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Chapter 1

The Date with Ava




	This was the third time Ethan and Ava hung out. They sat at a table in the library across from one another. Talking was allowed here in the study level. Ava’s head was buried in her her textbook. Ethan faced his laptop, but his eyes cut up at Ava’s low-cut, tight sweater, which revealed the tops of her creamy breasts. Ethan couldn’t concentrate on the subject they were supposed to be poring over: European Medieval History. But he could have if 	Ava had worn something a little less tight, maybe a little less revealing.

	Without looking up, Ava asked, “Did you decide on your first paper?”

	Ethan was glad she didn’t look up. She would have caught his eyes zeroed in on her tits. “I’m thinking the Inquisition in France.”

	Now she looked up, and her question gave him time to, sadly, lift his eyes from her breasts before she noticed. Her large, brown eyes looked quizzically at him. She brushed her long, dark locks from the side of her face. 	“Go on.”

	Shit, he hadn’t conceived of a thesis statement. When honest with himself, he just liked looking at the woodcuts of women in various period restraints. But he couldn’t write a paper titled, “Bondage in 13th Century France.” Ethan had to think on his feet. “Well, everyone focuses on the Inquisition in Spain and Portugal, but everyone overlooks it began in the Kingdom of France. I want to get at the roots of the movement against heresy. And that begins in France.”

	“Nice.”

	“So, what’s your paper on?”

	“Haven’t decided yet.”

	Ethan wished he would have thought of the easy answer. But at every turn he wanted to impress this intellectual girl with the pretty face, the charming smile. And the tits that drove him nuts.

	“It’s due in two weeks,” he prompted.

	“Plenty of time.”

	For Ethan, this was not plenty of time. He wasn’t the type of student to bang out a paper in a couple days. And he wanted a good grade. Ava had just prodded him to choose a subject, and he planned to run with it.

	Her eyes shifted back to her book. His went back to the tops of her breasts. They had gone out twice: once for coffee, and another time for lunch between classes at the campus taco joint. He wasn’t even sure they were dating. He feared the friendzone. He was determined to see if she wanted to catch a movie this week. That would be, without a doubt, a date, a real date. Today was the day he’d decided to go for it. He needed to close the deal. And if she declined, he would know that she wasn’t interested. If that were the case, he would sulk. And write his paper.

	Ava glanced at her phone. “Mom’s here early.”

	“Mom?”

	“Yeah, she promised to pick me up today. My car took a shit and it’s in the shop.”

	“Oh.”

	Ava closed her book. “I actually live in this town. Grew up here. I don’t have a scholarship or anything, so I still live with Mom. Saves a lot of money.”

	Ethan had never met a student that was from this college town. Well, if they were to ever get naked, sounds like they would be in his apartment. He was a senior, and this was his first year not in the dorms. He and a friend rented a place adjacent to campus. Everyone referred to it as the “Student Ghetto.” But it was a step up, and everyone on campus knew it. Ethan loved it. His own, private bedroom. Luxury. But he’d yet to get laid there. It was October, and he’d moved in at the end of August, semester’s start.

	Ava packed her book, notebook and tablet into her backpack.

	“She’s waiting?” Ethan asked.

	“Yeah. May as well call it a day.”

	“I can walk you down.”

	She smiled. “You don’t have to.”

	Ethan closed his laptop. “I need to get going, myself. It’s cool.”

	Once packed, together they descended the stairs to the ground floor of the library. Ethan gathered his courage to ask her about a movie. This weekend. He’d already picked it out, an arthouse flick. He hoped it would appeal to her intellect and score him points. And more.

	Outside the doors of the library they walked, Ethan fearing he’d lose his nerve. He’d always had trouble talking to people he didn’t know well. A blue sedan was parked right on the drive in front. A woman was bent over digging in the trunk.

	“Mom!” Ava said in an exasperated tone, “You can’t park there!”

	The woman stood up, an energy drink in hand, freshly plucked from a cooler in the trunk. She closed the lid and smiled. And Ethan’s heart nearly stopped. Ava’s mom was hot. This was the genetic source of Ava’s tits. Her mom wore tight jeans, a white blouse that showed off her ample breasts, and she had makeup dialed up, from maroon lipstick on her full lips to eyeliner and eyeshadow around her large, green eyes.

	“I’m not parking. Since I’m with the car and it’s running, this is legally known as ‘standing.’ Have they taught you anything in this expensive college?’

	Ethan laughed.

	Ava rolled her eyes.

	“Oh, hey, before you take off,” started Ethan, then hesitated, but forged ahead, distracted by her beautiful mother, “You wanna catch ‘Eros and Zeno’ this weekend? Like Saturday night?”

	“Okay. Text me the deets.”

	Ethan inwardly cheered. And breathed a colossal sigh of relief.

	Ava’s mom stood with the car door open. “Is this cute gentleman coming home with us?”

	“Mom! No!”

	“It’s rude to not introduce us,” Ava’s mom continued with a teasing smile.

	“God, Mom, you live to be embarrassing!”

	“Yes.” She waved at Etan, a waggle of fingers with nails painted red. “I’m Ava’s mom. Ms. Harris.”

	“Pleasure to meet you,” said Ethan. Most parents he met used their first name. At least since he’d been in college. Odd, but…sort of cool. He didn’t know if a handshake was appropriate in this situation, so he stood and waited, smiling friendly-like. He hoped. “I’m Ethan.”

	“See you Wednesday in class,” said Ava as she climbed in the passenger side of the car.

	“Nice meeting you, Ethan.” Ms. Harris stepped into the car, set her Monster in the cupholder, and closed the door.

	Was that a wink as she drove away?

◆◆◆

	Ethan stood on Ava’s porch, ringing the doorbell. It was date night, and butterflies fluttered in his belly.

The door popped open, and there stood Ava’s mom, smiling, makeup and hair on point. Her long blonde hair with its gentle waves dropped below her shoulders, red lips painted for war, eyeshadow perfect. Did she have a date tonight?

	“Hey Ms. Harris.”

	“Ethan, come in. She’ll be ready in a minute.”

