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Chapter 1

The Second Appointment




	Lara and Miles sat in the waiting room of Dr. Bond’s office. Lara tugged at the straps of her yellow sundress and shifted in her chair. “I can tell you’re nervous,” she said.

	Miles gave her a sidelong look. “You’re the one squirming in the seat.”

	“I am not. Dr. Bond is nice, and I’ve met him before. Why would I be nervous?”

	“Maybe, maybe, because I’m with you and meeting him for the first time.”

	Lara sighed loudly. “No. You’re over there scratching your arm like you do when you’re nervous.”

	“Nope. It itches.”

“Because you got the nerves.”

Miles smiled and shook his head.

The door opened and a woman emerged, a sheen of sweat on her face and eyes in tired satisfied slits. Her black skirt barely covered her cheeks. Her high heels clicked on the tile as she traversed the waiting room.

Miles nudged Lara, “Did you notice—”

	“Yes.”

	“—the ropemarks?”

	“Yes.”

	“This guy’s therapy really is something.”

	“I told you.”

	“Actually, I’m the one who suggested him.”

	Lara gave Miles a critical look, eyebrow arched. “And I confirmed he was great after my therapy session.”

	Miles acquiesced with a nod.

	After a moment Dr. Bond stood in the doorway: Beige suit jacket, open white shirt beneath, beard trimmed and impeccable. He smiled his welcome and motioned for them to follow.

	Once they were seated in the padded chairs with the armrests before the monolith of a desk, Dr. Bond sat behind it and tapped his laptop. He looked up to Miles. “Welcome. Very glad you made it for this session. It takes two to make things work in sex and relationships. So, it’s excellent you’re here.” He turned to Lara. “And welcome back Lara. Good to see you again.”

	“Wouldn’t miss it, Doctor.”

	Dr. Bond folded his hands on the desktop and cleared his throat. “Miles. How did the week go after Lara’s session?”

	“Um. Well, we had some, I guess…” Miles scratched his arm and looked down.

	“Hey,” said Dr. Bond, in a gentle, soothing tone. “It’s not easy opening up about your sex life to a stranger. We live in a society that thinks everything sexual should be hidden behind closed doors and never spoken about. But the key to better sex, more fulfilling sex, lies with bringing things out in the open. Take your time, Miles. Take a breath, and know there is no judgement here. Let’s speak freely.”

	“Um. Okay.”

Lara made a point of not looking at her husband, in case some of his anxiety stemmed from her presence.

Miles blew air through puffed cheeks. “Okay. Things improved a lot. I mean, the very same day, not long after she had come home, we had sex. And games.”

	“Good.” Dr. Bond typed on his laptop. “Go on.”

	“There was some more the rest of the week. In all, we had more sex this past week than we have in the past two years.”

	“Excellent to hear. You don’t have to be so vague.”

	“Okay. Well…” Miles stopped. He scratched the top of his forearm again.

	Lara whispered, “You should stop that,” and patted the scratching hand.

Miles stopped and grimaced.

	Dr. Bond said, “It’s very common to be nervous, and to have a tic, like scratching, emerge in moments of stress. Don’t feel bad about it, Miles. We’re all human.”

	Miles nodded.

	“Let’s break through here. Might you feel better if we tied your wife to that chair? Would that break the ice, as the cliche goes?”

	Miles’ eyes bugged.

	Lara giggled. “That should distract him, all right.”

	Dr. Bond opened a desk drawer and pulled several coils of white rope and placed them on the desk. “So, Miles, look at your wife, your pretty wife Lara, and tell me, how would you tie her to that chair?”

	Miles chuckled. “I…I guess I’d make use of the chair arms. Tie each wrist to one. I’d like that.”

	Lara smiled and positioned her wrists as described.

	Dr. Bond stood, a coil of rope in hand. “That’s an excellent suggestion. Lara? Please scoot back from the desk a bit. Miles? Please push your chair aside. And, shall I begin with her left wrist? Or would you like to start and I’ll observe?”

	“Actually, I guess, I’d rather watch you start. Maybe see how you do it.”

	Dr. Bond moved to the front of his desk as Lara scooted as requested. Miles stood and looked to Lara. She grinned, ready to be tied up. She was hoping something like this would happen.

	“Miles, do you prefer to observe because you like to see someone tie up your wife? Or are you keen to observe technique?”

	“Well, both, I guess?”

	Dr. Bond nodded. “Valid. I’ll walk you through the way I do it. Just stand where you have a good view, and feel free to ask questions as I go along.”

	“Got it.” Miles shifted to the opposite side of the seated Lara, on her right as Dr. Bond uncoiled the rope and folded it in half.

	“Ready Lara?”

	“Oh yes.”

	Dr. Bond bent over and looped the rope around her wrist and the wooden chair arm, making a slip knot and wrapping the ends around and around her wrist loosely. “Lift your arm,” he ordered.

	Lara raised her wrist as much as the rope allowed, perhaps a half inch. She was as interested as Miles as she watched Dr. Bond use the slipknot as an anchor point and slide the ropes in a cinch between her wrist and the chair’s wooden arm. Lara felt the ropes tighten with the cinch, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. Just exceptionally snug. He made a square knot at the outside of her wrist, yet still had two lengths leftover. “See how she might be able to pick at the knot If I left it there?”

	Miles, arms crossed, focused on his wife’s slender wrist encased in rope.

	“She can pick all she wants, since the real knot will be down here.” He wrapped the ends in loops around the chair leg beneath the front of the chair and pulled them back to the rear leg and made the final knot where the crossbar intersected. “There’s no way of reaching that. Her left hand is secure.” Dr. Bond stood and gestured. “Observe.”

