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Chapter 1

The Appointment




	Nerves tangled in Lara’s stomach. She sat in the well-appointed waiting room of Dr. Bond. Her husband Miles found this psychiatrist after combing the internet. Highly rated and recommended. Lara had spoken to him on the phone briefly before making the appointment. 	He’d been pleasant enough, so she went ahead and secured her slot.

	The paintings adorning the walls were originals. All nature: a calm beach, a quiet and dense green forest, serene snow-capped mountains. In her short phone conversation with Dr. Bond, he advised that she stay off social media as much as possible: “It’s never good for anyone’s mental health.” As was her habit, she’d checked on her fave platforms this morning, and let them alone. So, the phone stayed in her purse and she gazed at the calming paintings.

	The door opened and a pretty woman stepped out. Her dark wavy hair spilled down her back and she strode by in her pink camisole top and denim skirt toward the exit. Lara noticed her left wrist as she passed. It was reddened. Lara thought perhaps she had a problem scratching herself. Nerves, maybe. Lara wanted to catch her and recommend a calming cream she used for such irritations. Lara wouldn’t head out without covering such a blemish. She wasn’t judgy of other women, in fact, she respected those brave enough to step out without makeup or fashionable clothes. She wasn’t that brave, and freely admitted it. At least to herself. Getting ready for this appointment, she made sure her dishwater blond hair was perfect. It fell straight to about the tops of her boobs. Speaking of, the tops of her generous boobs peeked out of her lime green tank top. She liked to show a bit of cleavage, but not too much. Before heading out the door she had a routine of checking out her bum in the full-length mirror, which she didn’t forget, and she confirmed her butt looked tight, round, fabulous. She could criticize, but being overly negative about your own body wasn’t healthy.

	Confidence in her looks wasn’t her issue. So, what was? Hopefully Dr. Bond could help. Like social media.

	The door opened. The man in the suit jacket made eye contact, his blues to her browns. His hair was black and professionally short, his beard close cropped. His small smile relaxed, reassuring. The glasses perched on his nose lent an intellectual air. He also owned a gym bod, Lara could spot it beneath that tailored tan jacket and cream turtleneck, but it wasn’t the overblown ‘roid kind. Just…fit.

	“Lara Kinsely?”

	Lara stood and followed the doctor down the short hall to his office. He closed the mahogany door behind him and gestured to the chairs before the formidable desk.

	“I thought I’d be laying down on a couch,” said Lara nervously.

	“That’s Hollywood, but there is a sofa, if you’d prefer that.” He motioned to the plush number against the wall with paisley throw pillows.

	“A chair is fine,” she said and sat in the overly-cushioned arm-chair that included a padded headrest. It resembled a dentist’s chair, but without the swivel or the sterile medical vibe.

	“Excellent.” Dr. Bond plucked a laptop from the desk and occupied the chair beside her, not the executive chair behind the desk. He scooted another foot away and tapped on the laptop. He looked up to her, “I always tell a patient to open up with me. We’ll make progress much faster this way. I assure you that what is said within these walls will remain here for all time. No one besides me and you will ever know what was said. Okay?”

	“All right.”

	“I realize that at the moment, I’m a stranger and opening up to a stranger can be difficult, and all I ask is that you try. And please, please, feel free to ask me questions. I am here to help you. That is my entire goal.”

	“Okay. Thank you.”

	“Excellent.” He glanced down at his screen, eyes back and forthing. “All right. Your lab results show normal levels of estradiol, testosterone, and progesterone for a twenty-nine-year-old woman. So, let’s get at this libido issue. Usually, the husband is along for this, but…not today?”

	“I knew I wouldn’t feel comfortable completely opening up with Miles here. Is that bad?”

	“Nothing is bad. All right? These first few sessions are crucial, so it’s extra important that you feel comfortable. We can bring Miles in later. Or not. But you are in control, okay? This is your time.”

	Lara nodded. “All right. Good.”

	“But I would like to know why you would feel uncomfortable with your husband in here, talking about sex.”

	Lara bit her bottom lip. “Well, it’s hard to explain. Maybe I just want to complain about him.” She giggled nervously.

	Dr. Bond nodded, tapped on his laptop. “So he may a large part of this issue?”

	“No! Miles is fine. He even encouraged me to come here. To specifically see you. He read about your success with my…situation in other patients.”

	“So Miles is not part of the issue, as you see it?”

	“I really don’t think so. He’s good looking, still. You know how some men let themselves go after marriage, but he’s not like that. He’s attentive in the bedroom. Especially in the last year when my own desire just…fell off a cliff. He’s tried so hard, being patient, trying new things. And he’s always been a pro at felatio.”

	“Good. Good,” repeated Dr. Bond as he typed notes. “This is helpful. So, when did you first notice you had diminished sexual desire?”

	“I didn’t notice, at first. Miles brought it up one night, almost a year ago, that we hadn’t had sex in a long time. That I turned him down for, I don’t know, a lot of times in a row.”

	“Did Miles present this in anger or frustration?”

	“No! He’s not like that. He was concerned. If he was getting angry about it, he kept it all to himself.”

	Dr. Bond made direct eye contact. “There was no triggering event? Give it some thought. Relax and think back to that time. A year, you say?”