As the storm door closed behind him he smelled cannabis. “It relaxes me,” said Ms. Harris as she seated herself in the plush beige armchair beside the TV, propping her bare feet on the ottoman, her soft soles facing Ethan as he sat on the sofa across from her. “I’d offer you a toke, but you’re driving.”

	“Of course. But how about when we get back?”

	“Wow. Expect to be staying the night?”

	Ethan froze, realizing his gaffe.

	Ms. Harris smirked. “I’m teasing you. Lighten up.”

	Ethan internally sighed with relief. He still wasn’t sure if Ava was actually interested in him romantically. They could be just hanging out, as far as she was concerned. And her mother wasn’t helping, being super-hot and exceedingly familiar. Somewhere in the back of his brain he still worried about that paper. He needed to get his shit together and act confident and unbothered.

	“Ava tells me you two have a history class together. Medieval something.”

	“Yes. And my paper’s on the Inquisition in France.”

	“Well, that’s dark.”

	“Appropriate for the Dark Ages.”

	Ms. Harris rolled her eyes. “Stick to history, Ethan. Looks like jokes aren’t your thing.”

	“Aw.” Ethan’s shoulders drooped.

	Ms. Harris giggled. “Okay, that was a little funny.”

Ethan smiled; happy he’d rebounded from the flat joke. 

	“So I’ve recently read that iron maidens weren’t real,” said Ms. Harris.

	“True. Some hoax by a few guys in the 19th century.”

	“How about the Pear of Anguish?”

	Ava walked in, looking hotter than she did in class. Her makeup was more subtle than her mother’s. “Quit trying to embarrass Ethan.”

	Ms. Harris grinned, “He was informing me on medieval torture. I was asking about the Pear of Anguish, that was inserted into—”

	“Mom! We all know where it went.”

	Ethan was embarrassed. The Pear was a device designed for insertion into any orifice and slowly expanded to cause great pain, and the tearing of tissue. And Ms. Harris broaching the subject had him imagining inserting it into—

	“Ready to go?” asked Ava.

	“Um, yeah, sure.”

	“Mom, you made him stutter. No more talking about torture things that get inserted places.”

	“I’m just curious about what you guys are studying. That’s all.”

	Ethan rose from the sofa, relieved to be leaving.

	“Bye, Mom.”

	“Later, Ms. Harris.”

	“Have a nice time. And stop thinking about the Pear of Anguish!”

	“Mom!”

	The two left the chuckling Ms. Harris and got into Ethan’s car. “Sorry about my mom. She loves to needle any male friend that comes over. She gets a thrill out of it.”

	“She’s pretty funny,” Ethan replied as he pulled from the driveway.

	“Is she? I never know if her schtick is funny or annoying.”

	“Well, she caught me off-guard with the whole pear business.”

	Ava laughed. “That’s her thing, all right. Find a way to embarrass the boys. I’m not sure what she gets out of it.”

	“She strikes me as someone who refuses to fade into the background, no matter where she is.”

	“I think you’re calling my mom an attention whore.”

	“I didn’t mean it like—”

	Ava laughed. “It’s kinda easy to get your goat tonight.” 	She nudged him in the shoulder. “I can see how she finds it amusing.”

	Ethan sighed.

	“Oh stop! Don’t act so put-upon by us girls.”

	“Fine. Let’s talk about something besides your mother. And Pears of Anguish.”

	“So, it makes you uncomfortable to talk about something that gets inserted into vaginas or buttholes?”

	“Well, your mom made it uncomfortable!”

	“I get it. We’re still too close to the age where moms aren’t supposed to talk about sex things.”

	“Yeah, I guess.”

	“Well, my mom’s different. She’s been pretty blunt about sex stuff for a while now. I think she meant to make the whole business less mysterious for me. Less weird. I know some parents never talk about it.”

	“That would be my parents.” Ethan shook his head.

	“Pity. As brash as she is, I think it’s done me good. I’ve never been weird about sex. Or hesitant. Or placed it high on a pedestal. It’s just sex. Worms do it.”

	“Right. Well, shit. It didn’t…go that way for me.”

	“We can talk about something else.”

	On one hand, Ethan would love to talk about sex with Ava. Or her very attractive mother. Or both Ava and her mother at the same time. But he lacked the confidence, so there was always a high risk of getting embarrassed at any little sexual detail. He didn’t have much experience, either. Being an introvert wasn’t the quick path to getting dates or laid. But he sure thought about it a lot. He had kinkier notions no one knew about. He’d bring that up someday to the right person. God, he hoped. He couldn’t spend his life only truly getting off with internet porn.

	“I don’t want to seem like some weird prude. I like sex. It’s just…sometimes talking about it…”

	“Do you do locker room talk with your guy friends?”

	“Yeah. But it’s not my thing. I play along just to fit in.”

	“Fair. Just blame your folks for ignoring the issue and get on with life.”

	“Well, that’s a simple and direct method of dealing with it.”

	Ava giggled. Ethan liked her light and genuine laugh. 	“Why make things more complicated than they need to be?”

	“Solid philosophy.” Ethan pulled into the parking lot of the movie theater. “Looks pretty full tonight.”

	“Maybe that means the movie’s good.’

	“We’ll see.” Ethan parked the car. He was thankful that soon they would be watching a movie and not talking. He needed a break from all that so his anxiety would level out.

◆◆◆

	Ava enjoyed the movie. She liked Ethan, too, but his shyness was borderline turnoff. Introverts exist, and really can’t help the way they were, but that didn’t mean she had to have a relationship with one. Ava knew she needed a little more boldness from a man, and Ethan wasn’t offering much. So far. Many introverts could be coaxed out once you befriended them, that much she knew. Ava was intrigued by Ethan’s intellect and odd humor, not to mention his geeky manner and thin frame. She’d never been a fan of jocks.

	After the flick they landed at a coffee house. She’d rather have a drink, but at twenty in a college town, every damn place carded, so that was out. In earlier decades this was not the case, so she was jealous of previous generations.

	Once seated at a small corner table with hands around their steaming javas, Ava asked, “Do you think the symbolism was a little heavy-handed? Like the bird in flight at the end. Like we didn’t notice that he died.”