	Miles stepped over and looked the whole thing over. “I like it.”

	Lara tugged experimentally at the bondage securing her wrist and smiled.

	Dr. Bond handed Miles another coil from the desk. He gestured to Lara’s right hand, waiting to be tied to the opposite chair arm. 

	Miles shook the coil undone and copied the first move, folding the entire length in half. Lara watched as he made the slipknot around her wrist and chair arm, followed by the wrapping.

	“Hold on,” interrupted Dr. Bond. “You need room between her wrist and the—”

	“Right, right, right.” Miles unlooped and had Lara lift her arm slightly. After the successful cinching beneath her wrist, Miles studied what had been done to her left. He continued with the knot, still having plenty of length left in the dangling remains. Without any more instruction, he managed to copy the rest of the arm bondage, securing the final knot at the rear leg of the chair.

	Dr. Bond nodded his approval.

	Lara sat with her arms helplessly bound to the sturdy chair. Two men stood beside her. This was exciting. Despite her legs still being free knew she was at their mercy. So exciting. 

	“How does everything feel, Lara?” asked Dr. Bond.

	“Pretty tight.” She smiled.

	“Yes, but how does everything feel?”

	Lara suspected what he’d meant when he first asked. She had to plow through any discomfort and speak truth for the therapy to do her and Miles any good. “I like it.”

	“Expand on that, if you can,” Dr. Bond pressed.

	“Being helpless with two men standing over me…it gets me going.” She tugged at her bonds. “It’s getting me a little…horny.”

	“You’re in a state of anticipation, then?” asked Dr. Bond. “Waiting for these men who have you bound securely to do something, or things, to you, am I getting this correct?”

	Lara nodded with a wry, somewhat embarrassed grin.

	“Let’s delve a little deeper, Lara. Name one or two very specific things you imagine being done to you.”

	“Um…right now I’m thinking of one of you covering my mouth with your hand while you grope me with the other.”

	“Excellent. How about something else?”

	“I don’t know.” Lara’s cheeks flushed. She whispered. “I can imagine one of you smacking me across the face, the other one reaching up my dress and yanking my panties off.”

	“Thank you for sharing. Very brave of you to share your feelings so candidly. And that’s good! Very good!” Dr. Bond shifted his gaze to Miles, who never stopped staring at the chairbound Lara. “Miles. Your feelings?”

	“Yeah, I really enjoy seeing her like that. Knowing I can touch her wherever and she really can’t do much. I’m getting a little revved myself.”

	“As Lara shared, please do the same. Tell me something you’d like to do to your bound wife.”

	Miles scratched his forearm as his gaze slid up and down Lara, who smiled salaciously in return. “I like her idea of pulling her tits out. The hand over her mouth thing, too. I love the feeling of her trying to talk beneath my hand. Also, I’m a boob man, and…she’s got really great boobs.”

	“Good, good. Now share something else, and for this second thing, break away from Lara’s shared thoughts.”

	“Okay. I’d like to tie the rest of her up, her feet and more ropes along her legs and waist. Then make her give me a blowjob.”

	“Excellent! Bravo to both of you for opening up today!” Dr. Bond took another coil from the desk, a smaller one, and handed it to Miles. “Shall we proceed, then? Ankles?”

	“Sure.” He knelt and Lara moved her feet side-by-side. Lara chose the leather strappy sandals that Miles liked because he could see all of her toes (today painted red). Miles started binding.

	“Lara,” began Dr. Bond, “does your arousal increase as more ropes are applied?”

	“I think so.”

	“I’ll ask again a little later in the session. Miles, perhaps leave room to connect her ankles to the back rung of the chair?”

	“Sure. Good idea.” Miles reversed a few of the loops.

	“You’re doing fine,” assured Dr. Bond. He went to the back to the desk and opened another drawer as Miles concentrated on the binding and Lara reveled in her bondage.

	He pulled out several gags and some material intended for gagging. “Are you finished with her ankles, yet, Miles?”

	Miles stood. “Yep.”

	“What gags do you prefer?”

	Miles looked over the small gathering of mufflers arrayed on the desk. From her seated vantage Lara saw a few items she’d never seen before.

	Miles stroked his chin and studied the wares.

	Dr. Bond gestured to each as he named them. “The ever-popular ballgag, a bit gag, an inflatable gag, this one here is in the shape of a thick penis…”

	“Well, Doctor, these leather things I don’t think are really my thing. Maybe the ballgag. But when I’m thinking of bondage, it’s always cloth material. Not the dungeon stuff.”

	“Lara?” Dr. Bond’s eyebrows went up with the same question directed at her.

	“I’ve never seen some of these things. And they look a little scary to me. Maybe something to try in the future, but not right now.”

	“Understood. So. Miles, does the gag have to be effective, or will something cosmetic have a similar affect on your arousal?”

	“You know, I’m not sure. I guess when I’m looking at porn a thin bandanna cleave gag gets me hot, even though I know it really doesn’t do much if someone wants to scream.”

	“Lara, in your last session your gag was quite effective, and it appeared to—”

	“Yeah, oh yeah! Knowing I couldn’t scream for help added to my experience. Definitely.”

	“So, then, it’s gagging time?” asked Miles.

	“Is it?” asked Dr. Bond. He walked to the front of the desk. “Let’s analyze Lara’s bondage for a second. Any weaknesses that you can see?”

	Miles appraised his chairbound wife, chin in hand again. Lara noticed his eyes dancing on her tits for a moment. She was getting hot and knew he was, too. As he’d stated, he was an avowed boob man. Lara had plenty of boob. Natural boob. She was blessed. 