	“Yes, about. All right.” Lara closed her eyes and reached back in her memories. But nothing popped up as sexually noteworthy. No events at all. She knew a traumatic event, like a car wreck or the loss of a loved one, could have unforeseen effects like loss of libido, but nothing like that had happened. She sighed and opened her eyes. “Everything was normal.”

	Dr. Bond nodded and typed. He smiled reassuringly and sat the laptop on the desk. “Let’s try something, if it’s fine with you. I’ve had a lot of success with hypnotic regression. We can dig a little into your subconscious, maybe find some clues.”

	“I don’t know.”

	“It perfectly safe, and you will remember everything.”

	Lara set her lips crooked, like she did when really nervous.

	“Perhaps you’ve heard some bad things about the technique. Or about someone taking advantage of a patient.” Dr. Bond patted the top of his desk. “Set your phone here, prop it against this book, and set the camera to record. You can keep the video of the session, or discard it. That’s up to you.”

	That allayed her hesitation. She fished her phone from her purse, opened the camera app, adjusted it so it had a clear, wide view of her chair. She sat back down.

	“Place your hands on your knees. I will count backwards, slowly.”

	“No swinging watch?”

	Dr. Bond laughed. “That’s Hollywood. You will be placing yourself into a hypnotic state. I’m just pointing the way.”

	Lara smiled. Once past her initial nervousness, she noticed Dr. Bond had a relaxing effect on her. She didn’t really know what to expect from the first session. A lot of Freudian questions, maybe. But this was like a calm, easy interview. Nothing to be afraid of. Lara rarely liked people at the first meeting, but Dr. Bond, so far, was different. He appeared genuinely concerned about her, and was gentle in his questions.

	“As I count backwards from ten, I want you to relax more and more with every number. Start with your feet at ten, relax every muscle in both feet, then at nine, we’ll begin relaxing your calves. Understand?”

	Lara nodded and placed her hands on her knees, rested her head on the comfortable chair’s headrest.

	“Okay. Ten. Relax,” intoned Dr. Bond.

	The numbers descended, slowly. And Lara relaxed. Fatigue weighed heavily on her by the time two was called, and she didn’t even hear him call out zero.

	She felt like she inhabited a dream, everything detached. The voice of Dr. Bond came to her from far away, and she couldn’t discern the words. Emerging from the darkness came her husband Miles into their living room as she was curled up reading on the sofa. He smiled and asked about “shenanigans” this evening. She felt nothing, no desire. Lara apologized and told him maybe next weekend, she was too tired. Thing was, she wasn’t tired at all.

	Miles faded and Dr. Bond’s latest words were swallowed by a wind. The wind stopped and she lay on her back in a decent hotel room, high up, the lit rooms of nearby skyscrapers checkering the nearby buildings with their yellow glow. And she was being fucked. Sweat, grunting, arms gripped her tightly. His cock inside her felt all right, but not fabulous. Not enough to make her moan or scream or even approach orgasm. Lara was really waiting for this to be over with so she could get back to her book. This wasn’t Miles, it was Aiden. Aiden the artist with the long hair and his silly scrunched-up sex face. She wanted to laugh, but didn’t.

	Aiden and the hotel room faded. More garbled intonation from Dr. Bond. She strained, but couldn’t quite make out the words, like they were lost in a deep snowbank. Now she was seated in a wooden chair, wearing denim shorts that she’d discarded years ago, along with that well-worn Deadmau 5 T-shirt. She recognized the room as her eldest sister’s dining room. She wasn’t just sitting, she was bound to the chair! She’d been babysitting her two nephews and went along with their robber game thinking it was cute. They had her hands bound behind the chair back (tightly!), her feet were bound together and tethered to the one of the chair legs, and ropes circled her chest and her lap. She wriggled her wrists, trying to find enough slack to pull free. There wasn’t any! Lara was very surprised to be so tightly tied for just a pretend game. She heared something behind her, realized it was her nephews creeping up and said, “What are you guys—mmmmph! Mmph!” Cloth in her mouth! One pair of hands held her head still, another knotted the thick cloth that intersected her lips at the back of her neck. Outrageous! She heard their footsteps on the tile floor as they fled laughing, leaving their pretty aunt all tied up and now gagged. And…surprisingly aroused. Powerfully so. She fought against the ropes and voiced unintelligible concerns into that gag, it hit her that her wet arousal might become visible through her denim shorts. Unlikely, but odd thoughts like that can strike when turned on at an inappropriate time. What she really wanted—needed—was someone to step in and take advantage of her helpless form here in the dining room!

	Now her sister’s dining room dissolved to darkness and Dr. Bond’s voice called clearly: “Ten!”

	Lara was still seated, but not bound. And back in the comfort of Dr. Bond’s office. She placed a hand to her forehead, rubbing with her fingers, mentally groping in a fog of confusion.

	“Back with us?” asked Dr. Bond.

	Lara blinked several times. “Yes. Yes.” She looked up to Dr. Bond, who looked concerned. “Did I say anything?”

	“You said lots of things. I think we made significant progress. In our first session!”

	“Oh. All right.”

	He stood and went to the other side of his desk. “We discovered the moment in your life where you felt the most intensely aroused. This is significant.”

	Lara felt her face flush. “What on earth did I say?”

	“Please, you have nothing to be embarrassed of. Truly. You came here to talk about your loss of libido and we have, together, discovered a significant clue!”

	“I’m afraid to ask.”