	“I wouldn’t call it so heavy-handed. Movies require visual story-telling. I’m sure the touches were great for the average movie fan. We intellectuals are a different breed, and often look down from our perch atop all our books.”

	Ava playfully hit him in the arm. “You’re drawing a connection between intellectualism and classism, I see.”

	“If the mortar-board hat fits…”

	“Ah!” She hit him again. This time a little harder.

	Ethan laughed and sipped from his mug.

	“And so it went with the mother who was tied to a chair as a prank: So obviously a comment on how a family ties down the mother but less so the father.”

	“Well…right. How is that heavy-handed? Most people wouldn’t have caught that.”

	“That business did nothing to further the plot. It was like ‘Here’s a big symbol! Tied down woman here!’”

	“I see your point.”

	Something had changed in Ethan’s demeanor. She couldn’t read him, though. But she could tell he withdrew. He stared at his coffee. He wasn’t uncomfortable discussing the movie at first. “So, overall, what did you think of it?”

	Ethan looked up. “I think it was good. I was expecting better. But the plot and characters, and the symbolism, came together to make a decent movie. Four stars.”

	“In comparison with the director’s other movies, this one’s a little flat. It had its merits and social commentary, but really, she could have done better, I think. Three stars.”

	“Tough critic.”

	“Why?”

	“I’m sure making a movie is really difficult and complex. That’s a lot to come together.”

	Ava rolled her eyes. “But since some people manage to put together truly glorious movies, there’s the standard. It can be done.”

	“Right, I suppose. And this one wasn’t hampered by budget or disaster.”

	Ethan had perked back up. Ava, ever analyzing people, tried to assess what had happened. Was it talking about woman’s rights and social standing as symbolized by that one scene? That’s when he went a little quiet. He wasn’t a misogynist, was he?

	“I was really glad to see Patricia Arquette in here, even if her role was minor. Remember when she spoke to the UN assembly on equal wages for women? I love her.”

	Ethan’s eyes lit up. “Absolutely! Unfortunately, there’s still no Equal Rights Amendment.”

	Well, obviously her guess was way off course. Her mind froze at her next notion. Did Ethan go silent because he’s a closet bondage freak? Did he have a woody beneath the table when she mentioned the woman tied to the chair?

	She forged ahead to test her new theory. “Odd random thought. So, when they had the mom tied to that chair, did that bondage look a little too good? It wasn’t just ropes looped around her wrists and to the chair arms. It looked decently put together. Tight. The gag was just a bandanna over her mouth, but the ropes looked like some skill was required.”

	Ethan blushed before he responded! “I didn’t notice that. Maybe they were scouts or something.”

	She had his card now. Once she’d vividly described the bondage scene, he retreated into a protective shell. She shouldn’t needle him about it. Ava wouldn’t mind trying some bondage in the bedroom. As far as she knew, she’d never met a true bondage enthusiast. And here one was, trying, poorly, to hide it. But he obviously didn’t want to come out of his closet. Not tonight, anyway. Lots of people play games. Ethan wasn’t ready to discuss it openly. Obviously

	Ava steered the conversation away from the bondage and Ethan’s anxiety vanished. She kept it that way.

At the end of the night she waited for Ethan to invite her back to his apartment. She knew he had a private bedroom in his apartment. No more dorms for him. But she wasn’t going to invite him inside at her place, with her Mom there. When that happened her mom had always teased the poor bastard the next morning and then grilled her for details after he left. Weird. But sometimes amusing. Mom needed to get her own boyfriends.

In the driveway at her house Ethan asked if she wanted to hang out next Friday night. She couldn’t resist. “I’m all tied up on Friday. How about Saturday?”

	“Umm…Saturday’s good with me. I’ll see you in class Monday.”

	Ava laughed to herself at giving him a parting erection as she walked up the porch steps. She knew he visualized her all tied up, and probably gagged, at the slightest mention of bondage.





Chapter 2

Ms. Harris




Ethan had Ava on his mind. He envisioned her tied to a chair like in that movie: arms to chair arms, feet together, a white cloth gag over her lips. Her eyes wide above that gag. Then she’d giggle, knowing that gag would do about nothing in keeping her quiet. Her eyes sparkled when she looked at him from her chair—bound position.

Damn, that fantasy was nice.

Anyway, he felt proud he’d asked her out for next Saturday.

Monday, he arrived just a minute before the professor began the lecture. Ethan had wanted to arrive early, but this girl made him nervous. He didn’t want to screw this up, but his anxiety intervened. So, he’d futzed around until the final moment. So they only got to chat for a few minutes after class as she rushed to her next one. 

And it wasn’t lost on him that she’d mentioned that bondage scene twice at coffee. He knew he was overthinking things, as he always did, but that was weird, wasn’t it? He dreamed that she hinted at her secret fantasies of being tied up…but that was a stretch. Good for stroking off, but maybe a disaster for this budding relationship. Was he the only one considering this a potential or a budding relationship? Uncertainties plagued him, but he wasn’t so brave to ask for everything to be spelled out. That could be bad. Best to let it ride and hope things became more clear Saturday. Since she was “tied-up” Friday.

Their next class was Wednesday. He texted her on Tuesday, a question about Pope Innocent IV's papal bull Ad extirpanda of 1252. He didn’t feel comfortable just saying, “What’s up?” But she responded right away. His roommate Marcus told him that was a very good sign and they should be fucking this weekend. “I don’t know about that, man.”

His roommate huffed and rolled his eyes. “If you don’t go for it she’ll think you’re not interested.”

Mentally, he conceded that was a fair point.

Wednesday morning he went out for his usual coffee. He had a financial rule about coffee, since his folks had him on a strict budget: only Wednesdays and Fridays. As he ordered from the barista he considered skipping this Friday to save a few dollars for going out with Ava. With coffee in hand he headed toward the door and a voice called, “Hey! Ethan! Fancy meeting you here.”

He turned. Sitting at a table with a coffee in hand and a sly grin was Ava’s mother. She looked hot in her black trench coat. Beneath was a sweater, miniskirt and black pantyhose. Does she go to work like that? He needed to get a job there.