	“I think it’s all good,” Miles finally replied.

	Dr. Bond smiled, but not condescendingly. “Lara, scratch your nose, please.”

	Lara bent forward and twisted her right wrist slightly, and touched her nose. She straightened up, looking between Dr. Bond and her husband, not sure what was going on.

	“I see,” said Miles. “If we gagged her, she could reach it and undo everything.”

	“And the solution is?” Dr. Bond prompted.

	“Rope above her boobs to keep her straight and away from the gag.”

	Dr. Bond handed Miles another rope.

	Miles started, wrapping it over Lara’s shoulders and the chair back and Dr. Bond soon stopped him. “The rope will be more secure if below her armpits. You don’t want her to slip her shoulders beneath your bonds.”

	“Okay. I get it.” Miles started again.

	Lara felt the tightness of the bands of rope crossing above her tits. It restricted her breath slightly. It added another factor in her helplessness.

	“I have some extra here,” said Miles. “It looks sloppy, but It won’t go around her again.”

	“Indeed. Make use of it. Secure the last bit to the chair rung below.”

	Lara felt a little extra tightness as Miles did as suggested.

	“Gag?” asked Miles.

	“Now I think it’s time. Lara? Ready?” Dr. Bond smirked, knowing the answer but still remaining courteous.

	“Gag me,” Lara said with a smile.

	Miles grinned and looked over the gags on the desk. He picked up a square white cloth and a long, thin scarf, maybe three feet long. He returned to Lara, who kept her lips closed in a sexy smirk. “Open it up, captive.”

	Keeping that smirk, Lara shook her head.

	“Open. I know your ticklish spots.”

	Lara’s eyes widened and the smirk disappeared. Would he dare? She needed to challenge him. To not go along all subbie-like with everything. Just this little thing. She felt a thrill race up her spine. She kept her lips clamped, her eyes daring him to do his worst. And deep inside, she wished Dr. Bond was more participatory in their therapy today. She wouldn’t admit that even if asked by Dr. Bond himself. Well, not in Miles’ presence.

	Miles poked Lara’s ribs.

	“Mmmmm!” Lara squealed while managing to keep her lips closed.

	He then dug his fingers into her ribs and kept them there, forcing Lara to squirm away in reflex, shifting her ass to the side of the chair, and as she involuntarily screamed, in went the balled-up cloth he had at the ready.

	“Mmmph!” she yelled into the cloth as Miles kept his hand clamped over it.

	With the long scarf in his right hand and his left hand over Lara’s mouth, he maneuvered a small length of the scarf to bisect her lips and pulled it to the back of her head. It slipped as Lara shook her head. Dr. Bond leapt in, grabbing both sides of her head, keeping her still as Miles wrapped the scarf around her head and mouth a few times before knotting it at the nape of her neck.

	Both men stood over their bound and now, gagged, captive in the chair. This thrilled Lara. She tugged at her bonds and stared from one man to the other in mock anger. “Mmmph-mmmm.”

	“How do you feel, Miles?” asked Dr. Bond.

	“I feel…I feel like adding another rope. Maybe over her legs.”

	Dr. Bond handed him another rope and Miles set to wrapping it over her thighs and beneath the chair, knotting it. He stood again and appraised his bound wife.

	“How about now?” asked Dr. Bond. “How do you feel?”

“Now I feel like getting her tits out.”

	“Mmmmmm!” Lara’s eyes got big again. But she really wanted Dr. Bond to see her boobs. She wanted Miles to pull them from her dress and bra. She needed to show off to the good doctor. So badly she wanted to see his face get lusty when her tits were out. Lara wanted to upset his ultra-cool and professional demeanor.

	Dr. Bond nodded and said, “She’s appealing to your desires with her resistance act. You should probably go with your desires.”

	“I actually didn’t need you to tell me that.”

	Dr. Bond laughed.

	Miles slipped the left strap of Lara’s sundress below the chest rope, and then the other. He pulled the top of the dress down, revealing her white, lacy bra beneath. He grinned. Despite being together several years, Lara knew that unwrapping her tits was always like Christmas to him. Miles did the same to her clear bra straps. The cups were then peeled down, exposing her generous breasts. Lara wriggled, jiggling her goods for him. And the doctor, whom she spied with her peripheral vision, not wanting either him or Miles noticing her interest in his response.

	Dr. Bond remained unruffled, his expression placid. But Lara could tell where his eyes were: her tits. She giggled into that gag. She knew he was loving the sight of her sizeable, swaying bosoms with the rope on top of them. Her body and her bondage were turning on these two men that held her captive. And she loved it. She wriggled more side-to-side, making more enticing boob motion. She spied Miles’ crotch. Her man definitely pitched a tent. He was so excited he’d likely forgotten (or no longer cared) that Dr. Bond was still here, observing.

	Miles reached out and grabbed her left boob, caressed it.

	“Mmmm!” Lara protested.

	“You can’t stop me,” teased Miles as he now had a tit in each hand. His hands were warm, his grasping not aggressive but loving. He released her for a moment to get behind her and grabbed them again, more tightly this time. Her erect nipples were pinched and tweaked, making her gasp.

	Miles kept at this for a few moments. Lara’s eyes fluttered closed, loving the attention. And the bondage. When she opened them Dr. Bond sat behind his desk, noting something on his laptop. What was more important than this bound and gagged damsel with her tits out?

	Miles stopped and came around to the front of her again, eyes darting from her well-gagged mouth to her bare tits, the nipples reddened from his attentions. “Dr. Bond? Would you like to feel her tits?”

	Dr. Bond looked up from his laptop.