	“Don’t be afraid of anything about yourself. Ever. Love yourself. That’s the mantra here. Love yourself. It’s easy. It’s simple. Too often, as social creatures, we view ourselves through the lens of what we think others are thinking. Rubbish! Screw what others think! You are a loveable person without conforming to other’s prejudices and ill-formed opinions.”

	“That’s great and all, but that didn’t answer my question.”

	“Well, you didn’t really ask one.”

	Lara sighed in exasperation. “What was the clue you discovered?”

	“If you don’t completely remember the hypnotism session…” Dr. Bond opened a bottom drawer of his desk and pulled out a coiled length of white rope. “Your most aroused state, in your life entire, occurred when you were bound and gagged!”

	“That can’t be true!” replied Lara. But as soon as the words fled her lips, she knew that was a lie covering an embarrassing situation she must have confessed during the hypnosis session.

	“Well, my hypothesis is testable.” Dr. Bond presented the coiled rope in both hands to Lara. “I propose I tie you up, and you tell me how you feel.”

	Lara’s eyes grew big. Her mouth dropped open. “That’s a ridiculous proposition, doctor.”

	“Considering what we are here for, perhaps unorthodox, surely, but it drives at the heart of the issue. Together, we uncovered several memories. But there was one where you were highly aroused. You did go on about it.” Dr. Bond nodded to Lara’s propped phone on her desk. She’d forgotten about it. She needed to hear for herself, and snatched up the phone and hit the stop button. She played the file, fast-forward until she found the salient moment. The phone’s camera had her framed from the waist up. Her head lolled on the seat’s headrest. Her eyes were closed, her lips curved up in a saucy smile. “After they forcibly gagged me I felt like I was going to break out in multiple orgasms. I wanted my brother-in-law to step in through the back door, see me like this, all tied to the chair with that gag in my mouth, and pull up my T-shirt and slap my titties until they were red and then slide his hand down my shorts and finger me until I fucking exploded! I don’t even like my brother-in-law much but he was the most plausible guy in this situation and he would suffice. It didn’t matter! I was all tied up and needed someone to take advantage of me in this helpless and available state!” She stopped the video, dropped the phone into her lap and held her head in her hands. She wanted to cry. She couldn’t believe she said all of this to the good doctor. And on her very first visit! Her cheeks and ears burned.

	Gently, barely above a whisper, Dr. Bond said, “This is something you haven’t even admitted to yourself, is it?”

	Keeping her face in her hands so she wouldn’t have to face the person that heard her going on like a sex-crazed bondage pervert (it was her nephews that had tied her up in a simple, innocent game, of all things, how could anyone find that moment so arousing? Impossible!) she said, “I’m sorry, doctor, but that was just a dream, or something. Just because I was under hypnosis doesn’t mean what I said was really true.” She lifted her face from her hands, “I have no idea what I was babbling about.”

	“I’ve been in this situation many, many, times, Lara. People discover something about themselves that they have difficulty confronting. I’m on your side. We’re working together.”

	“I’m not sure I believe in this hypnosis business.”

	“Then, consider my proposal.” Dr. Bond allowed the rope in his hands to uncoil, one end striking the floor.

	Lara took in a huge breath and blew it out. Uncertain. Uncomfortable. “So, you tie me up and then what?”

	“Then allow yourself honesty. It would be great if you would speak your feelings, but I won’t push you to do so. It’s paramount that you face your own feelings.”

	Lara considered. “What if I want to be let go?”

	“I will release you. Immediately, no delay.”

	Lara sighed again. She needed to fix her issue. Her marriage was at stake. Miles had been so patient and supportive, but that would not last forever. She had to try. “Fine. How do we do this?”

	“Please stand, cross your wrists behind you. That’s the first step.”

	Lara nodded, stood and turned from the doctor. She gathered her courage and crossed her hands behind her back. Dr. Bond began swiftly looping the rope around her wrists. She felt him adjusting something, then rope slipped between her bound wrists, followed by a knot. It was tight. He spun her around to face him. “Examine your feelings.”

	She was nervous. She felt a twinge of regret in allowing this. What had Miles gotten her into? A small nugget of fear nestled within her belly. “I’m feeling a little scared.”

	He nodded and stepped back. “I don’t want you to feel threatened by me. You have been made partially helpless with your hands tied behind you. Feel anything else?”

	“I don’t know.”

	Dr. Bond pulled another length from his jacket pocket. “How about I bind your ankles?”

	Lara rolled her eyes. “Fine. You’ll let me go if I say, right?”

	“Absolutely.” He knelt and encircled her jeans where they met her open-toed shoes. He cinched the knot, and stood, searching her face. “How do you feel?”

	“I feel tied up.” She smiled at her own lame joke. “And a little helpless.”

	“Anything else?”

	“Maybe.” Lara could not defend herself from the doctor if he wanted to touch her. She envisioned him grabbing her tit. She would scream and his hand would cup her mouth to silence her and force her back to the chair where his hands would continue to have freedom over her bound body. “I don’t know.”

	“Be honest with yourself, in your mind. That’s most important.”

	Dr. Bond extracted another rope, this one obviously longer. He spun her around so she faced away from him. The rope looped about her arms just above her elbows. It tightened, drawing her elbows together. Lara yelped. “Too much?” asked Dr. Bond.

	“It’s tight. It surprised me.”