“Hey, Ms. Harris. How are you?”

“Fantastic.” She stood, slung her purse over her shoulder. “Let’s take a little ride.”

“Um. I have—”

“You have a class in two hours. Ava told me your schedule. Plenty of time.”

“Okay.” Ethan was confused. And a little scared. Was she here to tell him to not see Ava again? This was so weird. He followed Ms. Harris to her blue sedan in the parking lot. Once in, she pulled out, and none too easy. Ms. Harris liked to drive fast.

“So, Ava tells me you’re a good guy, and from what little I’ve seen, I think she might be right.”

“Um…thanks?”

“But you and your shy ass are going to let her slip through your hands if you don’t get bold. You reading me?”

“Um…”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I’m talking about. Some jerk with a guitar and a side hustle of drug dealing and fire in his loins will sweep her away and you’ll be left standing there with your dick in your hand. Neither one of us want that.”

“Okay. So…where are we going?” Ethan scratched the back of his neck as the anxiety worms wriggled in his belly.

“To my house. We’ll finish our little chat, then I’ll drop you off near campus. How’s that? Want to spend the morning with me?”

“Sure.”

“Christ, getting two syllables out of you takes effort, Ethan. People talk, and you’re expected to talk back. It’s common courtesy.”

“Well, I do talk to people I know a little better.”

“After this we’ll know one another really well. But maybe work on being more friendly to strangers. This will open doors for you, Ethan. Social doors, career doors. Doors to sex.”

Ethan felt his face heat up. Ugh, he didn’t need to compound his anxiety with knowing this beautiful and powerful woman could see his face redden. There was nowhere to hide.

They reached the driveway. Ms. Harris popped out, coffee in hand, keys jangling. Ethan hustled to keep up.

“It’s best if Ava doesn’t know about this meeting. After all, I’m not undermining you two. It’s the opposite. I’m trying to be helpful.” She opened the door and Ethan followed her in, closing the door behind him.

He still had his coffee in hand but didn’t want any more fuel for his nervousness. He’d never had a panic attack before, but this Ms. Harris business had him thinking this might be time for the first. She hung her coat in the closet in the tiny foyer. Her sweater was tight, showing off her generous bosom. Her legs dropping from of that miniskirt were perfection in black striped pantyhose inserted into black boots with three-inch heels.

Where did she work?

She sat on the seat by the TV like before and pointed for him to sit on the sofa opposite. He did so, finding a coaster for his coffee on the coffee table.

“So, me and Ava had a little talk Sunday. About you.” She unzipped her left boot and slid it off. “So we have this little wager.” The other boot was unzipped and placed beside its wilted sibling. “Ava thinks you’re into bondage. I, on the other hand, think you’re into feet.”

Ethan felt his heart sink and his mouth open slightly. This was absolutely crazy. Bonkers crazy.

“When you were over to pick her up, I noticed you stealing peeks at my soles that were facing you. Right on this ottoman.” Ms. Harris leaned back and crossed her feet just like before, but now her soles were just barely visible through the translucent fabric of her pantyhose. 

Ethan’s eyes involuntarily dropped to look. It couldn’t be helped. Her feet were high-arched and gorgeous.

“Exactly. Exactly like that.”

“Sorry.”

Ms. Harris spread her hands and looked heavenward. “There was no need to apologize for anything.”

Ethan stopped himself from apologizing for his apology.

Ms. Harris wiggled her feet at him and smiled. “I was right, wasn’t I? It’s the feet? Nothing to be embarrassed of, fetishes are natural and harmless. I once had a guy that would suck on my toes and it was great. I never had to beg for a foot rub.”

Ethan didn’t know what to say. There was a question in there somewhere, but all he could manage was to lift his eyes from her feet to her face.

“Bondage or feet, Ethan? There’s a wager on this.”

“So…are you going to tell her you outright asked me?”

“Hooray! I got a full sentence out of Ethan! And that was a very good question. The answer is no. I wanted the mental victory. I planned to let her find out for certain and tell me. If things ever got that far. But I took matters into my own hands. So, your eyes have been forthwith, but not the mouth, Ethan. Bondage or feet?”

Ethan drew a breath. Should he be honest? Should he tell her she’s rude and overstepping all boundaries and walk back to campus? Well, the latter would never happen. Ava’s mom was too damn hot to refuse anything. Even if her forward manner gave him a little anxiety. Okay, a lot of anxiety. His eyes dropped to her soles in the pantyhose once more and he sunk into embarrassment again. She was looking him right in the eyes. He forced his eyes back to hers.

She smiled, like she already won the wager.

“Both,” he said.

“Oh my god! That’s a cop out, mister! You’re just saying that to please the both of us. And in doing that, no ones ever pleased!”

“I’m not making it up. I love feet. I love bondage.”

“All right. Fine. But people with multiple fetishes have one that’s dominant over the other. Or others. Which is it?”

Ethan paused. He didn’t have to think. He knew what it was. “Bondage.”

“Aw shit!” Ms. Harris smacked the ottoman in dramatic frustration. “I thought I had you all figured out. Give a point to Ava. She’s a smart one. And observant.”

“I agree.”

“Well, good.” She stood and past him into the hall, “I’ll be back in a second.”

Ethan puffed his cheeks and blew air through his lips. As much as he loved looking at Ms. Harris, this interrogation had been hard on him. He might skip his classes for the day and lay down. He needed a big recharge before…before anything.

After a few moments Ms. Harris returned. Her pantyhose were gone, her legs bare. And in her arms she held several coils of hemp rope. Ethan’s eyes bugged out. She dumped the ropes on the coffee table next to his coffee, surely cold by now. Ethan gaped at the ropes. He noted there were also a couple of bandannas in the mix. Gags.

“What I would like you to do, Ethan, is to ask to tie me up. And then, if I say yes, tie me up. It’ll be good for you. This exercise will help bring you out of your shell so you can ask girls what you want. And feel no shame in the indulgence of your fantasies. Fetishes are fun. They’re not weird. You with me?”

Ethan nodded.

“Answer me. Use your vocal cords.”

“Yes. I get it. You want me to ask if I can tie you up.”