	Lara looked to Dr. Bond, eyebrows up, eyes inviting.

	“I would love to, naturally. But this wasn’t part of our initial agreement. It hasn’t been discussed with Lara, who is currently gagged. Tell me, are you asking because you would like to watch another man take advantage of your wife while she’s in bondage?”

	“Yes. Absolutely. Not any man, but someone I feel safe with. Even though we’ve just met, I get only good vibes from you. And judging by Lara’s review of the first session, she thinks the same.”

	Dr. Bond rose and came around his desk. He stared at the bound Lara. She could tell he was trying to mask the lust in his eyes. He was a professional, but not fashioned of stone. And she returned the stare, loving every second. “So, you can answer in a nod for yes, and a shake of the head for a no, Lara. Would it be fine with you if I fondled your breasts?”

	Lara nodded. She tried to make a less vigorous nod than she actually wanted to.

	“Would you be allowing this for your husband’s pleasure?”

	Lara nodded.

	“Would my hands on your breasts also give you pleasure, independent of your husband’s observation or enjoyment?”

	Lara nodded.

	“Well, then, Lara and Miles, I take this as in invitation from you both to grope Lara.”

	“Awesome,” said Miles. “But damn, you sound so…medical.”

	“This is a medical practice and I will maintain professionalism to maintain the trust of my patients.”

	Dr. Bond positioned himself behind Lara and grasped both of her tits aggressively, kneading the flesh.

	“Mmmmmph!” cried Lara, surprised by his manner in devouring her breasts with his hands. She lolled her head back against his chest as he continued his hand worship of her tits. She opened her eyes, just slits, to peer at Miles, who stood before her, arms crossed, biting his lower lip. And a significant bulge in his pants.

	Miles knelt and ran his hands along her thighs. He slipped his hands up her dress. Lara giggled, knowing where those hands were headed. But he couldn’t get at much tied the way she was. And her panties were still on! His fingers of one hand made it to the elastic of her panties. His eyes went up to Dr. Bond, still very involved with Lara’s boobs, and then to Lara’s eyes. Lara gave him a slight nod and a quick wink as an invitation.

	Mile’s thumb slipped below the top of her panties, first alighting on her pubis mons, stroking gently, sending tickles of pleasure through her. Only a prelude, Lara hoped.

	Dr. Bond released her boobs and knelt by her side, face level with her breasts, gazing at their powerful sexual beauty for some long seconds as Miles’ thumb slid down, slowly, to touch where her thighs met. Leaning in, slowly, Dr. Bond’s lips met her right nipple for a kiss. Miles’ thumb encountered the wet of Lara’s arousal. Since her knees weren’t bound, she was able to part them just enough to allow the necessary access. Miles struck the gold of her waiting clit and she moaned with delight. Dr. Bond sucked on her left nipple as he fondled her right breast. All of this, plus the tight bondage, built to a sensory overload. Lara threw her head back. She imagined she’d been kidnapped and these two men were having their way with her as they awaited the ransom. This added fuel to the passionate fire.

	Dr. Bond reached behind her head and gripped her hair, pulling her head back. His lips and teeth caressed and then raked her exposed neck.

	Miles’ thumb rolled over her clit lightly, just the perfect pressure she needed at this moment. Her hips lifted from the chair, but still held by the ropes over her thighs. Her back arched. The motion, sliding up and down, accelerated without additional pressure.

	Dr. Bond bit her nipple, teeth sawing, adding a dash of pain to the equation.

	Lara exploded with a scream into her gag as the packing and wrap absorbed her outcry from the rollicking orgasm.

◆◆◆

	The night following their appointment with Dr. Bond, Lara and Miles sat in their living room after dinner had been cleared. Lara relaxed in her pajamas, bare feet crossed on the coffee table. The TV before them sat blank.

	“We haven’t discussed the last appointment,” started Miles.

	“I know,” sighed Lara. “Dr. Bond instructed us to. I needed some time to process. But you’re good for bringing it up.” She pecked him on the cheek.

	“Do you need more time?”

	“No. But you go first. How did you think it went?”

	“I…thought it went really well. I mean, you really opened up to the bondage.”

	“Yeah. I did. I mean, I came as hard as a freight train, and the both of you having me all tied up had everything to do with it. The man is a godsend.”

	“Like he said, ‘Bring things out in the open,’” Miles laughed at his own imitation of Dr. Bond’s deeper voice.

	Lara slapped him on the thigh. “Well, we were playing bondage in there, and it was a super fun time, but to make it a little better for me, I let my imagination run a little wild.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“I mean, it was a ton of fun the way it was. But, for a little extra oomph, a little more power to the situation, I imagined I’d been kidnapped by you two. Like you guys nabbed me and threw me into a trunk and carried me off, dragged me to that office and roped me to a chair.”

	Miles looked a little confused. “So, like we just kidnapped you to tie you up and play with your body?”

	“Well, not exactly. And no, people don’t need a logical plot to make their sexual fantasies work, in case that’s what you’re looking for.”

	“I’m just trying to get the picture.”

	“Okay. Once I was tied to that chair and gagged, and you guys started getting my tits out, my mind wandered a bit. So this wasn’t a sexy therapy session. I imagined I’d been kidnapped by you two. Like we were in a hideout, maybe not some nice office. And you guys were killing time waiting for the ransom Venmo or something by playing with me. That made it all hotter.”

	“That is hot.”

	“See?”