	Lara felt the ropes loosen just a tiny smidge. The sensation of rope being threaded between her elbows was followed by constriction. “Too tight?”

	“It’s okay.” She bit her lower lip. “It’s fine, I guess.”

	The knot complete, the doctor grasped her shoulders and assisted her in turning. Lara hopped lightly with her bound feet.

	Lara’s rate of breathing had increased. The doctor knew what he was doing. She was helpless. She could hop, but that was it. She closed her eyes to stare within the abyss that was herself. Miles had proposed tying her up as a game, as foreplay, and she’d refused. Why? Why hadn’t she tried it?

	“Open your mouth,” ordered Dr. Bond.

	Lara instantly obeyed, parting her lips. A cloth ball was shoved past her teeth. She still didn’t open her eyes. Something thin crossed her open mouth several times, pinning the cloth. It was knotted behind her neck, beneath her dirty blonde locks. She tested the gag softly, grunting. No one could help her now, if she needed help. Her mouth was stuffed with cloth, packed in tightly by a thin…something.

	Lara opened her eyes. The doctor stared back at her. Appraising. Observing.

	And she liked it. “Mmmm.” She admitted to herself that she liked being in this position. That whole thing was tainted by her first real experience tied up at the hands of relations, something so very forbidden. But seriously, who cared who did it and the circumstances? She discovered her love for being helpless, bound and gagged, and at the mercy of someone else at an odd time, so she had stuffed it down and mentally avoided it. And even denied Miles the pleasure of roping her up. When it was exactly what she’d needed!

	She stared back at the doctor, her arousal rising.

	Dr. Bond looked at her through his black, horn-rimmed glasses. Another rope was produced. He grasped her at the waist. She yelped through the gag in surprise. Lara was placed gently on the floor. She didn’t resist as he drew her feet to within a few inches of her bound wrists and hogtied her.

	He stood over her.

	She looked up at him from her bondage on the floor. Helpless. Securely tied up and gagged on his office carpet. And she wanted him down there with her, hands roaming wherever he’d like. She didn’t care. She loved this! Being at the mercy of someone else. And like that time her nephews had her bound to a chair, she feared her arousal would show. A silly fear. But she still wanted Dr. Bond to do something other than observe her like she was a scientific specimen.

	Although that was pretty hot, too. Being tied up and denied her desires. She wanted to tell him that, tell him everything, and beg for him to take her as he saw fit. A pang of guilt struck as she thought of Miles. If only her own mind didn’t trick her into having an aversion to the very thing she certainly, truly loved! The mind can be a tricky thing. That’s why there’s people like Dr. Bond, who can unravel the tangled twine of the brain and make it all sense. And he’d just tied her up to prove his point.

	Point proven.

	“Mmmm?” It was useless to even attempt a question.

	“Are you okay?” asked Dr. Bond as he knelt beside her.

	Lara nodded vigorously.

	“Excellent.” He stood and disappeared from her view behind the desk. She heard him tapping on his laptop.

	Lara didn’t know what to do with herself, bound on the floor. Not much she could do. But she figured that her hour was nearly up and release was coming soon. She tugged on her bindings, wriggled some, testing the doctor’s talent for binding a patient. A prisoner patient. No slack was found. She felt about with her fingers, seeking a knot to pick. She was frustrated and delighted. Lara scootched on her belly. Her tank top stretched downward. Rolling on her side, she scootched more effectively. But with her captor in the room, any playful attempt at escape would be futile. But perhaps fun.

	Lara changed the direction of her scooting. Slowly, curling and uncurling her body to get traction, she maneuvered inch by inch, heading toward the door. She imagined Dr. Bond coming over, pulling down her pants and panties and giving her a sound spanking for her escape attempt. God this was wonderful! She really hoped he’d do just that. She knew she was bondage-flirting with him and didn’t care. She hadn’t felt this wet since…the last time.

	“Even if you could reach the doorknob, I wouldn’t advise scooting into the waiting room like that.”

	Lara giggled beneath her gag. She shook her ass at him and rolled over on her side so she could look in his direction.

	“If my interpretation of your body language is correct, this situation highly arouses you.”

	“Mmm-hmmm!”

	Dr. Bond left his desk and came to her, standing over her.

	She yearned for him to do something. She was so available to him. And she liked it.

	“I believe we’ve made progress, Ms. Kinsely.”

	Lara nodded. Why is he calling me Ms. Kinsely? He should call me a dirty bitch and smack me.

	“The hour is done. I’ll untie you.”

	Lara shook her head.

	“It might be uncomfortable for the next patient to walk in on you like this.”

	The next patient? Lara’s hyper-aroused mind raced. Maybe she was a woman and she’d be turned on by seeing her and would convince the hot doc to play with their helpless captive! Or maybe it was a burly, sex-starved (and handsome, certainly) man who would lose control at seeing her bound like this on the floor and would start tearing her top off. First the tank top, then the bra. Dr. Bond would join in, shucking off her jeans…

	All these delicious fantasies wormed through her brain and she just noticed that Dr. Bond had extracted the cloth gagging from her mouth. “I can scream now.”

	“Yes. I’d prefer if you didn’t.”

	“Someone might come to my rescue.”

	“The door’s locked. You really need to cool off here, Lara. Drive straight home to your husband.”

	Lara grunted in frustration as Dr. Bond worked on the connector rope that fastened her feet to her wrists.