“Excellent. And if I say yes and you tie me up, that doesn’t mean you can bend me over the table here and fuck me. We’re just doing a little bondage session. Okay?”

“Okay. I got it.”

“Good.”

Ethan could not believe this was happening. This beautiful MILF was almost ordering him to tie her up. This was like being in a bondage porn clip. A sudden thought stopped him. Was she testing his loyalty to Ava by…seducing him? He shook that thought off. If she were doing that, there was no way he could be expected to refuse this offer. He’d only been out with Ava once, and here was her super-hot mom ready to indulge his bondage fantasies. He was going to go for it. Just the thought of roping up Ms. Harris had him semi-erect.

Ethan stood up, picked up a coil of rope, and looked Ms. Harris in the eyes. “Can I tie you up?”

“Well, Ethan,” she placed her hands on her hips, “that sounds like fun. How would you like to tie me?”

“How about…you turn around and cross your hands behind you?”

“How about you be more assertive than that?”

Ethan cleared his throat. “Turn around and cross your hands behind you.”

Ms. Harris smiled. She turned away and crossed her slender wrists at the small of her back.

Ethan uncoiled the rope. He’d never tied anyone up before. But he’d watched so many bondage clips, even some instructional ones (damn those were seriously hot), so he had more than a clue. He made a slipknot around her wrists and looped around. He fumbled getting the lengths into the anchor point, but once in, he cinched and knotted. Ethan’s arousal pushed at his jeans from within. He stepped back and drank in the sight of Ms. Harris facing away, her hands bound behind her.

“Well, Ethan, this certainly feels tight. I’d wager that—mmmph!”

He reached out and cupped his hand over her lips. She fell silent. He had her against his chest, his throbbing member now on her lower back. He was taller than her by three inches or so. This feeling of power intoxicated him. Perhaps he didn’t need a nap after all. He just needed to tie up Ms. Harris.

Ethan whispered in her ear, “The safe word is Saturn.”

Her eyes were wide with the surprise of his hand over her mouth. She cut her eyes at him and nodded.

“And don’t speak unless I ask you to.”

She nodded again, Ethan reveling in every second his hand was clamped over her mouth. He’d never done this before, either, but the reality far exceeded his fantasies. With great reluctance, he lifted his hand from her lips.

Ms. Harris looked into his eyes, then looked to the wall ahead. Was that a small smirk playing at the corners of her mouth? She knew the safeword and didn’t use it. He’d half expected her to call it off after he had his bone up against her. Well, there were more boundaries to be tested.

Ethan scooted the coffee table away from the sofa.

“Face the sofa and kneel.”

She didn’t hesitate. Down she went, carefully, one knee, then both. And Ethan delighted in the power and…her perfect, wrinkly soles facing up. He shook the next coil loose and crossed her ankles for her. He liked the cross-ankle look. It accentuated her arches. Employing the same technique as her wrists, and still fumbling a little here and there, he managed to get her lovely feet bound.

Ethan stepped back and allowed his eyes to slide up and down her. Winning the lottery would not have been more exciting, and certainly not more arousing. He scanned the ropes on the coffee table. And the gags. Nothing fancy like a ballgag or a bit gag. But she sure had a pile of cut rope ready. And coiled neatly. Ms. Harris must be into the bondage scene, otherwise she would have brought out robe ties, scarves and such for their session. The gags were fine. He favored cloth and tape, anyway. But something about a bossy woman who rarely paused for breath, a ballgag certainly would have fit the bill and looked fantastic lodged between her full lips with the perfect dark red lipstick.

He picked up a white bandanna and folded it corner-to-corner and made a large knot in the middle. This would more than suffice.

But what about the safe word?

It took a few seconds to recall, but one of those instructional clips mentioned snapping fingers as a signal. “Ms. Harris, I’m going to gag you. Snap your fingers if you need a pause. Or anything.”

She nodded, but didn’t turn to make eye contact.

Ethan bent behind her and readied the gag. “Open your mouth.”

Her lips parted.

This all felt so dreamy.

He inserted the knot behind her teeth. “Look down,” he ordered. He managed to brush her hair away and get the ends of the bandanna knotted behind her neck without tangling.

Again, he stepped back for the full picture: kneeling, ankles crossed and bound, wrists tied, a gag in her mouth.

Her soles drew his eyes. He knelt beside his willing captive and ran his fingers along those wrinkled, pinkish soles. Up and down her arches. Not too softly, he didn’t want to tickle. That wasn’t his thing. He felt each individual toe between thumb and forefinger, beginning with the pinky, ending with the big toe.

Ms. Harris remained motionless, allowing him his pleasures.

His eyes slid up her thighs, which disappeared up that miniskirt. Time for testing boundaries. The feet were fine. How about a hand on the back of her thigh? His hand stroked the silkiness of her right thigh. Ms. Harris released a small mmmph. Of surprise? Of pleasure? Hard to tell, but there was no snapping going on. Her hands tightened to fists for a second, and then relaxed again. He continued to feel her thigh. Now a little higher. Her round ass was right there beneath that skirt. He stopped.

He stood, bent over Ms. Harris and with his left arm across the top of her chest and gripping her shoulder, he pulled her to him. His right hand went up her skirt and grabbed her ass cheek.

“Mmph!”

He smiled and kneaded that bun firmly, wondering what color her panties were. It didn’t matter, really. What mattered was that she didn’t snap.

“Mmmmmmmmm.”

That was a moan of pleasure. She was loving it. Likely not as much as he, but she was enjoying their session. Was she supposed to be loving it this much? Did she just bully him into tying her up for her own pleasure, and this really had little if anything to do with his relationship with her daughter?

Ethan didn’t care. Here was a beautiful woman—and he tied her up!

He released Ms. Harris and pushed her over on the sofa.

“Mmph!”

He lifted her skirt and inspected her ass. Black panties. He spanked that tight ass several times. She giggled through that gag. Well, he didn’t want to spank her too hard. He pushed a few boundaries and really, he didn’t want to discover one. He had her bound and gagged and didn’t want the fun to stop.