	“Yeah.” Miles looked to the blank television. Lara knew he was thinking. “So, we’ve played a little bit with the roleplay business lately, sorta pretending on the fly, a little joking, very unstructured. You’re telling me that you’d like to do something like—”

	“Like we wouldn’t break characters. We’d do it straight and go all the way. Tie me up and chuck my bound and gagged ass in the trunk and take me somewhere. Or invade the house, tie me up and to the bed like you’d been stalking me forever and I’d been rebuffing your advances and you just…tied me up and took me.”

	“You were wondering if Dr. Bond made house calls.”

	“I bet he does. Set up something for our next session. Let me know where to be.”

	Miles nodded. “How much of this should be a surprise?”

	“I need to know my role. And what time things are happening. The basics. And a safe signal.”

	“I’ll talk to Dr. Bond. We’ll conspire.”








Chapter 2

Spirited Away

	

The appointment with Dr. Bond had been canceled. She was disappointed, but Miles didn’t want to wait. They decided to do a little something on their own. Dr. Bond encouraged the roleplay over the phone when he’d explained he had to head out of town with a family concern.

	And so Lara went about the grocery run as planned, wearing a red tank top and jeans and slip-on canvas shoes. The game had been decided the day previous. Miles, as the home invader, would have entered the house while she was away, and wait for the right moment to pounce on the pretty target, Lara: daughter of some ultra-wealthy CEO. 

	Once the garage door was closed, Lara exited the car and retrieved the two bags of groceries from the back seat. At the threshold to the kitchen, she slipped her casual shoes off on the mat, and continued inside to the pantry, feet a bit chilled on the cool tile. Setting the bags on the kitchen island she opened the pantry door. She set the canned soups on the shelves, wondering what second the “intruder” Miles would strike. And how? There were plenty of variables here so surprises would add to the suspense (and arousal) of the game.

	The bagged pasta was next, along with the jars of sauces. As she placed the Rao’s Homemade Marinara on the shelf second from top, a hand clamped over her mouth and she was pulled from the pantry with another arm wrapping about her arms, keeping her still. She mmmphed behind the strong hand, eyes big and trying to find the face of her attacker. He wore a black ski mask. Despite being silenced and confined by the home invader’s grip, she kicked out and twisted in an attempt to break free.

	“Shhhh,” shushed the masked man.

She didn’t want to think of him as Miles. Lara needed to see him as a dangerous stranger, even though she could smell his Axe deodorant and his particular natural odor. She wanted to lose herself in her own, planned kidnapping.

	“Quit kicking!” he hissed. “I don’t want to hurt you, but I will! Don’t test me!”

	Lara stayed her struggles and stood in the arms of her assailant, his hand still gripping her mouth, hard.

	“Just cooperate. You’ll be treated gently. We’ll get the ransom from your father—ow!”

	Lara bent her leg at the knee, snapping her heel up toward his balls, narrowly missing, tagging his thigh. The masked man dragged her over to the kitchen counter beside the stove. “Want me to grab a knife from the block? Is that what you want?”

	Lara shook her head as much as she could with her face gripped tightly by the man’s hand.

	“I can do that, if you like, and have it at your throat in a second. If you want things to be rougher, I’ll be rougher.”

	Lara shook her head again.

	“Okay. I’ll take my hand from your mouth. You promise me you won’t scream. That’s step one. We’ll discuss step two after that.”

	Lara nodded. She thought Miles was doing a great job in his roleplay. She drifted into the fantasy quite easily. She really wanted to know what was planned for the rest of the evening, but then again, she liked the surprises so far. She determined to enjoy every moment.

	The hand, slowly, came from her mouth. She knew it would return if she uttered a peep. The arm around her arms and waist remained. With swift motion both of her hands were wrenched behind her and held fast, wrists crossed. “This is necessary,” he hissed in her ear, “and it won’t hurt. Promise.”

	Now only one arm held her. She was tempted to twist free, this was her chance, but metal clicked over one wrist and she had made her move too late as she cried, “No!”

	Her other wrist now was encircled by cold metal, the clicking of the handcuffs biting. There was little hope of escape. She still could run, but the home invader would have to leave for another room. Was all lost? Was she to be bound at the mercy of this stranger?

	“Not so bad, eh? I’m a man who keeps his word. And I won’t hurt you. Unless you resist.” He spun Lara around to face him and he gripped her chin, but not with significant force. Lara, with her arms restrained behind her, looked into the masked man’s eyes.

	This was so hot, she thought.

	Keeping his hand about her jaw, his other hand went fishing in a pocket. A blue bandanna was extracted. It had a sizeable knot in the center. “Open that mouth of yours.”

	“I can be quiet—”

	“Open!”

	Lara reflexively obeyed the barked command. He inserted that cloth knot between her teeth. He spun her around, grabbed the ends of that bandanna and tied it tightly behind her head. “Mmmph,” she softly grunted during the ordeal. Not loud enough to piss him off, she hoped.

	He gripped her by the arms just above her elbows and walked her to the dining room. He kicked a chair out from the table with his foot and forcibly sat her down. Her ass hit the cushioned chair seat hard enough to rattle her.

	A coiled white rope was extracted from his back pocket. He knelt beside her, not in front, and began the process of binding her ankles. Lara figured he positioned himself to the side to avoid a possible kick. Kicking from the side would be weak and ineffective. He had thought this all through. Like a professional.

	The ankle bindings were tight, but not painful. There was no hope now. She sat there, bound hand and foot and gagged, at this man’s mercy.

	He stood and apprised his helpless victim in her own dining room. Lara noted his smile half-hidden behind that mask. Obviously, he loved having his captive bound. And that his captive had big tits.

	The masked man walked to the kitchen, beyond Lara’s line of sight. She heard the keys jangling followed by the door to the garage opening. Lara looked about. Where did she leave her phone? Could she hop to it and hit 911 before his return?