	“You stated you haven’t had sex in quite sometime. He’ll tie you up if you’ll ask.”

	“But what if he doesn’t?” Lara whined.

	“He’s a sex-starved man, Lara. And by what you said, he loves and lusts for you. He’d lick your urine off the driveway if you told him you’d copulate afterward.”

	Lara laughed. “Copulate.” She laughed again. “You’re right, I guess. But what if he can’t do it right?”

	“Hit the store for some cuffs. No skills required.”

	Lara sighed.

	Dr. Bond released the tight binding about her elbows. Lara felt circulation increase, accompanied by warmth and tingles. The circulation down in her crotch never ceased. But with her bondage disappearing, the flow ebbed slightly.

	With her hands free, she sat up, allowing Dr. Bond to undo her ankle ropes. She whispered, “You can f—”

	Dr. Bond was swift with a finger on her plump, lipstick-smeared lips. “Don’t say it.”

	Her shoulders sagged as she nodded.





Chapter 2

Back Home and Horny




	Miles sat at home, too distracted to read the Kindle in his hands, hoping that his wife’s first session went well with Dr. Bond. He was glad that Lara had decided to seek help. A relationship wouldn’t work without sex. Depression came calling sometimes. Whacking off only did so much. Especially when you lived with an attractive woman. He’d caught himself eyeing a few women at work more lustily than usual. But he didn’t make any moves. Looking was okay. Fantasizing about them bound and gagged was okay. Actually doing anything was not okay. But he was only human, and the clock was ticking. He needed to get laid or he’d be flirting at work and installing the Tinder app on his phone.

	Lara’s car pulled into the drive. He resumed his efforts to read the book. He didn’t want to leap up and badger Lara after her first psychiatric appointment. He planned on giving her space. When she walked into the living room, he said “Hey,” looking up from his pretended reading.

	“Hey,” she replied as she marched passed him into the hallway.

	She looked a tad disheveled, hair a tad messy. He could smell her sweat, her makeup was definitely not on pointe as it usually was. His heart sank. He judged the session did not go well and she was stressed out from the whole thing. Best to give her some space. 

	He’s already masturbated to some bondage porn while she was gone. He took every opportunity. It was his only release.

	Miles heard her in the bathroom now, water running, things clinking on the sink. He wanted to get up and ask her how things went, but…later. Maybe over dinner. He was afraid of the answer, judging by the way she looked.

	Not that he expected a miracle from the first session, and he was resigned that it might take a couple months to make real progress. He was just horny. He settled back down into his book, less distracted now that she’d returned home. Dinner would be the perfect time to bring things up.

	He’d managed several pages in when Lara entered the living room and chucked something at him. He didn’t even look at whatever it was, because Lara stood before him clad only in her jeans, her big tits swaying, her hands on her hips. God, he loved her tits. Wait a minute. Were those red rope marks on her wrists?

	“I’m going to run screaming outside and tell the neighbors you kept me tied up and gagged as a sex slave. They’ll call the cops on your sex slaving ass!”

	She turned toward the front door as Miles sat stunned, Kindle still in his hands.

	Lara reached the door, topless, barefoot, rope marks on her wrists. She got the door open before Miles gathered his wits and leapt up from the sofa.

	She opened the storm door as Miles closed the distance. He grabbed her around the waist as she shouted, “Help!” and he reflexively cupped his hand over her lips and dragged her back inside, kicking the main door closed.

	His hand over his topless wife’s mouth, her tits swinging about, her legs kicking…Miles was hard enough to smash diamonds.

	 Miles spied what she had chucked at him on the sofa: a coiled, white rope. Miles’ mind gummed up like a beaver dam. Then it fractured in kaleidoscopic pieces. The fragments: Lara doesn’t like bondage. Lara’s libido is in the dumpster. Lara is currently running about with her tits out and daring him to tie her up in some spontaneous bondage fantasy. Lara’s wrists look like she was tied up earlier.

	She resisted him, shouting beneath his hand incoherently, the vibrations of her voice and the feel of her soft, soft lips under his palm excited him. He forced her to her knees before the sofa, bending her over the cushions as she thrashed about within his grip. This was his most exciting moment in recent memory. He released her lips and grabbed the coiled rope (where did this come from?) and shook it out so he could employ it on his wife whose sexuality had been suddenly awakened. And she wanted to be tied up!

	Miles wrestled Lara’s hands behind her as she shouted, “Help! I’m a captive!”

	With a few strands about her wrists yet nothing knotted yet, he had to shut her up before some neighbor came over to see what was up. He held fast to her wrists with his right and clamped a hand over her mouth again with his left. “Shut up, bitch. If you don’t shut the fuck up right now I’ll rope you so tight you’ll be in serious pain. Understand?”

	Lara quit screaming into his hand. After a pause she nodded. Her wriggling resistance died.

	“Gonne be quiet?”

	She nodded again.

	He removed his hand and finished roping her crossed wrists behind her. With her hands out of the way he cupped one of her breasts. He hadn’t touched her tits in months. Best feeling in the world. That boob got fondled like he searched for some nugget of treasure within. But the treasure was the tit itself.

	“Time to get you back where you belong,” Miles said as he hauled her up to her feet. Gripping her arms just above the elbows (where there were red rope marks, too) he marched her to the bedroom. On the four-poster bed lay more coiled ropes. He wanted to ask about their origins, but he didn’t want to break the roleplay. He just wanted to grab those ropes and tie her up. He pushed her over the foot of the bed, bending her over.