With an arm beneath her breasts and the other at the rope binding her ankles, he lifted her to the sofa so she lay on her belly. She gave no resistance. Her eyes looked at him questioningly. He studied his captive and reached back into memory on how to make a connector and hogtie her. He could futz his way to it, but he loved the look of neat, tight rope, and the peace of mind that came with inescapable bondage. With another length he made a slipknot in the cinch of her crossed ankles and pulled them toward her hands. He stopped when it felt tight, with her soles just several inches from her hands. The ends went through the cinch of her wrists and back to her ankles. The space between was really tight, and he took a breath so he would slow down and get her tied right and not amateurishly. Nothing pinching. Only tight binding that would not leave her with circulation loss or bruises or welts. With concentration he looped around the connector a few times and back to the cinch, where he knotted it. The dangles from the knot were a little long, and unneat, but that he didn’t mind. And it really helped that Ms. Harris wasn’t kicking and wriggling at all. She had allowed him to get her fairly tightly hogtied.

He knelt by her feet, helplessly suspended above her butt. “See? I like both.” Ethan began sucking her pinky toe, as Ms. Harris giggled. He gave each toe its turn, loving both the slight foot odor and light salty taste. After giving extra attention to her big toe, the foot worship ended. Ethan was in paradise. With her tied up and under his total control, his shyness evaporated.

She told him all he had to do was ask. But he’d always been afraid to venture forth. It’s not like kinks were shamed like they used to be. And was a ‘no’ that bad? Sure, it could be embarrassing, but maybe the next woman he dated would say yes. And even be enthusiastic about it like Ms. Harris.

Ethan was about to give his attention to the toes of her other foot when Ms. Harris started snapping. Was something wrong? He leaned toward her head, her eyes looking somewhat relaxed, and, maybe, something more?

At the base of her neck, he undid the gag and took it from her mouth. Her saliva had soaked the knot through.

“Okay, shy boy. This is as far as things go. Time to untie me. You have class, soon, anyway.”

Ethan was disappointed, but he always knew this would end at some point, he couldn’t keep Ms. Harris hogtied on her sofa until the End of Time. And he knew that taking her back to the bedroom was out. She’d set that limit at the beginning.

“All right. This was so much fun! Thank you!”

“I had fun, too. It was a pleasure seeing you transform from shy to bold.”

Ethan started working on the knot of her hogtie.





Chapter 3

Ava and Handcuffs




The next Saturday Ava enjoyed the dinner out with Ethan. Maybe he just needed a little more time. He was more open, more chatty, and she definitely saw flirt in his eyes. He was funny, too. She’d read that some introverts took time to get to know someone before they opened up to a point they no longer acted shy. Ethan never raised his hand in class, but in the library it was obvious he was smart and took the material seriously. She really liked that. But she knew if he never cracked that shell of his, they could never get along. Who wanted to date a guy you sometimes had to pry conversation from?

They didn’t have any drinks, so that wasn’t what opened him up. But the sea change in his personality she noticed in class on Friday, the day she had told him she was “tied up” that night. He met her in the hall before class, they walked in together, and talked until the professor started class. Was it just the time he finally got used to her as a friend? And possibly more?

After the checks were paid, they walked in the parking lot. When they arrived at the restaurant, they parked in the back, as the lot was nearly full. After a dinner extended by long conversation, the car sat alone in the back row. “I had a great time,” Ava said.

Ethan looked to her. “So did I.”

Now Ava felt a little shy. Her eyes fell to her black boots as they walked. She pulled her leather jacket a little tighter against the chill of the autumn night, but didn’t zip it. She loved her new top with a turtleneck that left her shoulders bare. Sexy, but a little cold once the sun disappeared. She was glad for the jacket.

They reached the car. It sat between parking lot lights, so it was a little dark. Ethan had said the key fob had stopped working sometime during the summer. He had the key out, about to unlock the passenger door for her and she placed a hand on his hip. It felt right. Just a little touch.

Ethan froze.

Ava was afraid she’d startled him, like he was a rabbit.

After the pause, he unlocked the door but didn’t open it. He turned to her.

Her hand stayed on his hip, touching his belt and shirt. Ava bit the bottom of her lip. Ethan leaned in and their lips touched, hesitantly, then the kiss went a little deeper. He pulled back, just a little. “Um…we can go back to my place. If…you like.”

The poor guy looked scared.

She nodded, and they kissed again.

This was going well. She figured she may have to make the moves when they got to his place. He didn’t kiss like a virgin, but he had the vibe of someone not exceedingly sexually experienced.

This time when the kiss broke, he put his keys back in a pocket and reached inside his jacket. “I…” he stopped and cleared his throat. “Would you like to try something?” He produced a pair of handcuffs. They gleamed in the parking lot lights.

Ha! She’d been right this whole time! Ethan was a bondage enthusiast. Or fetishist. She smiled broadly with the mental victory over her mother. Ava had totally called it last weekend.

“Is that a yes?” asked Ethan in response to her smile.

Ava didn’t reply. She offered up her wrists just beneath her chin.

He clicked the cuffs into place.

“Am I being kidnapped?” she asked, still smiling.

“Yes. Exactly.” Ethan opened the door. He held her cuffed wrists and assisted her in sitting inside the car. She really didn’t need it but she was glad he was careful. And she really wasn’t ready to be thrown in the trunk or anything so hardcore. He closed the door and walked to the other side. When he unlocked the driver’s door with his key she seriously considered locking it back with the button. It would be funny. But she had a feeling this was magic for Ethan. It shone in his eyes. She decided that a dash of goofiness might spoil it.

Ethan looked to her, then his eyes slid down to the cuffed hands in her lap. He reached across and pulled the seatbelt, both straps going over her arms. It would be easy to slide out from, be she could tell Ethan liked what he saw.

She jiggled her hands in the cuffs, the metal clanking. “Where are you taking me?”

“To the safe house. You’ll fetch a fine ransom.”

Ava giggled. She couldn’t help herself.

He leaned in and kissed her, which felt more arousing with her hands cuffed. It was light bondage, but it was there. Hard to explain, even to herself. She’d never experienced bondage before, and so far she found it fun and titillating.