	Her car started. What was he doing?

	She was just about to stand and hop, but footsteps preceded his approach. Lara waited for whatever was to happen. Her captor still smiled. He scooped up Lara, one hand behind her knees and the other betwixt her arms and her back. “Mmmmph!” she cried as she he carried her through the kitchen and into the garage where the trunk of her car was already open. Rather carefully, she was sat down on her butt and arranged on her side, bound as she was.

	“Relax for the trip,” was all he said before closing the lid with a metallic “chunk.”

	Darkness had her as restrained as the handcuffs and rope. Red light spawned as the brake lights lit. She could hear the garage door opening. This felt real. She was being kidnapped, transported to who knew where.

	The urge in her panties spawned a bit of wetness. Handcuffed, she knew it was hopeless to get her hands free. She tested the tightness of the metal circlets around her wrists. Miles had made sure they were snug enough to prevent her slipping from them. She brought her ankles up to her wrists and groped for a knot, but she couldn’t find it. And if she could find it—and undo it—what could be done? She was still in the trunk of a car with her hands handcuffed behind her. And a gag in her mouth.

	Lara couldn’t gauge time very well in the darkness. She could feel the turns, the stops. The car sped on. Were they on a highway or freeway now? They hadn’t stopped for a bit. At the start of the ride she could follow the first few turns. Soon, there were too many, and Lara could not track which direction they headed. Was he making a circuitous route to confuse her? Or was she easily disoriented?

	Although she adored her situation, this drive was going on for some time, some indetermined amount of time, and long enough for her to lose some of her heightened state of titillation. Where the hell were they going? To another state? He certainly couldn’t take her across the Mexican border like this.

	Now she could hear the tires on gravel, and the road grew bumpy. Well, she was being driven to some out-of-the way location, probably some Airbnb he’d reserved. A good bump jostled her body off the trunk flooring, but not heard enough to throw her head against the lid. After that the car slowed down. The road was rough, and now the driver picked his way more carefully.

	 A turn. A slow turn. Some more slow moving, uphill, then level. And the car stopped, brake lights lighting her compartment again briefly before the engine was cut. Silence. The car door opened, and footsteps on gravel approached. The trunk lid popped open and the starry night blazed her dark-adjusted eyes. It had been about sunset when she’d been grabbed and bound in her home, and now it was fully night in a rural location where all the stars shone at peak brightness. The shadow of her masked captor leaned in and scooped her up, lifting her from the confines of the trunk.

	“Mmmm!”

	She was carried up the wooden steps of a porch. A small chill in the air bit at her exposed skin and her bare feet. None of the front windows were lit. Illuminated only by stars, she could make out this was a cabin, maybe a two-bedroom affair. Rather rustic. No other houses were in sight. Miles stood Lara on the porch and held her steady on her bound ankles as he fished keys from a pocket. He opened the door, flicked on an interior light, picked her up again and crossed the threshold.

	She expected a musty odor of long-unused, or even abandoned cabin, but this wasn’t the case. A patterned sofa and a matching recliner, an old coffee table, an iron firestove, two wooden rocking chairs and a small table between them rounded out the living area. She was deposited seated on the sofa. No plume of dust arose with her landing. The place was clean. No TV. Wooden frames held original paintings of idyllic mountain landscapes.

	Miles walked to the small table and flicked on the lamp. He turned off the flush ceiling fixture light and sat beside her. She glared at him. What was to become of her, she wondered, slipping back fully into the kidnapping fantasy. As far as she could tell, she was too far away for anyone to hear her screams even if she were’t gagged. But then again, she couldn’t be sure. And he made no move to remove her muffler. Or any of her bonds.

	Her stomach growled. Dinner time had passed.

	Footsteps from the hall. Someone else was here! Cold fear streaked up her spine. Both turned.

	In walked Dr. Bond. He stopped at the edge of the hall and leaned on a wall. No longer clad in a sports jacket. He still possessed an air of sophistication with his patterned flannel, perfect jeans, and rugged leather boots. “How was the drive?”

	“Fine,” replied Miles. “I’m sure she has no idea where she is. No one followed.”

	“Excellent.”

	“Should we take the pictures now?”

	“Sooner the better. Take a few shots. I’ll take video of you reading the ransom note. Stick to the script.”

	“I will.”

	Miles pulled his phone from his back pocket and stood. He aimed it at Lara’s cleave-gagged face. “Need to see your pretty face. Smile.”

	She stared daggers at him.

	The flash went off in the wanly lit room. Lara blinked.

	“Perfect.”

	He backed away for a full picture. “So he can see you’re all well and unharmed.”

	She shifted and the handcuffs clinked.

	Miles, still masked, handed his phone to Dr. Bond, who handed him a slip of paper. Miles returned to sit by Lara.

	“Ready?” asked Dr. Bond.

	Miles nodded, not looking up from the paper.

	Dr. Bond positioned the phone before him. “Go.”

	Miles read, looking back and forth between the paper and the phone. “Mr. Leicester, as you can see, we have your dear daughter bound and gagged in a remote location. You have four hours to dispatch the funds to the accounts. This email will include the details.” Miles allowed the paper to fall to the floor. “In the meantime, until the funds arrive, we’ll be having fun.” He slipped the straps to Lara’s tank top down and revealed her white bra beneath. Lara gasped through her gag. She leaned over to avoid further undressing, but Miles hauled her up straight by the shoulders and held her with his left as his right pushed each bra strap aside. He peeled down the cups of her bra, so her boobs jiggled as she squirmed before the camera Dr. Bond kept rolling. “Mmmmmph!” Lara shook her head in protest. Miles grasped a tit, and ungently. As he gripped her breast, he grinned into the phone lens and said, “Take your time.” He winked.