	“What are you going to do with me?” she asked.

	They’d been together for eight years. He’d never seen her like this. Hell, she’d been allergic to the notion of bondage, much to his disappointment. He was tempted to pinch himself, but there was real fear he might awaken from this dream. He grabbed another rope and looped it through the cinch of her wrists, stretched it above to the metal beams of the canopy that arched from the four columns of the king bed. Miles hoisted her wrists upward. “Ow!” cried a surprised Lara. He secured her in the strappado fashion. He knew he was getting carried away, but maybe this was a singular moment in their timeline, and he wanted to take full advantage.

Yet he hesitated, thinking he might be blowing any potential future bondage play by being too harsh. “Are you okay?” he asked, gently, putting breaks on the game. Hopefully, for only a second.

“I’m fine. Keep going.” She winked at him. She fucking winked!

	Miles went to the head of the bed, yanked a pillow from its case, approached the strappado-bound Lara as he rolled the fabric into a thick strip, corner to corner. “Open your mouth.”

	She instantly complied, and Miles tied in the cleave gag between her lips. He undid her belt as she wriggled and kicked and grunted behind that gag, finding plenty of resistant energy again. Miles slid her jeans from her kicking legs, loving every minute of it. He just might cum in his pants before he got to do anything more. With her jeans off and tossed to a corner of the room he smacked her ass, still wrapped in pink panties. She yelped into her gag. He reached forward with both hands and grabbed her tits as his dick throbbed against her butt though his jeans. She struggled in his grasp. His ropework held her steady enough, despite no practice in years. The saying about riding a bike fit the scene.

	Yet he didn’t think she was tied up nearly enough. Two more coiled lengths of rope sat on the bed, waiting. He grabbed one. Miles paused and stared at her waiting, helpless ass, and slipped her panties off, unveiling her lovely butt. He smacked it a few more times to revel in her small gagged yelps. He set to work tying each ankle so she stood spread and ready for whatever he desired. And he had several tons of pent-up desire.

	He fondled her ass, slipped his fingers onto her tender and very wet pussy. In all their time together, he had never experienced her so wet at first touch. Only after serious oral attention. The bondage and the roleplay did this to her? They had to have a serious and in-depth conversation once they were done!

	Miles’ fingers didn’t have to do much at all but lightly and tenderly make small circles about her clit to have Lara moaning through that gag. This was more than just music, her gagged moans were a call to action, his cock throbbing now at maximum, about to rip through the fabric of his Levis. He kept up the massaging of her nether parts as his other hand traced her hip, up her side, and rediscovered one of her breasts.

	Sometimes, with patience, and Dr. Bond, dreams do come true.

	He disengaged and dropped his jeans and drawers to the floor. Lara peeked back at the pause in action and wriggled her ass hungrily at him. Grabbing her waist with one hand and his dick in the other, he entered into her moist hall of pleasure. Her grunt was one of surprise. She hadn’t had him inside in a long enough time that he must have felt larger than expected. The thought only fueled him as now he had her by the hips and pounded. Not too hard, not too fast, for fear of blowing his ready load in mere seconds. He wanted to give her the full ride. She was in his fantasy world, and truly enjoying herself, and he wanted her to cum first. Judging by the higher pitch of her cries, this wouldn’t take much. Steady pumping, he told himself, now picture something to stave off a premature explosion… He conjured up an image of wrinkled old ladies in a nursing home knitting. Thing was, he was so worked up even the elderly and infirm looked a little hot.

	Lara’s moans got louder, pitched higher, and now Miles was on the edge. His mental picture of the old ladies was swept away by the reality before him. He couldn’t imagine anything but this singular moment of banging his bound and gagged wife from behind. Lara screamed once more, the muffled note hanging in the air sent Miles across the bridge into Orgasm Land. He grunted like a caveman, puffed and pumped, and the release had him seeing stars and shouting, “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck yeah!”

	Spent, exhausted, he pulled away and plopped to the floor, dizzy. Lara hung limply in her bonds. He figured he’d better let her go before she gets achy and cranky. He mustered strength and stood, going for the gag first. He loosened the knot and pulled it from her face. The pillow-case-turned-muffler was soaked in the middle. He threw it to the floor. Lara looked languidly at him through her slitted eyes, her face a sheen of sweat, a tiny smile on her lips, her cheeks stripped with the mark of the tightly-tied gag. Miles kissed her cheek, tasting the salt.

He straightened up and reached for the rope that secured her hands to the canopy.

	“Don’t. Don’t untie me.”

	Miles paused, the knot in his fingers. “Um, this is pretty strenuous.”

	“Yeah.”

	He looked at her arms behind her, hauled up at a rather harsh angle. He considered leaving it alone, but since this was her first time in the game, he really didn’t want any post-session soreness spoiling the prospect of future fun. “My captive, I’m going to move you. And no, I’m not letting you loose, so don’t try anything.”

	“Asshole,” she spat.

	Miles smiled as he released the knot and her arms came down, slapping against her back. He bent down and unraveled the tethers that spread her to the posts at the foot of the bed, then removed each coil entirely. Now she lay bent over the bed, only her wrists crossed and bound. He positioned her legs together, and Lara did not resist as he bound them at the ankles. Now tied hand and foot, he lifted her up in his arms and she yelped in surprise, and carried her from the bedroom.