And so they drove into the night. It was only a ten-minute drive to Ethan’s. Ava found the whole drive exciting. Sitting in a car, hands cuffed, people in the cars next to them at the red lights oblivious to her “kidnapping.” 

They pulled into the apartment lot and Ethan parked. The complex was a rather large assemblage of three-story buildings, one of the places everyone called the “Student Ghetto.” He looked to her. Ava jiggled her cuffs again. “Are you going to take me in like this?” She was joking. Of course he’d undo the cuffs before walking her to his apartment. Despite the night, it was still public.

“Yes. Well, I have a blanket in the trunk. How about if I drape it over you, covering your handcuffs, and walk you in like that?”

Ava considered for a moment. That did sound exciting. “Okay.”

Ethan climbed from the car and popped the trunk. He came to her side of the car and opened the door. Ava was still trapped by her seatbelt. With the blanket folded over his arm, he reached in and unclicked her belt and offered his hand to help her stand, which she took. “I think the third-floor people can see me.”

“No one’s looking,” he said as he draped the blanket over her shoulders and knotted the corners in front so her hands were hidden. “Good?”

“I suppose. To the safehouse, then.”

Ethan closed the car door and placed his arm around her, guiding her on the sidewalk to his building.

“Is your roomie home?” she asked.

“I don’t know.”

“So, he might be chilling in the living room when we walk in?”

“That’s a possibility.”

“How will this possibility be handled if it’s reality?”

“I’ll say ‘hey this is Ava’ and he’ll say ‘hey’ and we’ll walk to my bedroom and close the door.”

Ava pulled a skeptical look, narrowing her eyes. “That easy, eh?”

“Yep. It’s a college roomie guy thing: Don’t delay the bedroom shenanigans with small talk.”

Ava laughed. “Okay, then.”

They walked up the outdoor steps, three flights, and down a corridor. Ethan unlocked the door and they went in, Ava and her blanket trailing Ethan. Seated on the worn, paisley-patterned sofa was, presumably, Marcus, the roomie, and game controller in his hands and his concentration on the sizeable flatscreen across from him.

“Hey, this is Ava,” said Ethan. “And we need to cross your vision.”

The action on the screen stopped. Marcus smiled at Ava, “Hi Ava. Must be cold out there.”

“It is,” she replied, feeling nervous. She wasn’t ready to be discovered by a stranger with her hands in cuffs. “Nice to meet you.”

“Likewise.”

They passed between Marcus and the TV and the noise of the game started again. Ethen opened his bedroom door and allowed her to walk in first. Ethen closed the door behind them. It was a typical spartan college set-up. The bed was just mattresses on the floor. A peeling and rickety-looking Bush desk occupied a corner. In another corner stood a gray plastic chest of drawers. Posters clung to the walls with tacks and tape, declaring Ethan’s favorite bands.

Ethan removed the blanket from Ava and flung it to a corner. He pulled her close for a kiss and cupped the side of her face gently. This was nice. Ethan was a good kisser. This was less common than people thought. Big points for Ethan. His crotch hovered right by her handcuffed hands. She grabbed him aggressively, not tight enough to cause pain, but certainly threatening. And Ethan stopped.

“Put on some music or I’ll wreck the jewels.”

“I knew I should have cuffed those hands behind.”

“That would have made the ride here very uncomfortable.”

“If you release me, there will be music.”

“Glitch Mob, please.”

“Right now you’re the boss,” Ethan said, not making a move with his balls still in her hands. Ava noticed his Glitch poster and knew he’d have some on his phone. “I have some Thomas Tallis if you want a medieval vibe.”

“Hard pass, Medieval man.”

“Glitch it is.”

Ava released him. He pulled out his phone and tapped. The speaker on the desk lit and the music started. He went to the desk next, turned desk lamp to the wall and flicked it on. The overhead light went out and now the dim room felt, “Sexy,” commented Ava on the new lighting situation.

“How about I remove the cuffs so I can get your jacket?”

“Sure.”

Ethan fished the key from a pocket and in a few seconds she was free. “I got it,” she said as she took off the jacket. “Can you put it on the chair for me? Not the floor.”

“Right.” He took the jacket and almost draped it over the desk chair back, then must have thought better of it and opened the closet and took a hanger and put it away. By the time he turned back around to Ava, she had her top and bra off (both were on the floor) and he gaped.

Ava giggled, her laugh giving slight movement to her breasts.

“That’s a surprise. A really nice surprise.” His eyes didn’t lift from her breasts.

Ava put her hands together and offered them.

Ethan got the cuffs from the desk and clipped them back on her slender wrists. He went to the bottom chest drawer and dug around a bit and came back with a length of rope. He folded it in half, made a slipknot on the connecting chain. He paused, went back to the same drawer and returned with a bandanna.

Ava wasn’t sure what was to be done with that rope dangling from her wrists, but that bandanna he folded was either a blindfold or a gag.

“You don’t want Marcus hearing you, do you?”

“That’s what the music is for,” she teased with a saucy smile. So, a gag. Okay. She nodded and parted her lips.

Ethan turned her around, inserted the band of cloth between her lips and pulled back, which pressured the corners of her lips.

“Head down,” he ordered and she reflexively looked to the floor. She could feel him brushing her hair aside before tying the gag.

He spun her back around and appraised his topless, cuffed, and gagged captive.

Ava had never been gagged before. It felt tight, but didn’t feel…muffling. “Somebody help me!” she cried through the gag, laughing. She thought she sounded a little…special needs. Now she was sure she could shout through this little thing without much trouble.

“So, does my captive need a ballgag?” Ethan asked as he arched an eyebrow.

She shook her head, “Mmmmmm. Mmmm.”

Ethan grinned. He led her by the rope to the mattress and sat her down. He moved a pillow at the corner of the bed by the wall, revealing a four-inch to a side metal square anchored to the wall by the corners. An O ring had been welded to the center.

Ava’s eyes grew large. “What’s ‘hat for?” she asked, still amused at her gagspeak.

Ethan pulled on the ends of the rope, and she fell to the bed on her back. He pulled her hands close to the O ring and tied the rope there. Well, all became clear now. “Mmmph!” 

