one: put that towel in the hamper. Step two: untie me!”

	“Got it!” Brent raced down the hall and returned in a jiffy. His phone chimed. He paused for a look. He threw his head back and laughed. He turned the phone around to Angela: It took a while here at the shop. Now leaving. Get mom all tied up before I get back.

	She laughed. “Fine. Just undo my hands and I’ll smooth out everything from there.”

	“Roger,” he replied. But before he went behind her, he stooped to kiss one of her nipples.

	“Okay, loverboy, untie my hands,” she said, a half-smirking.

	Brent went to work on the knot, the vivid glory of the sexual bondage dalliance still dancing in his mind. And she wanted him to come back. For more of this!

	And still on the agenda was filming two scenes of her tied up and gagged!
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The sequel picks up right at this moment...
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