	With her naked and bound, feet wriggling in the bonds, her large eyes staring him in the face, her boobs juggling like Jell-O with the motion, Miles carried her down the hall

	In the den there sat two desks and two chairs. He plopped her down in her office chair. She looked so pretty, seated without pants or panties, her tank top and bra dangling just below her neck, her boobs out and available for anything he had in mind, her tuft of dark pubes (no the curtains didn’t match the carpet) that she’d maintained neatly even though they hadn’t been sexually active. Her arms were positioned behind the chair back. At her feet he undid a bit of her ankle ties so he could attach it to the center post of the wheeled chair. Satisfied she wouldn’t get too far, he walked back to the bedroom to retrieve more of that rope. And put on pants.

	Lara hadn’t moved in his brief absence. She didn’t glare like a real captive, but maintained a little smirk. She was curious, sexually curious, about what he’d do to her. He wasn’t sure himself beyond tying her up more. And a gag featured into the near-term plans.

	He looped the rope into the cinch between her wrists and strung it down to the post that held her ankles. With a longer rope he bound her chest to the chair back, brushing her naked tits with every pass. He fumbled a bit making the harness right, but he finally got it. He felt seriously out of practice at this point. He hadn’t applied any bondage techniques since the girlfriend before Lara. That girl liked to be tied up, but her personality beyond bedroom play was insufferable.

	Miles looked his naked, chair-tied captive up and down as he held another rope in his hand. Deciding. He knelt beside her to tie her thighs above her knees. His favorite part was looping that cinch and feeling her inner thighs. Once done, he pulled the other chair to sit in front of her and stare. Or, glare, putting on a persona of some gangster with a captive that possessed information that he badly needed.

	“Tell me where you were this afternoon.”

	Lara shook her head, her boobs moving slightly with the motion. “You can’t make me tell you anything.”

	“You’re bound to a chair and at my mercy. I can pressure you to talk, but I’d rather not be so rough with a pretty girl.”

	“I think you’re the kind of guy that wants to be rough with a pretty girl.”

	“You have me wrong. I’m not a mean guy.”

	“Then why am I tied to a chair?”

	“It’s just my job.”

	“Get a nicer job if you’re such a nice guy.”

	Miles shook his head. “Not an option for me. So, where were you this afternoon?”

	“Nowhere.”

	“Huh.” Miles gripped her left nipple between his finger and thumb. He twisted and squeezed.

	Lara gritted her teeth, squinted her eyes and hissed. 

	“I’ll do it again.”

	“Fuck off.”

	Miles gripped both of her nipples and pinched and squeezed.

	“Ow!”

	“Talk to me.”

	“No!”

	Miles added a twist to the pinches this time.

	“Ow! Dammit!”

	Miles slapped her left nipple with the tips of his fingers, then the right.

	Lara gritted her teeth.

	Miles dug his fingers into her ribs.

	Lara squealed and squirmed, and shouted, “Stop! Ohmygod! You’ll make the pee!”

	“I’ll make you sit in your pee!”

	“No!”

	“Tell me where you were and what happened!”

	Lara shook her head wildly from side, her hair swishing about, her tits swinging.

	“Fine!” Miles slapped her nipples again. He pinched them hard, not letting go, looking into her eyes.

	Lara squealed, squeezing her eyes shut. Through her teeth she cried, “Okay! Okay! I was with Dr. Bond!”

	“What did you and Dr. Bond do? Did you talk about me?”

	“No! He hypnotized me!”

	“I think you’re making this up.”

	“No. He brought up some memories of the past. He made me remember I loved being all tied up.”

	“That makes no sense. How come it took hypnosis for you to remember you liked being tied up?”

	“Because of the situation I was in I buried it. I was too embarrassed to face it. So it got suppressed.”

	Miles leaned over, chin in hand, mulling over this new information. “So when were you tied up? What was the situation?”

	Lara hesitated.

	Miles raised his hand to just inches from her nips.

	“Okay! It was when I was babysitting my nephews a long time ago. They had me tied to a chair in their game of robber. It got me super-hot.”

	Miles nodded and cracked a smile. He played similar games in his youth which had figured into his future fetish. “Very interesting. Nothing to be embarrassed about at all. I would think that’s common.”

	“Not like I knew that. And I’d forgotten about it. Erased the memory. Sorta. Dr. Bond brought it back from the deleted folder, I guess.”

	“So that was the end of the session?”

	“No. I didn’t believe the conclusion he’d reached. About me being a bondage subbie that buried her desires, which made me eventually not like any sex at all.”

	“Why didn’t you—wait. What did he say to convince you?”

	“He tied me up there in his office.”

	“Wow.” Miles hoped the good doctor kept video records of his patient sessions. He’d kill to see that. “How’d he tie you up?”

	“Is this even relevant?

	Miles brushed one of her erect nipples, threateningly.

	“Okay! First, hands behind my back. Then I was hogtied on the floor, gagged. I scooted around on the floor for fun.” She paused for a breath. “And he was right. It got me horny as fuck. I loved every second of it! God! Being roped up so tight and scooching on the carpet acting like I was trying to escape.” Her eyes were lost in the dreamy effect of the memory.

	Miles narrowed his eyes. “Did Dr. Bond finish you off?”