	Dr. Bond smiled and sat before them on one of the rocking chairs. He tapped on the phone, ostensibly sending the video to her father. No one had mentioned how much the ransom was. That must be in the email.

	Miles kept groping her tits.

	“Sent,” said Dr. Bond.

	Miles paused in his groping. “What do we do now?”

	“We wait.”

	“Well,” Miles flicked Lara’s nipple with a finger grinning evilly.

	“Mmmm!” Lara’s eyebrows hardened with dash of anger. She found her situation very hot, but wasn’t much for idle, random abuse that didn’t further the scenario. She was fairly certain he’d catch her feelings without her snapping fingers, the safe-signal. She hoped she wouldn’t have to stop the play. A pause might break the momentum.

	“Any idea when the captive last enjoyed a meal?” asked Dr. Bond.

	Lara had forgotten she was hungry. She didn’t want to be reminded.

	“No idea,” replied Miles. “Does that matter? Won’t she be picked up in an hour or two?”

	“That’s unpredictable. And let’s not be more cruel than we must. I barbecued chicken this afternoon. The leftovers are wrapped in foil.” Dr. Bond’s eyes shifted to Lara. “Would you like a meal while we wait? We can sit you at the table, handcuff one of your hands to the chair back, ungag you, allow you to eat your fill. The stress of the day must have stirred your hunger.”

	Lara gave it some thought. Sure, she was hungry and wouldn’t mind eating, and in the manner described added to the scenario. If she’d been really kidnapped she’d take advantage of the changing of her bonds to see if there might be an escape window. Sticking to her anger-to-cover-her-fear schtick, she nodded.

	“Excellent. Please remove her gag as I prepare a small meal.” Dr. Bond left for the kitchen.

	Lara looked to Miles, and although still masked, she could see in his eyes he didn’t like the sudden turn of things. Surely he wanted to get right to the pounding of her tied-up ass, maybe bound spread on some iron bed in the back of the cabin. Oh, well. She was hungry. And since he had the role of henchmen and not the head honcho, he had to wait for the grand finale. Whatever that might be. She certainly had an idea. As mentioned, likely a pounding. Maybe by both Miles and Dr. Bond? She found that possibility quite thrilling.

	Miles sighed and unknotted the gag. “Don’t scream or no chicken for you.” He extracted the soggy knot from her mouth.

	Lara worked her jaw muscles and licked the corners of her mouth. “How about untying my feet so I can get to the kitchen?”

	“Nope.” Miles slid one arm beneath her legs and the other between her arms and back and lifted her from the sofa. Lara was carried to the kitchen, where a small table sat. The rectangle table top was a single, thick, polished piece of wood. The four chairs were heavy, the legs and frame 4x4 inches thick, the grain and knots lending the air of rustic. Miles sat her down, not so gently. The aroma of the chicken being warmed in the microwave stimulated her saliva glands and set her tummy to grumbling.

	Miles uncuffed her right wrist. There was no window of escape. She may have been ungagged and now had a single arm free, but her legs were bound and useless, except for hopping. She may as well eat.

	He took the free cuff and locked her left arm to the back of the chair. Lara estimated even if her legs were free, she’d have a damn hard time dragging this thing. Miles sat beside her.

	Dr. Bond sat a glass of water before her. She grabbed it. The gag had dried her mouth completely and she drained the glass in one go.

	After a moment, Dr. Bond pulled a steaming plate of a boneless chicken breast and green beans from the microwave and sat it before her. The knife and fork were plastic. Oh, well, no stabbing anyone or cutting her bonds and making a break for it. Her glass was refilled from the sink and Lara started cutting the chicken with her single hand and only managed to move it around on the plate.

	“Here,” Dr. Bond picked up her plate and sat it on the counter next to the sink. With a real, steel steak knife he made quick work of slicing it into edible bites for a one-handed diner. The plate was returned. “My apologies for not thinking of that earlier.”

	Lara took the first bite. Damn. The meat had been grilled to a smoky perfection. Dr. Bond knew his way around the barbecue.

	Dr. Bond seated himself at the opposite side of the table.

	Lara continued to eat, one hand cuffed to the chair back, her feet tied beneath the chair seat, her tits still out. And two men watching her. She’d never had a meal in this fashion before. Half-naked, mostly bound, two men enjoying the sight. Lara would remember this the rest of her days.

	The meal was rather small and she made quick work of cleaning her plate. Dr. Bond placed the plate in the sink.

	“Any word?” asked Miles.

	Dr. Bond shook his head.

	Lara interjected, “It hasn’t been that long—"

	“No one asked you,” said Miles, sternly.

	“I’m just saying give it some time.”

	Miles stood and unlocked the cuff attached to the chair and stood Lara up, her free breasts swaying. He took her free hand and with a few clicks of metal it was no longer free, her hands again secured behind her back.

	“I wasn’t being any—”

	Miles’ hand covered her lips, silencing her again.

	Dr. Bond, leaning on the kitchen sink, arms crossed, said, “I’ll fetch a little something to keep the peace in here,” and walked past them.

	“Mmmmm!”

	Miles free hand cupped a tit.

	Lara felt something grow in his crotch that was pressed against the top of her ass.

	“This will do,” said Dr. Bond, returning with a red ballgag dangling on its black leather strap.

	Lara shook her head from side-to-side beneath Miles’ gripping handgag.

	Miles released her boob and took the gag, not releasing her mouth yet.