Ethan stood over her. “The safe word is Pope Urban II.”

Ava giggled.

He sat at the edge of the bed, picked up her left foot and unzipped her boot and removed it. Her sock went next, thrown to the floor. He studied her foot for a bit. Her toenails were painted black. He took a moment to rub the sole of her bare foot with both hands, which felt marvelous, though not particularly arousing, and then went to work on her other boot and sock. Ethan obviously had an interest in her feet. No one else bothered to look at them or touch them. Maybe her mother was right. Or half right? Was it uncommon to have two fetishes?

Ethan stood and pulled his jacket off. Next he unbuttoned his shirt and gravity took that, too. He crawled atop her. And she couldn’t stop him. Not that she wanted too. But the metal of her cuffs jangled as he nipped at her neck, her earlobe. His breath tingled. Scooting down he grasped her jaw with one hand, cupped a breast and made tongue circles around her nipple. Ava enjoyed having her head pressed into the bed. And not being able to pull her hands down. She did have the urge to break free but only to throw her arms around him and pull him to her.

He released her face and continued down, kisses along her belly.

Ava moaned. She didn’t imagine bondage would be like this. He tied her down to…be nice to her? She expected a spanking, or maybe even a face-slapping. Something. Not all this worship of her body. She didn’t need to be immobilized for that.

But it added something. A dimension to sex she hadn’t experienced. And she liked it.

Ethan’s hands were on her belt, unbuckling. Unzipping her jeans. She raised her hips to accommodate him pulling her pants off. His eyes went to her panties. Her bright pink panties that likely had a little wet spot.

“I didn’t expect pink,” he said softly, amused.

His comment surprised her and she chuckled as he stripped that last barrier away. Unlike her jacket, she didn’t care where the damn things went. She expected him to shuck his own jeans at this point, but he was back on the bed, heading for her sacred spot. Shit, now this she didn’t expect, but “Mmmmmmmm!” she cried as his tongue didn’t even pregame on her inner thighs, he went right to the clit for slow and light licks that pushed her near the zone of the orgasm.

And he wasn’t stopping. He began slow loops around and around her clit, using a little more pressure, a little more pressure. Now a little more speed.

Ava involuntarily bucked, bumping Ethan right in the face with her wet pussy. Was that a laugh? It sounded like far away. And now everything had stopped. No. Not now. She opened her eyes and looked down her body and Ethan was on one leg trying to get his pants off. She giggled. My god, that scene was a comical setback. She didn’t want her arousal rewound.

Now naked Ethan returned, right back to the spot where he’d left off. Ava wasn’t religious but she thanked the gods of sex and orgasms. She’d never had one with a guy on the first round before, but it looked to be happening right here, as she was cuffed to the wall atop this mattress.

Ethan was back with those little circles that had her moaning and writhing. She tried to be careful about smashing him in the face again. But she couldn’t really control it.

Another pause. Damn it!

She peeked up and Ethan struggled with a condom. Aw, fuck, she didn’t want another delay. But his instincts were good. She was on the pill, but she didn’t know where he’d been. Ethan definitely had been somewhere doing the Lord’s work in someone’s Holiest of Holies.

And damn, Ethan was hung. Not porn huge but big enough to gain her respect for his genetic progenitors. 

Finally, success with clothing his shaft and he practically leapt atop her and guided his ready member inside, and she felt every inch of him. And the girth. At last, someone who foreplayed her to teeter on the edge before they plowed away.

He grunted as she moaned. She moaned louder. He placed his hand over her mouth, her already gagged mouth, and that was lit! Her eyes bugged for a few seconds. Pure excitement of being taken! She pretended it was against her will and bucked and writhed. Ethan groaned at her response and gripped her shoulder tightly, never releasing her lips. Pressed into the bed, hands helpless, pounded by a guy with sufficient girth to finish her off with just a few more strokes.

Ava screamed into Ethan’s hand as the orgasm crashed into her like a tidal wave. Pinpoints of light popped like stars behind her tightly shut eyelids.

Ethan grunted louder and puffed like an old steam locomotive.

She opened her eyes, seeing Ethan’s face, jaw set, sweat dripping, eyes hard with pleasure and intent, his hand pressed hard over her mouth. 

He shook and screamed a guttural shout. He shuddered, and rolled off of her.

With her mouth free, except for that bandanna, she opened and gulped air. After a moment, her breathing settled into a slower rhythm. Ethan lay beside her, back of his hand on his forehead. Eyes still closed. Still breathing rapidly.

In that post-orgasmic bliss they remained for a few minutes, only the sound of their breathing in the room. That, and The Glitch Mob still played. Ava wondered if that covered the sound of their sex in the least.

Ethan rolled over to face her. He caressed her sweat-sheened cheek.

“Hath the ranthom been paid?” she asked over the gag.

“Oh yeah. I’m rich as fuck.” He grinned broadly. “Turn your head.’

She faced away from him and felt his fingers digging through her hair to get to the knot on the gag. The knot was loosened and he pulled the wet cloth away and kissed her gently. He got up to retrieve the handcuff key from his jacket on the floor. When released, she sat up.

“That was fun,” she said.

◆◆◆

Ethan liked the post=sex cuddling.

They cuddled; they cleaned up; they cuddled some more until they had another round of sex. This go was sans bondage, and Ava on top. Again with the washing. Ethan gave Eva a T-shirt of his and they sat at the edge of the bed.

Ethan was atop the world. What a week. But the pinnacle was having sex and bondage with Ava. Weirdly, this might not have happened, at least not so soon, without her mother’s intervention. That intervention—the eternal vision of her hogtied on her sofa—had him wanking all week in every unbusy moment. It would be awkward when they were all together again.

“You’re not so shy when you have a girl tied up, huh?” said Ava.

“I guess not. You did like it, too, right? You’re not just saying that?”

Ava smiled.

Ethan could fall into her smile forever.

“Yeah. I liked it. Let’s do it again sometime. Maybe kidnap me and throw me in your trunk.”
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If you like the story so far and wish it to continue, please leave a review to that effect on the Amazon page!
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