	“No! He was very professional and sent me home. After he untied me. Obviously.”

	Miles seriously wanted the footage of this business. Lara hogtied and struggling about on the floor? Oh yes please. Now he was hard again. A grin spread as he looked at his chairbound wife with her tits out, her nips a little reddened from the pinching.

	“What are you thinking?” said Lara giving him a side-eye.

	“I’m thinking how much I love you like this.” He reached out and cupped a breast, lovingly.

	“Aren’t you such a sweetheart?” she replied with a tone of sarcasm.

	Miles chuckled and stood. He unzipped.

	“What are you doing?”

	“Just topping off your busy, busy day.”

	“With what? Are you going to fuck my titties?” She shook her chest so her ample bosoms swayed invitingly.

	Miles fished out his hard cock and rubbed it across her left tit, making circles around her nipple before going back and forth across it. “Not a bad option. This is nice.”

	“I can’t resist. But I can scream for the neighbors to call the cops.”

	Miles kept rubbing and poking her tit with his cock. “I’ll gag you.”

	“You’ll have to.”

	Miles moved his dick from her boob to her mouth.

	Lara smirked. “You’re going to gag me with this?”

	“With this. Yes. I’ll ungag you when this gag explodes in cum.”

	“I see.”

	Miles gestured to his cock, mere millimeters from her lips.

	Lara gave him one more saucy smile before parting her lips and allowing him in. She worked slowly at first, lips up and down his shaft as he kept his eyes on her bound and naked form that titillated him so. She released him and danced her tongue around and around his head. 

	Miles sucked in a breath and tilted his head back in intense pleasure.

	She took him in again and went to work, head bobbing, lips constricting. He looked down, arousal building to that explosion, even though he’d just launched a load about half an hour back. Miles realized that he’d reached the very apex of his entire life, looking down at Lara suck him off while tied nude to a chair in the den. Her eyes opened and looked up at her husband.

	At that point she took him all the way in, thrusting her head forward. His cock was enveloped by her throat. He pressed forward. She leaned in. Again. Again.

	Miles reached down to grab the base of his penis to give it a little extra stim but her lips were there: He was all the way in. And on the edge of orgasm.

	A crazed caveman sound escaped him, he could feel nothing but his dick all in her mouth, could see nothing but her tied to that chair, tits out, tits bobbing and swaying as she worked him. The overload washed over him and he came like a fire hydrant down her throat. He yelled, but could barely hear it, like an out-of-body experience. As if he floated to the ceiling and exploded into tiny sparkling bits of pure joy.

	He recovered and pulled away, nearly losing his balance in the spinning dizziness of that orgasm. He sat down hard on his desk chair, gasping. And closed his eyes.

	He came around to that blessed sight of Lara still tied up. He smiled. “That was incredible.”

◆◆◆

	After dinner, a fire crackled in the fireplace and Lara snuggled against Miles. Everything felt right for Lara. Miles appeared more relaxed and less stressed, too. With her head on his chest, she listened to his heartbeat, and felt it for the first time in a long while, like finally, everything clicked into place.

	“When’s your next appointment with Dr. Bond?” Miles asked.

	“Next Wednesday. Three.”

	“Can I come along on this one?”

	Lara looked up to him, but his eyes were still on the fire. “You need some help, too?”

	“Maybe. I think Dr. Bond could give me some ropework pointers. Maybe even some new techniques.”

	She punched him in the leg. “Think so, huh?”

	“Well, who tied you up tighter?”

	“Sure you want me to answer that?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Well, Dr. Bond was quicker, neater, tighter. He had my elbows tied.” She leaned forward, placed her hands behind her palm-to-palm, interlaced her fingers and squeezed her elbows together. “Like this. It was so tight, so unescapable.” She looked over her shoulders at Miles, who studied her arms from behind.

	“My pride is wounded, but maybe I could learn a thing or two by showing up. I mean, if you want me to.”

	Lara relaxed her arms and sat back. “Sure. It’ll do us good.”

	“I think so, too.”

	“We should see if he’s available for two hours. We might need extra psychoanalyzing.”

	“He sounds like a very busy man, though.”

	“Probably booked up for months.” Lara flashed a grin. “If he’s booked, maybe he could come over after hours. If he’s not too tired from a long day at the office.”

	“Well, that escalated quickly. This is going a little far.”

	Lara flashed the three fingered Scouts Honor sign. “It’s solely for the good of our relationship.”

	“Really? I’m getting a different vibe over here.”

	“Well, that’s your own jealousy creeping in. He’s a doctor. He’s here for us and for strictly medical reasons.”

	Miles gave her a look, suspicious.

	“Purely for our mental health.”

	“I don’t know, maybe I could learn on my own. With some YouTube videos. Turn around and show me how he had your elbows.

	 Lara leaned forward, “You can’t just discount having hands-on experience from a certified expert in the field. Who trusts YouTube yahoos? Probably nerds still living in mom’s basement.” She repeated her demonstration, palm against palm, drawing her elbows to touch.

	Miles quickly slipped his left arm between her arms and her back, locking them behind her as he cupped her mouth with his right, handgagging her.

	“Mmmmmm!” she squealed beneath his hand, followed by giggling. Her eyes popped wide with the pleasant surprise.

	“Until next week,” Miles said, holding his gently squirming wife in his grip, “I’ll practice as much as I can.”




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...
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