	“I’ll assist,” said Dr. Bond and place his hands on the sides of her face to hold her still as Miles moved his hand from her mouth.

	“No, please,” squeaked Lara.

	From behind, Miles held the ball of the gag before her lips, gripping it on either side by the straps. Her head was gripped by the strong hands of Dr. Bond. She clamped her mouth shut. 

	“We can make this much more interesting for you,” said Dr. Bond, unruffled by her token resistance. “Would you like to find how hard I can slap your face?”

	Lara opened her mouth and accepted the red ball shoved past her lips and teeth. Miles buckled it quite tightly. She felt it tugging at the already raw corners of her mouth.

	Miles scootched the heavy chair she’d just been sitting in away from the table. Reaching around to her belly, he unbuckled the belt of her jeans.

	“Mmmmph! Mmmm!” Lara screamed into her new, rubbery muffler.

	The belt came undone and the jeans were pushed below her hips, the waistline down to her knees. Her pink panties went next as Miles’ fingers slipped them down from the back one-handed, his other hand wrapped about her waist. Miles slapped her bare ass a few times, playfully and Lara squirmed, her handcuffs clicking, her feeble protests swallowed by the ball in her mouth.

	Miles shoved her over the tabletop, bending her over, her tits pressed onto the tabletop. Dr. Bond retrieved the phone from his pocket as Miles undid his own belt.

	Dr. Bond said, “I believe this will hasten a response from your father.”

	Lara hesitated, her eyes on the phone in Dr. Bond’s hands. She knew it was Miles’, but she had never been photographed or filmed in bondage before, and this was bondage and sex. She’d sent Miles pics of her titties before, but that was the extent of her sexting. Presently, her tits were mashed on the wood tabletop, her naked ass out for everyone’s eyes, her mouth filled with a ballgag. Should she go along? Or should she snap her fingers and stop things? She really didn’t want to stop the play. This was all too hot. Lara wanted the conclusion to this game, and this was a great finale, bent over and fucked while handcuffed and ballgagged. She decided she could have Miles delete it once they were done if she felt that way later.

	It briefly crossed her mind that Miles might have a little performance anxiety, with Dr. Bond not only watching but filming the affair. But she felt his throbbing cock against her ass. Perhaps the recent drought of sex had him permanently hard and ready at all times.

	She knew it was out of character, but she wriggled her buns against the primed member that rubbed her from behind. His hands grasped her waist. Lara raised her head from the table and looked into the phone and “Mmmphed!” with her eyes wide, pleading to the watcher of the video to get the money here before they do this to her more times!

	Miles’ cock slipped inside her, her wet pussy accommodating, her legs bound together adding a little delicious pressure to her clit, which felt great! She screamed into that red ball, more from delight than from faux fear, and she didn’t care if she was ruining the little bondage flick. This was what she needed! A pounding with her hands handcuffed and her naked body bent over a table!

	Miles grunted like a cave man as he thrust and thrust.

	Lara whined and squealed, muffled by the gag.

	Miles gripped her tighter, increased the pace of his thrusts.

	Lara knew he was getting close. She was, too, but Miles was going to blow too soon! He wouldn’t leave her there, unfinished, would he?

	Miles growled as he spent himself within her, shuddering with the explosion of his orgasm, shaking against her ass. His shrinking member slid from her, their mingled juices sliding down her thighs.

	His hands released her waist. But one hand wormed fingers to her tenderest spot, still aching for stimulation. Two fingers found her clit, her very ready clit, and went to work with the gentle sliding back and forth. Lara didn’t need much. She squeezed her eyes shut and she pressed against his hand. He just needed a little more pressure…there! …and she climaxed, screaming. Even though she was gagged, she was glad Dr. Bond had no neighbors nearby.

◆◆◆

	The day had been warm, but the night chilly, and Dr. Bond built a crackling fire within the firestove. Lara had been released, and her and Miles took time to clean up.

They returned to seat their sated selves on the sofa, close to the firestove, and Dr. Bond watched the fire through the open doors of the Franklin stove.

	Miles pointed to his phone sitting on the coffee table. 	“Did you watch it?”

	“No need,” replied Dr. Bond, “I saw the whole thing live.”

	“Well, I’m curious. Obviously.”

	Lara nudged him. “You just want to see how you look doing a sex scene.”

	Miles laughed. “All right, maybe. But I mostly want to see you from that angle.”

	“Did you get any closeups of my face? I’m sure Miles would love the gag in my mouth.”

	“A few,” nodded Dr. Bond.

	“Good.” Miles smiled.

	Dr. Bond cleared his throat. “It seems to me that the therapy is working, but I need to know what you two think.”

	The couple looked to one another. Miles motioned for Lara to go first. “My libido has returned. With a vengeance. And that’s why I came to you at first. So, yes. It’s working great. Thank you for the help.” She waved her hand about the room. “All of this for our roleplay! My god, you really went all out!”

	Dr. Bond smiled and nodded. “This little place is convenient for getaways. And therapy.”

	Miles said, “Not only am I getting laid, I’m having sex the way I’ve always wanted it. So, yeah, the therapy is definitely working.”

	Lara patted him on the thigh and smiled.

	Miles continued, “Is there more of that chicken? I’m seriously starving.”

	Lara giggled.

	Dr. Bond said as he stood, “Forgive me, I failed to offer you some before. I’ll make up for that right now.”

	“Thank you! Oh, man, thank you!”

	“You’re most welcome,” he said, now from the kitchen. “And before you ask, I did clean the table while you were in the bathroom.”







END





If you like the story so far and wish it to continue, please leave a review to that effect on the Amazon page! Dr. Bond might return once again...
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